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Some would call me boring for being the head of a clothing empire. Others would be jealous of what I have achieved despite my young age. Well, I think the truth is somewhere between the two. If someone asked me a few years ago what I thought of my life, I would have said everything was just perfect. I earned a higher wage than most of my peers, and I conducted interviews and meetings on a daily basis. I wore expensive suits and my taste used to be exquisite.

And then what happened, someone might ask. Well, I would simply reply that I got married, and we all know how the rest of that story goes. Now, five years down the line, my job is becoming dull, and so am I. I take another glance into the full-length mirror, letting out a frustrated groan, changing my tie for the thousandth time. I’m not normally this indecisive though. I am still top of my game – ninety percent of the time.

But last night Susan and I had another argument. At least the tenth this week, and it’s only Tuesday. In a way, I’m escaping into work, but even that’s not helping right now. I’m meeting with Fernando D’Souza on Friday, which is putting a lot of stress on me. He is the head of Pink is the new Craze and I need this meeting to go well. There is a possible merger on the horizon, and it’s crucial for both companies’ survival.

Of course, this stupid tie is ruining my day. I throw it in the corner, for it to accompany the fourteen others I discarded during the last hour. I know it’s not the tie’s fault, but I just can’t help it. Just because my life isn’t perfect right now, it doesn’t mean that the tie can’t be, either. There is a knock on the door and a bead of sweat escapes into my collar. I loosen it somewhat, taking a deep breath.

‘Come in.’

I say as loudly as I can, although I feel like my energy is draining. I used to be so authoritative, so assertive, and now… Now I’m a mess. I do love my wife, but with all the stress going on, I just don’t know what to think or feel anymore. I keep reminding myself that tomorrow will be another day and that nobody at the office suspects anything. To them, I’m still the cream of the crop, and I intend to keep it that way.

There is a gentle tap on my shoulder, and I glance back at Leila, a genuine smile easing my confusion. She is as pristine as ever, the main reason I hired her all those years ago. Her strawberry blond curls are snaking around her heart-shaped face, enhancing her natural beauty. She rarely wears make-up, but she doesn’t have to. Her welcoming smile is for everyone, and she has a heart of gold.

‘Leila, just the person I wanted to see.’

I say, smelling delicious coffee. My secretary always seems to know what I need to survive. I wonder if she sensed my distress over my personal life, but even if she did, she never indicated so. She beams at me, handing me a cup of steaming liquid energy. I take a deep breath, enjoying the simple comfort.

She takes a step closer and my nose is tricked into working overdrive when her perfume mixes with my coffee: sweet, yet citrus-y and flowery. This has happened to me before, but now, for some reason, my pulse quickens at the familiar mixture of scents. I close my eyes in pure pleasure. I might even groan a little.

‘Tough night, huh?’

She says nonchalantly, playing with my collar. I take in another deep breath, holding it in this time, unsure what to do. She has never been so close. Sure, I have sent her to collect my dry cleaning a few times, but she never fixed my tie before. There is something so personal in this that I only ever let my wife do. A pang of sadness rushes through me as I remember her refusing to help me this morning.

‘There. You look like a real boy again.’

She says in a mocking tone, almost singing. She always does that. Even though I’m her boss, and she would do anything I asked, she always sneaks in a snarky comment or two. I wouldn’t have it any other way though. This is the most entertainment I get nowadays. I open my eyes, smiling at her gently.

‘Thanks, Leila. You are the best.’

Something crosses her features, but I can’t decipher it. She pushes her black-rimmed glasses higher up her nose, before frowning. She reaches up to fix my tie again, but I make the mistake of glancing down myself at the same time. Her boob brushes against my elbow and a shiver runs through my entire body. Unfortunately for both of us, this also means that my hand shakes a tiny bit and the already impending catastrophe hits. I watch in slow motion as the scorching hot coffee lands on her pink blouse, completely soaking it.

We both hiss, me from embarrassment and her from pain. She looks at me with huge blue eyes, biting her lower lip. Even though she is the one who got burnt by me, she still checks if my attire is intact. I can tell that she is on the brink of tears, and I want to reach out to comfort her, but I’m unsure how to do so, and eventually end up dropping my hand to my side. She watches the movement with a sad expression, then looks back at me and shrugs.

‘I should better get changed. Don’t worry, I am always prepared for these events, especially nowadays.’

She even sends me a wink, and although I know I should apologize and make things right, I’m just standing there like an idiot, wondering how I could have been such a jerk and ruin two women’s day (probably life). It isn’t until Leila disappears and I glance into the empty cup that I realize I can’t let her take the blame for this. I might not be able to sort my marriage out right now, but at least I can sort my secretary out.

Small steps still count, right?

I don’t have to glance into the mirror to know Leila did an amazing job with my tie. I don’t even need another coffee anymore. What I need is to find her and offer my help in whatever form she needs it. For a day, I am willing to switch roles and do whatever she wants me to. I might even go and get her a bunch of flowers or something. That would give me an excuse to call Susan and apologize to her, too. I sigh, shaking my head.

Small steps it is then.
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Ireach the changing room and am about to knock when I notice that the door is ajar. I have no idea what propels me forward still. The logical thing would be to turn around and give Leila some privacy. And that’s exactly what I want to do. But when I glimpse a shapely leg perched up on the table, all my inner strength leaves me.

I’m no peeping Tom, but this time, my inner demons come to the surface and don’t let me do the sensible thing. Ashamed, yet aroused, I watch as Leila runs her hands down her thigh, all the way down to her black heels. My mouth goes dry and I step closer to the door to be able to see better.

A blush is creeping up my cheeks, and my tie is suffocating me, so I loosen my collar as quietly as I can. But it isn’t enough anymore, the same way watching Leila’s leg isn’t enough, either. I know I’m invading her privacy, and I feel really bad for that, but in my defence, the door was already open and I came here to apologise.

This is hardly my fault, right? I close my eyes, letting out a shaky breath. No, this is all wrong. My painful erection edges me on though. This isn’t something I would have done five years ago, but I guess I have changed. With a now or never attitude I open my eyes, pushing the door open just another fraction, holding my breath.

Somehow this scenario turns me on. Maybe I’ve always fancied Leila, I’m not sure. But right now I sure as hell want to fuck her. I bite my lip as soon as the idea forms, and I reach down and undo my fly. I feel guilty and wanton, but more roused than ever.

It’s only when I have my cock in my fist that I begin to have second thoughts again. I look for the angel on my shoulder to stop me, but he is staring as eagerly as my little demon. Leila’s pink blouse is gone, resting on the back of the chair now. She has her back to me, and I gulp as she leans down again, fixing one of her stockings.

I feel like I’m under a spell of sorts. Deep down I know that I shouldn’t be here. Anyone can walk by any minute and then my cover will be blown. But I can’t help it. All I can do is pump my cock and watch this delicious beauty change out of her clothes.

I can hardly breath now, but I know I need to keep quiet before she realises I’m here and thinks that I’m a creep. Well, I might even be that, but I refuse to dwell on that right now. My hand moves up and down my cock and I have to hold onto the doorframe for support. I am so close, but I deliberately hold back, trying to savour every moment of this delicious torture.

Leila straightens her back, then stands still for a moment. My heart skips a beat as I wonder whether she can hear me jerking off, or if my silent moans aren’t that silent after all, giving me away. My eyes dart down to her generous ass, just in case this is the first and last time I see her this way. I want to remember this moment, because if this is all I get, I want it to last and be a memory I can cherish for ever.

Leila glances behind her shoulder, and my pulse quickens to a dangerous pace. At the same time, my hand involuntarily begins to work faster on my cock, bringing me closer to the edge. I stop then jerk off fast, repeating the process until I’m panting for air.

The fact that she might be watching me turns me on even more, and I can’t explain the mix of emotions that rush through me right now. And then, just when I’m about to cum, she does the unimaginable. She pushes a finger into her mouth, then spreads her legs wide and traces that same finger down to her pussy.

I cum so hard and so fast that I can’t contain my moan this time. The awfully loud noise reverberates through the hall, and I’m pretty sure everyone heard it. Panic rises within me, and it takes me a few moments to regain my composure. For some reason though, I’m still mesmerized by what Leila is up to and I am unable to stop watching.

Her moans will be the basis of many fantasies to come, I’m sure, the same way her delicious ass will be pounded and fucked sore in my dreams. She finally cums with her head thrown back, a cascade of strawberry blond hair almost brushing the top of her red thong.

With a sigh I turn around, fix my tie and decide to go back to work. Nothing will be the same anymore, but I need to pretend this never happened. If it’s only in my memory, nobody can take it away from me. Right?

‘Going somewhere?’

I freeze as Leila’s deceivingly sweet voice stops me in my tracks. The distant smell of my cum still lingers in the air, and my heart skips a beat: does she know what I’ve done? Because I don’t move, she walks up to me, her perfume tickling my senses.

‘I am going to tell you how this will work, and I expect you to listen, because I won’t say it twice.’

There. Her innocence is gone, replaced by an authoritative, seductive tone. I always knew that Leila was a woman who knew how to get what she wanted, but I never thought I would fall into her trap. Could she have planned the whole thing with the coffee? She bites down on my earlobe and I suppress a moan, my dick twitching unhelpfully.

‘You will worship me from now on, in every way I deem fit. No questions asked.’

I gulp when her hand snakes around my front, grabbing my semi-erection through my pants.

‘Or else?’

I ask, and she laughs, the sound sending shivers down my spine.

‘You are a smart guy. Figure it out.’

And with that she walks past me, flicking her gorgeous mane of strawberry blond hair. Her attire is perfect again, the provocative slit on both sides of her bright red miniskirt showing off her shapely thighs – and the red suspenders above the stockings that got me going in the first place.

I know this woman could ruin me. She could end my marriage and my career in an instant. There would be no more parties, no more high-end clients, no more luxury. With a frown I decide to bury myself into work for now. I am not normally one to run from a fight, but I didn’t exactly play fair in the first place. I guess all I can do is sit this one out and hope she doesn’t deliver on her threat.
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I’m on my third coffee, and it’s only half past ten. I feel like I’m glancing at the clock every minute, and not because of my big meeting this afternoon. Since I saw Leila get changed (and I jerked off shamelessly while watching her), she has shown no signs of making good on her threat. Of course, this didn’t prevent me from having nightmares, sleepless nights and the occasional jerk on the sofa, or locked away in the bathroom.

Things haven’t gone back to normal with Susan, and if I’m honest, and the image of Leila in her red stockings and thong is edged into my brain like a polaroid picture. Unerasable. I shake my head, deciding to go back to my extremely important mission of discarding my tie, wondering if this will be the new me. All it took was two women to mess with my head, and now I can’t even make a simple decision.

The fact that Leila has been wearing more and more revealing clothes since that ominous day didn’t help, either. Nor did the times when she accidentally brushed her boobs against my back while reaching for a book on the shelf, or when she dropped her pen under my desk, leaning on my leg for support to get up.

Leila might not do anything about what I did, but the message will always be there, loud and clear. She made sure every day that I know she knows. There will come a day when she decides to collect the debt, and I need to be ready for it. Part of me is hoping that all she wants is for me to pay for her to go and have a deep tissue massage or something like that, but deep down I know it’s not my money she’s after.

She turned down many promotions since she’s been here, which is now making me wonder. Could this have been her plan all along? And if it was, then what is she planning to do with me? I glance at the clock once again, exactly two minutes since the last time I checked the time. With a sigh I get up to make myself another cup of coffee, when I stop dead in my tracks again.

Leila walks into my office, her cheeks flushed and the top two buttons on her shirt popped open, revealing her generous cleavage and a pink lace bra. I gulp, automatically taking a step back. She shakes her head, a tiny smile on her lips and I stop again, watching her. She brushes a hand over my shoulder, only touching me ever so lightly, yet the electric shock that travels down my body straight to my cock is too much to cope with.

‘What do you want?’

I ask with a bit more force than I intend to, but she just laughs, sitting down into my chair and crossing her legs. I watch as her hands caress the armrests, then she holds out a finger, beckoning me to come closer. I have no idea why, but I obey her silent command. Maybe it’s shame, or the fact that she is the one who holds the cards right now, but the bottom line is that I know I need to do as she asks.

‘Kneel.’

It’s a simple word that’s meant to make me feel humiliated and aroused at the same time. Of course, it has the exact intended effect. As soon as I’m on my knees in front of her, she spreads her legs, giving me a quick glimpse of her crotchless pink panties. My mouth goes dry and part of me even wonders whether I should be bold and just get this over and done with.

I half-expect her to pull my face into her crotch by holding onto my tie, but she doesn’t. She places her stocking-clad foot in front of my face instead, wiggling her toes. Her previous words echo in my mind, and I do figure it out this time. I run both of my hands up her calves, slowly and leisurely, and she closes her eyes in anticipation.

My cock twitches as my hands reach the suspender belt, but when I try to touch her clit, she swats my hand away.

‘Good slaves do what they are asked. And now you are here to worship my feet. Nothing else. Understood?’

I look up at her, ready to snap, but there is something in her eyes that makes me shut up before I would even begin. Shame burns my cheeks as I nod, licking her skin through the fabric, right underneath her ankle. Her hands grip the armrests, and my tongue ventures into dangerous heights, only to come back down to her toes a minute later.

I can tell I’m turning her on, and I must admit that I’m getting hard while doing this, too. I am tempted to remove the stockings, but think better off it, teasing her toes one by one through the sheer fabric. In a bold moment I look up at her, while pushing my tongue between her toes, mimicking the movements of my cock.

I think she will let me make her cum this way, but she suddenly pulls her foot away, clearing her throat. I raise an eyebrow when she produces a frilly pink thong from her cleavage. My heart skips a beat when she hands me the delicate material, and I look at it in awe, wondering where else it’s been.

‘Now be a good slave and put this on.’

She whispers, biting her lower lip. I look at her incredulously, but she is already unzipping my fly. My cock twitches as I watch this evil seductress undress me. Well, I guess it could be worse. At least nobody will know about this little affair, and we can both move on. With a sigh and a false hope, I pull the frilly thong on, its bite unfamiliar between my ass-cheeks. All Leila does is smile knowingly, letting me put my suit back on over the thong.
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Of course, I could have known that I wouldn’t get off so easily (no pun intended). Leila is hell-bent on making me pay for what I did, and I have a feeling I will regret it for the rest of my life. She never said that I shouldn’t have watched her, or that I shouldn’t have jerked off while watching her. I know this isn’t what it’s about.

She probably had plenty more options to trick me into being her slave, but because I was stupid enough to put myself into a compromising position, she has everything she needs. Even right now, during the meeting, all I can think of is her. Okay, the fact that she insisted to sit next to me isn’t helping, either. She is supposed to be taking the minutes, but she didn’t exactly need to sit next to me. Especially not so close.

A bead of sweat trickles down my forehead, and I swipe it off quickly, glancing around. Luckily, she didn’t do anything during my big speech, and the merger is gonna go ahead, saving both our companies. Now it’s time for small talk and coffee, before we head over to the nearest restaurant to celebrate.

‘So, John, how is the wife?’

The question is so unexpected that I almost fall off my chair. Of course, Cliff has no idea what’s transpiring between me and the two women.

‘My wife?’

I ask dumbly, partly because I am caught off-guard, and also partly because that hand that was peacefully resting on Leila’s thigh is now reaching for my fly. I fake a cough to mask the sound of her freeing my cock. She doesn’t free it completely though, but reaches inside the frilly pink thing, pulling it slightly aside. Three things happen as a result: I jump in my seat, because of a wedgy she’s giving me. Oh, and I’m pretty sure I blush, too. Cliff rolls his eyes at me, clearly oblivious to what’s going on under the table.

‘Yeah, you know, the woman you married. Susan, in case you forgot.’

The whole room erupts in laughter and I fake a smile. Another bead of sweat trickles down my forehead, and Leila’s hand picks up the pace, jerking me off full-speed under the table. I have never had to be quiet during a handjob, nor have I ever had to pretend it wasn’t happening. And as much as I’m terrified right now, I am also so turned on it hurts.

I feel ashamed for admitting it, but if Cliff didn’t remind me of my wife’s name, I would probably have forgotten, the same way I don’t even remember my own name right now. Damn this woman, why does she have to be so good? Leila turns to me with a smile, her hand never leaving my cock.

‘Come on John, stop teasing them. Tell me what you told me yesterday. You know, about your trip to Tahiti next month.’

I clench my teeth, looking at my secretary incredulously. Is she expecting me to take her on a holiday? But before I could answer, Cliff is ever so helpful, butting in:

‘Ah, you are a true gentleman, as always. And a lucky man. If I ever wanted to surprise Margot with the same trip, she would throw me out before calling all my friends to find out who I’m cheating on her with.’

They all laugh again and I can’t help it. I need to close my eyes. Leila’s expert hands move up and down my shaft and I’m extremely close to cumming. The laughter and all the voices become distant, as if I was listening to them from the bottom of the ocean. All there is is her touch. Leila leans close to my ear, whispering:

‘Payback is a bitch, isn’t it, John?’

The way she utters my name is my undoing. That one word is so erotic it bursts my gates open and I cum into the frilly pink panties she made me wear. When I open my eyes, her hand vanishes, and there is a triumphant smile on her lips. I look around the room, but everyone is still laughing, as if nothing happened.

Well, in their eyes, probably nothing did. But in mine, well… I’m not even sure what this was or how I feel about it. I’m filled with shame, desire and anger. Not a good combination. I do my fly up, letting my autopilot kick in. It’s still the one operating when we move the party to the restaurant. I can’t help but keep wondering what Leila will plan for me next.

But the weirdest part is that the idea that she could do anything to me fills me with excitement. With a sigh I fix my tie. I do think this will be the new me from now on. At least until I figure out a way to get Leila back for everything she has done to me. I need to remind her who the real boss is. Whatever I did, I paid for it already. Except, the way she looks at me reminds me that she isn’t on the same page about that. Well, we shall see. I still have a few tricks up my sleeve, and it’s about time she realised that, too…
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