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    The Negotiation 
 
      
 
    Knowing how to get around your boyfriend is a skill every woman needs to master. It’s one that’s always come fairly easily to me. I learned pretty early on that most boys are fairly simple creatures. A smile, a toss of the hair, a flash of some skin, and it’s amazing what you can get even a strong man to agree to. That’s part of what makes them such fascinating creatures, I guess. So tough and resilient in some ways, and so soft and yielding in other ways. Don’t get me wrong, I love women. But men fascinate me. 
 
    Zach is, in some ways, a perfect example. He’s no weakling. I’d hate for anyone to get that impression. There are times when he can be as hard as iron, and I mean that in all the right ways. But in other ways, he can be so soft. So easily led. Sometimes, it feels like I can talk him into anything. And I like that. I like the challenge. I like the feeling of victory it gives me when I’ve gotten him to do something He maybe didn’t want to do. Or even better, something he did want to do but didn’t want to admit he wanted. Things like that keep a relationship hot. 
 
    And Halloween was a prime example. 
 
    I had been preparing. The idea came to me fairly quickly, almost as soon as I heard about Ashley’s little contest. Sometimes, you just know. Sometimes, it’s like lightning strikes, and you have no doubt. Ashley was still explaining the rules of her contest to everyone in the office when it dawned on me, and I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. The hard part wasn’t coming up with the idea. The hard part was talking Zach into it. 
 
    But I have my ways. 
 
    I ordered the clothing first. That was the key. To get his costume set up so that I could show him exactly what I meant, and what it would mean for him. Zach is usually pretty open-minded, but I knew I was asking a lot of him. Better if I could build a positive association right away. Call me a schemer, but when it comes to managing men, you have to plan ahead. And Ashley announced the contest in the office in plenty of time for me to do some online shopping. It had to be online, because for what I had in mind, they don’t sell in regular stores. It had to be ordered specially. But as the packages arrived in the days running up to Halloween, I could feel my excitement growing. I had no idea if I was going to be able to pull this off. And certainly, I had no clue where it would all lead.  
 
    If I had? Maybe I would’ve done this sooner. 
 
    Finally, I had what I needed. And not before time. It was the weekend before Halloween, which this year fell on a workday. That was the day Ashley would judge her contest. That was the day I intended to win. 
 
    Zach was in the living room playing video games when I found him. He didn’t look up as I entered the room, a couple of bags in my hands. Setting down the sofa beside me, I sat at his side. He barely lifted his eyes from the screen as I placed a hand on his leg, rubbing his skin through the jeans he wore. 
 
    “Hey babe, can we talk for a minute?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Zach said, his eyes flickering for just a moment toward me before snapping back to the screen in front of him. “Can you wait a couple of minutes?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said with a smile as he returned his attention to his game. That’s part of managing men, too. They have their own interests, and sometimes they devote a passion to them that it’s hard for me to understand. But Zach’s games meant a lot to him, and even though I was nervous and longed to get this conversation over with, I knew that demanding he stop in the middle of his game would only annoy him and make what I was trying to do harder. I needed Zach in an agreeable frame of mind, not already irritated. And I could wait. 
 
    Finally, Zach finished his battle and reached a point in the game where he could save his progress. Then he set aside the control and turned to me, leaving the game still playing on the screen in front of us. Clearly, he intended to go back to it once we were done talking. I had other ideas. But he didn’t need to know that yet. 
 
    I turned on the sofa to face him. The yoga pants I was wearing were very flattering, and I knew he liked the way they clung to my butt and showed off my legs, and that wasn’t an accident. Neither did the T-shirt with a horizontal slash in the top that showed off a hint of cleavage, either. It never hurts to go into these encounters with a little extra ammunition. I let my blonde hair hanging long on my shoulders, the way I knew Zach liked it, and my makeup was subtle, but there. The better I look, I know from experience, the easier it is to get what I want from men, including Zach. 
 
    “What were you thinking of wearing to work for Halloween?” I asked him. Zach blinked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said in confusion. “I hadn’t given it a lot of thought. I figured you would probably come up with something.” 
 
    Hi smiled. He was right about that. The truth is, I’m a girl who loves to dress up. And Halloween is the perfect opportunity to push things further than you normally would. A rare chance to try on a new persona, an opportunity to get away with being more daring than you normally would. It’s not an opportunity I usually miss. And this year, I hoped, I was going to push things further than ever. But I needed his agreement for that. 
 
    “Well, actually, I did,” I said with a smile. “I was thinking of doing a couples thing. I mean, how great would it be to win that vacation?” 
 
    “Yeah, that would be cool,” Zach said. I didn’t need to explain what I was talking about. After all, we worked at the same place. That was how we had met, years before, back when he had just been some cute guy I worked with. Now he was my boyfriend, the two of us moved in together, and if wedding bells weren’t exactly on the horizon, I kind of assumed it would happen one day. I was more than willing to spend the rest of my life with this man, and I hoped he felt the same way about me. I hoped he would still feel the same after he saw what I had in mind for him. 
 
    “You know we’ve never been on vacation together?” I said. “Going to see our parents on the holidays doesn’t count. I mean a real vacation, like the one Ashley is offering to whoever wins the contest. All-expenses-paid in some tropical resort? I want that. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Sure,” Zach shrugged. “It sounds nice.” 
 
    “It does,” I said, smiling again. “Which means everyone is going to try to get it. So I figured we needed to try something a bit creative. So I was thinking…” 
 
    Instead of finishing my sentence, I bent at the waist and reach for the bags on the floor at my feet. Reaching into one, I pulled out the dress I bought. As I spread it out on my knees, I saw Zach staring at it. I could almost see the wheels turning in his head. He didn’t notice right away that the size of the dress was all wrong for me. All he saw was the shining black leather fabric, the silver buckles and chains that held it all together, a sexy look that would be daring at the office even for me. Let alone for him. 
 
    “You’re wearing that?” Zach said, his eyebrows rising on his forehead as he looked at me in surprise. 
 
    “No,” I said with a grin at my boyfriend. “You are.” 
 
    Zach blinked. I kept the smile on my face, but inside, I was a bundle of nerves. I might be good at getting Zach to do what I want, but this was going to be a challenge, I knew. This was going to be deeply embarrassing for him, and while he’s usually willing to joke around and have fun, I worried this might be pushing him too far. What can I say? I wanted that vacation. 
 
    “You want me to wear that? To work?” 
 
    “Don’t you see, babe? It’s like a couples costume. I’ll go as you, and you go as me. I mean, this would be a little bit inappropriate for the office, even for me. But we both know I’m known for pushing the envelope at work with my outfits. People will get it. I think it’s funny.” 
 
    Zach paused again. His eyebrows drew together as he frowned at the dress. What I was saying was true. I took some pride in wearing the sexiest outfits of any woman in the office. I’ll admit, I like the attention. I try not to cross the line, and Ashley’s never had to have a serious talk with me about what I wear to work. But I tried to be right on outline of what’s acceptable and what’s sexy. Zach, I know, appreciates it. He loves the way I look at work, and he’s not the only one. But there’s a long way to go between him appreciating me wearing sexy clothes to work and him doing it himself. Which, to me, was what made it all so funny. 
 
    “So you want me to wear a dress? To work?” Zach said again. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, my hands sliding a little higher on his leg and the dress now spread across both our legs. “It’ll be funny. Besides, you know you’d love to see me wear something like this to work. Maybe you should get a taste of your own medicine and see what it’s like being the office hottie.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to be able to pull it off the way that you do,” Zach said, making me laugh. 
 
    “Maybe not,” I acknowledged. “That’s what makes it funny. Can you try it on for me? I think I got your size right, but I never bought a dress for a man before.” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “Why not?” I said. “I hope it fits, because Halloween is next week, and I don’t know if I will have time to come up with another costume. I really want to win that vacation. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “Worried you’ll be embarrassed? It’s Halloween. It’s the perfect time to get away with stuff you normally couldn’t. And everyone knows it’s just a bit of fun. Besides, you know I’ll make it worth your while.” 
 
    My hand slid even higher, reaching for my boyfriend’s crotch, and now there was no doubt what I meant as I smiled at him. His eyes looked into mine, and under my hand, I felt his cock beginning to stir to my touch, and I knew as well as he did that this game was hardly fair. That he was completely overmatched when it came to stuff like this. But that’s the nice thing about being a woman. We have so many disadvantages, but the way men want us so badly makes up for a lot when you know how to use it. 
 
    “I bet it won’t fit,” Zach said, shaking his head, and a thrill of excitement raced through me, because I knew in that moment that I had him. His objection was feeble, something I could easily brush aside, and I felt a flush of power to know that there was no longer any doubt. He was going to end up in that dress. 
 
    “Well, there’s only one way to find out, isn’t there?” I said, lifting the dress off my lap and holding it out to him. “Go on, put it on.”  
 
    Uncertainly, Zach took the leather dress from my hands, scowling at it as he held it out in front of him. 
 
    “Right here?” 
 
    “Right here,” I nodded, sitting back on the sofa now to enjoy the show. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. Well, you in a dress is. But the rest of it is old news.” 
 
    I smiled playfully as I spoke, and as the frown lifted from Zach’s handsome face, I saw the beginning of a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. He hesitated just one more moment. Then, turning, he set the dress down on the sofa and began to lift his T-shirt over his head. I tried not to make a big deal of it, trying not to scare him off, but inside, I was practically jumping for joy. Not because I had any great desire to see my boyfriend women’s clothing, but because it was another victory for me. Another thing I had made him to do with nothing but a smile and a vague promise of some future reward that I would certainly enjoy just as much as he did. Sometimes, men are too easy. Especially my boyfriend. 
 
    Zach stripped off in front of me, his computer game still on pause on the TV, forgotten now. There was a strange energy in the room as he undressed in front of me, shedding his clothes down to his boxer shorts. 
 
    “Those too,” I said, nodding toward his underwear, pressing my lips gleefully together between my words. “You can’t wear boy underwear like that under a dress like this.” 
 
    Zach smiled fully now. Sliding his thumbs under the waistband of his boxer briefs, he pulled them down in one swift motion. I grinned as I saw his cock hanging between his legs, visibly stiffening right in front of me. Good. I wanted him excited. I wanted him turned on, knowing that he was easier to manipulate that way. Clearly, my hints were doing their job. 
 
    Picking the dress up off the sofa, Zach held it in his hands again. I watched, folding my arms on my chest, letting him figure it all out for himself. He pulled down the zipper in the back and then held the dress out, stepping into it one leg at a time, his half-hard cock bobbing and throbbing with every movement he made. The black leather shone as he pulled the dress up, sliding easily over his body. As he pulled the dress into place, lifting the straps over his shoulders, I saw that it did indeed fit. And the dress was cut for a man, made to fit tight around his body the way a similar dress would fit around my curves. Zach looked faintly ridiculous as he struggled into the dress right in front of me. And the sheepish look on his face told me he knew it, too. But to me, the way he looked was another representation of my triumph over him. The power I had to make him do what I wanted. And not for the first time, I felt that power sending a jolt through my body to explode between my legs. The truth is, controlling my boyfriend like this turns me on. It gets me hot to know that he’ll do things for me just because he wants me so badly. Nothing makes me feel sexier. 
 
    “Happy?” Zach said, spreading his arms in front of me. 
 
    “Yes,” I grinned eagerly. “Babe, you look great! It’s a really hot dress, and you have the legs to pull off. It’s just a shame they’re so hairy. But we can fix that.” 
 
    “Oh no,” Zach said, shaking his head emphatically. “I’m not shaving my legs for you.” 
 
    “Oh, come on, honey,” I said as I rose from my seat on the sofa. I felt the smooth leather of the dress under my fingertips as I ran my hand along his waist, standing at his side and reaching behind him. Gently, I pulled the zipper of the dress up his back, the leather growing even tighter around his body as it shone in the light. The dress had a low neckline that showed off his solid pecs, and a short skirt that revealed his muscular thighs. It really was a sexy dress, and I had one that was quite similar, but not quite as revealing as this. As silly as Zach undoubtedly looked, seeing him like this was doing something to me. And as I slid my hand up his inner thigh, I could tell my actions were doing something to him, too. 
 
    “It’ll look a lot better,” I said in a soft voice. “If we’re going to win this contest, we need to commit to it fully. It’s not that bad. I can help you. It’ll probably take a while, but that just means more fun in the bath for us, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Zach’s breathing was growing shallow as my hand climbed higher. Reaching up under his dress, I found the rock-hard shaft of his cock with my blind hand, so out of place in the feminine clothing he was wearing. I started to stroke it, feeling the warm life in it, the pure power of his desire, and I knew I had won. Zach would put up his little bits of resistance here and there, but I knew just how to get around him. And this is how I did it. 
 
    “What’s this?” I said with a chuckle. “You don’t usually find one of these inside a dress. I do like how easy it is to get to when you’re wearing this, though. But it might be embarrassing if you pop a boner like this at work.” 
 
    “Oh God,” Zach said, rolling his eyes as I continued to rub his cock. “You have this all planned out, don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course I do,” I grinned triumphantly. “You know me. Don’t worry. This is going to be fun. Just relax and have fun with it, and it won’t be too embarrassing for you. Besides, it’s not all bad. I have to say, I’m not sure why, but this is kind of turning me on.” 
 
    I knew what I had to do. And in my state of high excitement, there wasn’t much I wanted to do more. Stepping around to stand fully in front of Zach, I smiled at him. Then, sweeping my hair back from my face, I sank to my knees on the floor in front of him. Zach gasped as I lifted his skirt, his cock standing out proud between his thick thighs right in front of me. Taking it in my hand again, I leaned forward and opened my mouth. Zach sighed in pleasure as I took his cock between my lips, sucking gently on the sensitive organ as it throbbed inside me. I felt his hands on my head, felt the trembling need for release in his body, and my cheeks hollowed as I sucked on him the way I knew he liked, teasing the sensitive head of his cock with my tongue while my lips tightened around his shaft. 
 
    In no time at all, Zach was trembling with naked desire. His eyes were closed, his head tipped back, his whole body shaking right there in the living room as I pleasured him. And my own desire was hardly less than his, my body on fire with lust to know how badly he wanted me. His cock slid easily out of my mouth, well-lubricated by my saliva. I watched his eyes snap open as he tipped his head down toward me. 
 
    “I never fucked a guy in a dress before,” I said, smiling up at him. He took my hand as I held it out, helping me to my feet. “Come on, let’s go to bed.” 
 
    Still holding his hand, I led him away from the living room, down the hall to our bedroom. He eagerly followed, his cock projecting lewdly from under the lifted skirt of his dress as the hurried along after me. Reaching the bedroom, I pulled him toward the bed and playfully pushed him down onto the mattress. Then I climbed on top of him, pinning him down with my hands on his shoulders. 
 
    “I want to go on top,” I said as my hair swirled around my face, closing us both off like a curtain. “You can go on the bottom, like a girl.” I giggled as I spoke, knowing Zach wasn’t going to put up any argument. As I reached for my yoga pants, he helped me pull them off, the tight fabric resisting for a moment before sliding off my body. Zach helped me undress, his hands hurrying to reveal my nakedness, but I didn’t undress him. There was no need, after all. The dress was up around his waist, allowing me access to everything I wanted. And as I took his cock in my hand again, positioning myself above it, ready to ride it to ecstasy, I smiled down at him. 
 
    “This is going to be so good,” I said, knowing I was teasing him with the closeness of my body. “Are you going to help me with this contest? Wear this nice sexy dress while I dress as you? Just think of how great it will be to go on vacation together somewhere warm at this time of year. We can spend all day having sex in the room if you want. I’ll bring my tiniest bikinis. You know it’ll be fun.” 
 
    “Yes,” Zach said breathlessly, staring up at me with that look he gets on his face when he’s completely overcome with desire, completely unable to resist my little games. “Okay, I’ll do it.” 
 
    “Good girl,” I said with a teasing giggle. That I let my face grow serious as I continued to look down at him lying beneath me. 
 
    “I love you, Zach,” I said.  
 
    “I love you too,” he smiled up at me. 
 
    And with that, I lowered myself down on top of him. I moaned in pleasure as I felt the fat head of his cock pressing against the slick lips of my pussy, forcing them apart. And he groaned too, the sounds of our pleasure filling the bedroom as they had done countless times before as I straddled him. His cock slipped easily inside me, my pussy wet and ready from all the excitement that had been building between us as I dressed him up for my amusement. And almost immediately, pleasure coursed through my body as I rode on top of him, the provocative leather dress he wore creaking with every move the two of us made as the mattress bounced underneath us. 
 
    My breathing got short. My legs began to tremble where my thighs gripped his sides. Soon, I could feel my bliss rising within me, and I cried out, hungry for that ecstatic explosion that I could feel coming. Zach groaned as my pussy tightened around his cock, holding onto it as I rode it more forcefully, thrusting my hips back-and-forth and really fucking him. My body contorted as I howled in orgasm, my juices bursting forth out of me to pour over his cock as he lay beneath me, gasping and holding my hips and staring up at me as though he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. My whole body shook and trembled with the force of passion, every nerve seeming to ignite at once to bring me unbelievable pleasure. 
 
    I collapsed on top of Zach. But even in the bright glow of ecstasy, I wasn’t done yet. Even as my orgasm continued to race through me, I still wanted more. I showered him with kisses as I lay on top of him, breathing in the familiar smell of his body and the unfamiliar one of the brand-new leather dress I had put him in. And all the while, my pussy spasmed around his cock, ignited by the pure power I felt getting him to do what I wanted.  
 
    And his cock throbbed remorselessly inside me, telling me how much this was all turning him on too, showing me that his body was responding to me as I took control of him, as I so easily got him to do what I wanted even against his better judgment. Lying there on top of him breathless from sex and yet craving more, I felt like an absolute goddess. And I slid my pussy up and down on his cock as he held me by the hips, raising his own lower body off the bed to thrust his cock deep inside me over and over again. 
 
    I came again. The inevitable reaction of my body to what we were doing and the thoughts that were racing through my mind. And as my pussy tightened around his shaft again, as my sex squeezed his, Zach let out a loud moan as he came, too. I felt the hot explosion of his orgasm inside me, felt the tension drain out of his body as he pumped his essence into me. With a gasp, I finally relaxed, lying on top of his warm body, breathing in air that smelled of our shared sex while we both basked in the afterglow of powerful orgasm. 
 
    After a moment, I rolled off him. Seeing stars, I lay there beside him in the bed, our heavy breathing the soundtrack to the feelings of pleasure we were both luxuriating in. With a smile on my face, I turned over toward him, running one hand over the leather of the dress that covered his sunken stomach, feeling the strong body underneath the feminine garment. 
 
    “I told you I would make it worth your while,” I smiled at Zach, and he smiled back at me, a goofy grin lighting up his face from where his head lay on the pillow. “See? Wearing a nice sexy dress isn’t all that bad when it ends up in sex, is it?” 
 
    “I guess not,” Zach said, and another bolt of dominant pleasure raced through me at his words, the confirmation that I had him, hook, line, and sinker. He was going to do what I wanted. He was going to go along with my plan and endure the embarrassment he would no doubt feel to help me win this vacation I so badly wanted. And the thought he would do all that for me made a warm glow spread through my chest, my heart filling up with love for this man that lay beside me, his body as satiated as mine was. 
 
    Of course, I had no idea back then where all this was leading, or how this series of seemingly simple decisions would completely change the trajectory of our relationship. But if I had known? If I could’ve seen then the path that this Halloween would take us down? I wouldn’t change a thing. I would walk that path together with Zach happily, again and again and again. 
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

   
    2. Humiliated At The Office 
 
      
 
      
 
    I got to sleep late the night before. It was hard to sleep with my mind buzzing with excitement and anticipation of what would happen the next day. And even the vigorous sex I had with Zach wasn’t enough to tire me out.  
 
    Knowing I wouldn’t have time in the morning, I had decided to shave him the day before. Zach had put up some token complaint, but it wasn’t hard for me to get him into the shower with me. I guess I hadn’t anticipated the magnitude of the difference between shaving a man who had never shaved his body once in his life and shaving myself. It wasn’t quite the sensual experience I had hoped, and as the razor clogged again and again, it became more like hard work. But eventually, between the two of us, we got Zach shaved completely. Everything but the hair on his head and the pubic hair around a cock that continued to throb desperately as I got him ready for his big day. And when he was finally smooth and hairless, he took me to bed, and we fucked for what felt like hours, caught up in the magic of each other’s bodies. 
 
    Zach went to sleep almost immediately after, completely worn out. But I stayed up, my mind whirring out of control while strange scenarios played themselves out behind my eyes. I knew I had to be strong. I knew I had to act with total confidence. I had to do that for Zach’s sake. The reality was, I had no idea what I was doing. People were going to laugh at him, that was sure. But I knew my boyfriend can take a joke. And the promise of that all-inclusive fully paid for vacation that my boss was offering hovered in front of me like a distant mirage. I just hoped our gender-bending couples costume would be enough to secure the prize I so desperately craved. 
 
    It wasn’t easy to sleep. But in the end, I managed to snatch a few hours. When morning came, I woke up before my alarm. And the excitement I was still feeling propelled me out of bed, moving straight to the bathroom to begin to get ready. 
 
    My costume was a lot simpler than Zach’s, of course, and not for the first time, I found myself envying men. Zach’s actual clothes didn’t fit me, but it hadn’t been hard to buy a pair of dress pants and a button-down shirt that looked almost exactly like something he would wear to work. I wasn’t willing to cut my hair short, not even for the promise of a paid-for vacation, but I did gather it up behind my head in a bun to look a little more like his. I applied the minimum of makeup, just some foundation to even out my skin tone, and felt almost naked going to work so radically underdressed. Sure, it takes me a lot more time and effort to get ready than it does my boyfriend. But ordinarily, he doesn’t know the good side of that. He doesn’t get to go to work feeling like the center of everyone’s attention the way I usually do. Already, I felt like I missed that. 
 
    But a plan is a plan. And by the time I returned to the bedroom, Zach was awake, sitting up in bed. He looked at me, his eyes traveling up and down my body, and a smile broke out across his face. 
 
    “Is that what I look like?” he said. 
 
    “Pretty much,” I said. Smiling, I twirled on the spot, letting him take in every detail of my outfit as though it was some red carpet down rather than the mannish ensemble it really was. “What do you think?” 
 
    “It looks good on you,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks,” I smiled. “But don’t pretend you want to see me in this every day.” 
 
    “No, I prefer the things you usually wear,” Zach said. 
 
    “I know you do. And now you’re going to see what it’s like to have to wear them. Come on. Let’s get you dressed.” 
 
    The smile fell from Zach’s face almost immediately. I couldn’t imagine he would have forgotten what the plan was for the day. And he should have known me better than to think I might change my mind. After all, I had put in a lot of effort sourcing the clothes for our couple’s costume, not to mention all the work of talking him into it and shaving his body the night before. In my own way, I was almost as nervous as he probably was. But I wasn’t going to chicken out now. Not after we had come this far. Besides, there was that glowing wire inside me, that strange thrill I felt at what we were doing that I couldn’t fully explain. It was fun to make Zach do what I wanted, overruling his own desires with mine. It always gave me a little thrill when I pulled it off. And this was going to be the most exciting example of that yet. 
 
    Still smiling encouragingly at my boyfriend, I circled around the bed. I reached out my hand to him, and he tentatively took it. The blanket fell away from him as I helped him out of bed, and when I saw his nakedness underneath, I felt another stab of desire. But there was no time to indulge in that. Even though we had had enough sex in the last few days to keep us going for a month or more, it wasn’t enough. It was never enough, I usually found, and the more I got, the more I wanted, much to Zach’s delight. But I had bigger plans for that day than to be late for work by fucking my boyfriend. 
 
    Zach didn’t protest as I led him toward the bathroom. It was only when I positioned him in front of the mirror and reached for my makeup case that he realized what was going on. 
 
    “Are you serious right now?” he said, grabbing my wrist as I raised it toward his head with a makeup brush held between my fingers. 
 
    “Of course I am,” I said, letting the smile fall from my face. “When have you ever seen me go to the office without wearing makeup? You’re supposed to be going as me. That means doing everything the way I do. And that means wearing makeup. Now, hold still.” 
 
    Zach looked astonished. But he didn’t complain. As though he was shocked into weary compliance, he just stood there, his mouth gaping, while I began to work on his face. I had no experience of putting makeup on someone who wasn’t me, but during my long waking hours of the night before, I had found time to give it some thought. The makeup I applied helped even out his skin tone and hide the beard we shaved the night before but that still wanted to show through as a dark patch of stubble. With that done, I told him to close his eyes and began working on those. 
 
    “Guys have such great lashes,” I tutted as I ran a brush through Zach’s eyelashes, making them even thicker and darker than they already were. “If I were you, I’d do this every day.” 
 
    “Well you’re not me,” Zach said, his eyes still obediently closed as I dusted the eyelids with powder. 
 
    “Today I am,” I said with a smile. “And I want my girlfriend to look pretty at work. Now, I’m going to do your lips. Pucker up.” 
 
    Zach’s chest rose and fell as he sighed. But another thrill of pleasure raced through me as he did what I said. He stood there meek as a lamb, his eyes still closed while I applied lipstick and lip liner. I used a heavy hand, holding nothing back, painting his lips a lurid red that I hoped would distract from his undeniably masculine features. 
 
    “There. Done,” I said, popping the cap back on the lipstick. Only then did Zach open his eyes. The gasp he gave when he saw himself in the mirror was enough to make me laugh out loud. Even with the heavy makeup I had applied, no one was going to mistake my handsome boyfriend for a sexy woman. But the transformation was still striking. He looked almost like a different person. Not feminine, but certainly more feminine than he normally was. And I would never wear makeup that heavy to work, even if I did like to push the envelope sometimes. But after all, Halloween is a time to try new things. 
 
    “I can’t go to work like this,” Zach complained. 
 
    “Of course you can” I said. “I need that vacation, and the sexier you look, the more likely we are to win. Now, stay there. I got you a wig.” 
 
    Stepping away from the mirror, I headed out of the bathroom and toward the bedroom, finding a particular box in my closet. As I lifted out the blonde wig and carried it back to the bathroom, I saw Zach still staring at his reflection as though trying to take it all in. Standing behind him, I lifted the blonde wig onto his head and adjusted it in place. It was the closest match to my own blonde hair I could find, and as I settled it in place, I felt it was doing a reasonable job of approximating the way I looked. I gathered the long hair back and tied it in a ponytail so that it wouldn’t obscure his made-up features too much. Still, Zach was looking at himself in the mirror in disbelief, watching me transform him into a strange parody of the way I looked. And when I was done with his hair and makeup, I took him gently by the hand and led him back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Time to get dressed, Zach,” I said. “Although a boy’s name doesn’t really suit you now, does it? I should call you something else. Zara or something.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding,” Zach mumbled. But his eyes were on the floor as he sat on the edge of the bed. His shoulders were slumped in defeat, in resignation to what I was about to do to him. And even I was surprised at the sadistic thrill that ran through me to see him that way. He looked humiliated, and I wondered if, underneath the makeup that covered his face, his cheeks were glowing red with embarrassment. Strangely, I found myself hoping that they were. My intention with this couple’s costume hadn’t been to embarrass my boyfriend, even though I had a feeling it would. But now that I was seeing the effect it was having on him, I couldn’t help feeling strangely happy about it. And after all, I thought with another little twist of sadism, why should he be embarrassed? I went to work like that every single day. There’s no shame in being feminine, after all. Not for me, at least. 
 
    Moving over to the closet, I found the dress I had bought for Zach. And that wasn’t all. The boots were custom-made. After all, it’s hard to find high-heeled knee-high leather boots in men’s sizes. The heels were small, smaller than I would usually wear, but I knew Zach didn’t know how to walk in them properly, and I didn’t want to injure the guy, other than his pride. Grabbing a few more items from the closet, I headed toward my boyfriend sitting on the edge of the bed, and he raised his made-up face to look at me as I approached. 
 
    “Stand up,” I said. Without a word of protest, Zach did as he was told. As though being treated like this, being made-up and feminized, had caused his will to collapse completely, and now he was putty in my hands. At least, I hoped so. Sitting down on the edge of the bed he had just vacated, I produced the roll of tape. Zach grunted as he took hold of his cock, and I could feel it begin to harden as I touched it. Smiling at the compliment, I nevertheless pushed his cock back against his thigh. Zach gasped as I tore off a strip of tape and began taping his cock and balls into place between his legs. 
 
    “I told you, we can’t have this thing popping out at work,” I said, glancing up at him for a moment before returning to my task. “That’s one thing I don’t have to worry about what I wear a short skirt. But you do. Let’s not get you fired for indecent exposure, okay?” 
 
    “This is crazy,” Zach murmured, shaking his head. His hands twitched at his sides, but I noticed he didn’t move to stop me. He didn’t try to push me away. After all, he had agreed to this. And maybe I had secured that agreement in a devious way, using sex to get him to do what I wanted. But after all, isn’t that how relationships work? Even the most loving and harmonious — and ours was loving, make no mistake about that — require the occasional bit of negotiation. Of manipulation. Of coercion. It was just Zach’s bad luck that I’m so good at it. 
 
    “That’s better,” I said once his cock was taped back to my satisfaction. “Now, put these on.” And Zach’s eyes went wide, sparkling beneath his dark lashes as he saw the pair of black panties I held out toward him. 
 
    “Oh, come on, Lauren!” he said as he saw the girlish underwear I was offering him. I tried not to smile, trying to keep my face stern and serious as I looked at him. 
 
    “What?” I said with mock innocence. “What’s the difference? You’re already wearing a dress and wig. Besides, I don’t go to work wearing boxer shorts, do I? I wear nice frilly panties like these. Don’t worry, they’ll fit you. I bought them just for you. And they’ll help keep your cock tucked away so no one sees it. Just try not to get a hard-on at work, okay?” 
 
    Zach stared at me open-mouthed. But he could tell I wasn’t going to give in. And after all, I was right. He was already going to look absolutely ridiculous in his outfit. And no one would see his underwear anyway, as long as he was careful. His shoulders slumped even more as he finally took the panties from my hands, and I sat back on the bed, trying not to laugh out loud as I watched him pull them on. They did fit, but only just. His taped-up cock pushed against the front of the underwear that had little room for it, and the thong back disappeared between the cheeks of his ass. Looking at him standing there dressed in frilly black panties, I felt another growl of strange hunger. He looked so feminine, so submissive, yet strong and masculine underneath it all. I felt like I owned him as I sat there, bending him to my will bit by bit. Again, I had to remind myself that we didn’t have time for any fun before work. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get you into your dress,” I said. Rising to my feet, I lifted the dress off the bed beside me and stepped toward Zach. All of his resistance seemed to vanish now as he stepped into the dress and let me pull it up onto his body, zipping it closed. I adjusted it here and there, smoothing the tight leather over his body to make sure he looked at his best. And Zach just stood there, letting me do it, letting me turn him into a very strange-looking but undeniably slutty girl for my amusement. 
 
    “You look awesome,” I said. “Put the boots on, and let’s go to work, Zara.” 
 
    Zach cringed at his new feminine name. But again, he didn’t argue. He sat down on the edge of the bed, his skirt sliding high up toward his hips, and I playfully slapped his thigh, enjoying the smooth feeling of his freshly shaved skin. 
 
    “Keep your legs together when you sit down,” I instructed. “You don’t want people seeing up your skirt, do you?” 
 
    “No,” Zach grumbled. 
 
    “And try to act like a lady,” I said. Grinning, I watched him pull the boots on to his feet and pull the zippers up. When he was done, I ordered him to stand. He wobbled a little, even in the low heels of the boots. 
 
    “Walk over there, turn around, and walk back to me,” I ordered, pointing toward a wall of the bedroom. Again, without protest, Zach did as I said. He stepped forward carefully, trying to balance himself in high heels. I watched the leather of the dress gleam against his body as he moved, the tight skirt sliding easily over his smooth thighs. It was weirdly sexy in its way. Yes, he looked ridiculous. He looked absurd. But the fact that he was doing this for me, the fact that I had made him do it, completely overruling his own desires, was all the fuel I needed for my ever-increasing desire. 
 
    “Not bad,” I said as Zach returned to me. “You’ll get the hang of it. Swing your hips a little bit as you walk. Shoulders back. It’s not easy, but now you know what I go through every day.” 
 
    “I don’t know why you do it,” Zach said. 
 
    “Because it turns you on,” I said. “Because it’s fun to dress up. Because it’s nice to feel sexy. You feel sexy right now?” 
 
    “No,” Zach said, making me laugh again. 
 
    “Well, I think it’s sexy,” I said, running a hand over his smooth thigh again, plucking playfully at the hem of his skirt as I needlessly adjusted it. “I think it’s so sexy that you would do this for me. And when we win that vacation, you’re going to get rewarded for being such a good boyfriend. Now, let’s go.” 
 
    Rising to my feet, I threw my arms around his shoulders. Zach leaned forward, about to kiss me, but I turned my lips away from his the last second. 
 
    “Don’t smudge your lipstick, Zara,” I said, almost whispering the words into his ear before lifting my arms from around his neck. “We want you to look your best. Come on. Let’s go.” 
 
    Defeated, Zach let me take him by the hand and lead him to the door of our house. I took his jacket from the hangar and put it on, then gave him mine. It was far too small for him, but he struggled into it all the same, knowing I wouldn’t tolerate anything else. Taking the car keys, I led him outside, and he hurried to get into the car to hide his ridiculous outfit from our neighbors. I climbed into the driver’s seat, a position Zach normally took. But after all, today was all about role reversal. And together, dressed as each other, we drove through the morning traffic to our office. 
 
    “Ready?” I asked as we pulled up in the parking lot. 
 
    “As ready as I’ll ever be,” Zach said glumly. 
 
    “Okay. I love you, honey,” I said, placing one hand on Zach’s bare knee. He turned to look at me for the first time in what felt like a long time. 
 
    “I love you too,” he said. 
 
    “Okay. It’s time for everyone at the office to meet Zara, the new girl,” I said. And turning off the engine, I stepped out of the car. 
 
    Zach followed. As we stepped into the office, I heard the reactions of our coworkers. There were gasps. There was laughter. There were joking comments aimed in his direction. With him stealing all the limelight, it took a while for anyone to even notice me and what I was wearing. And Zach forced a smile onto his made-up face, trying to act like this was all his idea. All just a bit of fun for the Halloween costume contest at the office. Only I knew how he really felt inside. Only I knew how embarrassed he must be, how he was cringing inwardly with shame. Only I knew how much that turned me on. 
 
    Hearing the commotion, Ashley appeared from her office. She walked toward us, her eyes going wide as she took in the sight in front of her. I watched her eyes move up and down my boyfriend’s body, taking in every detail of his outfit, and her white teeth appeared between her red lips as she grinned. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she said as she stood in front of us. “You look amazing! I can’t believe you did this!” 
 
    “You look amazing yourself,” I said, looking at my boss. And she really did. Ashley was a striking woman anyway, and she always dressed carefully and stylishly. I like to think of myself as the office sexpot, but if anyone gave me a run for that title, it was Ashley. She was a few years older than either me or Zach, but she had gorgeous eyes and cheekbones to die for and a body that would be the envy of much younger women. And the outfit she had decided to wear for Halloween played that up to the max. 
 
    Her long brown hair was gathered back behind her head in a ponytail, her dark bangs framing her beautiful face. She wore a pair of tight black leather leggings, completed by tan-colored patent leather pumps with a crazy high heel. On top, she was wearing a brown leopard print shirt. But what made the outfit really shocking was what she wore on top of that. Ashley was wearing a kind of corset that pulled in her already narrow waist, accentuating her feminine form, with straps that went up over her shoulders on top of the shirt she was wearing. Her shirt was unbuttoned all the way to the top of the corset, and her big breasts swelled out of the ample gap in the shirt, making it almost impossible to look anywhere else. I didn’t even try to hide the fact I was staring at her boobs. After all, she didn’t wear an outfit like that not to be looked at. 
 
    “Thanks,” Ashley said. “I mean, I figured I am the box bitch around here, so I may as well look the part today.” 
 
    “You should dress like this every day,” I said, making Ashley laugh. 
 
    “Unfortunately, I’m not eligible to win the contest,” she said, her eyes darting from me to Zach and back again. “And something tells me you guys have got it locked down.” 
 
    “I hope so,” I said. “Me and Zara here put in a lot of work.” 
 
    “Zara? That’s hilarious!” 
 
    “Go on, Zara,” I said, turning to my boyfriend. Somehow, seeing Ashley was bringing all the more sadistic impulses in me to the surface. Maybe it was the praise of this woman I looked up to, but I felt more than ever the need to push things. “Take off your coat so everyone can see your outfit.” 
 
    “Yeah, Zara,” Ashley added, her eyes sparkling as they looked my boyfriend up and down again, her lips savoring Zach’s new name as she spoke. “Why don’t you give us all a twirl while you’re at it?” 
 
    Ashley laughed as she spoke, and I laughed too. Zach, on the other hand, wasn’t smiling. But I reached for his coat, standing behind him to pull it off his shoulders. There was another murmur from everyone in the office watching his humiliation as they saw what he was wearing. And on my instructions, Zach twirled on the spot, getting catcalls and wolf whistles from our coworkers that could only increase and enhance his shame. 
 
    “Nice, right?” Ashley said. Raising her voice, she addressed the entire watching office. “Okay, everyone. Let’s try and get some work done, shall we? I need some time to think about who’s going to win the grand prize. But in the meantime, have some fun. Have a great day, everyone.” 
 
    With that, Ashley turned and headed back toward her office. As I watched the office light reflected off her round ass wrapped in her skintight leather leggings, I glanced over at Zach. He was watching her too, and I wondered if the sight of our boss in her dominatrix outfit was turning him on. Or maybe it was the unique situation we found ourselves in, with him completely humiliated and dressed like the office slut. Or maybe I was just projecting my own deviant desires onto him. 
 
    “She looked amazing, didn’t she?” I said to Zach. “I’m glad she’s not in the contest with us.” 
 
    “Me too,” Zach murmured. 
 
    “Well, I guess we better get to work,” I said. “Be a good girl, Zara. I’ll see you at lunch.” 
 
    Without waiting for a response, I walked away from Zach, heading toward my own desk. I was feeling pretty comfortable in clothes that matched my boyfriend’s workwear, unlike him in his sexy leather dress. And I almost felt sorry for him as he walked across the office, getting mocked and laughed at by our colleagues. But it was all worth it if we got our holiday. And lately, I thought to myself as I sat down my desk, maybe it was worth it for more than that, too. Maybe it was worth it just for the wild feeling of power that was flowing through me, the thrill I got at making him bow to my will. I always like to win. I was always a competitive type. But this Halloween couples costume was stirring things in me I had only barely guessed existed. 
 
    I tried to focus on my work. As promised, I met up with Zach for lunch, and hanging out with him only got my desire flaring up inside me again. I couldn’t wait to take him home, to take that dress off him, to fuck my submissive boyfriend’s brains out the first chance I got. But first, there was the rest of the workday to get through. 
 
    And as the day drew to an end, Ashley stepped into the office. Walking toward my desk, she perched herself on the edge of it, her leggings glowing in the light as they tightly hugged her thighs. Her breasts swelled provocatively in her outfit with every breath she took, and her eyes glittered as she smiled down at me. 
 
    “Can you and Zara come see me after work?” she said. “I’m having a hard time judging who should win the contest. I can tell you, you guys are definitely in the running. I mean, how could you not be? But I just want to check a few things before I award the prize.” 
 
    “Okay, sure,” I said. Smiling, my boss stood and walked away again, her sexy outfit drawing stares from everyone we worked with as she disappeared back into her own office. And as the day ticked on toward its end, my stomach fluttered more and more with nervous butterflies. That vacation I needed so badly was within grasp. I could feel it. And all this effort getting my boyfriend to dress up as me for the day was going to be so worth it. 
 
    I had no idea just how worth it was going to be. 
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

   
    3. Keeping The Boss Happy 
 
      
 
    “But what does she want?” 
 
    “How should I know? She just said that she wanted to check a few things.” 
 
    Zach’s face was a picture of confusion, his frown showing through the makeup he wore as he sat at his desk. All around us, the office was emptying out. A few coworkers paused to say goodbye to Zach, enjoying his ridiculous outfit one last time. As I stood in front of his desk, I couldn’t help smiling. Zach might be mad at me. But already, this had been a Halloween neither of us were going to forget. I was still feeling the rush of power that coursed through me, still high on my own unexpected success. And in some dark corner of my mind, I was already wondering what I could make him do next. 
 
    Plus, that vacation still dangled in front of me, the prize at the end of all of this, the weapon I had used to get Zach to humiliate himself like this. Ashley was still claiming she hadn’t decided who was going to win the Halloween costume contest in the office, but I couldn’t see anyone winning it except us. All day long, I had been checking out my colleague’s costumes. Some were lazy, cheap outfits bought from the various Halloween stores that open up for a month or so out of the year and vanish just as quickly afterward. Others had put more forward into it. But no one had caused the stir we had with our gender-bending role reversal. Surely Ashley had to give the prize to us. And that thought added a delicious thrill of excitement to what I was feeling as I stood in front of my embarrassed boyfriend. 
 
    “What’s to check? We better have won this thing,” Zach grumbled. 
 
    “I hope so,” I said. “But there’s only one way to find out. Come on. Let’s go see what she wants.” 
 
    Stepping around the desk, I held out my hand toward Zach. He took it and rose to his feet. I tried without success to keep the smile off my face as I watched him adjusting his tight dress as he stood, finding out for himself just how awkward it could be to wear such impractical clothes. It was a struggle I knew all too well myself. But I certainly enjoyed myself a lot more than Zach was. After a day spent in his bland work outfit of shirt and slacks, I was more than ready to put a little more effort into my appearance. Sure, men’s clothes are comfortable. But they are so damn boring. 
 
    Besides — and this was something I was only ready to admit to myself — I missed the attention. I was almost jealous of the attention Zach was getting, all dressed up in his sexy dress. Tomorrow, I told myself, would be different. Tomorrow I would remind them all who the sexiest person in the office was. 
 
    By the time we reached Ashley’s office, everyone else had almost gone home. Through the window behind her desk, I could see the parking lot emptying out, my coworker’s cars following one another toward the gate. Ashley looked up from the screen of her computer as we stepped inside, her full lips parting in a wide smile at the sight of us. Again, her eyes flickered toward Zach, traveling up and down his body and taking in the ridiculous outfit he wore. A strange shiver passed through me that I didn’t fully understand. Something in that look, or in the way she looked, sitting there dressed like a sexy dominatrix with her boobs practically spilling out of her unbuttoned shirt. Something about the way those eyes gleamed under her dark bangs, a hint of malevolence in her stare. Or was it a hint of hunger? Did I need to be more jealous of my boyfriend than I already was? 
 
    “There you are,” Ashley said.  
 
    As she uncoiled herself from her seat, I couldn’t help taking another look over her costume. She looked a lot more comfortable in it than Zach did in his, or than I was in my boyish clothes. Her leather leggings clung to her body as though painted on as she circled around her desk, her breasts bouncing with every step she took in her high heels. Zach was staring at her, and I wondered what he was feeling. After all, Ashley looked sexy. There was no denying that. And my boyfriend might be dressed up like a girl, but underneath, I knew better than anyone that he was all man. He would property deny it if I asked him. But he had to be finding Ashley pretty sexy right at that moment. I don’t even like girls, and I was. 
 
    “I’m really impressed with you two,” Ashley said at last as she stood in front of us, leaning back on her desk slightly as she folded her arms under her prominent boobs. “This is a great costume, Zara. You should thank your girlfriend for helping you look so pretty.” 
 
    Beside me, Zach cringed at the use of the feminine name. Ashley hung on the word are as though she enjoyed the taste of it, savoring the feel of it in her mouth. She looked every inch the dominatrix as she stood there teasing my boyfriend, and clearly, Zach didn’t know what to say in response. Neither did I, for that matter. There was a strange charge in the air now, an obscure atmosphere entering the room and making me question everything. By now, the three of us were alone in the office. The only vehicles in the parking lot were ours. And I don’t know exactly what I was thinking, but I know I was excited. I could feel that strange buzz in the air echoing in my own body, and I had the feeling that something was going to happen without having any idea what it might be. 
 
    Ashley stepped forward. Her movements were slow, deliberate. She walked toward us, her eyes fully on Zach now, and his locked on her, too, and I felt like a spectator as I stood there in men’s clothes, watching it all. There was something undeniably sexy in the way Ashley moved, the way she was approaching my boyfriend, the same height as he was in her tall high heels. I watched Zach’s fake ponytail slide over his shoulders as he turned his head to follow Ashley’s movements, and she circled around behind him. When she lifted her hand and placed it on the back of his neck, I almost gasped. 
 
    “Say it, Zara,” Ashley said, her voice quiet now but still loud enough for me to hear as I stood close by. “Thank Lauren for helping you look so pretty.” 
 
    Zach looked over at me, his made-up face a picture of confusion. And Ashley looked over at me too, standing behind my boyfriend with one hand on his neck, smiling at me over his shoulder. She looked so sexy, so powerful, so in control. Every inch the boss bitch she had said she was. Something in me was responding to this dominant attitude of hers. And clearly, something in Zach was, too. 
 
    He hesitated. And Ashley waited, patient as a spider. I saw her painted nails sinking into the skin of Zack’s neck, just slightly. There was something possessive in the hold she had on him, something that made me want to rebel against it. But at the same time, I wanted to go with this strange new atmosphere. I wanted to see where this was going. And my curiosity won out. I waited, just like Ashley, while Zack’s lips began to twitch. 
 
    “Thank you, Lauren,” he said. And the wolfish smile that spread across Ashley’s face found an echo on my own. I would never have thought of making him do something so humiliating, and certainly never thought he would go along with it. But it seemed my boyfriend was just as caught up in Ashley’s strange power as I was. This was all so unexpected. And so was the thrill of excitement that raced through me, the strange inner growl I could feel as I looked at my boss standing next to my boyfriend all dressed up in his ridiculous outfit. 
 
    “Good girl,” Ashley said with laughter in her voice. “Now, I’m guessing you to want to win this vacation really badly, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I answered at once, and then felt a delicious thrill of fear. This is all taking such a strange turn, and my mind raced as it occurred to me that what Ashley was saying were the clichéd opening lines of blackmail. All she needed to do was ask us what we were willing to do to win, and we would find ourselves in the middle of some dirty movie. And as I thought about that possibility, my trembling only grew greater. How bad did I want that vacation? It depended an awful lot on what my boss wanted in return. 
 
    “Well, I have some news for you on that front,” Ashley went on. Finally, she removed her hand from the back of Zack’s neck. But as it slid slowly down his back, I felt my nervousness growing. Still smiling that seductive smile, Ashley ran her hand lightly over Zach’s ass. When she patted it gently, my boyfriend looked at me with wide eyes. As though he couldn’t believe what was happening. I certainly couldn’t. But somehow, I was letting it happen. And so was he. For whatever reason, we weren’t resisting whatever it was Ashley was up to. And that seemed to embolden her more. Looking down for a moment, she tugged on the hem of Zack’s dress, just gently, as though admiring the fit. 
 
    “It’s a holiday for three,” Ashley suddenly said, raising her eyes to meet mine again. “I’ll be going with you. If you win. If I decide that you’re the winners. You still want to go on that vacation knowing your boss would be coming with you?” 
 
    “I… guess so,” I said, looking into Zach’s eyes as I spoke. He was looking at me, but his face was unreadable. It was a decision we really should make together, but he was offering nothing. In fact, he seemed almost frozen to the spot, as though Ashley’s words and her movements and even her physical presence were weaving a spell over him too powerful to break. I didn’t know exactly what was happening. And I certainly didn’t know how to feel about it. But it was clear that something was happening, even if I didn’t know exactly what it was. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess that’s okay,” Zach said at last, turning his head slightly in Ashley’s direction as she still stood smiling behind him. 
 
    “Good. Though I should be honest with you. This was a contest for the best Halloween costume, but it’s not just that. If I’m going to be going on this vacation with the winners, I want to make sure that the people who win are people I can get along with. People I can have fun with on vacation. I think you guys are that. I think we could have fun together. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said slowly, not in any way confident of exactly what I was agreeing to. But Ashley smiled as though it was all going according to plan, as though nothing could possibly surprise her. As if she had all of this worked out beforehand. 
 
    “Good. This is definitely fun,” Ashley went on, tugging again at Zach’s dress. Her hand, I noticed, was perilously close to my boyfriend’s bare thigh, hovering just beneath the darkness under his dress. “What do you think of my costume, Zara?” 
 
    “It’s… very nice,” Zach said carefully, his eyes darting from our boss to me and back again. Despite the strangeness of the situation we found ourselves in, I almost smiled at his awkwardness. He didn’t want to say that our boss looked sexy right in front of me. But she clearly did. He’d have to be blind not to notice it, and dead not to feel the excitement she was generating. 
 
    “I like it too,” Ashley smiled. “I’d dress like this more often if I could get away with it. I mean, it’s not the most comfortable thing in the world. Sometimes, you have to suffer for beauty. Isn’t that right, Zara?” 
 
    “I… I guess so,” Zach said. Honestly, there was something about Ashley’s performance that I was starting to admire. I almost felt like I should be taking notes at how easily she put my boyfriend on a back foot. How her soft voice and her gentle touches seemed to confuse him, seemed to bring him out of himself to a place where she could manipulate him more easily. I’ve always considered myself good at knowing what makes men tick and using it to get what I want from them. Watching Ashley operate, I was starting to get the feeling I had a lot still to learn. 
 
    “Do you like big boobs? Is he a boob guy?” Ashley asked, turning to me as she spoke. Zack’s eyes went wide at the question. But for whatever reason, I was starting to loosen up. Starting to enjoy myself more. 
 
    “Yeah, kind of,” I said. “I mean, aren’t all guys? He kind of likes everything. He likes it all.” 
 
    “That doesn’t surprise me,” Ashley grinned. “Just a slutty girl who likes it all, aren’t you, Zara?” 
 
    Zach bristled. Even through the heavy makeup he wore, I could tell he was getting angry. But he didn’t say a word right away. He pressed his red lips together, as though physically holding back the words he wanted to say, as he looked at me. Almost as though he were asking for permission. And maybe he was. He knew how much I wanted this vacation. And Ashley was the woman who could give it to us. What he didn’t know was how much I was enjoying everything else about the situation. How much it was exciting me to hear the way Ashley was talking. 
 
    “You should probably answer her, Zara,” I said, my eyes on Zach but still able to see the dazzling smile on Ashley’s beautiful face as I spoke. “She is the boss, after all.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say to that,” Zach said. And I felt another of those strange thrills as Ashley, stepping closer to Zack’s side, raised a finger and pressed it against his red lips. 
 
    “That’s okay, Zara,” she said. “Some girls are meant to be in charge. And some are meant to keep quiet and look pretty and do as they’re told. Something tells me that you’re in the latter category. So I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll take you guys on vacation, no expense spared, and I’m sure the three of us will have lots of fun together. But first, you have to do something for me. You have to keep dressing like this. I want you to dress like the office slut for the rest of this week.” 
 
    Behind the finger she still held pressed his lips, Zach spluttered in outrage. But at the same time, I creased up with laughter. This wasn’t at all what I had expected, no matter what wild scenarios my mind conjured up as we stood there in Ashley’s office. But I won’t deny that the thought excited me. Knowing just how much it would humiliate Zach, knowing just how reluctant he would be to go along with it, lit a fire inside me that I could barely explain and wasn’t particularly interested in analyzing. It was fun. That was what mattered. And something about Ashley’s manner convinced me that it was worth going along with. 
 
    “The whole week?” I asked. 
 
    “The whole week,” Ashley nodded happily. “I want to see her in a different outfit every day. I know you have an eye for fashion, and I like my office girls slutty. So make sure he looks nice and sexy. It’s about time we girls had some eye candy around the office, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I suppose so,” I said. 
 
    “And don’t worry about the cost,” Ashley added. “Buy whatever you need to. Bring me the receipt and I’ll reimburse you. Just make sure Zara here looks her best. That vacation depends on it.” 
 
    Stepping away from Zach, Ashley stood between us, walking back toward her desk. Turning, she perched herself on its edge again, looking at both of us as we stood in front of her. Once again, her eyes flickered down over Zack’s body exposed by the tiny dress he wore, and once again, I felt that strange thrill of excitement that I couldn’t explain. 
 
    “So how did you do it?” Ashley asked me. “How did you get him to agree to this? I mean, he doesn’t exactly look enthusiastic about it.” We both laughed at that, Ashley and I. After all, she wasn’t wrong. Zach was standing there with a look of pure astonishment frozen on his face, his hands twitching at his sides, his discomfort obvious. 
 
    “With sex,” I said with a shrug. “How else do you get a man to do things he doesn’t want to do?” 
 
    “Of course,” Ashley smiled. “Never fails, does it? But I’m not sure your boyfriend finds me all that sexy. I mean, look. He doesn’t even have a hard on right now.” 
 
    I gasped at Ashley’s words. I had worked for the woman for a long time, and while she was a long way from being shy, I had never heard her talk like this. But she was right. Looking down, I could see that there was no telltale bulge in the front of his costume. 
 
    “That’s because I taped it back,” I said, making Ashley laugh out loud again. “I didn’t think it would be appropriate if he got too excited in the office.” 
 
    “No, I guess you’re right about that,” Ashley said, her eyes glittering like glass as she looked at me. “But it’s outside work hours now. Can I – can I see?” 
 
    I hesitated. What she wanted was unbelievable, and I had a feeling that we were about to cross a line that we wouldn’t be able to uncross. But the wild excitement of the moment caught me up in its pull. It had been such a strange and exciting day already, a day when the normal rules seemed to be suspended. After all, isn’t that what Halloween is supposed to be about? A chance to live another life, to try on another character. To be the kind of woman who plays kinky sex games at work, for instance. Some opportunities are too good to pass up. And I barely believed myself what I was doing as I stepped slowly toward Zach. He watched me coming, still saying nothing, his eyes locked on me. He wasn’t saying yes. But he wasn’t saying no, either. 
 
    “Come on, Zach,” I said softly, running her hand over his bare arm as we stood in front of Ashley’s desk. “You may as well show her. You’re already embarrassed. Besides, you know how badly I want that vacation. Lift up your dress so we can show the boss lady how I have you all tucked up in there.” 
 
    I barely knew where the words were coming from. I felt like I was drawing inspiration from some outside source, as though being in the presence of a dominant woman like Ashley was inspiring me. I hoped my voice sounded as calm as hers did. Because internally, my heart was pounding in my chest, and the blood was roaring in my ears. 
 
    But to my unspoken astonishment, it seemed to work. Right there in front of me, Zack’s twitching hands moved toward the front of his dress. Almost as though he couldn’t help himself. Almost as though he had no control over his own body. And his dress shone as he pulled up the skirt, exposing more of his shaved thighs, and Ashley grinned with a predatory smile as she watched, perched on her desk, enjoying the show. And when Zach pulled up his dress to expose the panties I made him wear underneath, Ashley clapped her hands together, howling in laughter. 
 
    “Oh my God! You made him wear panties?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said, as though it was the most obvious thing in the world instead of one of the most outrageous things I had ever done. “I wanted him to know what it feels like for me to come to work dressed up every day. Besides, they do a nice job of keeping everything tucked in tight.” 
 
    “They do,” Ashley murmured approvingly. Her leather pants creaked as she stood up straight from the desk again. Once again, she walked toward Zach and me, and as she stood in front of my boyfriend, I felt almost breathless with anticipation. 
 
    We both looked down. There in the front of his panties with the very obvious bulge of his cock. Inside, he was still taped up, but I wondered if what I was seeing was the start of an erection. And when Ashley suddenly reached out a hand and pressed it against the front of Zack’s panties, I almost cried out in surprise. But I didn’t try to stop her. And neither did my boyfriend. 
 
    “Look at that,” Ashley murmured. “Maybe you are more excited than I thought. Are you a horny girl, Zara? Are you thinking naughty thoughts about your boss? Or about your girlfriend? Or about both?” 
 
    “Both,” Zach said through gritted teeth, and the catch in his voice told me how turned on he was as this dominant older woman fondled his genitals through the soft fabric that covered them. 
 
    “Naughty girl,” Ashley grinned. “But Lauren is right. Office girls shouldn’t be going round with their peckers all hard and needy. We’ll have to do something about that.” 
 
    For a moment, Ashley looked at me without saying anything. Then, to my surprise and astonishment, she suddenly pulled Zack’s panties down to his knees. Zach groaned in shame and desire as our boss finally saw his cock, taped back between his legs. And I saw it too, straining against the tape, slowly peeling it off his skin with the force of his desire. Zach was most definitely aroused. And that sent another bolt of desire racing through my body, too. 
 
    “Impressive,” Ashley said, openly looking at the taped-up package between my boyfriend’s thighs now. “You did a really nice job with this. Now, let’s free the beast. Let’s see what he’s working with.” 
 
    Without waiting for anyone’s permission, Ashley reached under the dress Zach held up with both hands and began to peel away the tape. She handled my boyfriend’s cock and balls like an expert, as though she were completely familiar with his body. Ashley was crossing so many lines of conduct right now, it was unbelievable. But still, both I and my boyfriend were letting her. We were both turned on by her. And as she unwrapped him like a Christmas present, I looked at Zach, and he looked at me, and we didn’t need to say a word to know we were both thinking the same thing. I smiled at him, and he managed to smile back at me, briefly, even in his state of total confusion. After all, he had a beautiful woman touching his cock, and I was enthusiastically allowing it. He really didn’t have that much to complain about. 
 
    “There we go,” Ashley said as Zach’s cock sprang free at last. She dropped the tape in a roughly rolled ball on the floor of her office as she spoke. And, reaching forward, she wrapped her hand around my boyfriend’s cock, slowly stroking him right in front of me. 
 
    “Oh, you are excited, aren’t you? Good. For a moment, I thought maybe my outfit wasn’t as sexy as I thought it was. Tell me, Zara, do you want to fuck your boss?” 
 
    “Yes,” Zach admitted, “but I have a girlfriend.” 
 
    “That’s sweet,” Ashley said, smiling at me for a moment before turning her attention back to Zach. “And you’re right. You’re not going to cheat on Lauren by sticking this dick in any other women, are you?” 
 
    “No,” Zach said miserably, glancing over me as he spoke. 
 
    “Good. Good girl. But you want to make your boss happy, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Zach said slowly. His breath was shallow now, his chest rising and falling in the low-cut dress as Ashley continued to toy with his cock. He really never stood a chance. And as I watched, I couldn’t believe how turned on I was getting it watching her take control of my boyfriend. Watching her manipulate him both physically and mentally like this was giving me such a thrill I could hardly believe it. I almost wished I was recording this whole encounter so that I could study it later, to learn the magic my boss seemed to possess that made her so powerful and my boyfriend so helpless to resist her. Not to mention me. 
 
    “Good,” Ashley went on. “I want you to make me happy too. And that’s the best way to make sure your girlfriend wins this vacation she wants. So for the rest of this week, you’re going to be the office slut. And I don’t just mean the way you dress.” 
 
    With her hands still around Zack’s cock, Ashley reached up with the other hand, pressing into the back of his head. She pulled his face down toward her incredible cleavage, and I watched with a strange mixture of jealousy and desire as Zach gratefully buried his face between Ashley’s magnificent boobs. I heard him kissing and licking the soft flesh, worshiping those stunning breasts, and my own nipples hardened in sympathetic desire while Ashley grinned at me, still stroking my boyfriend’s cock. 
 
    “Good girl. That’s a good girl,” Ashley said softly, and I couldn’t be sure whether it was me or my feminized boyfriend she was talking to. All I knew was that the air in her office was absolutely ablaze with desire now, and this strange and impossible scenario pushed every other thought out of my mind. I had never imagined our couples costume would lead to anything like this, but now that it had, I had no intention of trying to put a foot on the brakes, if I even could. I didn’t care what complication this might cause, both in my relationship and in my work life. I didn’t care about what it all meant. I didn’t think about the future at all. I just thought about the present and the possibilities for excitement it contained. Because for whatever reason, standing there watching my boyfriend dressed as a girl and worshiping my boss’s tits was one of the most exciting things I had ever seen. 
 
    “Okay, let’s play a little game,” Ashley said. “Let’s play a little game called, keep the boss lady happy.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

   
    Training A Slut 
 
      
 
    Ashley stepped back. Above the corset she wore over her shirt, her boobs bounced with every movement she made, and I could see the moisture of my boyfriend’s saliva on her skin, and I clenched my hands at my sides at another soft explosion of jealousy and desire inside me. My own nipples were pressing through my bra, pressing against the mannish shirt I wore as part of my costume to make me look like my boyfriend usually did. And he stood there in a dress more revealing than even I would normally wear to work, the skirt bunched up in his hands to reveal his throbbing cock, his panties down around his knees, a look of pure desire on his face. Quite a couple we made. 
 
    And Ashley seemed in her element. I didn’t have time to wonder then, but have had plenty of time to think and wonder since, just how she knew exactly how to act and what to do and say to weave her spell over us. It couldn’t be her first time doing this. But where does a woman learn how to sexually manipulate others like that? I was learning from her in real time, some part of my brain trying to record everything she said and did and the way she said and did it even as I was caught up in the wild flow of excitement and erotic possibility. Ashley was a queen. And in that moment, I wanted to be her so badly. 
 
    She stepped toward me. I gasped as she reached toward my body with the same authority she had touched my boyfriend. And just like him, I didn’t even think of resisting her or pushing her away. But all Ashley did was reach for the front of the belt I wore around my pants, a smaller size of the same bland belts my boyfriend ordinarily wore to keep his pants up. With skillful hands, Ashley unfastened my belt and drew it out of the loops. 
 
    “I need to borrow this,” she said. And I just nodded, not saying anything as I looked up at this goddess, completely overwhelmed by her sexual power. 
 
    Holding the belt, Ashley took a step toward Zach. He stood there, watching her nervously, his cock still throbbing underneath his dress in anticipation. In some way, I was faintly touched that Zach could admit he wanted to fuck Ashley, but that he wouldn’t because of me. But I wasn’t much encouraged by Ashley’s agreement that he shouldn’t. After all, she had already demonstrated just how much power she had in this situation, and how little we did. What if she did fuck my boyfriend, right there in front of me? Did I have the strength to stop her? Would I even want to? Up until that point, I had never imagined my boyfriend with another woman, and had always assumed that even the thought could only cause me pain. And yet, somehow, watching all this was unbelievably exciting to me. One of the hottest experiences I had ever had, seeing my boyfriend so desperate for somebody else, and Ashley manipulating that desire to make him submit to her will. It was the wildest intoxication I could imagine. And I didn’t want it to end. 
 
    Again, Ashley stepped behind Zach, the belt in her hands this time. He turned his head to try and watch what she was doing over his shoulder, but the blonde wig he wore to make him look more like me obscured his vision. As Ashley took his arms and began to pull them back behind him, Zach halfheartedly resisted, snatching one arm away from her. Ashley turned toward me. 
 
    “Help me out with this slut, will you?” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I replied. The word came to my lips without me needing to think about it, pulled out of me automatically by Ashley’s confidence and dominance. And Zach stared at me in astonishment as I walked toward him, stepping behind him and taking hold of one of his arms just the way Ashley wanted me to. 
 
    Together, we pulled Zach’s arms behind him. Ashley looped the belt around his elbows and pulled it tight until my boyfriend grunted. And she buckled it together, binding his arms behind him. His hands still had some freedom of movement at his sides, but that was all. The belt kept his arms pinned back behind him and made him thrust out his chest at the same time, his cock standing out from underneath his pulled-up dress to remind me just how much this was all turning him on. 
 
    “That’s better,” Ashley grinned. “That’ll remind you of your place. Better get used to it, slut. It’s fun to have a slut like you tied up and ready to be used. Horny and desperate and helpless. Maybe you’ll enjoy it too. From the look of that cock, it looks like you already are.” 
 
    As she spoke, Ashley circled back around in front of my boyfriend. Laughing as she spoke, she tapped a finger against his shaft, making it sway back and forth between his legs. Zach grunted, not saying anything. Afraid, probably, of getting himself into more trouble. Though I couldn’t help thinking that if this was trouble, he ought to want more of it. And Ashley stood in front of us both again, looking every inch the dominant goddess she was with my boyfriend at her mercy. 
 
    “I can already tell this will be a fun vacation,” she said, looking my bound boyfriend up and down as she spoke. “All you need to do is exactly as your boss tells you, and we’ll have a great time. Like now, for instance. You know what I want you to do for me right now? Get down on your knees.” 
 
    “Do it, Zach,” I said, stepping out from behind my boyfriend to stand beside him. I didn’t know why, but I wanted this badly. I wanted to see my boss dominate him, to bring him literally to his knees. I wanted to see just how far Zach would go with this, just how far he would allow himself to be pushed when he was turned on. It was all a learning experience for me, as well as one of the most exciting experiences I could ever remember having. Inside, I was a mess of raw emotions and desperate desire. And I was doing my best to hold it all together, but internally, I felt ready to explode. 
 
    As I spoke, I squeezed Zach’s wrist in my hand. Finally, without a word, he sank to the floor. As he kneeled in front of Ashley, she smiled down at him, and I could practically feel the image of the two of them burning itself onto my brain. Her standing triumphant in front of her desk in her provocative dominatrix gear, and my humbled and humiliated boyfriend kneeling at her feet with his cock pointing up at her as though in recognition of her sexual superiority. I had never wanted to be anyone else as badly as I wanted to be Ashley in that moment. 
 
    “That’s good,” Ashley said. “That’s where a slut like you belongs. Better get used to it. I might make this part of your duties for the rest of the week to earn that vacation. What do you think, Lauren? Is that vacation worth having your boyfriend come to my office after work every day and grovel at my feet?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, surprising even myself with the speed of my reply. And Ashley laughed as she looked at me, throwing back her head and letting out a deep throaty laugh that echoed in the small space of her office. 
 
    “Interesting,” she said. “You know, I hoped you two would be fun to hang out with. But I have to say, I didn’t anticipate you’d be this much fun. Yeah, this vacation is going to be great. Now, while you’re down there, slut, I can think of something you can do to keep your boss happy.” 
 
    It all seemed like a dream. The whole situation we were in was almost impossible to believe, even as it was happening. And in the days that followed, it started to seem even more unreal. My mind polished the memory as I replayed it over and over again, making it seem ever more abstracted from reality. If it hadn’t been for the way things continued to progress from that day, maybe I would have started to doubt it ever happened. But I was never going to forget. And neither was Zach. And somehow, even in that moment when I could think of barely anything else other than desire, part of me knew that our relationship was never going to be the same. Not after this. Once you’ve seen your boyfriend hard and horny and kneeling at the feet of a dominatrix, nothing is ever the same again. 
 
    Stepping back, Ashley perched herself on the edge of her desk again. This time, she inched backward until she was sitting on the surface, her feet off the floor. She kicked off her tan pumps, and they fell with a thud to the floor. Then, she hooked her fingers under the waistband of her tight leather leggings. With an effort, shifting her weight from side to side as she moved, she began to pull them down. I watched in pure astonishment, barely able to believe what I was seeing, and certainly unable to stop it. Strangely unwilling to, also. And step-by-step, Ashley peeled off the sexy leggings, pulling them down over her thighs, past her knees, pulling them inside out as she pulled her feet free of them. 
 
    She tossed the leggings carelessly to the floor beside where my boyfriend kneeled. Then, her hands on her thighs, she spread her legs. I gasped in astonishment. She wore no panties underneath her skintight pants, and I was staring right at my boss’s pussy. I could see her glistening lips, swollen with excitement underneath the dark patch of pubic hair. No doubt at all about what she was doing as she exposed herself to both me and Zach. Maybe she was just too turned on to care. And it was hardly the first time I had seen another woman naked, but it was the first time I had seen another woman’s pussy in a sexual situation like this one. I had thought the air in her office couldn’t get anymore charged with sexuality, but clearly, I was wrong. Because now, it seemed to crackle with sheer excitement, all three of us caught up in the same desperate desire. 
 
    “It’s not cheating if your girlfriend watches,” Ashley said. “Besides, this isn’t sex. This is just you doing what a good slut should. Serving your boss and making her cum. So get your mouth over here and convince me you’re worthy of going on vacation with me.” 
 
    As she finished speaking, Ashley raised her gaze from Zach to look over at me. She wasn’t asking for permission, not exactly. After all, even I could guess that that would break the spell of dominance she was weaving over us to such incredible effect. Still, I got the feeling that if I was going to protest, that would be a good time for it. But I didn’t. The thought of watching Zach go down on another woman was something I never would have contemplated before. And yet, in the scene we were all caught up in, it seemed strangely logical. It seemed almost inevitable, as though it were the only way this adventure could go. And I didn’t give my permission. I didn’t allow it. It wasn’t my place to do that. But I didn’t stop it. For a woman like Ashley, that was all the encouragement she needed. 
 
    For a moment — just for a moment — Zach glanced in my direction too. I smiled back at him, slowly lowering my chin just for a moment before raising it again as I nodded. Just that, just a faint motion of the head. But Zach understood. Ashley didn’t need my permission, but he did. And he had it. 
 
    With that, Zach shuffled forward on his knees. Smiling, Ashley opened her legs wider to receive him. And I stepped closer, trying to get a better view, my body acting of its own accord while my mind remained in complete turmoil. Zach lowered his head down between Ashley’s thighs, and she meshed her fingers together, lifting her arms over his head and pulling him closer. Her eyelids fluttered as she felt his lips against hers, a smile spreading across her face as my boyfriend began to lick her. Then she opened her eyes again to smile at me over Zach’s head. 
 
    “Is he good at this?” she asked me. 
 
    “Pretty good, yeah,” I said, my cheeks burning with embarrassment of my own now as I answered my boss’s question as though she were asking about the weather. 
 
    “He’s certainly enthusiastic,” Ashley smiled. “That counts for a lot. And practice makes perfect. Maybe I’ll have him do this every day for the rest of the week. Part of his office slut duties. Dressed up in his girly outfits and going down on his boss like a good little lesbian. Yeah, I like that. Making your boyfriend into my little lesbian slut.” 
 
    Ashley’s voice was catching on her words that she spoke, and I could see her excitement was growing. Her breasts rose and fell more rapidly in her provocative outfit, swelling above the corset she wore. Her eyes were half closed again, cast in shadow by her dark bangs, her lips parted and her mouth open as moans of pleasure began to rise out of her. I watched, a witness to something I had never thought to see, something unbelievably sexy: the sight of my boyfriend being used for the pleasure of a beautiful and dominant woman. 
 
    Finally, Ashley stopped talking. She closed her eyes completely as her pleasure overwhelmed her, letting her moans and screams of passion fill the office. She held absolutely nothing back. And for a while, I felt almost as though she had forgotten I was even there. As though the feeling of Zach’s mouth on her pussy was transporting her to another place, a place without thought or time, a place of pure pleasure. A place I was longing to visit myself. 
 
    Ashley had her eyes closed, and Zach had his face buried between her legs. No one could see me. And it took me a while to even realize what I was doing, my body once again acting of its own accord. But I noticed almost with a shock that I was rubbing my boobs through the dress shirt I wore, teasing the swollen nipple with one hand. Meanwhile, the other was drifting over my thigh, toward my crotch, touching my pussy through the pants I wore. I was unbelievably turned on, and I couldn’t help myself. Right there in my boss’s office, I was touching myself while I watched my boyfriend get Ashley off. And the sheer deviant nature of the situation we found ourselves in only made the whole thing even more delicious. 
 
    “Oh my God!” 
 
    Ashley cried out, and her whole body shook, her breasts bouncing above the corset she wore as she surrendered to orgasm. There was no doubt about that. For the first time in my life, I watched another woman cum, and it was hard to believe just how erotic I found it. My own body responded as though it was me that was being licked, my pussy practically dripping with desire now. I would go along with anything, tolerate anything, just for the pleasure of orgasm like the one Ashley had just enjoyed. And kneeling there at our boss’s feet, his face shining with her cum, I knew my boyfriend felt the same way. 
 
    With a long sigh, Ashley released her grip on Zach’s head. Gently but firmly, she pushed him away from her. His wig sat askew on his head, his makeup smeared from the hot wet space he had just occupied. But his eyes were shining with desire as he looked up at the goddess who sat above him, breathing heavily as she slowly recovered. 
 
    Groaning, Ashley lifted one long leg and swung it over Zach’s head. I watched her slide off her desk, standing unsteadily on her feet as her legs shook with pleasure. Still naked from the waist down, she walked back around her desk and flopped down heavily in her office chair, swinging faintly from side to side as she sat back. There was a giddy smile on her pretty face, her teeth showing white against her lips as she back in pleasure. And her glittering eyes found me across the office. Hurriedly, I snatched my hands away from breast and groin. But the grin on her face suggested my boss knew exactly how turned on I was. 
 
    “You were right. He’s pretty good,” Ashley grudgingly conceded. “How often does he go down on you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said awkwardly, still unwilling to share details of my sex life with my boss even after what I had just seen. “Now and again.” 
 
    “Not often enough, I bet,” Ashley said. “He should be eating that pussy every single day of his life, at least once. You hear me, slut? From now on, you’re going to go down on your girlfriend every day. You’re going to beg her for it. And once you’re done, you’re not going to ask her for anything else. You’re not going to do it just to get your dick sucked or to get to fuck her. You’re going to do it because it makes her happy. You’re going to be our cum dumpster. And I’m not talking about the rest of this week. I’m talking about forever. Disappoint her, and she’ll let me know. And I’ll make you regret failing to please a woman the way you should.” 
 
    I had never heard such malice in Ashley’s voice before. And perhaps unsurprisingly, it sent another wild thrill through me. If she meant what she said, I had no objections. In fact, it sounded fantastic to me. Zach was a lot more willing to eat pussy than other men I had dated. But Ashley was dead right about the reciprocity thing. He always wanted more. It was always foreplay, never the act itself. And the thought that I could be that selfish, that I could demand that kind of service from the man I loved, only added to the wild excitement I was feeling. 
 
    “Go ahead, Lauren,” Ashley said, her tone softening instantly she lifted her face to smile at me. “Take that face for a ride.” 
 
    “What, now?” 
 
    “No time like the present,” Ashley shrugged, her giant breasts bouncing above her corset as she shrugged. “I want our slut to learn to pleasing women is his job now. And don’t act like this isn’t sexy to you. Go ahead. Using this sex object here. The sex object he’s going to stay if you want that vacation.” 
 
    I hesitated. Of course I did. But at the same time, Ashley was only suggesting I do what I wanted in the first place anyway. And that, I guessed, was part of the magic. Part of the spell of dominance and control she wove. The things she demanded, of Zach and of me, were things we wanted to do anyway. It’s not hard to get someone to do what they’ve secretly always wanted. 
 
    I stepped forward nervously. Zach turned his head to watch me approach, his face shining with our boss’s juices. Standing in front of him, I unfastened the pants I wore and pulled them down. Unlike my boyfriend, my costume didn’t extend to the underwear I wore. I still wore girlish panties underneath my mannish outfit. And I took them off, letting them fall to the floor just like Ashley did with her leggings. 
 
    Zach didn’t even hesitate. Once again, he shuffled forward awkwardly on his knees, and I detected the trace of a smile on his face as he looked up at me where I sat on the desk above him. I couldn’t believe I was sitting there with my pussy out right in front of my boss, but it was happening. And when Zach’s lips found my streaming sex, everything else seemed to melt away. I didn’t question what was happening or worry about what it might mean. I just relaxed into the feeling of pleasure as he slid his tongue inside me, pleasing me the way he knew I wanted. And I didn’t think about reciprocating. For once, I didn’t think about how I would have to reward him for this behavior, or how I must look or sound or taste to him as he went down on me. I was doing my best to copy Ashley’s seeming total lack of self consciousness, and to some extent, it seemed to be working. I had never been so selfish in bed, so greedy. But I had never been so turned on. And as I sat on Ashley’s desk having my feminized boyfriend pleasure me, I had to admit how good it felt to be in charge like this. 
 
    Ashley sat behind us. For now, she was out of the action. I didn’t know what she was doing back there, and I didn’t give it much thought. Perhaps she just needed a little time to recover from the powerful orgasm I had watched her have. But soon, I felt a climax of my own rising inside me, and I didn’t think much about her anymore. I barely even thought about Zach, even as his face was buried between my legs, his lips and tongue working on my pussy to make me explode in pleasure. I didn’t think about anything at all. I just surrendered to pleasure, allowing myself to almost drown in it while I howled my bliss at the ceiling and my pussy spasmed around Zack’s busy tongue. 
 
    As my climax faded, I sat back on Ashley’s desk. Zach lifted his face from in between my legs, staring up at me more uncertainly this time. I could see the desire that was written on his face, and didn’t need to see his cock throbbing desperately between his legs to know how turned on he was. He wouldn’t dare ask, but I knew he wanted to be rewarded for his service. And part of me, the part that loved him, wanted to do just that. But the other part of me, the part that wanted to own him, demanded that I be strong. After all, Ashley expected nothing less. 
 
    Her chair creaked as she pushed it back from her desk. She stood, and I listened to her soft footsteps on the floor of the office as she circled back around the desk. Standing beside Zach, she placed her hand on his head for balance as she slid her feet back into her high heels. She still wore no pants, and her pussy hovered close to my boyfriend’s face, and his eyes darted from her to me and back again, taking in the sight of two women naked from the waist down, each pussy shining with pleasure, an experience I knew my boyfriend had never had before and probably never imagined in his wildest dreams. 
 
    But Ashley wasn’t done yet. 
 
    “Look how horny this slut is,” she said, laughing as she lifted one foot from the floor and tapped the toe of her shoe on the underside of Zach’s cock. Zach grunted, and I couldn’t help laughing. After all, she was right. Kneeling there at our feet in his revealing dress, Zach looked like an absolute picture of sexual frustration and desperation. 
 
    “Don’t expect to get an orgasm just because you’ve given one or two,” Ashley warned him. “You are our office slut now, and sluts exist to give pleasure, not to receive it. If you win this vacation, you’re going to be our pleasure toy the whole time. I hope you know that.” 
 
    “Yes, Ashley,” Zach said. As he gazed up at our boss from his knees, the look on his face was like nothing I had ever seen before. As though he was completely enraptured with her. Completely overcome by her sexual power. Completely obsessed with her. And my heart spasmed in my chest with the desire to have him look at me that way. 
 
    “But for now, I guess, I can’t send you home with your cock sticking out of your dress like that,” Ashley said. “Stand up.” 
 
    Zach sprang to his feet. As he stood beside Ashley, she wrapped her hand around his cock, and he groaned in pure pleasure as she began to stroke it. Sated with pleasure but still excited to see what would happen, I sat back on the desk, trying to get my breath back as Ashley stroked my boyfriend’s cock. And soon, he was practically hopping on the spot, squirming and writhing with the force of the pleasure she was giving him. 
 
    “You can cum, Zara,” Ashley teased. “Go ahead and cum, and then you can go home with your girlfriend and plan tomorrow’s outfit. Because you’re going to be the sexy office slut for the rest of the week, aren’t you? You’re going to dress up all sexy and come to my office after work and pleasure me and Lauren whenever we like, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Zach groaned, his eyes closed now, controlling hand. “Yes, Ashley, I will! I promise!” 
 
    “Good girl,” Ashley grinned. “Now, go ahead and come for me.” 
 
    And Zach did. Almost on command, his cock erupted in her hand, spraying several hot spurts of his semen out into the air of the office to splatter on the floor at his feet. He panted and gasped, he writhed and moaned, and Ashley kept stroking his cock until she had milked him of every drop. When she finally released him, his cock hung fat and flaccid between his legs. And carefully, Ashley pulled down his dress, smoothing it over his thighs. The skirt was short enough that, untaped, I could just about see the tip of his cock hanging down below the hem of the dress, and I didn’t try to keep myself from laughing as I looked at it. 
 
    “Okay, you can go now,” Ashley said. Stepping away from Zach, she circled back around the desk and sat down in her chair. She turned to her computer screen, as though no longer interested in anything we did. But despite my recent orgasm, I was still alive with desire. Snatching up my pants, I pulled them on quickly, then unfastened the belt from around Zack’s arms. Taking him by the hand, I led him to the door of Ashley’s office, his cock swinging freely beneath his dress, his panties left behind on the floor of the office. I led him out of the office and into the car, climbing behind the driver’s seat while he sat beside me. The engine growled as I twisted the key, and I turned to him with a smile my face. 
 
    “Zach, that was unbelievable,” I said. 
 
    “You’re telling me,” Zach said, shaking his head. Putting the car in gear, I steered out of the parking lot, heading for home. 
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

   
    5. Dressing For Work 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    Zach smiled as he spoke the words, his body hovering above mine as I lay in bed. I knew exactly what he was doing, of course. His movements and that cheeky smile on his face gave him away. His head was above my stomach as I lay back on a pillow, my phone in my hand, searching for new ideas to humiliate him at the office. The sexual charge in the air was undeniable. He wanted me badly. Not in spite of everything I had put him through, but because of it. And I wanted him for the same reason. Because how does something like that not fuel your ego? How can you not feel like a goddess when you have a man ready to worship you like one? 
 
    But this game has rules. And Zach knows them as well as I do. He was there with me in Ashley’s office, when we had the kinkiest sexual experience of both our lives. I wasn’t going to forget a single thing she did or word she said. And neither was he. 
 
    “It looks like you’re trying to go down on me,” I said, lifting my eyes from my phone to look straight at my boyfriend. 
 
    “Good guess,” he said. Lowering his face down to my lap, he kissed my inner thigh, and I felt my body respond. I could act as cool as I wanted, but the truth was, I was turned on. This whole situation was turning me on, and his actions weren’t exactly doing anything to change that. 
 
    That was how things had been since the day of the Halloween costume contest at the office. When Ashley had sent us home, dismissing us like her personal sex toys that she no longer had a use for, we had almost raced back to the house. We had barely got through the door before I was tearing Zach’s feminine outfit off him. And as he hurled me on the bed and flung himself on top of me, he proved to me that despite the outfit, despite his sexual submission to both me and Ashley, he was all man. He fucked me senseless that night, driving his cock in and out of my pussy with a passion I hadn’t felt in years. And I didn’t try to count the orgasms that poured out of me, the sweet explosion of bliss fueled by a long and strange day of sexual experimentation. 
 
    But I knew I had work to do. After all, we had to show up for work tomorrow, and I had to plan a new outfit for my boyfriend. Zach didn’t know anything about women’s clothes. And I had only planned for one Halloween costume for him. Thank God for next day delivery. And while I browsed on the Internet for new slutty outfits for my boyfriend to wear to work, Zach clearly had other ideas. Other intentions. Other ways he wanted to spend the time. I wasn’t about to argue. But I also knew I had to stamp my authority on the situation we were in. 
 
    “Have you forgotten already? You have to beg for it,” I said, smiling down at my boyfriend. And he raised his smiling face toward me as he lifted his head from my leg. Lifting the other leg, I rested my foot on his shoulder, not pushing him away, but keeping him there. And Zach was still smiling as he raised his hand, wrapping his fingers around my ankle. 
 
    “Please,” he said. And I tried not to squirm on the bed as a wave of power swelled inside me, reminding me just how under my thumb this boy had become. 
 
    “You call that begging?” I scoffed. “You need to convince me. Beg me properly. Beg me like you would beg Ashley for the privilege of eating her pussy.” 
 
    “Please, Lauren,” Zach said, a little more sincerity in his voice now. And underneath that, I could detect the wild buzz of his desire, the physical need he felt that was hardly more than mine. I knew I had to stay in control. I was learning for the first time a lesson that would be reinforced over and over again. It’s hard being in control. In many ways, a lot harder than giving it up. All Zach had to do was what he was told. I had to exercise control over myself in order to exercise it over him. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not complaining. I loved this new situation we found ourselves in, the changing roles between us. I still do. But that was really the first time I realized how much it was going to demand of me to dominate my boyfriend like this. 
 
    “Better,” I said, as though considering his work. “But I want to feel like you really need it. You have to convince me that you can’t live without it.” 
 
    “Please, Lauren, I’m begging you,” Zach said, more earnestly than ever this time. “Please, I need your pussy. I need you. I want to make you cum so badly. You’re so beautiful when you’re having an orgasm, I want to give you another one, please!” 
 
    “Wow,” I breathed, “when you ask like that, how could I possibly say no? Okay, horny boy. Get to work and make me cum. But don’t think that means I’m going to let you fuck me again.” 
 
    “Yes, Lauren,” Zach said. He was so eager to get to work that he barely even seemed to register what I was saying. Instead, he reached for my panties and pulled them unceremoniously down, exposing my pussy. He plunged his face between my legs, pressing his lips hard against my sex, and even though I was sore from the sex we had had earlier, I still welcomed his touch. For a while, I carried on browsing on my phone, trying to order a few more items to complete Zach’s new feminine work wardrobe. But before long, the pleasure got to me. Before long, I was tossing my phone aside, gripping the sheet underneath me, gripping the back of Zach’s head, wrapping my legs over his shoulders as I pulled him deeper into me. He was licking my pussy like his life depended on it, like there was nothing more he wanted out of life than that. And again, as I had in Ashley’s office, I found myself able to surrender completely. To not worry about what he was feeling and thinking and concentrate solely on my own pleasure. This was the reward for all the work I had to put in to dominating him. This was the prize that glittered at the end of this strange and twisted road we were on. The chance to become someone else, someone who didn’t share my doubts and insecurities. Someone who took what she wanted and didn’t care how other people felt about her. Someone like Ashley. 
 
    Lying there in bed, I screamed my bliss at the ceiling as another orgasm arrived, my juices pouring out of me to anoint my boyfriend’s eager face. And as the spasm finally passed and he lifted his shining face toward me, I smiled down at him, feeling the full thrill of dominance and cruelty that Ashley had taught me how to harness. 
 
    “Good girl,” I said. “Now, that’s enough. We need to get some sleep. We have a big day tomorrow.” 
 
    The look of disappointment on Zach’s face was priceless. No matter what I had said before he began, he was probably hoping to win me over. To get me so turned on I would have sex with him again. And he wasn’t wrong. The temptation was extreme. Even though he had given me a powerful orgasm, I still craved more. And the sex we had had earlier that night, as we burst in the door after our adventure in the office, had been some of the best of my life. I wasn’t going to forget that. But I wasn’t going to forget the thrill of power either, or the reason why that sex was so good in the first place. Because we had had to wait. Because we had built up to it. Because I got to control my boyfriend, and it felt so fucking good to be in charge. 
 
    Rolling over onto my side, I switched out the light and closed my eyes. I could feel Zach behind me, sitting up on the mattress, staring at me. Who knew what thoughts were racing through his mind? Did he hate me? Did he want me more than ever? Were those two in any way exclusive? After our adventure with Ashley, I doubted it. 
 
    Finally, Zach lay down behind me, wrapping his arm around my body. I felt his erection pressing firmly against my ass, and my pussy twitched, just a little, in response. But it wasn’t an act; I was genuinely tired. Besides, I knew that denying my boyfriend was all part of the game. And soon, I fell asleep just like that, with my boyfriend holding me in his arms, feeling completely secure in the knowledge of how badly he wanted me and how he could only have what I chose to give him. 
 
    My night was punctuated by strange dreams. Sexy dreams. And I woke up long before my alarm, my excitement for the day to begin propelling me back to consciousness long before I usually would. None of the clothes I had ordered for Zach would arrive before we had to be at work that day. I knew I would have to improvise. I would have to lend my boyfriend some of my own clothes, even though they would inevitably fit poorly. But maybe that was part of the point. Ashley could talk all she wanted about making him the office slut, but I knew at least half the point of this was to make him look ridiculous. To embarrass and humiliate him and keep him our submissive plaything. I felt confident I could handle that. 
 
    When Zach opened his eyes, I was already at my closet, pouring through my things. I was still wearing what I had worn to bed, a T-shirt and nothing else, and every time I reached for something in the closet, I knew the T-shirt was sliding up to expose my ass and my pussy, and I hoped it was turning him on. Zach looked at me the whole time, struggling to sit up in the bed, still groggy with sleep. I felt his eyes on me, watching me in silence. But he knew what I was up to. Maybe he just couldn’t quite believe it still. 
 
    “You’re up. Good,” I said. “We need to get you ready to be the office slut. You’ll have to borrow some of my clothes today. Can’t have you showing up in the same outfit two days in a row. See, it’s hard being a girl. Especially being a sexy girl. You have to put a lot of thought into it. But at least I don’t have to dress like a boy today.” 
 
    As I spoke, I was fishing items out of my closet. Zach watched, not saying a word, knowing his input was not required. What he was going to wear was up to me, and beside the weird sexual thrill I was experiencing from having this kind of control, there was another kind of pleasure in it, too. Almost like playing with a doll. Except a doll I meant to humiliate for a sexual thrill. A doll that would put up with all of this humiliation just for the chance to fuck me, because he wanted me so badly. That was the charge that kept me going, that kept this game fun while I prepared for another strange day at work with my boyfriend. 
 
    “Go get showered,” I ordered. “Then we can get you dressed.” 
 
    Zach muttered something under his breath, but I didn’t ask him to repeat it. And obediently, he climbed out of bed and made his way to the bathroom. I listened to the noise of the water moving in the pipes, and smiled to myself at the thought of what was about to happen. My nipples pressed against the T-shirt I wore as they hardened, and soon, I found my hand drifting over my bare thighs. 
 
    I sat down on the bed, among the clothes I had picked out for both Zach and for me. My mind played back everything that had happened the day before, and I didn’t try to stop it. Before I knew what was happening, my hand was straying over my pussy, teasing my rapidly swelling lips as I thought of everything we had done so far, and everything we were going to do. This sense of my own sexual power was keeping me turned on seemingly indefinitely, making every day a new adventure in kinkiness and excitement. And I didn’t feel like holding back. Even though I knew I had my sexy boyfriend willing and eager to please me, I didn’t want to wait. While he showered, I touched myself, sliding my fingers inside my waiting pussy and closing my eyes, the dreams I had had the night before merging with my memories and my plans to tell a strange tale of lust and objectification and pure sexual power. 
 
    “Holy shit.” 
 
    My eyes snapped open. Fresh out of the shower, Zach was standing in the doorway of the bedroom with only a towel wrapped around his waist. I smiled at him provocatively, still touching myself right in front of him. And a moan of pleasure escaped my throat at the feelings of ecstasy that coursed through my veins. 
 
    Zach stepped forward. Already, I could see the bulge growing underneath his towel, and it turned me on more. Leaning over me, he kissed me, and I kissed him back, gripping the back of his neck with my free hand as I continued to touch myself. But as his hands traveled over my body, teasing my nipples through the T-shirt, caressing my hips, I felt another surge of sadistic domination that my arousal always seemed to draw out of me. 
 
    “Down,” I gasped, pointing at the floor. “Down on your knees where you belong.” 
 
    Zach didn’t even hesitate. More obedient than ever, he dropped to the floor at my feet, knowing exactly what was expected of him. And I slid forward, moving my hips toward the edge of the bed before throwing my legs over his shoulders. Without hesitation, Zach buried his face in my pussy, the residue of the toothpaste he had just used adding a special tingle to the pleasure he was giving me as he worshiped my cunt. I felt his tongue slide inside me, his lips moving against mine, his nose rubbing against my swelling clit to bring me ever-increasing waves of pleasure that I rode toward another selfish orgasm. It felt so good to be in charge, to demand pleasure like this without giving anything in return. I felt almost as though I were getting addicted to it. As though I would never want to stop. And clearly, from the way he was behaving, Zach seemed to feel the same way. He wasn’t stopping me. And I could feel his enthusiasm in the way he ate my pussy, on his knees in the early hours of the morning, desperate to please me. 
 
    I came. And when I did, I flopped back on the mattress, panting and gazing up at the ceiling, seeing stars. Zach stayed on his knees beside the bed, my shaking legs still draped over his shoulders. He wanted me, of course. I knew he wanted nothing more than to climb on top of me on the bed and fuck me. And a huge part of me wanted that more than anything, too. To pull away that towel and let him thrust his cock deep inside me, to give me the desperate pounding I knew he would. 
 
    But there was that other side of me at play, too. The dark, sadistic side. The side that loves being in control at all times, and that knew that the best way to stay in control was to not give my boyfriend what he wanted. His sexual pleasure was a tool I could use to control him, to encourage him to do the wild things I wanted him to do. And of course, that included dressing like a slut at the office today. There would be no orgasms for Zach, not yet. I wanted him to be as turned on as possible as I took him to work to impress our gorgeous evil boss. 
 
    “Good girl,” I said, lifting my legs off his shoulders. “Now, I need to shower. But I don’t want you to jerk off in here like I did while I’m gone. So you’ll need to come with me. Lose the towel.” 
 
    Zach gazed at me in astonishment as I spoke. And I was hardly any less surprised than he was at the words coming out of my mouth. They just seemed to occur to me, traveling through me from some other dimension where this kind of behavior was normal. But I wasn’t complaining. It was turning me on. And as Zach unfastened his towel and let it drop to the floor, still on his knees with his cock rock-hard and projecting from between his thighs, I lifted my T-shirt over my head and let it fall to the floor. Naked, I stood up from the bed, and Zach stood up too. Taking him by the hand, I took him back to the bathroom he had only just left. 
 
    “Stay there,” I said, positioning my boyfriend in front of the shower. “You can look, but you can’t touch. Yet.”  
 
    And with that, I turned on the hot water and stepped under it. My boyfriend stood just outside on the other side of the transparent shower curtain, watching me with a look of pure intensity on his face, his cock hard and throbbing as it projected out from his body. And I cleaned myself, rubbing soap into my skin, wiping away the residue of sex from the previous night and the oral service he had just given me. And soon, even that tension grew too much. Soon, I started fingering myself right there in the shower, right in front of him. Letting him watch. No, making him watch. Zach watched it all with a look of pure intensity on his face, frozen to the spot and unable to take his eyes away as I gave myself another orgasm. When I was finished, I turned off the water and pushed the curtain aside.  
 
    “Get me a towel,” I ordered. And without a word, Zach did as he was told. He handed me a towel, and I wrapped it around myself as I stepped out of the shower. Stepping toward the bathroom mirror, I pulled open the drawer that held my makeup and motioned Zach to approach. He walked toward me nervously, warily, knowing what was going to happen and afraid of it. But unable to resist it. Unable to resist me. A thought guaranteed to send another charge of sexual excitement through my body as I began to apply makeup to both him and to me. 
 
    He was supposed to look like a slut. And so I behaved accordingly. Besides, his strong masculine features needed a lot of makeup to soften them. So I went all out, giving him bright red lips and dark smoky eyes and all the physical characteristics an office slut should have. When it came to my own makeup, I was more subtle. But with that said, I’ll admit that I went a little heavier than I usually did. Maybe it was a reaction to having to look like a boy the day before, but I was much more interested in putting on a hyper-feminine display today. So I did my lips the same bright red shade as Zach’s were, and although I didn’t apply the same amount of makeup to my eyes as I had to his, I didn’t go light, either. When I was finished, we looked like quite a pair. My own makeup might normally have been considered too heavy for work, but with Zach looking the way he did, I felt confident I wouldn’t stand out nearly so much. 
 
    “Okay, that’s good,” I said, sliding my makeup drawer shut again. Zach was still looking at me with that intense look on his face, the unreadable expression he got at these times. It would’ve been hard to tell how he felt about any of this if his cock wasn’t rockhard still, pointing up at me and tempting me to use it while he stood there, resigned to his fate but desiring me badly. And I couldn’t resist reaching out and taking hold of it, just for a moment, just to feel the intensity of his desire in the hot blood that throbbed in the palm of my hand. 
 
    “It’s going to be hard to hide this an a dress, isn’t it?” I said. “Better get the tape out again.” 
 
    And, releasing his cock and gratified to hear a faint sigh of disappointment from him, I stepped out of the bathroom and headed back toward the bedroom. Zach followed me, his manhood swaying from side to side with every step he took, seemingly defeated. Just how I wanted him. 
 
    Taping his cock down proved to be a bigger challenge than it had been the day before. After all, Zach was fully erect, and as I sat on the bed with him standing in front of me, trying to wrestle his cock down into position, it only seemed to make things worse. Every touch I gave him excited him more, and I went through half a roll of tape trying to bind his manhood back where it wouldn’t show. When I was finally finished, it was a mess, virtually his entire cock smothered in the white tape. But hopefully it would prevent him from showing just how turned on he was by all this. Ashley knew our secret, of course. But as much as I was getting a kick out of humiliating Zach at the office, I didn’t want our coworkers to know that this was part of some kinky sex game. I hadn’t given much thought to how we would explain it to them, but I certainly wasn’t going to tell them the truth. Neither was Zach. And, I suspected, neither was Ashley. 
 
    “You’re going to stretch these out, unfortunately, but they’re an old pair,” I said as I picked up a pair of panties that I had placed on the bed beside me. “These will be pretty tight on you, but that’s probably a good thing. It will stop that cock of yours popping out. Put them on.” 
 
    And again, without a word, Zach took the panties from me and stepped into them. I watched, grinning with delight as he wiggled his way into the feminine underwear that was far too small for him, his taped-up cock making an unmissable bulge in the front. 
 
    Standing, I picked up the dress I had chosen for him. It was black and extremely stretchy, so I hoped it would fit him. Zach didn’t resist as I pulled the dress down over his head, struggling with the elasticated material as it clung in places where it didn’t on me and hung loose in others where it fitted my body tight. But I got it in place, the skirt sitting high and tight on Zack’s muscular thighs, showing off the smoothness of his shaved legs. I wrapped a red belt around his waist to give the dress a pop of color, only just able to close it on the biggest hole. Then I handed him the boots he had worn the day before and ordered him to put them on. The dress grew tight around his body as he sat down on the edge of the bed and obediently pulled them on. 
 
    “You don’t look as sexy as you did yesterday,” I said, looking him over critically, “but we can only work with what we’ve got. It’ll get better toward the end of the week. Now, you can help me get ready.” 
 
    With that, I handed Zach my own clothes. And in his feminine outfit, he dressed me as though he were my maid. I could feel his hands tremble faintly as he pulled my panties over my ass, positioning them carefully to cover my pussy. I felt the same thing as he manipulated my boobs into a push-up bra. I stepped into a red leather skirt, and he pulled it up around my hips. He held out the white shirt I had chosen for me to slide my arms into, and the look on his face as I turned to face him and let him button it up was priceless. Especially when I told him to stop at a point just above where my bra would show, leaving the neck open to show off a ridiculous amount of cleavage. Halloween might not be over for my feminize boyfriend, but it was for me, and I was happy to get back to looking like a woman again. Zach kneeled at my feet to slide a pair of red pumps onto my feet, and finally, the two of us were ready for work. 
 
    “I think we look great,” I said, pausing in front of the bedroom mirror to check out my outfit one last time. “Not too matchy-matchy, but the red of that belt and your lips goes with my skirt and my shoes, so we complement each other. Honestly, we should’ve done this a long time ago. Maybe I’ll keep dressing you like this even after the week is over.” 
 
    “Oh God, Lauren, please don’t,” Zach said, the first words he had spoken in what seemed like forever. And I couldn’t help myself. The desperation and fear in his voice made me burst out laughing, reawakening that sadistic part of me that found this also much fun. 
 
    “Well, that depends on your behavior, doesn’t it, Zara?” I said, deliberately mocking him with his feminine name. “You know you have to be a good girl at work this week, both for me and for Ashley. You have to earn back your boy clothes. So the best thing you can do is be nice and submissive and obedient for both of us, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Laura,” Zach said, lowering his eyes to the floor. I felt ten feet tall, a rush of power enveloping me as I watched my boyfriend psychologically submit to me all over again. It was almost too easy. I had always considered myself good at manipulating him, but I had never imagined anything quite as wild as this. And I had certainly never imagined it would feel so good to be so mean to the man I loved. 
 
    “Okay then,” I said. “Let’s go to work, Zara. You know we don’t want to keep Ashley waiting.” 
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

   
    6. A Very Dominant Boss 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” 
 
    The buzzing of voices started the moment we entered the office. It was hardly unexpected. After all, we had created quite the stir with our couples’ costume yesterday, with Zach dressed like me and me dressed like him. But the Halloween contest was over now. Our coworkers were dressed in their normal work clothes, everyone but my boyfriend. And I felt my heart contract with pity to see Zack’s face as everyone in the office stopped work to look at him. Laughter rippled through the room, and even through the heavy makeup I had applied, I could see Zack’s cheeks burning red. This was the whole point, I reminded myself. This humiliation helped to keep Zach in line. And at the same time, it turned him on. Still, Zach was more than just my sex toy. He was the man I loved, and underneath all the kinky games, I was scared of pushing him too far. Still, he hadn’t run yet. He was still standing beside me in his black dress and boots, looking less slutty than the day before, but certainly more than slutty enough. 
 
    “I told you, we’re going to win that vacation,” I said in a loud voice, trying to cut through the laughter and mocking comments our colleagues were making. “Most of you guys wouldn’t have the balls to dress like this. I’m just glad I’m dating a guy who does.” 
 
    There was more laughter at that, and I kept a smile on my own face, trying to soften my words with the appearance of a joke. But the most important thing to me was Zack’s reaction. I saw the corner of his red lips Left in the beginnings of a smile as he looked at me, and it touched my heart to think that after everything I had done to him, he was grateful to me for trying to stick up for him. But then again, isn’t that what it means to be in charge? It’s not all just barking orders and making people do things. You have to protect them, too. 
 
    When Ashley appeared in the office, I felt my heart skip a beat. Just seeing her was enough to increase my excitement, more than enough to remind me what was behind the strange game we were playing. She was no longer wearing her unbelievably provocative dominatrix outfit, and I felt a little stab of regret at that. But she still looked good in a jet-black pantsuit, her tailor-made jacket fitting tight around her torso and pulled tighter by a belt around her slender waist. Under her pants she was wearing high-heeled leather boots, and the high heels gave her a powerful sway as she strode toward us. 
 
    “Looking good, Zach,” she said in a loud voice, smiling at both me and my humble boyfriend. “You guys are really going all out to win this thing, huh?” 
 
    “I really need a vacation,” I shrugged, and Ashley laughed. 
 
    “Come to my office, you two,” she said. Without waiting for an answer, she turned and strode back toward the door. I followed, and Zach came with me, and I wondered if he was looking at Ashley’s perfectly formed ass that peaked out from underneath her jacket, accented by the tight cut of her pants. 
 
    Entering Ashley’s office after everything that had happened there the day before was enough to make my head spin. Ashley took a seat behind her desk, crossing her long legs, and motioned for us to sit on the chairs in front of her. I sat down, adjusting my tight skirt as I crossed my legs, and Zach sat beside me, keeping his knees together. He had learned that much, at least. 
 
    “You two make quite the pair,” Ashley grinned. “It’s nice to see you looking more feminine today, Lauren. I’ve always liked your fashion sense. I know your outfits can be a little distracting for some of the guys around here, but the way I see it, that’s their problem. If they can’t control themselves around a beautiful woman, they can find somewhere else to work.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said uncertainly. I wasn’t at all sure what I was thanking her for, but somehow, it seemed the right reaction. All the confidence I had at home to order Zach around and treat him like my servant seemed to falter in Ashley’s presence. But then, that was part of her appeal. She seemed to exude raw power, dripping with a confidence that I could only imitate. With her, it was the real thing. And I fell under her spell almost as easily as my humiliated boyfriend did. 
 
    “And as for you, Zara…” 
 
    Ashley’s chair swiveled silently as she turned to face my boyfriend more directly. The way her eyes traveled over his body as he sat squirming in front of her made another shiver of repressed lust sweep through me. She was looking at him like he was a piece of meat, and for some reason, that turned me on. Something about this objectivication, the kind of thing men have been doing to women forever now turned around on Zach, was making me wet. Ashley just looked so confident and in control sat their behind her desk, every inch the boss, and there we were, both Zach and me, all dressed up in the hopes of impressing this exciting woman. 
 
    “Not quite as sexy as yesterday, I see,” Ashley said at last. 
 
    “I tried,” I explained. “I’ve ordered something for the rest of the week, but they’re not here yet, so I had to lend him some of my clothes.” 
 
    “How’s it feel, Zara?” Ashley mocked, still addressing my boyfriend directly as though I hadn’t spoken at all. “How’s it feel to be sitting there in your girlfriend’s dress with your cock all taped up and everyone laughing at you?” 
 
    “Humiliating,” Zack’s said truthfully, but the truth made Ashley laugh. 
 
    “Yeah, I would think so,” she said. “But it will all be worth it if you get to go on that holiday, won’t it? Now, are you going to be a good girl for us today and do everything you’re told?” 
 
    Clearly, Ashley had no intention of making things in any way easy for my boyfriend. She was leaning on his shame and embarrassment, refusing to let him forget it for an instant, as if he ever could. But that was all part of her game. I got off on the power of knowing I could make my boyfriend submit to this kind of treatment. But not like Ashley did. It was clear to me that our boss was the kind of dominant woman I could only dream of being, a true sadist in her own sexy way. And it gave me a shiver of nervous lust to imagine going on vacation with my boyfriend and her. 
 
    “Well, you know what you have to do,” Ashley went on. As she spoke, she lifted her long legs and placed her feet on her desk, crossing them at the ankle. Her leather boots creaked as she idly moved one foot, the glossy material shining in the light. “You need to do a good job today. And that means reporting to this office once everyone else has gone home for your special assignments. Both of you.” 
 
    Ashley’s eyes flickered for a moment toward me before returning to Zach. The predatory smile on her face was as enticing as it was worrying. But that was Ashley’s whole thing, I was coming to realize. At once vaguely threatening and unbelievably alluring. I had always known I had a beautiful boss, but I had never realized just how downright sexy the woman was. Clearly, our relatively innocent little costume idea had awakened something in Ashley, just as it had in me. 
 
    “Okay, you can go now,” Ashley said. Rising to my feet, I adjusted my skirt for a moment, and Ashley laughed as Zach did the same. Together, we shuffled out of our boss’s office, leaving her to her own work. Leaving her in the atmosphere that absolutely crackled with sexual tension and excitement so that we could go and try and get on with our mundane jobs while all of this possibility buzzed inside our heads. 
 
    “See you for lunch?” I said, squeezing Zack’s arm for a moment before we parted ways. 
 
    “Yeah, see you then,” Zach said. And as he stomped off across the office, looking every inch like what he was, a man in a dress, I couldn’t keep from smiling. At times, Ashley worried me. But the memory of the incredible sex we had had both in her office and at home afterwards kept me going. Whatever other effects the woman might have on our relationship and on our careers, there was no denying that she had been instrumental in introducing us to this thrilling new world. And I could joke about keeping my boyfriend wearing women’s clothes without really meaning it. But I knew that no matter what, we were never going to go back to the way things were. I couldn’t. And for all his reluctance, I knew that Zach wouldn’t want that any more than I did. 
 
    When lunchtime came, I made my way over toward Zach’s desk. He worked on the opposite side of the large office from me, and I had been keeping an eye on his area all morning. Our colleagues kept stopping by to crack jokes at his expense, but as time went on, they eventually stopped. After all, even the very strange can become familiar after a surprisingly short amount of time. And since our boss clearly had no problem with how Zach was dressed, there wasn’t much our coworkers could say beyond their silly jokes. All part of Zach’s humiliation, of course. But somehow, it wasn’t as sexy seeing him be humiliated by my colleagues as it was by our boss. 
 
    To give him a break from everyone’s comments, I suggested we go out for lunch. Not anywhere public. We went through a drive-through so that we could eat in the car without Zach having to show his made-up face to anyone new. I’m not going to say he seemed happy about his new situation, but he didn’t seem that upset, either. Maybe he was getting used to it too. Or maybe it was the promise of what was to come, our summons to Ashley’s office later that day. And as we ate lunch in a parking lot, I mentioned it, just to gauge his reaction. He paused for a moment before swallowing a mouthful of food, and said nothing. 
 
    “She’s just so sexy though, isn’t she?” I said. “I can’t really explain it. I never would have wanted to see you with another woman, or even think of it. But when she’s bossing you around, treating you mean, humiliating you… I don’t know. It just gets me. I mean, it’s getting me wet just thinking about it.” 
 
    Zach turned his feminized face to me. His eyes burned as he stared into mine. 
 
    “Really?” he asked in a voice that cracked faintly. 
 
    “Really,” I nodded, smiling at him. “It really, really turns me on watching you submit to her. And you can’t deny that was some of the best sex we ever had yesterday. You know the sex gets better the more turned on we both are. Are you turned on right now?” 
 
    “Yes,” he admitted as I placed a hand on his thigh, close to the hem of his skirt. 
 
    “Is your cock trying to make a bulge in your panties?” 
 
    “Yes,” Zach said again. He sat there without moving, seeming to intuitively know the rules of the game. That I wanted to be in charge. That I wanted to tease him and know there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    “Well we can’t have that. It will ruin the lines of the dress,” I said. “I just hope that tape holds until the end of the day. Imagine if everyone at work knew that this turns you on, instead of just being a scheme to win a vacation. Wouldn’t that be so embarrassing for you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Zach croaked. I chuckled under my breath. It was so easy to make him uncomfortable, to get him on a back foot. Too easy to resist, really. 
 
    “Best to try not to think about it, then,” I said. “Best not to think about what Ashley’s going to make you do today, or about how wet it makes me. God, I kind of want to get off right now. But I didn’t bring the tape to tape you back up, so I’m not going to let you fuck me. I don’t want to mess your makeup by having you go down on me either. So we’ll just have to wait until after work.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Lauren,” Zach groaned, his head falling back against the headrest of the car with despair. It only made me laugh more. 
 
    “I know, babe,” I said with false sympathy. “It’s hard for me too. But it’ll be so worth it when we go on that holiday with her.” 
 
    Lifting my hand off Zach’s leg, I turned to face the front of the car again, settling back in the passenger seat. I didn’t say anything else. And Zach waited for a moment, his mouth open as though he wanted to say something. But he didn’t. Taking the hint, he started the car and pulled out of the parking lot, heading back to work. Maybe he had been hoping for a little adventure in the car, but I wasn’t going to give him that. The risk of being seen was too great, and besides, it was too much fun keeping him horny and frustrated. But as much as I might tease him, it wasn’t so easy for me to resist temptation either. 
 
    Back at the office, we both returned to work. The hours until the end of the day dragged, and I found myself longing for 5 PM. I wondered if Zach, across the office, was feeling the same way. Or maybe he was dreading it, knowing that it would involve a healthy dose of humiliation. But I felt confident that either way, he was going to let it happen. He was going to go along with Ashley’s evil schemes, and with mine. The poor guy just couldn’t help himself. 
 
    And finally, the office began to empty out as our coworkers headed for home. A few stopped to make one last crack at what Zach was wearing on the way, and he took it with relatively good humor. After all, his mind was on better things. And when the last of our colleagues had left, as the door closed behind them and I heard the engine of the car start outside, I rose from my desk. I made my way toward where Zach was sitting, his eyes on me, expectation and nervousness and desire shining in them as I perched myself of the edge of his desk, letting my leather skirt slide higher up my thigh and teasing him with a glimpse of my legs. 
 
    “Well, I guess we know what time it is, Zara,” I said, playfully using his feminine name. “Time to go see what the boss wants to do with us today.” 
 
    “This is crazy, Lauren,” Zach said, shaking his head. 
 
    “I know,” I said. “But crazy in the best way possible. This is awesome. I never thought work could be so sexy, but it is. Don’t act like you don’t love it too. Come on. Let’s go see what Ashley wants today. Maybe if you’re really good, you might even get to cum again.” 
 
    I laughed as I spoke, what I hoped was an evil dominant laugh like Ashley might make. And at the same time, I stood up from Zach’s desk, leading the way toward Ashley’s office. I heard his chair move behind me as he stood and followed me, drawn on by his own desire no matter how he might protest. After all, that was the dark secret to all of it. That was what kept us coming back. It was what kept Zach submitting to me, allowing me to embarrass him like this over and over again, let me boss him around and tease him the way I did. It was so much fun. And for today, the fun was only just starting. 
 
    We found Ashley in her office, as expected. As we stepped inside, she lifted her eyes from her computer screen and smiled at us. Just as we had that morning, we sat down in the chairs in front of her desk. And Ashley stood. Circling around the desk, she perched on its edge again, facing us. 
 
    “Here she is,” Ashley said, folding her arms as she stared Zach down. “The office slut, reporting for her special duties. All right, slut. It’s time for you to make the boss happy again.” 
 
    Rising from the desk, Ashley circled back around it. There was something theatrical in the way she pulled open the desk drawer and reached inside, her eyes glowing with amusement and her teeth shining as she grinned and pulled something out. 
 
    “I brought toys,” she said as she dropped some items on the desk. And my heart raced faster in my chest as she picked up one of the items and circled back around the desk again. She had a pair of handcuffs in her hands, and I didn’t doubt where they were going. 
 
    “Stand up,” she ordered Zach. “Hands behind your back.” 
 
    Zach rose to his feet. His eyes were on the handcuffs that dangled from Ashley’s hand, but for a moment, he turned to me without a word. Smiling up at him, I simply shrugged. After all, if this was what the boss lady wanted, that was what she was going to get. Besides, I remembered how sexy it had been to watch her tie him up the day before, to help her in that process. To have him helpless and at our mercy was a wild thrill, one I was eager to relive. 
 
    So Zach let Ashley pull his hands back behind his back and lock them together behind him. And I just sat there and watched it all, a spectator for now, excitement burning inside me and my pussy already getting damp where I sat in my chair. 
 
    “Now, get under the boss’s desk where a good slut should be,” Ashley said, making me laugh as she gripped Zach’s shoulder and pushed him down. Dropping to his knees, Zach inched forward on the floor, his movements made awkward by the handcuffs as he crawled under Ashley’s desk. I shifted slightly in my chair to get a better view. Meanwhile, our boss moved behind the desk again. As she picked up another of the toys she had in her drawer, I gasped. It was a dildo, a big one, a large fake cock that she gripped in her hand like a weapon. As she reached for the front of her pants, I saw that the dildo had a bunch of straps hanging from its base. Without a trace of shame or self-consciousness, Ashley pulled down her underwear, pressing the dildo against her body. Pulling the straps into place, she tightened them around her hips until the toy stuck out from above her pussy just like a real cock. Then, grinning at me, she sat down in her office chair, spreading her legs wide and turning her attention back to Zach. 
 
    “You can’t be a good slut unless you know how to suck cock,” Ashley said. “Have you ever sucked cock before, Zara?” 
 
    “No,” Zach’s voice said from under the desk, and to hear the shame and reluctance in his words, I felt sorry for him. But at the same time, the wild charge that had entered the room with Ashley’s idea was unignorable, and I found myself caught up in it, willing to be swept along by this new crazy idea. I hadn’t thought it would be possible to humiliate Zach any further than we already had, but trust Ashley to find a way. And as she sat in front of him, the fake cock rising from between her legs menacingly, I could feel my boyfriend’s will to resist evaporating. 
 
    “Then you’d better learn, hadn’t you?” Ashley said. “Come on, don’t be shy. You’ve got those bright red cocksucking lips, after all. Didn’t you think someone was going to want to fuck that mouth? Don’t worry that your girlfriend’s watching. I want her to see what a little bitch you are. Get those lips around my cock and suck your boss off like a real slut. Don’t keep me waiting.” 
 
    Ashley let a little bit of menace enter her voice at the end there, and even I could feel it from where I sat on the other side of the desk. I knew that Zach, cuffed and on his knees in front of her, would feel the threat even more. Still, he hesitated. And I couldn’t blame him. My boyfriend didn’t have a single homosexual urge in him, and I knew that what Ashley was suggesting would be the ultimate humiliation. But that was the point. And after all, it was only a toy. It wasn’t the real thing. He should be grateful for that, at least, I thought to myself with another stab of sadistic pleasure. 
 
    Ashley had taken hold of the base of the fake cock with her hand, and I laughed as she slapped it against my boyfriend’s cheek. He didn’t look back at me, focused he was on keeping his balance kneeling under the boss’s desk. But it wasn’t like he had much choice. With her other hand, Ashley grabbed hold of his short hair, since I hadn’t bothered to make him wear the wig today. She pulled his head forward, and there wasn’t much he could do to stop her as she slid the dildo into his mouth. I heard him choke on the toy, and both Ashley and I laughed as she lifted her eyes to look at me across the desk. 
 
    “Feels good to take a virgin mouth,” Ashley said with a smile. “She’s not very good, but she’ll learn. Come on, Zara. Keep those lips tight around it. Get it deeper. I don’t care if you gag. Choke on that cock. Show me you love it. Make me feel like it’s the best thing you ever had in your mouth in your life. That’s right, look up at me. Yeah, that’s it. I want to see you suck that thing. I want to see you with my cock in your mouth, sucking it like the whore you are.” 
 
    Ashley’s words and her dominant demeanor were unbelievable. Even after the side of her we had both seen yesterday, this was a shock. But it was also deeply thrilling in a way I couldn’t easily explain. I love Zach. But I wasn’t lying when I said seeing him submit pressed some strange buttons in me. I couldn’t help it. I didn’t want to. And while my boyfriend sucked my boss’s cock, I pulled my chair closer. Leaning back, I pressed one foot against Zach’s ass, lifting his stretchy skirt to expose the panties he wore and the bulge of his taped-up cock and balls hanging between his legs. I heard my boyfriend grunt as I pressed my high heel into the firm muscle of his ass, digging it into the skin. And he grunted even more as I dragged the heel across his backside, moving my foot toward his crotch. He almost jumped into the desk as I pressed my heel into his balls from behind. But Ashley still had her grip on his head, and wasn’t letting him go anywhere. Instead, she was rocking her hips back and forward, fucking his mouth while he kneeled under the desk, desperately trying to serve her while I continued to torment him from behind. I would never have imagined something so insane could be so exciting. But sitting there in the chair, I was a trembling ball of lust and desire, caught up once again in Ashley’s sexual power and not wanting to be anywhere else. 
 
    “All right, that’s enough,” Ashley snarled. I heard Zach gasping and coughing under the desk as she finally pulled her cock free of his mouth. But our boss didn’t waste any time. Still sitting in her chair, she unfastened the straps around her hips and pulled the dildo off her body. Reversing it in her hand, she held it toward my boyfriend. I had to lean forward to see and the the desk as she jammed it into his mouth and began to tighten the straps around his head. When she was done, my boyfriend had a large fake cock protruding from underneath his nose, gagging his mouth and turning him into even more of a sex object than he already was. And I laughed more from excitement than amusement to see the way my boss was using the man I loved. It was an unbelievable turn-on. 
 
    “You’re never going to get to fuck me with that worthless cock you have inside those panties,” Ashley snarled at my boyfriend. “That doesn’t mean you can’t please me in other ways. Now you’re going to fuck me with the cock you just sucked. Go on, bitch. Make the boss cum while your girlfriend watches.” 
 
    And I did watch. And Zach, as always, did as he was told. He leaned forward, and I watched Ashley sigh, watched her lean back in her office chair as the fat head of the dildo slowly spread her wet lips apart. The toy slid into her easily, well-lubricated by Zach’s mouth, and soon, it was buried inside her almost to the hilt. For the second time in two days, my boyfriend had his face buried between our boss’s legs, and far from upsetting me, it was turning me on more than anything I had ever imagined. 
 
    I still had one foot up on Zack’s ass, still using my high heel to tease his trapped balls. My other foot was on the floor, my skirt sliding high toward my hips as I spread my legs. I didn’t try to hold anything back. After all, Ashley wasn’t. As her moans of pleasure filled the office, I reached down under my skirt, my fingers sliding inside my panties to find my pussy. I was almost shocked at how wet I was, and delighted with how quickly pleasure bloomed inside me as I began to touch myself, watching this outrageous spectacle. 
 
    Right there in Ashley’s office, Zach fucked our boss with the dildo, her streaming pussy right in front of his face driving home his humiliation and sexual inadequacy while Ashley enjoyed a loud and messy orgasm. And sitting there in my chair on the other side of the desk, watching the whole thing, I enjoyed another orgasm of my own.  
 
    The only person who didn’t get to cum was Zach. Because in Ashley’s office, orgasms are for girls. 
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

   
    7. Transforming Zach 
 
      
 
    Again, we found ourselves racing home from work. Zach dressed in his absurd sluttish outfit, and me, this time, dressed to impress too. After yet another kinky adventure in our boss’s office, we were on fire with lust. I knew that Zach could barely contain himself, and even as he drove us home, he could barely keep his eyes or his hands off me. As we screeched into the driveway, he all but leapt out of the car. If he cared about the neighbors seeing us with him dressed like he was, he gave no sign of it. Instead, he seized me by the wrist and pulled me forcefully to the front door of our home. And I laughed as I let him pull me along, just as eager for what was about to happen as he was. 
 
    Zach pulled me along the hallway, toward the bedroom, and I went with him. He tore off his female clothes, unfamiliar with how they went on but figuring it out in the heat of the moment. And I helped him, just as he helped me out of my clothes, and in a matter of seconds, we were both naked. Zach all but hurled me on the bed, his big body pinning mine down, his strong hands all over me, caressing me, squeezing me, manhandling me. His energy was ferocious, as though he wanted to reclaim his masculinity to erase the shame of everything that had happened in Ashley’s office. And that was more than fine with me. 
 
    His cock was already rock hard, just as I knew it would be. I sighed softly as I felt the spongy head pressing against my body, and I sighed even louder as I felt my pussy yielding to it. The wet walls of my sex slid easily apart as Zach plunged his cock into me, shuddering and crying out with pleasure at the sensation. And soon, the two of us were moving together in a transport of erotic delight, my back arching, my eyes closed, my hands gripping the mattress or clutching at his shoulders as I rode the rhythmic waves of his body.  
 
    He plunged his cock in and out of me forcefully, rapidly, and soon, we were both moaning and screaming in ecstasy. Soon, the bedroom air was ringing with our cries of pleasure, and my whole body seemed to light up with the sex I had been craving for what felt like forever. Soon, my pussy was spasming around his cock, tightening and making him moan even more, and as my hot juices poured out of me in a roar flood of orgasmic pleasure, I surrendered to the sensation completely. I let everything go, no longer questioning what we were doing, no longer thinking about just how crazy this all was. None of it mattered when the sex was this good. I would keep doing what we were doing. I would do whatever it took to feel this kind of pleasure. And I knew, as I felt Zach explode inside me and collapse on top of me with a long and weary moan, that he would do the same. That no price was too high to pay for sex like this. Certainly not for me, and not even for him, who was the one who had to pay it, after all. It was all worth it, all of it. The shame and the humiliation and disgrace. It was all part of it. 
 
    And we still had such a long way to go. 
 
    When I woke up the next morning, it took a while to disentangle myself from dreams. I woke up already burning with pleasure and excitement, the way I so often did these days, the background hum to my daily existence. And it took me some time to register that the physical sensations I was feeling weren’t a dream, but were real. 
 
    Zach was already awake. He was crouched at the foot of the bed, hovering over me. His face was in my lap, his lips kissing my thighs, and when he realized I was awake, he raised his face to smile at me. 
 
    “Please can I lick your pussy, Lauren?” he grinned. And his words sent that bolt of confidence racing through me, that feeling of being an absolute goddess that the man I loved would do anything to please. 
 
    “Of course you can, Zach,” I said, smiling indulgently as I spread my legs. And I lay back on the pillow, staring up at the ceiling, my thoughts fuzzy and unfocused as pleasure began to course through my body all over again. I felt my boyfriend change position, felt Impress his mouth against my sex and began to kiss and lick and worship my most sensitive area. And in no time at all, fueled by the sexy dreams I couldn’t remember but knew I had been having, I could once again feel my body climbing toward the bright peak of orgasm. 
 
    This was the life, I thought to myself. What a way to wake up. And what a way to always feel full of sexual confidence, to always feel like an absolute goddess. While Zach went down on me, my mind raced forward, thinking about the day ahead. We had barely noticed in our mad rush home to have sex the night before, but we had received a delivery. When our passionate sex was finally over, I had brought in the boxes from outside.  
 
    I didn’t open them. I knew what they were. And the thought of what they contained made me tingle with excitement. It was so wasteful to buy these expensive custom items for a single day, but it wasn’t my money I was spending. Ashley had promised to bankroll this entire adventure. She got something out of this that I had never expected, some sadistic pleasure that surprised me and thrilled me at the same time. Perhaps if my boss hadn’t been so kinky, we never would have walked down this road. But she was, and we had, and now here we were. 
 
    It didn’t take long for Zach to complete his mission. With the thoughts that were buzzing inside my brain, I soon came in his mouth, releasing myself completely and holding nothing back. It seemed crazy now that I used to be so self-conscious about these things, that I used to worry when he was down there about whether he was having a good time or not. It was clear to me now that he was. And it was also clear to me, as Ashley maintained, that it hardly mattered. Zach enjoyed being used for female pleasure. He craved it, just as I craved using him that way. It was a perfect match. 
 
    “Good girl,” I said when Zach’s job was finished and he rose up on his knees, looking at me and no longer smiling. Now, the light of desire was in his eyes, and through the thin material of his boxer shorts, I could see his hard cock throbbing. Again, I struggled against the temptation to give in to myself, to let him have his way with me. The memories of the sex we had had the night before was still bright and hard-edged in my memory, and just thinking about it sent another wave of arousal through me. After all, we had time. Once again, we had both woken up early.  
 
    But I resisted. Somehow, it was different at night. Different when I had spent the whole day getting more and more turned on, craving the release he could give me. But I knew that the key to this game, the key to keeping Zach obedient and compliant, was not to give him what he wanted. Even when it was exactly what I wanted, too. 
 
    “Go clean your face,” I said. “In fact, take a shower. I have an outfit planned for you today.” 
 
    I grinned as I spoke. Zach didn’t smile back. In fact, he didn’t say anything. He just stayed there kneeling at the foot of the bed, staring at me with that unreadable expression on his face. 
 
    Then, he moved. Sliding his legs off the bed, he stood. I watched him obediently walk out of the open door of our bedroom and down the hall, his cock still straining at the front of his boxer shorts, and it gave me an unbelievable thrill to see the power I had over my boyfriend. To use him as a sex toy and then dismiss them, to give him orders and know he would obey. I had never imagined it would feel so good to be in control of him like this. But now I had had a taste of the power his desire gave me, I knew there was no way I was ever going to be able to go back. 
 
    I was horny as hell. And again, just like the day before, I thought of bringing myself to orgasm. But this time, I resisted. In a way, I was just like Zach. I enjoyed the tease, even when it was self-inflicted. And I knew that holding back would add an extra edge of desire to the day, and who knew where that might lead? Almost certainly, it would lead straight to Ashley’s office that evening and whatever new depravity she had planned for us. I could feel moisture spreading between my legs at that welcome thought, and to distract myself, I climbed out of bed. 
 
    Stepping out of the bedroom, I gathered up the boxes that had been delivered to our doorstep the day before. Grabbing a pair of scissors from the kitchen, I began to open them and lay their treasures out on the bed. I couldn’t stop smiling as I did it. Zach’s new outfit, sexy and humiliating and uncomfortable-looking, was spread out in front of me. And just thinking of making him wear it, of making him bow to my will all over again, was sending wild shockwaves of lust through my body. 
 
    I could still hear the water running in the shower. Turning away from the outfits, I headed toward the bathroom and pushed the door open. There was Zach, standing in the shower water naked, water glistening on his skin and his cock hanging fat but finally limp between his legs. He blinked his eyes under the water as he turned to look at me through the transparent shower curtain. I folded my arms, standing in front of him, looking him up and down like a piece of meat. And I didn’t try to conceal the smile on my face as I noticed his cock immediately starting to harden again. 
 
    “I’ve outdone myself,” I said, raising my voice to be heard over the noise of the rushing water. “I have such an outfit picked out for you. Ashley is going to love it. But you know we can’t have you showing up at the office with a hard-on. So go ahead and jerk off for me. Go on. Right now, right there. I want to see you cum for me.” 
 
    Zach paused, for a moment. He was still trying to get used to hearing this tone from me. For that matter, so was I. I was hardly less surprised than him by the turn things had taken, the strange direction our relationship was heading in. But in moments like this, it seemed to take me over. The words and the ideas were just there, and I barely had to reach out for them. Like they came from outside me somehow, and all I had to do was open up and let them flow through me. I was glad of that. Because if it was solely up to me, I’m not sure I would have known what to do or how to treat my newly submissive boyfriend. But somehow, it all worked out. 
 
    And to my delight, Zach obeyed me once again. I watched in smirking silence as he reached for his cock, wrapping his hand around it. He began to stroke, and right away, his manhood swelled and rose in his fist. 
 
    “Look at me,” I ordered loudly. “No thinking of Ashley. I want you thinking about me while you jerk off.” 
 
    A groan was Zack’s only response. But he kept his eyes on me all the same. His hand moved faster and faster, his open mouth emitting a series of grunts and groans, and I watched the whole spectacle, finding it at the same time silly and strangely sexy. Another humiliation for my boyfriend, I thought to myself with a smile. May as well start the day off as we meant to continue. 
 
    With a loud moan, Zach came. I tried not to laugh as I saw his cock erupt, saw his semen spurting out from the head of his manhood while his eyes stayed locked on me. Looking at everything he wanted and couldn’t have. And again, it took a monumental effort of the will to stop myself. But I knew it was worth it. Ashley had taught me that. 
 
    “Good girl,” I smirked at my boyfriend. “Now, dry yourself off and come get dressed.” 
 
    Without waiting for an answer, I turned and headed back to the bedroom. Behind me, I heard the water shut off and the rattle of the curtain rings on the pole as Zach stepped out of the shower. Obedient to the last. As though he didn’t even know how to say no to me anymore. As though the word had disappeared from his vocabulary completely. 
 
    When Zach joined me in the bedroom, dry now from the shower but still naked, I saw him eyeing the items I had spread out on the bed. He knew what was coming. He knew who would be wearing my new purchases. And I knew I had to move quickly. Zach was a good sport, and he never really resisted whatever wild ideas I came up with. But I had noticed that once I got him in a dress, he became even more submissive and compliant. If he was going to resist me at all, I suspected, it would be now. Time to get him dressed up like the office slut before he had a chance to refuse. 
 
    “Let’s get you taped up,” I said, and reached for the tape that sat on the bed. Zach didn’t resist as I turned toward him and began to tape back his cock as I had every day that week. And again, I felt it beginning to swell to my touch, and again, I smiled. But practice makes perfect, and I was getting better at the job. Soon, I had his cock and balls taped back in a neat little package, and I loved the feeling of control it gave me as I set the tape aside. 
 
    “Okay, panties next,” I said, reaching for the special pair I had ordered for him. Bigger than mine, they would fit him a little better than the ones he had worn the day before. But I had made sure not to get them too big. I didn’t want him feeling too comfortable in his women’s clothing. I didn’t want him to forget he was wearing panties, not at any point during the day. And the look on his face was priceless as I handed him the bright pink underwear for him to put on. 
 
    “What? Pink is the theme today,” I said. “The perfect color to help remind you you’re not a real man. Now go ahead and put those nice pink panties on, Zara.” 
 
    Zach’s cheeks turned adorably red, but he still didn’t say a word. I watched in smug satisfaction as he pulled the underwear on, sliding it up his shaved legs and stuffing his taped cock and balls inside. The panties were a good fit, sitting tight on his body and holding back the bulge of his manhood, but not cutting in to his skin anywhere. Already, Zach looked utterly humiliated as he stood there with the bulge of his taped of genitals showing through the pink fabric. But I was a long way from being done yet. 
 
    “All right, now your dress,” I said. And as I spoke, I stepped toward the bed, picking the garment up. It really was a great dress. As I admired it, I almost wished I had ordered it for myself. Yes, the hot pink wasn’t really my color, but it did look delightfully girly. The black sweeps that ran from neckline to hem on either side of the dress would accentuate my feminine figure, though not Zack’s, of course. But the corset built into the dress would help with that. And the silky material shone in the light as I stepped toward my boyfriend, unfastening the laces at the back of the dress while he stood and watched in helpless despair. 
 
    “It’s going to be nice and tight, okay?” I said. “After all, you’re the office slut now. You need to look like it. You know what Ashley likes. She said herself, she likes her office girls to be slutty. And don’t act like you don’t want to turn her on. You know you have so much fun serving the boss in her office after work.” 
 
    Still, Zach said nothing. It was like my words and my actions were weaving a spell over him, robbing him of the ability to even speak, let alone resist. 
 
    Lifting the dress, I pulled it over Zack’s head, and he helped me put it on by raising his arms and feeding them through the thin straps of the dress. I pulled it down around his body, tugging on the fabric, smoothing it out were it gathered. It was cut to fit a man’s body, and so it clung tightly to Zach all over, unlike when he wore my clothes. I have to admit, I like the way he looked. He still looked silly, very much a man in a dress. But of course, that was the point. And even with that said, there was something strangely sexy about the way the tight fabric clung to his body and shone in the light. 
 
    “This will make you look a little bit more like a girl,” I said as I stepped behind him, reaching for the laces of the corset. And Zach turned his head to watch over his shoulder, but he still didn’t fight. I pulled on the laces, and the dress grew tighter around him, making him grunt as the steel boning inside pushed his stomach inward. 
 
    “That’s too tight,” he complained. 
 
    “Nonsense,” I replied. “It’s supposed to be tight. Besides, there is no beauty without pain. Now, suck in your stomach and let me do this. You want to look like a nice sexy girl for Ashley, don’t you?” 
 
    Zach didn’t answer. Maybe he couldn’t answer. And I didn’t honestly know the answer to that question myself. Did he secretly enjoy this, dressing up like a girl? Perhaps in a way. I think he enjoyed the humiliation of it, the fact I was forcing him into it. But the clothes themselves, I suspected, he could just as happily do without. Still, this is what I wanted. What Ashley wanted. That was all that mattered. 
 
    Zach grunted again as I continued to tighten the corset. Slowly but surely, the garment was reshaping his body, pulling in his waist to give him an approximation of an hourglass figure. As I tied the laces off at last, I had to admit, my boyfriend looked good. His ass strained against the pink fabric of the dress, and I couldn’t help myself. I delivered a hard slap to his backside, making him jump, laughing as I did it. 
 
    “You look amazing, Zara,” I said as I stepped around in front of him. Rising up on my tiptoes, I draped my arms over Zach’s shoulders and kissed him. He kissed me back, his hands on my hips, pulling my body against his. But I pulled away again. 
 
    “Now this,” I said, sweeping something else up from the bed with a malicious grin. It was a pink leather collar with the word SLUT on the front of it in silver letters encrusted with fake diamonds. Zach’s eyes went wide with shock as I showed it to him. 
 
    “You have to be kidding me,” he said. 
 
    “I absolutely am not,” I replied. “I want to win that vacation, remember? And this is the last day we have to do this. We need to go out with a bang and really impress Ashley. Come on. You know you want to impress her just as much as I do. And this will do it. You know she likes it when you’re extra submissive.” 
 
    I didn’t wait for an answer. Stepping forward, I held the collar up to Zach’s neck and wrapped it around him. For a moment, he raised his hands, as though about to push me away. But he stopped himself. Instead, his shoulders slumped, and I knew I had won. I fastened the collar around his neck, tugging playfully on the D-ring at the front of it while Zach gazed at me in astonishment. 
 
    “Oh, you look so sexy, Zara,” I said. “And we haven’t even done your makeup yet. Come on. Let’s go to the bathroom and get you ready for the boss to use.” 
 
    I kept my finger hooked through the ring on the collar as I turned away from my boyfriend and headed out of the bedroom. He stumbled along behind me, his movements restricted by the dress that pulled tight around his thighs with every step he took. The skirt was kneelength, but that just helped to restrict his movements further, and as I glanced back at him, smiling over my shoulder, I loved the way the garment looked on him. 
 
    In the bathroom, I went to work, doing both our makeup simultaneously. I gave him bright pink lips to match the dress, and gave myself a similar shade. Once again, he was powdered and primped within an inch of his life, until his face barely resembled the way it had been with no makeup on. And I was only a little more subtle on my own appearance. It was quite the pair we made as I finally set down the brush and led my humiliated boyfriend back to the bedroom to help me get dressed. 
 
    I had bought the leather leggings a long time ago, but had never worn them. They were insanely tight, looking like they had been painted onto my body when I wore them, and there was once a time I wouldn’t have dared wear something so sexy to the office, even though I like to push the boundaries. But now, of course, all that had changed. I had my feminized boyfriend kneel at my feet and laboriously pulled the leggings on, feeling them clinging to my thighs and ass as he pulled them into position. Next, I made him put on my boots. Thigh-high PVC boots, bright pink to match his dress, more appropriate for a strip club than an office. Then, I pulled on a black tank top and a leather jacket to give the outfit some edge.  
 
    Once I was dressed, I fixed the blonde wig on Zack’s head and had him put on the shoes I had bought for him. The same bright pink as his dress with stiletto heels that he struggled to walk in, but that made his muscular calves pop with every step he took. Looking at us both in the mirror, I smiled. I looked hot. And so did Zach, in his own weird feminized way. He looked like what he was, a humiliated sex object, a toy to be used. And looking at us, just from the way we were dressed, there was no doubt about who was in charge. I was literally wearing the pants in our relationship now, and I felt ten feet tall as I admired myself in the reflecting glass. 
 
    “Look at how these pants show off my ass,” I said as I turned my back on the mirror, looking at myself over my shoulder. “Do you think it’s too sexy for the office?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Zach said. 
 
    “Oh well,” I smiled. “You didn’t complain when Ashley was wearing something similar for Halloween.” 
 
    “That was different.” 
 
    “Because she’s not your girlfriend? What’s wrong, baby? Don’t you want all the guys looking at your girlfriend’s ass while they’re laughing at you in your pink dress?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s pretty much exactly it,” Zach said, making me laugh with his honesty. 
 
    “I know it’s tough, honey,” I said, finally turning to face him and smiling brightly. “It will be worth it. You know you want to go on a holiday with Ashley. Just imagine the things she’s going to do to you. Now, let’s go. I’m driving.” 
 
    Stepping toward him, I couldn’t resist the temptation to hook my finger through the ring of his collar again and pull him along with me. I strode through our house, hearing my boyfriend stumble along behind me, thrown off balance by his tight dress and high heels. It felt so good to be in charge, I could barely believe it. Every nerve in my body was crackling with sadistic power. And still, this was just foreplay. Still, I knew, the best was yet to come. 
 
    Heedless of what the neighbors might see or think, I dragged Zach out to the car with me. He climbed into the passenger seat with some difficulty, his movements hampered by his tight dress while I felt completely free in my clinging leggings. Twisting the key in the ignition, I started the car and pulled out of the driveway, heading for work with my submissive, humiliated, feminized boy toy sitting beside me. Maybe this was how Ashley felt, I thought to myself. If so, I envied her even more. I had never known the thrill of power to be so intoxicating, but now that I was feeling it, I knew I never wanted to let it go. And this might be the end of the week and the last day that Zach had to dress like a girl. But I knew that this game was far from over. That now I had taken this power in our relationship, I was never going to let it go. Neither of us wanted that. Not even Zach, no matter how much he might complain. 
 
    All these thoughts buzzed inside my head as I pulled into the parking lot of the office. As I switched off the car, I drew a deep breath and turned to my boyfriend. He tried to draw a deep breath too, but the creaking corset built into his pink dress wouldn’t allow it. He looked scared. And I didn’t blame him. But I also knew that when it was all over, he would be glad I made him do this. 
 
    “Ready, Zara? Let’s go. Let’s see what the boss thinks of your new outfit.” 
 
    And I opened the car door and swung my own pink boots out. On the other side of the car, Zach struggled to his feet, already plucking nervously at the dress that clung so tightly to his body. Smiling, I swung the car door shut behind me and headed for the door of the office, smiling even more as I heard my boyfriend’s high heels clicking along behind me. It was going to be another fun day. That much I knew for sure. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

   
    8. Claiming Her Prize 
 
      
 
    Near silence fell as we stepped into the office. It sounds like I’m making that up, and if I hadn’t seen it for myself, I wouldn’t have believed it. It seems like the kind of thing that only happens in movies, never in real life. But as I pushed open the door and stepped inside, my humiliated boyfriend following me, almost all noise in the office stopped. Conversations ground to a halt. People’s jaws dropped open as they turned to look at us. Over the course of the week, they had been getting used to seeing my boyfriend dressed up in ridiculous girly outfits. But this was something else. And I felt a strange kind of pride at the reaction we caused. 
 
    The silence couldn’t have lasted more than a second. But it seemed to go on forever. Off in the distance, a phone was ringing, but no one answered. Time seemed frozen, and not for the first time, I felt a little stab of pity for Zach. After all, as much as I loved humiliating him, as much as I knew he loved it too, there was always the risk of going too far. We had to work with these people, and something told me he was never going to be able to live this down. The best he could do was what he had been trying to do; to pretend it didn’t bother him. To pretend it was all part of the Halloween fun, and all worth it if he could win the vacation Ashley offered. I knew the truth, of course. That he was doing this for me, because I made him do it. Because it turned us both on when he submitted to my will. But our coworkers didn’t need to know that. 
 
    And as the sound suddenly returned, time seemed to get unstuck. Laughter rippled across the office, along with the expected catcalls and hoots of derision that Zach had been enduring all week. He smiled through his pink lip gloss, acting as though he were in on the joke. In fact, seized by sudden inspiration, he even twirled on the spot, drawing applause and more catcalls from everyone watching. I was proud of him for going along with it, proud of him for being so quick on his feet. And I beamed at my coworkers as they participated in my boyfriend’s humiliation. 
 
    Hearing the noise, Ashley emerged from her office. I heard her coming, her high heels thumping on the floor of the office with every step she took. As I turned to face her, I saw at once that she looked amazing. Her dark hair was tied back behind her head in a ponytail, her bangs framing her made-up eyes that glittered in the shadow. Her body was sheathed in a dark blue dress with an asymmetrical neckline, her narrow waist emphasized by a silver belt she wore on top of the dress. Beneath it, a pair of dark pantyhose clung to her long legs that disappeared into high-heeled black leather ankle boots. Our beautiful boss always looked great. But ever since the Halloween contest, I had noticed, she had upped her game. Then again, so had I. Ashley and I were the two biggest teases in the whole office, and game recognizes game. She looked fantastic. And it gave me that unfamiliar thrill to wonder how Zach would feel about seeing her like this. Thinking about him wanting her, knowing he couldn’t have her. Knowing he also wanted me. Of course, he could have me — for a price. And he was paying that price now with his humiliation and obedience and sexual submission to both me and our boss. 
 
    “Oh, wow,” Ashley said as she stopped in front of us. She posed with one hand on her cocked hip like a runway model as she looked Zach up and down. Even under the heavy coat of makeup I had applied, I could see his cheeks darkening with shame. It seemed my boyfriend couldn’t quite meet our boss’s eye, and that didn’t surprise me after everything she had done to him. But it did give me another joyful feeling of pleasure to see her dominate him so easily and completely. 
 
    “You look amazing, Zach,” Ashley said with a smile. “I think this might be your best outfit yet. What do you think, everyone?” 
 
    She addressed the whole office as she spoke, and our coworkers responded with wolf whistles and shouts and laughter. Ashley smiled her beaming smile at them all. She really could command a room. She had everyone eating out of her hand. 
 
    “Well, I think I can announce the winner of the Halloween costume contest,” she said. “And I don’t think it will come as a surprise. Thanks everyone for taking part. There were some really great costumes. But I think we have to give it to Lauren and Zach here, even if only for their commitment to it.” 
 
    Applause rippled around the office. After all, Ashley was right. It couldn’t come as much of a surprise. Our coworkers had put in varying levels of effort to win the prize, but no one had gone as far as me and Zach. Especially Zach. He had really suffered, even if it was the kind of suffering he was rapidly learning to enjoy. And abandoning all motion of office propriety, I turned to my boyfriend and hugged him, kissing him on his pink lips. 
 
    “Well done,” Ashley said as I disentangled myself from Zach’s arms again. “And you look like a boss bitch today too, Lauren. Love the boots. Come see me after work to get your prize, okay?” 
 
    “Yes. Thank you. Of course,” I babbled. And as Ashley turned away, striding back toward her own office as though nothing out of the ordinary was going on, I realize that the happiness swelling in my heart had a lot less to do with the vacation we had worked so hard to win, and a lot more to do with the thought of what would happen in Ashley’s office that night. 
 
    **** 
 
    “Hey, boss.” 
 
    I rapped a knuckle on Ashley’s open door as I approached. As always, I was nervous. I mean, I knew what would happen. At least a vague outline. Every evening that week, my boyfriend and I had reported to this office and taken part in outrageous sex acts with our gorgeous boss. I was looking forward to more of the same. But I couldn’t help feeling a little nervous about it every time. And I could only imagine how my boyfriend felt about it. 
 
    As the office began to thin out toward the end of the day, I made my way over to Zach’s desk. I had seen him at lunch, as usual, but we hadn’t done anything all that exciting. And throughout the day, I would look up from my work to see him trying to get his own work done while dressed in his slutty pink dress and high heels, wearing a blonde wig intended to mimic my own hair, and every time, I would feel a shot of wild arousal. Not necessarily because of the way he looked, although I didn’t hate the way the shiny silk fabric of his corset dress clung to every inch of his body, especially his ass. But it was the fact I had made him wear it. The fact he was still wearing it for me, stumbling around the office in his ridiculous high heels, being laughed at by everyone, just because I told him to do it. Just because he wanted me so badly. Every time I looked at him, I felt arousal soaring inside me, emphasized by a spreading wetness inside the tight leather leggings I was wearing. It had probably been the least productive week of my entire career, at least professionally. And I was sure the same was true for Zach. But that hardly seemed to matter. Personally, it had been one of the most rewarding chapters of my life. And I hoped my humiliated boyfriend felt the same. 
 
    Certainly, he hadn’t protested as I led him toward Ashley’s office. Then again, he never did. I had thought I was good at getting him to do exactly what I wanted before, but now, I felt as though I had turned it into an art form. And it was even easier once he was in a dress. Like it never even occurred to him to say no. Like he completely lost any semblance of his own will and surrendered completely to mine instead. Striding down the hallway in my tight pants and boots while he shuffled along behind me, I felt as powerful and in charge as ever. 
 
    But all of that evaporated as I knocked on Ashley’s door. Because I can play at being the dominant mistress, completely confident and in control of both herself and her submissive boy toy. But Ashley was the real thing. 
 
    “There you are,” Ashley grinned as she raised her face toward us. “Come in, both of you. Shut the door.” 
 
    I stepped into the office, and Zach followed me. Turning, he closed the door behind him, and we shared a nervous glance as we moved toward the seats in front of Ashley’s desk. Our coworkers were almost all gone already, the last few cars pulling out of the parking lot on the other side of the big window behind Ashley’s desk. But you can be too careful. And Ashley stepped past us, her body swaying in her beautiful blue dress as she strutted along in her high heels. The lock on her office door snapped shut loudly, and she turned to smile at us. Somehow, being locked in the room with her made me even more nervous. Even though really, it changed nothing. 
 
    Carefully, I sat down on one of the chairs in front of Ashley’s desk. Zach’s tight pink dress shone in the light as he bent his body toward the chair next to mine. But Ashley strode forward, her voice ringing out in the small space of the office immediately. 
 
    “Who told you you could sit, slut? Down on your knees where you belong!” 
 
    I gasped at the harsh note in her voice, feeling a jolt of surprise racing up my spine. The smile had vanished from Ashley’s pretty face, replaced by a stern look as she pointed at the floor. Zach froze, his arms gripping the sides of the chair, hovering just above it in a position he couldn’t maintain for long. He looked at me, and I looked at him. But he ought to have known by now that I couldn’t save him from Ashley. I might be in charge when the two of us were alone together, but she was our boss. 
 
    And so, as usual, Zach did as he was told. Straightening up with some difficulty in his tight dress, he lowered himself down to the floor. I pressed a hand over my mouth, trying to conceal my broad smile. Nothing turned me on more than watching Ashley work my boyfriend over. 
 
    Walking past my kneeling boyfriend, she stepped behind her desk and pulled open the drawer. I saw her pull out a pair of handcuffs, and I squeezed my thighs together as I sat crosslegged in the chair, watching it all. Circling around behind Zach, she crouched and pulled his arms back behind him. Zach didn’t resist as Ashley cuffed his hands together in the small of his back. As easily as that, my boss tied my boyfriend up in her office, rendering him even more helpless than he was. And as she straightened up again, adjusting her beautiful dress on her body, the smile of triumph on Ashley’s face was enough to make me tremble. 
 
    “That’s better,” Ashley said, circling back around behind her desk. Her office chair creaked as she sat down in it, pulling it toward her desk. “Now, your superiors have something to discuss. While we decide what’s going to happen, you may as well make yourself useful.” 
 
    As she spoke, Ashley pulled up her dress, rocking from side to side as she gathered the fabric up around her waist. Underneath, I saw that her pantyhose ended at mid-thigh. And beneath the dress, she wasn’t wearing any panties. Probably she had planned this whole thing with us in mind, knowing what she was going to make my boyfriend do. That thought only turned me on more. Just as the sight of Zack’s ass straining against the pink fabric of his silky dress turned me on as he shuffled forward on his knees, obediently crawling underneath the boss’s desk. 
 
    As he got closer, Ashley reached down. The way she looked at my boyfriend, like he was some tasty treat she was about to devour, made arousal bloom inside my body. She hooked her finger in the D-ring of his collar, turning his face up toward her. At the same time, she lifted her eyes toward me. 
 
    “Love the collar,” she said. “Really puts him in his place, I think. Plus, it can be useful sometimes, I’m sure.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. As I watched, Ashley reached with her free hand to the buckle of the belt wrapped around her waist. Her nimble fingers unfastened it and pulled it apart, and she turned her attention back to my boyfriend. Still holding the ring of the collar, she threaded the thin end of the belt through the ring, then passed it back through the buckle, finally pulling the whole thing tight. She wrapped the belt twice around her fist, and another shiver of desire went through me as I watched my boyfriend kneeling on a leash held by our boss. 
 
    “Men should be on leashes, like animals,” Ashley said, raising her eyes to me again as she spoke. “Now, get to work.”  
 
    Even though she was looking at me, the last command was addressed to Zach, and we all knew it. She tugged on the leash with one hand, playfully slapping him on the head with the other, and Zach inched forward, lowering his face between her thighs. Ashley leaned back in her chair, grinning broadly, looking absolutely in control and absolutely delighted with her superior position. She hooked one stocking-clad leg over my boyfriend’s shoulder, her high heel pointing down his back while the other remained on the ground. And as the sound of my boyfriend licking another woman’s pussy filled the office, Ashley focused on me. 
 
    “So, we’re going on vacation,” she said. “It’s going to be so much fun. But with everything that’s happened between us, I made a few changes to the booking.” 
 
    “What kind of changes?” I said carefully, while Zach kept lapping at Ashley’s pussy. The woman was capable of just about anything, after all. She had proved that over and over again. Zach clearly couldn’t resist her any more than he could resist me. And I doubted my own ability to say no to Ashley. Not when her wild ideas brought us this much pleasure, anyway. 
 
    “Well, I thought given the circumstances, we should probably go somewhere bit more open-minded,” Ashley said. There was only the faintest hint of pleasure catching at the edges of her words, only the faintest sign of what my boyfriend was doing to her. I had to admire her self-control as she lounged in her office chair with my boyfriend eating her out. “I changed the resort. We’re going to an adults-only sex resort. That way, we can treat this slut any way we like.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” I asked in shock. I already knew the answer. Ashley didn’t joke about things like that. And it was hardly the craziest thing she would have done, even that week. 
 
    “Of course,” Ashley grinned. “I don’t know about you, but I intend to spend the whole time getting laid. If I’m not working on my tan or getting drunk, I want a cock inside me at all times. Not your boyfriend’s, of course. But there’ll be plenty of boy toys there to choose from. And this slut can help me get ready.” 
 
    I couldn’t be sure, but I thought I detected a faint moan rising from Zack’s face buried between Ashley’s legs. It was drowned out, though, by the moan that finally escaped her painted lips. Clearly, my boyfriend was doing his job. And I felt a strange mixture of jealousy and a sense of pride to know how good he was at oral sex. Even a snarling dominatrix like Ashley would have to concede that. 
 
    “This is crazy,” I said, shaking my head. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. I had never been to a sex resort before. I had never known such a thing existed. Trust Ashley to find one. And I didn’t hate the idea. After all, there I was, watching my boyfriend go down on another woman. Maybe it was time to stop pretending to myself that I wasn’t kinky, because I was getting an enormous thrill just from sitting there and being the audience to this display of pure female domination. 
 
    “You’ll love it,” Ashley said. “We can do anything we like there. We can make this little bitch our towel boy. One of them, anyway. There’ll be plenty to choose from. Spend all day relaxing and all night fucking. That’s what I’m going to do. I suggest you do the same. And if I were you, I’d take the opportunity to fuck someone a little more masculine than this little bitch down here.” 
 
    A sudden and terrible silence fell as Ashley finished speaking. Shocked, Zach stop licking our boss. But she soon fixed that with a sharp tug on the belt attached to his collar and another smack to the top of his head. Again, he started eating her out, the pink fabric of his dress shining on his ass as I watched from behind the desk, and my head was spinning with Ashley’s words. I had discovered a love of humiliating my boyfriend, of making him do what I wanted. But trust Ashley to take things to a whole new and wilder level. 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” I said slowly. 
 
    “Well, you don’t have to,” Ashley said with a shrug. “Spend your whole life putting up with mediocre dick if you want. I just think it’s a waste. A beautiful girl like you should be getting pleasured by as many men as she wants. They should be lining up to get you off, begging you on their knees to please you.” 
 
    Ashley’s chair creaked again as she shifted, and another soft moan escaped her lips. She pushed her hips forward, pulling on her belt the same time, crushing Zack’s face against her. Clearly, he was getting to her, getting her more and more excited. And I was getting more excited just from what she was saying. I couldn’t see myself doing what Ashley suggested, couldn’t see myself betraying Zach. After all, look what I had already done to the poor guy. Still, I had to admit as I sat there in the chair on the other side of the desk, I didn’t hate talking about it. 
 
    “It’s awesome being a dominant woman,” Ashley went on. By now, her voice was clearly dripping with pleasure, her lips fluttering around the words as she spoke them just as her eyelids fluttered with bliss. “You have no idea. There are so many men who want to submit and so few women who know how to dominate them properly that you literally have your pick of slave boys. There’s no need to limit yourself to just one. There’s a whole world of pathetic men out there who would give everything they have to be your sex slave.” 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” I murmured. But strange visions were racing through my head as Ashley spoke. Visions of a harem of man, collared and leashed, kneeling at my feet and submitting to my sexual power. Zach among them. 
 
    “I do,” Ashley said. “That’s how it is. You’ll see at the resort. We leave in a month.” 
 
    Her breath caught in her throat on the final word, and her eyes closed for a moment. As she opened her lips, I thought she was going to say something else, but instead, she let out a long sigh of pleasure. And I barely realized how I was squeezing my thighs together, or how my hands were sliding over the tight fabric gripped my legs. As always, I was unbelievably horny, unbelievably turned on. Ready, I realized, to go along with almost anything.  
 
    “That should give you… Enough time… To get ready,” Ashley panted, her eyes fully closed now, leaning back in her chair as Zach licked her to orgasm. “We don’t need any… Toys. They have everything there. Just bring… Some bathing suits. Including some nice…slutty ones…for our pet here…” 
 
    Her words trailed off into a loud moan of ecstasy as she spoke. Sitting there in the chair, I watched my boss cum in my boyfriend’s face, and not for the first time. Ashley shuddered and shivered, her beautiful face creasing in an expression of passion that mimicked pain, and the pure intensity of the moment sent a corresponding tremor through my body. I was unbelievably worked up, my pussy practically dripping inside my tight pants, my arousal growling like an animal within me. And as Ashley at last pushed Zack’s head away, sighing in contentment as she sat back in her office chair, I had to resist the urge to jump over her desk and take my boyfriend there and then. 
 
    “I think he’s getting better,” Ashley said at last she opened her eyes to look at me, her cheeks flushed with a post orgasmic glow. “That’s good. He’ll get plenty of practice at the resort, getting me ready to get fucked by other boy toys. Here. Try him out yourself.” 
 
    And she raised her hand as she spoke, holding out the end of the belt that functioned as a leash toward me. For a moment, I hesitated. But there was something so deliciously dominant in the way she was offering to hand my own boyfriend back to me. Rising from my seat, I walked across the office, circling around her desk. Ashley pushed her chair away from the desk as she sprawled in it, her legs spread, not caring that I could see her pussy shining between her trembling thighs. I took the belt from her hand, and from beneath the boss’s desk, Zach looked up at me, his eyes wide with astonished hope, his face shining with Ashley’s juices. 
 
    “Get over here,” I said, tugging on the leash and making Ashley laugh. But Zach didn’t hesitate. His handsome face was eager as he crawled as quickly as he could on his knees out from under the boss’s desk and followed me back around in front of it.  
 
    Leading him along like this, crawling at my heels like the pet Ashley had called him, turned me on more than I would once have thought possible. But over the course of the last week, I had learned all too well just how good it felt to be in charge. Standing in front of the chair I had just left, I still held Ashley’s belt in my hand as I reached for the top of my leggings and began to pull them down. Zach stared up at me, his eyes locked on my body as I pulled down my pants and revealed my pussy to him. He would see how wet I was already. He would know what that meant. But of course, my boyfriend knew by now just how much it turned me on to be such a bitch to him. And I wondered if, all taped up and tucked away inside his tight dress, my boyfriend’s cock was surging with desire for me. 
 
    I didn’t bother to remove my boots. Instead, I let my leggings sit around my thighs at the top of the boots as I sat back down in my chair. Across the desk, I could feel Ashley watching me, but I tried to mimic her total confidence. Passing the end of the belt underneath my pants, I pulled on it, spreading my legs, and Zach had no choice but to crawl toward me, lowering his head and then raising it again once it was past the leggings, his face right in front of my pussy. He smiled up at me, and I grinned down at him as I grabbed the back of his head and pulled his mouth toward me. Eagerly, he began licking and kissing my pussy, just like he did every day at home, and as pleasure flowed through me at once, I knew that Ashley was right. This really was the life. Being in charge of a man, being his sexual superior in every way, was giving me pleasure I had never known existed. 
 
    “It’s going to be so much fun,” Ashley said from the other side of the desk. “Whether you fuck other guys or not. I know I will. And we’ll be sharing a room, so your boyfriend here is going to hear and see everything. He’s going to watch me getting fucked every single night. He’s going to help me look my best for my boy toys and help me get ready for them. What you do with him after that is up to you.” 
 
    “I have a few ideas,” I said breathlessly, making Ashley laugh. By now, my eyes were closed, my body shaking as an orgasm approached. Ashley was right about that. Zach had never been bad at oral sex, but lately, he had reached a new level with his skills. And as our boss said, practice makes perfect. In no time at all, I was coming all over his face, moaning my pleasure at the ceiling as my juices poured out of me to shine on Zach’s skin. 
 
    Ashley simply sat on the other side of her desk, smiling as she watched the whole show. But I was so lost in desire I barely even registered that she was there. And despite my orgasm, I wasn’t done yet. Having my boyfriend dressed up in his skintight pink dress, handcuffed and leashed and kneeling at my feet, was sending shockwaves of sadistic desire through me. Pushing his head away from me, I raised a foot from the floor and placed the heel of my boot on his shoulders. Straightening my leg, I pushed him down to the floor of Ashley’s office, and she laughed as she watched me pin him on his back. 
 
    Descending on him, I pulled his tight dress up around his waist. Zach winced as I pulled the tape off his cock and balls, but I didn’t care. As his manhood rose into the air, freed at last, I took it in my hand, feeling the wild desire my humiliated boyfriend had for me. And not caring that my boss was watching, I straddled him right there on the floor of her office, guiding his cock deep inside me. My pink boots gripped his sides, matching the pink dress he was wearing as I began to ride his cock right there and then, still holding onto the belt attached to the collar that proclaimed him such a slut. 
 
    And as I howled my pleasure at the ceiling, watching from behind her desk, our dominant boss laughed and laughed to see what she had created. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

   
    9. The Vacation 
 
      
 
    After Halloween, everything seemed to get quiet again. It wouldn’t be true to say that things returned to normal. That was never going to happen. And the changes that had come to the sex life I shared with Zach weren’t going anywhere. He still went down on me daily without asking for reciprocation, begging for the privilege whenever I decided to make him. He still looked at me in that new way he had developed, almost with an expression of disbelief on his face. Almost as though he couldn’t believe what I had become. I couldn’t blame him for that. Neither could I. 
 
    But at the office, things went back to normal. The girlish slutty outfits I had bought for him hung silently in the closet, no longer required. As much fun as I had had dressing up and humiliating my boyfriend, we couldn’t keep it up forever. Sooner or later, our coworkers would start to wonder what was going on. And after all, my boyfriend isn’t a cross-dresser. That was the whole point. Making him do something he wouldn’t normally do, something he wanted to resist but couldn’t, was part of the thrill. Games like that, I had come to realize, can’t be maintained indefinitely, or else they lose all their power and become just part of the routine. 
 
    And I was enjoying our new life, the unrivaled sense of power I got from knowing that my boyfriend wanted me so badly that I could make him do seemingly anything. I would be lying if I said I didn’t flex that power every now and then, when a sadistic mood took me. Sometimes I would make him beg, just for the joy of seeing him submit. Sometimes I would cruelly deny him any gratification of his own after he had got me off, just because I could. And every time I did, I felt again that shocking jolt of sadistic pleasure that reminded me just how good it felt to be in charge. 
 
    But after the week of Halloween, after it was officially announced that we had won the costume contest and the vacation that came with it, we didn’t play with Ashley again. She no longer summoned us to her office at the end of the day to show us new realms of kinky delight. To my surprise, she more or less returned to being a regular boss again. 
 
    And I missed it. I missed her. I was never going to forget the power I now had over my boyfriend and how much fun it was to make him submit, but without Ashley acting as my inspiration, I felt a little bit lost. They say that practice makes perfect, but by that token, the reverse must also be true. Avoid doing something for a while, and you start to forget how you ever did it in the first place.  
 
    I was almost starting to disbelieve it. Had we really done something that crazy? Had we really had sex with our sexy boss while my boyfriend was dressed like a girl? The further away in time those events got, the harder it became to believe they had really happened. Even though I had Zach’s oral worship and newfound submissive tendencies to remind me of the power I still held, that power seemed to get harder to harness all the time.  
 
    And the time dragged before our vacation. With every day that passed, I realize more clearly just how much I was looking forward to it. The catalyst for all this had been my desire to take a trip away with my boyfriend. But since then, it had become much more than that. Now Ashley was involved. And with each passing day, it became more and more clear to me that there would be no more kinky sex games with her until we took our trip together. I couldn’t wait. And although we didn’t talk about it a lot, I know that Zach felt the same way. 
 
    And finally, with agonizing slowness, the day came. Finally, our trip was happening. Ashley told us to pick her up at her place on our way to the airport, and what had seemed to be almost a mirage was suddenly becoming real. 
 
    I could barely sleep the night before. I packed and repacked, questioning every decision I made. We were going somewhere warm and sunny, escaping the increasing autumn chill of our hometown, and I know I would need a variety of bathing suits, most of which I had bought specially for this holiday. I packed a few for Zach as well. But I knew there was much more to this resort than that. Ashley had booked us into some kind of sex resort, and I had no idea what I should bring to a place like that. In the end, I went fairly minimal. After all, Ashley had told us that the resort would supply everything we needed. But unknown to Zach, I did slip the pink leather collar he had worn to the office the last time I feminized him into my case. Even though the thought of having it seen by security staff made me shiver. I couldn’t resist. After all, wasn’t that what this holiday was all about? 
 
    It was hard to sleep the night before. I was up for most of the night, my mind racing with anticipation and wild ideas of what this vacation might mean for all three of us. The hours of sleep I did manage to snatch were torn and lacerated by undeniably erotic dreams. I woke up before my alarm, eager to get started on our vacation that held so much promise. And Zach awoke to me on top of him, straddling him, smiling down into his confused face as I grinned with joy to see that he was awake. 
 
    “Morning,” I said. 
 
    “Morning,” he croaked, trying to blink the sleep out of his eyes. Heedless of morning breath, I bent down and kissed him, and he kissed me back. He might be groggy with sleep, but his body seemed to know how to respond better than he did. His morning erection rose up hard beneath me, pressing against me as I sat on top of him, and the flame of desire burn brightly inside me as I looked down at him. Even like this, his face puffy with sleep, his eyes still half-closed, his hair a mess, Zach was gorgeous. And ever since we had discovered this fun submissive side to him, my boyfriend had become even more attractive to me than he already was. The idea that a man like this wanted me so badly that he would allow me to treat him the way he did still blew my mind whenever I thought about it. And with our sexy vacation now imminent, I was thinking about it a lot. 
 
    “What time is it?” Zach asked groggily, turning his head toward the bedside where his phone slept. 
 
    “We’ve got plenty of time,” I answered. “We don’t need to rush.” 
 
    And as I moved on top of him, grinding my hips against him, I know that Zach could tell what I was thinking. He knew the dark shadows that were moving in my heart. He knew what it was that had me up so early, that had me so excited. And his own morning erection might be a simple symptom of biology, an involuntary phenomenon that I still couldn’t fully imagine myself. But as I moved on top of him, grinding my body against him, I knew my boyfriend was getting excited. Exactly as I wanted. Exactly as I hoped. And still, after the years we had spent together, after everything we had done, it pleased me to know just how easily I could turn Zach on. 
 
    I lifted the T-shirt I slept in over my head. I knew I looked a mess, but I also knew that Zach wouldn’t care. Just as I didn’t care about his own sleepy look. My breasts bounced in my bra as I moved, and just as I hoped it would, that movement caught Zach’s attention. His hands reached out for me, holding my hips as I moved on top of him, and shifting my weight over onto one knee, I pulled the blanket aside. At the same time, I grabbed my panties and started to pull them off. We had plenty of time before we had to be ready, but you wouldn’t know it from the way I was moving. I was getting frantic, my long-suppressed desire now taking me over and forcing me into urgency. I wanted him, badly. And for once, I wasn’t going to make him beg. I wasn’t going to deny him anything, because I would only mean denying myself. I was hungry for him, desperate to feel him inside my body, desperate to give him that pleasure I know we both craved. I wasn’t going to wait. 
 
    Zach’s underwear came off as I tugged it hurriedly down, and his stiff cock sprang suddenly free. He groaned as I took it in my hand, feeling the warm rigidity of it, the pure masculinity it exuded. Shifting my weight on the bed, I positioned myself above him and sank down on top of that tumescent pole, sighing in pleasure as it forced apart the already wet lips of my pussy. No matter how many times we did this, it never got old. I never got tired of the rush it gave me to feel him sliding into me, to do what felt so natural and so perfect. Lost in the moment, I forgot almost everything. My fears and doubts and nervousness about the trip ahead vanished, swept away in a tidal flood of pure bliss. With Zach’s cock inside me, I was able to forget everything else, at least temporarily. I was able to live purely in the moment, to abandon myself to the simple feelings of joy that filled me as I bounced up and down on my only half-awake boyfriend. Everything else melted away. Everything else stopped mattering. Everything else vanished in a flood of unbridled pleasure as I came. And as my pussy tightened around Zach’s cock, as I moaned my timeless bliss at the ceiling, I felt him cum too. I felt him release into me, our orgasms almost mutual, our bodies melting together in wild passion. 
 
    Seeing stars, I rolled off him, both of us groaning as his cock slid free of my pussy. For a moment, we lay beside each other without saying a word, slowly recovering ourselves. But time marches on, even if it didn’t feel like it in our post orgasmic haze. No matter how much you might want it to. And our morning sex, I knew, was just a prelude to something even more enjoyable. It was just an aperitif to the banquet that was going to be served over the next week or so. 
 
    I sat up. Climbing out of bed, I made my way on shaking legs toward the bathroom to get ready. And as I relaxed under the streaming water of the shower, my mind turned once again to thoughts of what lay ahead, and the disbelief that we even found ourselves here. 
 
    I showered and dressed fairly carelessly, applying minimal makeup and tying my hair back. After all, it was a flight, not a fashion show. And there would be plenty of time to be sexy once we got there. 
 
    When I was done in the bathroom, Zach headed there himself, taking his morning shower and getting dressed in his usual jeans and T-shirt. The whole time, we barely spoke. There wasn’t much to say. I knew that we were both burning up with anticipation, both unbelievably excited while at the same time filled with doubts and fears and questions about what was going to happen. Talking about it wasn’t going to change anything. 
 
    Once we were ready, Zach grabbed our heaviest bags, and I grabbed a few others. Together, we carried them out to the car and loaded them in. Unsurprisingly, I had brought far more than he had. Zach, like most men, had the gift of traveling light. And I climbed into the passenger seat as Zach got behind the wheel, typing the address to Ashley’s house into my phone and displaying it on the screen in our car. With barely a word exchanged between us, we headed to the address to pick up our boss. 
 
    When we reached Ashley’s house, Zach waited in the car while I walked up the driveway and rang the bell. Her house was bigger than ours, but not huge. I had never bothered to wonder before how much money she made, and it was only now that it occurred to me just how little I knew about Ashley’s personal life, despite all the physical intimacy we had shared. Was she married? Did she have a partner? I didn’t even know. You would think she was nothing but a coldhearted dominatrix who went from one man to another, using them for her own pleasure, and perhaps that was true. Or maybe she was a happily married mother of three, for all I knew. Suddenly, I found myself feeling even more strange about the whole situation. If Ashley was somebody’s wife, could we still go ahead with what we were doing? 
 
    But all those doubts evaporated when our boss came to the door. Clearly, she didn’t share my opinions about dressing for a flight. As Ashley stepped out of her front door wearing a navy suit jacket on top of a tight red dress, paired with black fishnet stockings that disappeared into a set of black leather high-heeled boots, I could see that our boss had dressed to impress. She greeted me with a smile, and I helped her carry her bag toward the car where Zach waited. And all the time, I felt that sense of nervousness growing inside me as I wondered how my boyfriend would react. Ashley looked sexy, and Zach isn’t made of stone. It’s not like I was jealous. After all, nothing would happen between the two of them without my involvement. If anything, I was more jealous of her. Jealous of her ability to look good no matter what she was doing, to inject ferocious sex appeal even into an activity like getting on a plane. As I watched her body swaying from side to side with every strutting step she took, I found myself wishing I had dressed up a little bit more myself. But it was too late for that now. 
 
    With her bags loaded, Ashley climbed into the backseat of our car while I swung myself back into the passenger seat. 
 
    “Hi, Zach,” Ashley said, with a noticeable purr in her voice as she spoke to my boyfriend. I watched his eyes flicker toward her in the rearview mirror, and the nervous look made my heart miss at least a beat or two as I studied my boyfriend’s reaction. It was impossible to explain what it did to me to know how badly Zach wanted this other woman. I couldn’t understand the shiver of lust gave me to think of him desiring her, and I had stopped trying a long time ago. It was what it was, I told myself. But Ashley’s recent absence from our sex lives served to make this renewal even more powerful. Maybe Zach wanted her more than ever, having been deprived of her for weeks now. Or maybe I just wanted that to be the case. But either way, it was working, serving to get us all worked up even before the vacation had begun. The air in the small space of our car crackled with sexual anticipation. That, I know, was what Ashley wanted. And for reasons I had given up trying to understand, it was what I wanted too. 
 
    “Hi, Ashley,” Zach managed to say, though with obvious difficulty. She made him nervous, as she should. For all the wild sexual power I had recently discovered I had over my boyfriend, she had even more. She seemed to simply exude it, her mere presence immediately changing the atmosphere of any room she was in. And it didn’t take long until for Ashley was laying down the law to Zach. 
 
    “Are you going to be a good girl for us on this vacation, Zara?” Ashley taunted from the backseat. I grinned at her as I turned in my own seat to face her, and she smiled back before turning her eyes toward Zach again. 
 
    “Yes,” Zach said uncertainly, his voice cracking slightly, and both me and Ashley laughed together at his adorable uncertainty. 
 
    “I hope so,” Ashley went on, settling more comfortably in the backseat as she spoke. She had the gift of always seeming comfortable wherever she was, of making anywhere seem like it was her domain. Another thing I admired about my gorgeous boss. “Because I’m sure I don’t have to tell you, there’ll be consequences for displeasing us. For the entirety of this trip, beginning now, I want you to do everything you’re told by either of us. Or, for that matter, by any other woman who gives you an order. It’s time for a slut like you learn her place. What do you say, Zara?” 
 
    Zach hesitated before answering, and in that pause, I saw everything all over again. All the feverish desire he had for this woman, all the strange feelings that kept him torn between desperation and humiliation. It was all achingly clear to me, and it all turned me on. Every single part of it. 
 
    “Okay,” Zach said quietly, barely able to bring himself to admit his own capitulation the way that Ashley wanted him to. And as she giggled in triumph in the backseat, I couldn’t help but giggle a little myself, too. I didn’t know just what our boss had planned on this sexy holiday with us. But it was certainly off to a good start. 
 
    “I know lots of ways of punishing little boys who went there was that told,” Ashley went on, every word she spoke dripping at the same time with menace and with raw sexuality. “And this place we’re going has everything I need to make this a very difficult trip for you if you piss me off. Let’s try and avoid that if we can, shall we?” 
 
    “Yes,” Zach said quietly, already defeated, completely overmatched by Ashley’s easy dominance. It was bewitching to watch her at work, amazing how easily she did this to him. I mean, I know how to get Zach to do what I want, too. But Ashley doesn’t seem to even need to try. 
 
    “Good,” Ashley said with a smug smirk. “I think we’re all going to have a lot of fun on this trip, just as long as we don’t forget who’s in charge here.” 
 
    After that, Ashley fell silent for a while, as though she had said everything she needed to say. And I couldn’t think of anything to add. In my own way, I was just as bowled over and overwhelmed as my boyfriend was by this woman. So we didn’t say much as we drove to the airport and Zach steered the car into long-term parking. But as we climbed out of the car and grabbed our suitcases, I could see my boyfriend’s eyes lingering on Ashley’s body, so artfully displayed in the provocative clothes she wore. She gave no sign she noticed, but for once, she didn’t fool me. I knew she did. And I knew how it felt to be looked at like that by the man I loved, and again, I felt a strange tingle of lust running through my excited body. That attitude she had seemed to command respect from everyone. No wonder she was our boss. 
 
    And I was caught up in what was going to happen, my mind racing ahead to consider the coming week rather than the moment that we were in. But Ashley was different. Ashley was in the moment, thoroughly in charge of herself and everything around her. Never missing a chance to make every moment count. 
 
    We dropped off our bags and joined the line for security. Ashley and I were chatting now, just having a regular conversation like any two work friends. Zach was still silent. As though his mind couldn’t process what was about to happen and make small talk at the same time, and so he was choosing to fixate on the future. I didn’t really blame him for that. It was hard for me to think of anything else too, and I wasn’t the one who was going to be made to submit sexually all week long. As thrilling as it all undoubtedly was, I could hardly blame him for having doubts. 
 
    But Ashley was certain enough for all of us. As we came to the conveyor belt where the disgruntled looking security agent handed out instructions to bewildered passengers, Ashley got stopped. The security agent looked her up and down, her pinched face expressing wordless displeasure at the sexy outfit of the woman who stood before her. 
 
    “You’ll have to take those boots off, ma’am,” the agent said. 
 
    Ashley gave an exasperated sigh. Trust our sexy boss to turn even that minor inconvenience into an opportunity for something strangely sexy. 
 
    She turned toward Zach. Her eyes glittered beneath her dark bangs as she smiled at him, her full lips spreading to reveal her even white teeth like weapons. No one knew better than Ashley how to use beauty to get what she wanted. And what she wanted, in that moment, was to humiliate my boyfriend even more. 
 
    “Take my boots off,” she ordered. She said it as though there was nothing more simple in the world, as though it was the most obvious request she could make. But I tried not to gasp at the pure audacity of it, the unbelievable confidence and dominance it took to order a man around like that, as though it never even occured to her he would argue. I felt the air around us tighten as the security staff and nearby passengers wordlessly watched this little drama play out, I felt again the strange thrill of sadistic impulses that I felt in the office when our coworkers laughed and mocked Zach’s girly outfits. He was being humiliated again, right there in public in front of a bunch of people he didn’t know. And I knew what that did to him. For that matter, I knew what it did to me. I could feel my arousal climbing even higher, merging with my anticipation to tinge the moment with sheer arousal. Breathlessly, I waited to see how my boyfriend would respond. 
 
    Zach looked at Ashley. Ashley looked at Zach. For a long moment, that was all that happened. And I remembered our boss’s words in the car, and I knew my boyfriend was thinking about the same thing. Ashley’s promise of punishments if he didn’t do as he was told. It was one thing to submit in the bedroom, and another to do it so publicly. Still, I knew the power Ashley had over Zach. I knew the power her beauty gave her, and his desire. I knew the contest was far from equal. Maybe in some deep down part of myself, I already knew what Zach would do. And maybe he did, too. 
 
    He didn’t sigh as he gave in to her yet again. But he seemed to visibly wilt, a kind of physical sigh passing through his body. You could see the moment when he stopped fighting, when he realized he was overmatched. You could see him surrender. 
 
    Right there in front of everyone, my boyfriend dropped to one knee. And his movement drew even more scrutiny from our fellow passengers, causing a ripple and a moment to spread through the watching crowd. Maybe, I thought as Zach got down on one knee in front of our boss, they thought they were witnessing a proposal instead of the kinky power-play they were actually seeing. After all, they couldn’t know the true nature of the relationship between the three of us. And I certainly didn’t want them to. And yet, the thrill of potential exposure was impossible to ignore. This whole episode was turning me on. 
 
    On one knee, Zach reached for the zipper of one of Ashley’s boots. But at the same moment, she stepped commandingly forward. Her already tight red dress grew even tighter around her stocking-clad thighs as she lifted one foot from the floor and placed it on top of Zach’s thigh. She looked like a conquering queen as she stood above him, her high heel digging into his leg slightly, her hands on her hips and her dress straining around her while my boyfriend gazed up her in astonishment. Zach’s cheeks were almost as red as Ashley’s crimson dress as she so effortlessly dominated him. And there I was, a witness to it all again, unbelievably thrilled at watching my boss control my boyfriend like this. 
 
    I wondered if anyone else noticed the tiny tremor in Zack’s hands as he reached for the zipper that dangled from Ashley’s boot. I did. And besides him and my boss, I knew I was the only person in the busy airport that understood exactly what it meant. All of my boyfriend’s desire, for her and for this kind of humiliation and degradation, was there in that barely noticeable tremor as he pulled down the zipper of Ashley’s boot. She lifted her foot from his thigh to let him pull the boot off, and Zach set it carefully down on the floor while Ashley switched legs. Then, they repeated the whole show with the other foot. I could hear strangers laughing at my boyfriend and this show of total servitude, and a strange anger flared in my heart. It turned me on so much to do this to him. But only I got to laugh at him, I irrationally thought to myself. Only Ashley and me got to treat him like that. 
 
    But of course, there was nothing I could do about it. And after all, in their own way, the oblivious crowd was part of it to. And when Zach had removed both of Ashley’s boots, she calmly ordered him to place them in the tray on the conveyor belts, and as usual, he obeyed. Shedding her jacket and the belt tied around her small waist, Ashley walked in her fishnet stockings through the metal detector, showing a dancer’s grace as she stayed lightly on the balls of her feet. I half-expected some leering security guard to take the opportunity to pat her down, but none seemed to care. The whole airport seemed to be watching her, with a few glancing at Zach at the same time, and I took my boyfriend’s arm in my hands, squeezing it reassuringly for a moment to get him through the kinky shame I knew he would be feeling. 
 
    Letting go of Zach again, I followed Ashley through the metal detector. Zach came after us. As our belongings rolled down the conveyor belt in their plastic trays, none of us said a word. Ashley was beaming, plainly overjoyed at the latest wild idea. And I could be as mad as I liked at the fellow passengers who got such a kick out of Zach’s humiliation, but I couldn’t be mad at her. Not when the world she had revealed to us was this much fun. 
 
    Still, Ashley wasn’t done. Grabbing the tray containing her boots, she carried it over to the table where people were supposed to repack their things. Seeing what she was up to, Zach followed, knowing his services would be required again. And then, Ashley swung one leg into the air, drawing gasps from bystanders as she laid her long leg on the metal table. It made me think of something a stripper might do, and she had that grace and that athleticism about her, not to mention sex appeal. Again, I found myself wondering just who my boss really was. 
 
    And, obedient as ever, Zach took her boots out the tray and slid one onto Ashley’s lifted leg. When the boot was on, she put her foot on the floor and swung her other leg onto the table, and my boyfriend repeated the procedure. Dressed again, Ashley smiled, stepping away from the table while I hurriedly repacked my things, feeling more frumpy than ever as Ashley drew admiring glances from travelers throughout the airport. 
 
    “That was fun,” Ashley grinned. “I can’t wait until we get to the resort.” 
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

  
    10. Their Vacation Pet 
 
      
 
    “Hola!” 
 
    The receptionist greeted us with a cheery smile as we stepped into the lobby of the resort. We had taken a car service from the airport, everything already prearranged and paid for by the company thanks to Ashley’s planning. If she had any concerns that someone might look up the true nature of this resort and question what the three of us were doing there, she gave no sign of it. And I was determined to follow her lead. After all, she was the boss, and this was all her idea. And she was so good at this game of domination and submission. As good as I was at taking charge in the bedroom, I knew I still had a lot to learn from her. And the best way to do that seemed to be to go along with what she was doing. 
 
    “Hola,” Ashley smiled back at the receptionist. The moment we had stepped off the plane, I had felt the tropical heat of the place, and I wondered how Ashley was feeling in her sexy but not entirely climate-appropriate outfit. She had taken off her jacket, bearing her toned arms in the sleeveless red dress she wore underneath. But she still had those black leather boots on her feet, and as sexy as they looked, I knew they weren’t exactly ideal in this kind of weather. But again, Ashley showed her gift for looking comfortable wherever she was and whatever she was doing. Nothing seemed to faze her. That, I know, was part of her power. 
 
    “We have a room for three,” Ashley said, giving the name of the reservation. The receptionist nodded, still smiling a well-practiced smile as she turned her head down to the computer screen in front of her. Ashley was a woman who would draw attention wherever she went, I knew, especially dressed like she was. But the receptionist was a beautiful woman in her right. Her black hair shone like silk as she bent her slender neck, hanging forward from the loose ponytail tied at the back. Her skin was a flawless caramel, her eyes dark and warm as they scanned the screen in front of her. If everyone at this very specialist resort was going to be beautiful, I supposed it was a good sign for the sex Ashley was planning to have. But it wasn’t the best way to make me feel comfortable with putting on a bathing suit in public after so long in colder climates. 
 
    “Yes, here you are,” the receptionist said in flawless though slightly accented English as she ran three key cards through the scanner in front of her. “Now, I know you agreed to the rules of the resort when you made the booking. But I have to confirm everything with you in person, too. You are all aware that this is an adults only resort, yes?” 
 
    “Of course,” Ashley answered, but the receptionist’s dark eyes rested on me and then on Zach until we had both also confirmed that we understood. 
 
    “Okay,” the receptionist said, the smile returning easily to her face once she was certain we understood. “This is a permissive environment, but we are still bound by the law. Everything that happens here is both legal and consensual. If at any time, any of you feel uncomfortable, whether with each other or with another guest, we have security staff on hand, available 24 hours a day. No harassment of other guests is permitted, and if it happens, you will be immediately ejected from the resort. Video and photographs are not to be taken in any public areas of the resort. I’ll need you to sign to say that you agree.” 
 
    With a flourish, she produced three identical forms from a compartment on her desk, laying one out in front of each of us complete with a pen. Ashley signed with only the merest glance at the form, knowing what she had signed up for. But I didn’t have the same calmness she did. As I scanned the form, seeing it only stated in writing what the receptionist had said, I wondered what I was getting myself into. But all the same, I signed, my heart quickening in my chest as I did it. And beside me, I was glad to see that Zach signed just as quickly as I did. 
 
    “Perfect,” the pretty receptionist said. “Here are your keys. I’ll fetch someone to help with your bags and show you to your room.” 
 
    Whisking away the forms, the receptionist tapped a polished bell on her desk. Even as Ashley turned toward us both with an excited grin on her face, a man appeared in front of us, his smile every bit as welcoming as the receptionist had been. He wore the red vest and black pants of the resort staff, his muscular forearms showing his tanned skin as he greeted us warmly. He was almost shockingly handsome, and as he reached for our heaviest bags and picked them up with ease, I saw Ashley smiling at me. I knew exactly what she was thinking. And in spite of everything we were doing, in spite of everything the three of us had already done together, all the crazy adventures we had had in Ashley’s office after all our colleagues went home, I felt myself blushing. It wasn’t like I thought Ashley was anything other than serious about what she said she would be doing on this holiday. I already knew our boss wasn’t the type to exaggerate. But it was all becoming so much more real now, seemingly more unbelievably real by the moment. That look the two of us shared over the handsome bellhop somehow brought it all home to me more than ever. 
 
    “I am Jorge. Welcome to the resort,” the bellhop grinned over his shoulder as he led us away from the reception desk and through the sliding door. Tall palm trees swayed in the ocean breeze as we walked through an immaculate garden, our footsteps crunching on the gravel path. We reached a blocky building, and Jorge led us to the elevator that brought us to the third and top floor. Leading us down the open car door, he waved a key card at the door, and the lock clicked open. Carrying the bags inside, he set them down at the foot of the bed. 
 
    “This is your room,” he explained unnecessarily. As he went on talking, I swept my eyes around the room. It was bigger than I expected. As Ashley had told us, there were two large beds placed almost side-by-side against one wall, and I felt again that thrill of excitement as I pondered what that meant. From the bed, two tiled steps lead down into a kind of living room area, with a large TV on one wall and a huge Jacuzzi on the other. From there, a sliding door led out to the balcony. Peering through the glass, I could see the tops of palm trees swaying in the breeze, and beyond that, the dazzling turquoise blue of the ocean. Despite myself, I gasped. I had been so caught up in the idea of the sexual nature of this vacation we were taking that I had forgotten there was more to it than just that. That along with everything else it was, this was an all-expenses-paid tropical getaway, and all we had had to do to earn it was dress my boyfriend up in some silly girlish outfits. It seemed in that moment a small price to pay. At least, it did for me. 
 
    “I hope you enjoy your stay,” Jorge went on, addressing Ashley more than anyone else while Zach and I gazed around the room. “If there is anything you need, don’t hesitate to contact the front desk. We have a full range of services on offer here, including a selection of different toys and other objects you can see on the menu provided on the table over there.” 
 
    As he spoke, he waved his toned arm toward a small desk in a corner of the room where a black folder sat. But Ashley didn’t seem to care about that. Instead, she took a step closer to the handsome young man, and suddenly my attention was snapped back to her and away from the glittering sea view outside. 
 
    “Do you provide any of those services, Jorge?” Ashley asked flirtatiously. I couldn’t believe how brazen she was being as she ran her hand over his heavy chest. Then again, from the way he was grinning, he didn’t seem to mind. Working at a sex resort, I supposed, you got used to that kind of behavior. And as easy on the eyes as Ashley was, it was hard to imagine any man complaining about some attention from her. 
 
    “Only for very special guests,” he smiled at her. 
 
    “And what does it take to become one of those?” Ashley’s hand was hovering over Jorge’s stomach now, and I had learned not to underestimate this woman. After everything we had been through, there wasn’t much I would put past her, including seducing a man right here and now. I remembered what Ashley had said about how she would be spending time at this resort, and just for a moment, I glanced over at Zach’s face. His eyes were locked on Ashley, watching the whole thing as she flirted openly right in front of him. I wondered if he was jealous, and that thought sent a spike of jealousy through me, too. But I knew that jealousy was all part of it. Part of the fun. Part of the unbelievably sexy game we were playing. 
 
    “I think you might be one already,” Jorge grinned. For now, Zach and I were purely spectators, watching this strange erotic drama play out. Probably prepared by long practice for encounters like this, Jorge reached into the breast pocket of his red vest and produced a small card which he handed to Ashley. He grinned as she curled it into her hand, and the bellhop turned toward the door. As he went, Ashley made no secret of the fact she was checking out his ass through the tight black pants he wore until he stepped outside and vanished from our view. 
 
    “Wow,” Ashley said, turning toward us and theatrically fanning her face with her hand as though she were overheating. “Off to a good start, right? God, he was gorgeous. I wonder what he’s like in bed.” 
 
    “You’re crazy, Ashley,” I laughed, shaking my head. But our boss just smiled at me. After all, she was right, I knew. That was what we were here for. 
 
    “It’s not often we girls get the chance to be as sleazy as we like,” Ashley said. “I intend take full advantage of it. And I know you’re still on the monogamy thing, but I think you’re missing out. If the rest of the guys around here are like that, I think you’re going to have a very hard time sticking with the bitch boy you brought with you.” 
 
    As she spoke, Ashley’s eyes flickered toward Zach, looking him up and down as if there were any doubt who she was talking about. I felt Zach bristle beside me, but he didn’t dare say anything to contradict Ashley. Arguing with our boss, for him, was a dangerous game, and we both knew he wanted her too badly to do anything to piss her off. Even if he wasn’t going to get her. Even if, with guys like Jorge around, it seemed our boss would have more than enough to keep her hands full. 
 
    “This place is incredible,” Ashley said, turning to take in the view now that Jorge was gone. “We can do whatever we like here. Well, us girls can, anyway. You, Zach, need to do as you’re told.” 
 
    “Yes, Ashley,” Zach said meekly, making our boss laugh as she spread her arms wide, taking in the expanse of sea that shone outside the window. 
 
    “This is going to be fucking awesome,” Ashley said. “Now, I don’t know about you two, but I’m ready to hit the pool.” 
 
    Without waiting for a reply, Ashley headed over to her suitcase. Heaving it onto the bed, she opened it up, looking inside with a look of concentration on her beautiful face. As I moved toward my own suitcase, I saw her face light up with a smile at something. Reaching inside, she lifted it out and showed it to me. 
 
    “I bought your boyfriend a little present,” she said, holding an object up in both hands for me to look at. “I figured it was appropriate.” 
 
    Another tremor of arousal raceed through me as I saw what Ashley was holding. It looked like a man’s bathing suit, except it was clear it wasn’t really made for swimming. It was a pair of tiny shorts, hot pink in color and made from some shiny material like PVC or patent leather. Black laces ran up the front of the shorts, and when Ashley turned them around in her hands to show me the back, I could see the word Bitch printed in black cursive on the back of the costume. I felt the churning excitement in the pit of my stomach as I thought of Zach wearing such an unbelievably humiliating outfit. He would look ridiculous, I knew, and of course, that was the point. But also, I couldn’t help feeling he might look kind of hot. And for this particular holiday, that seem like the perfect combination to me. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I laughed, clapping my hands together in pure joy. “That’s going to look hilarious!” 
 
    “I know,” Ashley smiled. “Come on, Zach. Come try these on. I had to guess your size, but they’re meant to fit tight. Let’s get a look at you.” 
 
    Zach looked at the shorts Ashley held with a mortified expression on his face, but for once, I didn’t even feel sorry for him. I was too caught up in the excitement of our kinky holiday finally beginning. I couldn’t wait to see him in this new humiliating outfit. And I knew that much as he might protest, my boyfriend would enjoy being dominated by us. 
 
    “Come on, Zach,” I said. “You know you have to do as you’re told now. You’re going to be our sexy little bitch boy, and who knows? Maybe I’ll get so excited seeing you parade around in your skimpy shorts that I might even let you fuck me.” 
 
    Ashley laughed out loud at that. But it had the desired effect. Zach stepped forward, and even though he didn’t say a word, I detected the faint smile just beginning to tweak at the corners of his mouth, and I knew my idea appealed to him at least a little. As he approached us, Ashley set aside the shorts, her hands reaching out to him and taking hold of his T-shirt. And, following her lead, I stepped forward too, my hands reaching for the front of his jeans. Zach’s look of momentary confusion quickly turned to one of excitement as both Ashley and I began to undress him, all four of our hands moving over his body and quickly stripping away every item he was wearing. In no time at all, my boyfriend stood naked in front of us both in our hotel room, his clothes piled messily on the floor. And as he looked from Ashley to me and back again, I could see his cock already rapidly swelling toward hardness. 
 
    “That’s funny,” Ashley said, the high heel of her boots echoing on the tiled floor as she took another step closer to him. “I don’t remember saying you could get hard.” Reaching out, she tapped the tip of one finger against Zach’s shaft, making his cock bob in the air. And again, I felt as though I should be feeling jealous, but somehow, I wasn’t. The way she touched him, the way she seemed to assume a right to play with his body in any way she chose, was almost as thrilling to me as it was to him. And Zach looked at me for moment in surprise, but he ought to have known I wasn’t going to do anything to stop what was happening. I was too excited to find out where it all led. 
 
    “Go on. Put them on,” Ashley said brightly, stepping away from my boyfriend to snatch up the pink shorts and hold them out to him. Again, Zach glanced at me, as though expecting I might stop him. But I didn’t have the slightest inclination to do so. Instead, I stood there, folding my arms and smiling at him as I watched him take the shorts from Ashley’s hand. And he stepped into them, his cock swaying from side to side as he moved, pulling the pink shorts up his legs. I could see that they were tight on him as he reached his hips, and his cock stood out above the top of them as he pulled them up. He looked at us both helplessly, wordlessly protesting that the shorts were too small. But Ashley was having none of it. 
 
    “They’ll fit,” she said, stepping toward him again. And I watched, unable to keep from laughing as she took my boyfriend’s cock in her hand and began to stuff it unceremoniously into the front of the shorts. Zach winced in discomfort, but Ashley was relentless. As she continued to cram his cock under the shining pink material, his erection bulged in the front of the shorts, and she reached around behind him, pulling them into place. The shorts shone tight around his hips, ending high on his thighs, barely covering him any more than a Speedo would. Stepping around behind him, I laughed to see the word Bitch written on his butt cheeks as they pressed stubbornly against the clinging material, the bottom of them just peeking out from under the shorts. They really were deliciously skimpy and unbelievably humiliating, but I had to admit, I liked the way they looked. Stepping toward him, I slapped Zack’s ass playfully through the shorts, and Ashley smiled as she began pulling the laces up the front even tighter. 
 
    “This is perfect,” she said. “They’ll keep your cock all packed away nice and tight, because something tells me you’re going to be getting a lot of erections over the coming week, and we can’t be upsetting our fellow guests with your worthless cock flopping about, now can we?” 
 
    “On my God, this is going to be so humiliating for you,” I grinned, stepping around in front of Zach again. Still he said nothing as he looked at me. And Ashley finished tying up the laces, tying a big bow at Zack’s waste to secure it all together. And pressing his hard cock back against his body in an obvious bulge that the laces only accentuated. But I knew that that was the point. 
 
    “Wait, I have the perfect thing,” I said. With all the excitement of the day, I had forgotten what I had thrown into my case. Now it came back to me, and the sadistic part of me was pleased that I could at least compete with Ashley for dominant ideas. Opening my suitcase, I rummaged through my clothes until I found the pink leather, with the word slut written on it, encrusted with fake diamonds. And when I straightened up again with the collar in my hand, Ashley burst out laughing. 
 
    “You brought that? Awesome! Put it on him.” 
 
    Zach looked absolutely mortified as I walked toward him. But I wasn’t going to let him off now. Reaching up, I wrapped the collar around his neck. His hands twitched at his sides, but he didn’t try to stop me. I fastened the buckle around his neck, adjusting the collar so the word slut would show from the front. Between that and Bitch written on the back of his shorts, there would be no doubt about his lowly status. And the bright pink of his ridiculous outfit only made it even more humiliating for a guy like him. 
 
    “You look wonderful, Zach,” Ashley said, looking him up and down with unconcealed desire on her face. “Now that you’re properly dressed, you can help us get ready for the pool. Come and undress me. Then you can help me into my bathing suit.” 
 
    Zach lurched forward. Once again, I could see he was in the grip of his own submissive tendencies, ready to give in and be used. Smiling, Ashley turned her back on him, sweeping her dark hair out of the way so that he could find the zipper of her dress. Content to watch for now, I observed as he pulled the zipper down and gently drew her dress off her shoulders. As he pulled the fabric down, Ashley stepped out of it, her gorgeous body on display in her underwear and stockings. Zach helped her take off her bra, then sank to his knees on her command to remove her boots one by one. Still kneeling, he pulled down her stockings, then her panties, and just like that, she was naked in front of him, her pussy shining right in front of my boyfriend’s face. 
 
    “Please,” Zach croaked, a guilty look on his face as he gazed up at our boss, “please can I lick your pussy, Ashley?” 
 
    I gasped in mock astonishment. Truthfully, I was surprised. But I wasn’t nearly as outraged as I was pretending to be. In fact, it only turned me on to know how badly he wanted her. But Ashley had more self-control than I did. Reaching out her hand, she ran her fingers through Zack’s short hair. 
 
    “Not just now, bitch boy,” she said. “It’s a tempting offer, and it will be one of your primary jobs while we are here. But I think I’ll save my orgasms for later. You may kiss it, though. Just once. No tongue.” 
 
    “Yes, Ashley,” Zach murmured. And with her hand still on his head, I watch my boyfriend lean forward and reverently kiss our boss’s pussy. It sent a jolt of sadistic glee through me to watch him, even as jealousy burned in the pit of my heart. Say what you like about Ashley, but she always found a way to make things exciting. 
 
    “Good boy,” Ashley said once Zach had completed the humiliating ritual. “Now, go into my case and get the gold bikini, then put it on me. Then you can dress your girlfriend. And be quick about it, slut. We don’t have all day.” 
 
    I laughed as Ashley spoke. Zach seemed like a man completely defeated. Wordlessly, he obeyed Ashley’s every command, taking seriously her warning about being punished for any disobedience. Or maybe it was simply that he wanted to obey her. He wanted to lose himself in the strange submissive place he went to when Ashley treated him like this. Whatever the case was, I was enjoying the spectacle. It was bringing out every vicious sexual impulse I had. 
 
    In Ashley’s suitcase, Zach found the bikini he had been ordered to produce. He brought it over to Ashley, as she just stood there, letting him dress her like a maid. Carefully, he maneuvered our boss’s big boobs into a metallic gold bikini, possibly the tiniest I had ever seen. Her nipples showed through the fabric that struggled to contain her as Zach wrestled the bikini into place. And the panties that covered her pussy were no different. They disappeared between the round cheeks of her ass and barely covered her sex in front, revealing far more than they concealed. But Ashley has the body of a goddess. She could pull it off. And when Zach was done dressing her, I had to admit that the woman looked phenomenal. 
 
    “Now it’s Lauren’s turn,” Ashley said when she was finally satisfied that my boyfriend had dressed her correctly. And Zach, as always, was quick to obey. 
 
    Rising to his feet, my boyfriend walked toward me. Again, I saw that faint half-smile on his face, as though he was struggling to admit even to himself how much she was enjoying all this. He undressed me with careful hands, then went to my suitcase and fetched the lime green bikini I ordered him to bring me. As his hands traveled over my body, pulling the swimsuit on to me, I had to resist the urge to give into temptation and fuck him right there. Ashley was so good at acting like she wasn’t even attracted to him, like all this meant nothing to her. But for me, it was a constant tease to be touched by a man I know wanted me desperately, and yet not give into the impulse that I could so easily satisfy. 
 
    Still, I resisted. And at last, both Ashley and I were dressed in our bikinis, and Zach in his humiliating get up. The sexual tension in the air was so thick it felt like you could cut it with a knife as the three of us stood there, all breathlessly turned on, all with different ideas of what we wanted to happen next. But as usual, it was Ashley that took charge. 
 
    “I should ask at the front desk if they have a leash to put this bitch on,” she said with a smirk. “Come on. We can stop by on our way to the pool.” 
 
    Zach’s face was a picture of confusion and terror. He knew where Ashley intended to go. But maybe until that moment, he hadn’t realized that she intended to take him with us and show him off in public dressed as he was. Naïve of him not to realize, I thought to myself. But maybe he had been too swept up in desire to give it much thought. Only now was he realizing just how far Ashley intended to push him. 
 
    “You want me to go like this?” he said, his wide eyes darting from Ashley to me and back again. 
 
    “Of course,” Ashley shrugged, her boobs bouncing behind the gold metallic fabric that hardly contained them. “I told you, this is a very special resort. I highly doubt you’ll be the only submissive man down there serving the women in his life. But you might just be the luckiest. After all, you have two goddesses to please.” 
 
    Ashley grinned at me as she spoke. And I smiled back. It wasn’t often I got to think of myself as a goddess. But honestly, the way Zach was humbly obeying our commands, it was hard not to feel that way right now. 
 
    Still, my boyfriend hesitated. He had certainly been through his share of public humiliation, but this was taking things a step further. Ashley was so good at that. So good at pushing his boundaries and getting him always to some new plateau of desire and disgrace. But for once, it seemed like my normally obedient boyfriend was going to rebel. His eyebrows contracted, his mouth opening and closing as he struggled to find the right words to say. And both Ashley and I waited in silent anticipation. He had to say yes to everything; those were the rules of this vacation. But if we had already pushed him too far, deep down, I knew he had the right to say no. It would be a very awkward vacation with our boss if this was the end of our games. But if that was what my boyfriend wanted, that was what would happen. 
 
    Still, Zach said nothing. His face was reddening with shame, and perhaps with anger too. And as I stood there, watching Ashley looking at him, I felt something new. A strange desire to please her, maybe. Or a desire to show her she wasn’t the only woman who could control a man. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I said to Ashley, faking a confidence I didn’t feel. “I’ll convince him.” 
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

   
    11. Good Mistress, Bad Mistress 
 
      
 
    There was a time in my life, not very long ago, when I never would have considered having sex with someone watching. I never thought of doing anything more sexual in public than kiss. Sex is something private and intimate, and for me, it’s between people who at the very least have my feelings for each other. I don’t want to give the impression I was a prude, because I was never that. What other people do is up to them. But I knew what I liked. At least, I thought I did. Only afterwards, after Ashley had her part in redefining for me what sex was and what it could be, that I realize just how narrow and limiting my previous views were, and just how much they were based on old-fashioned traditions rather than my own desires and preferences. 
 
    But Ashley was already doing her thing. She was in my brain and bloodstream, infecting me like a virus, a virus that I wanted to have. And I knew she was doing the same for Zach, too. My boyfriend had never given the least indication that he was into this kinky domination and submission stuff. But now, we were both caught up in the pleasure we got from these power games. From the moment he first dressed as me to go to the office, things were destined to change forever. This vacation with Ashley was only revealing its just how great that change was going to be. 
 
    I took Zach by the hand. Not for the first time, I felt as though I could feel the desire that burned inside, the tension that made his hand tremble distinctly inside mine. Part of the magic, I knew. Sex between Zach and me had never gotten boring, but when you’re with someone long enough, routine has a way of creeping in. Ashley’s little games had demolished all of that. They had changed just about every thing between us. And I didn’t look at our boss as I led my boyfriend by the hand to the nearest of the two beds in the hotel room. But I knew that she would watching. I could feel her eyes on us, and it added a strange thrill to the sexual tension that already crackled in the air of the expense-looking hotel room. To even be contemplating this was still almost unbelievable to me, and even as happened, it felt like some strange dream. But this was the real world I was moving through, no matter how much it might feel like some strange fantasy. As hard as it was to believe it, this was my life now, and Zach’s, for at least the rest of the week that we spent on vacation with our beautiful boss. And after that, who knew? All I could say for certain that I was in no hurry to give up the wild sense of sexual power that filled me every time I played with Zach these days.  
 
    I sat down on the bed, and at my urging, Zach sat down with me. I could see that he was nervous, and my heart went out to him. It’s so much fun to boss my boyfriend around, to dominate and control and humiliate him. That doesn’t mean I don’t love him; far from it. Playing the game of him being my personal sex toy was so much fun, but that didn’t make him less of a person underneath it all. In that sense, things were easier for Ashley than they were for me. To her, we were just employees. We were the ones who had a relationship to maintain. 
 
    “I want you to come to the pool with us, Zach,” I said softly, holding his hand in both of mine, slowly stroking the back of it. “I know it will be humiliating for you. But you know how it turns me on. Besides, it’s not like you’re going to see any of thesse people ever again. And this is a sex resort. No one here will bat an eye at what we’re doing.” 
 
    Across the room, I could almost feel Ashley’s approval beaming out at me, but I resisted the urge to turn and look in her direction. For now, just for now, this was purely between my boyfriend and me. Normally Ashley was the one who moved these games along, but this part was all mine. 
 
    “I promise it will be worth it for you,” I went on. “You know you want to do it. That this turns you on just as much as me. God, just thinking about it gets me going. Doesn’t it turn you on too?” 
 
    “Yes,” Zach admitted, mumbling his words as he spoke them as though they were torn out of him. And I smiled. After all, the hardest part of the struggle, I knew, was over already. Getting Zach to admit what he wanted could be difficult sometimes, but it was so worth it. 
 
    “Good,” I said, smiling gently at my poor outmaneuvered boyfriend.” And I have to admit, this outfit you’ve got on his doing something to me. You might hate it, but I don’t.” 
 
    As I spoke, I trailed my hand down Zack’s body. I started at the pink collar he wore, hooking my fingers between the cool leather and the warm skin of his neck. As my hand drifted slowly down his chest, I felt as though I could feel his heartbeat. And as my fingers continued their voyage over the toned muscles of his stomach and down to the bulge of his cock beneath the pink PVC of the laced up shorts he wore, I knew what I was doing to my boyfriend, and it made me smile. I rested my hand on his bulge, feeling his cock straining against the restrictive material he wore, desperate to get out of it. Desperate to be inside inside me and make me scream in blissful ecstasy. I wanted that at least as much as Zach did. But I also wanted the rest of it, too. I wanted the control that came when I denied myself in order to deny him. I wanted to be in charge, the way that Ashley was, and to use my boyfriend’s desire to get him to do what I wanted. It wasn’t an impulse I would have associated with love, once upon a time. But that was before Ashley showed me another way. 
 
    “Maybe we should free this thing for a minute,” I smiled at Zach. “I kind of feel sorry for it, all cooped up in there.” 
 
    Without waiting for an answer from him, I reached for the knot that Ashley had only just tied in the laces at the front of the shorts. Standing and watching everything with cool detachment, she didn’t say a word. Of course, neither did Zach. His breathing quickened, and he lifted his hands from the mattress as though about to reach out and help me, then thought better of it. The knot came apart in my hands, and I loosened the laces, struggling with how tight the shorts were on his body. But soon, I was able to open the front of them open and reach inside. The heat of his cock in my hand told me just how much he wanted this, as did the way his manhood sprang out, standing to attention immediately as I freed it from its pink prison. 
 
    “There we are,” I said, still keeping that playful smile on my face. “Better, isn’t it?”  
 
    Zach sighed softly as my hand slid slowly along his cock, teasing the red-hot shaft and making bright bolts of pleasure explode in his brain. He was really trembling now, shaking like a leaf in a storm, and knowing how badly he desired me made me feel like even more of a goddess than I already did. I was intoxicated by the pure joy of being in charge, and every thrilling moment confirmed it for me more and more. 
 
    Ashley watched my hand move up and down my boyfriend’s cock as I had done so many times before, but never with an audience. And I didn’t look at her. I kept my eyes on Zach, studying his reaction, enjoying the way his fears and doubts and nervousness melted slowly into pleasure. Like I could see him bending to my will by the second. Like I could see how badly he wanted me in that surrender, the greatest proof imaginable of the way he felt about me. It gave me unbelievable joy, and that joy combined with the desire I was feeling myself to eat raise my inhibitions better than a gallon of alcohol could have done. I didn’t care that what we were doing was strange. I didn’t care that my boss was watching. In fact, I knew , that fact made the whole scene even more deliciously thrilling than it would otherwise have been. 
 
    So when Ashley walked over and joined us on the bed, I didn’t complain. I wasn’t even surprised. I just kept on smiling as she took up a position on the bed next to my boyfriend, on the other side of where Zach sat from where I was. And as her hand snaked around his shoulders, as she began to run her fingers over his body with the same familiarity I had, I felt again that inexplicable thrill that combined jealousy and excitement and desire in a way I would once never have imagined myself enjoying. It was all too thrilling for words. And judging by the lock on Zach’s face, he felt exactly the same way about it as I did. 
 
    “Yeah, Zach, don’t worry,” Ashley said in a soft voice that mimicked my own tone as I talked to my boyfriend, as though coaxing some frightened animal out from under a bush. “It’ll be fun. You’ll see. You’ll enjoy it.” 
 
    Zach didn’t look convinced, not completely. But he was too caught up in the sensations of physical pleasure to argue much. My boyfriend’s not stupid. He knew what we were doing. He knew exactly what we were up to. But that didn’t mean he was able to resist. As his cock surged and leaped in my hand, I knew I had him right where I wanted him. And I knew I didn’t want to waste this opportunity for some more fun. 
 
    My hand continued to move over Zach’s cock, and soon, Ashley’s joined it. I giggled as I felt our boss take hold of my boyfriend’s manhood, stroking with the same rhythm I was. And Zach groaned, throwing back his head and closing his eyes as he felt for the first time the unique sensation of two women toying with his desperate cock. 
 
    “Looks like our boy toy wants to cum,” Ashley said in a mocking tone. “I guess being humiliating like this really does turn him on. What do you think, Lauren? Should we let him?” 
 
    “Well, that depends, doesn’t it?” I said, giving Ashley a devilish grin as I spoke. From the look on her pretty face, I had the feeling that she knew exactly where I was going with this. And part of me hoped that she approved. Part of me hoped it was where Ashley herself would take things. Something told me it was. After all, manipulating horny men isn’t complicated. That doesn’t mean it’s easy. But it isn’t rocket science. 
 
    “We’ll let you cum, Zach,” I said softly, my lips mere inches from my boyfriend’s ear as I spoke. “I’ll even let you fuck me. But only if you agree to come to the pool dressed like this and be our little bitch boy.” 
 
    On the other side of Zach, Ashley laughed loudly, even though she could hardly be surprised by my idea. And Zach groaned, torn between us both, completely overwhelmed with pleasure and desire and disgrace, just the way we wanted him. Being a dominant woman, I was quickly learning, meant never having to have a fair fight. Zach was totally overmatched. And his struggle was against himself and his own desire far more than it was against me. It was a struggle, we all knew, he could never hope to win. 
 
    “Okay,” he gasped, squeezing his eyes tight shut as though he didn’t want to acknowledge what he had just agreed to. “Okay, I’ll do it.” 
 
    “That’s a good bitch,” Ashley said, her words dripping with venom as she spoke. But I was the good cop to her bad, the kind mistress to her mean one. 
 
    “Good boy,” I said, kissing the side of Zach’s face with genuine affection. “That’s a good boy. That makes me so happy. God, it’s going to turn me on so much. Okay, I’m going to make you cum now. And then we can have some real fun before we go to the pool.” 
 
    Zach didn’t open his eyes, or respond in any way other than to let out another long groan of pleasure. But Ashley watched me carefully as I moved on the bed. I lifted my hand away from Zach’s cock and slid away from him on the mattress, but only as far as I needed to so that I could bend forward and lower my face down to his lap. Ashley’s sculpted eyebrows climbed her forehead as she looked at me in surprise, but the smile never left her lips. It seemed like she enjoyed watching us, enjoyed being part of our sex. And in my own way, I enjoyed it too. I felt unbelievably naughty and free and uninhibited as I lowered my face down toward Zach’s throbbing cock, opening my mouth to take him inside. And Ashley, holding my boyfriend’s cock by the base, guided it between my lips as I began to suck. I was giving my boyfriend a blowjob right there in front of my boss, and even as it was happening, I found it hard to believe. But that didn’t stop me. That didn’t hold me back at all. It only encouraged me as I tightened my lips around him and began to suck. 
 
    It took only a moment. Zach was so worked up by everything we had already done to him that the slightest touch was enough to set him off. He moaned and groaned, and I felt his cock growing even thicker and fatter between my lips, and I knew that Ashley was feeling the same thing in her hand as she felt my boyfriend cum. I did my best not to gag as his cock sent hot spurts of his fluids to the back of my throat. And as I sucked the last remnants of orgasm out of his cock, I swallowed every drop. Something I never usually did. It was rare that I sucked Zach to completion. Generally, the only time I gave him oral was as foreplay. And lately, I hadn’t given him even that. Lately, his job was to go down on me without the hope of reciprocation. But now I was doing it of my own free will, wanting to give my boyfriend pleasure not just as a reward and incentive to continue to obey us, but also because I knew that he had earned it. That he deserved it for putting up with two crazy bitches like us. And I knew, as he moaned and groaned above me, that every spark of pleasure he was feeling would be paid for over and over again in humiliation and disgrace. 
 
    I raised my head from Zach’s lap. His eyes were open now, gazing at me in glassy astonishment. Ashley finally let go of his cock as it softened against his thigh, smiling at me as though to encourage me in my slutty ways. I felt at the same time like a goddess and a slut, a girl who got off on being watched pleasure her boyfriend but who also kept that boyfriend on a short leash. It was an amazing cocktail of seemingly separate emotions, and it all contributed to my churning desire. Having sex with Zach now, I knew, was far less about rewarding his behavior than it was about relieving my own pent-up desire. And I was alive with lust for him as I straightened up on the bed next to him, smiling encouragingly at my boyfriend while he gazed at me in astonishment. 
 
    “Come on, bitch boy,” Ashley said, her soft words breaking the silence as she hooked her finger through the ring in the pink collar Zach wore around his neck. “Do your job and get us off before we go to the pool.” 
 
    Zach looked over at me, but I simply shrugged as I smiled at him. At the same time, Ashley used her grip on the collar to pull Zach down onto the mattress. Again, he didn’t resist. He lay down on his back as Ashley rolled up onto her knees, all but dragging him across the bed to position him right where she wanted him. Soon, Zach was lying flat on his back, and Ashley kneeled above him, keeping her grip on his collar and looking completely in charge once again. When she lifted her leg and straddled my boyfriend’s face, I was hardly surprised. Ashley loved nothing better than a good pussy licking from a slave boy. And so often lately, her slave was the man I loved. 
 
    I watched, trembling with desire myself as Ashley pulled aside her skimpy bikini bottoms. She didn’t even say a word to Zach as she settled down on his face; she didn’t have to. My boyfriend knew exactly what to do. Trained by long evenings at the office, he began to lick our boss, and her sigh of pleasure was almost lost in the wet sounds emanating from between her legs. Zach lay back, his hands at his sides, reduced to nothing but a submissive cunnilingus machine for Ashley to use for her sadistic pleasure. And I could feel my nipples pressing hard against the fabric of my own bathing suit as I watched the whole sexy spectacle unfold in front of me. 
 
    But I didn’t intend to be a passive audience this time. Climbing up onto the mattress on my knees myself, I inched closer to Zach. With his face buried underneath Ashley’s pussy, he couldn’t see what I was doing. But when I took hold of his cock, I knew he felt it. And as I began to stroke the soft flesh, I heard him moaning underneath her, his voice muffled by the sensitive folds of her sex, and Ashley moaned too, letting the whole room ring with her sexual pleasure. 
 
    Zach’s cock was soft, sated from the orgasm I had given him. But under the circumstances, I knew that wouldn’t last long. And almost as soon as I began to touch him, I felt him swelling again under my hand. As though I was weaving a spell over his body, my touches and caresses brought his manhood back to life, making him swell and harden again even though I could still taste his last orgasm in my mouth. It felt like a triumph to get him excited again so soon, to be able to manipulate him like this. Another testament to how badly he wanted me and how much he enjoyed being treated like this, being used and abused like a living sex toy by Ashley and me. And when his cock was fully hard again, I straddled him just like Ashley was. With my knees on either side of his hips, I took his cock in my hand and lowered myself down onto it, and as the swollen head pushed my wet lips apart, I let out a long moan. Ashley had her back turned to me, facing the wall as she sat astride Zach’s head, but she turned to grin at me over her shoulder for a minute as she continued to ride his face, rocking her hips back-and-forth as she rubbed her pussy all over him. And I couldn’t help but smile too as I felt Zack’s erection filling me up. I spread my legs, lowering myself down onto him completely until he was all the way inside me, and the delicious feeling of fullness made my body shiver, made my legs tremble on either side of him as my pussy spasmed around his cock. 
 
    Then, I began to ride him. The muscles in my thighs tightened as I rocked up and down on top of him, and every time I sank down, his cock plunging deep inside me, I let out a long moan of pleasure. After all, Zach wasn’t the only one who had been worked up by the events of the day. From that morning when we had first gotten up without knowing what to expect, I had been riding a roller coaster of excitement. And everything that had happened from the moment we picked Ashley up from her home only added to that. Now, here we were, finally on our long-awaited vacation, and already, I was having more fun than I ever imagined. Already, we had gone beyond my wildest dreams, and it was still only the first day. A long week stretched out ahead of me, a week of pure carnal pleasure, and as my pleasure grew while I bounced up and down on Zack’s cock, all my doubts and fears melted away. Nothing mattered here. Ashley had been a genius to suggest this. By removing us from our ordinary lives and our routine schedules, she had made it feel as though anything was permitted. We could live out whatever wild fantasies we wanted and know there would be no repercussions. And at the end of it all, we could return to our normal lives, if that was what we wanted. Or else we could keep following this strange road that seemed only to lead to greater and greater pleasure as we explored the kinks we never knew we had. 
 
    An orgasm rose inside me. I cried out, my pussy spasming around Zack’s cock. And in front of me, I saw Ashley’s back arch as she achieved an orgasm of her own. Zach lay beneath us, cock and mouth put to use, the toy we were willing to share, the toy that wanted to be used. I closed my eyes and let my bliss ring out in the hotel room that I already knew would be hearing a lot more ecstatic cries like that, and I felt as though my whole body were dissolving in pure pleasure as I rode the powerful waves of orgasm that felt me. 
 
    Finally, I rolled off Zach, lying panting for a moment on the bed beside him. My bikini bottoms snapped back into place, covering my pussy that was still dripping with the juices of pleasure. And only a moment later, Ashley dismounted Zach’s face. She sat down on the bed, hugging her raised knees, her eyes closed for a moment, her lips trembling as though she were savoring some taste she never wanted to forget. And there lay Zach, between us, blinking in the light. His face shone with Ashley’s juices, and his cock shone with mine, and he looked at once like the luckiest and unluckiest man in the world. Because Zach had already had his pleasure, and I had had mine. And I smiled as I noticed his cock, still hard and throbbing as it shone with my wetness. He hadn’t come yet. And the sadistic queen inside me pointed out that there was really no need for him to do so. After all, he had already agreed to do exactly as we said. 
 
    “That’s better,” Ashley said, finally opening her eyes. I could hear the pleasure that dripped from her words as she spoke, her voice tight with the cries of bliss she had made. But she sank back into her dominant role so easily. Her eyes were glowing under the dark fringe of her hair, her cheeks flushed with unmistakable pleasure. But she was far from done. The truth was, Ashley was never done when it came to these games. It was one of the things I admired about her. And I knew that her energy and creativity would carry us through the rest of the week, helping us navigate the ever-changing rules of this exciting game. 
 
    “Now, let’s go to the pool,” she said, swinging her legs off the bed. “Let’s get you leashed up so you can’t go anywhere and show you off to our fellow guests.” 
 
    Zach stared up at Ashley in astonishment as she stood, but there was nothing about her manner that made me think she was joking, despite the smile on her face. After all, Ashley never joked about things like this. She was never anything less than completely serious. I liked that about her, too. 
 
    “Come on, Zach,” I said, swinging my own legs off the bed and rising to my feet. Reaching out, I took my boyfriend’s hand, pulling on it gently but firmly as I coaxed him to get up. “You did promise. And you know it’ll be fun. Here, let me put that away for you.” 
 
    As Zach sat up on the edge of the bed, I bent over him and took hold of his manhood once more. Ashley laughed as she watched me struggle with it. It wasn’t easy to jam it back into the tight space of the hot pink shorts she had made him wear, and Zach winced and grunted as I manhandled him. But pulling the laces back up and tying them tightly together, packing his raging cock away for later use, felt good to me. It all added to my intense feelings of sexual domination to put my boyfriend away wet, knowing he was still horny and unsatisfied and knowing I didn’t have to do a single thing about it. 
 
    Once Zach’s cock was safely put away, I took him by the hand again, and he rose to his feet. He seemed kind of numbed by it all, almost shellshocked. But after all, I had seen this behavior in him before. It happened a lot when Ashley and I dominated him, as though he slipped into some private space of submission where he lost the will to argue with us. Fine by me.  
 
    Dressed in our bathing suits and with him in his ridiculous outfit, the three of us headed to the door of the hotel room. Ashley grabbed a key card and stepped out of the room first, and Zach followed, with me bringing up the rear. His ass looked so cute in his tight pink shorts with the word Bitch written across his cheeks that I couldn’t resist delivering a quick slap to his backside, and Ashley laughed as she turned to grin at me over her shoulder. 
 
    Zach, of course, was nervous. I took him by the hand, squeezing encouragingly as the three of us made our way through the hotel. The same pretty receptionist from before smiled as she saw us approach, her dark eyes flickering over my boyfriend’s body and taking in what he was wearing. She looked amused, but not surprised. After all, working at a resort like this, I was sure she had seen stranger things than this before. 
 
    “I want to leash my bitch,” Ashley said as she stood in front of the desk. “Do you have anything here I could use?” 
 
    “Of course,” the receptionist smiled. Opening the drawer beneath the desk, she pulled out a chain leash and handed it to Ashley. It was as simple and as practiced as if he had asked for a pen to borrow. But Ashley smiled as she clipped the leash onto my boyfriend’s collar, and I squeezed Zach’s hand again in silent encouragement. 
 
    “God, I love this place,” Ashley smirked. “Come along, bitch boy. Time to show everyone here just how obedient you are.” 
 
    

  

 
     
            
                
            
        

   
      
 
    12. Poolside Humiliation 
 
      
 
    The sun beat down on us as though you could feel the powerful waves of radiation echoing through the cold darkness of space. It had been so long since I took a holiday anywhere sunny that I had almost forgotten how aggressive the sunshine can be. Back home, it was November, and before long, the snow would start to fall. But here in this resort Ashley had chosen, it was forever summer. 
 
    The resort had multiple pools, and Ashley had chosen the nearest one. Anywhere else, we would have made an outrageous spectacle, the three of us traipsing along with Ashley and I dressed in tiny bikinis and my boyfriend on a leash, wearing a pink collar and hot pink shorts that proclaimed him both a slut and a bitch. Zach’s cheeks were almost the same color as his humiliating outfit as he shuffled along behind Ashley, his shoulders slumped as though he were trying to make himself smaller in the vain hope of not being seen. But as Ashley had promised, it hardly mattered. Heads turned as we made our way through the well-manicured grounds under the shade of swaying palm trees. But no one made a fuss. Probably to Zach’s relief, and to mine, no one took photos or video, knowing it was against the resort’s rules. What happened here stayed here, which was a blessing for my humiliated lover.  
 
    Still, the three of us were never going to forget what we got up to. And feeling my boyfriend’s shame as we paraded him through the resort fueled the fire still burning inside me, that my recent orgasm had only mildly dampened. I was crackling with desire all over again. And nothing about what was happening around us was going to change that. 
 
    We emerged from the shaded garden into the bright hot courtyard where the pool was. The water glittered blue, infinitely inviting under the hot sun. My only experience of resorts in the past had been budget places where you had to fight for space and towels and anything else you needed. But clearly, this resort Ashley had chosen was nothing like that. There were plenty of lounge chairs scattered around the edge of the pool, and we had no trouble finding an unused group of them. Ashley sat down on a lounger, her boobs almost bursting out of her metallic gold bikini with every move she made. But as I looked around the pool, I saw that she was practically conservatively dressed compared to some of our fellow guests. 
 
    Nudity was very much allowed the resort, and on that first day at the pool, I saw plenty. Two gorgeous young women with incredible bodies were swimming laps of the pool wearing absolutely nothing. An older couple sprawled on their own loungers on the other side of the pool, both completely naked. And although I tried to conceal my amazement as I looked around, it wasn’t easy. The hedonistic atmosphere of the place was hard to believe, even after everything I had already seen. I knew the resort was devoted to sexual pleasure. But it’s one thing to know that and another thing to see it.  
 
    On a lounger at one end of the swing pool, a man was sitting upright, a woman kneeling on the floor at his feet with his cock in her mouth, and I hurriedly locked away, trying not to stare. I’ve never been much of an exhibitionist or a voyeur. At least, I wasn’t until Ashley came along and introduced me to the dark thrill of this kind of sex. I was still having a hard time adjusting. In fact, my head was spinning. And as I looked at Zach, I could see he was having the same difficulty. His eyes swiveled in his head as he looked around the pool, barely able to believe what was happening openly on display in front of us. I wondered if it occurred to him that with all this going on, his own humiliation wouldn’t be nearly as noticeable. Or maybe he was just too turned on to think as rationally as that. I couldn’t help smiling as I glanced down at front of his tight pink shorts and saw that the hard bulge of his erection packed into them had not subsided even a little since we led him out of the hotel room. 
 
    “Good afternoon,” said a woman in perfect English but with a slight accent, and I was so caught up in everything that was going on around us that I almost jumped at her voice, not realizing she had approached us. When I turned to look at her, I saw that she, like seemingly all the rest of the hotel staff, was absolutely gorgeous. Her black hair was tied behind her head in a loose ponytail, her full lips matching the deep red of the bathing suit she wore, the same color as the vests of the bellhops and receptionists. And her bathing suit was a tiny bikini that showed off what seemed like acres of golden brown skin. Standing next to her, I felt pale and flabby and unappealing, and just like Zach, I shrank a little into myself, suddenly self-conscious. 
 
    Ashley, on the other hand, gave no sign of any discomfort. The woman had enough confidence for all three of us as she sat back on her lounger. 
 
    “Hello,” she said, smiling up at the pool attendant. 
 
    “Would you like me to attend to your needs today?” the hotel employee asked eagerly. “Or would you prefer a male attendant? Or both?” 
 
    As she spoke, she glanced at Zach, only for a moment. Just like the receptionist, she gave no sign of surprise at his outfit. Somehow, I found myself hoping I never got to the stage where these things didn’t surprise me. It came with the territory of working in such a place, I supposed, but I was enjoying the thrill of novelty, the exciting experience of being out of my comfort zone. I found myself wondering if Ashley was as used to these kinds of games as the jaded hotel staff. 
 
    “Male, please,” Ashley smiled at the young woman. “The handsomest you have available, ideally.” 
 
    “Of course,” the woman smiled. She turned and walked away, her perky behind completely revealed by the thong back of her uniform bikini as she moved toward a small hut with a roof topped with palm leaves. I glanced at Zach, and saw his eyes following her body, and I suppressed a smile. I wasn’t jealous. After all, he was only looking at what he couldn’t have. And that was all part of the tease, all part of putting him in his place and keeping him on a back foot and using him for our pleasure. I glanced again at the bulge in the front of his pink plastic shorts, and my smile grew wider. 
 
    Over at the hut, I saw the woman talking to a fellow staff member. He began to walk toward us, a practiced smile on his face. He had the chiseled body of a habitual swimmer, powerful muscles moving under sun-kissed skin from which all the hair had been completely removed. And I knew that, because I could see so much of it. He was wearing a tiny speedo in the hotel’s scarlet colors, and as he got closer, I realized with a flush of embarrassment that I could clearly see the size and shape of his cock pressing through the thin fabric. As he stood in front of us, I saw Ashley grinning, looking this young man up and down with a predatory smile on her face like he was a piece of meat. And that, I supposed, was the point. These people were here for our pleasure, a visual ornament, as much part of the scenery as the ocean and the palm trees. And maybe they were more than just scenery, too. I was determined to stay faithful to my boyfriend. No matter how appealing I might find the bulge in the tiny swimsuit of this gorgeous man standing in front of us. 
 
    “Hello,” the man said in a deep voice. “Welcome to the pool. What can I get you to make your stay more comfortable?” 
 
    “We’ll need towels and sunscreen,” Ashley said, taking the items off on her fingers. “And some drinks. I’ll have a strawberry daiquiri. Lauren, what would you like?” 
 
    “The – the same,” I stammered, my façade of coolness cracking immediately. After all, there was just so much going on. Besides, as I spoke, the pool attendant turned his smile on me, and I felt my confidence faltering. He was ridiculously handsome, as though he had stepped off the pages of a fashion magazine. I found myself wondering where the resort found these people, and how much it paid them to work here and be ogled and harassed by foreign tourists. I hoped it was a lot. Certainly, the hospitality seemed sincere, as though these were jobs they wanted to keep. And there were fringe benefits, I supposed, feeling again that strange flush of embarrassment. 
 
    “I’ll get them right away,” the man said. He turned, and I watched his powerful haunches move under his swimsuit as he made his way back toward the hut where the hotel staff worked. Finally tearing my gaze away, I saw Zach staring at me, a disapproving look on his face. 
 
    “What?” I said. “I can look if I want to. He’s there to be looked at. Besides, don’t think I didn’t see you looking at little miss bikini a minute ago.” 
 
    “Awww, is our little boytoy getting jealous?” Ashley said. Reaching up from her sun lounger, she took hold of the leash that hung from Zack’s collar and pulled on it savagely. He stumbled forward, bending at the waist as she dragged his head down toward her. When it was close enough, she reached out with her other hand and gripped his cheeks, her fingernails sinking slightly into the skin as she stared into his eyes. The smile was gone from her face now, and her words dripped with venom as she spoke to him. 
 
    “Toys don’t get to be jealous,” she snarled. “Toys are there to do what their owners want and make them happy anyway they can. Your girlfriend gets to look at all the strange cock she likes, and do more than look if she wants. You didn’t really think she’d be happy spending her whole life with a bitch like you, did you? You’re lucky she’s with you at all. Now, learn your place. Let your girlfriend have a good time and do everything you can to make her happy if you ever want to fuck her again.” 
 
    Standing beside Zach, I could barely believe what Ashley was saying. Even if she had hinted at things like this before. But it was the way she just came out with it, the way she switched so easily from being playful to being so outrageously in command. And more than that. It was the way it worked, too. Zach seemed to wilt, his already weak defiance evaporating completely under that terrifying stare. He loomed over her as she sat on the edge of her sun lounger, but there was absolutely no doubt who was in charge. 
 
    “Yes, Ashley,” Zach said, his words slightly distorted by our boss’s grip on his cheeks the deformed his lips as he spoke. But as he gave into her again, the smile returned to Ashley’s face. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “I don’t think you want me to punish you right here in front of all these people, but don’t think I won’t if I feel the need to. Now, get down on your knees where you belong.” 
 
    As she spoke, Ashley pulled down on the leash. Zach had no choice but to sink to his knees between the two loungers we had picked out for ourselves. Ashley leaned forward, her breasts threatening to spill out of the tiny gold bikini that barely restrained them, as she looped the leash around the legs of one of the lounges and tied it in a knot. Zach could untie it if he wanted to, of course. But somehow, I knew as well as Ashley did that he wouldn’t. He would stay put, our submissive little boy toy ready to serve. The thrill it gave me to think about that no longer surprised me as I stood above my kneeling boyfriend. 
 
    I sat down on my own lounger, swinging a leg over Zach as he kneeled between us. I saw him looking at me, his eyes traveling over my body with obvious hunger, as though I hadn’t sucked him off in the room before we came down to the pool, and it helped to restore the confidence I have lost by standing next to the gorgeous female hotel employee. Whatever I looked like, this man still wanted me, that was obvious. The simple fact that he was kneeling in his humiliating costume was all the proof I needed of that. 
 
    “This is nice,” I said, looking around the pool again. Various sex acts were going on here and there, couples pairing up to fuck on the loungers or groups participating in complicated acts of debauchery. But for now, Ashley and I were acting as though it were a normal resort, albeit with very accommodating and very good-looking staff. And, of course, the fact that my boyfriend was on a leash between us. 
 
    A shadow fell across me as the pool attendant returned, two large fluffy towels draped over his arms and a drink in each hand. There was also a bottle of sunscreen tucked into his swimsuit, causing it to bulge out at the hip, and I could see the dark tuft of his pubic hair just above the waistband. I took the drink he offered, and Ashley sat up, smiling at him as she did the same. Setting down the towels, he pulled the lotion out of his trunks. 
 
    “Can I apply it for you?” he asked with that same practiced smile on his face. 
 
    “Yes please,” Ashley grinned, setting her drink down on a table beside her lounger as she lay back. Her boldness shouldn’t have surprised me, but it still did. And without hesitation, the man squirted some lotion onto his hands and crouched down on the concrete next to its Ashley’s lounger. I saw the way his eyes moved over her body as he began to rub the cream into her thighs. The people working here might simply be doing a job. But I could see the desire on his face as he looked at her, and I could tell it was a job he very much enjoyed. 
 
    “How about you, ma’am?” the handsome attendant said as he smiled at me. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, the words seeming to pop out of my mouth before I could stop it. And as Ashley laughed, I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment. I looked over at Zach to see him glaring at me. But he didn’t say anything. He knew better than that. Ashley’s threat, we both knew, was all too real. I had no idea how she would punish him, but I didn’t doubt that she would. I shrugged at my boyfriend, my boobs bouncing in my bikini as I raised my shoulders. I wasn’t going to cheat on him, no matter how great the temptation. But that doesn’t mean a girl can’t have some fun. And as Ashley said, a toy like him had no right to be jealous. 
 
    The pool attendant took his time. I lay back in the sunshine, sipping my cold drink while he moved his strong hands over Ashley’s body. He massaged every inch of her, working tirelessly under the hot sun while she lay there like a queen. When she rolled over onto her stomach, he began to massage her ass, and I bit my lip as I watched, unable to ignore the sexual tension the crackled between them. 
 
    Ashley sighed with pleasure as he finally finished. Rising to his feet, the attendant circled around our chairs, ignoring Zach completely as he crouched down beside me. Ashley rolled over onto her side, her curves very much on display as she rested her head on her hand and smiled at me. 
 
    “This is the life, isn’t it, Lauren?” she said. “This is exactly how a woman should be treated.” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said uncertainly. As the attendant laid a hand on my thigh, I couldn’t suppress the tremor that ran through me. No man had touched me in such an intimate area since I started dating Zach. And part of me had thought no one ever would again. Me and Zach never talked about marriage, but we had been together long enough and were at an age where I kind of assumed it was on the cards. I was in no rush for it, but I didn’t doubt it would happen. And maybe it still would, but clearly, any marriage between us would be a very different arrangement than I had once thought it would be. 
 
    The attendant’s hands moved over my legs, reaching ever higher, smoothly lubricated by the lotion he was rubbing into my skin. I felt Zach watching me with silent fury. His mouth was open, his eyes following every movement of the other man’s hands. But he didn’t say anything. He knew it wasn’t his place. He had to watch, tormented, as the pool attendant did his work. And as those hands slipped ever higher, I felt feelings I had never expected to feel. I love Zach, and in all the games we played, my main goal was to make sure we never pushed him too far. But it felt good to make him jealous like this. It felt good to taunt him with what he couldn’t have and remind him that his girlfriend was desirable to other man. And so I let the attendant do his work, slowly relaxing as his skilled hands massaged me and soothed away all the stress and tension I was carrying. 
 
    He was just as thorough with me as he was with my boss. His hands traveled up my thighs, between my legs, then over my stomach before reaching my boobs. He smiled at me, and I smiled back at him, allowing him to slide his fingers inside the cups of my tiny bikini. I tried not to moan as his fingers slid over my swollen nipples, and Zach’s leash rattled as he shifted on his knees. Then the attendant moved over my shoulders, my arms, sinking back to massage my feet. When I rolled over onto my stomach to let him do my back, I lay my head on my hands, smiling at Zach while another man kneaded my ass, his hands sinking lower than would have been appropriate at any normal resort or massage parlor. But this was definitely not that. 
 
    Finally, the attendant finished his job. He rose to his feet, still smiling, his hands shining with the lotion that now glistened on both mine and Ashley’s bodies. Zach gazed up at him too, an indescribable expression of fury on his face. 
 
    “Anything else I can do for you ladies?” he asked. Clearly, he understood the nature of the relationship between the three of us. He hadn’t spoken a word to Zach. And after all, given what Zach was wearing and where he was kneeling, it was pretty obvious that he had no say in what was happening. 
 
    “Actually, there is,” Ashley said, lying once again on her back on her lounger. “I could use another drink. And after that, I think you missed a spot.” 
 
    “Right away, ma’am,” the attendant said. Turning away from us, he returned to the bar, and soon came back with a replacement not only for Ashley’s drink but for mine which I had finished long ago. As he handed us our drinks, Ashley casually reached down and hooked her fingers under the tiny bikini bottoms she wore. Right there the edge of the pool in front of everyone, she pulled them aside, revealing her pussy. 
 
    The attendant didn’t need to be told. At once, he circled around to kneel beside Ashley’s lounger. Squirting some lotion onto his fingers, he turned his attention to the area between Ashley’s thighs. And his dark eyes studied her pretty face, his smile never wavering as he touched her most intimate area. 
 
    Soon, Ashley was moaning softly. I watched in disbelief, and so did my humiliated boyfriend. Of course we both knew how wild Ashley was, but somehow, she always seem to find a new way to surprise us, a new level to take things to. She was getting fingered not only in front of us, but in front of a resort full of strangers, and she didn’t seem to have the least doubt about what she was doing. Nor should she, I told myself. After all, given the things that were going on around us, there was nothing out of the ordinary about her receiving sexual pleasure from the hotel staff. 
 
    I looked at Zach. He looked at me. The idea of sex was crackling in the air, brought on by Ashley’s ever-increasing moans of pleasure. And despite my recent orgasm, the same tension was building inside me. I couldn’t help it. I needed to cum, and Zach was right there, and I had no intention of being the only person at the pool denying themselves. 
 
    “Come here, Zach,” I said. Taking hold of his leash close to where it attached to his collar, I lay back on my lounger, pulling him toward me. I tried not to think about everyone that was around us, everyone that might be watching. The truth was, everyone else in the resort was busy with their own pleasure. And that included Ashley, lying beside me and moaning as the handsome pool attendant slid his fingers in and out of her streaming pussy. He was kissing her thighs now too, his mouth moving ever higher, and I wanted the same treatment myself. Ordering my boyfriend around at home was a wild thrill, but I knew I would never be able to do the same in public outside of a setting like this. And so I urged myself to take advantage, no matter how strange and self-conscious I might feel. 
 
    “Eat my pussy, bitch boy,” I said in my best mistress voice, and heard Ashley laugh beside me, a laugh that soon turned into another long moan of pleasure at the pool attendant worked on her. 
 
    “Yes, Lauren,” Zach said meekly, his hands already reaching for my bikini bottoms. And I lay back on the lounger, spreading my legs as he pulled my swimsuit down to my ankles. I spread my legs further, pulling him closer by the leash I held in my hand. And right there in the bright sun, I felt the unmistakable feeling of my boyfriend eagerly licking my pussy. An act he had never done outdoors, and one I had never imagined doing in circumstances like this. But I closed my eyes against the bright light, telling myself to relax and finding that the waves of pleasure rising from my pussy helped to push away any doubts and fears I might feel. 
 
    Soon, I was moaning in pleasure. And beside me, Ashley was doing the same. I could hear her panting and groaning, could hear her cry out as the pool attendant did his job. And between my legs, Zach did his. There we both were, two goddesses enjoying physical pleasure while two men served us on their knees, devoted to giving us what we wanted. It was intoxicating feeling of power, and part of me never wanted it to end. But another part of me wanted badly to cum. And that was the part that won out in the end. 
 
    I cried out as my orgasm took me. My pussy spasmed against Zach’s mouth, and my juices poured out of me, anointing his face the way that Ashley’s had in the hotel room earlier. My thighs trembled under his hands, my whole body participating in the raw pleasure that swelled through me. For a moment, I forgot everything. I forgot where we were, and that my boss was right beside me, having an orgasm of her own. I forgot that we were out in public, surrounded by strangers. I forgot everything but the feel of the sun on my skin and the pleasure burning between my thighs as my boyfriend worshipped my pussy in public, devoting himself completely once again to giving me pleasure. 
 
    I arched my back as my orgasm tore through me. Then I sighed in pleasure as I relaxed back on the lounger. Zach submissively lapped up the residue of my orgasm, savoring the taste on his tongue as he kneeled by my side. And as I opened my eyes to smile at him, I reached out to pick up my drink and take a long gulp. Ashley was right. Life was good. And the life of a dominant woman, as I was learning over and over again, was far better than I ever imagined it could be. 
 
    “You’re right, Ashley,” I said as I turned toward my boss. She was lying back on her lounger, spent from an orgasm of her own. “This place is great. God, I’m glad we won that contest.” 
 
    “Me too,” Ashley grinned. “You two are a lot of fun. And we’re only just getting started. Are you available later?” 
 
    This last sentence was addressed to the pool attendant who was rising to his feet. He was still smiling through a faze coated in Ashley’s pussy juice, and I could see the way his cock bulged in the skimpy speedo he wore, leaving no doubt about the state of arousal he was in. The hotel staff, it seemed, were just as well-trained as my boyfriend was becoming, to always put the pleasure of the guests first. 
 
    “I can be,” he replied. 
 
    “Good,” Ashley said. “Do you know Jorge the bellhop?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Bring him and yourself to my room at 10 PM tonight,” Ashley ordered, as calmly and authoritatively as if she were ordering a pizza to be delivered. And the pool attendant smiled at her, seeing nothing unusual in the request. Delighted by it, most probably. After all, Ashley was beautiful enough to get just about any man she wanted. Or more than one, if she so chose. 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” the pool attendant said. As he stepped away from us, returning to the hut to continue his job, I couldn’t keep myself from laughing. And beside me, Ashley laughed too. It really was unbelievable just how much fun this vacation had turned out to be. And already, even though we were only on our first day at this resort, I knew I didn’t want our time here to end. 
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