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"On your knees..."

 


Aiden Jones is horrified when a young woman
gets his long-awaited promotion because corporate is fast-tracking
female college graduates to fill some kind of gender quota in the
company.

 


He stubbornly makes life difficult for his
new boss, leading resistance among the sales team. But when she
grows tired of it, and offers him the choice between the end of his
career and submitting to her absolute control, there is nothing he
can do but accept her authority.

 


Zoey Schoenberg has had a crush on the
company's top salesman ever since she started as an intern on the
fast-track program.

 


Now that she has absolute control over him,
she's going to really make the most of it - and show him just how
thrilling a truly female-led relationship can be.

 


But Zoey has a dark secret in her past that
could threaten everything...
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1. FEMININE
ASCENDANT

 


 


I walk into a room

Just as cool as you please,

And to a man,

The fellows stand or

Fall down on their knees.

- Maya Angelou, Phenomenal Woman
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Chapter
One

 


 


 


What's the professional thing to do when
you've been in line for five years to head up the department, and
when your boss finally retires three years overdue, they go ahead
and promote someone else - someone fresh out of college, someone
who's only been at the company six god-damn-months?

Sit down and take it, I'll bet. Don't take it
personally.

"It's just business".

Well, I didn't do that. I wasn't your
right-on turn-the-other-cheek businessman, I was more the
self-centered, arrogant prick kind. Bullish, self-absorbed,
abrasive, chauvinistic, antagonistic - and all those other bad
qualities that marked me down as a killer on the sales floor.

And who could afford to be a saint in this
economy? It was dog eat dog. Pacing the office all hooked up to my
wireless Bluetooth website, hands whirling with Lucas from CI
Systems on the other end of the line, bullshitting me about how the
circulation's down on our popular IT monthly, I needed to be fully
confident in myself. Our company and others like it go down the
tubes if it doesn't have me - and guys like me - pushing, pushing,
pushing.

We couldn't be doing with co-workers who
shrank from persuading grandma to part with her chocolate chip
cookies for a smile and a song.

I had a somewhat huge sense of entitlement
regarding my long years of service, so rather than sit back and
feel happy for my wet-behind-the-ears new boss, I turned myself
into a road block within the team. I continued to manage the 15
guys under me, but according to my own schedule, not the schedule
of Ms Zoey Schoenberg of ivy-encrusted Brown University.

"Uh… Aiden, have we got the Hudson proposal
written up?"

"Almost. Couple of tees need dotting, a few
eyes to cross."

"That's what you said Tuesday."

"Couple of hitches in the pricing. Bob's on
the case."

Sure, it was childish, I was sulking. I was
gutted not to get the job that had my name all over it for so long.
I mean, this was a girl who didn't hit a single sales target the
whole time she'd been with us - and suddenly she's in charge of us
all, supposed to make sure we all hit our goals. Quietly, the word
got out that we were not going to play ball with Little Miss Ivory
Towers.

Those initial six months, I could see my
attempts frustrating our new vice president. We still hit most of
our targets - there was commission at stake here - but we gradually
took it down, so the numbers appeared to decline where it counted.
Not so much that it ate too badly into our pay checks, but in a
business that's supposed to be growing, we made it clear things
were not going too well.

There were other things - paperwork didn't
get done on time, invoices were temporarily misplaced or forgotten.
Information she requested somehow failed to reach her until she'd
asked three or four times. You get the idea.

My team was loyal, they knew how long I'd
waited for this job. I made sure we were all in on it. We all got
into work five minutes late, and left the office five minutes
early. Meetings started late, and overran. Things that were not
done well enough suddenly appeared to make the grade.

And nobody stopped for a friendly chat with
Ms Schoenberg.

I know, I could see she was suffering. The
way she massaged her temples when we came in for a meeting. The way
those dark circles emerged under her big brown eyes. The little
silent sighs she thought I couldn't hear every time I told her
something wasn't ready, or a mistake had been made, or one of her
big new leads simply was not going to happen.

She was always in the office first thing in
the morning, long before anyone else got in, and judging by the
time stamps on her emails, she always stayed late into the
night.

"Aiden, this number's just too low - we can't
offer full pages for this kind of rate."

"Hey, it's what they're willing to pay - we
can't push them up any more. We'll lose the whole account."

"We're twenty percent below target on the
issue."

"This economy? Not many people hitting
targets."

I was being pretty awful to her, I freely
admit. It was totally fueled by my crushing sense of injustice. I
just didn't care. I'd seen young executives forced out before,
having failed to cope with the stress. I was certain that if we
carried on underperforming for long enough, our overlords on the
Board would decide this wasn't working, and that nice big leather
chair in that corner office would be mine.

Of course, I needed taking down a peg or two
- but no one around me was telling me what a humungous piece of
shit I was being.

"Does she really think we can sell to a bank
the fed's just bailed out to the tune of $68 billion?"

"She's got this theory that companies in a
shit storm need to advertise to get themselves out."

"That something they teach on her MBA course?
Jesus."

My co-workers hadn't much noticed Ms
Schoenberg when she was the quiet brunette at the desk by the
overgrown pot plant, the lone woman in the office bucking the
testosterone-driven trend for selling advertising in our specialist
magazines and journals. Now she was our new college fast-track
boss, they really weren't impressed. Many of them were older than
my three decades, and felt even worse than I did being bossed
around by someone so much younger. Her leads were wrong for our
titles, her strategies couldn't sell fish to a sea lion.

 


 


*

 


 


Away from the office, my guy friends laughed
at me. They saw it as my just desserts, losing my promotion to
someone like Zoey Schoenberg.

"How many little hotties have you screwed
this year, Aide? High time one of them screwed you back."

"Thanks, Robin. Thanks for your support."

As far as they were concerned, it was sweet
revenge for all those times I went home with a gorgeous girl
itching to get naked, while my friends went home to an empty bed -
or worse, to a peeved girlfriend or sour-faced wife waiting with
arms folded and lips pouting around what-time-do-you-call-this
questions.

The wives and girlfriends in our circle
weren't impressed by my new boss either, or what I told them of
her. When we were out with them - perhaps for dinner or a house
party, or a celebratory drink or two in a nice bar - they always
turned my moaning into evidence I basically needed to find the
right woman, settle down, start doing what they were doing in life.
Work to live, not the other way around.

My married friends seemed constantly
obligated to peddle me the whole commitment line, but mixed within
it was this strange idea about finding someone to take over my
life. Give up control. They weren't even subtle about it.

"You need a bit of female leadership in your
life, Aide," Marty Williams would usually tell me over a few drinks
of an evening, always linking in my office gripes to my complete
inability to hold down a relationship for longer than three months.
"It can't be healthy having everything your own way. You never
heard of Karma?"

"So I should just settle down and stop having
sex like you?"

"There's benefits," he'd say, and then his
whole argument would evaporate as a single text from his wife made
him suddenly stand up and apologize before grabbing his coat to
flee the scene.

God, how could you live like that? At the
beck and call of some woman at home. A butler, only unpaid.

Vic Rennie, on the other hand, liked to live
vicariously though my social life, so his advice to me was to look
on the bright side.

"Work sucks," he said. "Everyone knows that -
fuck it. Go out and enjoy yourself outside the office - stop
focusing on work so much. Let the bitch rot in her high-and-mighty
job. Forget about it - focus on the tail."

"Tail?" On that occasion, his wife Rona
happened to overhear his advice. I saw Vic blush like a schoolgirl,
and found myself wondering how our stud college linebacker had
found himself so completely powerless like this.

"Tale - T-A-L-E," he said, spelling it out,
resorting to a homophone of all things to get him out of trouble.
"Aide's been writing a novel for ages." With Rona behind his back,
Vic offered me a pleading look to back him up in his little white
lie.

"I keep getting stuck with it," I said, much
to the guy's relief. "I'm not sure I'm much of a writer." I did
have an ounce or two of mercy in my soul when it came to people I
felt deserved it. But I was thinking: how had Vic come to live in
terror of the woman he'd chosen to spend the rest of his life with?
How did that decision get made?

This was a man who used to regularly shove
through three hundred pound buffalo to blitz the quarterback, and
not think anything of it.

"You know your problem, Aiden?" Rona would
say, and at least to start with I'd always remain dutifully calm
and listen, though I knew exactly what she was going to say. "You
always go for dippy little blondes that never answer back and do
everything you say."

"Isn't that the perfect kind?"

"No wonder you get bored after one
night."

"It's not that I'm bored, Rona - it's just
there's so many dippy little blondes out there…"

I'd get a wry grin from Vic and a full
eye-roll and sigh from Rona, but underneath it all, even I had to
admit she had at least half a point. My dates were all pleasing to
look at - but deathly dull. And increasingly these days, I was
finding it harder to do the whole one night stand thing and get out
alive. Girls gunning for guys of my age were generally of the
opinion I was maturing enough to be looking for commitment. It was
something of which I took full advantage when picking them up - but
it got harder and harder to come away with dignity when I suggested
this simply wasn't going to work out.

Or when I snuck out of their apartments in
the dark, leaving them sleeping peacefully in their beds, dreaming
about what we were going to call our kids.

Anyhow, my dating etiquette aside, even Rona
and Marty's wife, Tasha, were oddly supportive of my stubborn
strategy of quiet resistance and noncooperation in the office, both
of the opinion that I should have got the VP job.

"You should give her a hard time," Tasha had
even suggested. "She's got to earn the respect of her team."

"If she can't get you motivated, she doesn't
deserve the job," said Rona as she bounced a bawling toddler on her
knee, and I appreciated the support and vindication, ignoring her
huge bias.

My confidence in being a complete pig to our
new boss was supported by friends, colleagues and after a while,
even my own gut feelings. I came to forget how ridiculous I was
being, the massive sense of injustice evolving into a full
simmering winter of discontent as my strategy of missing targets
bedded in for the long-haul Machiavellian route back to my
birthright promotion.

And then, after a few months, everything
changed.

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Two

 


 


It was one particular Friday afternoon in
April, just after lunch. The chief executive of the company - of
all people - was bestowing the honor of a personal visit to our
department. It was a two-hour meeting in Zoey's office, just the
two of them. Must have been grueling to say the least.

Out in our maze of cubicles, the rest of us
in the department looked at each other and signaled with small nods
and bouncing eyebrows that something was going down in that room.
It was Friday afternoon, which everybody knows is when people get
fired.

The atmosphere was tense.

Four o'clock came round, and I felt this
curious sense of nausea in my stomach. I knew full well it was
guilt. Somebody was getting roasted alive - and I was the main
reason for it. I wasn't immune to that innate human capacity for
compassion, just because I was the instigator of the crisis. It
wasn't really Zoey's fault she'd been promoted above me. She was
just bright and highly qualified, and was probably always destined
to jump ahead of a journeyman like me. And I'd made her life
Hell.

I could so easily have been compliant, could
have so easily spurred on the rest of the team to work hard and
meet all our targets.

But I have to admit, part of that funny
feeling within my belly was excitement. This was it, something was
happening. Shaking up the constant tedium of life in the office.
Perhaps by Monday, I would be the one with my own office, nicely
sealed off from the rest of the floor with my own name stenciled on
the sign.

Heading into the last hour or so of the day,
the door finally opened. We all waited and watched with bated
breath, as though expecting to find out some great revelation like
the name of the next pope.

The CEO swept out and away without even a
glance at the rest of us.

Silence.

The whole team was watching the clock, and
waiting for that door to open again. Waiting for a certain Zoey
Schoenberg to come scurrying out, tail between her legs, perhaps
carrying a cardboard box with her personal belongings. But there
was nothing.

Five to five, and I was beginning to actually
worry. Had I gone too far? My ears were burning, my face hot with a
rueful blush. What if she'd done something to herself? Jumped out
of the window, or sliced her wrists with a pair of office
scissors.

Now I felt sick.

I tried to hide it from the others, but
silently I was muttering to myself that if everything worked out,
even if Zoey kept her job, I'd cool it. I'd taught her a lesson by
now, if that's really what I wanted to achieve. No point in
sustaining my passive-aggressive onslaught. Suddenly, I was even
calculating an insane strategy overhaul towards high productivity
in the office, thinking if I failed to get her kicked out, the best
plan might be to get her promoted on out of here or even
head-hunted, so I could fill the VP shoes.

Three minutes to five. The other members of
the department were heading out the door now, with me thinking them
rather cold-hearted. They could have waited until five, just this
afternoon. Maybe Zoey would need a final drink to see her off,
drown her sorrows. Then again, perhaps the poor girl was simply
waiting until everyone had gone home before she carried out her
Walk of Shame, cardboard box clutched in front like some kind of
shield.

Two minutes to five, my eyes firmly on the
clock, the hand moving agonizingly slowly around the face.

A little ding from my email - a message from
Zoey Schoenberg, no less. Calling me into her office.

Damn.

Now why would she want to see me so late on a
Friday afternoon?

My stomach lurched down into my legs. I
straightened my tie, and looked around to see if anyone else could
see me, perhaps reassure me. Everybody had gone home already.

I stepped up, knocked on the door.

"Come in."

My career was flashing before my eyes as the
door opened, revealing an impeccably tidy and overly large office,
with our VP sitting in the office chair like a proud empress. I
eyed the room for a brief moment, still with a glimmer of hope this
place would soon be mine, though the optimism was beginning to
seriously wear off. The blinds were drawn to block out the night
sky, giving the place a rather claustrophobic feeling, despite the
enviable expanse of the room.

"You... wanted to see me?"

"Sit down."

I swallowed, closed the door behind me, then
took three paces forward to take up the offered chair in front of
her desk.

Zoey Schoenberg peered at me for a long
moment, and I could do nothing but stare back. Thinking to myself
that actually she was really quite attractive. The clamor of my
unbridled sense of injustice had completely blinded me to that.
Behind her elegant black-framed spectacles she was certainly
pretty, with big mocha eyes quietly beaming dark fury my way, her
long cocoa hair loosely tied back so that stray locks called for
someone to brush them back out of her face. And I'd tell you how
stunning she looked in her suit, but I didn't dare drop my eyes
below her jaw.

I felt a bead of sweat trickle down my
temple.

It was so unbelievably awkward. Was I
supposed to say something? I opened my mouth, but my throat felt so
dry all I could do was croak, then conceal it with a slight cough.
I felt ridiculous.

"You haven't been too happy about my
promotion, have you, Jones?"

I didn't know what to say. The steely grip of
dread encircled my heart.

"No matter, I don't care," she said. "What I
do care about is that you've made it very difficult for me to run
this department."

"I - I don't think..." I was fumbling with a
dry tongue, though I knew full well there were no words I could
find to defend my recent attitude.

"I don't care what you think. You're
fired."

That I was not expecting.

I sat for a moment as a depth charge exploded
inside my chest. Jesus. Wasn't I supposed to get a formal warning
first? Could she do this? My feet, and then my legs went numb. What
the hell was I going to do?

The nausea turned up a few notches, but what
was perhaps most surprising was that I didn't feel any anger
whatsoever. I guess underneath it all, I thought it was probably
fair - with what I'd put her through.

"I assume you won't be asking for a
reference."

Jesus. What the hell was I going to do?

I cracked.

"I can change... Zoey. Really... honestly...
I can turn things around. Get the department working really well
again..."

It didn't look pleasant. I'm not going to
lie, there was a fair amount of desperation there for a few
moments, some sniveling, plenty of pleading, plaintive excuses,
even a little blubbing.

She sat there calmly throughout, hands
clasped tidily in front of her, a neutral expression on her face.
She was loving every minute of this. This was sweet, sweet revenge
on everything I'd dished out to her and more, all in a nicely
self-contained little Friday afternoon meeting.

Eventually, after I'd tried every trick in
the book to wheedle one last chance out of her, from reminders of
my long service to promises of future obedience and productivity,
and ridiculous suggestions of how I'd turn things around, she held
up a hand, a conductor silencing a rowdy philharmonic.

"I don't need you any more," she said.

I hung my head. God, how stupid I'd been. How
the hell was anyone going to take me on without any references,
fired from the only job I'd had in 10 years? How was I going to
survive in this crappy economy? Flipping burgers along with a load
of spotty teenagers in a Burger King somewhere?

After a beat, she added calmly: "What I need
is someone who will do every single thing I ask without question,
without hesitation."

I heard myself catch my breath. Was she
offering me a way back in?

"I can do that," I insisted, by then
completely unashamed at what a crawler I must have seemed. "I swear
to God - I'll do anything you say. I won't question a thing."

She looked at me for another long, long
moment. Drinking in my desperation, those beautiful eyes gazing at
me - languorous, disappointed, yet hinting at pity after my
humiliating display.

"I'll be your right-hand man. I'll make sure
everything runs like clockwork, everything you want is done
double-quick, highest priority."

"I'm not sure I believe you."

"I... I'll show you. Just give me a chance,
I'll prove it."

"I think it would be easier to find someone
new, someone who doesn't have resentment clouding their view of me
as their department chief."

"No," I pleaded, hands together out in front,
praying to some unseen god of business. "I'll show you. Please.
I'll do anything."

She sat a while, and I could see that she was
breathing deeply. Relaxed - or excited? It must have been something
of a thrill to have me wriggling on the hook like this.

Eventually, she rose from her chair, standing
tall, looking down on me. I felt like the lowest of the low - but I
was willing to be, if only I could save my job, my benefits, my
pension.

She asked: "You'll do anything I ask of you,
without question?"

"Anything, absolutely anything."

She nodded again, very slowly. I felt a
flicker of hope warming my pallid face.

"I want to be sure," she said.

"You want something done over the weekend?" I
asked. "I'll see that it's done - you'll see. I can catch up, I'll
stay late."

She walked slowly around the desk.

"I want to see you do whatever I say, without
question."

"Whatever you ask. I'll do it. Honestly."

Now she took a few more paces over to the
door, and I was suddenly petrified she was just going to walk out
of there, go home for the weekend, leaving me fired. Or perhaps
open the door for me to make a final, irrevocable exit.

"Really, whatever you need," I pleaded,
terror quivering my voice a little.

She locked the door of her office.

I didn't even question it, I didn't even
think at the time how strange it was that she should decide to lock
us inside her office. I was sitting poised on the edge of my chair,
waiting for her to tell me what she wanted me to do. I was so
determined to carry out her every order without even a hint of
hesitation.

"Take off your clothes."
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Chapter
Three

 


 


Okay, so that was strange. She had to allow
me a slight pause on that one, it would have been unreasonable not
to.

I re-examined her face, seeking out signs
that she was joking.

Her face was impassive.

Maybe this was all a giant prank to put me in
my place, but she wasn't giving any impression it was a joke. A
moment later, and she was already looking impatient, her face
tightening into the kind of stony glare that anyone in their right
mind would take to be a threat.

Slowly, steadily, giving her plenty of time
to step in and tell me to stop being ridiculous, of course it was a
joke, I stood up.

Still, she did not stop me. I faced her,
looking her straight in the eye as I removed my tie and slipped off
my jacket, depositing them on my chair. Showing that I could do
this. If she was taking this further, I would show I could handle
it.

Hell, even if there was some kind of Candid
Camera somewhere - some direct streaming link to YouTube - better I
fall for that than lose my job. I could take a little humiliation,
I deserved it. But in this economy, I needed employment, and if
that wasn't to be, I would need references.

I unfastened my shirt and pulled my shoes
off, leaving myself in only my pants, underwear and socks.

Zoey stood in front of the door, arms folded
in front of her chest. She wasn't reacting visibly to my exposed
flesh, though she was watching me closely, taking in the firm lines
of my torso.

If she did get me to take off all my clothes,
what would she want then? For me to demean myself in some way, like
some kind of college hazing? What if this was merely a final
twisting of the knife? She'd reduce me to a public joke, and then
I'd get fired anyway?

Ordinarily, I was comfortable enough
stripping off in front of an attractive woman - I was a regular gym
user. This time, I was trembling like a leaf as I unbuckled my belt
and popped the fly of my pants. My skin was rising up in goose
bumps from the cool conditioned air. My socks came off, and now I
stood in nothing but a pair of gray CK boxer shorts.

Standing quietly forlorn in my underwear, I
waited for her to tell me what a jerk I'd been - and what an idiot
I was to be stripping down in front of her now. Then, suitably
chastened, I was sure she'd hassle me out of the office to start my
weekend.

She didn't.

She said only, "Those too."

I swallowed, took a deep breath, wishing to
God that the creatures crawling around my stomach would stop
moving.

Then I put my fingers into the waistband of
my boxer shorts and with a little flick of my wrists, the cotton
was slipping over my butt and down my thighs, leaving me standing
to attention in front of my department head, naked as a
jaybird.

Jesus.

This young woman, who for six months had been
merely a junior member of my team - and now had the power to end my
career, put me on the bread line - and I was completely exposed to
her, as though I'd stumbled into some teenage nightmare.

What was she going to do? I felt my cock
twitch in the air, out of pure anxiety.

I had to have looked so ridiculous.

"What do you want me to do?" I asked now.

"I don't want you to talk unless you're
answering a question, understand?"

"Understand."

"You can take that as a new rule, whenever
we're alone."

She took a few steps toward me, and I could
feel her eyes running all over my body, peering at me, examining
me, assessing me as though I was a farm animal, or perhaps a slave
at market. Slowly, she wandered around, just looking at me.

I was guessing this was some kind of trick
designed to make me completely compliant to her every command from
now on. I'd comply, though part of me was thinking how she must be
breaching dozens of corporate sexual harassment rules. The rest of
me was still scratching about for ideas on what kind of job I might
get with my qualifications and no references if she was still
planning on humiliating me before firing me.

From behind me, I heard her say: "Kneel on
the floor."

I did as she told me, my pulse accelerating
from the complete uncertainty I felt as I slumped down to my knees.
I had no idea what she had in mind. Was she going to suddenly march
the rest of our team in the room to see me in this embarrassing
state?

"Hands on the floor," she barked.

I complied, down onto all fours.

She stood in front of me. I kept my head down
since that was the easiest thing to do to keep my hands on the
floor. From there I could see only her high-heeled black leather
shoes and shapely calves clad in provocative black fishnet
pantyhose. Had she been wearing fishnets all day? I hadn't noticed
that. I really must have been blinded by my resentment.

So close to her, I could detect a hint of her
perfume in the air, which was surprisingly sweet for someone
attempting to come over as a forceful authority.

"Lick my shoe."

So, she was really going to put me in my
place.

I leaned forward, craning my neck to reach
the cool black leather of her nearest shoe. I took a deep breath,
drawing in a stronger hint of her fragrance, and of course the
musty aroma of leather itself. I stuck out my tongue as far as it
would go, and trailed a long lick from the toe of her shoe along to
the heel, figuring I'd show her I could do this properly, whatever
wacko demands she had.

"And the other one," she ordered me.

I complied.

It might have been humiliating, but it
actually sent a shiver of exhilaration through my body, feeling so
degrading, so filthy, that subtle yet sweet perfume of hers added
into the mix to make me feel suddenly so alive.

Sure, it helped she was attractive, but it
was a real surprise to me how this compliance seemed such a serious
thrill.

Zoey made me lick both of her shoes again,
which I took ludicrous time to complete to show her how willing I
was. As I trailed my tongue around the hard leather, she said:
"That's good. I think perhaps you can follow orders after all."

I was about to assure her I could do exactly
that, when I remembered her earlier order not to talk unless
answering a question.

Head still bowed respectfully, my lips
pausing on the upper slope of her shoe, I heard a whispering of
fabric as she reached under her skirt for a moment, and then I was
startled as something dropped down onto me.

Her panties.

I looked up at her, a burning question in my
eyes as she stepped out of the little black thong. She looked
ravishing in her smart office wear made wicked by fishnets and high
heels, but my eyes widened as she lifted up her skirt, revealing
the lace tops of her thigh-high hold-ups and then a beautiful
little shaven pussy, adorned by a tidy patch of soft dark-brown
hair.

"Now lick me here," she said, edging her
thighs apart.

I leaned forward and stretched up, in total
disbelief at what was happening. Deep down, I still figured she was
going to stop me any minute, laugh at me, then reveal where the
camera was, or whatever the prank was. Yet now she was exposed,
too, taking us outside the boundaries of a possible trick.

I brushed my cheek against her velvet inner
thigh, the intense heat of her flesh shocking me, somehow
confirming all this was real. Then my lips touched down delicately
just to the side of her pussy.

She didn't stop me. As I kissed her, I found
myself swamped by a stronger hit of her perfume, combined with the
spicy scent of her arousal. She wasn't just teaching me a lesson,
then, putting me in my place. She looked down at me, and I couldn't
believe how stunning she looked from that angle. How had I not had
an office crush on this girl over the past six months? Even with my
bitter resentment.

"I said lick me here," she ordered, parting
her legs a little now, pointing to her glistening folds.

It wasn't the easiest angle, but I nestled my
face in between her thighs, and now started licking, caressing
whatever I could reach with whatever force I could muster. I felt
her hand take hold of the back of my head and firmly pull me into
her.

I had to jostle for position a little, but
ultimately found a way to get at her oh-so-pretty pussy, delving my
tongue into her burning-hot folds before nuzzling her clit. I loved
her flavor, as I loved her scent. Savory, slightly sharp, so very
exotic.

She groaned, and I noticed she was now
starting to gyrate her hips gently, taking back some control, using
my face as her own personal sex toy. I felt her tremble a little,
and almost lose her footing on those heels.

Then she pulled away, said: "Lie down. On the
floor."

I turned and did as she wanted, lying flat
out there on the rough corporate carpet. From somewhere out in the
rest of the building, I could hear someone operating a vacuum
cleaner, and half wondered what a cleaner might think if he or she
accidentally stumbled onto this scene.

For a few moments, I just lay there like a
turtle on its back, as she gazed down on me. I could still taste
her on my lips - what a treat. Was she really trying to punish me?
Or was this something else, the offer of a bribe to get me to bend
to her will? For a taste of that exquisite pussy, I would walk on
hot coals for her, my new boss. She didn't need to threaten me with
the loss of my job. I hoped I could show her that.

She stepped around me, occasionally prodding
my body with a toe.

"Not bad, Jones. Tall, dark and handsome - no
wonder you have such a reputation with the ladies. Not that there
are many around here."

I remained obediently silent. It sounded so
different, her using my surname like that. Not as it had been
before - she'd always called us by our first names in the office. I
supposed everything was different now.

"You've kept yourself vaguely in shape. I'm
impressed," she said. "I like your cock. Not the biggest I've ever
seen, but it looks like a good size."

With the tip of her foot, she toyed with my
aforementioned good size.

"You know, I haven't had sex in a while," she
said. "I've been so busy, so stressed ever since I've worked here.
No time to go out, no time to find a boyfriend. Stressed - and
that's been because you've made my life so difficult."

She leaned over suddenly, flexing like a
gymnast, and now she was running her pert little nose along the
rigid shaft of my cock, feeling it out for herself.

Then she looked up at my face, said: "I think
it's only right you should compensate me for that stress, don't you
think, Jones?"

I croaked a yes, figuring it was a question,
I was allowed to answer.

She smiled. "So maybe I have found a use for
you in my team, after all."

She stepped over me now, so that she stood
directly above my face, high-heeled shoes either side of my head.
She unfastened her skirt from around her waist, and there was her
stunning pussy, in all its glory.

"So," she said. "I think our new deal needs
two components, right? One - you do exactly as I tell you, you
manage your team as well as if you were head of department
yourself. And, secondly, you compensate me for the stress you've
put me under for the past six months."

She lowered her body now, slowly, so that I
could see the muscles tensing in her shapely thighs. I craned my
head upwards, craving more of her sweet elixir. With a little
chuckle, she wiggled her hips as her stunning kitty edged closer
and closer to my mouth, taunting me. I was inhaling her dark, spicy
aroma with every breath, and loving it.

Then, at last, she touched down, and I was
given another taste of her exquisite juices.

"Oh God..." she moaned as I ran my tongue
from the base of her pussy all the way to the top under her clit,
tasting her, reveling in the intense heat and profuse moisture of
her tender folds.

She didn't leave me to control it, though.
She was soon starting up a gentle rocking motion so that her pussy
rubbed over my mouth and nose - using me as an object. I adored
being used by her. My face slippery with her arousal as she moved
over me, wedging me in between her thighs.

I have no idea how long I was there, lying on
the floor of her office, treated like some kind of inanimate
replacement for a firm pillow as she ground her hot wetness down on
me. Zoey seemed focused solely on getting herself off, it was so
unbelievably sexy. I could hear her gasping and doing her best to
stifle her cries as she rode my face like a racehorse.

I hoped she was getting her long-awaited
release, though I would have been happy to continue all night if
she needed.

"Everything okay in there?" a voice came in
through the door - female and sporting a slight accent.

The cleaner.

Zoey picked herself up, stretching her leg
muscles as though warming down after a workout. She said through
the door: "Uh... yes, Giselle." And I thought the fact she knew the
cleaner's name was a bad signal about the amount of time she'd been
putting in at work recently. "I'm working late again - just
accidentally stubbed my toe on the desk."

"Oh... okay, Ms Schoenberg. I will just clean
in your office later."

Could the cleaner detect anything through the
door? The scent of Zoey's aroused pussy was gloriously thick in the
air.

She waited a moment, looked down at me with a
finger at her lips ordering me to be quiet. I saw her wander over
to her desk, and as she ventured behind it, I couldn't see what she
was doing.

Then, we heard the vacuum start up again some
way away.

Zoey returned, stepping over me again,
kneeling, lowering herself so that spectacular pussy was closing in
on my face again, this time with breathtaking speed. My head was
locked firmly in place in such a tight confine it was hard to
breathe. She held my hair with one hand as I focused as much on
sucking in oxygen as I did dealing with her copious moisture.

Her rocking on my face eventually subsided to
a subtle motion that was not much more than a vibration. I
suspected she had found a good position to lodge her clit against
my nose, but while her pace had eased a little, her breathing
deepened into loud panting. I could hardly see anything, of course,
but felt like I'd never been anywhere so hot, so liquid, so
tantalizing for the senses.

And at last she was letting go, streaming her
juices over me as her body shook violently, and a couple of yelps
did escape her mouth.

I felt the pressure of her hot flesh around
my head loosen, then withdraw completely, making me feel suddenly
quite cold in the climate-controlled office. I was gasping for
breath, though feeling an incredible buzz from what had just
happened. From this pretty brunette having her way with me, her
sexy snatch grinding into my face.

But now I was looking for her and she was not
there. Desperate for my own release, I was suddenly alone on the
floor.

Looming over me, to my overwhelming
disappointment I saw that Zoey was refastening her skirt around her
waist.

"So, you've shown you can do what's required
of you," she said looking down on me with what appeared to be mild
contempt, though the pink flush and breathlessness softened her
bearing a little. "We'll just have to see how you do next week,
won't we?"

"Yes," I said. "Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

"Ms Schoenberg..." she absently tapped her
shoe against my thigh. "I like the sound of that. It seems...
respectful."

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

I felt like an idiot for my expectation of
release.

By now, at least it wasn't so much my job
security which concerned me - but I felt like a bigger question now
faced me, whether my new boss was done with me. Was this all to be
some mad one-off to get me in line? I craved her, but did she hate
me? Did she think me stupid, not worth her time? Would this ever
happen again?

Zoey nudged my swollen member with her foot
once more. "You enjoyed it, didn't you? Servicing me. Compensating
me."

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

She nodded pensively. "Very well. So if I see
results from you, you'll continue serving me."

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

"And this..." she kicked my erection a touch
harder, "...you're not to touch until I allow you to - understood?
Other than for bathroom necessity, of course."

"Understood, Ms Schoenberg."

"I want you focused. You're mine now, Jones.
Your cock is mine. Your tongue is mine. Better get used to it."

And with that, her door was unlocked and my
new boss was gone for the weekend.
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As soon as she was out the door, I sprang up
to relock it, securing the room while I dressed myself. I was not
going to risk the cleaner coming in and seeing me like this.

My cock was still semi-hard as I pulled my
boxers and my slacks on, throbbing with need. In fact, I was still
tingling all over at what had just happened, my every blood vessel
jangling with testosterone.

Could I really comply with her demand to
avoid taking care of business for the whole weekend, after
that?

I saw the little scrap of black lace lying on
the floor by the side of the room closest to where I'd been lying.
Zoey had left her panties behind.

I picked them up, pressed them to my mouth
and nose, breathing in the traces of her scent. Then I slipped them
into my pocket and ducked out of the office, offering a brief wave
to the confused cleaner, Giselle, on my way out.

It was going to be difficult to be master of
my domain until Monday, but I had strong motivation: I so badly
wanted another taste of that delicious brunette.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Four

 


 


Being kept back at the office like that meant
I was a little later than usual for the regular weekend-opening
drink at O'Shawnnessey's on Filmore Street. Not that anyone really
noticed. The rest of my little circle of thirty-ish pals was, as
ever, too wrapped up in the mundane quirks and quibbles of modern
existence to notice my lateness, let alone my dazed and confused
demeanor.

I managed to slip into my empty space around
the corner table without raising an eyebrow.

"She wanted to do what?"

"I know, right? Jesus."

"Run and hide, my friend, run and hide."

Discussing Benny Jensen's kinky fiancée was a
perennial favorite for this ragtag bunch of ex-college buddies,
former co-workers, current and former roommates. But it made me
even more reluctant to spill the beans on my strange encounter with
Zoey Schoenberg.

What would these guys think of me, that I had
been threatened with the sack by someone I'd never shown any
respect, and my response had been unconditional surrender and
humiliating submission? What would they think if they knew what an
unbelievable thrill it had been to serve the exquisite brunette as
she had demanded?

"Hey - don't knock it. Plenty of guys would
kill for a girl like that."

"Plenty of guys would be killed by a girl
like that. Jesus."

"Can you die by - "

"Lethal injection, I think they call it."

My friends usually never bothered to ask me
about my day at work - and in fact, we rarely discussed each
others' jobs other than vague semi-rhetoric greetings asking how it
was going. When your work consists of selling ad space in industry
magazines, there's not much you can say to nonbelievers to keep
them interested.

After that particular day of work, the
absence of interrogation came as some relief. I couldn't even get
my own head around what had just happened to me in the office, so
how I might explain to these guys and keep any kind of dignity
intact was anybody's guess.

"Thing is, every time I look at her now, I
think this is what she wants to do to me. It kind of… turns me
off."

"Don't have to look at her, Benny. Just roll
her over, pretend she's your sister."

It was only Robin who, later on, inquired
about my uncharacteristic introversion that evening. Well, we did
share an apartment, so it was perhaps unsurprising he should notice
the change in me.

"Something on your mind?"

"Oh, you know," I said, fending off his
question before I'd constructed a fully-functional excuse. "Hard
day at work and all that."

"I thought you were on strike at the moment,"
Robin said, and I felt myself actually blush.

How stupid it now seemed to me, my whole
passive-aggressive resistance to Zoey's appointment.

"Well, there's only so far you can take that
kind of thing before you get fired," I said, and Robin merely
nodded.

Actually, as the evening progressed, and the
Irish stout flowed freely, I did manage to loosen up and
temporarily forget the working week's curious conclusion. By the
time the daylight faded, I'd even begun to think I'd somehow
imagined the whole thing.

Well, it had been pretty unreal.

Once the married members of our group had
made their usual excuses, Benny, Robin and I ended up in a downtown
club, Sonar, in another vague attempt to prove we still had it
where it counted on the social scene, not to mention the dance
floor, as drink and pounding music put paid to our
conversation.

I was getting fairly drunk, it has to be
said, but I felt I needed to. At one point, I remember waiting at
the bar with Robin, both of us bellowing into each other's ears
just to be heard, and I felt the sudden need to share my bizarre
experience with a neutral party. But how on Earth could I explain
my being used in such a way?

Robin was a fairly enlightened hipster on the
surface of things, but even so. If word got out, I'd be a laughing
stock.

I shouted in his ear: "Something weird
happened to me today."

Robin looked at me through those Buddy Holly
glasses of his, his face creased in confusion. "What?"

"Something… weird… happened… to me…
today."

Really shouting. It was ridiculous.

"Yeah. I mean what happened?" He'd heard.

"I… uh…" my mind fumbling with possibilities,
every collection of relevant words sounding emasculating to me.
Finally, I took the coward's way out. I bellowed: "Somebody at work
gave me a blow job."

Surprise lit up my roommate's face. And the
faces of a few girls nearby.

"Somebody what?"

"Gave me… you know… went down on me."

Robin broke out in unbridled, hearty
laughter. I just felt like an idiot. Was it so offensive to my
masculinity just to admit I'd bowed down at the altar of perfection
and worshipped her with every ounce of energy I had?

He slapped me on the upper arm. "No wonder
you were so late at the office," he said, and I could just about
hear him, with a touch of lip-reading support. "Who was he?" he
joked. "The janitor?"

I gave him a bemused ha-ha face.

But then I gave him a serious look. I said:
"You think I'll get in trouble?"

Robin shrugged. "You didn't force her, did
you?"

I shook my head.

"She wasn't drunk?" Another head-shake. "What
does it say in your contract? Anything about dating
co-workers?"

I said: "Don't think so."

"So then, you're okay," he said with a
congratulatory thumbs-up, before adding: "Not that you should feel
free to just go ahead and get caught skull-fucking at the
office."

I said: "I'm not sure it'll happen
again."

He laughed. Somehow his bearing seemed a
little more up-beat, as though I'd just given him the answer to
some kind of riddle that had been bothering him. He said: "Probably
not a good idea anyway."

I nodded. He was probably right. I didn't
know what had happened between Zoey and I. I didn't know where it
left me. She seemed to have claimed some kind of ownership of me,
and at the time that had seemed just fine to me. But here I was
hours later, and I couldn't quite believe it had happened, let
alone what it all meant.

Were we now dating?

Robin and I got split up on the dance floor,
and I was getting steadily more unstable on my feet the more booze
slipped down my throat.

I kind of faded in and out, and later on as I
faded in again, there was a former fling by the name of Taylor
dancing with me, her arms locked around my neck, filling my
nostrils with a cloud of her cheap perfume.

Normally, I might have been persuaded to
spend the rest of the night with someone like Taylor, a bottle
blonde who was pretty enough, though her attraction was strictly
skin-deep. This time, however, after some sweaty rumblings on the
dance floor, and numerous additional beverages, I was close to
collapse. I didn't normally drink this much, but even so, as I
brushed up against Taylor, I still had this burning feeling deep
down that I should not be doing this. With the room spinning around
my head, however, I couldn't entirely remember why.

When Taylor finally led me away from the
dance floor towards the exit, jabbering at me about hunting down a
taxi, going back to her place or my place or wherever the heck I
wanted so long as there was a mattress, I probably could have been
led anywhere and would have happily gone along with it. Only, I
just happened to put my hands in my pockets, and in one of them I
found a little scrap of cloth that brought back my memory in sharp
relief.

Zoey Schoenberg's underwear, no less.

Realizing in a flash what it was, an
implosion of intense heat sparked inside my chest. Here was
physical confirmation that what had happened earlier that evening
had been no figment of my imagination. It was real.

In the relative safety of a darkened hallway,
I balled up the panties and pressed them to my nose, inhaling the
wicked scent of my vice president's pussy.

It was as real as real could be.

Taylor looked back to check I was following
her, and I managed to make the underwear appear to be nothing more
than some kind of handkerchief to dab at the perspiration on my
forehead. But I was rapidly sobering up now.

Zoey's words whirled around my thoughts:
"...I think it's only right you should compensate me…"

"…You're mine now, Jones… Better get used to
it…"

As my erstwhile dance partner clambered into
the taxi for the drive back to her grubby little place in Harlem
Park, I was nowhere to be found. I did hear her shriek of fury at
my disappearing act, though, before her transport whisked her away,
no doubt soon to make a full U-turn to return to the club and a
search for either me or a replacement sleeping companion.

I spent the rest of the night alone, heading
back to our apartment up in the suburbs to the north, and was
asleep even before Robin returned.
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Saturday, I woke up with a slight hangover
that a glass of juice and plate of eggs dealt with quite nicely,
thank you very much. Yet I also felt an underlying sense of unease
that wasn't going to let up for all the eggs in IHOP.

I was nervous - really nervous. What was that
about?

Trembling a little as I sat at the table
eating breakfast, my breathing was rapid and shallow, my heart
beating a ragged pace inside my chest. After such an intense few
hours the previous day, I knew what terrified me - but it just
seemed bizarre to me. Most of all, I was afraid that when I got
back to the office on Monday, everything would be back to normal,
with my run-in with the boss forgotten.

Somehow, even worse than the paranoid fear I
would be a laughing stock in the office was the gut-wrenching
terror that I'd never again taste that intense bliss of connection
with my beautiful boss.

Over my solitary breakfast, I found myself
quivering like a teenage boy after his first kiss. Questions flew
around my head that belonged in teenage glossy magazines - was I
supposed to call Zoey this weekend? What did it all mean? Were we
now dating? Did she even like me? What if she rejected me from now
on? What if she told my co-workers what a pathetic sap I was,
folding at the first threat to my job.

Bottom line, I suddenly felt so incredibly
vulnerable. Zoey was now in the position to inflict serious pain on
me - and do so with minimal effort. She could simply close up shop,
refuse to see me again. And I'd deserve any pain she cared to dish
out.

Jesus, was this how girls felt after I
ditched them after a one night stand?

After seeming so into my dates during the
course of an evening, I'd normally be out the door before the sun
so much as showed its face. Did they feel this awful after I was
gone? I hoped not, but felt curiously, horribly enlightened.

Zoey was my ghost of Christmas past, present
and future all rolled into one.

"You just back now?" Robin asked as he
stumbled out about 8am.

"No - I was home. Got back last night," I
said. "And how did you get on?"

Robin cocked his head, ignored my question.
"But you did go off with Taylor?"

"Gave her the slip on the way out," I
shrugged.

"Thought she was one of your go-tos."

A sigh. "Used to be."

"And now you're giving her the slip?" Robin
chuckled, shook his head.

"When we're together... she just lies there…"
I found myself blushing, something I don't think I'd ever done in
front of another guy.

"You all right, Aide?" Robin seemed to take a
second look at me, noticing something about me. "You're shaking
like a dope fiend in a police cell."

I stared down at my empty plate, mumbled:
"Drank more than I thought last night, huh."

Robin just stood there, looking at me. Then
finally he said: "You're an enigma, Aide."

"Thanks."

"A riddle wrapped in a mystery - "

"You calling me a Twinkie?"

The rest of the weekend I was feeling
progressively worse and worse. Time dragged - insanely - and yet
with every snail-pace second, I somehow felt I was getting further
and further away from any chance of being with Zoey again, in any
other capacity than work.

I kept myself to myself as much as possible -
I couldn't talk to anyone about any of this, even Robin, and I
could talk to Robin about most things. If there was a lump on my
balls, I could probably talk to Robin about it. After that Saturday
morning, the cover story about a continuing hangover was not going
to cut the mustard. I just kept to myself.

Sunday morning, I was still shaking. What if
she'd done all that just to hurt me back? Sure, she'd succeeded,
and sure, I deserved it. Had she even enjoyed our time together
that afternoon? Had she now lost all respect for me as a human
being? Was she going to use what happened to undermine my
relationship with the rest of the team, to bond with them
herself?

I went to the gym, kept my focus on the
exercise for once, didn't even look at any of the girls on the
running machines or the ellipticals or the yoga mats, let alone hit
on them.

"Hey, Aide, you trying to get into the
military or something?"

It was Kimberli-with-two-'i's, a curly-haired
blonde I usually felt safe checking out whenever she was here.
She'd been engaged to some rich dentist down in Guilford for a year
or so, and that had always been solid enough that our shameless
flirting always came across as vaguely platonic.

"Hey, Kim. How's it going?"

"Why the long face, Daddy-o?"

She was wearing the usual teeny little
skin-tight top that showed off her cleavage to masterful effect,
and the kind of painted-on lycra boy shorts that could provide a
full commentary on the state of her pubic grooming. For my benefit,
she was doing a post-exercise stretch that just happened to arch
her back and jut out her breasts as she stood there.

"Oh, you know. Heavy night last night," I
said, the hangover story still carrying weight with her, since she
hadn't been around the day before.

She nodded, the glint in her eye seemingly
glad I hadn't lost my party-hound reputation.

"So, Jerry and I… well, we called time on it
all," she said, all a little casual for a life-changing decision
like ending marriage plans.

"That so? Sorry to hear it," I said, trying
to sound concerned but not interested, and judging by the response
from Kim, failing with the latter. "How you bearing up?"

"Oh, you know," she said, a note of
faux-melancholy turning to instant cheer as she added: "So you want
to grab a coffee some time? Maybe a drink?"

I smiled, thinking that after all this time
of her teasing me, showing me the goods with the firm knowledge
that only Jerry-the-dentist could ever have them, now they were
available, I wasn't.

"Sounds good," I said, not wanting to
completely shoot her down, considering her sad, sad situation. "Why
don't I give you a call sometime?"

"Great, you do that!"

She slipped me a little piece of paper, which
presumably had her phone number on it, though I didn't bother to
open it up. Where had she been keeping that while she'd been
working out?

A final little: "See ya," and she was
wiggling her hips as she returned to the locker room, giving me one
last shop-window on what my promised phone call could get me.

Oh, I knew that phone call was not going to
happen, but it felt funny I couldn't just come out and say I was
with someone. Was I with someone? I wasn't sure how true that was,
what I actually had with Zoey. And was I stupid to have this little
pang inside me that thought somehow if I told anyone I was in a
relationship right then, I'd jinx it?

Kim was sweet enough. Perhaps I would have
given her a call in normal circumstances, though that might have
risked subsequent awkward moments in the gym after I skipped out
after our date.

The rest of the Sunday, my thoughts kept
turning back to my afternoon run-in with Ms Zoey Schoenberg. I kept
battling with my thoughts, wavering between the doubt that any of
it had happened at all to the horror that Zoey now thought me a
fool, someone to scorn and deride and, worst of all, ignore.

I had her stolen underwear as proof that it
had happened - but every time I came back to them, pulling them out
from under my mattress, it just made me throb between the thighs,
and made it difficult to keep my promise about avoiding any fooling
around down there.

Even an afternoon in the company of a
widescreen TV and the Ravens getting the better of the Steelers
failed to keep my attention away from how unbelievably thrilling it
had been to submit to her will, to serve her and be used by
her.

God how much I'd give for a repeat
performance with my sizzling hot boss.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
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Monday morning, I was up early and into the
office an hour before normal, even before Zoey arrived for
work.

I was already nervous when pulling up in the
parking lot of our building in downtown Baltimore, heading up to
our floor in the elevator, walking out there among all those empty
desks - so familiar, and yet after Friday, somehow so completely
different to me.

Was I really going to be able to turn things
around? And perhaps more importantly, would it be enough to keep
Zoey Schoenberg interested in me?

As I waited, the door to her office loomed
large in my consciousness. Had all that really happened in there
before the weekend? Did she really threaten me with the sack, and
then relent when I went down on her? Had I not imagined it all?

My insides were fluttering like a hundred
butterflies in a thunderstorm, conflicted feelings swirling around
and around in there, tearing me up. I longed to see Zoey again, and
yet I was terrified that she'd appear and ignore me, overlook what
had happened, her declaration that I was now hers turning out to be
meaningless. What if she arrived, and I was still fired, and her
farewell oral sex turned out to be simply her way of rubbing my
face in it?

There was nothing in my email to suggest I
was fired.

Still, I was breathless, my heart pounding as
I waited for things to get moving, spending the time drafting a
memo for my whole sales team to the affect that our protest, such
as it was, was now over. The way the economy was, we had to set
aside personal feelings and pull together, yada, yada, yada. It
wasn't a long message, it wasn't the kind of legendary missive that
would go down in the annals of company history - I basically called
a meeting.

When it actually happened, at half past the
hour we were all supposed to be in work, I was surprised to find
that Zoey had still not arrived.

What was that about? She was never late - in
fact, she was always seriously early.

As my team gathered noisily in the meeting
room in the opposite corner of the building to Zoey's office, my
heart suddenly seemed to lurch into my stomach and then proceed to
free fall into my legs. What if she'd been fired on Friday
afternoon? The CEO had come in, worked out the terms of her
severance, and then that had been that. Her final run-in with yours
truly had been a last moment of revenge, forcing her worst enemy -
the man who had caused her downfall - to humiliate himself.

The only logic I could use to alleviate my
fears was that if she'd wanted full revenge, she probably would
have walked out with my clothes when she'd left the office.

"All right, all right, simmer down," I said,
closing the door on us, wishing it had been made of glass like
those modern offices you see on TV, so I could keep an eye out for
the boss while the meeting was going on. It wasn't, it was a crappy
seventies building, could have almost been federal.

"So," I said, once a little hush had been
established. "Here's the thing, guys. Much as I appreciate your
support these last six months or so, we've got to start getting
back in the game."

There were a few slow nods from some
old-timers I had always suspected never cared who headed up the
department, so long as they were still in jobs. There was also a
little laughter from the end of the table.

"What happened, Jonesy? She put your balls in
a vice?" It was Russell, one of my top salesmen, leaning back in
his chair over there, cackling at his wise-crack.

"Yeah, something like that," I said, but I
wasn't going to look for a clever comeback. Not now. "The why's not
important. The thing is, if we don't start firing on all cylinders
again, we'll start finding ourselves replaced by people who
can."

"What, like Sweet Little Miss College Girl?
Give me a break." And that was Tommy - Tweedle Dum to Russell's
Tweedle Dee.

"If you mean someone straight out of college,
that's a possibility," I nodded. "Straight away they'll come with
qualifications you don't have - and they'll be cheaper. Might not
have the sales patter down yet, but nobody in the board room's
going to care about that. They'll bring something else to the
company - and even if they don't, we'll be long gone by then."

You get the picture. I had to win them over,
but I had certain economic realities in my favor. We all knew
people who'd lost their jobs in the recession. It wasn't pretty. No
one around that table wanted it to happen to them.

I laid out the motivational stuff, and I set
the new standards - arrive at work on time, dress in tidy suits,
and above all meet and surpass our weekly sales targets. They got
the message. I could deal with the snide remarks, the whispers
suggesting I was being pussy-whipped.

Quietly, deep-down inside, I wanted to be
pussy-whipped by Zoey Schoenberg.

I should be so lucky.

 


 


*

 


 


As the sales team got back down to it, I
began crafting an email to Zoey, hoping desperately that my
paranoid thoughts were just that, and that she was still my
boss.

It took a fair while to get anything down on
screen - each time I put something together, it seemed trite or
overly cautious, or desperate, or cold, or a hundred other
flaws.

I finally wrote:

 


Zoey,

I hope you had a pleasant weekend.

We've had a constructive sales meeting this
morning, the team is resolved to improve and start really pushing
to smash targets and meet your full expectations.

Happy to give you a run-down of where we
are, at your convenience. And if there is absolutely anything else
I can do for you, you need only ask.

Yours,

Aiden.

 


Well, it was fairly neutral. She could read
it any way she wanted. Of course, I wanted her to read into it the
offer of serving her at any time she wanted. But she could also see
it as a strictly business-level message.

Dipping my hand into my pocket, I found
Zoey's panties lodged there, where I'd stashed them before leaving
my apartment. It had all been real, then.

It was midday before Zoey finally arrived. I
found my pulse quickening suddenly, perspiration breaking out on my
forehead as my breathing deepened - merely to see her stride
through to her office. God, she was beautiful. Had she really been
grinding her pussy on my face on Friday night? Oh, what heaven.

As she went into her office, she didn't even
glance my way. I felt crushed, but I guessed she was acknowledging
that she couldn't suddenly appear in public to have any feelings
for me, one way or the other. Or else she was portraying herself as
someone who did not need me, thereby forcing me to earn her
attention, keeping me on my toes.

I tried not to think about it, focusing on my
own tasks that day. There was no reply to my email for a cool half
hour, and then only:

 


Aiden,

Thanks, keep me updated,

Zoey.

 


I felt a little snubbed - but what had I been
expecting? Some kind of gushing praise for what had happened on
Friday? Some sweet words of adoration for her willing servant, and
promises of more to come? It was never going to happen in the
middle of the office - and from her new-found strong-woman
attitude, I suspected it would never happen at all. If she had been
telling the truth about our arrangement, I was supposed to
compensate her, serve her. It wasn't for her to praise me or
encourage me. I should need no encouragement other than to serve
her.

To taste that sweet pussy once again.

Nevertheless, I sat there staring at her
email a while, trying to read meaning into that short collection of
words. Did her brevity mean she was angry at me? It didn't seem to
be particularly angry of tone. "Thanks" - she was grateful for my
turning over a new leaf, my promise of targets being smashed. "Keep
me updated" - surely that was obviously a clue that she wanted me
to stay close, to keep her informed. She still wanted me.

Damn it, it was infuriatingly difficult to
infer genuine tone in emails.

By the time it got to five o'clock, our whole
office seemed different - lively, energetic, focused. I felt I was
really achieving something - but there had been no peep out of
Zoey's office. Through the afternoon, I'd gathered intelligence on
what my team were up to, firing three or four emails to my boss
with updates on particularly interesting developments.

It was hard to strike a balance - I didn't
want to seem too obvious, craving attention from her, and yet I
wanted to try anything I could to provoke some kind of clues as to
how she was thinking, and in particular what her view was on our
little arrangement following the weekend.

The rest of my team started leaving - after
five o'clock this time - and I was feeling so nervous again, I was
verging on nausea. I waited. Perhaps I should have dreamt up an
excuse to enter her office that day. I had been too busy to even
think of it, and with what we were working on, there was no need to
bother her that day. I waited a while - six o'clock came and went.
I was still working.

Then she emerged from her office - and just
walked out, without even looking at me.

 


 


*

 


 


I was shattered - I felt the wind truly
knocked out of me. Why was she rejecting me now? Was this her
revenge for my foul treatment of her? Get me hooked, and then leave
me completely cold turkey?

I went home feeling heart sick, like I'd felt
after being dumped by my first love back in high school. Maybe she
needed to see more results than just a day. But the next day was a
similar pattern, with my team responding well to my new regime, but
no real sign of Zoey all day. It wound me up so tight.

At half past four, I dreamt up a reason to
call on our new head of department. I knocked on the door, my heart
in my throat.

"Yes?"

I entered the room, standing almost at
attention a few paces inside the door. Zoey was sitting at her desk
as usual, buried in a mountain of paperwork. She hadn't been idling
while we were hard at work outside.

"What is it?" she asked me, not even looking
up from her work.

"I... uh... I brought you the Villier report,
Ms Schoenberg," I said. I wondered if calling her by that name
might somehow remind her of our Friday evening together.

"Thanks," she said, sounding like any other
girl fresh out of college might when dealing with a guy who wasn't
of much importance to her.

My heart felt as though it was being squeezed
in a vice. I stammered, "Uh... great... just thought... you know...
it might be useful for your P62(b)."

I waited for a long heartbeat, and there was
nothing. So I turned on my heel and headed for the door.

"Jones?" Her voice stopped me. Even just
saying my surname, there was a new sternness, a new power to her
that hadn't been there a moment ago.

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg?" I turned back to
her.

She looked up at me now. God, she seemed so
young sitting there. Was she really my boss? Had she really been
promoted above me, so soon after her college graduation? Well,
wasn't that what a costly education at one of the top places got
you?

"You've done well," she said. "I've been
noticing the improvement in the team."

"Thank you, Ma’am," I said. I hadn't any idea
how she'd been monitoring our progress, having not made it out of
her room yet this week.

"Have you... kept your other promise?" she
asked.

I gulped. "Yes, Ma’am." My cock was tenting
my pants - I was surprised she couldn't tell I'd kept my other
promise.

"Not one touch?"

"No, Ma’am."

"Good," she said. "Then we've only got the
small matter of your theft to discuss."

I felt a jolt through my heart. "Theft, Ms
Schoenberg?"

Zoey stood up, leaning over the desk. She
said: "I left something behind in my office last week, and as I
understand it, you took them." God - her panties. What a trap I'd
walked into.

She walked over to me slowly, breathtaking in
a power suit that had an even shorter skirt than normal.

I tried to stammer out some kind of denial or
excuse, but my tongue was somewhat tied, and before I could really
say anything, she said: "I thought we agreed: if it's only you and
I, you do not speak unless answering a question."

I nodded.

She approached me. I could smell her perfume,
I did my best to inhale as much as I could without appearing to.
God I needed her. She stood inches in front of me, looking me over.
I wondered if I ought to be kneeling, or bowing or something like
that. She hadn't told me to, however.

She reached into my pants pocket, and her
dexterous fingers managed to retrieve her underwear.

"So, you did take them," she said.

"I'm sorry, Ms Schoenberg," I said, but she
shook her head, held a finger to her lips.

"You'll have to be punished."

I felt her hand move around to my crotch now,
tracing out the shape of my hard cock through the fabric of my
pants. Oh God, what I would have given for some release.

She said: "It's such a shame, because it
seems to me that you could really do with some relief. You know,
your work so far this week does deserve some reward..."

I was filled with hope, but then she added:
"Too bad we'll have to wait until tomorrow night. Theft cannot go
unpunished, you know."

"No, Ma’am," I said. Another slight
transgression of the question rule, but she let it pass.

"Okay then," she said, turning now, to walk
back towards her desk. "You'll continue your good work with the
team, and assuming all goes well, you may get some kind of
bonus."

Resuming her seat, she dismissed me from her
office.

But, just before I left, she called out:
"You'd better not do anything tonight to risk your reward,
Jones."

I knew what she meant, and groaned.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Six

 


 


Another trip to the gym that evening, and I
was going nuts.

Ordinarily, I think I would have been fine to
go without tending to myself for a while - I don't know, I never
really tried it, but even if I had a busy week, invariably the
weekend came along and there would be some kind of date, or I'd run
into somebody on a night out, so that sort of self care was rarely
needed.

I believe I probably could have done the
whole Seinfeld 'Master of My Domain' thing longish-term, too. But
having Zoey around me in the office, having been so intimate with
her - I was obsessing.

The next day, again, proceeded as normal. To
keep myself going, motivated for the usual day in the sales room, I
had to tell myself something was going to happen that evening after
work. Only once did a colleague - Brooks - ask me if everything was
all right, suggesting I seemed a little preoccupied as Zoey exited
her office to head up for a meeting upstairs.

"Oh you know - trying to get my head around
this Fitzroy proposal," I said, citing one of my clients I knew he
knew nothing about.

"You're slipping boss," he laughed.

"Must be getting old," I said, then added:
"But not as old as you, of course, Brookie."

Joking around a little diverted attention
from my own inner turmoil, and I managed to hold on sufficiently to
keep it all to myself. I felt so strange, and it was an unusual
feeling for me. I'd never before been involved in a relationship
more complicated than a sales pitch - and my relationships had all
invariably ended the morning after my sales pitch, so I hadn't even
had to manage a customer account as far as the opposite sex was
concerned. Now, suddenly, I was hooked on a particular girl and
completely unprepared for dealing with it.

How on Earth was I supposed to manage this
particular account?

At 4:30 that afternoon, I received an email
from Zoey asking me to attend her office at 5pm to update her on
the team's activities. God - the moment I saw that email pop up in
my in-box, my heart started racing. I naturally dwelled on her
brief instruction, my insides warmed by hope, my eyes meandering
between the few words she'd written, trying to ascertain if there
was subtext in there, subtext indicating she wanted me
physically.

Shortly before the appointed hour, I saw Zoey
return to her office, greeting Finnegan briefly on her way in,
followed by a brief conversation in response to his polite question
as to how she was doing.

At 5pm, I noticed to my horror that five
other members of our team were entering Zoey's office - the senior
salesmen. I followed them in, and took a seat on one of the chairs
she had assembled in front of her desk, thinking it a cruel
trick.

"Okay, we're getting back on track," Zoey
said to the six of us. "Why don't you update us on where everybody
is, Aiden?"

She turned to me. I'd reacted to hearing her
use my first name, rather than the surname she'd used while
dominating me on that fateful Friday afternoon. Did she see
disappointment in my face?

I hadn't prepared anything to say for this
meeting, not imagining it would actually turn out to be a proper
sales update. I could see the others were a little annoyed this
should be taking place at 5pm, when they should have been on the
way home. Well, I'd have to wing it.

"Of course," I said to our precocious head of
department. It wasn't so bad. I had a good idea what everyone was
working on, what progress they'd made recently, and what our
deadlines were. I had a positive message to recount - I had been a
good lieutenant to our previous head of department, and in six
months we hadn't slipped so much that I hadn't been able to pull
things back towards a more promising direction within a few
days.

Once I was done, Zoey asked the others a few
things, mostly trivial matters, and then asked me more questions
about what was coming up for the rest of the month.

At the end, it was half past five, and I
could tell the others were itching to get out of there. Our vice
president said she was pleased our team had begun to get back to a
good operational environment, and stated her intention to hold
weekly update meetings at this time to go over everything. There
was a quiet groan at that from my sales colleagues, but our boss
let it go. I remembered her previous attempts at weekly meetings
with some amusement - the number of people that had failed to turn
up, even managing a few worthwhile excuses, which had prompted the
concept to die a death.

This time, I got the feeling our meetings
would be very successful going forward - I'd make it so, if Zoey's
new confidence faded.

At last, she dismissed everyone from the
room.

"Oh... Aiden, would you stay behind, please?
I want you to take me through some of the Villier numbers before
you go home."

"Sure," I said.

That analytical part of my brain was whirring
into action again, assessing her use of my first name. She'd been
acting completely normal around me when our co-workers were
present, and that was clearly a good thing. I think my co-workers
would have been a little baffled to hear her start referring to me
by my surname.

Yet as my colleagues now streamed out of the
room with the clear intention of getting the hell away from this
building as quickly as they could, I found myself hoping
desperately that once the door closed leaving only the two of us
there, Zoey would start using my surname again.

"That went well, didn't it, Jones?"

Her voice had changed, as soon as we were
alone. I felt a burning in my chest and a tingle in my loins.

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg. Very successful."

"And we'll have more successful meetings each
week from now on, won't we? Really improve the communication
channels."

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

Slowly, she rose from her chair, and walked
around to the door, which she once again locked, managing to do it
so quietly I couldn't even hear the mechanism.

"I appreciate what you've been doing, Jones,"
she said quite casually. "I've told the CEO that things are getting
back on track, and she's pleased as well."

Zoey stepped in front of me, and leaned back
on the edge of her desk, an incredible picture in her crisp white
shirt and dark thigh-length skirt, black nylon stockings and
calf-covering black leather boots.

A couple of the buttons of her shirt were
undone, allowing me a tiny glimpse of black and red lace underneath
her shirt, which by itself seemed to raise my temperature a degree
or two. I didn't remember those being unfastened during the
meeting. I think I would have noticed.

"I think rewards are in order, don't you,
Jones?" she asked.

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg," I said, still feeling
faintly ridiculous addressing a girl so much younger than me as
though she were my teacher, though my craving for my new boss
transcended any mild humiliation.

"But that's only your primary directive
you've taken care of," she said. "I think you've rather failed in
your secondary directive since you went home on Friday."

I couldn't help but gasp at this. What did
she mean, failed? I'd done everything she'd asked of me in the
office - the team was working at maximum efficiency. Was she
changing the rules? And was this apparent failure of mine going to
prevent my reward?

She must have read the confusion in my face,
since she now explained: "When we spoke last week, we agreed on a
strategy, didn't we?"

"Yes, Ma’am."

"It had two directives - firstly, you do
exactly as I tell you, and manage your team as if you were head of
the department yourself. Well, you've been performing that
directive well enough so far, haven't you?"

"Yes, Ma’am."

"But we also agreed on a second directive,
didn't we? You compensate me for the stress you've put me under for
the past six months. You haven't been doing that so far this week,
have you?"

"No, Ma’am," I said, feeling gutted that I
had apparently had the chance to be with her the previous days this
week, and had missed it.

"Why have you neglected your duties so much?"
she demanded.

"I thought I was supposed to wait until you
called for me to... compensate for your stress, Ms Schoenberg."

She looked down at me and gave a slight nod.
There was a glint in her eyes as she said: "We'll overlook your
failure this time. I can understand if there was a glitch in
communications. But it means you've got catching up to do."

"Yes, Ma’am," I said eagerly.

"In the future, you will ensure I'm fully
compensated every evening. You can wait until the rest of the team
has gone home, if you like. But I don't expect to go
unsatisfied."

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

I felt as though fireworks were exploding
inside my chest.

"Kneel on the floor."

 


 


*

 


 


I did as she commanded. Was she not going to
make me strip this time? She made me kiss her boots, all the way
from the tip of the toes to the top of the leather, which almost
reached her knees.

There was no particular pleasure for me,
other than to have her attention, and to be breathing in her scent,
which grew stronger the further up I kissed.

As I reached the top of the second boot, she
placed a finger on her knee, which I took as a direction to kiss
her where she indicated, on the slightly rough nylon of her
stockings.

"You seem like a natural at this, Jones," she
said, slowly trailing her finger up the inside of her thigh to show
me where to kiss.

"Thank you, Ma'am," I said, pressing my lips
to the dry fabric, feeling the heat from her leg as I went, her
fragrance becoming stronger as I proceeded up to the top of her
stockings, and delighted in the transition to the velvet softness
of her bare thigh. There was a trace of her own special scent now,
beyond her perfume. It was so wicked, so dark and thrilling.

"You don't actually seem to mind a little
female authority, do you?" she asked. "Even beyond your pathetic
need to hold onto your job."

"No, Ma'am."

She parted her legs further as I moved up her
thigh, her skirt riding up to reveal her little black and red lace
and satin panties. With the stockings and suspenders, the deep red
and black of her lingerie only added to the sense of power she had
over me. To my inexpert gaze, her underwear appeared expensive,
making me suspect she'd worn these specially, just for me. These
weren't the kind for just another day in the office. It made me
feel a little warm inside to think that she'd thought of me that
morning while dressing, true or not.

Her finger guided me up along the garter
holding up her stockings, my lips caressing her bare skin, loving
the heat and smoothness of her flesh, and then down along the edge
of her panties, where the aroma of her arousal saturated my every
breath.

She said: "I never would have taken you as
one who'd submit so easily to a woman."

"Only to you, Ms Schoenberg," I said, but
there were a few cogs whirring inside my head. If I didn't find her
attractive, would my attitude have been different? If she'd been
plain, would I have stooped to serve her in order to save my job?
Somehow, this wasn't all just because she was pretty - before that
Friday, my goddess had toned down her femininity in the name of
business, cut out the make-up and hidden behind dowdy clothes.
She'd been a wallflower, but then she'd taken the bull by the horns
and forced me to see the beauty and power within her. It was her
attitude that had pulled me to my senses, more so than her
beauty.

She'd forced opened my eyes to the thrilling
possibilities of submitting to a beautiful woman.

"Here, kiss me here."

I felt like a very, very lucky guy as Zoey
pointed to the top of her panties, and guided me to kiss slowly
down the triangular patch of lace and satin, over the irresistible
slopes of her mound, grazing my lips and nose over the luxurious
texture of the moist fabric as I slowly gave in to the temptation
to slip out my tongue and taste her.

She was unable to stifle a gasp as she felt
my tongue pressing into the thin material, pushing slightly into
her underlying pussy, my mouth opening to provide my own heat to
her sex. I moaned as I first tasted her glorious savory flavor
through her panties.

"You like that? You like how wet you make
me?" her voice was smooth, soft and sweet as honey, her words so
thrilling to me. "You enjoy the taste of a woman, Jones?"

She pulled herself back, her hands clamping
firmly to the edge of her desk either side of her so she could lift
herself gracefully up to sit on the desk itself, and open her
thighs even wider for me.

I slipped her panties to the side and began
kissing down her mound again, this time my lips brushing through
the soft little patch of brown hair, then gliding down over
smoldering hot velvet to the glistening pink petals of her open
flower.

"Oh my God, that feels so good…"

Zoey moaned, her normal soprano dipping into
the alto range as my lips tangled with hers, and I tasted her tangy
juices from the source, slipping my tongue out to glide inside her
succulent pussy.

"Oh, Jones…"

How is it that a woman in the throes of
passion can simply breathe heavily, and it sounds like the most
beautiful music? Languishing long licks over her tender lips, I
indulged in the sensual melody of her sexual response, playing her
like some exquisite instrument, teasing out phrases that
electrified the air with increasingly forceful caresses from my
tongue.

She stroked my hair and the back of my neck
as I lapped at her slick folds, which seemed more affectionate than
she'd been before. Was I melting the ice between us?

I took my time, sucking on her pussy lips,
teasing her clit, adoring her flavor and her scent, that deep
earthy musk blended with the very feminine perfume she wore. If
this was how she wanted me to compensate for all those weeks and
months of hell I put her through, it hardly seemed fair. But I was
in 100 percent.

"Oh Jesus, Jones, where did you learn to -
"

Another glorious moan cut off her question as
I focused my hot mouth on her clit, enveloping her little sensitive
button in the raw heat and wetness, massaging with my lips as I
slipped a finger inside her pussy.

Looking up, I could see her nipples visible
through both her bra and shirt, pressing up so stiff as she arched
her back.

"Oh just like that… just like that… don't…
ever… stop…"

She was whispering in between deep panting
breaths, but while her voice seemed to be giving out, the vigor
with which she pulled my face into her pussy only seemed to be
getting stronger.

Soon, I felt confident I was sensing the
imminent arrival of her orgasm, which appeared to make every move
and sound she made seem all the more urgent, desperate, and
certainly loud. Her moisture was everywhere over my face as she
started to rock her hips, her hand pulling me against her so that
she was truly fucking my face.

"Please… please… please…"

Then, at last, she was crying out and
shuddering all around me, and I could tell it was a powerful tidal
wave of energy that swept through her.

"Oh God... oh God... oh God..." she gasped,
her hand letting me go in order to help support her body and avoid
collapse.

Almost in time with her climax, I felt a
little ripple of contentment quiver through my own body, feeling
like a concert musician coming to the end of a great crescendo in
front of a highly appreciative audience.

As she succumbed, I gave her pause to
luxuriate in the sensations blossoming inside her, gently kissing
her outer labia, delighting in every moment I was allowed such
intimate contact with such a beautiful woman.

"Oh Jones..." she purred as she began to
recover her breath. "Gold star. I think this arrangement of ours is
going to be very acceptable going forward."

"Yes, Ma’am."

I tried to keep calm, but confirmation that
this was going to become a regular occurrence sparked an electric
charge that powered through me. How on Earth had I deserved such
treatment from our new head of department? It brought to mind that
line from Alexander Pope - to err is human, but to forgive is
divine. Zoey's forgiveness was beyond the divine.

"So," she said. "After that, I suppose we'd
better give you a reward."

"Yes, Ma’am."

She slipped down again onto the floor,
replacing her panties and smoothing down her skirt.

"Come here," she said.

And then she kissed me.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Seven

 


 


I know what you're thinking: I must have come
away from Zoey's office that night feeling a little hard done by.
All that effort to satisfy her, both work-wise and oral sex-wise,
and the reward I had been waiting almost a week to receive was
nothing more than a kiss.

But what a kiss it was.

I walked away from the building that night
through a darkened parking lot feeling as though there was some
kind of angelic choir following me around singing the Hallelujah
Chorus.

I'd kissed plenty of girls before, of course,
but this felt like my first time all over again.

Unexpected, nervous, exhilarating and so
unbelievably sweet. She'd leaned in to my face and caught me
completely by surprise, her hands slipping gently around my head to
hold me firmly in place as her soft lips touched against mine,
parted to allow her tongue to penetrate me.

It was so tender, so affectionate, spiced by
the traces of her sex that lingered in my mouth, starting out slow,
sucking gently on each others' lips, before the passion seemed to
grip us both, and our tongues were wrestling for control of our
conjoined mouths.

I was left breathless, gazing at her in awe
as we eventually parted, and she flashed her eyes at me with what I
suspected was surprise at the sheer chemistry between us.

"Did you enjoy your reward?" she asked at
last.

"It was… unbelievable..." I said, unable to
quite find the words to express what had just happened to me.

She nodded, and I could see that she was
trying to conceal her emotions, hide her reaction to our kiss,
maintain her frosty outward appearance. It only made me want to
make it more and more difficult for her to do so.

"Well," she said. "You'll find I can be very
rewarding if you continue to perform, Jones."

She straightened her clothing, re-fastening
the buttons on her shirt, and wandered back around to the other
side of her desk.

"Tomorrow I want you to prioritize work on
the RJS account," she said, startlingly businesslike all of a
sudden.

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

"And I want you to brief me on it at the end
of the day," she said. "We have a sales pitch to give next month,
and I want to be seriously well prepared."

"Of course." Oh be still my swollen cock.

"This is a high profile account - Ms
Jenkinson was asking after the details, so I want to know
everything there is to know about it."

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

She picked up her briefcase and I could see
that she was about to leave, though the promise of a meeting with
her at the end of tomorrow was enough to dispel the twinge of pain
at her ending our encounter just now.

She walked past the front of the desk and
stooped to pick something up from the door.

"Here," she said, dropping her damp thong in
my hands. "This time I'm giving them to you as a present. But you
will save yourself for me, won't you, Jones?"

"Yes, Ma’am," I said, feeling the stirrings
of rebellion between my thighs, which would have to be quelled by a
cold shower or hefty slug of scotch.

"I like thinking of you saving yourself for
me."

Then she was gone, and it wasn't until
afterward, when I was walking to the parking lot, that I realized I
didn't even mind that I hadn't been allowed an orgasm of my own.
That kiss had been so special.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Eight

 


 


I spent almost the whole of the next working
day putting together a briefing on our prospective client, RJS
Solutions. The promise of spending time with Zoey through this
pitch had me working on full throttle. I desperately wanted to
please her, I desperately hoped she would reward me in some
way.

As soon as 9am came along, I told the rest of
my team who were in the office that day to get on with their calls
and try not to bother me, so I could focus all my energy on RJS, a
communications software company based in Philadelphia, which we
were hoping would spend some money to flash their rebranded look
within the pages of our telecoms magazine.

At about 11am, Zoey walked out of her door
and without even a glance my way, headed away down towards the
elevators, dressed smartly for a meeting somewhere.

I felt my heart suddenly flutter, with a
sudden burst of anxiety that she would be gone the rest of the day,
that my appointed time to brief her about RJS might not happen.

While I was still watching her walking off
toward the elevators, subtly trying to make it look as though I
wasn't, I noticed an email pop up on my screen.

 


Aiden,

I have a meeting in Annapolis. I'll be back
this evening for your briefing.

Make it good, I really want to pump you for
information on this one.

Zoey

 


I prepared the most in-depth report possible
on our potential client. I couldn't quite re-write every line of
their software platform, but I was getting close to it by the end
of the afternoon as the rest of my team headed home, I knew so much
about them.

I waited nervously as all around me picked up
and left, as though I were waiting for an appraisal or exam.
Print-outs of my briefing sat in front of me on clean paper warm
from the printer. The clock ticked loudly towards six o'clock,
six-thirty, seven. It was up on the wall maybe twenty yards away,
but the office was so silent it sounded as though it was just above
my desk.

Where was she?

The hum of a vacuum grew steadily, and then
there was the cleaner, venturing inside Zoey's office, and I felt
the gloom of disappointment choking my heart. It was really getting
late - surely Zoey was a no-show.

It was nearly seven o'clock when my phone
suddenly bleeped to announce the arrival of a text message.

 


> Meet me downstairs in the parking lot.
Z

 


That was all it was, but those few words lit
a fuse inside my chest, and I was suddenly up on my feet,
scrambling to put my arms in the sleeves of my jacket and grab my
briefing notes before bolting for the elevators. Zoey was here!

After a frustratingly slow descent in the
elevator, I came out into the barren concrete environs of the
parking lot, and for a moment wasn't entirely sure what I was
doing, or for what I was supposed to be looking. The place was
deserted - so much so that I could easily see over to my car, even
though I'd parked it a fair way from the door. There was somebody
standing by it - Zoey.

I raced over, but on the way tried to regain
some kind of dignity. She wouldn't want to have anything to do with
me if I made myself look like an idiot.

"Drive me home, Jones, will you?" she asked
me.

"Of course, Ma'am."

"You can start briefing me on the way."

 


 


*

 


 


It wasn't far to her place over by Patterson
Park, though the traffic made it slow.

Sitting in the back while I chauffeured her,
she seemed to listen to me carefully enough, and did ask
intelligent questions. I hadn't expected to have to go through it
all from memory, without any of the notes I'd prepared, but after
so many years of giving presentations, and the amount of time I'd
immersed myself in the inner workings of RJS, that was no feat.

I adjusted my rearview mirror so I could
glance at her now and then, to check on how she was taking my
presentation. I did get the impression she was slightly distracted
- but then seeing her back there through the mirror, I had to try
not to be distracted myself.

After a while, I saw her notice me glancing
at her through the mirror, and as I continued to go through my
research, she flashed me a sexy smile, and I actually blushed.

"Don't stop, Jones," she said, having
unfastened a few of her shirt buttons to show me some cleavage.
"Did I tell you to stop?"

"No Ma'am."

"So, then. You were saying about the
integration with other platforms…"

Indeed I had been discussing the enthralling
subject of current efforts at RJS to integrate its software with
the existing operating platforms of major clients, one way to
expand distribution and ease of adoption for their products. Yet it
was pretty difficult to continue as I looked into the mirror to see
my beautiful Zoey making herself look more like a sexy secretary
from a porn flick than my well-dressed boss.

Her shirt opened sufficiently to show her
lacy white bra, her skirt sliding gradually up to show the tops of
her stockings, and then at last her white lacy panties.

Oh God.

I was a little worried that people in other
vehicles, maybe even on the street, could see her - but she didn't
seem to care. Caressing her legs, the sound of her hands sweeping
over the nylon, I couldn't avoid looking.

Then she was stroking her pussy through her
underwear, her fingers tracing out little circles over the
luxurious lace, and I was having trouble keeping my eyes on the
road, let alone my thoughts in my presentation.

"…since 2009 they've been targeting the
healthcare sector with solutions that specifically cater to the
management of patient records."

"Is that right? Maybe we should be talking to
them about Health Professional."

"It's part of the package I've prepared."

"You can show me your package when we get to
my apartment, Jones."

I looked back to see her slip her panties
aside, her hands moving over her pussy. My cock was so hard as I
sat there, not quite knowing what to say. I could smell the faint
but growing aroma of her arousal as she touched herself, and it
sent shivers down my spine.

"Turn here," she said, directing me into a
residential street off the little park at the top of the hill.

I managed to focus enough to slot the car
into one of the few available places on the street, and then Zoey
leaned forward, and suddenly covered my face with what I knew
instantly was her underwear. I breathed in the exhilarating scent
of her perfume and her pussy.

"Are you ready to serve, Jones?"

"Of course, Ma'am."

"Good. I think this evening I need a
massage."

 


 


*

 


 


Zoey had a great place. It was a row house -
the end unit - two floors and a basement offering high ceilings and
stylish interior decor. Walking through the first floor's open plan
kitchen living space, which had the interior wall left as bare
brick to give the place a cozy, slightly artsy feel, we ascended to
a second floor that was white-washed throughout. This place had to
be three times the square footage of the cruddy suburban apartment
I shared with Robin. Spacious, bright, clean, it made me suddenly
covet her VP's salary.

The massage table was already set up in her
bedroom, making this after-hours visit appear a touch premeditated.
It was a sturdy-looking table with a cushioned brown-leather top
and strong steel legs that could probably have propped up a rhino
or two. Not a cheap massage table at all.

"I used to play tennis in college," she
explained as she noticed the look on my face. "I was always getting
muscle strains, so I used to get regular massages."

I actually found myself pleased to find the
old thing was a trifle dusty, it hadn't been used in a while.
Somehow the thought of her using it, that some masseur had touched
her body while she'd been stretched out before him, caused flickers
of jealousy within me.

"Hey, there's some towels in the closet down
the end of the hall," Zoey said, removing her glasses, then
ushering me away as she began to unfasten the buttons on her white
shirt. Calling after me, "Oh, and get some oil from the bathroom,
Jones!"

The stack of towels was easy enough to find,
and even they had a hint of luxury about them - white and fluffy
like the kind you'd want to steal from a top hotel. The oil was
hidden away behind the mirrored door of a bathroom cabinet above
the sink. Coconut-scented.

I returned to find her removing her white
lace bra, leaving such a stunning sight that it made me pause a
moment or two before re-entering the bedroom.

"Put the big towels down for me to lie on,"
she said, assuming I was there, so denying me the ability to wait
and gawp.

She already had a small towel - a bright pink
one - which she had hung around her waist. She climbed onto the
massage table and lay face-down. I draped my jacket over the arm of
one of the couches, and then proceeded to roll up my shirt sleeves,
knowing I'd only get oil all over them otherwise.

"Your briefing was good, Jones. You should
definitely get a reward for that. I think conversation privileges
for the rest of the evening might be a suitable reward, don't
you?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Okay, we'll relax our Question rule."

"Thank you, Ma'am."

"You going to take off your clothes? I can't
see my beautiful cock if you don't," she said, her voice so smooth
and seductive, lighting a fire within me.

She gave me a simple little silent nod, yet
those expressive dark eyes of hers made it clear she wanted to
watch me strip. I can tell you, it felt a lot easier taking my
clothes off in the confines of her private apartment. I still found
myself a touch nervous, but it was more about whether she was
impressed by what she saw, whether this lowly man was ultimately
going to be enough to maintain the affections of such a beautiful
woman than the issue of violating company rules.

Lowly man. Wow, this beautiful woman was
really affecting me. I was a regular gym user - I'd never had
qualms about stripping off in front of girls before, and I'd been
with countless. Yet somehow, with Zoey maintaining the balance of
power in our fledgling relationship, it all felt more significant.
There was more at stake, I was more desperate to make an
impression, it was more important than ever that my audience should
be satisfied with what I showed her.

"Mmm… that's better," she purred. "Underwear,
too. What's the use of overstepping the boundaries of employment
ethics if I can't see that wonderful beast?"

Down came my boxers, and I was suddenly
completely exposed to my boss again.

Her smile alone thickened my cock, and that
made her quietly catch her breath. God, even showing her the goods
felt a hundred times more significant than any of the girls I'd
been with before. As I dropped my underwear on the pile of my
clothes on the nearby couch, and went to pick up the bottle of oil
again, I felt a flicker of nerves again - I had never been in a
relationship where everything mattered so much. I was really
opening myself to pain if Zoey decided to drop me.

Pouring some of the coconut-scented oil into
my palm to warm it up before touching her, I tried to repress my
fears - they could do no good now. When the pain came, I'd just
have to suck it up. Having put her through what I did all those
months, I knew I fully deserved it.

"Maybe I'll keep feeling in the mood to
reward you if your massage is good."

"Thank you, Ma'am," I said, trying to keep
the emotion out of my voice.

"Okay, go ahead."

Facing away from where I stood, she was flat
out before me, her skin pale but smooth, and so soft to the touch -
even before I started applying the oil. I ran my hands over her
back and shoulders, sweeping over her to spread the slick
liquid.

"How did your meeting in Annapolis go?"

"Oh. so-so," she said. "There's an insurance
company over there I was hoping might be interested in Risk
Management, but I'm not sure they're going to bite."

"Insurance firms are getting smacked about by
the storms - I've had no luck with them for months."

"They were in International Liability last
year, so I figured they might be open to this," she said. "And they
seemed to be, at first. Took two hours to tell me their budget was
committed through next year."

I was no expert at massage, but I think I was
doing okay. I was certainly teasing out some sighs that sounded
promising, and even a few moans as I applied the pressure over her
muscles, particularly around her shoulders and neck.

"I guess toward the end of the meeting, I got
a little distracted," she said casually.

"You did?"

"Oh you know, knowing I had you on hand to
brief me when I got back."

"Do you want to go over the rest of the
numbers?"

She laughed, "You know I wasn't thinking
about the numbers, right?"

I coaxed the muscles in her arms, and she
moaned almost as though enjoying a mild orgasm. I wondered if this
could become a regular occurrence, and resolved to track down some
information about how to actually perform a decent massage, the
correct way. On this first occasion, I had only what I'd ever seen
in movies and on TV to guide me - and actually, I remembered a
girlfriend in college giving me a back rub a few times after a
football game, though that had always been more of a pretext for
sex.

It seemed like a straightforward way to make
Zoey feel good, too. I wouldn't say easy, because although I
started off touching her only lightly, I found that applying the
pressure seemed to make her moan a little more, encouraging me to
push more and more firmly into her muscles. Even with the oil to
help me, it was getting to be hard work after a while, but I had
this strange idea that if I could only learn what made her feel
good, she'd want to keep me doing this.

Oh, guys are so selfish, always thinking
about number one. And back then, I was still the same selfish guy,
I realize that. But the thing was, what I wanted more than anything
was Zoey, and so I found myself putting in a serious amount of
effort to make her feel good in the hope I'd keep her.

"Oh God, that feels amazing…"

It wasn't too hard to pick up, actually. I
experimented using different parts of my hand, the tips of my
fingers, even my wrist and forearm. When something seemed good, I
ran with it for a little while before moving on to something
else.

"You done this before, Aiden?" she asked. She
made me feel so warm inside using my first name now, it seemed so
soft, somehow, part of my reward.

"Nope," I said. "First time."

"Seriously? You never did this for a girl
before?"

"Never."

"You're pretty good. But seriously? Where the
hell did you go to college? The guys were always giving us back
rubs - it was an easy way to - "

"Get into your panties?"

"Well, maybe I shouldn't say 'easy'."

I couldn't help but wonder what Zoey would
look like in her tennis outfit, with some Ivy League groupies on
hand to give her rub-downs after her matches. The jealousy burned
inside me, but I found I actually liked the idea that this hot
sports girl was now stretched out in front of me, and I could run
my hands all the way down her body, almost. Certainly I pushed the
boundaries on how far my hands could venture under her towel,
anyway.

"You like me talking about getting massages
by other guys?"

"Not particularly."

"You're jealous? Everyone in the office says
you date a different girl every week."

"It was never every week," I insisted, though
I'd noticed a hint of admiration in her voice, pride in her own
ability to tame such an apparently wild animal.

"Well, you don't get to do that any
more."

"No, Ma'am."

That warmed my insides like I couldn't
believe - she wanted me to commit to her, to see only her. I was
more than willing, strange as it seemed considering my dating
history.

A little more oil, and I moved on to her
legs, teasing out her calves and thighs, and then moving up to slip
not-so-innocently under the towel again, this time from below.
Edging a little further each time, seeing her smile as I managed to
spread the oil up over her round behind.

"Feel good?" I asked her, edging up the towel
now to expose her behind, and the pinkness that lay between her
thighs.

"Oh, yeah," she moaned, then flinched and
giggled as I poured a little cool oil over her buttocks, before
boldly using both hands to squeeze and fondle her flesh there.

Well, this girl had allowed me to wedge my
face into her pussy, so I guess she was warming up to the idea of
me seeing her naked. As I massaged her pert derriere and her
thighs, I drew her legs apart a little, and she wasn't stopping me.
Was this all par for the course for a massage? Is this what
happened to her after tennis in college, and when she had her
injuries?

She said: "Are you sorry I've forced you to
stick with me now?"

"Not at all."

"You seem to like it."

"Like it?"

"Being led by a woman. I would never have
thought."

My hands got closer and closer to her pussy,
the inner edges of my hands even brushing over the edges of her
sensitive pinkness here and there as I rubbed her butt, sweeping my
hands down her inner thighs.

The little groans as I did so made me bolder,
so that I was actually nudging her pussy lips, squeezing them
together as my two hands swept down her body.

"I don't have a problem with it," I said.

"I'm surprised. You never struck me as
someone who would be told what to do by someone like me."

"I probably wasn't. You opened my eyes."

I wanted to bury my face between her thighs,
but she hadn't told me to. Would I cross the line into disobedience
by doing so?

"You want me to turn over?" she asked, and I
agreed as though it was something I'd been just about to request. I
had conversation privileges, but the power was still hers, after
all.

The towel slipped to the floor as she turned
over, and neither of us was going to retrieve it. And there was
Zoey, lying on her back, entirely naked before me. Stunning. Her
pale breasts pointing up, her nipples stiff as I poured out more
oil over her flat stomach and thighs. Her eyes were closed in
complete bliss as I began to caress her again, my hands sweeping
over her body, starting off lightly again before gradually stepping
it up.

"You know," she said, softly, "I don't want
this to be only about you saving your job, Aiden."

"No, Ma'am."

"If you want this to continue, you have to
choose to continue."

"Yes Ma'am," I said. There were a few
fireworks going off inside me - just a few, as the butterflies in
my stomach were hogging much of the airspace in there, but
certainly a rocket or two. Choose to continue - oh boy, did I want
to continue. "I would choose to continue as long as you wanted me,"
I added, feeling strange to say it. I hadn't had a long-term
relationship with anyone for so many years.

She smiled. "Good. You know, in a healthy
relationship, the submissive has as much power as his Mistress. You
can walk away at any time. I want you to know that."

As I slipped my hands over her skin, I had to
stifle a gasp. Submissive. Was that what I'd become? Seemed kind of
obvious, but I'd never thought about it in those terms before. I
guess what we were doing was kind of out there. This was the kind
of thing you did in shady clubs in the wrong end of town, wasn't
it? Not with your boss in the office.

"Mistress…" My lips betrayed my thoughts
while I was thinking them, leaving me too distracted to stop myself
uttering the word.

Zoey giggled. "You sound nervous."

"Never been called submissive before."

"You know, I'm learning about this as well,
right?" she sighed. "I guess I find it hard to maintain a cruel
exterior with you. Even though you deserve it."

"Yes, Ma'am."

From this side, particularly with her cute
breasts there for me, it seemed less like a massage and more like
out-and-out fondling. Oh, I did her arms, and paid some attention
to her shoulders, but it was gliding my hands over her breasts,
grazing over her hard nipples that got her moaning.

Squeezing her breasts like this - was this
what had happened after tennis?

Quiet sighs became little gasps and moans, my
hands toying around her breasts a while before I eventually moved
down again, over her stomach and down to her thighs.

I could smell a hint of her arousal in the
air, even above the scent of coconut. I had to try my best to keep
calm as I coaxed her thighs and calves from the front, then subtly
edged open her legs again, so my caresses along her inner thighs
could reach all the way up, and nudge the sides of her pussy, so
sweet and pink beneath her little patch of dark hair.

She said: "I love the way you touch me,
Jones."

Oh God, how wonderful did it feel to receive
praise from my Mistress? I wasn't sure I liked thinking about her
with that particular label - it was attached to weird, fetishy
things - but how else did I refer to her status? Goddess, perhaps.
I certainly intended to worship her to the best of my ability. Her
power over me made it thrilling to receive a complement, because it
was an outward sign that I pleased her.

"I love touching you," I said.

"Well assume you have permission to touch me
wherever you want this evening," she said in that wonderfully
relaxed, blissed-out honey tone.

Left hand continuing to slide over her
thighs, my right now concentrated on her pussy, two fingers in
particular rubbing down either side of her rose-blush lips, teasing
her, coaxing out those deep moans that made the hairs rise on the
back of my neck.

Then all pretense seemed to slip away, and I
was using both hands to touch her there. And a finger slipped
inside her slippery folds, penetrating her pussy.

"Oh God," she shivered, and I couldn't help
but think of a certain tennis player in college, now even wishing
this was the way it had gone back then. So hot. I wanted my
beautiful Goddess to have had this kind of pleasure before me,
though that selfish part that still pulsed inside wanted me to be
the best she'd ever had, of course.

One finger became two, and as her moans
encouraged me onward, my massage had turned fully into more. My
fingers sought out the heat and the wetness, focusing the pressure
around her clit and then inside her soft pussy.

I wondered if I had actually learned
something from the long process of massaging the rest of her body -
I was touching her in a way I'd never really touched a girl before
- slower, more sensual, responding to the rhythms and motions of
her body and her breathing.

She was so wet, and at last, I couldn't
resist any longer, and now my lips touched gently down over her
clit, my tongue slipping out to dip into her wet folds, and Zoey's
moans turned suddenly deeper, more chesty.

Pushing up her thighs for easier access, she
didn't stop me - almost seemed to expect it, lying there on her
back, eyes closed, mouth open as she sucked in oxygen, responding
to my own mouth now fastening upon her sensitive flesh.

"Oh, Aiden Jones, what are you doing to
me…"

As I licked her, her head tilted back and she
seemed almost to be in pain, hands gripping the towel beside her as
though coping with agony. Yet her breathless moans were so candid
to the overwhelming pleasure flowing through her body, making me
wonder if my massage had somehow tuned her up, emphasizing the
sensations from my tongue.

How strange it was to consider that when I'd
been with other girls - the one-a-week dates that Zoey had
jealously alluded to - I'd rarely given much oral sex, if at all.
It hadn't ever been because I didn't enjoy it, even with girls who
weren't as incredible as Zoey. Somehow, it felt to me as though
something had been overlooked in the process. I'd always been so
keen to get that notch on my bedpost that I'd simply rushed on by,
while my dates had always been the kind of girls that had just
wanted to please me, and be used by me.

To really appreciate this, time needed to be
taken - and that time was not only the guy's to take. The woman had
to be able to lie back and relax, enjoy it, allow her partner to
spend the time.

I felt I needed more time to perfect this,
once again considering the need for research to become a better
man, a better lover. Yet with a plaintive cry, she was shuddering
through a wonderful climax, and my time slurping her juices was
ending.

"Oh that was incredible," she sighed as I
picked myself up, stood up straight as though ready to serve her
further. "You know, Jones, normally Tuesday and Thursday nights, I
go to the gym. I could do with this kind of massage
afterwards."

"I'd love to, Ma'am," I said.

She smiled, sat up on the table and reached
for me.

"Sit down on the couch for me."

"Yes, Ma'am."

"And pass me the oil - I think you deserve
some payback."

I did as she asked, and Zoey now sat on the
floor in front of me, pouring out some of that coconut oil into her
palm.

"I think my hands are a little cold," she
said, "but you'll soon warm them up."

I did flinch as her fingers closed around my
shaft, pale and chilled as icicles. She used both hands to spread
the oil over my full length, and then slowly began to explore me,
checking out my erection in a patient fashion, perhaps mirroring my
slow exploration of her pussy at the tail end of my massage.

"You remember that you're not to come until I
say that you can, don't you, Jones?"

"Yes, Ma'am," I said, hopeful that I would
get that release soon.

"Good," she said, sliding her fingers all
over my sensitive hard flesh, feeling me out via the slippery oil.
"I enjoy the pleasure you give me, but I also enjoy the pleasure I
give you - and I don't want you taking that for yourself. I control
it."

"Yes, Ma'am."

She poured a little more of the cool oil over
the tip of my cock, making me flinch slightly once again.

"If you have an orgasm without my permission,
you'll be punished, Jones," she said, putting her hands together to
close around my well-lubricated shaft to continue pumping me, both
hands together able squeeze me so tight.

"Yes, Ma'am."

"If you take your own orgasm, you'll only
have to wait longer for another one," she said, and then she
briefly stopped pumping me to add: "Oh, and if you do slip one off
behind my back, you'll tell me - or else the punishment will be
worse. Understand?"

"Yes Ma'am."

"Great. Then I think we're done for the
night, Jones."

God, I walked right into that. I guess in
life there's always a balance of good and bad - everything can't
always go your way. I had saved my job, I had the most beautiful
woman I'd ever known ready to use me for her own sexual pleasure -
and tell me how I was to fulfill her every expectation, which was
valuable in itself - there had to be a downside somewhere.

So here was my downside - walking back out to
my car, my loins throbbing with a denied need.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Nine

 


 


I guess, looking back, Zoey had started
dressing in power suits ever since she'd been promoted to the vice
president position, and although my sulky attitude meant I had
entirely failed to notice the change in her from the librarian
she'd been before, she had definitely changed.

But now she'd taken control of me, taken
control of my orgasms, I think she was encouraged to go even
further, wearing particularly hot outfits just to rub it in my
face. Short skirts became scandalous, bras became seriously
push-up, shirts went a little more transparent. Taunting me.

Yet it was her confidence I found most sexy,
her knowing attitude and the occasional mischievous glance that
told me in no uncertain terms she knew exactly what affect she was
having on me.

I spent some restless nights after tending to
Zoey's needs either in the office or her apartment - lying in bed
all worked up with no release possible. Sure, I was tempted to
cheat on my pledge. But despite feeling convinced I could cover up
the physical signs of my transgression, I knew full well that I'd
find it difficult to lie to Zoey. She'd only have to ask a few
questions and I'd cave.

So I had to suffer - and Zoey was not going
to make it easy for me.

My co-workers even remarked on the way she
was dressing these days, and I had to rein them in a little to keep
their focus on the job at hand.

In particular, whenever she wore fishnet
stockings to work - even with a slightly longer skirt to downplay
it a little - the testosterone levels in the office shot through
the roof. My colleagues on the sales floor were finding it hard to
keep their tongues inside their mouths.

"Wish she'd go visit a few of my clients
dressed like that," Finnegan muttered as I declared a unilateral
ban on spending fruitless time staring at our VP's door hoping she
would appear again.

"Finn, please," I said.

"Hey, I'll get some of that action - my
clients won't budge." That was Brooks, who like Finnegan wasn't
having a good month.

I sighed, "You guys saying you need a woman
to help make sales? Maybe I should fire you, hire a few women
instead."

In fairness, our sales team was horrifically
male - we did badly need more of a gender balance, that was true
enough. My recruitment policy took a significant diversion after
Zoey tamed me, but back then we were unlikely to recruit anyone
extra unless our numbers improved.

The semi-joking threat got the boys to simmer
down, but there were still a multitude of glances directed toward
Zoey's door, just a little more subtle. And some of those glances
were mine.

It wasn't just her dress sense that got me
going.

I'd be sitting at my desk, and she'd send me
increasingly risky messages through the instant messenger system.
While she avoided email, which was traceable, the IM system seemed
safe to her.

She'd kick off mid-morning, perhaps,
with:

 


> I'm bored of the McKammon account.
Entertain me?

 


The question mark signaled that I could talk
to her, I guess, though in real life her demands were not optional.
I'd want nothing more than a quick walk into her office for some
high-risk mid-day oral servitude. But there was always the slight
chance she actually did want details on what the sales team was up
to, how things were going.

I'd usually feel it best to err on the side
of caution to begin with:

 


> Do you want me to run through where our
other key accounts stand?

 


I'd wait a moment or two, and she hit back
with something more suggestive:

 


>I'd rather find out about how your key
account is standing.

 


And then I'd be looking around the room,
checking to make sure I was safe, that noone else could see the
words appearing on my screen. I never needed to worry - even when
there was someone looking my way, the size of the text on my screen
was too diminutive for anyone to actually read unless they were
peering over my shoulder.

Sometimes, when I judged her mood was right,
I might tease her a little myself, play the innocent regarding her
innuendo:

 


>I can tell you that RGV Ingrams is close
to committing to Construction Week, if that's what you mean?

She'd soon show her true colors.

 


>Don't be facetious. I'm not interested
in your clients at the moment, thank you, Jones.

 


I'd stifle a snigger. I liked flirting with
her on IM.

 


> Do you realize what a pack of
slobbering hyenas you've turned our sales team into today?

 


> I haven't even spoken to the sales team
today. What could be on their minds?

 


Zoey could be really quite casual in our IM
banter, but I made the effort to remain respectful. It wasn't that
I was concerned she would suddenly take offense and want to punish
me - I found I actively wanted to be respectful. I wanted to put
her on a pedestal, adore her like the goddess she was.

So, for example, in hinting that her clothing
choice was distracting my colleagues, I tried to avoid any sense I
was criticizing her.

 


>I think it may have something to do with
the way your outfit highlights your incredible beauty particularly
well today.

 


> And does that mean you're a slobbering
hyena as well?

 


>I have a bucket on hand to keep from
messing up the carpet.

I could imagine her shut away in her corner
office being amused by my attempts to tread carefully in our
conversation, and I liked it.

 


>I'm sorry I've caused you such
trouble.

 


>It's no trouble. I can handle it.

 


>Can you handle it if I was to tell you
that right now I'm thinking about your beautiful hard cock?

 


>That would make it a little more
difficult.

 


>How I'm thinking about your next reward,
when time comes...

 


> And what are you thinking my next
reward might be?

 


>Maybe it might involve putting your cock
somewhere hot and wet. Are you slobbering right about now?

 


>I can't help it, Ma'am.

 


>Is your cock nice and hard as you sit
there, imagining me sucking it?

 


>Like a rock. I'll have to sit here the
rest of the day, or someone will see it.

 


And at that point, often the messaging would
stop for a while, and she'd leave me to stew in the thought of her
rewarding me, taking our sexual congress to the next level, perhaps
even allowing me release.

 


 


*

 


 


I could usually tell her mood, and a little
about what kind of entertaining she might be craving, from her
dress sense. Very short skirts often meant she'd need me to go down
on her the moment our colleagues had gone home. More conservative
attire might mean she was off to the gym after work, and would need
a massage afterward. Pants seemed to mean a night off for yours
truly for whatever reason.

Later on, fishnet stockings came to mean she
felt like tying me up.

Being the default dominant male before Zoey
had come along, I'd never been shackled by anyone else before. I'd
never even thought about it as an option in the bedroom - and
whenever I heard about it in the media, I always thought it some
weird kind of kink for scary people in leather and gimp masks.

The first time, she took me to a hotel. It
was a nice hotel, but walking in with a beautiful woman whose legs
were bound in black fishnets made me feel so unbelievably seedy.
The fact she'd hiked up her skirt and added garish bright scarlet
lipstick on the way over made it feel even more like I'd picked her
up from some street corner somewhere.

We had a few curious glances from other hotel
patrons, and naturally as we stepped up to check in, Zoey received
a full up-and-down from the receptionist.

"It's a nice hotel," she said to me on the
way up to our room in the elevator. "Thought it might be good to
get away from it - really let go."

I trembled as she said that. What was she
planning?

"When I started as an intern," she was
explaining while I quivered next to her, "this is where they put me
up for the first week until I got an apartment sorted out."

"That was nice of them," I said, my thoughts
tumbling out of my mouth since I was a little on the nervous
side.

"They wanted to impress me, I guess," she
said, overlooking my unauthorized speech.

It did feel good to get away from it all, and
indulge in the stylish yet anonymous interior of a top hotel. Ours
was an impressive room - complete with a large four-poster bed,
with clean white bedding and semi-transparent white curtains at
each corner that made the place look more suited to the tropics,
perhaps, for some colonial island governor's master bedroom.

Even before she ordered me abruptly to strip,
I was tingling all over and my cock was straining in my pants -
hoping desperately that this night would see Zoey allowing me the
honor of going all the way with her. I'd done seriously well to
control myself, but it was getting faintly ridiculous.

Once naked, standing almost to attention as
my boss wandered around me, inspecting my body, my manhood quietly
bobbed in the chill of the air-conditioned air, like a racehorse
straining to get out of the starting gates.

She enjoyed teasing me, stepping slowly
around me, occasionally touching me, feeling out my muscles and my
ass as though I was some bull about to be auctioned, leaning in to
inhale the scent from my skin. She even playfully patted my rigid
cock a few times.

"Lie on the bed, Jones," she ordered. "On
your back."

I did as she asked, hoping she was going to
ride me, wondering if the rock-hard nature of my cock might entice
her to take our connection to the next level.

Craning my head to look at her, I watched as
she whipped off her skirt - then gasped as I saw that she wasn't
wearing panties. Had she been that way all day in the office? Wow.
My colleagues would have gone nuts if they'd had any inkling.
Framed by the garters holding up her stockings, her pussy was
positively mouthwatering with her little patch of dark hair
accenting her startling exposure.

She removed her jacket, slinging it over a
chair, and then as she unfastened the buttons on her shirt, she
slowly revealed the wicked black lace and crimson satin of a
beautiful and luxurious corset.

It took my breath away. My God - what a thing
to wear all day at work, hidden until now. Zoey might not have the
largest breasts in the world - and wouldn't have suited them - but
the corset she wore enhanced her curves, pushed up her cleavage and
emphasized her glorious femininity. The fishnets gave her an added
touch of the burlesque, all adding up to the kind of vampy look
that screamed sexual power.

She was stunning, she was extraordinary, she
was my goddess and I was desperate to worship her.

"You like?" she asked me, though she could no
doubt tell from my expression what kind of an effect her outfit was
having on me.

"You look amazing."

She beamed at me. "It makes me feel so
powerful. Given me a buzz all day knowing this was here, and that
I'd get to show you."

She laughed, adding: "Almost gave in to
temptation in the lunch break."

She approached the bed, and crawled slowly up
my body like some kind of panther on the hunt, slinking up towards
my head, a devilish seductress come to take my soul. The feel of
her fishnets brushing my skin as she moved up to straddle my chest
invoked ripples of arousal all through my body - what an incredible
creature I had before me, so close I could smell her intoxicating
scent.

I pushed up my hips to her as the intense
heat of her body pressed to mine, as though trying to tempt her to
use my manhood, to put me out of my misery. She wasn't having any
of it - she continued moving up my body, giving me her heat but
nothing more, though as she neared, I at least had a stunning
view.

Leaning over me, I thought she aimed to
simply tease me by pushing the ample globes of her breasts in my
face, feeding my lust with a burst of a jasmine-accent perfume. But
that wasn't her intent - she continued moving, reaching for the
white cotton curtain trailing down the nearest column, then
trailing the material around my wrist.

I couldn't help but offer a wide-eyed look of
surprise at this, but I certainly didn't object. She gave me a
mischievous smile, her eyes hinting that she had plans for me. Then
she stretched the other way, binding my other wrist similarly with
the curtain - leaving me with some movement, but not sufficient to
achieve anything.

Wrists suitably tied, now she lifted off my
body, and tended to my ankles - shackling me with the other set of
curtains at the foot of the bed, so that I was splayed out like
Prometheus on his rock, ready to face my own torment.

"How does that feel?" she asked me.

"Good," I said. "Comfortable."

"But you can't move."

"No."

"Excellent. You're just an object for me to
use, Jones."

I waited for her, not quite able to see what
she was up to, unable to quite conceal the tremble in my body. What
were her plans for me, now I was completely vulnerable to her every
desire?

I felt her climb back onto the bed, and then
straddle me again, this time facing away from me, hovering over my
hips.

The searing heat of her pussy touched down on
my waiting shaft, and I very nearly lost control.

"Mmm… that feels good…" she said, teasing me.
"I bet this would feel so good inside me…"

Somehow, I managed to hold on.

Then she was edging back, upwards towards my
head, moving slowly and rubbing her warm, smooth body over my own.
The sensation of skin on skin was so incredible, so erotic even
without the touching of erogenous zones.

She edged back a little more, offering me a
superlative view of her firm behind, her hands reaching back to
knead her flesh, teasing me a little further before it was time to
give into her own desires and ease her pussy into place over my
face.

"Oh God… that's what I need…"

Tongue flicking out to press into her burning
hot flesh, I tasted her, even as my heavy breathing was saturated
with the dark scent of her arousal. She allowed me just to lick
her, to nibble on her pussy lips and delve the tip of my tongue
into the tight confines of her womanhood to seek out her succulent
flavor. I could feel her fooling around with my erection - not
actually trying to give me sexual release, but using my cock as a
plaything to turn herself on further.

Her want became stronger, so that she took
more and more of an active role, pushing back to press herself on
my mouth, using me for her own ends. Her moaning drove me wild.

I couldn't help but think, as I struggled a
little for air while keeping my tongue available for her to rub
against, how wonderful it was to truly appreciate a beautiful woman
in this way. I also felt what an enormous wasted opportunity it had
been that I'd never really had the chance to do this before Zoey -
considering all the women I'd been with in the past decade.

Sure, my past encounters had never appeared
to disappoint the women I'd been with - but how many of those
orgasms had been real? I wondered if I'd achieved it at all until
Zoey had come along.

"Oh, that's it, Aiden, just there… suck me,
suck my pussy…"

But really, until Zoey started using me for
her own ends like this, I honestly hadn't known what was possible.
She'd opened my eyes. It wasn't just knowing this was physically
possible, it was knowing that this was something she wanted, and it
wasn't going against etiquette or protocol to feast on her like
this.

I think guys developing their sexual ability
take a lot of leads from their female partners - who else do they
have to learn from? The women I'd had to learn from had been so
eager to please me first and foremost, they hadn't bothered to show
me how to please them.

"Oh you make me so wet…"

Zoey had come along and blown my world. She
made me feel like a beginner, even at the age of 30. I had so much
to learn - and yet just knowing that I had so much to learn seemed
like an important first step, challenging the enshrined belief that
I was experienced in the ways of sex, that I'd done it all and knew
it all.

Suddenly I felt my cock enveloped by the most
irresistible heat, the soft texture of her mouth closing around my
sensitive, throbbing flesh.

Oh God - I was going to lose it.

Her hands gripped around my shaft as she
began sucking me, her tongue swirling around the ridge of my
helmet. Her whole body rocked as she bobbed her head down on me, in
time with the grinding of her pussy on my face. I kept up my oral
assault on her slippery groove, but my mental focus was on toning
down my own arousal, keeping myself under control. She had not
given me consent to orgasm yet - and I so badly wanted to show her
I was strong.

I knew I would feel better to get my
much-delayed release, but I was actually grateful when she finally
let up and climbed off me. I wanted this to continue.

"Oh God that was amazing," she said as she
dismounted, breathless, flushed, exhilarated. I couldn't say
whether she'd had an orgasm or not - that last stretch, my mind had
been so focused on preventing myself exploding in her mouth.

"I love the taste of your pre-come," she
whispered before pulling herself up to kiss my mouth, her lips
hungrily sucking on mine, her tongue delving inside my mouth,
tasting a little salty, I realized, from my own emissions.

Bound by that confining corset, her fulsome
breasts brushed against my chest as she kissed me, the lacework a
little scratchy but so sexy, the mere texture on my skin, so unlike
the textures I was used to, stoking my fires again. I was just too
turned on to object to tasting my own pre-come in her mouth -
besides, my mouth was lined with her own flavor, and she didn't
seem to object to that. I guess there was something sexy about our
emissions blending like that, where they shouldn't.

Now she straddled me again, and this time she
brought her pussy up to my face from the front, where she could
watch me eating her as she rode my mouth. I was provided the most
scintillating view up her body, from her beautiful mound framed by
fishnets and suspenders, up her extravagant corset and her shapely
cleavage to the hot flush that pervaded her pretty face.

She wiggled her hips playfully once she'd
satisfied her itch once more, but wasn't going to fuck my face for
long, sliding instead back down my body for another sensual kiss of
the mouth, her thighs locking around my waist, her chest crushing
mine, her firm rear poised just far enough away to keep my manhood
from venturing too close to her exposed sex.

"You don't mind that I'm completely addicted
to your oral skills, do you, Jones?" she asked in between kissing
me.

"Wouldn't have it any other way," I said
honestly.

"It's your fault I'm so hooked - but I will
give you your own release one of these days, I promise."

She edged back, sitting up to grasp the
straining column rising from my loins, positioning it between her
thighs where she could use it to her own ends - while keeping me
from mine.

"Oh God, I love tying you up," she said,
rocking her hips to graze her clit against my rigid shaft. "But we
are going to have to buy some rope, Jones. Do it properly."

It seemed so decadent checking out of our
hotel after only a few hours. Zoe left me to pay, waltzing out of
the building leaving everyone in the lobby under the impression I'd
just slept with a high-class call girl.

I kept my eyes well away from any accusatory
stares, though I caught a blush on the face of the receptionist who
checked me out. What could I do? I could hardly make a declaration
that she was my boss, not my whore. That I hadn't even come the
whole time we were up there.

I was sweating with need as I drove home that
night, trying to keep the carnal thoughts out of my head.
Eventually I was able to calm down, though I wondered just how long
my personal resolve would last.

 


 


*

 


 


I became Zoey's frequent chauffeur, and while
I still did my duty regularly within her office, often she'd have
me take her home instead, where she could use me to her heart's
content without threat of interruption, and then send me
packing.

Tuesdays and Thursdays, I'd usually take her
to the gym, even acting as her personal trainer. It meant I'd be
acting dominantly with her - something to which she seemed
strangely responsive. I, on the other hand, after years of
dominating my sexual partners, now felt actively uncomfortable
ordering her around, feeling more of an urge to kneel before her
than lord it over her.

Still, I enjoyed seeing her in her skintight
gym clothes, and when she worked up a sweat, she was always keen to
head back home afterward for a slow, sensual massage.

Friday night came to be a kind of date night.
It meant I missed my regular night out with the guys, but I was so
obsessed with my new relationship that it seemed far too easy to
cast aside my age-old tradition.

One particular Friday, Zoey was out of town
for the day, meeting with a law firm in Alexandria, leaving me
wondering all afternoon whether I would get to see her that
evening. I'd sent her a couple of texts and an email subtly asking
her plans for the weekend, and heard nothing in return. Five
o'clock turned up, and my colleagues began to leave, and still I'd
had nothing from her.

Six o'clock came around, finding me
completely alone in the office again, the distant sound of vacuum
cleaners ramming home the depressing message that I should just
wrap it up, head home.

But as I pulled on my jacket ready to head
down to my car, I heard the quiet ring of the elevator arriving on
our floor. My heart skipped a few beats. Scooting over to lean out
into the aisle, I could just about see all the way down there as
the elevator doors opened. The sight of the FedEx guy made my heart
sink.

"Aiden Jones?" He called, spotting me lurking
there like an idiot.

"That's me," I yelled back.

He handed me a small box, and by the time I'd
got the packing tape out of the way, he'd already left the
building. Those delivery guys have big routes to get around.

I hadn't been expecting anything - certainly
hadn't been expecting what I received. A pair of little black lace
panties and a movie ticket.

What a nice way to be invited out to the
pictures. The ticket gave me enough information to track down the
right theater, and I arrived just as the lights were fading for the
showing - spotting a smiling Zoey Schoenberg towards the back,
nicely distant from anyone else.

"Hey," I said quietly as I took off my jacket
and found my seat.

"You got my message, then?" she grinned.

"I guess so. I think you dropped something
when you were FedExing me the ticket," I retrieved her panties,
dangled them in front of her.

"Thought you might need some incentive," she
shrugged, then lifted her feet up onto the top of the seat in
front. In the silver-blue light from the movie screen, I could see
that she hadn't bothered to replace the underwear she'd sent over
to me by FedEx Express.

The rows were spacious for a movie theater,
but I'm not entirely sure how I managed to wedge myself in
position. I had the motivation to find a way, and as it turned out,
feasting on the delicious brunette through the first two acts made
it quite the most memorable movie experience I'd ever had. Zoey
seemed to enjoy it too.



 


*

 


 


I did pretty well on the whole, focusing on
Zoey's needs, dispensing with my own. Our relationship certainly
wasn't nearly as extreme as some of the dominant-submissive
arrangements out there, which seemed to suit both of us down to the
ground.

Zoey mostly referred to it as a female-led
relationship, rather than dominance and submission. She teased me,
she surprised me, she denied me release until I started having the
first wet dreams I'd had since being a young teenager. But there
was no out-and-out humiliation, no actual bodily harm, no real
pain.

I got the impression she hadn't really done
this before me. I was fine about that, I was more than happy for
her to learn on me. But she told me once that she wasn't a
dominatrix, she didn't want to be. She liked telling me what to do,
liked having me at her beck and call, but she wasn't going to set
up some kind of Red Room or dungeon full of scary medieval
implements. She wasn't going to degrade me and turn me into a
sniveling slave - she wanted to impose her will on a man, not a
mouse. She took pride in my achievements at work, encouraged me to
excel. And the way she rewarded me was the best motivation a worker
could ever have.

I think if she'd wanted any of that, I could
have accommodated her demands. But she didn't want to hurt me,
didn't want to debase me, didn't want to mock me - despite the
hardship I'd put her through for all of six months after her
promotion.

Outside the protections of our privacy, she
treated me as just another colleague, though now she had me firmly
under her thumb in the hierarchy. What we had together remained
secret, for us to enjoy - though there were the occasional risks,
not least the continuing use of her office after hours.

It turned out I was particularly talented at
controlling myself and sticking to the rules, if I had her pleasure
to focus on. I found my own pleasure in witnessing her beauty and
contentment, indulging in it, and the overwhelming bliss I
experienced from making her smile, making her moan, making her
come.

Zoey's mood varied, naturally enough -
sometimes she felt like being strict, plenty of times she'd reward
me for my dedication by relaxing the rules, allowing us to spend
time in "Ordinary Mode", almost like normal boyfriend and
girlfriend. Plenty of times she just didn't have the energy to be
overly dominant, allowing me free reign to pleasure her and soothe
her aches and pains as I saw fit. I took pride in learning how to
please her, and while her strength was thrilling when she imposed
it, those tender periods were sweet and heavenly respites from the
pressures of our working week.

And then we went to Philadelphia, and the
cozy stability we'd settled into was suddenly thrown into sharp
disarray as a figure from her past appeared.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 


 


2. PLEASURE AND
PAIN

 


 


A perfect Woman, nobly plann'd,

To warn, to comfort, and command;

And yet a Spirit still, and bright

With something of angelic light.

- William Wordsworth, Perfect Woman

 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



Chapter
Ten

 


 


In our business, we're away from the office
quite frequently, pursuing key clients, attending industry events
at which to raise the profiles of our publications and attract new
advertisers. On those occasions when Zoey was taken out of town for
a few days on end, or when I flew off to another part of the
country to tie up my own deal or appear at another tiresome
seminar, I had time to consider just what was happening to me.

I wasn't quite prepared for how much it hurt
to be apart from her for significant lengths of time, however. It
had been something of a Damascene conversion as I discovered the
real purpose that surrendering to Zoey's intense and irresistible
authority gave to my life. Yet when we were apart for more than a
day or so, it really started to become obvious the kind of
emptiness I felt without her around.

Looking back, I think I always had that sense
of being incomplete, and my earlier efforts to bed as many shiny
but vacantly pneumatic blondes as I could lay my hands on had been
a way of distracting myself from that emptiness.

Thinking about my sexual history, I realize
that all the real high points along the way had been when women I'd
been with had displayed little glimpses of the kind of power that
Zoey lived every moment she was with me.

It had started with the loss of my virginity
at the end of high school in the sunny corner of a Pennsylvania
cornfield, when Sally Donovan had grown tired of me kissing her and
nothing else. After a stern talking to from my father in the
Baptist-inspired name of sex education, I had been under the
impression that if a guy attempted intercourse with a girl before
their wedding day, it would be deemed a sexual assault, with the
guy ending up in jail. Sally had told me to quit stalling and lie
back so she could get a condom on me, and then she'd straddled me
without so much as another word. At the time, I think I was so
overwhelmed by the loss of my cherry and the life-transformation
that represented that I completely missed the underlying thrill of
being ordered to lie back and allow Sally to make use of my
equipment for her own ends.

There had been Eliza Reeves in first year of
college, the first girl who had ever worn proper lingerie for me,
and the first and only girl prior to Zoey who had ever actively
asked me to go down on her. God, how hot had she been? She hadn't
the prettiest girl in the world, but so sexy and curvaceous in
stockings and suspenders and all that lace, showing off the kind of
outfits that couldn't be anything other than clothes specially
picked out for sex.

Helena, a redhead I met in my first real job,
selling classified ads for a newspaper before that whole part of
the industry was shut down by Craigslist. She'd had the dirtiest
mouth of any woman I'd ever met, and while she had never dominated
me, her running commentary whenever we screwed had made me harder
than any girl before, and told me exactly what kind of things got
her going, which had ultimately served to ensure she came at the
end as well as I did.

I even recalled a one night stand with a girl
called Rita that happened at some point when I was 26 or 27,
because that particular night we didn't have a condom, and she
hadn't been in the mood to go down on me. I'd spent that night
tonguing the alphabet over her clit until she'd rolled over and
gone to sleep. The experience had been memorable, although at the
time I'd been seriously disappointed not to go the distance with
her.

Perhaps I had now re-engineered my memory in
the light of my new-found obsession, but the fact was those few
encounters had certainly lodged in my head out rather than the
countless others had simply faded into the ether. If I'd only
recognized at the time what was going on, and why it had been so
hot.

When I thought about it, I'd been waiting for
Zoey all my life.

Where did it all go wrong? I suppose as I
matured, moved away from home and found the confidence to actively
pursue the opposite sex, like many men I took the line of least
resistance - going for the girls who literally threw themselves at
me. Hey, if they were pretty, why wouldn't I go for them?

Only, with almost all of them the fires of
desire were quickly quelled. Even though the sex might be
distracting for the first night or so, it quickly became routine,
even with a string of different women.

Looking back, it's easy to get depressed that
there was nearly a decade of my life that was essentially wasted as
I never got to truly appreciate the women I had been with. Sure,
now I can see how selfish I was at the time, but until Zoey came
along there was really nothing to help steer me in the right
direction - the vast majority of those girls did not want to show
me how to satisfy them properly. Maybe they didn't know how,
either.

But it doesn't help anyone to have regrets.
At least I discovered my tastes eventually - some people live a
lifetime without finding out.

I'd heard about the whole dominatrix thing
back in college, of course - I wasn't a complete innocent. Like
many people, I thought domination and submission was all about
freaky whips and chains, medieval torture equipment and so on, all
pain and horrific debasing humiliation. I didn't see that there
could be different shades of power within a relationship, that
there might be a particular level of female authority that would
hit the sweet spot for me.

And sweet it definitely turned out to be - to
have a sexy, empowered female become my own personal goddess.

Our own relationship did not always maintain
the same power balance, either. It's worth noting that sometimes
Zoey would be in more of a mood for equality, or decided to reward
me with a little time off from the sterner side of her authority.
She could be incredibly soft and almost demure at times, sweet like
candy, playful, flirty. Other times she'd be strong and put me
firmly in my place.

The denial of orgasm was strangely important
to our fledgling relationship - it was a long, long time where she
did not allow me release. It wasn't always easy for me, though I
feel it was a help in keeping me motivated to tend to Zoey as she
deserved.

In fact, the way in which Zoey controlled my
access to her made our relationship seem strangely like the first
times I'd been with a woman - uncertain as to what I'd be allowed,
constantly hopeful she'd let me take the next step, and always
finding that the biggest reward of all was Zoey's happiness.

Yet just as I was getting used to this new
form of relationship, it became clear that Zoey herself was yet to
discover her own sweet spot in the whole spectrum of the power
balance.

I was about to discover just how dangerous it
could be if the balance shifted completely out of my comfort
zone.

 


 


*

 


 


Zoey emailed just before lunch one day,
calling me into her office. She said RJS had suddenly pushed
everything forwards a week, and that we were to give a full
presentation of our proposal first thing the following morning.

Philadelphia wasn't far, but instead of
driving up there at the butt crack of dawn, my boss wanted us to go
that afternoon, staying overnight in a hotel so we were completely
fresh when meeting with the execs from the software firm.

I was instructed to polish up our proposal
ready for the presentation - a fair amount of work, actually, since
I usually left the final push on a pitch until the last few days so
that I was fully immersed in the details when I gave the
presentation.

"You have two hours to put everything
together - the PowerPoint, the handouts, and so on. I know you're
extremely familiar with the client. Once you're done, we'll drive
up there - is that clear?"

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

"If you're on time, then you'll be rewarded.
A minute late, and you will not. Understood?"

"Yes, Ma’am."

I felt a little giddy, actually, at her use
of the word "reward", not to mention the plan for us to stay
overnight in a hotel. Would we have one room or two? The company
would no doubt book two, for the sake of appearances if nothing
else.

She dismissed me, and I scurried out of her
office, the next couple of hours becoming perhaps one of the most
intensive work periods of my career thus far, as I essentially
postponed the team's lunch break to set all hands on deck.

We were done, with the best possible proposal
we could muster in such a short period, with five minutes to
spare.

"Excellent," Zoey said, not bothering to
examine the goods, simply standing up to usher me out of the
office.

She thanked those members of our team who had
not yet rushed off to get their late lunch as we ventured through
the office towards the elevators. I wondered if any of the other
members of staff might have a clue at what was happening between
Zoey Schoenberg and myself.

In the car I began to brief Zoey on the final
RJS proposal and its context even as I was still driving out of the
parking lot - detailing the market in which it operated, and the
various elements of our proposal to promote their brand in our
portfolio of magazines.

The briefing continued as we passed the
beltway and, off and on, all the way up the I-95. I was careful not
to speak unless she asked me a question, respecting the rule when
the two of us were alone together, but those questions kept coming,
even as we headed through Delaware, past Wilmington and then on
towards the South Philadelphia suburbs and into the heart of the
city.

My final points were made as we stepped out
in the little courtyard in front of the Sheraton down by the end of
North 2nd St, checked in, and rode the elevator to find our rooms.
As I had suspected, we had two separate rooms, but as we came to
our adjoining doors, she wasn't simply going to invite me to share
her room - I would be based in my own space.

"Excellent, Jones," she said regarding my
briefing as she opened the door to her room. "I think you've earned
your reward."

"Thank you, Ma’am." I was shaking. God, I
needed release.

"We'll open the door connecting our rooms,
and then I want you to take a shower and come to my room. You won't
need any clothes. Got that?"

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

Keeping calm was no easy matter when I felt
like I had some kind of amphetamines flowing through my veins. We
unlocked the doors to open up our two rooms, and then yours truly
took the quickest shower ever.

Then, I dutifully arrived in Zoey
Schoenberg's hotel room, naked as the day I was born.
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Zoey was lying curled up on the bed waiting
for me as I ventured inside her suite. She was wearing nothing but
a pair of uncharacteristically bright neon pink panties and a
matching bra, along with a hungry-looking expression, her glasses
sitting on the bedside table. She was breathtaking - every curve
presented in such a way as to drive a man crazy.

"I'm going to be nice to you, Jones," she
said, her voice softer than usual, making me wonder if she wasn't
in the mood for a little 'Ordinary Mode' loving. "I appreciate the
work you've put in for this presentation."

"Thank you Ma’am."

"Come here," she ordered me.

I walked forward, my cock appearing to grow
harder with every step, influenced no doubt by her near-nudity,
that little bra and panty set, which seemed somehow too girly for
her new dominant persona, making me suspect she had elements to her
character I was yet to fathom.

She patted the bed next to her, and I climbed
on board, crawling my way up to my appointed position.

"Lie down, on your back, so I can get a good
look at you," she said.

I did as she asked, and she began to stroke
my chest, then my whole body, checking out the firmness of my
muscles, the texture of my skin, and finally a most attentive
examination of my hard cock. Prodding me and poking me as though
performing a medical.

"You have a nice cock, Jones," she said. "I
think it's one of my favorites."

"Thank you, Ma’am."

She lay between my legs, and caught me quite
by surprise by ducking down to slip the tip of my cock inside her
mouth as she gripped it firmly by the base.

I groaned long and hard at the intense heat
that enveloped my swollen helmet. She sank down on my shaft, and
after so long with zero activity, I worried I was going to erupt in
her mouth any minute.

By no small miracle I held it together until
she withdrew.

"You'd better not come until I tell you,
Jones."

"No, Ma’am."

She flicked her long brown hair out of her
face, and sank down on my cock once again, her lips stretching
around my shaft, her hand squeezing the base while she alternately
sucked, licked and bobbed up and down on my hardness, the heat and
wetness of her mouth holding the very real threat of taking me over
the edge, risking me failing to comply with her order.

"Feel good?" she asked, her lips smacking as
she briefly withdrew from me.

I could only groan, and she smiled broadly at
my inability to express myself beyond a caveman noise. Pumping me,
licking me, shaking her silky cocoa hair over my skin as she sucked
the end of my swollen manhood, I wondered if she wasn't trying to
set me off, doing her best to make me break her rule. I had to try
to hold on, though - she had not consented to my release.

I'd been insanely good at sticking to her
rules so far in our relationship - I suddenly wondered, was she
disappointed I wasn't giving her more opportunities to punish
me?

Somehow I held on, and now she lifted herself
up on all fours, and I sat up to meet her kiss, placing my hands
gently around her head to suck on those sweet lips, sharing a short
but affectionate kiss.

"Back to work, Jones," she said softly,
playfully, sitting up in my lap and slipping one strap of her bra
over her shoulder, her expression clearly indicating what she
wanted.

I slipped the other strap down, to reveal her
beautiful breasts, so prominent, so begging to be sucked. I took
one of her stiff pink nipples into my mouth, breathing in the scent
of her perfume and her skin as I swirled my tongue around over her
soft flesh.

"Oh, that's nice," she moaned softly,
reaching behind herself to remove the neon pink bra completely,
allowing me to kiss all the way around her breasts, the top of her
stomach and tease those hard little nipples with my hot mouth.

But she stopped me, pushed me back on the
bed, and between my legs now managed to slip off her panties,
leaving her breathtakingly naked.

"You know, Jones, I used to have a crush on
you?" she said, kneeling up again, as I pushed myself up to kiss
her stomach, my hands reaching around to caress her bare
behind.

"No, I didn't, Ma’am."

She pushed me firmly down again, placing her
hands firmly on my upper chest as she now straddled my stomach, and
then continued to move up my body, placing her left knee beside my
head, her right foot beside my bicep so that her exquisite pussy
now arrived over my mouth. It was already glistening with her
juices, and I could detect the musk of her arousal before she even
touched down onto my eager lips.

"I did everything I could to get you to
notice me," she said. "But you were so dedicated, so professional -
you completely ignored me."

I trailed my tongue through her slippery
folds, tasting her wonderful tangy juices, and she began to stir
her hips as I lapped at her tender lips.

"I thought I was too young for you - but guys
don't normally mind that too much, do they?" she said, and I could
see she was massaging her breasts as I sucked her clit into my
mouth.

"Funny how things turn out, huh?" she
asked.

"Yes, Ma’am," I said, before I was stifled by
her pressing down on my face a little harder, grinding her pussy
against my mouth.

She said: "I was always going to be promoted
to head of department, you know. That's what they hired me
for."

Well, that explained a few things. By now, I
didn't even care she'd gotten the promotion instead of me - I felt
thankful things had turned out the way they had.

"They're putting a number of us fast-track
graduates across the company at the moment, to improve the overall
gender balance. It shakes things up and offers long-term prospects
of stability at the firm - and female readers are increasingly
important to our company."

With one hand I caressed her pert behind as
she writhed over me, grazing her wet sex over my mouth and nose,
but with the other I subtly stroked my cock, perhaps something I
wasn't allowed to do, though she wasn't stopping me.

She moaned loudly, then said: "You know, it
really hurt that you didn't support me when I was promoted." She
put one hand over my ear now, and stroked the side of my head a
little, before her grip tightened, and she was pulling my face
firmly into her pussy, her rocking on my mouth accelerating.

"It's funny how the threat of losing your job
was all it took to get your attention," she said, becoming
increasingly breathless now, but releasing my head from her grip,
as she now lifted herself up.

I was a little confused - why was she
bringing all this up now? But I was too wound up to ask her if
everything was okay between us.

Zoey turned around, looking behind and down
on me as she now presented her pussy again, though this time from
the other direction. Now I was enveloped in her smooth, firm flesh,
as she wedged my face between her buttocks, pressing herself down
again to begin rocking her wet pussy against my mouth.

There was a kind of edge to her treatment of
me just then - a new hardness, almost brutality. She was venting
long-held frustrations. I could feel her hands supporting herself
on my stomach as she forced her body down on my head, her hips
beginning a gyrating movement, rendering it difficult for me to do
much other than open my mouth and push out my tongue to allow her
to use me as she saw fit.

I could hear her panting, moaning, but then
she leaned down, her fingers encircling my cock as her chest came
into full contact with mine. Now it was my turn to groan as I felt
her take my hardness back inside her mouth. I slipped my arms
around her hips, so that I could hold her buttocks, pulling her
beautifully round cheeks apart to offer me more air and better
access to her pussy now that she lay against me.

Zoey slowed the motion of her hips to a
standstill as she now focused a little on my cock, allowing me to
take charge for a while, kissing her pussy, sucking her clit,
pushing my tongue as far as it would go inside her.

This was the ultimate for me: being able to
indulge completely in her delicious pussy while at the same time
having this pretty brunette sucking my cock deep inside her mouth,
her velvet breasts pushing against my lower stomach.

I was a hair's breadth away from losing
control when she let go of my cock, and resumed pushing back
against my face, taking charge and rubbing her pussy over my whole
face, from chin to mouth to nose to forehead and back, and I got
the feeling she was reveling in the sense of power she had, to
shove her sex so obscenely into the face of the man she'd had a
crush on only to have her attentions spurned.

And while I was now safe from coming, it was
clear what was on the way for Zoey, although she now turned again,
flipping over so that she could now look down upon my face as she
pressed her pussy down over my mouth, my nose wedging against her
clit.

Sitting on me with knees either side and just
in front of my head, her feet pressing in against my shoulders and
upper arms, she squeezed her thighs together now, locking me in a
vice-tight hold that was like some kind of filthy wrestling
position, my head almost completely enveloped in her sweltering
flesh.

It wasn't exactly easy to breathe, but I just
about coped, doing my best to allow her as much contact as possible
with my mouth and tongue, as she now gripped onto my wrists and
wiggled her hips, her pussy now so warmed up and so firmly wedged
against me that it only took small motions to give her the
sensations she desired.

She leaned back, and I could see how hard her
nipples were, jutting out from her heaving chest as she gasped for
oxygen.

Her moisture was everywhere, so that I
wondered if a person could possibly drown like this. The thought
made me smile a little as I continued doing my best to please her -
was drowning in a beautiful woman's come like this a tragedy, or a
glorious way out of this world?

Her pace on my face accelerated, and again
there was very little I could actively do as she drove herself
towards her end - I was merely a passenger in this ride.

When she came I felt her whole body tremble,
energy rippling through her as her writhing faded over and around
my face, consuming her totally as she cried out at the glorious
gratification of her needs.
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There was probably some kind of payback
underpinning the fact that once satisfied, Zoey simply curled up
and drifted off to sleep.

I was in two minds again - part of me was
deeply contented at the fact that I could make this girl come to
the point at which she simply didn't have the energy to stay awake.
But the other part, which was strongly connected to my increasingly
blue balls, was feeling a little aggrieved.

I think that latter part of me was even
plotting all-out revolution.

In mitigation, I was a pulsating mass of
lust-fueled energy, and so many days of enforced restriction while
simultaneously having the dripping pussy of a delicious female
constantly smothering my face did put me in something of a
precarious position.

Now she was lying there naked before me, such
a beautiful sight and with my cock so hard between my legs. I
couldn't help but touch it. I knew she had forbidden me, knew that
she had threatened me with some kind of punishment, but I was so
far gone that just a couple of touches, and suddenly I was losing
control, feeling that twinge as the point of no return was reached,
and my hot seed was on its way, come what may.

In the split second that I felt myself losing
it, I suddenly freaked out that I was going to spray it all over
her as she slept, perhaps waking her from her contented slumber to
discover my transgression. So I panicked and reached for her neon
pink panties, the nearest things available to offer an alternative
receptacle.

It felt so dirty coming into her underwear,
but the sheer relief from unloading was tremendous.

Only when I was done, my heart rate subsiding
once again, I heard Zoey say: "Oh, we're going to have to punish
you for that, aren't we, Jones?"
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The pitch to RJS went well the next day,
though I'd had difficulty sleeping that night, and even during the
day's proceedings I felt a constant sense of anxiety, which I could
not deny came from my fears about how my exquisite vice president
was planning to punish me for the previous evening's
transgression.

We came away confident that we had done
everything possible to win the account, particularly in the light
of the shortened preparation time.

A few of the folks from RJS invited us out
for drinks at the end of the day in a little bar on Chestnut
Street, which was pleasant enough, but they were all a little older
than us, and as it turned out all had families waiting for them,
which meant they weren't going to stay out too long.

Zoey had the idea of calling up a few old
college friends of hers who now lived in the area. Her calls did
not bring results other than one single guy, whose name was
Brandon.

I thought he was okay until Zoey revealed
they were together back in college, in fact for quite a while. That
raised the hackles on the back of my neck. I was able to contain
myself, however, concealing my feelings.

"Hey Zo, you remember Billy Keefe?"

"Sure - he was a linebacker, right? Asked you
to loan me out to him one time, I seem to remember."

"God, he was an idiot. But you know, I saw
him last month at a conference in San Diego - he was asking how you
were doing."

Brandon was a big meat-head of a guy, a
football player in college, he was a tall, blond Beach Boys type
and still powerfully built following the end of his athletic
career, with Zoey flirtatiously noting he was still something of a
"tight end".

"You know I would never have dated you if
you'd gone out with Sheila first."

"Only hit on her to get you fired up."

"You're a bad man, Bran."

The two of them still had a definite
chemistry that kept on poking a knife-point into my chest
throughout an otherwise pleasant meal. Though Brandon was certainly
not the sharpest knife in the drawer, he did have an easy manner
and charm that I could see warmed Zoey, although I was mildly
surprised that she seemed to tone down the intellectual nature of
her conversation around him. Their easy familiarity made me feel
threatened, but I was able to calm myself a little by imagining
that if they had once had something, they must have explored it far
enough back then - there was no need for them to rekindle it.

I didn't really mind Brandon as a person,
though I minded his easy flirtation with Zoey and the way she was
so warm to him, and in comparison cold to me that evening,
referring to me only as a work colleague to her former flame, her
approach only seeming to confirm in his mind that she was still
available to him, and I was no barrier.

What was she doing? Was she punishing me? Was
this punishment for the previous night's transgression, or for the
six months of hell I'd put her through after her promotion?
Certainly the constant pang of guilt I felt for what I'd done made
me feel I deserved something.

Towards the end of the evening, it all
stepped up a notch or two.
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Brandon had just got up to head for the
restroom, leaving me alone with Zoey, when she said: "It's time for
you to go back to the hotel, Jones."

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg," I said, instantly
compliant in the hope that strict obedience would somehow encourage
her to end my punishment.

"You'll excuse yourself when Brandon comes
back," she said, "and you'll go back to your room on your own."

"Yes, Ma’am."

"You won't close the door between our rooms,
you'll open it fully - and you won't turn on a single light in your
room. You are to wait in there, and not make a sound, no matter
what, understood?"

"Yes, Ma’am."

"And as you receive your punishment, you are
not allowed to make a sound, enter my room, or otherwise make
yourself known until I tell you. Right?"

"Right, Ma’am."

I felt dread filling my chest at her
suggestion that my punishment was yet to come. It stirred up not
just butterflies in my stomach, but a nest of vipers, writhing and
spitting and biting throughout my frame.

Surely she wasn't thinking of punishing me in
the way I suddenly feared?

I was genuinely frightened. Ever since that
fateful Friday, I had bowed to Zoey's every command - but though it
had been a little frustrating to have her take control of my
orgasms, there had been arousal in that as well. This evening I
felt seriously vulnerable, seriously exposed. Was I only able to
handle giving up control to my beautiful boss if she did things
that met with my approval?

What if real control meant she did things I
did not want? Could I have it both ways?

Our arrangement so far had been mild - I knew
that. Ever since she'd curtailed my orgasms, I'd stopped venturing
online to find pictures of naked women, and it had left plenty of
time to fill with research that had included a casual investigation
of this whole dominant female thing. My research revealed people
whose whole lives revolved around a deep submission to their
dominatrix lover, including all kinds of degrading and humiliating
behavior. What Zoey had with me was soft by comparison - femdom
lite, I'd seen some people labeling it. Female-led relationships.
But as with all kinks in human sexuality, it could develop in
various different directions. What was Zoey's taste in a
dominant-submissive relationship?

Was all this about to get a whole lot
darker?

I felt panic gripping my throat. Should I
plead with her? Tell her I loved her? She would think me
ridiculous. She would lose what little respect she had for me. We'd
been together no time at all - we weren't even publicly out as a
couple. She could walk away from me, and nobody would know we'd
even had a thing.

I felt so fragile.

Brandon returned from the restroom, and I had
no choice but to comply with my orders, though every cell in my
body was crying out about the dangers of leaving Zoey alone with
her college sweetheart.

"Well, I guess today just about wiped me
out," I said, trying to sound relaxed and natural. I wasn't bad as
an actor, as it turned out.

"Hey, from what you guys say, it was all
worth it, though, huh?" Brandon said, the big slice of ham.

"I think so." I reached for my jacket, "but
I'm going to have to get some sleep so I can get the follow-up
strategy into gear soon as we get back into the office
tomorrow."

"Fair enough," was all Zoey had to say,
offering me a smile that concealed her own involvement in my
decision to depart.

"Well, hey, man," said Brandon, standing up
as I did, to shake my hand across the table as though we'd just
played a worthy game of football against each other. "It was sure
great to meet you."

"You too," I said, smiling myself. He was
like a big Labrador, or perhaps a golden retriever considering his
complexion. You couldn't hate him - it wasn't his fault my vice
president was using him as a pawn in her power games.

One last look passed between Zoey and myself
before I made a swift exit. I think I must have looked rather
pitiful, as though making a final appeal to a merciless one-woman
jury, while her eyes harbored a darkness that suggested I was in
for a rough night - and fully deserving of everything I got.

In that one cruel glance, I could see that
this was about more than simply my transgression the previous
night. This was payback for everything I'd put her through.

Though it chilled my heart more than ever, I
had no way to complain. I could have walked out of there - our
presentation was done, after all. We didn't need to be in
Philadelphia another night. But leaving now would be a sure-fire
end to our relationship, and I couldn't handle that.

I returned to our hotel rooms, and did
exactly as I had been told, though I felt so nervous and nauseous I
very nearly had to throw up my recent meal. As instructed, I opened
the door between our two hotel rooms wide, then extinguished the
lights.

Then, I sat on my bed for a long, agonizing
wait.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twelve

 


 


Alone in the dark, I waited for two
hours.

I had no idea when she might be coming back
to her room, when I would be released, but I had my instructions
and I did not want her to surprise me by returning quietly to find
me watching TV or lying sleeping in bed fully visible from next
door.

During that long wait, I had so much time to
think, to contemplate my failures as a human being and think about
what might have been, if only I'd been a nicer person during the
first six months of her promotion, not giving in to my baser
jealousy at being overlooked for promotion. Would she have ended up
starting this relationship with me?

I even I wondered if our whole relationship,
ever since that first Friday afternoon licking her boots in her
office, had been one big long set-up, all leading up to this point
where she could take real pleasure in twisting the knife in between
my shoulder blades.

The only brightness I could muster was that
this was some way of her dealing with our past, so our relationship
could be placed on some kind of even keel, upon which we could
build something more meaningful than just her crush and my fear of
losing my job.

Or maybe I was reading too much into this.
Maybe it was just a little teasing, a little psychological
punishment. Make me jealous by spending a little more time out with
her old flame, while I stewed back here in the hotel waiting for
her.

But if it was just punishment, when would
this punishment end? How far would she push it? In my research
about the whole dominant female thing, I'd read of some truly
frightening possibilities. Zoey hadn't appeared to be cruel before,
but that last look we'd shared before I left for the hotel had sent
shockwaves down by spine.

Perhaps she'd simply return home alone,
laughing at the jealousy that had oozed out of my every pore. But I
had to concede she did have some legitimate revenge issues to work
through.

In the darkness, I also thought about how I
felt about her - but did she feel the same way about me?

God, I felt like an angst-ridden teenager
again.

I kept coming back to that amazing kiss of
hers. While permission to go down on such a beautiful woman was
wonderfully intimate and thrilling, it was her tender moments that
really got to me. When she was in the mood to adore me as much as I
adored her, rewarding me with a taste of near-equality, it made me
think this was all real.

I tried to think positive thoughts through
that long wait, but knowing how badly I'd treated her in the past,
I knew I deserved something awful in return.

After such a long wait, when I heard the door
unlock in the room next door, I think I came close to suffering a
heart attack.
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As I'd most feared, it was the two of them
returning to Zoey's room that night. She had, as I had increasingly
expected, brought the big blond Californian back with her, and I
got the sense that I was not going to be in for any kind of easy
let-off.

I heard their voices, and now suddenly found
myself dreading the very worst.

Was she expecting me to stay here? Or was she
assuming I'd see them arrive together, and either shut the door
between our rooms or simply vacate the hotel altogether, her
betrayal confirmed. I knew that closing the door would only lead to
more punishment if I decided to stick with this relationship - and
for all the poison that now raced around my veins, I did still
crave Zoey like an addict craves his drug.

What surprised me as I watched them enter the
room was the strange note of curiosity I now felt - a dark
compulsion to see what happened, how far Zoey intended to take
this. I had an almost scientific need to see what kind of pain she
intended to dole out, now she'd decided to inflict it on me. I was
like one of those people that slows to check out the scene of a car
accident.

I suspect that shock had somehow numbed me to
the horror, the adrenalin making me immune to the awful
anguish.

I sat feeling like an explorer preparing to
take on the Antarctic - I wanted to see what my body could take,
what I could suffer before it all got too much. Hopefully I'd
conquer it, I'd reach the South Pole, I'd come out the other side
stronger, more ready than ever to be the partner worthy of Ms Zoey
Schoenberg.

Maybe I'd come out the other side a wreck of
a man - but it would be no less than I deserved.

"No, it's just another room," I heard Zoey
say, no doubt in response to a question from her Tight End about
the open door. "They only had suites available, you know? Since the
company's paying..."

Were they going over towards the bed? I
wondered if there was a place I could be from where I could watch
without being detected. It would no doubt hurt more to see what was
going on, but the force of my curiosity was irresistible.

I lodged myself in the shadows by the side of
my bed, from which I could see in through the open door all the way
to the side of Zoey's bed. I was pondering how not so long ago I
had been lying on that mattress, satisfying her with my face wedged
firmly between her thighs.

Now, that handsome idiot Brandon launched
himself on to the bed, lying back against the headboard with a look
of clear expectation.

Was it just me, or had someone sucked all the
oxygen out of my room?

I could understand that Zoey might still have
the hots for her old college boyfriend - he was quite a specimen,
almost statuesque in his athletic masculinity. He lay there, back
against the pillows now, not even bothering to remove his shoes.
Even so, surely she'd get to a point where she'd decide I'd had
punishment enough.

"...just a co-worker..."

I could hear only traces of their voices, and
it was mainly her voice I could hear from where I was, the whisper
of the air conditioning masking the full details of their
conversation. Brandon in particular was hard to distinguish because
of the lower pitch of his voice.

"…God you look amazing, Zo…"

"…not so bad yourself…"

Zoey now hopped up on the bed and straddled
him, wearing nothing but her little black skirt and little black
top. She pulled herself up to kneel over his lap, her hands sliding
over his shoulders as she ducked down to kiss his mouth.

I gasped. Brandon's hands moved gently to the
back of her head as she kissed him with real affection. That caused
me real hurt.

"...so good, so hard..."

They seemed great together - so natural,
though it pained me seriously to accept it. Brandon stroked her
hair out of her face, and Zoey now caressed the back of his head,
pulling him up to her as they became passionate. I merely pouted in
the darkness, wandering what Brandon had done to deserve the reward
she was giving him.

Those little shoulder straps slipped aside,
and her black top now slid down her stomach to reveal her bare
breasts - no bra - so perky with nipples so dreadfully stiff.

He was turning her on. She loved it. Did she
now hate me? Was I nothing to her?

Zoey was rocking gently back and forth, no
doubt stirring her hot little pussy against Brandon's hideously
hard cock, although he was still wearing his jeans. He sat up,
hands holding her narrow waist as he clamped his lips over one of
Zoey's hard nipples.

"...like that? You... more?..."

His hands slipped down to her butt now,
pushing up her skirt to reveal smooth cheeks and a scandalously
scanty black thong, almost a G-string. He had big hands, which now
spread over her butt, coaxing her firm flesh, until she stopped him
by forcing the removal of his shirt.

Big hands - I knew what that was supposed to
signify. It seemed Brandon was perfectly selected to make me
insanely jealous, to really drive home the misery. My stomach was
tied up in knots.

He resumed kissing her breasts, and she
brushed her long flowing cocoa locks back over her shoulder, out of
the way. She fumbled to remove her skirt, lifting this leg and then
that, with Brandon helping her to pull it over her thighs and round
over her knees and calves. She kept her panties on, and even
covered her breasts up again with that thin black top.

Oh, but there went the top as well, upwards,
over her head.

And they were kissing again, hands gliding
over each others' heads, making me wonder whether this was proof
that my Zoey had nothing but contempt for me, and no plans other
than to hurt me, to avenge herself.

Yet I so craved her, even now. I was
considering whether there might be some way to signal to her that I
was still keen to serve her, even if she did no longer wish to give
me any rewards, kisses or otherwise.

"…oh shit…"

"…baby, you don't… waiting for this…"

God, she was sliding up and down on his lap
as though using a rowing machine. I could tell he must have been
hard, she must have been dry-humping his offensive weapon.

Then Zoey was fumbling with Brandon's belt,
sliding her body down his legs, ducking to kiss his lower abdomen,
just below that ridiculous washboard stomach that would have made
any woman wet her underwear at a hundred paces. From the way she
knelt over him, I couldn't quite see the monster, but as she slid
down further, her pussy grinding into the rough denim covering his
leg, suddenly there it was in her hands. Pale compared to the rest
of him.

Actually smaller than I'd feared.

Oh, but it was there, in her hand and in her
mouth. She was sucking another man's cock, right in front of
me.

"…that's it… suck it, baby…"

I felt bile filling my stomach, sharp,
ugly.

From where I sat, it appeared to take a while
to get him up to full hardness. She was licking him, sucking him,
taking his balls in her mouth. He stroked her hair, pulling it out
of her face, and she seemed to be trying every trick in the book to
coax him up into maximum stiffness. There was that irresistible
hope building in me, that this wasn't going to work. After all this
time, and all their history, these two were incompatible.

But, eventually, perhaps only slowed by
alcohol, the beast was fully awakened.

"…Mmm… I've missed this…"

For a moment or two, she continued to please
him with her mouth, pumping away with her hand while looking up at
him, appearing intent on being his faithful servant. She was so
different with him than she was with me - almost seemed like a
different girl. Zoey was subservient to this guy in the way I was
to her.

I was thinking it was about time Brandon
returned the favor now, wasn't it? Like I was a director leading a
porn shoot, I wanted to bark directions. Maybe I wanted to see a
direct comparison - could he make her squirm like I could with my
mouth? Part of me was hoping he couldn't, that it would clearly
show I was still relevant to her, still had value for my beautiful
Zoey. The other part of me hoped he could actually satisfy her
sufficiently that she wouldn't feel the need to go further with
him.

They were up, moving now, like it was the end
of a song and they were readying themselves for the next
choreographed dance number.

But no, no, it wasn't going the way I wanted
it. The director was not pleased. Brandon was kneeling up,
shuffling around, and Zoey was turning on a dime to present her
rear to him. No, I was not happy, I was really not happy. Cut!
Cut!

Was she really going to do this to me?

"…well, look at that…"

"…come on, do it…"

I felt my cheeks burning, I imagine they must
have been all flushed as my whole system was filled with white-hot
horror.

Brandon was holding his big hard cock up,
edging it closer to Zoey's pert behind, and I noticed that she had
positioned herself so I could see her pussy in full as the gross,
swollen tip of his organ touched against her delicate pink
petals.

She was showing me, she was really showing
me. God, he wasn't even going to use a condom.

Brandon's big, hard, godlike cock eased into
Zoey's pussy. My Zoey's pussy. She groaned, long and low, and then
he started a rocking movement, one hand placed on her lower back to
help guide the motion as he pumped into her from behind.

"Oh God, that feels so good…"

She looked back at him, and there was real
desire, real need in her face, with her mouth open to suck in air,
her brow slightly creased as though she was focusing hard on what
was happening to her.

I felt so crushed, my heart being caressed by
a cheese grater. And yet I was hard as a rock as I sat there
watching.

I saw her mouth the word "fuck", and it was
not an instruction, it was a reaction. He was beginning to really
pound her now. She turned away from him, eyes closed, just feeling
the moment, her whole body rocking in mirrored rhythm to his
pounding, her hair swinging around and beneath her face like a
chandelier in an earthquake.

"Oh my God… oh my God..."

She put one hand back, her fingers splayed
out over the buttock closest to me, and she pulled her cheeks
apart, and I wonder if she was trying to make sure I could see
Brandon's obscene colossus defiling her.

Then suddenly, her face was turned to me, as
though she was a swimmer doing the front crawl, turning her head to
the side to grab the next breath.

And her eyes connected with mine.
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A million volts shot through my chest as she
looked at me and merely groaned, really rubbing it in.

I didn't move from where I was sitting
cowering on the floor by the side of my bed, and I knew I wouldn't
move unless there was the risk that Brandon might spot me.

It was so awful she was looking at me like
that, a real darkness in her lust-filled eyes as she breathed
forcefully, and her old college boyfriend slipped out of her
briefly before ploughing back in, driving his fulsome cock into her
beautiful body, which was to have been mine.

Was she angry? Was this real revenge?

"Oh fuck, Bran… oh yeah…"

She made a show of how glorious Brandon was
making her feel, shutting her eyes, moaning as though she was
sampling the most expensive foods, which someone else was providing
her because I could not possibly afford them. Belittling me,
showing me what I was missing.

Zoey turned around again, and now without
Brandon moving an inch, she was replacing her pussy with her mouth,
sliding that enormous ugly thing into her pretty face - and looking
directly at me this time as she did so.

She smiled as she blew him again, and I was
sure Brandon thought it was because she was so enchanted by his
cock. I knew it was because she liked this, she liked teasing me,
liked wounding me. She was my boss, she was my drug, but she was
Brandon's slut.

Doing things with him she wouldn't allow
me.

She must have tasted herself on his cock -
did she like that? Or was she suffering it merely to check out my
reaction, because she forgot to monitor me while she was gobbling
his fulsome before.

They moved again - next dance, please. The
transition seemed unnatural, she was lying on her side now,
directing him to spoon her, and then as she lifted one leg to show
me everything, he was following her clear instruction to slide his
marble column back inside her.

My Zoey bit her lip and screwed up her face
in bliss as the other man squeezed his big hard dick within her
tightness.

She was straining for oxygen as he started up
that relentless rocking motion again.

And there were her eyes again, latching onto
my grotesque gargoyle stare as Brandon slipped one of his hands
under her body to clutch at her breast - in an unconscious but
highly demonstrative gesture of possession. He owned her, this
exquisite creature with whom I was so obsessed. She pulled his
other hand to fasten over her other breast as though she was
confirming it to me.

She closed her eyes for a moment to deal with
the sensations flowing through her body from his awful fucking, but
then she was glancing across the De-Militarized Zone towards me
again, to ensure I was still watching, still appreciating what this
big blond ton of fun was doing to her in place of me.

That furrowed brow, that struggle to keep
sucking in enough breath to cope, and she was just driving it home
how incredible this stupid man was making her feel.

"…Holy shit, Bran…"

Then, briefly, she smiled at me, and
strangely, it seemed to me almost loving, like she was saying to me
silently that this was all well and good but the only reason she
was getting off on this big brutish beast was because I was
watching her.

Well. Somehow, my heart was lifted.

Now, they moved again for the next dance, and
for some strange reason I found myself calming down. Relaxing. Like
she had just confirmed to me that he was just a big sex toy to her,
the real eroticism was in having me here. That reassured me I was
still part of her world, still valuable to her, still very much
needed.

Brandon was lying back on the bed, only this
time stretched across it, so that when Zoey straddled him, lining
herself up reverse Cowgirl style, she opened her legs and I got the
full view of her pretty little flower opening up as she sank down
on his shaft.

She touched her clit as she now rode him, and
looked across at me again, and there was that smile. She loved me
watching.

"Oh yeah… oh, that feels good..."

Taking courage in my reassessment of the
situation, I smiled back at her, and she responded by beaming even
more brightly at me as she continued to fuck her old sex toy. I
felt reassured, rewarded for my suffering. Empowered by
objectifying my rival.

With Brandon safely laid out on that bed,
Zoey's body was in the way so that even if he did sit up, I was
safe from his view.

I hauled myself up now, perching on the edge
of my bed, and showed her how hard she was making me.

She licked her lips quite ostentatiously,
slowing her movement bounding up and down on Brandon so that she
could appreciate her view of me. I touched myself with a couple of
fingers, ostensibly to show her more clearly the full promise of my
erection by holding it up for her, but the temptation was a little
too great to do a little more than just hold it up for her. She
gave her head a little shake.

No.

It was subtle, but as clear as a couple of
semaphore flags.

You're not allowed to touch it.

She pulled Brandon's cock out of her pussy,
but remained in that position, wedging it up against her pussy and
her clit now, stroking it with her hand to press it up against her
little sensitive button. Rocking her hips back and forth a little
as she used his dick as her own personal sex toy.

She looked across at me again, and she was
smiling, and it was such a pretty sight even with someone else's
dick between her thighs.

Zoey giggled, and I had to admit there was a
funny side to all this, a ridiculous side to all this. I couldn't
help sharing this new lightness of spirit, though I didn't know the
complete explanation for her laughter. I heard Brandon asking what
she was laughing at, demanding to know what he had done to amuse
her. She just shrugged.

"I don't know… it just seems so naughty…"

She shrugged and skipped daintily off his lap
- with almost no warning at all. I had to take evasive maneuvers to
get the hell out of the way before he could catch sight of me.

Brandon stayed exactly where he was, flat out
on his back, didn't move one iota, didn't see yours truly.

Then Zoey was lifting a leg back over him,
facing him this time as she straddled him, guiding his cock back
inside her, so that I could watch them from behind, their physical
union so graphically displayed, and even more so as she reached
both hands back to grasp her butt and spread her cheeks further
apart for my own personal viewing pleasure.

Their motion was very slow now, and I guessed
Brandon was nearing his end. His long shaft withdrew inch by inch,
his flesh made glossy by Zoey's profuse moisture, his veins
prominent as he edged towards climax.

And - oh my God.

The tip of his cock slipped out of her pussy,
while remaining nestled in her folds, and I saw wetness seeping,
almost bubbling out of their union. At first, I thought it a
shocking amount of come from a girl. Then I realized it was his
come.

"Oh God, that's it…"

She wiggled her butt a little, playfully,
dislodging him from his place up against her flesh, and his last
few spurts splashed cream all over her pussy. I saw through their
legs there were little puddles of come on Brandon's washboard
stomach.

It must have been a while since Brandon had
had sex, judging by the copious volumes he'd produced, now also
dripping from Zoey's tender folds to add to the puddles on his
ridiculously toned abdomen. If Zoey was on the withdrawal method,
even though most of his come was plastered over her skin, it was
still probably time to scurry to a nearby pharmacy.

Yet despite the anguished horror I felt at
this moment, my own cock was harder than ever before, my body
wracked with this incredible urge to march straight in there and
penetrate little miss Zoey Schoenberg myself.

No doubt it was some kind of primeval
instinct thing, for a male to go in and displace his rival's seed
from the female. For me, it just seemed to be an enormous turn-on I
could do nothing about.
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Afterwards, she remained sitting on his
softening cock a few moments, and they hugged, but I couldn't see
Zoey's face, couldn't see what she was thinking.

I couldn't hear a lot of what they said to
each other, but at one point I picked up Zoey saying: "Are we good,
sweetheart?"

He said: "We're good. Very good."

I felt a jab of pain stab my heart. Was this
becoming more of a thing? Was she telling him they were back
together?

Oh dear Lord - was Brandon going to spend the
night? I suddenly felt that that could be almost worse than him
fucking her, because if he stayed over with her, cuddling her as
they fell asleep, it meant he was more than just an object to be
used.

Now that I'd been bludgeoned by this new
reality that seemed to exist between Zoey and I, a reality that
challenged the ordinary boundaries of monogamy apparently, but
since I had no control in this relationship I simply had to accept,
I could just about cope with the idea that Brandon was merely a sex
toy for her. I had always been pretty conventional in terms of
one-on-one relationships, but somehow that wicked smile I received
from Zoey while she had been riding his cock had been so sexy, it
had adjusted my standards. Yet I really didn't think I could handle
it if she actually went to sleep in his arms.

Might she now consider this was punishment
enough for my transgression? Or was she looking for a longer-term
revenge, perhaps intending to renew her relationship with Brandon
alongside or in place of our own?

At last, they got up from the bed, moved away
out of my visual range. What were they doing? Hope once again
leached into my bloodstream.

Still my wait continued - I was tearing my
hair out. You might not have thought it, but this waiting was
almost worse than when I'd been sitting there watching them
fucking. Better the devil you know and all that: I was now sitting
there terrified that Zoey wasn't showing Brandon out the door, she
was in the bathroom with him, both of them perhaps brushing their
teeth or otherwise preparing for sleep. They'd shortly be back to
curl up together on the bed before extinguishing the lights.

Maybe they'd both gone out again. They were
out searching for a late-night bar, a nightclub.

I had that ugly feeling inside me again, the
mixture of resentment, regret and guilt. The feeling that I had
only brought this on myself, that this was my just dessert for the
awful human being I had been.

A few moments more, and I still couldn't hear
anything in the room next door. They had left me.
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I pulled myself up off the floor now, feeling
my muscles aching from the odd position in which I had spent far
too much time watching the terrible scene next door. It was
actually physically painful as I now slipped into bed, stretching
out under the cool white sheets, but I welcomed that pain. It was
just what I needed to distract from the anguish now tearing up my
heart.

Face buried in the pillows, I found myself
consumed by exhaustion - it had been a tiring day with the RJS
pitch, the pressure of meeting Zoey's old college friend and then
having to watch her fucking him. Crouching there on the floor, I
hadn't appreciated just how much fatigue there was in every muscle
in my body.

I began to succumb to sleep, feeling really
quite sorry for myself, even mulling over the possibility I would
have to look for a new job, being unable to handle the rejection
from my boss.

But then I heard something - a door closing
quietly, and then felt movement of my sheets, and quite suddenly a
cool body was sliding up beside me in the bed, skin still a little
damp from her shower.

All fears seemed to melt away from my body,
but I was just too exhausted to really respond to her in any active
way. Teetering on the edge of slumber, there was just enough oomph
left in me to ask her: "What were you laughing at, when you were
with him?"

She chuckled, and I felt her leg glide up
over mine, so smooth, like velvet, and so warm where she rested on
me.

Then she whispered: "Because Brandon's never
once made me come - not even close, all the time we were together.
But with you watching, I came like a freight train."

I now slipped into unconsciousness, but there
was a huge smile spread across my face, from the knowledge that
Brandon was gone, and my Zoey was draped over me, rewarding me for
coping through the extreme punishment.

Rewarding me with the supreme honor of being
able to fall asleep with her.
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We slept late into the morning, it being
Saturday there was no pressure to be anywhere. I woke around 10am
to the irresistibly feminine perfume my Zoey wore, and for a while
just gazed at the goddess lying beside me half covered by bed
sheets, in awe at her beauty.

Eventually, while she still slept, I was up
and slipping on my old shirt and pants, then my shoes, without
bothering with socks or underwear. Taking care I had the room key
with me, I headed out of the room and down to the hotel's front
desk, to ask discretely for a late check-out for myself and
Zoey.

Another hour or two of contented slumber next
to her, and it was past noon when she finally stirred.

"What time is it? We have to check out," she
murmured sleepily, rolling over onto her back.

"We're okay. I asked for a late
check-out."

A broad smile grew across her pretty face.
"Clever boy," she purred, "I think that might deserve a
reward."

My heart leapt. Something else did, too.

"But first," she said, "I think I need a
little service, don't you?"

Lying there on the bed, she peeled back the
bed sheet to reveal her stunning body, in all its naked glory.

"Yes, Ma'am," I said, dutifully moving
between her legs to kiss my way along her parting thighs towards
her exquisite tender pinkness.

"Good boy."

Her skin bore the scent of soap along with
the overall aroma of her fragrance, making me recall her late-night
shower, and specifically the reason she had taken it. Had I really
watched as another man did those things to her?

"Oh, quit with the teasing, Jones," she
moaned, "just lick my pussy, will you?"

A little quiver of excitement shot down my
spine at her demand for me to do the very thing I most craved. Is
there anything hotter than a woman asking her guy to get down
there? I gently held her upper thighs and parted her legs further,
then I was kissing up along her outer pussy lips, breathing in the
first earthy traces of her arousal as they broke through the
soap-and-perfume veneer.

Oh, how sexy to be between the thighs of such
a beautiful woman, running my tongue gently along her slick groove,
sucking her tender petals inside my mouth, nibbling on her folds as
she began to get really wet, lapping up her sweet juices like a
confirmed addict. Tending to my own need as well as her own.

"Oh, Jones…that's it… oh, God..."

But this time, as I marveled at her beauty
and the sensual extravaganza as I worshipped her pretty pussy, I
also had the dizzying thought running through my head that another
man's cock had defiled her the previous night, stretching apart
these delicate velvet folds to force its way inside.

The thought caused a sharp shard of pain to
slice into my heart. Yet for some reason it also thrilled me,
though I wasn't sure why.

Perhaps I was a masochist. Perhaps it was
just the exhilaration of really feeling something, after what
seemed like years of a mediocre existence. Perhaps it was the
lingering knowledge that while she had used another man as a sex
toy, it had taken my presence for her to come. Having me watching
her - that had taken her to heaven and back, not Brandon's
performance.

Whatever it was causing it, for some reason
the excruciating pain of betrayal and rejection and jealousy
somehow made me hard as a rock as I feasted on the succulent sex of
my goddess.

"Like that, like that, just like that... oh
don't stop, don't you dare!"

She came, of course. That may seem like
bragging, but after so much intense connection with her, I was
becoming an expert in getting her off, knowing exactly how best to
draw out the perfect crescendo with a little flick of my tongue at
the right time, the right force as I sucked her clit, the precise
location when I slipped my fingers inside her to hit her magic
button.

"Oh, Jones… oh, Jones…"

Gasping and bucking and groaning and screwing
up her face as she shuddered around me, her pussy flooding with her
tangy nectar.

Brandon had never made her come like that.
He'd never made her come at all, not until she'd had me
watching.

"You definitely deserve your reward after
that," she said breathlessly, eyeing my powerfully erect cock, and
the fact she was looking at my hardness with lust in her eyes only
made it throb all the more forcefully.

But then she added: "Oh, but we have to get
going, don't we? We can't waste the whole day in a hotel room."

Silently, I groaned.

"Maybe if you're a good boy and you help me
take a shower, we'll have a moment or two for your reward."

My heart swelled.

I dutifully followed her through into her
room for the shower, my insides buzzing with the thought of what
might happen, my granite-like cock straining for release.

"Get in and turn the water on," she ordered.
"I don't want to join you until it's a nice temperature."

I did as I was told, and making as if to step
to the side of the shower to avoid the ice-cold water when first
turning on the flow, I saw her shake her head firmly, no. I took a
deep breath, and stood, as she wanted me to, directly under the
showerhead.

The chill was a shock to the system as I
turned the handle and the water coursed all over me. I could see it
amuse Zoey for a moment, before she hid her smile. I didn't mind -
the heat kicked into the stream quite quickly, and to take my mind
off it, I had the sight of a beautiful naked brunette standing in
front of me.

"It's up to temperature," I announced once
the water felt comfortably warm.

"Okay," she said, and now stepped into the
little shower booth, embracing me under the warm water, pressing my
hard cock up against the smooth skin of her belly. "Not bad,
Jones," she said. "So, are you going to clean me up?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

Her skin felt so wonderfully smooth and
slippery as I applied her coconut-scented body wash, and scrubbed
her body with my hands, making the most of the opportunity to touch
almost every inch of her sweet curves, from her perky breasts to
her round behind, including plenty of careful time lathering her up
between her legs.

When I crouched to ensure her legs were
washed, she laughed and pulled my face against her pussy. Kind of
challenging, licking her there while the water coursed all down her
body, but she didn't allow me much time before ordering me up
again.

"Don't you want your reward, Jones?" she
said, her voice softer than usual.

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

She put her hands on my cheeks and kissed me,
and I was completely taken aback at the sweetness of our
connection.

She hadn't had anything to eat, she didn't
have any flavored lipstick on or anything like that - how could her
lips be so sugary like that? I suspected that my senses were
overloaded - because she was so dazzlingly pretty, and her kiss so
tender and soft, she was swamping my senses.

My cock was throbbing as it brushed against
her stomach now, straining at the leash as she gently sucked on my
lips and teased me with her tongue, her hands trailing down my bare
chest.

When she broke away, I felt a pang of fear
inside, that her kiss was, once again, what she meant for my
reward, and only her kiss. But her hand now reached my hardness,
and her fingers wrapped around my shaft, and as she looked at me,
she bit her lip.

"Jones, you're magnificent, you know that?"
she said, pumping it gently now, exploring my entire length. I felt
such a buzz from her complement. "Time for that reward, huh?"

"Thank you, Ma'am," I said, and she smiled at
me before dropping into a crouch herself, to use her cheeks to
caress my cock, rubbing my obscenely swollen organ all over her
pretty face before slipping it in between her lips.

"Oh God..." I moaned as she grabbed the base
of my hardness with one hand, and sucked the end deep into her
mouth.

As she now bobbed her head on my cock, her
other hand gripped my butt for leverage. Her heat and the contact
with her wet mouth and tongue was sensational.

But then as I began to feel myself nearing
the end, the powerful forces she was coaxing out of my whole body
threatening to make me explode, she suddenly stopped.

"Did you enjoy your reward, Jones?" she
asked, standing up.

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg," I said, forcing myself
to stifle a groan.

"We'd better get on the road," she said. "I
told my friends I'd go out for drinks with them tonight, and we've
still got a two-hour journey to get home."
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Zoey slept almost the entire journey home,
but while I was positively quivering with sexual need as I drove,
after she'd declined to allow me full release in our shower as I'd
hoped, I was at least happy she'd shown me the kind of personal
attention she had that morning.

I felt so fortunate. Merely lying there next
to me in the car, she had a powerful effect on me. She was so
beautiful, she filled the air of the vehicle interior with her
fragrant perfume. All the way back to the city, I considered how
thrilling it was to be with her, compared to any other woman. I
thought about how it was to serve her, I dwelled on the few but
exquisite kisses she had bestowed upon me.

But I also harbored the simmering fear that
what happened with Brandon might not be a one-off. For all the
thrill I'd experienced, I wasn't sure I could stand up to that kind
of intense mix of emotions again.

Zoey awoke in time to help direct me back
down to the end of I-83, past the downtown area then left up East
Baltimore Street toward her apartment.

"It's been a good few days, Jones," she said
as I dutifully carried her suitcase inside the little brick house
on the end of the street.

"Yes, Ma'am, it has."

"Now, you're going to be a good boy this
weekend, aren't you?"

"Yes, Ma'am, of course."

I carried her case upstairs to her
bedroom.

"And you know what being a good boy means?"
she said as I came back downstairs.

"No touching."

"Good boy," she patted me on the behind. I
only groaned quietly in frustration. "Maybe I'll allow you a little
release soon if you keep it up."
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When I finally returned to the small
apartment I shared with two other guys, in an apartment complex
just outside the beltway in the northern suburbs by Lutherville, I
pretty much collapsed as soon as I was inside the door. In fact,
the rest of the weekend I entered a kind of hibernation state - my
body shutting down after such an intense few days.

I had supper on the Sunday with Robin - who'd
cooked a mass of steaming-hot pasta, and as he often did, offered
me some when he saw I was in for the evening. A plate full of carbs
was just what I needed.

"How's it going with that babe from work?" he
asked me while doling out spoonfuls of creamy carbonara.

I was startled a moment, before remembering
smatterings of our conversation from the nightclub bar. I said: "I
don't know. It's complicated."

"Show me a girl who's not," he said, "and
I'll tell you she's a dude in a wig."

We slumped down in front of the TV, and I
could tell he wanted more from me than just 'it's complicated'. I
sighed, knowing it was probably good to talk. "I think I've
forgotten how to date people. You know, more than one night
stands."

"So it's serious, then?" His eyes seemed to
light up. I'd never known Robin to be such one for gossip.

"I'm not sure. I mean… we're dating, I guess.
I guess I really like her…"

Robin chuckled, "Who is this mysterious girl,
and what's she done with the real Aiden Jones?"

Again, I felt the need to ask Robin his
thoughts on my situation, but how the hell could I tell him what
went on, and leave myself with any shred of dignity?

I said: "We're dating… I guess… but I guess
she's still dating this other guy at the moment, as well."

Robin nodded sagely. He said: "People do
that, you know? You have been out of the dating game a while. I
guess you've been dating her, what, a few weeks?"

"I don't know. Something like that."

"That's like a lifetime to you, my man," he
leaned over and patted my shoulders. "Welcome back to reality -
it's still early days. Your urban female - they like to date you a
while, maybe see other guys, keep their options open. Then if
you're still going a while, you can talk about exclusivity."

I nodded. It was early days, sure. But most
girls wouldn't subject their dates to watching their other dates
pound them into submission right in front of them.

I was just a mass of confusion. Somehow,
underneath the layer of fear and pain, there had been something
deeply thrilling about seeing my Zoey engaging in such depraved
coupling with that brute. I couldn't explain it, even to myself.
Seeing her take such pleasure in having me watching her have sex.
Knowing that a large part of her orgasm came from having me
watching her.

"It's complicated," Robin said. "Dating's
complicated - period."

"Why d'you think I stuck to one night stands
so long?" I said.

"But you're sleeping with her? Going all the
way?"

"Well no, I guess not quite all the way."

He nodded. "A full Clinton, though,
certainly," and I thought he had some kind of insight before
remembering I'd lied to him that night in the club bar, saying
she'd given me a blow job at work. "So I guess if she's dating
someone else at the same time, you have to assume she's treating
you equally…"

"Maybe," I said, hoping he wasn't going to
somehow read my mind and see images there of Brandon shoving his
fat cock into the object of my affection right in front of me.

"Well, I guess you don't want to speculate to
that level of detail. But some people don't see that as sex
nowadays - again, blame Clinton." Robin shrugged. "I think when you
do get a home run, you guys need to have that little chat about
exclusivity."

I nodded, but knew full well that in this
relationship, it wasn't really up to me.

Somehow, a dark part of me found that little
idea a little exciting - though I still had no idea why.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Sixteen

 


 


When I slept, I dreamed of Zoey Schoenberg,
bossing me around, stepping on me, ordering me to serve her. It was
no wonder I awoke on Monday morning to find that I'd had yet
another incident. Well, it was some kind of release - and it did
comply with my no touching rule.

Nevertheless, it did worry me as I arrived
nice and early at the office that morning. One of these days, she'd
decide to grant my dearest wish of full sexual release, and she'd
know full well there wasn't as much come inside me as there should
have been.

Yet there seemed to be no opportunity for me
to tell her what was happening in my sleep.

During the day at the office, I was able to
ignore my concerns for the most part, and business continued as
well as it had done since my new strategy for success had kicked
in. There was plenty to keep me occupied managing the team. Then at
the end of the afternoon, as I was already beginning to get hopeful
again that I might be given the opportunity to serve my boss
sexually once more, I received a short but devastating email from
her.

It said only: "Present yourself in my office
at 5:30pm to explain why you have failed to carry out your
instructions."

My heart sank like a torpedoed submarine, and
I think I must have audibly sighed, since my colleague Scott said:
"Everything okay, dude?"

I sighed again, trying to portray casual
annoyance this time, although inside my chest there was something
of a nuclear meltdown going on. I said: "Yeah, I just realized I
forgot to include a couple things in the RJS presentation."

"Ah well, it went pretty well from the sounds
of it," he said, buying my line.

"Yeah, it did."

"You seem to be a pretty good team with Zoey
these days."

I smiled, hoping desperately that I wasn't
blushing like an idiot. I said: "I guess you could say I've had my
eyes opened to her effectiveness as a leader."

I was dreading our meeting a little before I
went in. What had I done wrong? I really had no idea. Was it
possible she'd found out about my wet dream? How? I hadn't told a
soul.

The thing was, if she wanted to punish me,
she now had the inside track on how to do so in such a way as to
really hurt me. I couldn't see her bringing Brandon into the office
on a weekday evening, but there was renewed recognition within me
of Zoey's real power.

Waiting to go in there, I had the suspicion
that our head of department had a quiet desire to punish me anyway,
regardless of whether she had genuine cause to complain. Maybe
she'd make an assumption that I'd touched myself at some point. I'd
find it hard to lie to her if she asked me.

 


 


*

 


 


At last came the appointed time. Everybody
else had left for the evening other than the cleaning woman. I
nervously stood outside Zoey's door and knocked.

"Come!"

My heart was racing and my stomach full of
butterflies as I entered her office.

"Ah, Jones. Close the door behind you."

She was sitting at her desk, apparently
working on some paperwork as I slipped inside and closed the door
behind me, then took a few paces towards the desk, to stand
demurely at attention.

For a few moments, she ignored me, and the
tension within me just continued to build.

Then she said: "What were your instructions,
Jones?"

"Not to touch myself during the weekend."

She breathed once, twice, then shook her
head. "No. Not those - I assumed you complied with those
instructions."

"I did," I insisted, adding: "Ma'am."

She scowled at me. "And now talking when I
haven't asked you to? Oh dear, Jones. No, the instructions I'm
referring to were your requirement to ensure I'm compensated each
day for the stress you inflicted. Correct?"

"Correct, Ms Schoenberg."

My head spun as I tried to figure out what
she meant. Surely I'd been attentive? I gasped as I realized what,
perhaps, she was getting at.

"And so what happened yesterday?"

Sunday. She'd never enforced Sundays
before.

"I... I don't know, Ms Schoenberg," I
stammered. "I forgot... it was Sunday..."

She shook her head gently. I tried to appear
calm, though inside my chest my nuclear meltdown response team was
scurrying about with no real idea how to contain the catastrophe
currently laying waste to my internal organs.

I half wondered if Brandon really was going
to show up, drop by the office to see his ex. Or maybe we'd go back
to her apartment, and he'd be there. That idea, strangely, was a
little exciting to me, not just horrifying. I was a mess, but it
turned out that getting to watch Zoey Schoenberg being pleasured,
no matter who was doing it, was a scintillating notion.

In this curious new fantasy, although the
woman I was increasingly of the opinion I loved was apparently
cheating on me to my face, I was still the one making her come. I
was the special one. I was the one who served her, and eventually I
would be rewarded with the ultimate access.

"Take off your clothes."

I almost didn't hear her order, my mind
wandering to thoughts of my goddess being worshipped by other men.
But thankfully, her voice was sharp enough to penetrate my
daydreams.

I flicked a quick glance at the door,
concerned that it was unlocked.

"I didn't say look at the door," she
said.

I started unfastening my buttons. I could
hear the cleaning woman outside, or at least her vacuum cleaner.
What if she burst in on us while I was servicing Zoey? She'd
probably run screaming for the hills, or perhaps for the human
resources department where she could report our depravity.

"Come on, speed it up. I don't have all
night."

I pulled my shirt off, the cool air of the
air-conditioned office raising goose bumps on my arms, and hastily
folded it up to lay on the chair in front of her desk. Off came my
shoes, then my pants and underwear came down all in one.

Socks off, and I was completely bare. If the
cleaner came in now, she would get a real shock.

"Good." My head of department looked up at
me, and nodded, her eyes running over my body as I stood to
attention.

For a moment or two, she just continued
working, leaving me standing there, my cock semi-hard as though it
wasn't quite sure whether to be aroused by all this or frightened.
Still, the vacuum cleaner hummed outside, and I don't think it was
only my paranoia suggesting that the sound was growing louder.

My heart pounded inside my chest.

Then she said: "Stand in the corner, Jones.
You're very distracting when I'm trying to finish up the Philips
proposal."

"Yes, Ms Schoenberg."

I did as she wanted. Hey, if my punishment
for neglecting my duty over the weekend was to be a nice
not-so-little ornament for her office, that was fine with me.

"Face the wall, Jones, there's a good
boy."

I turned to face the bookcase, and started to
count the books on the shelf in front of me to stave off the
growing fear as the sound of the vacuum cleaner designated its
location to be increasingly close to this office. Out of the corner
of my eye, I could see Zoey at the desk, just working away at her
report, apparently completely unconcerned at the danger posed by
the unlocked door.

Was she insane?

My head was reeling as I heard the vacuum now
just outside the door, the pitch of the motor rising and falling as
the cleaning woman whirled it around the floor not more than a few
feet from where I was standing without a stitch on.

I tried to calm myself with the idea that
this was merely my punishment. Somehow, Zoey had engineered it so
the cleaning woman would know not to disturb us. She had instructed
her that she needn't concern herself with this particular office
tonight.

Then the door opened.

I gasped, but then tried desperately to
stifle my reaction, fearing consequences.

Giselle said softly: "Oh, sorry, Miss
Zoey."

I was gripped by blinding panic, white-hot
heat swamping my entire body. Was the open door shielding me from
the cleaning woman's eyes? I felt myself blushing, quivering with
embarrassment even though I couldn't be sure I was seen. Even
breathing was difficult - it felt as though the oxygen levels in
that room had suddenly halved, like we were suddenly at high
altitude.

"No, it's all right, Giselle, you can clean
in here," I heard Zoey saying, and the horror overwhelmed me.

I heard the run-of-the-mill clunking sound of
the vacuum as she brought it into the room, and then the door
closed, and I heard the cleaning woman, Giselle, catch her breath
at the sudden sight of this naked man standing in the corner.

There was a pause that seemed to go on
forever as I knew her startled eyes were running all over me, no
doubt rather confused at what she saw, and probably highly
amused.

"I'm sorry, Miss..." she said.

But Zoey said: "Oh no, you just go right
ahead. Move any... objects... if you need to."

I tried to focus on a single book sitting on
the shelf next to me - Who's Who 1981-95, the driest of titles -
and go into some kind of state of meditation. Keep breathing, block
out the darkness around me, the thoughts that a young cleaning
woman was sniggering at me as she cleaned the office.

I even shuffled a little closer to the
bookshelf, as though it might somehow hide my brutally exposed
penis from the intruder, allow her to see me only from the
back.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see
movement, and then she was cleaning along my bookshelf, and I could
see her trying to look at me without making it obvious what she was
doing, and I knew how ridiculous it was for me to try to conceal
myself.

Oh God.

I felt a little tingle in my loins at the
prospect of her looking at me. Oh, this was a bad, bad thing. The
thought that she had seen me, the question of whether she was
impressed with me - my relatively athletic body, my cock - somehow
prompted a tickle of early arousal.

Please, God, no.

I looked down and could see my cock twitch.
Oh, that would be the worst.

I tried desperately to think of horrible,
awful things to quell my burgeoning erection, but nothing could
quite dislodge the full horror I was currently experiencing, and so
I was left with absolutely no defense. I glanced down to see my
manhood swelling even as I watched.

Then I felt a breeze behind me as though the
cleaning woman had passed by very close, and I detected the crisp,
overly sweet scent of perfume overlaid with cleaning products.

A soft hand touched my arm just above my
elbow, and I visibly jumped.

"I'm sorry," she said in a quiet voice,
"could you just move over a little?"

Her gentle European accent and close
proximity brought me to full hardness. Oh God, what must she have
thought of me?

I did as she asked, and as I moved to the
side, to stand in a place in front of the bookshelf that I knew
she'd already cleaned, our eyes connected, and a pulse of shame
shot through my heart.

She was quite attractive, which only made it
worse. Before I turned away to focus again on the bookshelf, I
caught a slight smile on her lips. There was pity in that smile,
more than amusement. Empathizing with someone else who was
downtrodden by those in positions of power.

Giselle seemed to take her time cleaning the
place in which I'd been standing, and then she touched my other arm
briefly, allowing me to return to my position. Before resuming my
careful observation of Who's Who 1981-95, I noticed Giselle's eyes
drop briefly to my groin, checking out my equipment up close.

I felt as though my humiliation was now
complete, full-to-bursting. It was now veering into strange new
territory where it was becoming a thrill. Like when wine had been
open too long, and turned into vinegar, turned into something else.
Was Zoey turning me into a sexual freak? Had a streak of voyeurism
and exhibitionism been inside me all along, to be revealed only
when this girl I adored decided to have sex in front of me, or
invite another woman into the room to peer at me? Or was this
thrill something entirely new?

 

Were these strange reactions to difficult
stimuli common among men? Some kind of innate behavior, perhaps,
from the days when humans ran in packs and humped whatever they
could get their hands on in the hope that their genes would be
passed on. Or was it just me, and I was becoming a monster?

Giselle seemed to take her time cleaning in
there - I'm sure we would have gotten faster service if she wasn't
distracted, didn't feel the need to dust the bookshelves on that
particular evening as well as vacuum the carpet.

Eventually, I heard Zoey thanking her, and
she was saying quietly in reply: "Of course, you are welcome,
Miss."

And she was gone.

She hadn't acted or sounded like someone who
was going to run for her lawyers, or hammer down the door to the
human resources department. She'd sounded respectful, someone who
wasn't going to question things she didn't understand. She had an
immigrant's desire not to cause trouble in her new country.

It was a huge relief when the door to the
office closed again, and this time I heard Zoey locking it.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Seventeen

 


 


"So I can see that you enjoyed that,
Jones."

Zoey Schoenberg stepped beside me, and I felt
her cool fingers now encircle my cock, even giving me a little
squeeze to emphasize her point.

I remained silent, abiding by the Question
Rule.

"I'm not sure punishment should be something
one enjoys, should it?"

"No, Ma'am."

It felt gloriously dirty to have her standing
there next to me, wearing her normal office clothes while I was
naked. She was holding my cock as though wanting to help me
pee.

"Well, we'll have to think about that," she
said, and dropped my manhood again to move back over to her desk.
"Perhaps I should reconsider using young women in your discipline
like that."

My hardness was not going away. I was hoping
desperately that I might soon get the chance to perform my duty,
servicing our head of department once again. Yet after that last
comment from her, I was now curious as to whether she'd conspired
with the cleaning woman beforehand to set up my punishment.

"Come here," came her command, and I turned
to find her leaning on the front edge of her desk, having removed
her skirt and panties. She was still wearing her white blouse, her
shoes and thigh-high black stockings, and looked as though nothing
out of the ordinary was going on whatsoever - except for the
startling display between her thighs.

Her pussy looked simply stunning the way she
stood, legs slightly parted, butt perched on the edge of her desk.
Yet it was her eyes - so dark and stern and brutally intelligent
behind those delicate glasses - that drew me over, made me so
desperate to please her now.

I approached, trying not to seem like a
slavering fool, though I was completely on fire inside. With one
flick of a finger, she directed me down on the floor in front of
her.

"Now, you know what to do, Jones," she
said.

I tilted my head upwards, and craned my neck
forwards, and was rewarded with the scent, the warmth and the
delicious flavor of Zoey Schoenberg's exquisite pussy.

 


 


*

 


 


You would have thought it might have become
fairly routine. After work, I'd stay late, and then appear at her
office at 6pm, knocking politely before entering, often to find her
waiting for me like that, leaning against the front of her desk,
with or without her skirt or underwear, for me to come forward and
kneel before her for worship.

It wasn't routine for me, however.

Every day I felt so fortunate to be given
another chance to please her, another opportunity to experience
her, to see her beauty and attempt to enhance it with soft moans
and shrill cries of ecstasy. To inspire secret lust in those dark
eyes, to breathe in the earthy spice of her arousal, to nuzzle into
her divine pussy, nose tickled by her little smudge of dark hair,
tongue buried in her smoldering vagina, mouth flooded with her
savory goodness.

I loved her completely, I was obsessed by
her, but thanks to my terrible guilt over how I'd treated her when
she was promoted, I felt certain she couldn't ever feel the same
way back. My awful guilt was something that would stay with me,
lingering along in the background, but serving her did seem like
some kind of penance at least.

Even after what had happened with Brandon, I
felt that a worse punishment was possible. Some day, Zoey would
tire of me, and feel able to simply drop me like an empty wrapper.
In the mean time, every minute I shared with Zoey Schoenberg felt
like I'd won the lottery. Being able to serve her like that, and
have her smile at me, stroke my hair, offer me encouragement,
complements and praise as I feasted on her intimately - that was
heaven.

And I felt like a demigod whenever she
came.

Sure, I had to start wearing loose pants to
hide my reaction every time she entered the room. I had to quietly
wash my sheets every time my dreams strayed into erotic territory.
It was all worth it.

Then one evening, she finally gave me sweet,
sweet release.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Eighteen

 


 


It was a fairly ordinary late Thursday
afternoon, and as usual I waited for my colleagues to vacate the
premises with an increasing sense of excitement, sitting at my desk
quietly trembling, increasingly less able to focus on the work in
front of me. Being a Thursday, according to our regular schedule I
might expect to chauffeur our vice president to the gym, before
taking her home for a post-workout massage.

But this time, my colleague Paul was fussing
around until six-thirty - he was planning on going straight from
the office to a first date, and so was staying later than
usual.

"You think I should take flowers?"

"I don't know - I never did any of that
Internet dating."

"It's only a first date, right? Might scare
her off if I overdo it."

"Just don't take an ax with you."

Paul was nervous, and I found it mildly
entertaining talking about his introduction to online dating. But
if I had any degree of telepathic ability, my attempt to project it
all at my colleague to silently encourage him to get the hell out
of the office ASAP was failing miserably. I guess that was one
super power I was going to have to do without.

At last, he left, and hoping his unforced
overtime hadn't cut too badly into my time with our head of
department, almost the moment the elevator doors closed shut on him
I was up on my feet and knocking at Zoey Schoenberg's office
door.

"Come."

I opened the door, slipped inside and closed
it behind me as quickly as I was able so as not to waste a moment
of precious time. I didn't cast my eyes in my boss's direction
until the door was firmly closed.

"You can lock it, Jones. This time."

I felt my cock, already hard in my pants,
throb. This was new. Obediently, I twisted the catch, hearing the
clunk as the door bolt shot through to seal us from the world
outside.

Then I turned - and gasped.

Zoey Schoenberg had cleared most of her desk,
and was lying across it, completely naked.

"I thought I'd give you the news before
sharing it with the rest of the team," she said.

She was lying on her side, as though
positioned by an artist for a nude study. Leaning on one elbow,
hair covering one breast, she was a breathtaking vision, her curves
so streamlined and perfect, her dark eyes sparkling behind her
elegant black-rimmed glasses. An inspirational goddess laid out
before me to worship.

For a moment or two I stood frozen to the
spot, gazing at her. I could see she was aroused from the single
visible nipple, so hard on her breast. Her sex was concealed by her
closed thighs, though a hint of her dark pubic hair provided an
enticing signpost to what she might offer.

Even now, every time I saw her, I found
myself amazed that she had allowed me the access I had so far
enjoyed. I felt so unbelievably fortunate she was attracted to me.
The difficulty was in not appearing like a pathetic, quivering
wreck. I had to hold myself together.

"We won the RJS account," she said, beaming,
her pretty smile lighting up the whole room, and igniting the
combustible mix within my stomach. "Isn't that great news?"

"Yes, Ma'am," I said, smiling myself.

"Take off your clothes and come here," she
said. "I think a big reward is in order tonight."

Man has never before disrobed so fast. Think
ricochet sounds as buttons flew from my shirt. I saw her smile
again as my cock was revealed, already rock hard before she'd even
laid eyes on it.

"Come here," she said with a husky note to
her voice, rolling over onto her stomach now to press her breasts
into the desk beneath her, and reveal the tempting roundness of her
behind.

I didn't need asking twice, approaching her,
and then following the signals from her eyes to stand directly in
front of her face.

"You have such a nice cock, Jones," she said,
taking hold of my shaft in one hand now, and looking up at me with
a lusty grin. "Did I ever tell you that?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"It's been difficult for me to resist it, you
know," she said, biting her lip as her focus returned to my swollen
manhood. "But that's been necessary for your discipline."

"Yes, Ma'am."

She kissed the end of my manhood, and pumped
the shaft a few times with her fingers, checking out the hardness,
the girth. Then she closed her eyes and took the end of my cock
inside her mouth, appearing to be in some state of bliss as her
lips were sealed around me, bathing my sensitive tip in her warm
wetness, as her hand pulled on my shaft.

After so long without attention, I had to
focus hard to avoid a premature end.

For a few moments, as she withdrew me from
her lips and amused herself with it, exploring the shape of my
organ with her tongue and her lips, rubbing it gently over her
velvet cheeks, smiling in delight as she played with it like a
favorite toy, her womanly power seemed to soften, and she became
almost girlish again in her thrill at experiencing my cock once
again.

"Mmm… so beautiful…"

She'd hold it back and watch as her hand
pumped me, then slip my purple helmet inside her irresistible hot
mouth again, perhaps to suck me, perhaps to slide down my shaft and
fill her cheeks with my pulsating flesh.

The number of times she looked up at me, with
affectionate, possibly even adoring eyes, smiling even though her
lips were wrapped tight around my girth, it felt somehow as though
we were taking another brief vacation from our normal power
relations.

She must have been ecstatic at our contract
win - the first really big coup of her department leadership - and
I was ecstatic that I'd been able to help her win it.

I now found myself caressing her head as she
bobbed up and down on my shaft, running my fingers through all that
silky brown hair, and I suddenly scared myself that this was a
transgression of our rules. Yet she merely looked up at me and
smiled again, tucking a rogue strand of hair behind her ear, and
continued fucking me with her mouth.

Oh, she was so beautiful. The prettiest face
ever to even look at me, let alone tend to my cock like that, a
sight that seemed so obscene - my flesh all swollen and shiny,
disappearing inside her full lips.

I was beginning to wonder if she meant me to
finish in her mouth, and was even starting to fear making a wrong
decision on this issue, when she stopped, withdrew my cock and now
pulled herself up on the desk, leaning forward to draw my head to
hers in an exquisite kiss. Her hand slipped around the side of my
neck as we sucked and nibbled on each other's lips, tongues dancing
and tickling and fluttering.

"You know that I love you, don't you, Jones?"
she said, as though the celebration and apparent break from the
rules allowed anything to be said now, even something as risky as
the L-word.

Oh. My. God.

"Yes Ma'am," I said, trying so hard to be
calm while heavenly choirs were singing inside me, cannons were
firing in the distance, and every cell in my body was filling with
burning, joyous energy.

She loved me.

"Even though we might have started off on the
wrong foot, you are mine now," she said, with that oh-so-pretty
smile, "and I do so love having you."

So this was what it felt like. God, I wished
I'd known earlier in life - perhaps I wouldn't have wasted so much
time bouncing from floozy to floozy. I should have been scouring
one of Paul's online dating websites to search for The One. Except
that right now, I knew who The One was, and she wasn't on any
dating website.

"You're the best thing that ever happened to
me," I said now, caressing her cheek as I gazed into her deep, dark
brown eyes, making the most of this celebratory hiatus to risk
breaking our Question Rule. "I love you more than life itself."

I saw a gently pink flush appear in her
cheeks, and her smile stretched so wide as she took in what I'd
said.

Then she whispered: "Show me."

She leaned back on the desk, twisting her
legs under her so that her thighs could open up before me,
presenting the beautiful little flower that lay between.

I knelt on the floor and kissed her
glistening pussy lips, my tongue slipping out to tickle her there,
tasting her now familiar but strongly addictive savory flavor as
she lay back against the desk.

Her breathing became increasingly labored as
I nibbled and sucked on her tender folds, delving my tongue inside
her. I reached around one of her thighs to massage the flesh around
her clit, my hand moving over her mound to access her little button
from a different angle.

I looked up to see her hands clasping her
breasts, coaxing her flesh and squeezing her impossibly hard
nipples as though it was helping her continued fight for
oxygen.

Oh how sexy were the little noises she made,
the quiet gasping for breath, the soft sighs and moans, the purrs
as I enveloped her sensitive flower and her little pink bud in the
heat of my mouth. How I loved to lap up her juices. Yet it all
seemed to end too soon - I wanted more, but the little shimmy of
her divine body told me in no uncertain terms I'd given her a
speedy climax. I was getting too good at this - I was too familiar
with the ways to push her over the edge. I needed to learn how to
prolong things, to keep her happy while I satisfied my own inner
selfishness.

I actually felt disappointment as Zoey pushed
herself up from the desk, her flush spreading over her face and
chest, further confirmation that she'd come, albeit via a fairly
mild climax.

But she stayed there, propping her weight on
her elbows again, and now one hand stroked my cheek before running
through my hair.

"Do you enjoy that, Jones?" she asked.

"Yes, Ma'am."

"If I wasn't ordering you to do it, would you
want to? Eat me, I mean?"

"As often as you'd let me," I said, now
rubbing my whole face over her soaking pussy as if to prove my
point, grinning like a devil as I coated my cheeks and my chin and
even my forehead in her slick wetness.

I added: "When I'm not with you, I dream
about this."

She smiled warmly, and said: "I have a
present for you, Jones. Have a quick look in my top drawer."

I drew a last sweep of my tongue all the way
along her slippery pussy lips, and then reached around and
underneath her to edge open the drawer to which she referred.

Now it was my turn to gasp, as I saw a small
box of condoms sitting on top of a stack of papers.

"It's time to consummate our relationship,
Jones," she said, flickering flames in her eyes.

I stood now, placing my hard cock over her
pussy so it rested in her groove while I withdrew a single latex
sheath from its packaging. I could feel my heart hammering against
my sternum, my whole body full of electricity at the prospect of
full union with this exquisite creature lying before me.

I rolled the clear plastic over my rigid
flesh, and looked up to find Zoey waiting eagerly for me to finally
get on the scoresheet with her.

"Fuck me, Jones," she said in a husky
half-whisper. "Fuck me, now."

I stroked the tip of my sheathed cock around
her outer pussy lips and over her clit, brushing it over her little
triangle of hair before circling it around her pink opening to
tease out her moisture. Then I was running it along her slick vale,
from base to clit.

And my tip slipped gently inside her, drawing
out a deep moan as I entered her for the first time.

I couldn't help but moan myself at the
extraordinary feelings swamping my system as my own cock moved
inside her most personal space, filling her tightness, crushed by
her intense heat, its passage eased by her plentiful
lubrication.

Now grabbing her thighs, I edged forward to
fill her with my length, my hardness fully immersed in her tight
pussy.

"Jones…" she gasped, breathless, as though my
penetration had expelled all the air from her chest.

I paused to take in the extraordinary sight
of my full length buried in this perfect example of femininity.

She looked up at me with wide eyes, the kind
of blissful adoration in her pretty face that made any amount of
suffering I'd needed to get here completely bearable and
worthwhile.

Zoey opened her mouth and let out a long
soprano groan as I began to move inside her, my hands now reaching
forward to sweep over her breasts and graze over those violently
hard nipples of hers.

Then she was looking down at me, breathing
hard, her chest rising and falling with each gasping breath, her
eyes and mouth open as she gazed at me, as though shocked at how
incredible it felt to have my cock filling her after all this time,
pressing against every part of her pussy as she squeezed around
me.

"Oh that feels amazing… I should never have
held out so long…"

Her breathing was labored as I moved within
her. I was able to pace myself, occasionally withdrawing to calm
things down, nudging my slippery cock against her clit, before
circling her pussy lips again and slipping back inside.

She pushed herself up on her elbows again to
watch me penetrating her, and looked up into my gaze, hitting me
once more with just how pretty she was, how stunning were her dark
brown eyes. Then she was pushing herself up completely, and I had
to take a step back, wondering if this was it, if she was going to
deny me an orgasm again, as she had before so many times.

But hopping down onto the floor, she said:
"Come inside me, Jones. Do it."

And then she turned to bend over the desk,
lifting one knee over its corner, allowing me to re-enter her
delightfully tight pussy from behind, my hands on her hip and lower
back as I thrust into her again.

As I entered her, she was panting for air,
groans turning to cries, my pace steadily increasing. Her knee
slipped off the desk again, so that she was now lined up straight
in front of me, making it really easy to just pound into her, my
body slapping her rear at each collision.

She was shaking underneath me, yelling at the
top of her voice, and safely sheathed inside her, my rock hard cock
pulsed and then erupted, a powerful orgasm washing over me from the
tight confines of her pussy through my cock and up over the the
rest of my body, pushing the air out of my chest in a long, low
groan.

It had to be one of the most powerful
climaxes I had ever experienced. But as I halted, my cock still
firmly lodged inside her as the feelings rippled through both of
us, suddenly I was surprised by the sound of clapping.

Both Zoey and myself gasped as we looked
round to find an attractive middle-aged blonde woman seated
comfortably on the couch just inside the door of the office. She'd
seen our climax, and God knew how much more.

"Bravo!" she declared, continuing her lonely
slow applause.

It was none other than our chief executive
officer.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Nineteen

 


 


There wasn't any point in grabbing for our
clothes or attempting any kind of denial or excuses or anything
like that. Ms Jenkinson had clearly been watching for some time,
though we'd both been too wrapped up in ourselves to notice her
slip into the room through a locked door.

"I came down here to congratulate you
personally, Zoey," she was speaking very calmly and without the
slightest hint of anger. "but I see I've been beaten to the
punch."

I withdrew from the pretty brunette now, and
both of us stood, Zoey folding her arms in front of her chest as
though attempting to regain some kind of dignity, though doing
nothing to hide the rest of her body from the head of the company.
I quietly slipped off my condom, then had no other option but to
hide it behind my back, remaining brutally exposed to the head of
the company.

Almost ignoring my presence, Ms Jenkinson
said to Zoey: "When I taught you how to apply the principles of
strong female leadership to your department, while also coping with
your personal problems, I never expected you to combine the two
issues."

In a clearly ironic manner, our CEO made
herself seem impressed at Zoey's strategy.

"It seems a most efficient approach," the
blonde woman said.

"You'll have my resignation letter within the
hour," Zoey said coolly.

I felt ice-cold horror flooding my system -
strangely not at the prospect of losing my job, but more at the
possibility that I'd lose Zoey as my head of department.

Ms Jenkinson stood, her whole bearing a
vision of strength that I could fully understand being behind
Zoey's new approach to leadership. Seeing her considering us, like
some kind of employment judge, I felt a strange shudder of
something not akin to arousal. Was I insane? I guess Zoey had
really turned me on to strong women.

After what seemed like an age, the chief
executive said: "I want to see both of you in my office - tomorrow
morning, first thing."

"Of course, Ms Jenkinson," Zoey said. I piped
up with a "yes, Ma'am", but the glance from our CEO, taking in my
ridiculous nudity including the softening form of my cock, made me
feel completely inconsequential.

"Good. Until then."

And just like that, she was gone.
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We dressed in silence, though I could tell
Zoey's brain was working on how to manage this situation in which
we found ourselves. I was mentally clinging to our chief
executive's negative reply to the offer of her resignation as I
finally managed to find some tissues to wrap my used condom.

Finishing up before me, Zoey took a seat in
her office chair and just watched me for a moment or two buttoning
up my shirt.

She sighed. "I suppose it was always a risky
strategy," she said.

"Yes, Ma'am."

"It was my responsibility. I'll see if I can
bargain with her - maybe you'll be able to keep your job."

"I'll find something else, I'm sure," I
offered her a smile that attempted to be reassuring.

She did seem a little frightened, though she
was doing her utmost to conceal it. That, more than anything, made
me feel terrible. Her own actions had threatened her job and her
career, and I could see it taking a heavy toll on her. I felt
sorrow that I had a hand in her undoing, though a big part of me
was wondering how I could possibly have done anything
different.

Even if it got me the sack, everything that
had happened between Zoey and myself was worth that kind of
trouble, I was certain. If I was given the choice to go through it
all again, I'd do it all without a change.

Now, my biggest fear was that this would be
the end for Zoey Schoenberg and myself.

She said: "Drive me home, would you,
Jones?"

"Of course, Ma'am."

"I think maybe I'll need you to try and take
my mind off things for a while."

My heart suddenly leapt, and though my
hardness was long gone by now, I actually felt a tingling in my
loins once again. Drive her home, take her mind off things - even
if this was a kind of break-up sex for us, at least I would get one
last chance to be with her.
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It was actually a very pleasant evening,
though both of us had that constant undercurrent of nervous energy
simmering in the background as we looked ahead to our early morning
meeting with the CEO.

On the journey back to her apartment
building, we dealt with an outstanding question that had certainly
been bugging me, and I saw also had importance to her.

She asked me: "Would you still serve me if I
was no longer your boss, Jones?"

"Yes, Ma'am. If you still wanted me."

"And you'd do everything I told you?"

"To the best of my ability."

"And what if I got another job in another
city?"

"Then I guess I'd have to move to another
city," I said. Sitting there in that car with her, breathing her
perfume and a remaining hint of the scent of sex, everything else
in my life seemed to pale into insignificance.

"Would you really?" she looked at me with a
raised eyebrow.

"As long as you still wanted me, I'd move in
a flash."

She simply nodded at that, but the very fact
she was thinking of this issue - of the continuation of our
relationship even if the worst happened - gave me some small
confidence. That was something to cling to, anyhow.

We drew up in the street outside her
apartment, and for a moment once I'd switched the engine off, Zoey
merely sat there, lost in contemplation. I felt a knot in my
stomach, a question as to whether she'd invite me inside or
not.

After a beat, she realized we'd arrived, and
locked eyes with me. "Come on then, Jones," she said.

The thrill of accompanying her this far, the
prospect of spending the evening with her, seemed to overcome the
fear inside me, allowing me to get past the dread of what might
happen in the morning. Inside her apartment, Zoey dropped her keys
on the kitchen counter, but while she directed me upstairs, she
herself remained in the kitchen, dialing a number from her cell
phone.

"Hit the shower, Jones," she ordered me as I
tentatively climbed the first few steps, unsure of what she wanted
of me. "I'll be along once I've got food on the way."

I nodded, and as I scampered upstairs, heard
her behind and below me, requesting a large Pepperoni Passion
pizza.

While the house had two large bedrooms and a
separate bathroom, Zoey's bedroom had a small en suite in which a
shower sat in the corner. I assumed this was the one she meant for
us, so stripped off and fired up the shower. Zoey wasn't far behind
me, and while I waited for the water to warm up, I paused to watch
her strip down.

She giggled as she saw me hardening up just
from watching her. "You ready to go again?"

"Absolutely," I beamed.

"Not until you've cleaned up, filthy boy,"
she smirked.

The shower wasn't huge, but it was large
enough for the two of us as long as we didn't mind standing close
together. Since that was the idea, each of us washing the lingering
traces of our coupling from the other, it was plenty of space. The
sensation of our naked bodies writhing together, aided by the
slippery soap, was heavenly. Smooth skin on smooth skin, hands duty
bound to reach every spot, I could explore the contours of her
every curve, and she could check out the rest of me, while giggling
at the prominent burning pole that stood between us.

The warm water was invigorating flowing over
our skins, seemingly carrying our anxiety away with it along with
the soap and the grime. By the time we were ready to step out
again, our high spirits had returned along with our appetites.

We spent so long in that shower, that as we
were stepping out the doorbell sounded, announcing that our pizza
was here.

I moved to put my clothes back on, but Zoey
shook her head. "There's no point," she said, gesturing me away as
she took my clothes from me.

"Better not let the pizza delivery guy see me
like this, though," I suggested.

But she only shrugged and said: "What's he
gonna do?"

Zoey handed me a $20 bill she'd placed on the
nearest bedside table out in the bedroom. "Go ahead," she said.

I gulped, and did as I was told, my erection
wilting as I left her behind in the bedroom and ventured downstairs
to approach the front door. As my hand went to the doorknob, I
tried to tell myself that pizza delivery guys must see all kinds of
strange things all the time. Naked people - and worse. But it was
pretty embarrassing.

I looked back towards the stairs, and saw
that Zoey was now there, wearing a tight little white t-shirt and
pink pleated miniskirt - all clean and innocent, yet with a
devilish smile on her pretty face.

The doorbell sounded again. Zoey gestured at
me, mouthing the words: "Go on, then!"

I opened the door. Well, perhaps I wouldn't
get the chance to demonstrate my obedience to her much longer.

"Pizza, sir?"

I saw the flash of shock on the pizza
delivery guy's face as the door swung open, and before he managed
to force himself into a neutral expression. Was he obligated by the
job to act blasé if a customer showed up in such a humiliating
state? If he was, he should have got a bonus.

I tried to remain calm and casual as well, as
though this wasn't a big deal for me, as though I was some kind of
domestic naturist, like this happened all the time. Under my skin,
I was horrified, of course, though after the initial thunderbolt of
opening the door and registering my appearance, I started feeling
it could have been worse. Had this been a female delivery person,
perhaps the authorities would have been alerted.

Closing the door again, pizza in hand, I
heard a giggle or two from Zoey's direction.

"You really do whatever I say, don't you
Jones?"

"Of course, Ms Schoenberg."

She attempted a serious expression, and said:
"You know, Jones, I'm feeling generous."

"You are, Ma'am?"

She picked the pizza box out of my hands, and
turned to take it over to the couch opposite her huge television.
"Yes, I think you're in line for another reward."

"I like rewards."

She smiled at me, and then looked at her
watch. "For the next two hours," she said, "I want you to forget
that I'm your boss, and treat me as your girlfriend."

I raised my eyebrows. I actually wasn't
exactly sure what I was supposed to do. We'd done Ordinary Mode a
number of times before, of course, but mainly that had been simply
equality in conversation. I wasn't quite sure how to be Zoey's
boyfriend. What did boyfriends do with girlfriends?

She patted the couch next to her, and held up
a slice of pizza for me. "You think you can do that, Aide?"

My first name suddenly sounded strange in her
voice.

"I... I... I guess so, Ma'am," I said,
feeling a bit of an idiot.

She grinned, said: "You can start be calling
me Zoey."

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twenty

 


 


It was like a first date.

We talked about trivial things, like what our
favorite pizza was, what we liked to watch on TV. The fact that I
had three older sisters.

Zoey was curious about me, and that was fine,
but stripped of her position of power, suddenly she seemed so much
younger than me. I began to understand a little of why once upon a
time, I had felt aggrieved that she had been promoted above me.

Chatting with her over pizza certainly seemed
to help us take our minds off the morning's scheduled meeting with
our chief executive.

As an only child from an affluent
conservative household in Annapolis, Zoey was interested in hearing
of my being brought up by in small town Ohio, though from my point
of view it wasn't the most fascinating of stories.

"Have you told your sisters about us yet?"
she asked me, her use of the term 'us' proving strangely
exhilarating, as her confirmation that we were a couple. I guess
that was important to me after what had happened with Brandon.

"I don't talk to them as often as I should,"
I said. "They're all married with kids - they have busy, busy
lives. Even when I do talk to them, I rarely get a word in
edgeways."

"I bet they'd be interested, after all your
one night stands," she said. "If I had siblings, I'd tell them all
about you."

"You told your parents you're dating
someone?"

Behind her glasses, Zoey's eyes flashed. "I
wouldn't tell them until there was a ring on my finger," she said.
"As far as they're concerned, I don't even know how to kiss a
boy."

I'd say it probably took an hour or so before
I started to really settled down into this new arrangement, and
feel comfortable in no longer taking orders from her, not waiting
for a question before speaking my mind.

"I suppose if we were really pretending I'm
not in charge right now, you should have put some clothes on while
we ate pizza," she said as I now polished off the last bite of the
aforementioned Italian-American feast.

"I didn't even think about it," I said with a
grin.

"I like it when you're naked," she said. Then
she tilted her head and asked: "Do you really like it the way I
treat you?"

"When you're being my boss?" I asked, and she
nodded. "I love it."

"Why?"

I looked at her, and curiously, wasn't quite
sure how to explain my love of her authority. It had all started
off when I had been afraid for my job, and willing to do anything
to keep it, even humiliate myself in front of this beautiful young
woman. Then we'd both seemed to take to it like ducks to water, it
was hard to pinpoint exactly why my new role being subservient to
Zoey Schoenberg fit so well.

"I was surprised how easy it was, actually,"
I said, ending up opting for a kind of stream of consciousness
approach to cope with my temporary lack of word power - a
salesman's technique, just keep talking. "I guess it makes me sound
lazy, but when you're in control, you give me this strange peace of
mind - I know how to please you, because you're telling me how. It
makes me feel this huge… serenity, I guess."

"I can understand that," she said. "The women
you were with before… they didn't tell you how to make them feel
good?"

"Nope," I said. "I guess I never hooked up
with the right kind of girls, but they always seemed to want to get
me off as fast as possible, and that was it."

"I guess it's that social pressure to seem
like a good lay for the man," Zoey said. "But they don't help
themselves by doing it like that."

"Men always get the blame for failing to give
women orgasms - but it's not only our fault, I think," I said. "I
mean, I think if you gave most men the choice, 99 percent would
want to give their partner a good time while having sex."

"A lot of women fear the guys will feel
humiliated to be told what to do - or even quietly asked."

"And most of them would be wrong, I think.
It's an unbelievable turn on to genuinely satisfy a woman you care
about. That's the bottom line."

"But guys don't like asking directions, do
they?" Zoey chuckled.

I smiled. "And how many of them are happy to
use sat-nav these days to get somewhere new? They might not enjoy
asking, but they don't mind being given directions."

"You don't find it degrading when I… use
you?"

"No. Fulfilling, exhilarating. Not
degrading," I said. "Humility's not the same as humiliation - I
guess it's like religious leaders, when they do things like wash
people's feet - it shows their modesty and respect, it's not
degrading."

"I don't want to degrade you," she said. "I
want to make you feel as amazing as you make me feel."

"It doesn't hurt that you're the most
beautiful girl I've ever known."

"That's not a reason."

I shrugged. "I see you, and I can't help but
crave contact with you, as up close and personal as possible. And
there's nothing as close and personal as going down on you."

"You are such a dirty boy."

"What can I say? I love it when you shove
your hot, wet pussy in my face."

At that, Zoey actually blushed.

"You do actually like it, then?" she said,
her voice tinged with skepticism, lifting one of her feet onto the
couch between us now, as if to examine the subject of our
conversation. Under her little pink skirt, she was wearing a white
cotton thong, which fit well with the look of purity she appeared
to be going for on this particular evening.

"More than anything," I said, reaching
forward to skim the back of my forefinger along her inner thigh, up
to the edge of her soft cotton underwear. "Never mind the fact that
your taste and your scent drive me wild, it's also so sexy to have
your thighs either side of my head and my face buried in your sweet
pussy."

She giggled. "I love how filthy you are,
Aide."

"I love how filthy you are," I returned. "I
never asked you to sit on my face that Friday afternoon."

She nodded. "I was really upset. I wasn't
really thinking - I'd been after you so long, and you'd ignored me
the whole time. And you were so horrible to me. I was just
frustrated."

"Then I'm glad I frustrated you. A little
glad, anyway."

"I don't know, I guess I thought I'd
humiliate you or something, I'd be ridiculing your masculinity, and
maybe you'd feel you had to leave the company."

"You wanted me to leave?"

"A little. Up until when you started licking
my pussy."

I felt a little shiver course through her
body as my finger grazed over her mound and down over the pure
white cotton to the part that was covering her pussy, which was
already becoming somewhat damp.

"I don't know what I was thinking," she said.
"I guess I thought I could somehow... sexually harass you, make
your life as hard as you made mine. Only, it turned out to be a
little more fun than I expected."

"I'll say."
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She sent me downstairs to dispose of the
empty pizza box, and when I returned to the bedroom, I found that
Zoey was also naked, her hair now tied up in a bun behind her head,
making her look a little like a ballet dancer.

She had a purple bottle in her hands.

"You wanna try something fun?" she asked.

"Sure," I said, a little confused.

She tipped the bottle up over her breasts,
and some kind of oil seeped out to slosh over her skin. I just
stood back to watch as she smiled, and began sweeping her hands
over her body, coating herself in the slick lubricant.

"What do you think?"

"Pretty hot," I said, "But then you know that
much."

She grinned, looking at my swelling manhood.
There wasn't much hope of hiding a reaction when you had no clothes
on. Not that I needed to hide my reaction just them. Zoey flicked
her head to signal for me to approach.

I climbed onto the bed, and she bade me lie
down on my back.

"Aren't we going to mess up your sheets?"

"Who cares about sheets?" she said, kneeling
up astride my knees to pour some of the oil over my abdomen until
it was beginning to trickle off the sides of my body. I jumped as
it first touched my skin - it was cold, but soon warmed up. It
smelled gently of coconut.

"Shouldn't we use your massage table?" I
suggested as I lay back.

"I'm not sure it's designed to take the
weight of two people," she said, and began to spread the oil around
my stomach, down over my thighs, and carefully around my pubic
area. Though initially avoiding my hard cock, she gave in to the
temptation after a few moments.

It was so sensual, so quietly exhilarating to
feel her touch, her soft hands gliding all over my oil-coated
skin.

She pressed her body down on me, her breasts
crushing against my thighs, before she slowly slid upwards over my
cock, my hard shaft surrounded by the hot velvet flesh of her
breasts.

"Mmm..." she moaned, and I echoed that moan,
as she indulged for a few moments in the sensation of her breasts
rubbing over my thighs, my lower abdomen, my crotch and my rigid
manhood.

"Feels nice," I said, almost purring
myself.

Slowly, she moved further up my body, her
oiled skin gliding over my chest, until she came to rest seated
atop my cock, which pressed against her pussy lips. She reached for
the bottle again, and now poured more oil over my upper chest.

Now she kissed me on the lips, then down my
neck, and resumed rubbing her body on mine, grinning like the
Cheshire Cat, possibly reflecting the unusual situation in which
she was appearing to serve me for once.

"You’ve done this before?" I asked as she
moved back and forth over my body, and I delighted at the sensation
of her body sliding over mine, including her sizzling pussy.

"No," she said. "I read about it. Isn't it
nice?"

"Incredible."

She held herself lying along my legs, and her
hands went to my oiled cock, slipping and sliding up and down its
length, touching her lips to the tip in a brief kiss, before
slipping it back between her breasts, for that wonderfully dirty
sensation of fucking her pert little tits.

After a few moments, she was massaging my
cock between her legs, and I could smell her arousal even over the
gentle coconut of the oil.

"I love your body," she said. "I could just
look at you - and touch you - for days and days on end."

"Might have to take some vacation time," I
joked.

She smiled, and then turned around,
slithering over my chest, to resume rubbing her body over mine,
only this time presenting me with the beautiful view of her oiled
pussy. This time as she rubbed my slick cock between her breasts, I
gave in almost immediately to my temptation and pulled her -
provoking a surprised but amused squeal - back so that I could bury
my face in her pussy, tasting her juices blended with the coconut
oil.

As I feasted on her pussy she slipped my cock
into her mouth. With the powerful sensations, I felt my control
beginning to break down, and feared I might explode in her mouth
before she wanted me to, Zoey suddenly pulled herself up on me,
releasing my cock from her mouth and hands. Her moans were growing
in pitch, and now she was pushing back on my face, getting to that
point where I was no longer leading the process of licking her
pussy, she was in charge, rubbing her pussy over my face, this time
aided by the oil.

Oh how I adored making her come like that,
seeing her shivering all over, breathing in her secret scent, that
dark spice to which I was so addicted, hearing the sounds of her
soprano sighs-turned-cries as the force of the climax swept through
her body.

"God, how do you make me come so easily?" she
said afterward. "Nobody's ever been able to do that before like
you."

What could I say to that? Having made her
come by merely lying beneath her, having her rub herself over me,
doing most if not all the work - I could hardly claim credit.

Then she was leaning over to her bedside
table, and I couldn't see what she was doing, but suspected she
might be reaching for a certain little something to sheath my
cock.

It wasn't long before my cock was gliding
into her hot, tight pussy, and we were both crying out from the
incredible sensations of our oiled bodies moving against each
other, inside and out, writhing and rolling and thrusting like we
were wrestling in mud.
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We talked so much that night. And I did stay
over, for once. It felt as though it was our last night before
execution - we both wanted to spend time with each other, really
experience each other before the time came for Ms Jenkinson to fire
one or other of us, or both, thereby disrupting the hierarchy
around which our relationship had been conceived.

"If we're in Ordinary Mode," she said to me
at one point, "You'd still answer me honestly if I asked you
to?"

"Of course."

I felt a little shiver, my every instinct as
a man warning me that this was a conversation heading toward Heavy
Territory. Was she breaking up with me? After everything we'd been
through? Had she decided to do it preemptively, without waiting for
Ms Jenkinson's verdict?

I tried to keep calm, keep my paranoid
thoughts from running away with themselves.

"What did you really think about… you know…
what happened with Brandon?"

"What happened with Brandon?" I blinked
stupidly, a little surprised that she would raise that subject
again, seemingly so far after it had happened. "I don't know - what
d'you mean?"

At that particular moment in the evening, we
were taking a shower, having lounged around for a long while after
our adventures in oil, ending up feeling like freshening up. Since
I'd been going out with Zoey, there had been countless new
experiences, but strangely, I think one of the most genuinely
pleasurable, most relaxing things I'd never done with anyone else
was simply taking a shower together, pressing our bodies together
under the wonderfully warm flow of steamy water, running my hands
over her unbelievably smooth, soft skin, fingers caressing her,
slipping over her body with ease thanks to the sheen of luxurious
coconut-scented body wash.

Normally, when I was serving her, it would
largely be me washing her body, ensuring she was clean and content,
before a quick wash and rinse for myself as she got out. That
evening, however, we were in Ordinary Mode, which for us somehow
seemed like anything but Ordinary, and Zoey was taking as much care
to wash me - and feel me up - as I was her.

We were relaxed, so unbelievably relaxed in
there. It seemed like a safe environment for Zoey to divulge what
was on her mind.

"I guess I just want to say sorry," she
said.

"Sorry? For what?"

"Everything that happened that night," she
looked up at me with a sudden vulnerability in her eyes. She said:
"I guess a part of me… well, that part really did want to… hurt
you."

I took a deep breath, recalling the strange,
powerful mixture of feelings I experienced that evening, when she
had returned to her hotel room with her ex- in tow.

"It was bizarre," I said, trying to portray
utter calm by grabbing the bottle of body wash once again, pouring
some out into my palm before applying it to her shoulders rather
pointlessly, considering that particular part of her was already
clean. "I'm not sure I thought you were purposefully hurting
me."

That was a white lie. I think actually that
night was bordering on the terrifying for me. The thing was, at the
time, and even now, I'd felt I'd deserved every minute, what I'd
put her through. And there was that little dark place inside of me
somewhere that thought the whole thing seemed curiously
exciting.

"I had a few drinks, and I felt like I wanted
to punish you," she said.

"I knew you wanted to punish me. You were
clear about that. I guess we needed a safe word, or something like
that."

"We shouldn't need a safe word. I should be
able to see when too far is too far."

She shook her head, those big dark eyes so
apologetic, fearful, I thought my strong Zoey was about to cry. She
said: "It was more than just our game. I wanted to punish you for
what you put me through before. I know you'd changed, you saw the
error of your ways - and you were making it up to me. But I still
just wanted you to feel the kind of pain I went through when… well,
you know."

I kissed her forehead, hugged her, almost
platonically if you can believe it just about then.

"I deserved it, everything I got," I said
quietly.

"You didn't deserve that," she insisted. "I
had a few drinks, and I was going to tease you a little. Brandon
had been bugging me for ages to reconnect, so I figured I'd give
you a little scare - only I got too drunk. And I gave Brandon the
wrong idea. And then it just went too far."

I nodded, and for a moment we gazed into each
others' eyes, and while hers were clearly filled to the brim with
regret, mine were quite obviously full of forgiveness and love.

In this moment of candor, I felt both the
urge to expose the darkest secrets buried within me, and also the
need to comfort her with the reassurance that it hadn't all been as
bad as she thought. I said: "You know, it was a shock, but there
was some part of me that kind of… well… I don't know, enjoyed
it."

"Enjoyed it?" She wrinkled her brow up at
me.

"I don't know," I said, suddenly sheepish,
slightly wishing I'd kept my secrets to myself, moment of candor or
not. "Watching you… you're so beautiful, watching you from a
completely independent angle - I'd never seen anything like it. I
guess there's nothing I love more than seeing you being pleasured -
even if it's not necessarily me doing it."

She cocked her head as she peered at me.
"You're a strange one, sweetie, you know that?"

Her hands drifted down, and I heard her
quietly gasp as she found that I was actually hard again.

"You really did get off on it, didn't you?"
she said.

"Part of me," I said cautiously, more than a
little wary of giving her the idea that I was all right with her
inviting Brandon over for another session. "It was an adventure, I
guess. It was shocking, and yet somehow the shock made me feel…
alive. And when you were looking at me, and I got the impression
you were only coming because I was there to watch - that was
hot."

"That was the only reason I came," she said,
her fingers squeezing me now, slowly pumping my cock once again. As
I looked down at her doing it, I noticed her nipples were rock
hard. "I told you Brandon never made me come before, right?"

I nodded. "I figured that really, it was me
making you come - Brandon was just a prop. Like a sex toy or
something."

"But it did hurt - you were jealous?"

"I guess. After a while, it seemed to all
blend into this weird mix of emotions," I said, probably not making
myself entirely clear. "I thought at first it was because I should
be able to please you by myself. But then, I guess I figured that
actually, you're better than that."

"You're crazy."

"What can I say? You're my goddess - and I
guess I believe all men should worship you."

Zoey giggled, echoing in the shower. It was
quite the most heavenly sound. "I like your ambition, sweetie, but
I don't think I could handle all men."

I smiled, my hands now finding their way to
her breasts, as she continued to use one hand to pump my cock, the
other to cup my sac. I said: "I felt like you deserved that much
pleasure, after what I'd done to you. And realized that the only
thing I really feared was losing you, because you guys used to go
out."

"Oh, hey, you know there's no chance - "

"I know," I said. "But that was my only real
fear."

She nodded, looked up at me with that pretty
mouth curled upwards in a wry smile. "So you'd feel better if it
was a guy I'd never met before?"

"And one you'd likely never meet again," I
shrugged.

Zoey laughed. "Maybe we should have invited
that pizza delivery guy in earlier, huh?"

"Oh, you liked the look of him?" I laughed.
"Maybe we should dial out for another pizza."

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 


3. BALANCE OF
POWER

 


 


He was weak, and I was strong — then —

So he let me lead him in —

I was weak, and he was strong then —

So I let him lead me — home.

- Emily Dickinson, He was weak, and I was
strong — then

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



Chapter
Twenty-One

 


 


We were awake really early - Zoey had said
previously that for Ms Jenkinson, first thing in the morning meant
7am sharp.

I dressed in my clothes from the previous
day, but figured that a slightly crumpled shirt and jacket was not
going to be the key issue that would either save or end my job at
the company. Zoey looked immaculate, of course, in a suit that
appeared rather conservative compared to the racy outfits she'd
been displaying about the office recently.

We were both nervous as naughty
schoolchildren as we arrived outside our CEO's office at the duly
appointed time. It made me feel like standing at the school
principal's door again, waiting to be punished for flicking rubber
bands at the back of Olivia Markam's neck in math class - only in
this case, it wouldn't be a sharp rebuke and ten weeks of Saturday
detentions, it would be a complete change in our lives - out on the
street, chasing shelf-stacking supermarket jobs. I'd never even
been up to this floor of our building.

"Come," we heard Ms Jenkinson's voice
clearly. It sent an icy shiver through my whole body.

Our chief executive had an office you could
have fit almost our whole department into. Taking up much of the
floor space between the door and her desk were two expansive yet
minimalist white leather sofas either side of a long glass coffee
table. At the end, Ms Jenkinson appeared poised and almost regal
behind a desk that could have controlled the Starship Enterprise,
her blonde hair tied neatly back, her elegant face perfectly made
up, her suit as immaculate as Zoey's.

The views from the windows out over the Inner
Harbor were breathtaking - how anyone could get any work done with
such a panorama available, I'd couldn't ascertain.

"You've been getting good results," Ms
Jenkinson said as we lined up in front of her. "I like that. I
happen to be of the opinion that good results justify the means,
even if those means are somewhat unconventional."

Somewhat unconventional. I mulled those words
around in my mind for a moment, and a tickle of hope flickered
within my chest. I glanced over at Zoey, but she was faced firmly
forwards, the picture of attentiveness. I took my lead from her,
and snapped back to attention.

"But - I do have my concerns," our CEO said,
looking at us each in turn as we hung on her every word. "Of
course, my first concern is with the company. If your relationship
changes for the worse, or breaks down in any way, it will affect
your work."

"No, Ms Jenkinson," Zoey said quietly,
carefully. "I don't believe it will."

"You're saying it won't affect your work at
all?"

"I'm saying our relationship won't change,"
said Zoey. I felt a little warm tremble of contentment at that, I
can tell you.

Ms Jenkinson nodded, considering. From this
distance, I couldn't really read her eyes. I wonder if that was one
reason why her office was so large - keep visitors guessing.

She said, softer this time: "I worry about
you personally as well, Zoey. After what happened with
Brandon…"

I flinched at the name as soon as it passed
our CEO's lips, my chest flaming up in shock, jealousy and a little
hurt that whatever it was to which Ms Jenkinson now referred, Zoey
had kept from me. What had gone on between her and that blond
meathead?

"It's not the same," Zoey said. "I'm not like
that any more."

Our chief nodded again, in her slow, pensive
manner. "I thought we decided you weren't going to get hung up on a
particular guy again for a while, Zoey. You were so badly hurt the
last time."

"It won't happen this time," Zoey
insisted.

Ms Jenkinson sighed, then actually laughed.
She said: "I thought you were going to have a little fun, Zoey. Not
start anything too serious. But the way you two are, I can see you
getting really hurt again."

"That won't happen this time, Ms
Jenkinson."

"Because you're in control of the
relationship?"

"Because I'm not consumed by the
relationship."

I felt burning resentment toward Brandon,
though I tried not to react visibly to it. Whatever had gone on, it
had affected my relationship with Zoey. She seemed to be projecting
an image to our CEO of a young woman protected from vulnerability,
which made me feel she was closed off to the kind of love I felt
for her. Had everything that had happened the previous night been
an act?

Zoey seemed so cold standing there in front
of our chief executive.

"I want to believe it, Zoey," Ms Jenkinson
said, gazing at my vice president as though the two of them were
the only ones in the room.

I had no idea what was going on. I realize
I'm not the brightest bulb in the box, but it was as though there
was some deeper conversation going on telepathically between these
two razor-sharp women, and I simply did not have the super powers
to engage.

But were our jobs saved? Ms Jenkinson's
softer tone did lead one to suspect that they might be.
Nevertheless, Zoey's face was not filled with relief in the way
that might confirm that the worst was over. She seemed pale, yet
there was also a slight pink flush in her face.

Then Zoey looked at me and said: "Take off
your clothes, Jones."

I gasped, and at first, thought I'd misheard.
Zoey turned to give me a stern glare, her arms folded, exuding
authority. I glanced over to Ms Jenkinson, who offered only a half
smile, and a slight nod to suggest her consent, but gave the
impression under the surface of being quietly pleased that I had
looked to her for confirmation, that I recognized her ultimate
authority in this room, in the corporation.

Was this a test? Zoey showing her boss the
level of control she had over me?

I had no choice, of course, and let's face
it: it wouldn't be anything our CEO hadn't seen already,
considering her recent intrusion into our coupling. I had a mild
sense of deja vu as I began unbuttoning my shirt, recalling the
first time in Zoey's office, trying to save my own job. Well, this
time it was both of our employments on the line. And my sense of
humility was somewhat different, after what I'd been through since
that first time I'd stripped down within this building.

It was suddenly so very cold in there, I was
struggling to breathe as my nerves returned with a vengeance.

Oh God - the first time I'd really been in
the presence of the chief executive, in the hallowed ground of her
office, and I was having to strip naked. Despite our previous
exposure, pulling off my shirt, and then unfastening my pants, I
felt a flush of humiliation wash over me. I had to remember that at
any point, at a moment's notice, this attractive 40-something
blonde in her power suit could probably fire us, and leave our
careers in tatters.

My underwear dropped to the floor, leaving my
semi-erect cock bobbing slightly in the conditioned air, and I felt
as though I was living an old childhood dream of diving into a
public swimming pool only to find I hadn't brought my trunks. The
huge office seemed distressingly vulnerable with its
floor-to-ceiling windows, although relatively high up, there
weren't any obvious windows in buildings nearby that might be able
to see inside.

"Very good," Ms Jenkinson said, and leaned
forward to get a better view of my nudity.

Zoey stood up, and ordered me down on the
floor with a single sharp: "Down."

I dropped to my knees, trying to conceal any
sign of shivering, though there was nothing I could do about the
goose bumps.

"Try him," Zoey said. "I can handle it."

Why did I start feeling like some kind of
peace offering?

Ms Jenkinson gazed at me, and I felt her
steely eyes brutally penetrate me. After what seemed like an age,
she gave a simple nod, then rose from her chair.

"Very well," she said, stepping around the
desk toward me.

Zoey stepped back, but from my position I
couldn't easily turn to look at her, gauge her expression - and
feeling the importance of being obedient just then, I wasn't going
to move so that I could see her.

The blonde woman circled me, examining me. I
felt like a piece of meat, a prize bull on show.

"I can see why you like him, Zoey," she
said.

Then she stopped in front of me, stooped,
reached to cup my genitals. I felt my cock throbbing at her cool
touch. Jesus - was Zoey just going to let her boss maul me? How far
was this peace offering to go?

"I think he likes it when I touch him," Ms
Jenkinson said.

I couldn't help it. The way she stooped so
close to me, the top few buttons of her shirt undone, the material
parted to reveal a glimpse of her small but noticeable cleavage. I
could also detect her perfume, and a feminine scent had always been
one of my biggest turn-ons. She was seriously attractive, despite
having a good 10 to 15 years' seniority to me. She had those crisp,
elegant good looks that along with her straw-yellow hair parted at
the side and tied back in a loose ponytail, meant Amy Jenkinson
could have just about passed for a cheerleader.

She appeared to have a cruel streak as far as
Zoey was concerned, or else she was testing her vice president,
pushing her to see how far this would go. She now gently pumped my
hardness, and said: "I like touching him, too."

I wanted to turn to Zoey, see what she wanted
me to do, read her expression for any kind of clues - but I
couldn't. I was frozen to the spot. Was my beautiful Zoey angry
with me for responding to this woman so visibly? My cock was
obscenely hard in her soft yet strong hands.

"Lie down," the blonde ordered, and I did as
I was told, spreading myself out on the carpet before these two
women.

I did snatch a glance at Zoey, but the pretty
brunette offered only a neutral, impassive look that told me
nothing.

Now our chief executive stepped over my
chest, then crouched, so that I could see she was wearing
thigh-high stockings, not pantyhose, and then she kept on moving so
her knees were either side of my head, one hand lifting her skirt
to reveal a pair of black satin thongs just about covering her
pussy.

Jesus.

"Will you be a willing servant for me as
well?" she asked me, only it didn't seem to be much of a
question.

I felt her other hand now encircle my head,
and she was pulling my face up to her, pressing me to her flesh. I
could feel intense heat through the soft satin material, smell the
strong scent of her arousal along with her elegant perfume.

Ms Jenkinson let out a low moan as she felt
the heat of my mouth through her panties.

"You like it?" she asked me. "You like my
scent?"

"Yes, Ms Jenkinson," I replied, and she
pressed me to her panties again, pressing my nose to the damp
material to inhale her spicy aroma.

I couldn't help but suspect that Zoey had
learned more than just business from this woman. Even from her
movements, the way she handled me, I caught the impression that Amy
Jenkinson was the one I could thank for some of the thrilling
experiences with her former intern.

Ms Jenkinson pulled my head away from her,
and now stood once again, looking over at Zoey, trying to read
her.

"You're sure about this, Zoey?" she said.

The pretty brunette walked over to us, and
now knelt beside me, beside her boss. She gazed up at the blonde
woman with what appeared to be reverence and deference. "I'm sure,"
she said. "You can see I'm not hung up on him."

Zoey now reached up under Ms Jenkinson's
skirt, and I caught my breath as she now slipped the woman's
panties down over her thighs, and helped her to step out of
them.

Then our CEO was returning to her position
over my face, and as her bare pussy now touched down on my lips, I
could see that Zoey was holding up her boss's panties to inhale her
scent, perhaps demonstrating her own submission to the top dog,
perhaps seeking a clue as to how I was feeling with the attractive
blonde now nestling her pussy over my mouth and nose. Or perhaps, I
wondered, even remembering a previous encounter with our company
chief.

Ms Jenkinson tasted different than my Zoey -
a little saltier, a little sharper. She had a soft sprinkling of
hair all around her pussy, though her bikini line was tidy, and it
tickled my face a little as she rubbed herself over me. All this
felt so wrong - but who was I to object? This attractive woman was
our CEO, no less, and I was only following Zoey's orders.

Nibbling on her pussy lips, delving my tongue
inside her folds, I worked every little trick I'd learned in the
service of my vice president. I couldn't see Zoey - the blonde
woman filled my sight, hogged my focus.

At last, our chief was picking herself up
again, sitting back against the edge of her desk, and I wasn't sure
what was happening. Had I performed well enough? Would this save
our jobs? I just lay there in confusion as Ms Jenkinson stepped
back, leaned up on the edge of her desk, and Zoey was now kneeling
in front of her. What was she…

Oh, my.

"You too," our chief said to me, and Zoey was
making way for me to join her between the blonde woman's
thighs.

It wasn't the easiest thing to perform,
though after a few moments we found a position whereby one or other
of us licked and sucked towards the bottom of Ms Jenkinson's pussy,
with the other sucking on her clit, our faces positioned almost as
though we were kissing each other between the blonde woman's nether
regions, except that we tilted our heads a little sideways to pair
up on our CEO's pussy,

It was hot to see my Zoey worshipping her
boss as I usually worshipped her. So sensual, so soft and graceful
- I felt there were lessons I could learn. But there was something
about it that did slightly unsettle me. As we continued to service
our chief, Zoey having to hold back her hair to keep it out of the
way, I was getting the idea that what Zoey was trying to prove to
her chief executive was that although she was having fun with me
outside office hours, I did not mean everything to her.

That hurt, although I knew it was still early
days in our relationship.

There was jealousy inside me, I realized,
feeling a touch pathetic about it. Somehow, the sense that I meant
nothing to her felt worse to me than even when she'd been with
Brandon. At least with him, I had the sense that she didn't love
him. She'd dated him for a long while, and saw him as nothing more
than a physical lump on which she could get herself off, only to
enjoy an orgasm if I happened to be watching.

With the elegantly sweet Ms Jenkinson, even
trying to affect a neutral expression, it appeared to me that Zoey
was somewhat enamored.

Her hands on both our heads, Ms Jenkinson was
getting really wet from having us wrestling each other's tongues
via her pussy. I tried smiling at Zoey, as if to gauge whether she
was really okay, but she remained in a neutral expression.

Was she all right?

Ms Jenkinson gently patted our heads to end
our combined cunnilingus, and told me to lie down on the floor
again.

Then as she told Zoey to hold my cock up for
her to ride on, I did hear a little gasp from my head of
department.

Ms Jenkinson smiled, as though this had
always been her number one goal, to find the point at which she
could genuinely test the devotion of Zoey Schoenberg.

Perhaps there was a limit. Perhaps there
would come a moment where it all proved too much for my
cocoa-haired goddess. But I didn't have the luxury of waiting to
find out. I lay down as ordered.

Ms Jenkinson now paced around us as Zoey
knelt next to my right hip and started slowly pumping my cock
again, ensuring I was fully hard. The chief really was an
incredible sight, and must have virtually lived in the gym, looking
nothing like how I would imagine a 40-something might appear.

Zoey held up my cock, as though inviting the
CEO to try it.

And our CEO straddled my hips, her knees
either side of my waist as she lowered her behind towards my lap,
looking back to watch as Zoey now manhandled my erection, rubbing
the tip over Ms Jenkinson's hot flesh.

Was she really going to push my manhood
inside another woman's pussy?

"Mmm..." Ms Jenkinson purred for a few
moments as Zoey caressed her boss's velvet buttocks and slippery
pussy with my cock. Then she looked at her employee and said to
her: "Top drawer, Zoey. There's a good girl."

Zoey nodded, and hopped up to scamper over to
the desk drawer to which Ms Jenkinson referred. While we waited, my
blonde conqueror pressed her hot pussy down against my shaft,
sitting on it, pressing it up against her pussy lips and mound.

I saw Zoey return to us, but wasn't sure what
she was doing until I felt Ms Jenkinson lift up from my hardness,
and Zoey's hands pull it up towards her before enveloping me in her
mouth.

Oh, God, she was rolling a condom down my
cock. Preparing me to be fucked by her boss.

Ms Jenkinson gazed down at me with those big
blue eyes, and I thought, are you really going to do this? Are you
really going to order your devoted disciple to present her man's
own cock for you to take inside you?

Now I felt Zoey's fingers curling around the
base of my cock, and she was pressing my sheathed tip up to Ms
Jenkinson's smoldering pussy once again - but this time, she was
stroking it around her boss's inner pussy lips, and then stuffing
me inside her CEO's tight vagina to be engulfed by her intense
heat.

There was a twinkle in Ms Jenkinson's eye as
she now sat back, feeling my hardness filling her up and stretching
her flesh around me.

"Oh, that's good," our leader cooed, rising
up before once again impaling herself on my shaft.

Zoey just watched, blank-faced, as her boss
fucked me to within an inch of my life.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twenty-Two

 


 


"Are you okay? Zoey?"

Afterwards, outside Ms Jenkinson's office,
suitably dressed up again ready for the working day, I stopped my
head of department, needing to know things were okay between us. I
wanted to hug her, to kiss her, to make sure she was truly all
right, not hiding things to maintain an outward appearance of
leadership.

But she smiled, warmly, seemingly genuinely
happy.

"Of course," she said. "Why wouldn't I be?
You heard her - we're okay. In fact, we're better than okay. She
likes you. She'll do wonders for our careers, you know."

"I guess so."

"And if we ever run into trouble, now I've
got a prize asset to ensure we get her attention above any other
department in the company."

"You do?" I asked, my brow crinkling.

"Yes - you, Jones."

"Oh," I said. I hadn't been sure she was even
comfortable with my being used by our CEO, and now I was apparently
an asset in that particular area.

"Back to work, Jones," Zoey said now, leading
me back towards the elevators.

 


 


*

 


 


That evening, there was no waiting around
after work. I received an email from Zoey at about half past four
stating that I was to be by her car in the parking lot on the dot
at 5pm, where I would wait for her.

I felt a tingle ripple through my loins at
the thought that she was desperate for sex.

When the time came, my colleagues were so
focused on making their own exits for the weekend that they didn't
notice me slip out earlier than usual.

I descended to the parking lot, nodded a
quick goodbye to Brooks, who was leaving at the same time as me,
and located Zoey's car. It was an unusually cold evening for so
late in spring, but somehow the thought of what she wanted to do
that evening kept me warm enough as I passed the time waiting for
my enchantress.

She didn't keep me waiting very long at
all.

"Let's go," she said after unlocking the
vehicle from 20 yards away.

"You are keen," I said, as we hopped in and
quickly fastened our safety belts.

She gave me a glare.

"I haven't said you could speak, Jones, have
I?" she said sternly, though her look was slightly undermined by
poorly concealed mirth.

"No, Ma'am."

"If you're not careful, I'll have to punish
you when we get back to your place."

"My place, Ma'am?"

"And there you go again! Questioning my
orders, Jones?" she tutted. "No. You've never taken me to your
place - so it's about time you did."

"Yes Ma'am."

She didn't order me to duck down or anything
as we pulled out of the parking lot, and I felt strangely elated
that she didn't, that she didn't care if others saw us together.
Somehow, it reinforced my status with her. Could we be becoming a
permanent couple? Dating co-workers wasn't entirely against the
corporate rules, after all - just any kind of sexual or even
romantic activity at work.

As we joined a flow of traffic heading north
towards my apartment, Zoey said: "Did you enjoy being with her this
morning?"

I glanced over at her. She had one hand
tucked between her slender thighs, openly grazing it against the
front panel of her little black panties.

"I... I think so, Ma'am," I said, trying to
work out whether she was setting a trap for me, whether I was
supposed to have enjoyed being with Ms Jenkinson or not.

"You think so?"

"I enjoyed it physically," I said.

She looked at me. "You're worried that I
don't approve," she said. "I guess you're just trying to be a good
boy, Jones. But you have to know that if I tell you to be with
someone else, that's what you do."

"Yes, Ma'am."

Zoey leaned over, and as I tried to keep my
eyes planted firmly on the road in front of us, I felt her fingers
in my lap, stroking my hardness through the fabric of my pants.

"Don't try to hide it, Jones. You are a dirty
boy."

 


 


*

 


 


It was some way north on I-83 to the suburban
housing complex in Lutherville in which I shared an apartment with
a guy I'd known since college, who I dearly hoped would not be
around on this particular evening. I wanted Zoey to myself - with
no distractions.

As we pulled up in the parking lot outside
the entrance of the sandy-brick building in which my little hovel
was located, I groaned to see none other than Robin himself out
there, on his way back from emptying the trash.

Robin's job as an elementary school teacher
meant he was always home early. I'd been a fool to think I'd get
away with sneaking Zoey back to our apartment without running into
him. He was quite surprised to see me - jumping a little as he
recognized my ugly mug, and then doubly confused to see that I was
accompanied by someone female.

"Dude - you coming out tonight?" he asked,
looking and sounding as though his mouth was talking without his
brain being involved.

I felt stupid for a moment or two, and then
it hit me - it was Friday night. I felt such guilt that I hadn't
been out with the usual crowd for so very long while I'd been
enthralled by one Zoey Schoenberg. Robin must have felt I'd become
worse than the married ones among us - at least Marty and Vic were
usually able to spend a few hours out after work on Fridays, before
going home to do their duties. But right now, I so wanted to just
get inside with Zoey since we'd both been so horny all day.

I said: "Well, I don't know - "

Robin did a poor job hiding his
disappointment, though he did try. He said: "It's been so long,
dude. I mean I know you met someone really special, but - "

I saw him look up, catch his breath. Zoey had
walked around from the driver's side, and now stepped onto the
sidewalk behind me.

"Uh…" I said. "Robin, this is Zoey. Zoey,
this is Robin - I share an apartment with him."

"Hi," Zoey gave him a broad grin, holding out
a hand for him to shake.

I suddenly felt scared she'd think I was
afraid to introduce her to my friends and family - I just hadn't
gotten around to it until now. There hadn't been an opportunity,
and I'd never been in a position to make such a suggestion with
Zoey in charge.

"Oh, hello," Robin beamed in return, subtly
looking her up and down, his face all lit up as he reached out to
grasp her offered hand. He was clearly impressed. "Lovely to meet
you, Zoey. I was… uh… just headed out, actually. You know, the
regular Friday night."

Robin was now clearly implying that we didn't
have to worry about any intrusion, that we'd have the apartment to
ourselves all evening. Suddenly, his attempts to persuade me to
come out had been fully answered. Any man would be a fool to go out
on the town if he had a woman like Zoey Schoenberg to see to at
home.

But Zoey said to Robin: "So I heard. Sounds
like fun. You mind if we tag along?"

A beat as the information sank in.

She'd misconstrued his acceptance of my
non-participation as an invitation for us all to go out. I suddenly
felt very nervous, although there was definitely a part of me that
really liked the idea of showing off Zoey to my friends, offering
some kind of explanation as to why I hadn't shown for so long.

"You know, I couldn't think of anything
better," Robin said, and Zoey glanced at me with one eyebrow
raised, amused at the sudden change to our evening's plans.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twenty-Three

 


 


I'm not sure if I was more nervous of my
friends meeting my girlfriend, or my girlfriend meeting my friends.
I guess mostly, I was worried about how Zoey would treat me in
front of the others - having sat with them giggling at Benny's
adventures with his kinky fiancée, I could only imagine what they'd
all say as Zoey started ordering me around in front of them,
perhaps getting drunk and letting on about how she had me under her
thumb.

But, as it turned out, everyone was civil,
polite, even mildly impressed - on one side that I'd fallen for
such a bright, independent female, and on the other side that my
friends were actually a nice bunch, and not the kind of
chauvinistic gaggle of which my sales team comprised.

"So you're the hot babe who's taken Aide from
us?"

"You're so... brunette."

"Thank you. Yes, I'm sorry I've been
monopolizing his evenings recently."

"Well, I mean, since he was with you, I guess
we can forgive him. If he buys the next round."

Sure, she made me go get the drinks whenever
we ran dry, but I managed to infer that since I was on the end of
the booth, and I was the designated driver and therefore unlikely
to spill as much, I was really in the easiest position to go get
the drinks. While I was away, I'd look nervously back and see the
guys apparently grilling Zoey about me, and Zoey seeming to be
extremely willing to open up. It could have just been me being
paranoid, of course, but you know when people have been talking
about you from those not-so-subtle glances you get when you return,
not to mention the subtle way they change the subject.

I was being a little paranoid. Much of the
time when I returned with drinks, I'd find they were talking about
Benny's fiancée or Marty's inability to engage his wife in anything
other than a hug, or Vic's suspicion that Rona might have a touch
of depression.

"You should just let her do it to you, Ben,"
Zoey would be saying, or something similar. "Might find you
actually like it. Might even transform your life."

"Seriously? But what if it hurts?"

"Then don't do it again - but at least you'll
know you don't like it."

Zoey seemed to take on this role as
relationship guru, the guys flocking around her like moths to a
flame, eager for her pearls of wisdom. She'd tamed the untamable,
she'd locked down the Harry Houdini of commitment, she'd bewitched
the king of one night stands - she was clearly one to be respected
and consulted in the field of successful romance.

A little alcohol to smooth things over, and
Zoey was taking to her new role with aplomb, advising the married
guys among us that they were actually already firmly inside their
own female-led relationship, only without the benefits, and that by
embracing their roles, and finding ways to better communicate with
their partners, they could find more fulfillment.

"Seriously - she spends all the time you're
with her telling you what to do, and then as soon as you're in the
bedroom, she waits for you to lead? So you're taking all the
punishment, and getting none of the rewards."

"The rewards?"

"You do like having sex, right?"

"Well, of course."

"But she's not always interested?"

"I guess not."

"And you suspect she's not interested because
when it does happen, it usually doesn't end up with her getting an
orgasm?"

"I… uh… well, so what if it was?"

"If she leads in the bedroom as well, she
shows you how she wants you to get her off, and it's satisfying for
her every time. So now she looks forward to sex, so you have it
much more frequently."

"I never thought of it that way."

"And you know how much happier a sexually
satisfied woman is around the home?"

"Okay, so how do I get her to lead in the
bedroom?"

It made me realize she must have already
discussed our own female-led relationship - and yet somehow I
wasn't being given grief, I wasn't being taunted under the table,
and my friends appeared to be hanging on Zoey's every word. I was
surprised - I have to admit - and I felt a little more impressed at
my friends than I'd been before this evening.

Of course, she didn't have the answer to
everything, but like the snake oil salesman, she could offer my
friends enough of a tantalizing glimpse of the possibilities to get
them hooked on the idea of such an apparent easy change in their
lives making such a difference.

I found myself sitting back, letting my
increasingly inebriated friends forget about sober old me on the
sidelines, and crowd around Zoey, absorbing all the knowledge she
cared to impart. They were like besotted fans around some glamorous
celebrity - and she seemed to lap up the adulation.

Later, the marrieds went home to try out a
few tricks, and the rest of us shuffled off to a nightclub, where
Zoey even offered my friends a dance or three, or four, or five. It
was kind of hot watching her flirting with them, seeing how they
found her so beguiling. It reinforced the feeling within me that I
was a very, very lucky guy.

Far from finding myself the butt of jokes, at
the end of it all I found myself envied beyond measure by my
friends.

There in the nightclub, I found myself
glancing at the kind of blonde airheads I used to take home from
the dance floor before Zoey, and I felt such a strong sense of
wasting all that time.

Well, I had plenty of time to make up for
it.
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When we got home, eventually, I opened the
car door for Zoey, and was a little surprised that when she stepped
out of the vehicle, her skirt remained behind on her seat. I was
thankful Robin had opted to stay out for longer, choosing not to
come back with us.

"Uh… I think you forgot something, Zoey," I
said.

She giggled, posed for me there by the car in
the middle of the parking lot, wearing her suit jacket and shirt,
but with her legs and little black panties exposed for all to see.
Thank God the place was empty at that hour - but I was sure my
neighbors would be peering out of their windows to check out my
drunken girlfriend.

"Better get me inside quick, Jones," she
said, and now off came her suit jacket. She was giving me a count
down in clothing removals.

I fumbled with my keys and locked the car,
before finding the right metal to open my apartment front door.
Well, there was definitely something hot about a girl as attractive
as Zoey stripping right there on the street, but there were public
decency laws even in this crappy part of Baltimore, I was fairly
certain.

By the time we were in the building, down the
stairs and at the front door of my apartment, her shoes and
pantyhose were off as well, leaving her in a white blouse and
panties, barefoot.

"Come on," I said as I slotted the key into
my apartment front door, a hint or two of urgency in my voice as
she began slipping the buttons undone down her blouse.

She pouted. "You know, a real man would
probably enjoy seeing their hot girlfriend stripping off in
public."

I felt a strange warm feeling fill up my
chest at her use of the word 'girlfriend'. I guess we'd not really
properly described our relationship with such formal terms before,
but somehow it sparked a real bliss inside me right now.

I smiled, "If I was a 'real' man, as you put
it, you would have fired me long ago."

She laughed, and consented to my silent but
clearly signaled request for her to go inside.

There was no time for a tour as I showed her
into my apartment. As soon as we were inside the sanctity of my
living room. Zoey jumped on me, flinging her legs around my waist,
her arms around my shoulders before pulling me in for a kiss.

"You like it when I'm a little tipsy?" she
asked, smiling as we briefly broke our kiss so she could look at
me.

"Actually, I do," I said. "I like it a
lot."

She was a touch aggressive in kissing my
mouth, but I didn't mind. Change it up, that was good. She tasted
of the white wine she'd been drinking all night, and I found I
appreciated the vintage more that it was in her mouth. She was so
stunning, one leg wrapped around my thigh, her body so hot around
me as she pressed herself against my already hard cock.

I found a place where I could kneel, and she
could perch on the edge of our couch, so I didn't exhaust myself in
a matter of seconds.

"So was it okay that I invited us along on
the Friday night out?" she asked me, and now happily seated began
to unfasten the buttons of my shirt.

"Sure it was okay. I think my friends like
you a lot."

She laughed, "You have great friends,
Jones."

"They certainly enjoyed dancing with you," I
chuckled.

"You like watching me with other men?"

"I don't know… I'm not sure when it's my
friends."

She put a hand down between my thighs, and I
felt it feeling out my sizable erection. "I don't know if I
entirely believe you," she teased, and now slipped my open shirt
over my shoulders, before peeling it down my arms and off.

"I guess watching you do anything is pretty
hot," I said, trying to explain the curious mix of feelings inside
me.

"You're so sweet," she said, sweeping her
hands over my bare skin, up around my neck as she kissed me again,
her lips so sugary against mine, despite the tang of wine lingering
in her mouth. She said: "You know I love you, Jones."

It didn't matter that she'd said it before,
just then it felt like the first time she'd said the L-word to me,
all over again. Blessed heat blooming inside me, as my every cell
rejoiced.

I said quietly: "I know."

She said, "I admit that time I let Brandon
have me in front of you - that was to get back at you for what you
did to me."

She was repeating herself, of course, the
alcohol dulling her memory about what we'd discussed before. I
didn't mind. Leaning back from me, she looked up at me with a pair
of little-girl-lost innocent eyes, and I couldn't possibly be even
the slightest bit annoyed at her.

"I know, you said before. I deserved it," I
said.

Another kiss. Everything was fine after one
of her blissful smooches.

But then she said: "I did love having you
watching, though, Jones."

"Is that right?"

"Didn't you see me come like crazy?" she
grinned.

Now I pulled off her blouse, up over her head
since it wasn't one that opened in the front. And then we both
fumbled with her bra - me because I'm a guy, and it doesn't matter
how many one night stands I'd had since college, I still hadn't
mastered the easy bra catch-flick that apparently was possible. Oh,
and her because she still had so much dry white wine floating
around her system.

Oh God, she was magnificent. She paused for
effect, letting my eyes feast on her bare breasts and hard nipples
before reaching one hand around to the back of my neck to pull me
in for another deep kiss.

"I had a good time tonight," she said in
between sucking on my lips and trying to force her tongue inside my
more-than-willing mouth.

"Me too," I said.

"You should get a reward," she said, and then
laughed again, clearly feeling the response of my manhood to her
suggestion. "Somebody likes that idea," she said.

"What can I say? You give good rewards." I
didn't add that she also gave horrific punishments.

Kissing her neck gently, breathing in her
fragrant perfume blended with the underlying soft sweet scent of
her signature coconut, I ran my hands all over her exquisite
curves, awestruck by the softness of her skin, the heat from her
body. My hands seemed to fall naturally to her butt, fingers
slipping under her as she sat there on the edge of the couch, and I
was pulling her to me, crushing my hard cock against the heat
emanating through the thin black material of her panties.

Zoey let out a long, deep moan, and leaned
back, allowing me to kiss down her chest to the rise of her
breasts, my hands moving up now to support them and appreciate
their shape as I kissed her there, tasting her lightly salted flesh
and swirling my tongue around her sensitive, so-stiff nipples.

"You can do anything you like with me
tonight," Zoey said with a sensual sigh. "That's your reward,
Aiden."

Her use of my first name in this context of
the two of us alone together was a strong signal to me. We were
just boyfriend and girlfriend for the rest of the night, and that
was just fine with me for now.

"Is that a good reward, sweetie?" she asked
me. I couldn't help but smile at her endearment, even as I
continued kissing and sucking on her glorious breasts, her hand on
the back of my head encouraging me.

"It's a wonderful reward," I replied, moving
to her other breast, her other nipple, loving how my fondling and
licking made her writhe and moan, my Aphrodite descended from
heaven.

And I was keen to start claiming my
reward.

I kissed my way down her heaving chest, and
onward down her shapely stomach and navel, kneeling down and
leaning back a little as my hands found her hips, my fingers the
waistband of her underwear.

"You don't waste any time," she joked, but
certainly wasn't preventing me from removing her panties - lifting
her hips to help me slip them effortlessly down her smooth thighs,
past her knees, down and off.

"I'm serious when it comes to rewards," I
said, and now gazed in unabashed wonderment as Zoey sat there
completely naked, her nipples so hard, straining upwards from her
pert breasts, one leg falling to the side to reveal the thrilling
sight of her open pussy.

I remained where I was, sitting on the
carpet, leaning in to kiss her just above her mound. Every breath
was laden with her spicy arousal, her feminine fragrance, her
coconut essence - I adored it. I intended to have my fill that
night.

She said, a strange note of uncertainty in
her voice: "You did hear me say you can do whatever you want with
me, right, Aide?"

I looked up at her and smiled. "I did," I
said, and gave her a long wet kiss just beside her glistening
folds. "This is what I want most, right now," I added. "I'll let
you know when I want something different."

She smiled, and now lay back, saying: "You're
a really special guy, you know that, Aide?"

And then her legs were apart for me, my hands
holding her hot, firm thighs as I indulged in my reward - kissing
around her smoldering slit, then running my tongue through the soft
slick folds of her beautiful pussy, tasting her salty, sharp
flavor, adoring every moment.

I'll admit - I took full advantage of both
her offer for me to do whatever I wanted with her, and the fact
that she was still highly affected by all the wine she'd enjoyed
that night - not to mention a crazy day that had started out with
the two of us going down on our CEO together.

I stayed there in my comfortable position on
the floor, feasting on her succulent pussy for a good while longer
than she'd ever let me before. I lost complete track of time as I
gorged myself on her, driving my tongue inside her, sopping up her
never-ending flow of tangy juices.

Perched on the edge of the couch seemed to be
the perfect position for me to worship her, to explore the center
of her womanhood and even experiment with what little tricks made
her respond most.

I'd served her often enough, but this was now
at my pace. I could slip my fingers inside her and caress her soft,
wet pussy with the time to learn where her most sensitive places
were to be found.

Perhaps calmed by the alcohol, or simply from
her decision to lie back and let me do as I pleased, she seemed
happy to go along with my slow, explorative approach, though she
encouraged me along by the way she writhed as I touched her, the
way her chest heaved as she breathed so deeply, the way she licked
her lips when she looked down into my eyes and the way she quietly
called out my name in wonderment as I found just the right way to
find her bliss.

She came once, twice, three times - and there
was no mistaking it. My lips locked around her sensitive little
clit, the heat of my wet mouth surrounding her button as I sucked
and licked around it, taking care not to overdo the direct contact
- that was the first. Her body quivering, rocking uncontrollably as
she cried out without holding back. Other times, she seemed to come
unexpectedly, like when I nudged up against a particular place
inside her, and she snapped her hand down around my wrist to make
damn-well-sure I kept doing that a while.

What unsurpassed beauty I beheld as I sat
there between her thighs, having my wicked way with her.

It was seriously late when I took a break for
an ice-cool drink of water from the kitchen.

Zoey lay full out on the couch as she watched
me head behind the counter to fetch a glass, her body still
squirming - almost dancing as she lay there - as the endorphins
continued to circulate in her system.

"That was the most amazing thing," she said,
lying there, her hand slipping down between her legs almost as if
to check she wasn't dreaming the sensations I'd provoked between
her thighs.

The cool, cool water felt glorious going
down, as I appreciated her exquisite form lying there like some
kind of fine art, beaming up at me with unbridled joy, giggling,
laughing, completely on fire.

"You really do like to do that, huh? Even
when it's all up to you?"

Padding back over to her, I smiled. "Nothing
better."

"Nobody's ever made me come like you do."

"Nobody's ever inspired me to do so like you
do."

Zoey nodded, and I wondered if she didn't
somehow appreciate me a little more for knowing how I was - how
she'd now molded me.

"I'm not just saying that," she said, talking
while she kissed my belly. "With the few others I've been with, I
hardly ever came, and when I did, it was like on or off. I either
came or, usually, I didn't. With you, it's like there's a whole
menu of different orgasms I could have."

Then she added: "Don't you think it's time
for a little payback?"

She chuckled as she saw my semi-hard cock
stiffen again at the thought, and the sight of her lying there
touching herself enticingly.

Zoey licked her lips in clear invitation for
me to come forward, and present my hardness for her enjoyment. As
she lay there, I touched my rigid cock down to her eager mouth,
which she opened to taste my tip, her tongue slipping out to swirl
around my sensitive flesh.

"Mmm…" she moaned as she began licking my
cock as though it were made of sugar.

She looked up at me with a sexy little smile,
and then took my cock inside her hot, wet mouth, wrapping her lips
around my shaft, then withdrawing, only to sink down on me
again.

She rolled over onto her front, pushing
herself up a little so she could suck me with full force.

I held back her hair as she bobbed on my
shaft, forming a loose ponytail in my fingers as she squeezed my
manhood with her lips, her cheeks, that wonderful tongue. I
couldn't help but let out a deep groan as she surrounded me in her
irresistible heat.

I nearly lost myself as my hands gripped her
pretty face, my hips beginning to respond to her near-brutal
assault on my cock, so that I ended up fucking her mouth, using
that oh-so-pretty face for my own ends - and she was encouraging me
every minute.

But I did manage to hold back, just in time,
before it all ended with a blowout in her mouth.

"What do you want?" she asked me softly,
reminding me that it was my lead tonight.

I looked at her, somehow surprised she was
granting me this incredible honor of having my way with her, in any
way I wanted.

"Tell me," she insisted. "Tell me what you
want, Aide."

"Your pussy," I said, the words seeming
strange in my mouth, though seeming to light up her eyes as I said
them. "I want to fuck your sweet pussy, Zoey. Right now."

"Thought you'd never ask."

I gave her room to position herself as she
wanted, and she was soon on all fours, presenting her delectable
rear to me, pale in the moonlight.

"Go slow," she said quietly. "I want to feel
every inch."

"Can you wait while I find some
protection?"

But she shook her head. "I think I trust you
by now. I'm on the pill, you know."

Her pert butt was breathtaking just waiting
for me there, cheeks so beautifully round, pussy so pretty with
those tender pink folds. Kneeling up behind her, I nestled my rigid
shaft between her cheeks, feeling the searing heat of her flesh,
hearing her moan as she felt the form of my full hardness there,
pressing against her sensitive pussy lips.

I used the tip of my cock to spread her
moisture from her smoldering groove all over her outer lips, loving
the slick sensation of gliding over her soft skin like that. Then I
eased the tip of my cock inside her at last.

"Oh God, that's amazing," she breathed.

"You know you can have this as often as you
like," I said, groaning a little as I slid myself the full way
inside her slippery pussy.

"Oh, I know. But you know how crazy you get
when I deny you for a while? It's so sexy seeing you like
that."

"I think it actually makes me come harder
when you do let me," I revealed.

She glanced back, grinning at her cruel
streak. "You know, maybe we should get a little cage for your
beast, so it really is only me that has the key to your
release."

"I'm not sure about that…" I said, nervous
that despite the progress we'd made in our relationship, there were
dark ideas that could be just a little too kinky.

"I read about these sweet little steel ones -
very hygienic, but sexy as hell," she said, frightening me not for
the first time. "Apparently, every time you move, you feel the
device and you remember you're owned. Imagine how distracted you'd
be at the office!"

I gave an anxious little laugh, said: "You
didn't hear about that guy who got stopped at Chicago O'Hare when
he was found wearing one of those?"

She grinned, "I would let you out for special
occasions."

"You really do have no shortage of filthy
ideas, do you?"

"Isn't that why you love me so much?"

Well, I knew I had to take all this one step
at a time - if there were things she wanted to try, we could try
them and if they didn't work out, that would be that. But how could
I complain in this kind of relationship?

True enough, it was for her to control access
to her own pussy, but I had to concede that it only made it all the
sweeter and more significant when I was allowed inside her if it
was restricted so much of the time.

Zoey felt so amazing, so tight around my bare
cock. I held her waist with both hands and pumped into her,
pounding her flesh, her whole body seeming to shiver with each blow
as I thrust inside her.

"Oh Jesus, Oh Jesus, Oh Jesus..."

Her breasts moving, her hair swinging, she
was loving every minute of it, now kneeling up while I was still
inside her, allowing me to hold her, squeeze her breasts, kiss her
neck while still pumping my hips to move within her.

It was tough to avoid coming inside her
straight away, but moderating my pace, I just about managed to last
until she appeared to have another shuddering orgasm.

"Oh Aiden, my love," she moaned as we both
slumped forward, and I lay on top of her as my last few thrusts
took me to the edge and beyond, and there as I drove onwards that
last short way to heaven, for the first time my hot come splashed
inside her.
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We settled into something like a routine, in
what I guess you might say was another golden period of our
relationship. I loved to serve her, she loved the way I made her
feel. She'd reward me with time off from domination, and punish me
with errands, chores around her apartment or simple refusal to
allow me sexual release.

Life in the office was great - we were
careful to avoid any hint of a relationship, and kept our paws to
ourselves during office hours, increasingly taking our after-hours
activity back to her place or, more occasionally, mine.

Our work meant we were often on the road -
pitching, promoting, through meetings, conferences and industry
exhibitions. It was frustrating when we were away separately, but
with Zoey heading up the department, it was uncanny how frequently
our paths seemed to go in parallel.

Attending conferences or exhibitions together
in other cities across America was particularly fun.

Zoey enjoyed spending all day flirting with
other execs right in front of me, knowing I couldn't say anything
to her not only because of my subservient role in our relationship,
but because we were keeping our relationship under wraps. And she
knew full well it drove me wild with repressed jealousy and
unbridled arousal, my eyes lighting up with those conflicting
emotions - the fire of hurt that she was inviting lusty attention
from other men, blended with the sparks of excitement at how sexual
she was, at how all this must have been getting her damp between
the legs, and thinking about what would happen as soon as the
networking was done and we were safely back in our hotel.

She was a wild, wild, beautiful woman.

Sometimes, she wouldn't last the day. She'd
drag me out of a conference during the coffee break or at lunch,
ordering me to wait five minutes then head up to our room, if the
event was held in a hotel, or some appointed darkened corner of a
bathroom on another floor if not. I'd find her there, hiking up her
skirt, sitting back against a basin or a table or our bed so I
could kneel before her and let her clamp her stocking-clad legs
around me and ride my face.

When she was flirting with other guys, I
noticed a slightly strange aspect of myself, in how I reacted to
it.

Although I felt that pang of jealousy no
matter who she was batting her eyelids at, it felt some how more
bitter when the guy she was chatting up was the kind of quiet,
modest type who admired her and hung off her every word, as though
he might be a submissive if she ever got him somewhere alone. When
it was a bullish alpha male that talked over her and generally
tried to dominate conversations, more interested in impressing her
with his achievements than in actually finding out about her -
well, I guess I just felt less threatened, somehow. I don't know
how much real logic there was in my gut feelings, but I suspected
my subconscious felt that alpha males were all very well, but they
couldn't make her feel the way I did. They were no threat to our
emotional bond.

When she flirted with other guys, my mind did
flick back to that dark, dark night when she brought Brandon
between us. While I disliked him with a passion, particularly in
how he had treated her, I just couldn't let the thought lie that it
had been hot to watch her being sexually pleasured by someone else,
yet requiring me to be there watching in order to take her over the
edge.

I did wonder if we allowed her flirting to
proceed to the next level again with one of these alpha males, if
we might capture the thrills of that night in Philadelphia without
the pitfalls associated with Brandon.

But ultimately, I still harbored that fear
that she still held a torch for her ex, still felt something for
him and his domineering ways. I wasn't confident I could do enough
to assuage that particular desire she had deep inside.
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Zoey knew about my fears, and she played upon
them more than a little.

I remember a conference in Portland. It was a
fairly industry-specific event regarding compliance in the
manufactured goods field, and so we were there only as sponsors and
media partners, highlighting the brands of our relevant magazine
titles, fishing for advertising leads and boosting subscription
numbers a little along the way.

It had been a fairly successful event - five
companies were interested in what we had to offer from a
promotional point of view, which was probably three more than you
might expect from a smallish event of roughly 200 delegates. And
one of those leads appeared to be a sure-fire long-term inside
front cover sponsor. That got both Zoey and I fired up.

After the event, there was a little time for
drinks in the bar before we headed upstairs to change for a formal
dinner. Zoey was high on a successful conference and the fresh pine
scent in the Oregon air, so we stayed for a few drinks before
dashing upstairs to retrieve our glad rags.

There at the bar, there was plenty of
flirting for my beautiful boss, whose top two shirt buttons had
mysteriously come unfastened somewhere on the walk from the seminar
room to the hotel bar.

She was laying it on - the coy smiles, the
easy giggles, the lingering stares, unconscious playing with her
hair, and even the occasional touch on someone's arm. Her frequent
glances my way, checking that I was seeing what she was doing,
reassured me she was doing it only to wind me up. But as I felt the
flicker of jealousy mixing with forceful arousal to make me feel
quite quesy at watching her playing up her femininity and flaunting
it for the other men, my mental reassurance couldn't quite dislodge
the powerful biological reaction I felt seeing her flirting with
others.

By the time the bar started to thin out as
executives dashed off to change, Zoey was accepting business cards
as though she were running a prize draw.

I eventually dragged her away reminding her
that she was presenting one of the industry awards during the small
ceremony after dinner.

"That was fun, wasn't it?" she asked me as we
headed up in the elevator to our floor.

"Certainly was," there was a faint quiver of
anxiety in my voice. I do hate being late, and this was a black tie
dinner we were heading towards.

"Lot of hot guys at this conference." She
grinned at me, knowing the effect she was having on me. "You think
I should find someone to join us later?"

I laughed, acting as though I thought she
were joking - though after what she'd done with Brandon that night
back in Philly, and not forgetting the way she'd loaned me out to
our CEO as a bizarre bribe to win her approval, I knew I could
never entirely discount the idea that she was going to do something
wild and terrible.

In answer to her question, I said: "I think
these guys know too much about who we are and who employs us."

"You're telling me what to do?" she pouted,
but there was a smile buried under her pout, from the knowledge she
was getting to me.

Up on the 12th floor, we navigated the maze
of hallways and found our room once again. Naturally, the company
had booked two rooms for the event, but we weren't going to use one
of them.

Zoey's teasing seemed to overflow into her
changing for dinner - as I quickly stripped off and hopped into the
shower for a quick rinse, she was running at a leisurely pace, and
when I came out of the bathroom ready to pull on my shirt and tux,
expecting her to slip into the shower after me, I found that she
was still in her clothes from the conference.

"We'd better hurry," I said, looking at my
watch.

Zoey gave me a look of mild surprise - but
then I saw her eyebrow twitch, as though she had some mischievous
plan that was just about to be set in action.

"You're telling me what to do, Jones?" her
accusation had a playful tone, but I was suddenly unsure where she
was going with this.

Was she really going to turn up late to the
dinner, just to play our personal games?

"No, Ma'am," I said, compliant.

She looked me over, taking her time before
removing the white shirt from my grasp.

"On the bed," she said.

Well, who was I to question my boss? If we
were late, we were late. My heart started beating a quicker pulse
as I sat on the bed, then pulled myself over to lie where she
directed me, on my back.

While I'd been in the bathroom, she'd been
looking through her suitcase, and lying there on the bed, I now saw
her produce a length of quarter-inch rope as if by magic. This did
not look like something that was going to be completed within the
20 minutes we now had before the official start of the dinner.

"Arms up," she said, stepping around to the
head of the bed, and I noticed that our bed was suitably designed
for the rope to be looped around so that my wrists might be firmly
shackled in place.

Zoey was proficient in her rope work, making
me wonder if some workshop or other at a teenage summer camp had
been perverted into useful skills for kinky sex.

"Very good, Jones," she said as she moved
onto my ankles, my cock swaying a little as I lay there watching
her, uncertain as to my immediate fate. "You know, I've never
really had someone I could really practice this on?"

"You're not practiced?" I asked her, surprise
robbing me of a deferential tone.

She rolled her eyes. "You don't have to
imagine me as some kind of timid virgin, Jones."

"No, Ma'am."

"Good," she said, finishing up her final knot
before standing to admire her handiwork - and my naked, exposed
self. "I think I'll take a shower, now."

I should have known, of course, that she'd
want to fool around a little now she had me so firmly bound in
place. I lay there, comfortable enough, listening to the sound of
the water stream, the pitter-patter as Zoey's body came between the
flow and the tiled shower floor, and I figured at least I wasn't
uncomfortable. She'd tied me so the ropes didn't cut into my arms
or legs. Let her have her little moment of fun making me wait.

I was patient, I didn't complain.

Then the water stopped, and I waited with
bated breath for her to emerge from the bathroom. Naked, in
underwear, whatever - I just wanted her, wanted her to return to me
and reward my patience with her body.

Still, I waited.

Then at last, she emerged - and I was a
little shocked to see her all perfectly presented for a formal
dinner - little black cocktail dress over smart black hose or
stockings, immaculate make-up complete with elegant crimson
lipstick, long hair tied back in a severe but sexy ponytail, and
black stiletto-heeled shoes that could have killed a man had she
trampled on him.

My breath was forcibly removed from my
chest.

"So, you've probably realized you're not
going to make it to the dinner, Jones," she said, walking slowly up
to me beside the bed.

"Yes, Ma'am," I said, hiding my shock, my
faint irritation.

"I'll pass on your apologies. I'm sure if I
tell people you're tied up, they'll understand."

"Yes, Ma'am."

She looked down at me, a mischievous smile
spreading across her face. "God, you know how horny you make me,
Jones? Knowing I have you here for me, desperate for release?"

I didn't know what to say, I was so startled.
Was she really going to attend the dinner and leave me like this? I
saw her shiver - the power she had over me irresistible just then.
She leaned over me, stroked my chest, running her cool hand down my
stomach, before grazing my hard cock with her nails.

"Delicious," she said. "You do keep yourself
nicely in trim, Jones. I approve."

"Thank you, Ma'am," I said. What else could I
do but go with the flow?

"God, you know how wet you're making me? Even
straight after my shower?" she flashed her eyes at me. I prayed
she'd give in to her temptation, stay and finish me off.

I wasn't quite sure what she was doing, she
seemed to dance a little jig. And then she stooped, and I saw her
flicking her panties over her knees, before retrieving them from
the floor.

"Risky, I suppose, but risk brings with it a
certain… thrill, don't you think?"

Somehow, it seemed hard to breathe, the air
overly thin, starved of oxygen. She was going down to the dinner
without underwear? I was suddenly a little more concerned. If the
alcohol started flowing, what if she gave a tipsy executive the
wrong idea? Or what if she had certain intentions to give an
executive the wrong idea?

With a mischievous chuckle, she dangled a
pair of black satin panties over my face. What was she doing?

She pressed them to my mouth and nose, and I
could actually feel the dampness in the material.

"You see?" she said. "And that's just the
time I've spent getting dressed and putting my make-up on. You make
me so wet, Jones."

I breathed in her glorious scent - it made me
tingle all over, the dark spice direct from her womanhood.

"Try to get some rest, Jones," she said, as I
watched her go, trying not to succumb to the rising panic I felt
seizing my internal organs one by one. "I'll return as soon as I
can."

As she walked to the door, I saw the plunging
back line of her dress, and knowing she had nothing on under that
thin scrap of material, I felt quite concerned that the evening's
entertainment was going to get the better of her. Then she was
bending over to pick up the 'do not disturb' sign that lay on the
carpet, and I saw it was thigh-high hold-ups she wore. They gave
her an extra hint of sexual mischief, adding to the pressure I felt
watching her.

When the door to our room clicked shut,
leaving me straining at the rope, I knew there was little I could
do but trust that my Zoey wanted me above all else.
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I don't know how long I waited. I guess the
dinner would have gone on perhaps an hour and a half, and then the
awards ceremony an additional half hour. I tried not to think about
the time passing - it only slowed down the experience.

I had to focus on the positives, I knew that.
I had been through similar feelings as I had when I'd been in
Philly, waiting for Zoey to come home with Brandon. Thinking of the
possibilities of her being with someone else, the dark jealousy
swirling around my insides, mixing and conflicting with the strong
burst of arousal at the thought of my sexy Zoey flirting away,
attracting the attention of men who might possess her momentarily,
but would never have her as I did.

The key solace for me was the virtual
certainty that Brandon was not around this time. I held on to that
belief as I lay there, imagining her sitting at the dinner table,
laughing at the jokes of the interested men around her, batting
those pretty eyelids, twirling her hair, licking her full lips, her
thighs jostling as she thought about fucking them, as she sat there
with no underwear.

Waiting there, without even a television on
to distract me from the thoughts about what Zoey was doing, I tried
to keep calm.

I told myself that I had to stop the paranoid
thoughts. She had a dinner to sit through, and then an awards
ceremony that she could not miss - she was presenting one of the
prizes, as an award sponsor. I trusted she wasn't going to slip out
of the dinner with one of her new male friends to find some shady
corner somewhere to explore her lack of underwear.

I had time on my side.

Once I was calm, I knew the only thing I
could do was take things step by step. Firstly, I wriggled a little
and found the most comfortable position I could, the position I
could lie in so that my muscles ached least. Knowing I was able to
lie for a long period of time without it hurting much, that kept me
sane.

Carefully, without expending too much energy,
I tested my bonds. Zoey had tied me well, and the ropes were too
strong for me.

All I could do was wait, and hope she would
return to me in good time, pray that she wanted her sexual
gratification from me alone.

Yet despite all the positive energy I tried
to channel, I still had that awkward sense that I'd brought this on
myself. I'd suggested to her before that if she was fooling around
with a random stranger that would never likely affect our normal
lives, I'd be okay with her taking her pleasure as she liked.

I tried to focus on just how hot it actually
was to have a girlfriend like Zoey - so attractive, so desirable.
And to have one as strongly sexual as she, that was incredible.

As the minutes ticked slowly by, I felt that
same strange buzz I'd felt while watching her with Brandon that
night in Philly. My own pride seemed to fall away, my increasingly
tired body finding no use for it just then. In its place, I
recalled how wonderful it felt to see Zoey smile, see her laugh,
see her moan and come like crazy. What if some other guy had snuck
her into a bathroom stall and was making her feel that good? Wasn't
it good that she should feel so fantastic? That she should get to
experience the thrill of "strange" cock?

As long as she came back to me afterwards -
as long as I was special to her, I was the one she loved, I was the
one who made her feel best of all, all would be okay.

Lying there, my humility returned. My sense
of place - my sense of pleasing her. I actually hoped she'd stay
out longer, as long as she wanted. Long so that she'd come home
buzzed and happy - even if all she did, after falling through that
door, was curl up beside me on the bed before falling asleep.

I relaxed, and tried to embrace the arousal I
felt, though I couldn't do anything about it with my hands
bound.

I even managed to fade into a shallow
sleep.
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I jerked awake at the first movement of the
handle on our door, a jolt of panic and fear pumping adrenalin into
my bloodstream.

As the door opened, over the sound of my own
breathing, I heard her giggling, the clear signs of alcohol in her
system.

"Still here, sweetie?" she asked, as though I
could have escaped.

"Yes, my Goddess," I said.

She laughed, "I had such a good time. Knowing
you were up here completely helpless, waiting for me to come use
you. Mmm…"

She climbed up on the bed and straddled my
chest, and I felt the butterflies stirred up in my stomach at the
heat of her body up on top of me. She leaned back to check the
bindings on my ankles, then pulled forward to check out the rope
around my wrists, her soft breasts touching down over my face as
she reached for the bindings, her cleavage so warm and smooth where
it wasn't covered by her dress and bra.

I inhaled a deep lungful of her floral scent
from between her breasts.

"Very good," she said, planting a brief peck
on my lips as she moved back down my chest, so that I could taste
the wine on her breath. "Now I'm just going to use the bathroom,
but I'll be right back, I promise."

She walked to the bathroom in a very
leisurely manner, and I knew she'd take her time in there.

The questions whirled around my head. Had she
done anything with anybody? How drunk was she? Had anyone seen that
she didn't have panties on?

I couldn't help but gasp as she emerged from
the bathroom again. She was wearing a black leather corset and
lace-up boots that went all the way up to her thighs like stockings
- and nothing else, her bare pussy startling, yet hard to take my
eyes away. I wasn't usually one for kinky leather stuff, but Zoey
looked so hot.

She creaked as she walked toward me.

"Good boy," she said. "You've been so good
tonight, I feel like rewarding you."

"Thank you, Ma'am."

She climbed up onto the bed once again, her
leather creaking all the way, straddling me. She made me wonder how
she'd fitted this outfit in her overnight case.

"You know, I need to do better at restricting
your orgasms, Jones," she said, picking up my cock and wrapping her
fingers around it as it stood just inches from her pussy. "You've
had it too easy recently."

"Yes Ma'am," I said meekly, silently
suppressing my disagreement in the matter.

"But maybe I should allow you tonight," she
said. "Since you've been so good."

"Thank you, Ma'am."

My cock was so hard as she began stroking it,
I swore I could feel the blood coursing through it.

"Okay, here's your reward," she said.
"Tonight, and tonight only, you get three wishes. You can take them
at any time you like, and I have to grant them - but you don't get
them back."

"Thank you Ma'am."

This was an interesting game - I could have
asked her theoretically for anything, yet I didn't want to waste
the opportunity.

She lifted herself up a little, opening her
legs so I received a killer view of her pussy, though the purpose
of her move was to give herself access to use my hard cock as a
kind of sex toy, rubbing it against herself, brushing her pussy
lips with the tip of my cock, nudging it against her clit.

"Are you thinking of a wish?" she asked me,
as she now sat down on me, crushing my hardness in between her
legs, before beginning a rocking motion to glide her wetness up and
down my shaft without granting me any penetration.

"Yes, Ma'am."

The sensation of her heat against my manhood,
and the way she gyrated her hips and accelerated her rocking on me,
threatened to make me come before she'd barely started.

I had to hold on.

"Tell me what happened when you went
downstairs," I asked her.

"You're sure you want that to be one of your
wishes?"

I nodded. She slowed her motion as she spoke,
allowing me to bring myself under control.

"How long do you think I've been gone?"

"I'm not sure - two, three hours?"

She sniggered. "No way I'd leave you tied up
that long - and I couldn't resist knowing you were up here waiting
for me like this. The ceremony was before the dinner, this time,
not after. I slipped out once I finished presenting our award. Are
you aching?"

"I'm okay," I said. "Tell me what
happened."

She continued stroking me, rubbing me up
against her pussy as she told me about the fear she'd had entering
a room full of suited executives with her pussy completely exposed
to the open air.

"I was trying not to blush," she said. "It
took a couple of glasses of wine for me to calm down."

"Do you think anyone knew?"

She flashed her eyes. "Before everyone sat
down, I think a couple of the women were looking at me trying to
figure how I'd completely got away with no panty line in a dress
like that. I don't think the guys really knew - except one
guy."

"One guy?" My ears pricked up.

Zoey gave me an impish grin, and I couldn't
quite tell whether or not she was now just making something up to
wind me up. I suspected she was, but from what had happened with
Brandon in Philly, I could never be entirely sure.

"He was a little older than you," she said,
moving off my body now, lying beside me on her side, in a
comfortable position to play with my hardness. "You know - silver
flecks in his hair. A bit of a cocky so-and-so, but totally
gorgeous."

Once again, jealousy flared up within me, a
white-hot searing heat in my stomach.

But I couldn't help but find the idea
exciting that my Zoey had been walking around in public with no
panties on, flirting with guys who wanted her, even though she was
mine.

She let out a peel of laughter, and I guess
my cock must have responded to the dirty thoughts I was having.

"It turns you on, doesn't it?" she asked.
"That I have the power to drive other men wild. And maybe I'll act
on it, and maybe I won't."

"It terrifies me," I said, though with a
little humor in my voice. "But you're so hot being in full
control."

She licked the length of my shaft, then
kissed my swollen tip. "Mmm… I love it when you give me a little
pre-come," she purred. "It shows how horny you are."

She slipped me inside her hot mouth, sucking
me ferociously as she began to move on my shaft. I watched with the
strange thought running through my head of my Zoey sucking someone
else, even imagining I was that someone else.

Had she completely broken my spirit? After
what had happened with Brandon and Ms Jenkinson, was there any
possibility Zoey and I would go back to a conventional
relationship? A little part of me felt sad that we couldn't just
settle down into a cozy long-term thing. But the rest of me was
living on the fire that our relationship was built on, the hot but
uncertain flames of Zoey's desires and my consent. The sex was like
pure cocaine, there was no way I could stop now.

"Mmmm… I love your cock, sweetie," she said,
then shot me a look that was pure fire. "I wonder if that other guy
measures up."

I felt myself nearing completion, so I told
her to stop. It felt strange giving her commands, but she could see
in my face I was worried this would end too soon.

"You want another wish now?"

I nodded.

"You want me to untie you?"

"Not yet," I said, surprising myself even. My
limbs were aching more than a little - but I was so excited to have
wishes, I didn't want to waste them on something conventional like
eliminating my bonds.

"What then?"

"I want to watch you touch yourself," I
said.

"What?"

"I want to see how you do it - close up. I
want you to make yourself come and show me."

"Oh." She blushed heavily. For someone who
had ground herself against my face in a most intimate way on
countless occasions, it was strange how the request to see her
masturbate should be so awkward. It was such a personal activity,
though, I supposed.

"You have to do it," I said. "You said."

"Really?"

"I want to see."

She glared at me, hinting that I was being a
little demanding for a man tied up like a Christmas parcel.

Then she gave a slight nod, and as though
protesting, began rolling around on me, turning onto her back,
stretching out her limbs, then flipping over onto her stomach, her
copious silky brown hair flowing all over her and me like
peat-stained river water. Leather creaking, she trailed herself all
over my body, dragged her soft skin and stiff corset and boots over
my sensitive flesh, rolling around as though someone had just given
her body for the first time, and she was trying it out, checking
all her muscles.

I watched in awe, my taking in her
extravagant beauty like an audience at the ballet.

She gave a final sigh, but then rolled off
me, and hopped off the bed. "Okay," she said. "I'll show you."

Another visit to the bathroom, and when she
returned her boots were gone - and she was carrying something long
and lilac blue. A vibrator.

"You really want to see?" she asked me, but
didn't need to wait to hear my answer.

She climbed onto me once again, sliding up
towards my head until her exquisite pussy was mere inches away from
my chin. Her lips were glistening from her arousal, bright and
puffy from the blood rushing through, and her scent was deliciously
strong.

She leaned forward to stroke my cheek for a
moment, as though still debating whether she should show this to
me. And then she began, initially with only her hands, slowly
caressing herself, fingers flowing over and around her tender
folds, showing a grace and confidence no man could ever achieve in
touching a woman. Her fingers of one hand sank inside her, while
her other hand drew ever-decreasing circles around her little
button, pressing, nudging against it, drawing out the kind of moans
that made her sound almost surprised, and perhaps she was a touch
surprised by the force of the sensations as she played with herself
for my viewing pleasure.

With every breath laced with her spice, I was
tingling all over to watch her, but I could not move to force my
mouth onto her succulent pussy.

She brought her toy up between her legs,
starting it up so that it offered a low-pitch buzzing sound. It
seemed like such an alien device, but so hot to watch her press it
gently against the hood over her clit, running it slowly down her
pussy lips, listening to her little moans and gasps, her heavy
breathing as she lightly stirred her hips in response to the rhythm
of her stimulation.

Most of her focus for the toy was around her
clit, though she also slipped fingers inside her slippery pinkness,
spreading her moisture and driving my hunger.

Despite the way she'd dominated me thus far
in our relationship, I think it actually took her a little while to
get comfortable with this, showing me this personal act of hers up
so close. Yet even when she seemed to visibly relax into it, and
though she was certainly making herself feel good, it seemed to me
that lying on me like that, playing with herself even in so
apparently expert a manner, she appeared to plateau, rather than
rise towards the kind of climax a guy might expect from
masturbation.

Maybe I was simply prejudiced about what
masturbation was and what it was supposed to achieve.

"What's your final wish?"

"Come for me," I said, simply.

"That's your wish?" she was genuinely
confused. "You don't want me to untie me, or fuck you?"

"I want you to come."

She eased forwards, and my heart started
performing little cartwheels as I realized what she was doing. My
tongue slipped out even before her hot flesh touched down on my
mouth. As I lapped at her nectar, she continued to press her
vibrator against her clit, and with all that stimulation it wasn't
long before she was shivering and shaking and gasping over me.

Afterwards, she untied me anyway, but as I
got up from the bed I was almost completely unable to move. The
pain shot through me, telling me clearly it had been a bad idea to
remain bound to the bed so long.

I laughed about it, and dismissed any concern
from Zoey. I just needed a little time to warm things back up, to
ease my muscles back into regular use, to coax my sinews back into
a normal position.

She left me to it, but by the time I felt
ready and back to a usual state, I looked up from where I'd been
stretching on the floor to find her dressed in that same cocktail
dress of hers.

"What - ?"

"I can't miss the whole of the dinner," she
said simply. "Have to show my face, don't I?"

"I suppose - "

I was confused again.

"Maybe if you're a good boy and you stay in
the room, I'll grant you three more wishes," she said.

"Yes Ma'am," I said, but my thoughts were
already turning to the dangers that the older man waiting
downstairs might pose.

She read my expression easily enough. Just
before slipping out of the room, she said: "Jones, you have to
accept I do as I wish - if I want to flirt with a smoldering older
gentleman, that's what I'll do. But I will always come back to you
- you know that, don't you?"

"Yes, Ma'am," I said.

Once the door had clicked shut, leaving me
alone within my luxury cell, I thought how difficult it was to get
exactly what you wanted out of life - there always had to be some
downside or other. The bliss of having Zoey in total control was
balanced by the risk that she would want something I didn't, that
she would take decisions I would not want her to take.

Yet as I waited, I was beset by that
confusing blend of feelings as I thought about my sexy brown-eyed
girl flirting and teasing the guys downstairs.

When she eventually returned to me that
night, she was horny as hell, and I was on a hair trigger. At last
allowing me to penetrate her with my near-bursting erection, the
climax I shared with her was down right explosive.
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When the annual technology exhibition
descended on Atlantic City, it was too big an opportunity for
promoting our IT titles not to send along our vice president,
though I was extremely nervous at the proximity of the place to
Philadelphia and the home of a certain former flame of Zoey
Schoenberg.

It would have seemed strange for our company
and our key tech industry clients not to have our VP there, so
there was no question about her going to the event. But knowing the
sway that Brandon still had over my beloved, I knew I had to be
there with her as well.

Although she loved me, and I knew full well
that she loved me, I couldn't deny that she still had an attachment
to that buff blond. Though she hadn't actually transgressed since
that night with Brandon, unless you counted Ms Jenkinson, she'd
given me the idea that while she was committed emotionally to me,
she saw sex with anyone else as purely a physical thing. I guess
her boundaries were a little different to mine, but if I wanted to
be with her, I had to compromise, and in our relationship the whole
point was that she was in control.

I did see the sexy side to the idea of Zoey
being such a sexual creature, making all other men tremble in her
wake. Yet with Brandon, who apparently couldn't make her come when
they were alone, I just caught the sense that there was a little
more than a purely physical connection.

Going into Atlantic City, I felt the need to
be there in some form, to remind her of the life she had with
me.

I went with her, and lo and behold, there he
was, approaching us at our exhibition stand with the invitation of
a particular deal he thought Zoey would be interested in - but only
if she dealt with him alone.

"Why the hell does he need you on his own?" I
demanded to know. "Sounds pretty suspicious to me."

"It's just a contract he wants me to sign,"
she said. "What, are you refusing me permission to see him?"

She was pretty annoyed at my whole jealous
lover act. I admit I played it wrong, I should have just dropped
it. I antagonized the situation by making it so clear I didn't want
her to see him. Though it didn't seem quite right to me that I
should have no veto powers in this kind of situation, for now I
knew I had to just deal with it.

And in this economy, she couldn't afford to
turn down a contract for a worthwhile cause - I knew that.
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That evening, we met Brandon in the hotel
bar, and this time he seemed different to me - somehow more grown
up. He was in business mode.

Our conversation seemed much more
business-like too, as Brandon went through what it was he believed
he could get us together with his client, and how we ought to
proceed to maximize our chances of a deal the next day.
Essentially, Brandon's marketing agency had part of a portfolio of
contracts for a major blue chip company's campaign, and he believed
he could tap a sizable part of our range of magazines in order to
target their campaign to the particular business sectors we
served.

Zoey was naturally enthused, and as we talked
business, it was clearly in all of our interest that this thing
work out, though ultimately Brandon could have taken the deal to
other magazine publishers, of course.

The difference in Brandon was quite
astounding as we dealt on a professional level, but I could only
imagine he was trying particularly hard to impress Zoey.

She was responding to his flirting, that was
for sure, and though she'd been at pains to stress on the way up
from Baltimore that she needed to make him feel loyalty to her in
order to get him firmly on their side for the next day, I was more
than a little afraid under the surface.

I had to just let it go.

I got the strong impression she was going to
have sex with him again, to seal the deal. There was little I could
do about it. Zoey didn't give the impression she needed that to
happen in order to get the contract, but she hinted that it was
something she wanted in celebration of the success. I could only
sigh and ensure from my body language that I wasn't entirely happy
about the situation.

As the evening wound down, Brandon headed for
the men's room, and before he went, I caught a little flash of his
eyes that was intended only for Zoey's view.

Was he telling her to get rid of me? How dare
he!

He scampered off, and with a definite edge to
my voice, I said to Zoey: "You want me to get out of here,
huh?"

She sighed, and said: "Look, if we get
tonight out of the way, pull in the deal tomorrow, then we're out
of here, right? We don't have to see him again."

"Until he decides to visit Maryland on a
weekend, or finds another nice juicy deal for the company?"

Zoey's lips seemed to harden. She said
coldly: "Jones, I can see you have some lessons to be learned. You
don't talk to me like that."

"No Ma'am," I said demurely.

She said: "I've said before that I love you.
That is not for questioning any longer, you understand? That is a
firm fact."

"Yes, Ma'am," I said. My insides seemed to
thaw a little at that.

"Now go upstairs and prepare my room so that
everything is tidy for when I return with Brandon. And when we
return, I want to see that door between our rooms open - but you
may not enter the room under any circumstances. Understood?"

That hit me in the chest like a solid boot,
knocking the wind out of me. Yet all I could say was: "Yes,
Ma'am."

"You need to know the difference between sex
and love, Jones."

"Yes, Ma'am," I said, but I felt her cruelty
like a dagger through the heart.
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I did as she told me, scurrying away before
Brandon even returned from the restroom, to head upstairs and
ensure Zoey's room was perfectly in order, her clothes put away,
case stowed out of sight.

I felt so nervous, I nearly threw up.

Was this how it was going to be with Zoey?
Was she going to keep testing me like this? When I had suggested
that I might be able to handle her playing with another man so long
as it wasn't a former flame, or someone she might see again, why
had she set up this rendezvous with Brandon?

She might have been testing me, but I
suspected she might actually have been testing herself. She had to
decide who she was - the dominant or the dominated. Her old life
under Brandon's thumb, the pliant obedient little woman, or her new
life in control of me, the independent, empowered goddess.

Perhaps I had to help her choose.

I knew Zoey was worth it. Thinking of how
fortunate I was to be with her kept me going, kept me obedient. I
dutifully finished up and vacated the room, leaving the door
through to my room open.

If I continued to please her, she had to
continue to love me. I figured if I could get us past this, somehow
show her that she didn't need to look back to her past, our sexual
exploration could keep moving to the next level.

She said she didn't love him, and at the end
of the day I had to trust her. But perhaps I was Icarus getting
just too damn close to the sun.

I kept the light off in my room, and could do
little more than pace as I waited for Zoey to return.
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It was a long while I had to wait. Much
longer than before. Lying on my bed in the darkness, I had actually
nodded off before I was awakened by the sound of Zoey's door
opening.

Instantly alert, I scrambled to get off my
bed, to take a more concealed position on the floor.

I wondered if I was making a mistake by
watching them again - perhaps it would be easier to take this if I
left, allowed them to do their thing, wait until the inevitable
departure of Brandon once he'd finished with her. Yet there was
that dark, curious part of me that wanted to see - even craved the
burn of seeing her with him, because it was also so exciting to
watch her express her sexuality.

Frustratingly this time, through the door I
had only a view of the sofa in the other suite, not the bed. It
wasn't quite as convenient a room layout as before.

I could hear Zoey's voice, and if I was not
mistaken, it sounded a little slurred. "Just a quick drink from the
minibar, Bran. We have to be up early tomorrow."

Brandon was muffled, I couldn't hear what he
said.

Then Zoey said: "I wasn't kidding, Bran. I'm
with Aiden now. I told you."

I felt my heart swell, my chest filled with
warmth. She'd told him she was with me.

But Brandon walked past, holding a beer from
the minibar in his hand as he went to peer out the window, and I
had to wonder why she'd brought him up to her room if she was going
to tell him she was with me.

"There's no way he'll keep you happy,"
Brandon was saying, looking over to where Zoey was, making me
envious merely for being able to see her.

She said something I couldn't hear, then
Brandon said: "Come here."

With a single hand signal he directed her to
sit on the sofa. There she was. God, she was beautiful, and
blushing slightly. I thought I saw her trying to peer in through
the door, to see if I was there. I'm not sure if she spotted me in
the darkness, but she seemed to be purposefully sitting in a
position to show me that she had no panties on under her skirt.

I felt my loins tingle. I had to force myself
to believe she did not love him. She was just keeping him happy for
business reasons.

"I'm not sure if I'm going to allow you to
have him," he said, approaching her now, looking down sternly.

She crossed her legs and put her hands on her
thighs, looking at him with submissive deference in her eyes.

Looming over her, Brandon said: "You don't
need a wimp like that - you never did. You need a firm hand, like
always."

I saw him grab hold of her top, yanking it up
to reveal her bare breasts, and I felt the anger beginning to
bubble up inside me. What was he doing?

Zoey, my strong-willed Zoey, was not stopping
him. She sat up, straightening her back and stretching up to put
her face inches from his, her mascara-laden eyes flickering over
him from behind her glasses as she offered him a half-smile, as
though she was wrestling with the conflicting impulses to dominate
or be dominated.

"You need me to tell you what to do, don't
you Zoey?"

She sat still as he let go of her top, the
elastic snapping back against her skin, and said nothing. I got the
distinct impression his authoritative tones were turning her on in
a different way than I was able to achieve. It made me feel
helpless.

Brandon leaned forward and smelled her, his
head just a few inches to the side of hers. He seized her arm,
pulled her toward him, then his hand was gripping her hair and the
back of her neck rather brutally instead.

"I think you're just teasing me 'cause last
time I was so soft on you," he said with a menacing sneer.

He kissed her, holding her by the neck,
tearing at her top to keep it from slipping down over her
breasts.

In the darkness of my room, I felt my
hardened cock twitch at the sight of her hard nipple. The blush in
Zoey's cheeks seemed stronger now, and she was gazing up at him
with something like wonderment.

"You know you can't do anything without me,
Zoey," he said, his fingers closing around her throat, squeezing
her, intimidating her with his power. "You'll be a mess without
me."

She said something softly, but I couldn't
hear what it was. Brandon crouched down in front of her, pulling
her toward him by the neck, as though she were nothing but a rag
doll, and he was whispering something in her ear that I could not
decipher.

She was smiling, enjoying his roughness.

I almost let out a groan of pure
disappointment, before I realized they might hear.

Brandon seemed to be throttling her, and yet
she was smiling, those nipples so erect on her exquisite breasts. I
was being torn apart by conflicted feelings, wanting desperately to
go in there and defend her, yet knowing she'd told me to keep
out.

She said: "Yes." I wasn't sure to what she
was responding, but it did not make me happy.

Presumably responding to an order from
Brandon, Zoey stood up in front of the sofa, standing straight like
she was in a military parade, facing me directly. Brandon reached
forward and pulled her top up now, over her head, before removing
her skirt as well.

Oh, she was so stunning, hands clasped
obediently behind her back, chest pushed up, butt pushed back,
pussy exposed for me to see.

"You see?" Brandon said, pacing around her
like an army sergeant major inspecting the troops. "You need this,
don't you?"

She nodded, still giving him that half-smile
that infuriated yet also excited me.

"I didn't hear you," he slapped her face,
then slapped her right breast. It wasn't hard, but the sound of the
impact on her skin shocked me.

I sat up, now worried he was actually going
to hurt her. I was deathly afraid of what I'd have to do if he did
hurt her - Brandon was no small man. He'd clearly been an athlete
in college, and he'd kept up the regimen since then.

Zoey was smiling, partly with quiet rebellion
against this dominant man, partly through sexual arousal.

He slapped her again on the left breast, and
she let out a little moan, said: "Yes, sir."

"Yes sir, what?" Another slap, another
moan.

"Yes sir, I need you to control me."

Brandon walked behind her, and put his hands
around her neck again, as if to strangle her. He put his face to
the side of her head, inhaling the scent of her hair, and said:
"That's right, little girl."

Then he said quietly, though loud enough for
me to hear: "You don't have any need for any of your feminist
bullshit, and you don't have any need for that dickhead Aiden
Jones."

I caught my breath. Zoey didn't say
anything.

He gave her another semi-playful swat on the
breast, then swept his hand all over her chest, down her stomach
and over her pussy, making her moan in the process.

Now the big man pulled down his pants, still
standing behind her, and said into her ear: "Touch it. Now."

He held her as she fumbled with her hands
behind her back, blindly seeking out his cock just as his hand was
reaching around to grab her pussy.

I sat horrified, wondering why she was
allowing this. Was she accepting all this simply to win the
contract the next day? Why did she want me to see this? It felt so
disruptive and undermining of my view of her as a strong force in
my life - worse than it had been in Ms Jenkinson's presence.

Yet my cock was so thick between my thighs as
I watched, kneeling there by my bed wearing only a pair of boxers
and a t-shirt. How thrilling it was to see her so bare, completely
exposed to someone else, challenging the boundaries of control.

Now he stood by her side, and hissed: "On
your knees."

She turned to him, did exactly what he said,
lowering herself to the ground so he could feed that hard cock of
his into her mouth. So compliant as she took him between her pretty
lips, rocking her head back and forth, looking up at him with
compliant eyes.

He held her hair tight in one hand, and led
the movement of her mouth on his hardness. Fucking her head. Again,
she was letting him do whatever he wanted.

Periodically, he'd remove his cock from her
mouth and smack her around the face with it a few times before
pushing back inside her lips. He was disrespectful of her, he did
not appreciate her feminine power, he was wasting his entire
experience. Although I'd never been abusive to any girl I'd been
with, watching Brandon offered me a glimpse at how I'd frittered
away ten years of experiences with women. What a waste.

Taking a deep, anxious breath, I stood up,
fighting off the pins and needles in my feet, agonizing about
whether I should just march in there, and push him away from her.
She'd told me to keep out of there, though, whatever the
circumstances.

I got the sense she was teaching me a lesson.
Would I be simply failing her to go in there now? What if, in order
to pass the test, I was actually supposed to go in there and defend
her?

When I returned to my place, to peer through
the door, I saw that Brandon had now shoved Zoey onto the couch, so
she was lying face down along it, and her hands appeared to be
bound behind her back, tied with a toweled bathrobe cord.

Now naked, he was standing behind her,
slapping her rear, casting great pink splotches right across her
buttocks.

She cried and moaned with every strike,
burying her face in the sofa cushions to stifle herself, but again
I couldn't tell if she was enjoying it or not. She certainly wasn't
trying to struggle or get away.

They didn't seem like hard blows, but
produced sharp cracks of flesh on flesh. Brandon nestled his cock
between her cheeks in between spanking her, her pert behind
becoming steadily more rosy with every strike.

"You see? You love it," he declared. "There's
no way that creep next door can make you feel anything as good as
me."

Then I saw him manhandling her hips, pulling
her towards him, and his cock was pointing direct at her pussy. I
watched, side on, as the big man pushed forward, sliding his
bulging manhood inside my Zoey. I felt the air squeezed out of my
lungs as I saw that thing sinking into her.

"Oh fuck," he said, "Oh fuck, babe, you feel
that?"

I hated guys who called anyone 'babe', it was
so stupid. I hated Brandon, he was stupid. But Zoey was letting him
fuck her, letting him strike her behind as he continued fucking
her, answering him in the affirmative as he asked her if she liked
having his dick inside her as he slapped her.

He pulled out of her, and went over to the
other side of the couch, and knelt down to feed his cock back into
her mouth, glistening with her pussy juices, demanding to know if
she liked his cock, if she liked sucking him all coated in her
come.

I could see how wet her pussy was as he
fucked her face again, and I suddenly felt quite inadequate. Did I
make her that wet when she was with me?

Of course I did. I made her come - he didn't.
Brandon needed me to be watching for Zoey to come.

I buried my face in my hands, turning away.
Taking a deep breath, telling myself that she was only doing
whatever needed to be done to make this guy happy for the
contract's sake.

When I turned back, Brandon was pushing her
roughly over to the arm of the sofa, shoving her over it, then
forcefully plunging his cock back into her pussy, squeezing and
slapping her butt cheeks as he pounded her, even reaching forward
to slap her face and her breasts.

He was saying: "You're going to stop seeing
him, aren't you, bitch?"

But she was saying: "Never, never, never."
And I hoped against hope she was saying she was never going to stop
seeing me.

He smacked her, said: "You'll never see
him?"

And she said: "I'll never stop seeing
him."

I was getting so wound up. Zoey's moans were
more like cries now, and though my cock was hard in my undershorts,
I was on my feet, feeling myself losing control as he hit her.

Storming into the room, shoving him off
her.

Brandon was laughing.

He said: "God, took long enough for him to
come for you, Zoey, are you sure you've chosen a good one?"

I was confused, standing there like a
lemon.

Zoey looked at me, a touch angry, a touch
pitying me. Perhaps even a touch pleased that I was there. "You
shouldn't have come in, Aiden," she said. "I told you to stay
out."

Brandon was still laughing, saying: "Time for
some punishment for sissy boy."

Zoey said: "Come here."

I felt physically sick.

I ignored Zoey, throwing out the rules of my
submission, and faced Brandon. I've no doubt I looked completely
ridiculous, but I was a seething ball of rage. I growled: "If you
hit her again, I will put you in the hospital."

That probably seemed quite rich, seeing how
much bigger Brandon was than me. But rage and adrenalin can do
funny things to the strength and power of even the most average of
men.

It was probably not what I was supposed to do
if our firm wanted to keep its part of this deal Brandon was
supposedly concocting. To Hell with it.

He sneered at me. "You do as I say,
loser."

"When did I agree to that?" I asked.

He said: "You do what she tells you. She does
what I tell her."

I shook my head, my expression remaining as
full of menace as I could muster.

"Cool it, Jones, will you?" Zoey said. I felt
acid fill my stomach - something I'd not really felt before with my
goddess.

Betrayal.

Brandon said: "If I want to discipline my
woman, I will discipline my woman."

He threw a hand toward Zoey's face, and
somehow the adrenalin flowing through my veins seemed to give me
Spidey senses - my own hand shot out and I grabbed his wrist before
he could land his blow on her cheek.

"She's not your woman."

He angrily pulled his arm out of my grip.

"You're only going to make it worse," he
hissed at me. "If you keep me from disciplining her, I'll need to
discipline her more the next time."

I looked at him - really stared at him. He
seemed so hideously ugly to me. He was a vile creature - a bully, a
pathetic creep who had to force his will on others. He abused the
concept of domination and submission.

How had I allowed him to defile my goddess? I
felt caught. There was no way I'd let him land another blow on
Zoey. I knew the power he held over her - she may have loved him
once, she might still have loved him then, but this was wrong.

Suddenly, I had a flash of inspiration.

I said: "She serves you, but I serve her. Any
punishment you care to give her, I will accept instead."

I didn't know if he'd take the bait. He just
had this look on his stupid steroid-enhanced face that said
I-really-want-to-hit-someone-right-now. He had the kind of tension
in his body that could only be defused by violent acts.

Zoey said: "Step away, Jones."

"No, no," Brandon said. "It's a logical
solution. Come here, Jones."

I stepped up to him, braced myself as he
reached his arm back, coiled to power at my face.

Brandon hit me, hard, closed-fist, in the
jaw. Pain erupted through my face. Zoey screamed.

I stood my ground. Now it was my turn to
sneer. I said: "That make you feel like a man, Brandon? Attacking
the defenseless?"

Brandon growled, and held his fist up once
again to threaten me. He said: "That mouth will get you in trouble,
Jones."

I said: "Truth hurts, huh?"

He swung at me again. I flinched, and he
caught my chin, but it still stung like hell.

I laughed. He hit me again - side of the
head.

I said something like: "Pathetic." My mouth
didn't quite work properly by then - my whole face was numb. I
think I caught another blow from Brandon, maybe a few more.

And then Zoey was yelling at me to get out -
like I was the one in the wrong.

I guess that was what did it - that acid
feeling of betrayal welled up in my stomach again. I was thinking:
how is she still standing by him? Can you not see what a pathetic
loser he is?

I was close to blacking out - I could see
stars swirling in my vision.

Zoey yelled my name, and that was enough for
me.

I walked out of the room, closed the
adjoining door, and once in my own room I dressed, threw my
belongings in my suitcase, and left the hotel. I was numb, I was
possibly concussed, but it was the acid in my belly that hurt the
most.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twenty-Six

 


 


Ms Jenkinson agreed to see me first thing in
the morning.

I’d spent a harrowing night driving back
home. The shock soon wore off from my uncontested beating,
requiring an unplanned pause at a rest stop for Tylenol. Worse than
the physical discomfort was the emotional pain from walking out on
Zoey.

My journey through the night had actually
started off with me feeling some sense of pride, in that I had made
a stand against the vile Brandon and had shown quite clearly what a
cruel and heartless bastard her old flame was.

Yet as I got closer and closer to Baltimore,
my view of the situation changed. I felt more and more that I’d
done the wrong thing. First I’d stepped in to Zoey’s room without
permission, then I’d attempted to force her choice between Brandon
and I, and then I’d fled the scene like some kind of pathetic
coward. If Brandon was a dangerous lunatic, then it was hardly
heroic to abandon her to him.

I’d been tested, and had failed miserably.
But how could I possibly turn round and go back to her, tail
between my legs? The pride I'd felt at the beginning of my journey
was too wounded by the end of it for me to make a quick return.

At home, I arrived so late that Robin was
thankfully already asleep, saving my blushes. Even in darkness, the
apartment reminded me of my time with Zoey, my heart feeling
crushed at the memories of bringing her back here. I got to bed
feeling like a huge piece of me had been torn away.

She’d been cruel in how she’d treated me, but
as I lay unable to sleep, I considered that the sense of
fulfillment I felt with her might just be the same as she had once
felt with Brandon. If she had loved him once, and still loved him,
that was always going to be a tough choice to make.

I’d never really experienced love before Zoey
– but she had. I couldn’t see things her way, because I had never
had to make a choice like that.

Feeling that I understood her mindset was no
compensation for the anguish I felt. Being with her had been like
flying up to the sun – I’d been scorched, I’d fallen to the earth,
but what an experience it had been. Where would I ever find another
like her?

By the time I was able to sink into a brief
and shallow slumber, I had decided that my best option was to get
away from Zoey. There was no way I’d be able to see her every day
without getting my heart completely shredded. It was a hard
decision to make – especially considering the lengths we’d gone to
show our CEO that we could work together perfectly well while
conducting a full romantic relationship.

There was no other option – I had to get out.
I sent an email to Ms Jenkinson, apologizing profusely, accepting
the blame completely for what had happened. I explained my run-in
with Brandon without going into too much detail. I only made it
clear that Zoey had appeared to make a choice, and despite showing
her the kind of Neanderthal he was, I could not remain working with
her in the wake of her decision.

I was expecting to take a sick day, perhaps
get some kind of reply from Ms Jenkinson later that day, even if it
was referring me to our human resources department to submit my
resignation. Yet her reply came back within minutes of sending my
email that night.

Meet me in my office, first thing.

 


 


*

 


 


It was strange going into the company
building again - I felt different, somehow. I'd been coming through
this revolving door virtually every working day over the past eight
or nine years, and it had become such a regular part of my life, I
couldn't quite believe this would be the last time.

Winston the security guard flagged me through
the turnstile as usual, giving me that knowing look of warm
recognition that had always suggested to me that he knew all the
reasons for me being there at that hour, although there was no way
he could.

Then I was in the elevator, my finger
hovering over the usual button for the third floor and our sales
department, moving up to the button bearing the number eight.

On the way up, I felt thankful that other
than Winston, the building seemed deserted. I would be able to
discuss my situation with our chief executive, then gather my
belongings and vacate the premises without having to run into
colleagues requiring detailed explanations.

I felt a little numb to the pain of losing
Zoey, perhaps because my nerves were jangling so much ahead of my
meeting with the CEO. I tried to calm myself with the attitude that
things couldn't get much worse. I was about to lose my job, having
already lost the only woman I'd ever loved. At least I had my
health.

I knocked, and heard the familiar order:
"Come."

My heart was in my mouth as I opened the door
and slipped inside to find the radiant Ms Jenkinson once again
sitting regally in her office chair, looking impeccable in a sharp
suit despite the early hour. She must have arrived at the office
well before me - did she sleep here in some secret apartment?

"Aiden Jones," she said as I approached her.
"What are we going to do with you?"

I felt so gloomy as I came to a halt in front
of her desk, the air of disappointment so thick around me.

"I'm sorry, Ma'am," I said. "I honestly
thought I could handle it."

Ms Jenkinson gazed at me, and I felt more
exposed than ever, despite having previously been entirely naked
before her. I guess the last time, I had Zoey here to deflect some
of her attention. Here, I was on my own.

"I've already heard how you handled it,
Aiden," she said in a surprisingly gentle tone.

"I… I wasn't thinking…" I stammered, then
tried to pull myself together. God. I wasn't trying to save my job
now - I didn't need to offer her a sob story. Some good references
might be nice, but this wasn't time for groveling. A little more
firmly, I said: "I thought if I tried to show her that he was not
worthy of her, she'd end it with him."

Ms Jenkinson looked at me a moment, taking in
the cuts and bruises that now sprawled all over my face.

After a long pause, she said: "Zoey had a
long, difficult history with Brandon, I'm afraid. He's a really
nasty piece of work - but unfortunately, she fell for him hard when
they were at college."

I nodded. There wasn't anything I could
really say.

Ms Jenkinson went on: "When she was my
intern, I recognized real talent in her - talent to make a
difference at this company, if only she could grasp the bull by the
horns and embrace her leadership abilities. But Brandon always did
remain a thorn in her side. I tried hard to get rid of him,
too."

Our chief executive pulled herself up out of
her seat and now walked around to me.

"You know," she said, "the last few weeks and
months, Zoey has really changed."

"Yes, Ma'am. She has."

The blonde woman stood in front of me, and
now looked up into my face, raising her hands to gently hold my
head in her fingers, so she could tilt it back and examine my
wounds in the light.

"What you have to realize, Aiden, is that she
didn't do it alone," our CEO said. "She took control of you - but
you showed her how to take control, you validated her control."

"I… I suppose so," I said.

She nodded, removed her hands from my face.
"Not too serious, thankfully," she said of my bruising, and even
laughed, "Makes you look quite the action hero."

I smiled.

She said seriously: "I want to thank you for
what you've done, Aiden. She wouldn't have made the progress she
had without you."

Without warning, I felt a colossal sadness
take hold of my heart, so that tears began to well up in my eyes
that I struggled to keep back. What an amazing young woman I'd
lost. How would I ever live without her in my life?

I said: "I only wish I could have kept her
away from Brandon."

Ms Jenkinson stroked my cheek tenderly. She
said: "I think you did what you could. You've forced her to make a
choice. She has to make it - it can't be you making it for her.
That would undermine her whole leadership position. But you
understood that when you stood there and took a beating."

I shrugged, feeling a little vindication,
though still fighting to keep back the tears. I didn't want to look
like an idiot in front of this impressive woman.

"I want to help you, Aiden," she said. "After
everything you've done for me - all the help you've given me in
getting through to our Zoey."

My ears pricked up. "Thank you, Ma'am."

She slowly wandered back around to the other
side of the desk. "A friend of mine works for a political
consultancy down in DC, needs some help in their new publishing
division," Ms Jenkinson said. "A proficient salesman and team
leader like yourself would be an asset. I'd be happy to recommend
you."

"Thank you, Ma'am. That would be
wonderful."

She removed her jacket, draping it over her
desk in a manner you didn't usually see, but would keep it flat. I
thought nothing of it, I was so ecstatic that I was going to get
the personal recommendation of our chief executive for a promising
new position at another company - even if I'd most likely have to
move to another city to take it up. Even the hassle of relocating
felt somehow promising if it meant a fresh start.

"I'll accept your resignation as soon as you
care to submit it," the attractive blonde said, now unfastening the
buttons on her blouse. "But I think given the injuries you've
sustained, it would be only reasonable to allow you to serve out
your notice period at home."

"Thank you, Ma'am."

She pulled off her blouse, revealing a lacy
white bra and plenty of smooth, flawless skin - and suddenly I did
notice her intentions. Wow, she certainly was a tiger. Whether or
not I had actively affected Zoey's ability to lead men, in this
moment I felt certain that Zoey and myself had affected Ms
Jenkinson's fondness for inappropriate sexual conduct at work.

Her skirt fell to the floor, and she said in
an extraordinarily serene voice: "Then we have an agreement."

"Yes, Ma'am."

Her bra came next, her beautiful breasts and
taut nipples were exposed to the chill air-conditioned office.

"Perhaps you might like to show your
appreciation for my support in this, Aiden," she said, slipping her
white lacy panties down over her toned thighs to reveal her little
trimmed bush of golden hair.

"Of course," I said, my heart pounding in my
chest. It felt like all kinds of wrong - betrayal against Zoey even
though she had betrayed me so cruelly, and despite the fact that
the last time I'd been in this room, my beloved had ordered me to
have my way with this woman.

"You can lock the door behind you and then
come over," she said, offering me a warm smile as she took a seat
in her chair, now completely naked.

Jesus, she was a sight. Once the door was
locked, I found her sitting in the chair leaning to one side, with
her left leg curled up under her as though she were sitting
cross-legged, but only on the one side. Along with her shapely
breasts and her bullet-like nipples, it meant I had a superlative
view of her pussy as I walked toward her again.

"Take off your clothes, Aiden," she said.
"Let me see that beautiful cock of yours."

On her side of the desk, after a nervous
glance outside the floor-to-ceiling windows to ensure we could not
be seen from there, I disrobed. I could see her eyes focus on me as
I revealed my manhood to her, see them light up as she took in just
how hard I was from the sight of her trim naked form.

"Come here," she said again, and I stepped up
to her, whereupon she took my cock in her hands, and leaned down to
lick the underside of my helmet.

I couldn't help but groan as she squeezed my
shaft, her tongue lashing around the tip of my hardness. She had
such a classically beautiful face, she could have been a model.

"Aren't I lucky to have such a pretty toy,"
she said, grinning up at me before taking my manhood inside her
hot, wet mouth, little dimples created in her cheeks as she sucked
on my flesh, then sank down on my shaft.

I simply moaned, and placed my hand gently on
the back of her neck, though without applying any force - I wasn't
sure I was allowed to.

She broke off, more than a little breathless,
and said: "Do it, Jones. Fuck my face."

"Yes, Ma'am," I said.

I placed both hands on the side of her head
now, over her ears, my fingers reaching around the back of her
head, around her ponytail. Now I did as she asked, controlling the
movement of her head on my cock.

It felt strange, considering not only the
role I had gotten used to, serving these powerful women, but also
the fact that I'd never really controlled a blow job from a woman
before.

After a few moments, I was simply holding her
head still and rocking my hips to take her command more literally,
fucking her pretty ex-cheerleader's face, and from her moans she
appeared to be enjoying it. While one hand held my thigh, her other
hand swept down her body to massage her breasts while I penetrated
her mouth, ultimately falling between her legs where she could
tease her clit.

She pulled back, and I had no problems giving
back full control.

"I think we might have to arrange conjugal
visits," she joked, withdrawing me from her mouth before beginning
a more leisurely licking and sucking once again, while she also
touched herself between her thighs. "You're going to be tough to
replace, Aiden."

"Thank you, Ma'am."

Ms Jenkinson leaned back in her chair away
from me, and spread her legs wide, opening up her glistening pussy
to my gaze. "I do think that Zoey loves you," she said, prizing
apart her pussy lips to reveal the pinkness inside, wet and ready
for me to defile. "Perhaps if you give it time, she might realize
the folly of her ways."

I felt a flood of warmth filling me inside at
that, at the thought my Zoey might still love me, that one day she
might be mine again.

"Do you think with a little time, you might
forgive her some day?"

I saw genuine concern in her striking blue
eyes, and couldn't tell her a lie.

"I think I could forgive her anything," I
said. "But I can't share her with a man like that. I can't stand by
and see her being hit."

Ms Jenkinson seemed almost grateful at my
response. She said: "When I picked up the pieces after what
happened with Brandon, it wasn't hard to know what our Zoey needed.
I showed her how a relationship should be, as I'd already showed
her through her internship how she could excel in business."

"By being in control?"

"Through leadership," she nodded. "It's still
early days for her - and she's still quite young. I really wasn't
expecting her to solve her personal issues and deal with you and
your sales team by bedding you."

"I'm sorry it didn't work out."

"Well. I think you were the closest we've
ever been to getting Brandon out of the picture at last. He's like
a bad penny, that one."

She shrugged, and now looked up at me. She
said: "Aiden, if you don't put that hard cock of yours inside me
right now, I might have to reconsider that recommendation of
yours."

"Yes, Ma'am."

I took a deep breath, trying to calm the
emotions whirling around my head. I couldn't look back. I had to
give Zoey space - and the first step was doing whatever it took to
persuade this attractive older woman to put my name forward for my
next job.

I nudged forward and the tip of my cock
slipped inside her, teasing out a groan as I edged into her, slowly
filling her completely, feeling her hot wetness stretched tight
around me.

"Fuck me, Aiden."

The chair shook as I began to move in and out
of her pussy, reveling in the sensation of fucking her, perhaps
even feeling a sense of revenge as the strong waft of musk from her
soaking snatch filled my nostrils. Ms Jenkinson leaned back in her
seat, leaving me to do all the work, her arms reaching back, hands
clasping the back of the chair, her breasts quivering on her chest
as I thrust inside her, those big blue eyes fixed on my face as she
gasped for breath. I pushed myself down on her forcefully, grabbing
one of her breasts roughly in a hand, crushing her hard nipple
between finger and thumb.

I'm not sure what I was thinking - this was a
woman used to controlling people, leading men. But she bit her lip
and flashed her eyes at me, enjoying my brute force, encouraging
it.

She said: "That’s it, fuck me, Aiden, pound
me."

Then she pulled me in to kiss my mouth, and
that felt like the most wrong thing we'd done yet.

But looking at her perfect bone structure,
her magazine-cover figure and the long, angelic blonde hair, I got
the idea I was part of a long sexual history for this woman.

There was something hot about that idea,
though I'd never found it arousing before to think of a partner's
sexual history. I might have been just another notch on her
bedpost, but this woman had demanded my services a second time - a
final screw before I left the company - and that did wonders for my
confidence.

"Did Zoey tell you about sex and love,
Aiden?" she asked me, my pace slowing a little as I considered her
leftfield question.

"Ma'am?"

She smiled, and stirred her hips now to keep
our sex going even as I paused. "One thing I drilled into her when
I was trying to get her to cut her ties with Brandon."

"That you can have sex with someone without
loving them," I said, remembering that Zoey had mentioned it
before, when trying to explain her being with Brandon.

"That's right," she said as I continued to
pump my hips and writhe against her, stirring my hardness inside
her. "I tried to make her realize that while Brandon kept wanting
sex from her, he didn't actually love her."

"Right."

"He didn't just beat her, you know. He used
to cheat on her every chance he got," Ms Jenkinson said. "I tried
to get her to see it from his perspective, while also protect her
from future lovers - but I guess the lesson got kind of
confused."

"I guess so."

Ms Jenkinson ushered me up now so she could
turn and present her rear. I thought it might be a little tricky on
the chair, but she made it look easy, almost practiced. Pushing
into her pussy from behind, feeling her squeezing me, I could feel
I had little time left in me.

As I thrust into her, she said: "You can love
her, Aiden, and she'll be worth it. But if she doesn't see sense, I
hope you'll be more careful in protecting yourself the next
time."

"Yes, Ma'am," I felt tender warmth at her
concern.

She turned again, so that she was facing me,
and traced a finger down my cheek. "You're a blessing, Aiden," she
said. "When I showed Zoey the power of a female-led relationship, I
overlooked the importance of a man who will accept that leadership,
and encourage it without sitting back and letting the woman do all
the work."

"Yes Ma'am."

"Now, fuck me, Aiden," she said, and I took
up my rough pounding of her again as she urged me, "Do it - I want
to feel your hot come filling me."

I held her hips firmly and plunged into her
hot flesh as she reached underneath herself to flicker her fingers
over her clit. My cock was like a rapier, gleaming with her juices,
so hard and straight and long, buried up to the hilt with each
thrust.

Then I was coming, my body shuddering as I
pumped my thick cream inside her pussy, my orgasm bursting through
me, making my entire body shudder as I emptied myself into the
beautiful chief.

Afterwards, she remained in her chair,
watching me pull on my clothes with a look of real satisfaction on
her face.

"You'll go far, Aiden Jones," she said, and I
could see she was touching herself between her thighs, quietly
stirring her fingers in her pussy, apparently reveling in the
presence of my come.

"Thank you, Ma'am," I said.

"You be sure to come back and see us some
time."
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Okay, roll the montage. You know - the one
about the guy that's just walked out on the love of his life.

You know the kind of thing - the sad walk
through familiar neighborhoods as he deals with the sudden loss of
such a huge part of his identity, the warm summer passing to
chilled autumn with dead leaves falling all around to signify the
sadness and ending of the summer's romance as he continues his
attempt at recovery from the vicious hole in his chest that just
won't close over, even after countless dinner parties with smugly
married friends and all-night drinking binges with his rapidly
depleting host of single friends.

All the while you're thinking: "You idiot!
It's so blatantly obvious she's The One, and here you are moping
around because for some stupid reason she doesn't meet your
ridiculous standards, rather than forgetting about that little
thing you got your panties all twisted over, and going after her to
win her back."

I did it all - the moping, the blubbering,
the consoling myself with liquor. I'd never felt such unbelievable
pain before - couldn't believe such pain was possible.

It's so much simpler in the movies - the
characters have a gloomy moment or two, where they realize they've
made some big mistake, they've been stupid, there was never any
reason why their relationship shouldn't have just worked out. There
is some kind of Life Lesson Learned, and then they can just go out
and get the Love of Their Life back, just like that.

It can be as stupid as When Harry Met Sally,
where he just suddenly comes to the conclusion that he loves her,
and that's enough to get her back into his arms. Or Notting Hill,
where his cuddly chums help him realize that despite the
extraordinary differences between a lowly man living comfortably in
the most expensive part of central London and a Hollywood actress,
he's forgotten that actually, she's only an ordinary member of the
opposite sex, and technically able to fall in love with anyone. Or,
to turn it around, in Pretty Woman where she walks out on him
because she doesn't like his friends thinking she's a prostitute,
and after five minutes without her, he just drives over to her
house and without even saying a word to her, she falls into his
arms and it's happy ever after.

I watched a lot of romantic comedies during
my grieving period - an attempt to find meaning in my situation, I
suppose. Only, my situation wasn't reflected by any of them.

The little thing I got my panties all twisted
over - that was keeping this guy from fully accepting this Love Of
His Life - was the fact she liked occasionally sleeping with her
ex-, who hit her and abused her, and was generally a disgrace of a
human being.

Sure, there were times where the pain got so
bad, I was sorely tempted to make one of those mad dashes across
town you see in the third act of the typical rom-com - running
through the streets because my brain can't handle motorized
transport at such a time - to get to Zoey and tell her it doesn't
matter any more, she can have Brandon as well, so long as I get to
have her too.

But after a certain point in a break-up, you
think the other person's long-since moved on, forgotten about you.
You're only going to make your own pain worse to see her happy with
Mr Somebody Else.

I tried everything - alcoholism, workaholism,
shopaholism, chocoholism. The whole caboodle.

Okay, montage over. We get the picture.

 


 


*

 


 


Robin raised his eyebrows when I came home
with a certain bottle blonde by the name of Taylor, but he wasn't
disapproving. I could see he was pleased I was dealing with my Zoey
fixation in my own way.

It was late anyway - he'd been out as well,
though he'd ended up there on the couch watching Conan on his own.
Everyone was fueled up on alcohol, especially him.

So I simply got a couple of raised eyebrows
and a mock military salute as I led Taylor through to my bedroom -
I didn't get the kind of disapproval regarding my blatant rebound
that I actually felt deep down I probably deserved, or Taylor
probably deserved, let's face it.

But Taylor didn't care I was bouncing back
from a relationship - she seemed only pleased that at last, she'd
won another night with me. I'd probably have felt a little sad for
her had I not as much alcohol in my system as I had. Taylor was a
marketing assistant with a consumer goods manufacturer, maybe a
couple of years out of college. I'd first hooked up with her many
moons ago after an office Christmas party because she'd been the
baby sister of someone who'd worked in our accounts department.

She was pretty, and she smelled of apricots,
and she was easy to fall into bed with, though now I'd been exposed
to the kind of energy levels of a dominant female, I wondered
whether Taylor's pliable manner would hold up.

She was on the bed almost before the door was
closed, and I was quickly in her arms, resolved to try my utmost to
forget about Zoey.

"I missed you," she breathed, as I kissed her
neck, marveling at the velvet softness of her skin. "Gina said you
got involved with someone at work."

"I did," I said, remembering that Gina was
the name of her sister in our accounts department.

"Didn't work out?" she asked, happy as ever
to lie back and let me do whatever I liked with her, which on this
occasion involved moving down to push up her little pink and white
top, revealing her cute stomach there for me to kiss.

"Not really."

I just brushed my hands over her body, down
her slender thighs, checking out her trim figure through the thin
white leggings she wore, which along with her top made her look a
little trashy perhaps, though fine for a bar and a nightclub as it
turned out.

"Mmm…" she moaned as I pushed up her top even
further, to find her little breasts, knowing full well after an
evening's viewing that she hadn't bothered with a bra. "I'm glad it
didn't work out."

I swear, her skin tasted as though she'd
brushed herself in sugar.

She was soon moaning and writhing under me as
I tasted her flesh, squeezing her little handfuls and grazing her
nipples with my fingers. Little cries came as I found her stiff
buds with my hot mouth.

My hand sank down between her legs, feeling
the glorious curves of her body, the kind of classically feminine
shape that could turn a man on in an instant. Her leggings really
were thin - hardly any protection for a night on the town. I could
feel the heat of her sex through the stretchy material as well as
her underlying underwear.

"Tell me what you want," I said quietly,
knowing how things had been with her before, knowing she was like
all those others who just lay back, opened their thighs, allowed
their conqueror to take his fill without question before faking an
orgasm in an attempt to make him think she was good in bed.

Taylor looked at me blankly, said: "I want
what you want, Aide."

I looked at her, trying not to feel
irritated. What a waste to simply push myself inside her, wriggle
about a bit and then empty myself. She was a touch trashy, sure,
but she was still beautiful, still a woman who deserved to know the
possibilities she was missing out on.

I said: "I want you to come. Tell me what you
like."

She smiled, her forehead creasing in
confusion. "I like you," she said. "You make me come - every time
you fuck me."

I thought back, knowing now that what she
said was a lie. I'd never made her come. Had I ever made any of
those women come? I suddenly felt a bit of an idiot. Perhaps Zoey
had been the only one I'd ever actually given an orgasm.

Taylor said brightly: "You want me to suck
you a little first?"

She spoke as though it was a spark of
blinding inspiration, that no girl had ever thought of before.
Foreplay before penetration.

I stroked her cheek, said: "You know there's
more to life than pleasing a guy?"

"What're you talking about?"

"Shh…"

I kissed my way down her stomach, slipping
easily between her legs, where my face came to rest in the crux of
her thighs. I was ignoring her own wishes, I suppose, in
distracting myself with her shape, her scent, her heat as I trailed
my mouth and nose over the delicate form of her mound. But she did
want what I wanted, so. She seemed to be enjoying my touch, at
least, and was never going to stop me. As always, she was happy to
simply lie back as a passenger. Only this time, glancing up, I
could see her face remained marked by confusion and
uncertainty.

As I explored her hips and inner thighs,
turning her this way and that as though she was my own personal sex
doll, I enjoyed her candy perfume, her girlish figure. Yet somehow,
although she was letting out little sighs and groans at my touch, I
got the sense that whatever I did to her, she'd let out those same
sounds.

It was no achievement to give her pleasure,
somehow.

I stopped myself from thinking about it,
knowing that my thinking was coming back round to the fact that
making love to Zoey - worshipping her as I had tried to do - had
been everything to do with achievement. It wasn't that it had been
more difficult to give her pleasure, but she'd been more demanding,
brighter, more independent. Making her sigh and cry and moan and
writhe on a bed had meant so much more.

It burned inside that I had walked away from
all that. What a fool I had been. There must have been a way I
could have coped with her ongoing obsession with Brandon. I could
have somehow made the demand that she was not going to let him
physically hurt her any longer.

I snapped myself out of my daze, only to find
that I'd unconsciously rolled down Taylor's leggings - and her
panties, and was now rubbing her bare pussy, coaxing her with my
fingers.

God, she was so limp, she'd even let my
unconscious self strip her virtually naked. I hadn't even
noticed.

Taylor lay on her back, but her hips and legs
were turned to the side, revealing her pert behind as well as her
little pink pussy. I kissed her cheeks while my fingers sought out
her soft folds and the wetness that was very apparent already,
breathing in the earthier scent of her arousal along with the
constant syrupy sweetness of her perfume.

There wasn't a hint of hair anywhere on her
body, and her pussy was waxed clear. With her copious juices, it
was easy for me to sink two fingers inside her. The penetration
made her gasp, but I wanted more.

"What're you doing?" she asked, sounding a
little dazed.

"Whatever I want, isn't that what you
said?"

"I guess…"

I think if this had been one of the previous
occasions I'd been with Taylor, the very next move would have been
replacing my fingers in her tightness with my cock. Really, she was
pretty enough, she was certainly wet enough, so in I'd be.

In that moment, it was easy to see just how
much I'd been changed by Zoey. She'd opened my eyes. I now craved
more - I wanted to taste this girl lying before me, I wanted to
feast on her, I ultimately realized that I wanted to please her -
force her out of her fakery into real unadulterated
satisfaction.

Off came my top and my t-shirt, leaving me
bare-chested to strip off her leggings and panties fully, before
parting her thighs and sinking onto her open flower.

"Hey what? Oh…"

A gasp as she felt the heat of my mouth now
close on her sensitive folds, my tongue emerge to delve into her
slit and flicker over her clit, my fingers to slip inside her to
support. She hadn't been expecting this at all, though she was
happy enough to lie there on her back accepting it, moaning as I
continued to devour her hairless pussy, appreciating the savory
tang of her plentiful wetness as she gripped my head firmly with
her highly-manicured hands.

Though she was no Zoey, she did make cute
little noises born from surprise and enlightenment as I showed her
more attention and focus than she'd probably received from all her
previous dates combined.

I think merely in showing her the
possibilities that a man can achieve with his mouth, rather than
any other part of his anatomy, it felt like some kind of
achievement. That, at least, was distracting for me.

It amused me that she started off by making
the kind of noises she thought I wanted to hear, the kind of
responses she believed would make me think I was some kind of love
god - and after a few moments of tenderly licking and sucking her
pussy, her acting had fallen away and she was simply giving in to
the sensations rushing throughout her system - and her writhing and
groaning and shuddering and gasping bore witness to the true
feelings I was giving her.

"Oh God, Aiden... oh my sweet Lord…"

There was a fair amount of blaspheming from
the former Baptist girl. Afterwards, I think she must have thought
she'd had some kind of religious experience.

I nearly suggested that she had Zoey to thank
for that particular orgasm. The sudden memory of my dark-haired
goddess speared me right through the heart.

I almost missed Taylor bouncing up from the
bed, saying brightly: "My turn?"

Taylor pulled my pants down only enough to
free up my cock, to which she reacted with a suitably delighted
squeal as though it were a favorite toy finally returned to
her.

I looked at her, thinking how Zoey would
probably have finished up by now, after making her come. She'd keep
me in denial until I really, really needed release. This seemed
somehow cheap.

In this new reality, though, Taylor was not
Zoey. I'd have to look far and wide to find someone like her.

Taylor lay over me, clutching the base of my
cock in one hand as she took me straight in her mouth, her silky
blonde hair trailing over my stomach as her fingers tightened
around my shaft, which couldn't help but harden under her heated
assault.

I let out a moan - it did feel good, though
there was that hollow feeling about it, empty, like it wasn't
properly earned.

I lay back, closed my eyes, and couldn't help
but imagine the dark hair, bright eyes and powerful presence of my
Zoey. Oh, what an idiot I'd been just leaving her like that. There
must have been another answer. I'd regret losing her for the rest
of my life.

What if every single sexual partner from now
on turned out to feel like this to me, like Taylor? Empty, limp,
lifeless. Too easy to please.

Taylor was moaning as she continued to bob
her head up and down my shaft, and I felt I was doing her a
disservice, shutting my eyes and imagining another woman. She was
pretty, she was certainly sexy. She'd made the effort after I'd
drunk-dialed her the previous evening with a sudden offer of drinks
and maybe more.

When I opened my eyes, I receive the kind of
startling shock that might well have stopped my heart had I been a
couple of decades older.

Zoey stood over by the door, arms folded,
watching Taylor sucking my cock.
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I jumped, of course, but could hardly move
with a blonde clamped over my thighs, lips locked around my
manhood.

Zoey looked stunning in a short white skirt
and yellow blouse, which seemed so unlike her as a fashion choice,
I would have probably said something if the situation hadn't been
so bizarre. Her glasses were slightly different, too - horn-rimmed
this time, though still small and elegant, they appeared slightly
softer on her face than the frames they'd replaced.

She did look terrifying to me, though I
suspect she would have looked terrifying in any outfit. Standing
there by the door, she didn't say anything, just watched with a
disdainful expression on her beautiful face, checking out the scene
and the bottle blonde currently servicing me on the bed. I couldn't
tell if she was going to shout at me or kiss me.

Taylor didn't even seem to notice - thinking
my gasp had been from her oral skills.

I just lay there for a moment, a rabbit
trapped in the headlights. My every cell seemed to cry out for the
strong brunette standing by the door, my every muscle clamoring for
her to come and take Taylor's place.

As the blonde continued sucking and licking
my cock, for some reason I saw Zoey's expression soften. Well, I
had walked out on her. We had been separated for some months by now
- we were certainly no longer an item. I had more right to be here
in my bedroom having my erection polished by another woman than
Zoey had the right to be standing in my bedroom at all.

For some reason, I had the sitcom "Friends"
running through my head - Ross Geller screaming "we were on a
break!" regarding his infidelity while in a lovers' tiff with his
long-term crush, Rachel Green.

We were on a break.

I made a slight move of the arms as though to
push myself up, so that I could stop Taylor and then actually deal
with this situation.

But Zoey gave a slight shake of her head.

Continue, her eyes told me.

What?

I shot a confused look back at her, but she
gave me another slight shake of the head, telling me not to stop, a
swoosh of the hand to signal I was to continue. And now she was
wandering over, circling the end of the bed watching the scene
before her, even checking out Taylor's butt and her oral
technique.

I was still confused, though having Zoey
there, meandering silently and gracefully around the bed while a
near-naked blonde bobbed up and down on my cock, I was at least
highly aroused.

Taylor was humming along, clearly happy that
she was apparently making me really hard now. Still I had no idea
what to say. My brain was more than slightly starved of blood, but
even so. Did I stop Taylor, demand that Zoey get out? Shout at her
for having no rights to come in, and so on?

But I didn't want Zoey to get out. I wanted
Taylor to get out. Oh Brandon be damned, I wanted Zoey more than
anything in the world.

My brown-haired goddess leaned over the bed,
and I was surprised again as the corners of her mouth turned up
into a quiet, mischievous smile. She looked at me, and gazed
closely at Taylor's rear, her pussy. Then she tucked her hair up
behind an ear, and gently perched down on the edge of the bed,
giving me a strangely imperious expression.

She seemed to warm my insides by several
degrees, just looking at me like that. It was as though she was
saying: you're still mine, Jones. But I forgive you this little
dalliance. Her eyes also seemed impressed that I had found myself
such a pretty little blonde to suck my cock.

Then she leaned forward, and crawled over to
me, and to my complete surprise, held her hair out of her face and
pushed forward to kiss me.

Oh God, I so very nearly exploded in Taylor's
mouth.

Zoey's kiss was so powerfully sensual.

My every sense was overwhelmed by her, her
softness, her power, her sweetness, her purpose. I didn't even
notice Taylor, didn't see how she reacted to suddenly seeing this
strange new arrival move in on the guy whose cock was buried down
her throat.

Yet Zoey continued to kiss me, and Taylor
continued to lick and stroke and suck my cock.

After a few minutes, Zoey broke away from me,
her cheeks a little pink from our kiss, and she moved down towards
Taylor, placing her fingers gently in the blonde girl's hair -
almost affectionately. I just watched, quite unbelieving. I know
Zoey had already seen me with Ms Jenkinson, but this was somehow
completely different.

Zoey was smiling at Taylor, who quietly made
way for her to take over kissing the end of my cock while she
wrapped her fingers around my shaft.

Taylor just watched, stroking my leg as my
beautiful goddess ramped up my pleasure levels by a factor of a few
thousand. Zoey really was incredible, her tongue sampling me,
lashing me, massaging my hardness, playing with me. She sank down
on my shaft, and my whole body trembled with the force sweeping
through me.

It wasn't just sexual conduct, it was more
than that. It held a meaning that just wasn't there with
Taylor.

Zoey broke away and now kissed my stomach so
sensually, and then both girls were there licking my cock at once,
brushing rogue strands of hair over each other's faces as they
shared my hardness. Licking together, then one of them taking me
into her mouth for a few beats, before withdrawing so the other
could suck on me instead.

Somehow sensing that this was going to be a
little much for me to sustain, Zoey moved away, leaving my cock to
Taylor, as she returned to my face, her blouse falling open though
I hadn't seen her unfasten its buttons, her bare breasts touching
down where I could suck on them.

"What are you doing here?" I whispered.

She held my throat and dropped down to kiss
my mouth. "I came to get you back."

And I knew with everything inside me that she
had done just that - though Taylor was still with us, rapidly
becoming our shared toy, I knew I wasn't going to be able to step
away from my goddess again. I'd have to deal with the Brandon issue
somehow, but it wouldn't involve leaving Zoey.

"I thought you wanted Brandon instead," I
said.

"No," she said, giving me her superb breasts
to play with, to kiss, to lick. "He's gone. I won't see him
again."

I felt unbelievably good at that. It felt
like winning the Mega Millions jackpot.

"We did have fun, didn't we?" I said, now
sounding as though I was begging her to come back to me, not vice
versa.

"And can again," she said, those pretty
brown-almond eyes of hers sparkling.

It seemed strange, reminiscing, reconnecting,
talking it out while Taylor continued to service my erection. But
the blonde looked up and smiled at us both, and I thought she
seemed somehow impressed at us - perhaps assuming we had
stage-managed this three-way, leaving me to seduce her and bring
her home for Zoey. It was unconventional to her, an experience. And
perhaps her earlier orgasm helped open her eyes to anything.

I knew Zoey had once given me to our chief
executive as some kind of sacrificial offering, but again I was a
little taken aback at how easily she shared me with another woman.
Leaving our new friend to my cock, she seemed happy to drape her
breasts over me, allowing me free access to her hard nipples while
we maintained our discussion.

"It got too serious," I said in between
mouthfuls of her sweet buds. "With Brandon."

"He was a mistake."

"A mistake you made twice?"

She moved down to kiss my mouth forcefully,
her tongue squirming against mine, probing me, trying to calm me
through distraction. God, she was a good kisser. It's so easy to
forget how some girls can literally sweep you into another world
with nothing more than a kiss.

"The first time I was trying to hurt you
back," she said, snatching a breath or two as my palms now found
her breasts, my fingers taking up where my lips had left off. "The
second time… I had too much to drink, I wasn't sure what I
wanted."

I prompted her: "Whether to lead or to
submit, you mean?"

"Yes. Part or me enjoys being taken by an
alpha male - always has. And when you were watching me… my God, it
was like mainlining cocaine."

Taylor was watching us as she now pulled back
from my hardness to drag my pants and underwear all the way down my
legs. Did she have any idea what was going on between Zoey and I?
It appeared almost as though she was focused on a soap opera, her
eyes flicking back and forth between us as we spoke.

"I like making you feel good," I said, taking
inspiration from Taylor's actions to help Zoey remove her blouse
completely. "But I won't do anything with the kind of guy that hits
women."

I found myself craving Zoey's pussy, and I'm
not sure if it was because she was biting her lip now - which I'd
come to know as a surefire signal that she needed me to go down on
her - or whether the clear hunger in my eyes had prompted her to
begin biting her lip in the anticipation that I was in the mood for
a little taste of her sex.

Breathing hard, she sat up and swung a leg
over my stomach, straddling me, her skirt hiked up around her
waist. She was facing away from me, but her pussy was too far away
- down over my stomach. She lay back against my chest, in a natural
position for me to reach around her and cup her breasts in my
hands, but I felt disappointed she was keeping me from her real
prize.

"I won't see him again," she said, her head
touching down on my shoulder. "The first time was to hurt you,
Aiden. The second time was to be with you."

I couldn't see what was happening down below,
but one moment I felt Taylor kissing my cock, and the next my cock
brushed through her hair while she still held it firmly, and I got
the distinct impression from the wet sounds and the long deep moan
from my beloved that this blonde girl was now exploring her
bisexuality.

Zoey groaned, bucking and writhing on top of
me, one hand supporting her body on my chest, while the other
stroked Taylor's hair, encouraging her as she licked her pussy.

I felt so jealous of Taylor just then, so
desperately wanting a taste of Zoey's pussy myself.

I tried to keep calm. I said to her: "I don't
understand. The second time was to be with me?"

She glanced over her shoulder at me, and said
quite clearly: "I was asking him for a divorce."

I felt a jolt of surprise. That I had not
been expecting. So - the two of them had not simply gone out in
college. They were married. Brandon had not merely been a brute of
a boyfriend, he was a fully accredited abusive husband.

The knowledge made me feel sorry for Zoey.
Yet this was not a situation ripe for pity. Breathing hard, Zoey
pulled back a little from Taylor, and the blonde resumed sucking my
cock. Zoey sat forward, so that she could close her hand around my
shaft while Taylor managed to lick the tip.

For a moment or two, I felt the strange
sensation of two women giving their attention to my manhood
together - but then I felt Zoey claim sole ownership, grabbing my
cock to slide it up and down her moistened slit a few times.

Her hips moved forward and I let out a long,
low growl as I felt my hardness enveloped by the intense heat of
her pussy, so tight as she sat on me, firmly staking her ownership
rights over me. But as Zoey gyrated her hips to slowly fuck me, I
felt the strangest little tickle on my cock where it protruded from
her. I looked down to see that Taylor was licking Zoey between her
thighs as she straddled my cock. I could feel a little of her
licking, her little tongue-tip occasionally dancing over my own
flesh while spending most of the time on Zoey's.

Riding my hardness, Zoey kept her hands on
Taylor's head as though it were the pommel of a saddle on a rodeo
horse.

I only wished I had a better view, but it was
nevertheless incredible to hear my Zoey moaning and gasping, with
Taylor fingering her clit while moving up to suck on the brunette's
nipples and fondle her breasts. It wasn't long before a minor
orgasm shuddered its way through Zoey's body.

It was one of those moments that was going to
stick in my memory for all time, I'd wager.

"Here," I heard Zoey say breathlessly when
her shaking finally subsided. Sitting back on my belly, Zoey
slipped my cock out of her pussy, and I realized she was talking to
Taylor, offering me to her - even holding my cock out for the
blonde.

Taylor slipped my slippery shaft back in her
mouth, tasting Zoey's juices as she did so - the blonde certainly
wasn't squeamish about the whole girl-on-girl thing.

And now, at last, I had the delightful sight
of Zoey shifting back toward my head, hoisting herself up to her
feet so she could get the perfect position as she sat down again,
on my face. I pulled her soaking little white lace panties to the
side again, and now her burning hot pussy was touching down on my
nose and lips. Heaven.

Craning my neck a little, and protruding my
tongue, I tasted her, her delicious juices flowing freely after her
recent climax.

Down below, Taylor was no longer content to
simply provide oral service - she sat astride my hips, and then my
cock was inside her. Her pussy was very wet, and I glided easily
within her as she rode me.

This was glorious. Zoey was now taking
charge, rubbing herself over me, no longer concerned about my own
welfare. I had to snatch my breaths and keep holding her underwear
out of the way while I also concentrated on licking and sucking her
where I could.

My every sense was saturated by sex and
female power. The sound of two young women getting off on my body,
using me as they wished - it was so wonderful.

Zoey was directing us, ordering Taylor up,
ordering me up, signaling for Taylor to go on all fours and lick
her pussy while she sat back against the headboard and the pillows.
Leaving me to slide inside Taylor from the rear, gazing down on her
pert behind as I split her cheeks, Zoey going crazy as Taylor ate
her out, periodically looking up at me with those sexy mischievous
grins.

Insinuating that she could misbehave with
random blondes just as easily as I could.

Zoey had the most almighty orgasm - this was
something that was as real as it was earth shatteringly loud. She
was shaking, juddering, calling out.

I pulled out of Taylor, and as Zoey collapsed
back, gasping for breath, the blonde turned over, allowing me to
penetrate her missionary-style, holding her thighs firm as I eased
back inside her.

After a little while, Zoey picked herself up,
and lay beside Taylor, her head moving between the blonde's thighs.
Licking Taylor's pussy from above, and then as I periodically
withdrew my cock, Zoey was also licking and briefly sucking the tip
of my cock.

Zoey looked up at me and smiled warmly, and
now I wanted in on Taylor's snatch. I pulled away and ducked down,
and now both Zoey and I were tonguing and kissing Taylor's slippery
pussy, her wetness all over our fingers and all over our lips, so
that when we kissed again, our mouths were soaking with Taylor's
sweet candy-flavored juices.

Taylor lay back, and this time her cries
seemed genuine, somehow, her orgasm clearly not faked when at last
it came, shivering through her body as she yelped like a jackal on
fire.

Our cute bottle blonde was asleep in no time
and though this had started off as a likely one night stand, I had
no intention of making some kind of excuse to get her out of
there.

I lay back, and Zoey slithered on top of me,
and I think the force of Taylor's orgasm had made both of us forget
that I hadn't yet come to my own finish.

Zoey grinned, realizing it as she lay on top
of me, feeling my hardness straining up against her.

"You're not going to walk out on me again,
are you, Jones?" she whispered, slipping my length inside her hot,
soaking pussy.

"Of course not," I said.

"Good," she kissed me. "Although I like the
blonde. We'll keep her. I guess I need to think of this kind of
reward for you sometimes, when you've served me well."

I kissed her back, smiling. "I only need
you," I said. "But I think you've had just as much fun with
her."

Zoey was crushing my cock with her pussy, and
even though she was hardly moving on top of me, I could feel myself
building towards the end.

"I wonder if we might be able to convert her
into a dominant female," she said quietly just before the intensity
of her body on mine became too much.

I kissed her, and said: "You know, a better
idea would be for me to learn how to switch - to dominate you
occasionally."

Zoey's eyes flashed with unbridled lust.
"That could be something."

She smiled again, and now clamped me with
sudden and colossal force, her thighs squeezing mine mercilessly,
her vaginal muscles gripping my shaft without a care for my
welfare. And then I was bursting forth, my hot seed pumping out
inside her, with my entire form rocked by the most intense climax I
could remember - yet somehow the force was contained by the
pressure she exerted lying on me.
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Well who knew, a little reconnection, some
careful heart-to-heart talking and forgiveness and promises all
round could bring me my own rom-com style resolution?

Only my version of running through the
streets of New York to track down the Love of My Life turned out to
be Zoey piling into bed to fuck Taylor and yours truly
simultaneously, and as it happened for most of the night.

Even if I hadn't opened Taylor's eyes with my
oral skills before Zoey turned up, the rest of the night with the
two of us must have proved somewhat transformational to her sexual
outlook. Well, I didn't complain that Zoey took it upon herself to
use me as a tool to teach Taylor how to dominate a man. How could
I? I'd half wanted to teach Taylor myself.

And who could have been a better teacher for
her, though she only had the one night?

"You know how the best thing in the world is
to make a hot guy feel amazing?"

"Of course!"

"Well, turns out if you frustrate them a
little first, when you eventually get round to making them feel
amazing, they feel a hundred times more amazing."

"Seriously?"

"Yeah - and while you frustrate them a
little, you can get them to make you feel amazing. It's win-win,
huh?"

"Seems that way. Jesus, should he really be
putting his tongue in there so much? Oh my Lord in heaven..."

It was such an intense night, it seemed to
flush all the toxins out of my system, out of our system. Along
with her central promise never to see Brandon again now that he'd
signed the divorce papers, it seemed to wipe our slate clean.

Sure, it was kind of strange to have make-up
sex with someone else in the bed with us, but all that seemed fine
to the both of us. Appropriate, even. We had an unconventional
sexual relationship, and it all seemed to confirm that we'd
continue to have an unconventional sexual relationship - we both
saw the attraction of exploring ourselves and our boundaries,
though we both recognized there could be hard limits to that.

"Fitzroy" - the name of Zoey's childhood pet,
became our safe word. If either one of us said it, things would
stop, we wouldn't go any further past the comfort zone. It felt
reassuring to have that.

"When would you've used it, when we were with
Brandon?" Zoey asked me with a wry smile plastered over her face,
once we'd settled on the safe word approach.

"I don't know. That first time, maybe as soon
as you walked in the room with him. That was quite brutal."

"And the second time?"

"As soon as he started hitting you."

She smiled at that, and we had some kind of
gauge for future reference.

Reconnected, I did miss working for Zoey
professionally, though I think separating our careers was the right
thing to do for the long term. I had to find a whole new way to get
motivated in my job - though it helped having a new kind of product
to sell.

After being apart for so many months,
suddenly our relationship leaped forward, and we were talking about
moving in together, and how that really should mean me serving her
constantly again - what a thrill. Of course, when I say we talked
about it, I mean she suggested it might be nice, and I put in a
respectful request for ASAP, please.

We were apart during the working day, apart
during conferences and industry exhibitions - yet being apart made
it that much sweeter when we were together.

When we are apart, Zoey sent me texts teasing
me about running into guys that clearly wanted to dominate her. She
wasn't interested in other submissives - that job was clearly
filled, though all the men who worked for her remained firmly under
her thumb.

When she sent me those teasing texts, I sent
replies suggesting maybe this time she should give in to
temptation, take a break from her leadership skills to indulge in
her occasional desire for the alpha male.

I was okay, knowing Brandon was permanently
out of the picture. Knowing that if she did choose to pursue an
alpha male, my consent would be sought expressly every step of the
way - and this time I'd have the power of the veto.

Because the submissive does have power, it
turns out - the underlying power of consent.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Thirty

 


 


I wanted to do something special for her
birthday, but the situation was complicated by the fact that she'd
promised to be at a conference that week - and was actually to give
a speech at the event on her birthday itself.

I was so proud of her, but this was one
performance she wouldn't allow me to watch. Said she'd get too
nervous. Instead, I would get the before and after. Beforehand, she
put me on a free Skype video-call to watch her shower and get
dressed prior to her speech, which was in the late afternoon
slot.

"Maybe I'll send you the video afterwards, if
it goes well," she said, and I knew that possibility was as close
as I was going to get to seeing her speech.

"Mmm..." My eyes lit up. "Video? We never
talked about videoing you before. That would be hot."

"You have a filthy mind, Jones."

"I blame society."

God she was stunning as she stepped out of
the bathroom and the air cleared of the steam that had blocked most
of my view while she'd been scrubbing and preening under the flow
of the water.

"Actually I'm surprised we haven't thought of
it before. Give you something to watch when I'm away on business,
dirty boy."

"Maybe you could accidentally leave the Skype
connection on tonight."

"Tonight? Am I expecting something to happen
after my speech?"

She looked all innocent, propping up her
MacBook Air at the right angle next to the television so I could
watch her dress in front of the mirror. But as she fished out her
hot lace-trimmed black and purple satin lingerie, a scandalously
low-cut white blouse and a suit with the shortest skirt I'd ever
seen, she knew full well how much she was teasing me.

"You know how those young execs get after
they see a beautiful woman on stage telling them what to do," I
said.

"Mmm… Maybe I should let one of them get to
me this time. It is my birthday."

My heart thumped loudly as her stockings were
slowly rolled up those smooth, shapely legs.

"Maybe this is the night," I replied.
Nervous, like I was about to take my finals.

Fully dressed, she stood tall, imagining
standing up on stage behind the lectern. Smoothing down her skirt
so that it covered the maximum possible area of her thighs, yet
still scared the crap out of me as I imagined all the guys that
would be seeing her like this, swarming all over her as she entered
the bar after the final Q&A session was over.

Perhaps after a couple of glasses of dry
white, she might pick one of them.
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She told me later how it went, and that was
the best part, made all those nerves worthwhile. This particular
conference was not far away, within a hotel in D.C., so she did
make it back into our own bed some time in the small hours.

I'd been on tenterhooks all night to find out
how it all was for her.

My heart was in my throat as I greeted her at
the door, wondering what this experience had done to her. She was
breathtakingly beautiful, of course. Hair still slightly messed up
from her earlier sex and rapid escape from the scene, while with
the gentle rosy glow in her cheeks suggested she had been fully
satisfied by the experience - something that warmed me even before
she opened up about what happened.

I do like it when she's content.

"I love having you to come home to, Jones,"
she smiled, running her eyes appreciatively over my bare chest
before she stepped up to kiss me.

"I'm glad it pleases you, Ma'am."

"I think what pleases me is if we go straight
to the bedroom. Don't you want me to tell you all about it?"

There was wildfire in her eyes. It was
intensely thrilling.

"Yes, Ma'am."

But she paused, held me, kissed me again,
breathing deeply as she did so. Then she said: "Mmm… you even smell
different."

I trembled a little at the thought of her
being with another man, a stranger. How sexy she was with such
power in her sexuality, and my ultimate submission was that she
could get exactly what she wanted, so long as she came back to me
afterward. I wasn't just giving her every little ounce of pleasure
possible from my own capability, but the possibility of the
pleasure another could give as well.

I helped her remove her jacket and hung it up
for her, and then she grabbed my hand to lead me through to her
bedroom. Our bedroom, as it was now. That was quite something to
get used to, living with your partner - something I'd never done
before Zoey, of course.

I tried to keep calm as we clambered onto the
bed, but it was difficult when she was so fired up, so wonderfully
sexual.

I'd noticed she wasn't wearing any stockings
now, but as her legs curled up under her, I stole a glimpse that
told me she wasn't wearing panties, either. My thickening cock
jumped at the sight. I knew she was wearing them during her
speech.

For a long while we just sat together there
on the bed and kissed.

I never used to appreciate kissing before
Zoey. I guess I was always like a lot of guys who just saw kissing
as the gateway to other things, and were keen to get past it and
onto the good stuff. But really, if you allow it time, if you avoid
rushing, and just realize the pleasure that can be had simply from
brushing lips against each other, from the tender touch of tongues,
from the gentle sucking of face, it was just as sensual as any oral
sex.

As we kissed, I could see flickering
recognition in Zoey's eyes that this was what she liked best.
Although she'd just had a fulfilling quickie with an alpha male,
getting her little fix of being dominated, it was kissing like this
and the slow sensual heaven I brought her in submitting to her,
that she adored more than anything. It was always fun to have a
quick hard fuck, but no one could give her the hours of
slow-burning pleasure I could in my role as Zoey's oh-so-willing
servant.

I saw how she responded to the softness of my
touch, breathing in the subtle cologne I wore, getting back in
touch with the gentle man she'd found to love her for the rest of
her life.

"Oh, God, I've missed that," she breathed as
we parted and I helped her remove her shirt, noticing a few of the
buttons were gone, even though we were doing this only a couple of
evenings ago.

She was still wearing her bra, but as one of
my hands moved down to close around a breast, my lips moving to her
neck, she stopped me, pushed my hand down between her thighs, and
grabbed hold of the back of my head to snatch another kiss from my
mouth.

"I got so wet on the journey back," she said,
and I could smell her juices even before she forced my hand up her
skirt, pushing the taut material up to reveal her startling nudity
and her flushed, open flower. "Thinking about you back here,
waiting for me."

As always, there was something in that spicy
scent from her arousal that drove me wild.

She held my head in both hands, pulled me
back from her face, said: "Tell me it was all okay? It wasn't a
horrible experience for you?"

I smiled, and simply from that expression,
she seemed to visibly relax, her anxiety melting away. "I love
knowing how good it makes you feel," I said gently, eyes wide and
earnest. "I can tell how hot it gets you - and there's nothing more
incredible than seeing you all hot and bothered."

She beamed with unconcealed bliss.

"It wasn't too much for you, waiting while I
was at the conference, flirting with all those execs?"

I shrugged, and realized my attitudes to
women had changed so much since Zoey came along, and that even
while we'd been seeing each other, my attitude to her had
transformed.

"I like it that other men desire you. It
fuels my ego," I said. "But it also makes you feel good, doesn't it
Reminds you of your incredible sexual power."

She leaned back, hands reaching for the zip
on her skirt, allowing me to help her out of it. I caught my breath
as she opened her thighs again, and it was clear to me she'd shaved
herself completely smooth down there for a change.

Open for me, she said: "I want you to go down
on me Aiden. I've been waiting all conference for it."

She knew so well how giddy it made me when
she explicitly asked for me to give her oral sex. It was such a
wonderful experience in itself, but to know full well that she
wanted it badly herself made it so much more rewarding.

I trailed my mouth down her stomach and began
kissing gently over her mound, then down the upper limit of her
thigh. Completely shaved, she was so very smooth down there. I do
actually like it when she decides to go full bush - variety is the
spice of life, after all - but had to admit it was easier to tend
to her need when she was like this.

"Oh God, I need this," she breathed. "Lick my
pussy, Aide, and I promise I'll tell you all about my evening."

"Yes, my goddess."

"Be gentle," she said - an unnecessary
request considering my intentions, but I knew she meant she was
already a little tender after her earlier activity.

I was on fire as I touched down on her
beautiful pussy itself, easing the tip of my tongue along her slick
groove to taste the scintillating tartness of her juices. I did
treat her with kid gloves as I skirted around her sopping pussy,
planting little kisses either side of her reddened folds as I took
in the aftermath close-up, inhaling her strong fragrance as I
marveled at just how turned on she'd been from this night. Was
there anything as glorious in this world as a sexually satisfied
woman? I probably said that before.

Zoey leaned back, tilting her head away from
me to let out a long, low groan in response to my hot mouth
pressing against her most sensitive parts, my tongue penetrating
her, my top lip brushing her clit.

But then she pulled herself together, knowing
the important part of our deal. She got to play, and I would help
her fulfill her every sexual need - but she had to tell me all
about it.

"Okay," she said, my nerves jangling in
anticipation of hearing her talking dirty, let alone talking dirty
about her own recent experiences. "So I guess you could say there
were quite a few guys interested in buying me a drink after the
conference was done…"

Flavored by my dedicated attention to her
pussy, Zoey's clear soprano was so sexy as she began to recount her
view of the evening, occasionally stopping to direct me this way or
that in my oral attention. I took things slowly, giving her
pleasure but not making it too intense, offering minimal, though
occasional, contact with her clit - all to give her the space to
detail exactly what went on, how she felt about it.

"…I was already so wet by the time we got to
the bar, knowing I could take one of these guys any time I
wanted…"

She spoke slowly, carefully, getting used to
talking to me while I caressed her pussy with my face.

My cock throbbed as she explained how she had
fended off unwanted attention from all kinds of men as she'd
perched on her bar stool sipping a vodka tonic.

"Then there was this handsome guy, and I just
couldn't say no," she murmured as she gently stirred her hips in
response to my attentions. "He just had this presence, you know?
Like no other man in that bar. I had to go with him."

She looked down at me, and I was beaming back
at her. Encouraging her to go on with my eyes and my tongue.

She was emboldened. Well, we had talked about
this. Talked about trying it, at least, even though she'd initially
said no to actually doing it ever since our reconciliation. This
was the first evening she'd ever decided to take advantage of the
freedom she had with me.

She said: "I think he thought I was married,
even though I didn't have a ring on. I guess I didn't discourage
the idea - it seemed to only motivate him more."
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They got up to the room, and she was a bundle
of nerves.

She was brutally aroused, but at the same
time incredibly anxious about whether this was all a mistake, what
I would really think of her craving this, whether it would damage
our relationship again after Brandon so nearly ended it all.

Her new man gave her Champagne to settle her
spirits.

"You're married too?" she asked him, her eyes
furtively flicking over his well-cut suit, subtle in their
curiosity, yet unable to entirely conceal her need to know that her
risk would be rewarded.

"Does it matter?"

Zoey shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe, a
little. I don't want you to go behind your wife's back."

He smiled, stroking her pale cheek, loving
how fragile she looked in the bright halogen spot shining straight
down on her, like a deer in the headlamps.

"And yet you go behind your husband's?"

She shook her head. "He knows exactly what
I'm getting myself into."

"Does he?"

"Pretty sure he likes to watch. Maybe next
time I'll let him."

"And I get the impression you like to show
him," he said, perceptive. His clear intelligence thrilling her.
This was no stupid brute. He said: "It's a shame he's not here. I
could show both of you what you're missing in your marriage."

She wasn't going to correct him, that she
wasn't married, or that anything was missing in her
relationship.

His hand touched down on her hip, felt the
raw heat of her body even through her skirt. But she eluded him -
skipped out of his way, suddenly the deer was out of the headlamps,
dancing gracefully out of the predator's grasp.

"What would your wife think about this?"

"She does what I tell her."

He stepped up to Zoey, a hint of irritation
in his features in amongst the pent-up desire, his hand seeming
almost threatening as it reached up toward her chest, his thumb and
forefinger pinching the edge of her blouse, fumbling with a button.
It thrilled her that he was so desperate for her.

"But she's not happy about you cheating?"
Zoey was almost reluctant as he popped the button, then
another.

"She accepts what I need."

His strong hands forced open her shirt,
revealing the devilish purple and black bra with its lace trim, the
little bow playfully joining her two cups.

"You don't think it's cruel, demanding that
she accept your infidelity?"

Zoey's slight sneer was a little too much for
him to take, provoking him to fiercely tear her shirt from her body
in a manner that took her breath away, sending buttons flying.

"What're you doing?"

"What d'you think I'm doing?"

"Maybe I don't want to be the one hurting
your wife tonight."

He grabbed her, twirled her as though they
were salsa dancing, and then he was behind her, holding her in an
arm lock to assert himself over her.

"I think it's too late for you to back out
now, don't you?"

She gasped as one of his hands tightened
around her throat, and the other deftly flicked down the zip on her
skirt, and then forced that particular item over her thighs to the
floor. He kissed her neck, only it was more like devouring her
neck, vampire-like. Breathing in her perfume. She felt his hot
breath on her skin.

He was strong, she knew she wasn't going to
be able to counter him. A shiver of silvery arousal coursed down
her body, ending up with a strong tingling throb between her legs.
Something about her helplessness was getting her going. If she was
paranoid that her Aiden was actually not so happy with all this,
that this would hurt him even though he always insisted it wouldn't
- well, there was nothing she could do about that now.

Or maybe she was just telling herself
that.

His hand slid over her stomach and abdomen,
and down under the waistband of her matching satin-and-lace
panties.

Zoey heard him moan quietly at discovering
that she was shaved perfectly smooth between her legs. He wasn't
expecting that - there wasn't even a hint of down on her mound. It
had made her feel thrillingly dirty and sexy all day, and now she
was being rewarded with the surprise and delight of this
stranger.

She could feel his hardness pressing into her
from behind, even through his suit, but her immediate focus was on
his hand - thinking, another man has his hand on her pussy. A
powerful, dominant stranger was seeking out her most personal area,
which was already astoundingly wet.

A bad man she shouldn't even have been
talking to in the first place had his fingers inside her most
intimate space.

"I bet your husband's at home crying at the
thought of what you're up to," he growled softly in her ear.
"Letting some other guy turn you into his whore."

Zoey shook her head. "He's not the crying
type. And I'm not your whore."

"We'll see about that."

Zoey suddenly felt a jolt of surprise flood
her chest with white-hot pain as a hard, sharp point suddenly
pressed against her cheek, trailed down her face and neck, then
slowly dragged up over the swell of her breast before grazing over
her stomach. She was suddenly afraid - this had never happened
before. Brandon had been cruel with his fists, but she'd never had
a blade pressed menacingly to her flesh before.

How far was he going with this? Was the knife
even sharp? Her mind whirled in horror as it sliced through the
waistband of her panties above her right hip, cutting the fabric as
easy as tissue paper.

Did this man know what he was doing? Brandon
used to hurt her, used to inflict genuine pain - but he'd been an
expert in avoiding permanent marks.

She trembled, but her nervous mouth ran away
with itself, and she heard herself saying: "You need a knife to get
a girl to do what you want?"

"I'm just lazy," he said, slipping the edge
under the thin band of material on her other hip, slicing through
once again so that Zoey's panties flopped down, held only between
her thighs. "And I want you to go home to your hubby without any
panties on."

"Want to really rub it in his face, huh?"

"I'm sure he'd prefer you to rub this in his
face," he said, suddenly seizing her body with one arm while his
other hand squeezed her pussy as though claiming ownership.

She shivered as he started to move his finger
inside her, forcefully, but seeming to take care that all contact
was well lubricated with her moisture. He located her clit, sending
all kinds of pulsating bursts of energy through her body, but as
Zoey gasped from the intensity of the sensation, she suspected that
the strangeness of the situation was partly to blame for her
ridiculous over-sensitivity, along with the slight sense of
uncertainty and fear from his brutal bearing - it wasn't just his
particular skills in touching her.

He twisted her arm behind her back as he
continued to penetrate her with his fingers, the pain shooting
through from this new arm lock, somehow emphasizing the sensations
exploding from between her legs, and to her mild surprise, she
slipped over into a mild climax.

It made her shriek and her legs go weak, so
that he had to hold her up to keep her from falling, most of her
weight supported by his hand gripping her slippery pussy.

"Oh fuck," she breathed, but then he let her
fall, collapse into a heap beneath his feet.

"Get up," he barked, grabbing her hair and
her breast, shocking her by his brutality. But she refused, stayed
on the ground, on her knees, face down, forehead touching the
carpeted floor, just breathing.

"Very well," he said. "You leave me no
choice."

She offered no protest as he hauled one arm
and then the other behind her back - she was still recovering,
sucking in oxygen. Then she felt him binding her wrists together,
and although it was more than a little unnerving considering the
fact that she had no idea what he was doing, or how far he believed
he could go with her during this encounter, it was mildly amusing
to her that he was apparently using the cord from a hotel bath
robe.

"That's good," she heard him say, and wasn't
sure if he was referring to his own handiwork in tying her up, or
her submissive, pliant response.

He grasped hold of her ankles, and pulled her
legs straight out from under her so she slumped down, lying
stretched out, belly-to-floor. Another bathrobe cord, and her
ankles were bound, too. He did it well - she wasn't getting out of
those, but they didn't really hurt her as they squeezed around her
flesh.

"You think you'd meet a guy like me today
when you shaved your pussy this morning?"

"I don't know," she said. "I guess."

"You guess?" He chuckled. "You're not picky,
then. You shave your pussy every time you come to a conference?
Kind of dirty, huh? Your husband must dread it every time you're
away."

"I never did this before."

Suddenly, she felt him grab her hair, pulling
it back by her ponytail, forcing her up, onto her knees. He flicked
the catch on her bra, and was gone in a flash. Didn't use the
knife, then. Harder to cut through a supportive bra strap, and he
was lazy - self-confessed.

He squeezed her bare breasts, pinched her
nipples a little harder than she'd liked, though a few moments in
she started to think she actually liked it that way after all. The
rough treatment seemed to shoot little shocks through her flesh
right down to her pussy, tingling in between her legs.

There was nothing she could do about it with
her hands tied firmly behind her back, anyhow. Might as well get
what pleasure she could from it all.

Then he was unfastening his belt and his fly,
and she felt that little skip of her heart as he pulled out his
impressively large cock. Shock mixed with arousal. Oh, but will
Aiden really forgive this? She was all fear again.

"Here," the stranger said. "You see how hard
you make me?"

With one hand he held her under her jaw as
she knelt there in front of him. With the other, he rubbed his huge
staff over her delicate pale face, trailing the engorged tip over
her soft skin, desecrating the beauty and purity of her pretty
features with his beast, which now seeped clear pre-come.

"You know what to do?"

She nodded. "Yes, sir." Surprised at herself,
at how suddenly so submissive she was after her glimmer of
rebellious thought.

All fight had left her body, and that was
something to do with the emergence of his glorious cock, which was
so thick and hard, so obscenely naked, she just craved it in any
way she could get to it. She would gladly worship it, demean
herself for the chance to touch it, sell her soul for the chance to
play with it and make it erupt.

He seemed perfectly willing to give her what
she wanted. Directing his cock to her mouth, still holding her jaw
while pulling her to him, forcing her to open up and take him
inside her hot mouth.

"Oh that's good. You're a cheating whore,
Zoey. You really think your husband is okay with this?"

His hand moved over her head, to support the
back of her cranium as he penetrated her mouth.

"He wants me to be happy, sir," she answered
when she got a chance.

She didn't get to speak much after that for a
while, as his grip tightened on her head and he was fucking her
face vigorously, adoring the power he had over such a pretty girl,
the way he could defile her cute face with his abusive organ.

He pulled out of her mouth.

"You like to suck strangers' cocks,
Zoey?"

"Yes sir."

She watched him walk around her, and eagerly
complied as he fed his cock to her again from her other side. But
the joy of servicing his magnificent weapon again was
short-lived.

"I'm not sure this should all be such a treat
to you," he said, withdrawing from her. "I feel you need to be
punished for what you're doing to your husband."

"Yes, sir."

"Bend over, kiss the floor."

She did as he told her, leaned down to kiss
the ground like the Pope after stepping off an airplane, ass
pointed up in the air along with her bound hands, which ached as
they remained locked behind her back. She heard him walk round
behind her, and felt so terribly exposed, her pussy and ass
directed up where he could see them.

Zoey jumped as she felt his hand touch her
pussy again, pressing at her wet flesh, penetrating her overly
lubricated hole.

"You're nice and tight, Zoey," he said,
giving her a playful slap on her cheek. "I'm surprised - for
someone that apparently shaves her pussy when she goes to
conferences in the hope of meeting nice young executives
afterwards."

"I don't…" she insisted. "This is the first
time."

He slapped her ass again, harder this time.
"You're not lying to me, are you, Zoey?"

"No, sir. Honestly."

"It doesn't matter to me if you whore it
around at conferences - it's only your poor old hubby sitting
quietly at home waiting for you who's going to feel sore."

"It was partly his idea," she wailed as
another sharp slap struck her.

He stopped, and she felt the heat spreading
across her buttocks from the sharp contact, knew her cheeks must
have looked all rosy red by now.

"So your husband is happy for you to do
anything tonight?"

"He said he wants me to have a good
time."

"He say how much of a good time he wants you
to have?"

"He said I can do as I like, as long as I
come home to him and tell him everything that happened."

"You're going to tell him I put my fingers
inside your pussy?"

As he asked her this, she felt his hand
snaking back into her pussy, his fingers seeking out the source of
her wetness, filling her, making her want something more in there,
something bigger. Making her feel so dirty, so wrong.

"Yes sir."

"You'll tell him you sucked my cock?"

"Yes, sir."

"What about fucking you, Zoey? Will you tell
him I fucked you? That I put my big dick inside you, stretched your
pussy with it?"

He heard her gasp, and apparently enjoyed the
anticipation that was thickening the air.

Then, like an athletic fencer, he darted
forward, lunging powerfully so that his brutal column stabbed her
in the heart of her womanhood, plunging in between her cheeks, his
passage eased beautifully by the abundant juices.

"Oh God…" she cried as he filled her, and
yelped with each thrust as he fucked her, his strong hands grasping
her burning behind as he powered into her.

"Oh, fuck… Oh fuck…" Gasping, moaning,
screaming as he pounded her, and she was coming powerfully even
before he splashed his hot seed inside her.
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She told me that he hadn't let her go after
he'd come in her pussy like that. He'd tied her up on the bed, so
she was lying spread-eagled and completely vulnerable to whatever
he wanted.

He'd been hard again not long after
completing her bindings, spent a good amount of time examining
every inch of her body, subjecting her to torturous teasing as she
craved his cock and he delayed his reentrance.

"You enjoyed it?" I asked. "Being with a
stranger?"

She looked at me lying in the bed, and now
reached for my own hard cock as though to confirm to herself that I
was okay with everything she'd just told me.

"I felt so sexy, being desired like that,"
she said, and decided the sixty-nine position would do for now,
something I loved dearly with her, of course. "I'm not sure my
imagination was quite up to the job, though. Thinking about how
you'd be feeling back here waiting for me."

I smiled as she wrapped her fingers around my
shaft and squeezed.

"But it was fun - just enjoying it
physically, without being too deep about it all. I just forgot all
about you and let myself go."

"Forgot all about me?" I smirked.

She responded to my teasing by wedging her
pussy down over my mouth again to silence me. I serviced her,
impressed at how wet she was, how wet she'd been all night.

When she climbed off, she seemed concerned.
She said: "You didn't… hate it, did you?"

"No. I could see you needed it - it's
something that thrills you just as much as it does to dominate
me."

"Not quite as much," she said, wiggling her
butt, pressing her pussy down on me.

I said: "I was just really nervous. The
important thing was you enjoyed it."

"I had such a great time," she turned around
and jumped on me for a tight hug. "You're the best in the world,
you know that?"

I chuckled. "That's all I need to hear."

Then she looked at me. "How did you come up
with that whole knife thing? That was a surprise. Kinda scary,
actually."

"I'm still a little unsure about the whole
spanking thing - the whole hitting thing," I explained.

"I can tell. It's something we can work on,
you know."

"I just thought the knife would give me that
little edge, get you a little nervous about my attempt at
domination."

"I was nervous," she said, sitting up on me,
then deciding to turn around to straddle my thighs. "I mean, you
don't really know what you're doing as a dominant male, and you
pull a knife on me? I had no idea how far you thought you could
take that."

"You know I'd never hurt you, though, right?
You trust me?"

"Of course," she smiled. "Why do you think I
let you continue?"

She kissed me, and I felt her searing wetness
touch down on the rigid shaft of my cock. "You wanted it all to be
so perfect that first time," she said. "You do know we have all the
time in the world to learn about all this, right?"

"I know. I just didn't want to disappoint," I
said.

"So what was all that 'husband' stuff? That
kind of slipped out a lot."

"I don't know."

She rocked herself gently on my cock, but
keeping it outside her body. "It was a real turn on, you know - the
thought of having a cute husband of my very own to carry out my
every sexual desire from now until Kingdom Come."

I brushed her hair out of her face, and said
to her: "Are you saying what I think you're saying?"

She looked into my eyes and gave me a
dazzling smile. Then she tucked her fingers into her bra,
retrieving something.

A diamond ring.

My heart nearly stopped.

"You're the best thing that's ever happened
to me, Aiden. I've never been more certain in my life about what I
want for the rest of my life - it's you. It's always been you."

I could hardly breathe. I tried to dissipate
some of the tension, asking her quietly: "Are you going down on one
knee, or should I?"

She smiled. "I don't think either of us need
do that."

"I'm glad you picked out the ring you like,
though."

She kissed me again. "Well, I wasn't going to
leave that to chance," she said, and then shuffled her hips, and I
was deep inside my beautiful Zoey, the most perfect place in the
world.
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