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Chapter 1
 
    
 
   "No way, Andy! There's no way you could get through one simple yoga class!"
 
    
 
   I hated when people told me I couldn't do something. It just really got me riled up. I mean just don't tell me what I can't do!
 
    
 
   I was having an argument with my friend, Melissa, about yoga. I told her I was very athletic. I did track, football, and basketball in high school. I received a football scholarship to a state university and almost went pro. 
 
    
 
   I hit the gym four times a week and I hate to toot my own horn here, but I'm pretty well built. That was why Melissa's comment made me so angry!
 
    
 
   "What do you mean I can't? I'm totally athletic enough!"
 
    
 
   I flexed my biceps in front of her face to show her what I meant. I knew I had a great body and I wanted her to see it firsthand. 
 
    
 
   Melissa took a deep breath and sighed before she spoke again. "I'm only telling you this one last time, Andy! Yoga is more than just about strength. It's about breathing, finding your inner self, and balance."
 
    
 
   "Yeah, whatever," I dismissed Melissa's claims. I balanced myself on one foot to show her it wasn't too difficult. "Yoga can't be that hard," I said mocking her. 
 
    
 
   "Oh yeah?" A big smile flashed across her face. Melissa walked forward and pushed me back. "Those sound like fighting words."
 
    
 
   I landed on my back foot and laughed at Melissa's bravado. She always had quite the spunk. It was one thing I really liked about her. 
 
    
 
   "Well, what if they are?"
 
    
 
   "Let's make a bet then."
 
    
 
   "I'm listening."
 
    
 
   "You come to my yoga class this Friday night. If don't make it through the entire class, I own your ass for 24 hours. You're going to be my slave."
 
    
 
   "Ha ha ha! You're slave? That's rich!" I could hardly contain myself. "Well, what if I win?"
 
    
 
   "I'll give you the most amazing blowjob you've ever experienced." Melissa licked her luscious red lips and I almost got hard in my pants. 
 
    
 
   She let me know discretely that her tongue would take me to places I never knew existed. I couldn't pass up this offer. With a big smile on my face I accepted her offer. 
 
    
 
   "Alright, deal! I get through all the girly poses and you blow my big dick!"
 
    
 
   Melissa laughed at me. "Yeah all three inches, right?" She said in a joking manner. 
 
    
 
   "Oh you'll find out later," I replied, hinting at my large stature. 
 
    
 
   "Alright, calm down there Romeo, let's shake on it." Melissa extended her hand out. 
 
    
 
   I reached out and shook her soft, delicate hand. "Game on," she said. 
 
    
 
   "I guess so."
 
    
 
   Melissa and I parted ways, but I couldn't wait to set her straight. All I wanted to do was win and see the stupid look on her face. 
 
    
 
   I mean the blowjob reward really turned me on as well. I imagined her full lips sucking on my head. Her tongue teasing my balls. I jerked off twice that night just thinking about it!
 
    
 
   It wouldn't be long until I felt those lips for real. I knew I was going to beat Melissa. 
 
   


  
 

Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Friday rolls around and I arrive at the yoga studio address Melissa texted me. It was right next to a shoe store at our local shopping center. 
 
    
 
   I walked towards the door and saw Melissa waiting for me outside. She looked absolutely stunning. 
 
    
 
   Melissa wore a pair of black Lululemon yoga pants and a pink sports bra that looked one size too small. 
 
    
 
   As I walked towards Melissa I couldn't help but admire her toned ass. The yoga pants seemed to accentuate every single curve. I wanted to eat her pussy real bad. 
 
    
 
   The sports bra pushed her breasts out like little grain silos. I wanted to push my fingers against them. 
 
    
 
   As I reached walking distance, Melissa began taunting me already. "I'm surprised you came, Andy!"
 
    
 
   "What? Me? I wouldn't miss this opportunity for the world!"
 
    
 
   Melissa playfully punched me in the shoulder. "As your friend I feel obligated to let you out of this embarrassment you're about to receive. Just admit you were wrong and I'll let it all slide!"
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe Melissa had the audacity to ask me to give up!
 
    
 
   "No way! I want that blowjob. I'll breeze through this class so fast you might as well put your lips down here right now." I pointed my hands towards my cock for emphasis. 
 
    
 
   Melissa couldn't hold back her laughter. In fact, I think a few people walking by looked at us weirdly. 
 
    
 
   "You know, I've always liked your sense of humor, Andy. I'm really going to enjoy making you suffer."
 
    
 
   "Oh yeah?"
 
    
 
   "Yeah. You're going to be a good little slaveboy for me."
 
    
 
   Now it was my turn to laugh. Did she really think I would be her slave? Dream on!
 
    
 
   "Alright, I think we should establish some ground rules."
 
    
 
   "Okay, I'm listening."
 
    
 
   "You have to get through every pose in class. If you even miss out on one, I win."
 
    
 
   "Okay deal. Shall we?" I walked forward and opened the door for her. 
 
    
 
   "Good, you're already learning your place, slaveboy!" Melissa teased me again. 
 
    
 
   I laughed at her joke. I would really enjoy ramming my large cock into her throat later tonight. 
 
    
 
   Melissa and I checked in at the front desk and she led the way into the closed studio. 
 
    
 
   As soon as I walked in, a heat wave hit my face. It was a heated yoga class! It must have been over 105 degrees in there! 
 
    
 
   As soon as I walked in, I began sweating. It was like being trapped under a magnifying glass in the desert. 
 
    
 
   Melissa looked over at me. "Whoa! Is the big and tough Mr. Andy sweating already?"
 
    
 
   "Shut up!" I laughed back at her. 
 
    
 
   We rolled our mats on the floor and waited for class to begin. We were one of the first ones there and secured a good spot near the left back corner of the room. 
 
    
 
   Soon enough, everyone trickled in and our instructor entered. 
 
    
 
   "Alright everyone, welcome to our class! My name is Carla and I'll be your instructor for the day. Let's begin our class with Child's Pose."
 
    
 
   I followed Melisa’s lead and knelt on the floor with my hands extended out. My arms stretched forward on the mat. 
 
    
 
   Okay, it wasn't so bad. I could do this for an hour, right? Next, we shifted into Downward Dog. My sweat rolled into my eyes, which stung pretty badly. 
 
    
 
   Melissa looked over at me. "Having a hard time already?" She whispered at me softly. 
 
    
 
   "Shut up," I whispered back, trying not to lose my concentration. 
 
    
 
   As we got to the balancing poses, I was having a hard time keeping up. I was really tired. The heat had gotten to me and Melissa's constant taunting didn't help either. 
 
    
 
   We balanced on one foot with the other foot on our knee. I almost fell over in my own sweat. Melissa just chuckled right next to me. 
 
    
 
   I wanted to see this through all the way. I couldn't have Melissa get the last laugh. 
 
    
 
   The next pose would be the end of me. The instructor showed told us to kneel shoulder-width apart and lean backwards until our backs eventually touched the floor. 
 
    
 
   "What? Your weights didn't prepare you for this?" Melissa laughed. She did the pose in one fell swoop almost effortlessly. 
 
    
 
   I couldn't let her show me up like that. "Yeah, can't be that hard," I muttered under my breath. 
 
    
 
   I slowly lowered my way down. When I got halfway, I knew I couldn't go any further. 
 
    
 
   "Come on, Andy! What are you afraid of?" Melissa sure did know how to push my buttons.
 
    
 
   "Alright, fine," I thought. This was probably the hardest pose. I lowered myself all the way down and felt my hip pop. 
 
    
 
   "Agh!" I grunted in pain. Melissa laughed at me. 
 
    
 
   Carla, the instructor, came over and asked if I was okay. I brushed it off like it was nothing. 
 
    
 
   "I'm fine." I gasped under my breath. As the other students moved off to the next pose, I tried to get up, but my body wouldn't agree. 
 
    
 
   Melissa knelt right next to my head. "You give up?" She whispered in my ear. 
 
    
 
   "Never!" I would never give up. 
 
    
 
   "Okay! Whatever you say!" Melissa used her index finger and poked at my thigh causing it to cramp up.
 
    
 
   "Agh!" I grunted again. 
 
    
 
   "Just give up Andy! I'll make the pain go away." Melissa continued to cause my leg to cramp by pressing her finger down ever so slightly. 
 
    
 
   "Okay okay! I give up! Help me up!"
 
    
 
   Melissa grabbed my shoulders from the back and helped lift me up. As I sat down again, Melissa brought her mouth near my ear again. 
 
    
 
   "Looks like I win, slaveboy!" 
 
    
 
   The class was just about over so Melissa and I left early. I limped out the studio with the stench of defeat masking my sweat. 
 
    
 
   "So, what did you think about my yoga class?"
 
    
 
   "Shut up." I replied. I just worked out too hard so I cramped up. You got lucky!"
 
    
 
   "Alright, slaveboy you're mine for 24 hours. Ready to serve me?"
 
    
 
   "Okay fine." I replied, still bitter over my defeat. 
 
    
 
   "Actually call me Princess!"
 
    
 
   "What? Really? Come on, Melissa."
 
    
 
   "Do it! You lost fair and square!"
 
    
 
   "Okay, Princess. Happy?"
 
    
 
   "Very!" Melissa could hardly contain her excitement. "Well take me back to my place. I have a few ideas to torment you."
 
    
 
   "Okay, fine. Let's go Princess."
 
    
 
   We jumped into my car and Melissa happily teased me on the drive back to her place. 
 
    
 
   As I pulled out of the parking spot, Melissa slipped off her flip flops and dropped her bare feet into my lap. 
 
    
 
   "So, are you sad you lost?" Melissa teased me by rubbing on my dick. 
 
    
 
   "What are you doing?" I said. My cock was becoming a bit hard from her teasing. 
 
    
 
   "Oh, just wanted to tease you. Your little pin dick is getting hard already I see...good. You'll be teased all day!"
 
    
 
   I mumbled under my breath as I pulled into the main road and accelerated. "Bet you wish I had my lips wrapped around your cock right now, don't you?"
 
    
 
   Melissa leaned forward and grabbed my now hard dick in her hand. She squeezed it lightly and dropped it. I moaned in pleasure. 
 
    
 
   "Too bad. Instead you're going to spend the rest of the day slaving for me."
 
    
 
   Melissa sure did know how to rub it in. 
 
    
 
   We made it back to her place and Melissa didn't get out of the car when I closed the door. She rolled the window down and made a rude comment. 
 
    
 
   "Hey open my door for me, slaveboy!"
 
    
 
   I couldn't stand her attitude, but I had lost the bet. There was nothing I could do. I opened the door and walked into Melissa's place. 
 
   


  
 

Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Melissa plopped onto her couch and let out a big sigh. "Whew! I'm tired, what about you, slaveboy?"
 
    
 
   "I'm fine," I said noticeably grinding my teeth at Melissa's obvious taunting. 
 
    
 
   "My feet are a bit sore, why don't you massage them."
 
    
 
   "What? Massage your feet?" They're all sweaty from yoga!"
 
    
 
   "So what? You lost the bet! You're my slave now."
 
    
 
   I guess I couldn't disagree with her logic. "Okay fine. I'll do it." A bright smile flashed across Melissa's face as I knelt before her. 
 
    
 
   She carefully dropped both feet into her lap and I started out with her right foot. I used my strong thumbs to caress her soles. I used my knuckles to roll around to the toes.
 
    
 
   Whatever I was doing Melissa loved it. She leaned her head back and moaned softly. "Yeah, that's the spot, slaveboy. Keep going. Don't stop."
 
    
 
   Wow I guess she was really getting turned on. Before long Melissa caressed my cock again. She teased me by pressing down softly before releasing pressure. 
 
    
 
   My cock hardened in response; that was exactly what she wanted. As soon as I got hard, Melissa stopped any stimulation. Instead, she lifted her left foot for me to massage. 
 
    
 
   "Keep massaging, slaveboy! You're mine for the next 24 hours."
 
    
 
   "You know you're really a sore winner."
 
    
 
   Melissa commented on my pouting. "Well you're a sore loser!"
 
    
 
   It seemed like I had been massaging her feet forever. "Lie on your back."
 
    
 
   "Why?"
 
    
 
   "Just do it."
 
    
 
   I complied and my back hit the floor. Before I knew it, Melissa began lowering both feet onto my face. 
 
    
 
   "Whoa! What are you doing?!"
 
    
 
   "You're going to smell my dirty and sweaty feet."
 
    
 
   "What? The hell I am!"
 
    
 
   "You will because you lost! Suffer slaveboy!"
 
    
 
   Melissa's feet graced my face as I tried to get up. To stop me, Melissa pressed down and the back of my head hit the floor. 
 
    
 
   "Come on, slaveboy! I want to hear your deep sniffs!"
 
    
 
   "Gah! Fuck you!"
 
    
 
   "Come on! Let's hear it!"
 
    
 
   Whiff! 
 
    
 
   I inhaled and the sweaty scent of her foot encompassed my nose. I couldn't smell anything else other than her musky foot odor. 
 
    
 
   "Ugh! I can't believe you're making me do this!"
 
    
 
   Melissa laughed. "Not so tough are you now? You know what? I want you to say yoga is the best. Yoga is too hard. I can't do yoga!"
 
    
 
   "Are you serious?"
 
    
 
   "Yes! Say it!"
 
    
 
   I gave in and repeated. Melissa laughed as I admitted defeat under her. 
 
    
 
   "Good boy! Now open your mouth, I want you to suck on my toes."
 
    
 
   At this point I just kind of followed her orders without question. I opened my mouth and Melissa started out with her big toe. 
 
    
 
   "Suck on it like a cock!" Melissa laughed at her own comment. 
 
    
 
   I sucked on her big toe. It didn't really taste like anything, but it sure was humiliating. I mean I was worshipping the lowest part of her body!
 
    
 
   Before long, Melissa had me licking the length of her sole. With my tongue out, she dragged the sole of her foot, starting with the heel and ending with her toes, across my tongue. 
 
    
 
   "How does my foot taste, slaveboy?" She was really good at taunting me. 
 
    
 
   "Ugh! Disgusting!"
 
    
 
   Melissa could hardly contain herself. She was giggling like a little schoolgirl. 
 
    
 
   "Let's see how many of my pretty little toes you can get in your mouth. Ooooopen wiiiide!"
 
    
 
   Melissa managed to stuff all of her right toes in my mouth. There wasn't enough room to fit her left toes. She seemed a bit disappointed. 
 
    
 
   "Alright, I think it's time we take this up a notch."
 
    
 
   Take it up a notch? What she was doing was absolutely crazy and humiliating! What else did she have in mind?
 
    
 
   "Stay on your back, slaveboy!"
 
    
 
   Melissa stood up. She towered me like an Amazon Goddess decked out in full yoga gear. I have to admit, she looked absolutely stunning in those sheer yoga pants. I could almost see through them!
 
    
 
   Melissa stepped out so both feet were inches away from my elbows. "You like what you see, slaveboy?" Melissa shook her ass in front of me, grinding it in the air. 
 
    
 
   It was quite the slow and I was mesmerized. "Yeah, let's do more of this and less feet."
 
    
 
   She laughed at my joke. "Yeah? You want my ass?" Melissa lowered her ass inches from my face.
 
    
 
   "Oh yeah. I want that ass."
 
    
 
   "Well you're going to have to worship it first. Smell my ass. Smell my ass after that sweaty yoga class."
 
    
 
   I lifted my head up and put my nose in her ass, inhaling her sweet scent. 
 
    
 
   "Mmmm how does that smell?"
 
    
 
   "Heavenly." I moaned. 
 
    
 
   Melissa laughed at how entranced I was with her tight ass. "Good. Keep smelling my ass." 
 
    
 
   She lowered herself all the way down and sat on my face full weight. The only thing separating my nose from her ass was the thin layer of her yoga pants. 
 
    
 
   I wanted to take my fingers and rip through the material and touch her ass. Melissa began grinding my face while I smelled her infamous ass. It was heaven. 
 
    
 
   "You like that sweaty smell?"
 
    
 
   "Yeah. I love it."
 
    
 
   "How much do you love it?"
 
    
 
   "I love it more than anything!"
 
    
 
   "Good, slaveboy."
 
    
 
   Melissa laughed as she began slowly slipping off her pants. Her graceful fingers led the way as they first made their way down to her thighs. 
 
    
 
   I could see her bare hips now and the anticipation of seeing her ass was killing me. Melissa's long and delicate fingers brought her pants down to her knees. 
 
    
 
   It was hard for her to take it off because of all the sweat. With a big of wiggling she brought it down to her ankles. I saw her tight ass that seemed to defy gravity. 
 
    
 
   You could probably bounce a quarter to the other side of the room with her ass. 
 
    
 
   "You like?"
 
    
 
   I was so stunned I couldn't actually say anything.
 
    
 
   "I'll take that as a yes."
 
    
 
   Melissa wore a black pair of Victoria's Secret workout panties below. "I want you to smell my dirty panties, slaveboy."
 
    
 
   Melissa lowered her ass down to my face again. I eagerly stuffed my face into her ass and inhaled. It was even stronger than before. I couldn't get enough. 
 
    
 
   She laughed above as I continued my worship. Suddenly, I felt Melissa's fingers all the way down on my waist. She pulled down my shorts as I lifted my hips up to help. 
 
    
 
   "Let's see that 'big' horse cock of yours."
 
    
 
   Next, Melissa removed my boxers and my cock breathed air again. "Wow, you love my ass that much?"
 
    
 
   I didn't even respond to Melissa. With my nose pressed up against her panties I just inhaled the overpowering scent. 
 
    
 
   Melissa grabbed my cock between her hand and jerked me off slowly. I moaned as she teased the head with her palm. Precum leaked around as she expertly handled me. 
 
    
 
   "Bet you wish I would suck on your cock right now, don't you?" Melissa leaned forward and breathed on my cock. 
 
 
   I could feel her warm breath as my cock twitched in response.
 
    
 
   "Yes! Please! I want to feel your lips!"
 
    
 
   "These lips?" Melissa blew hot air on my head for emphasis.
 
    
 
   "Yes! Please!"
 
    
 
   Melissa laughed as I begged her. "Hmm...I don't know...you lost the bet."
 
    
 
   "Come on Melissa!"
 
    
 
   Melissa responded by spitting on my cock. She left it drip down slowly from her lips as it hit my head. 
 
    
 
   "Oh god!"
 
    
 
   Her warm spit coated the head of my cock. "Just one minute of sucking! Please!"
 
    
 
   Melissa slowly dripped her spit on my cock again. She lowered herself again, mouth inches away from my cock. "Yeah? You want these lips so bad, right?"
 
    
 
   "Yes!"
 
    
 
   "Well too bad!" Melissa slapped the head of my cock. It stung pretty bad because she had just wet it moments earlier.
 
    
 
   "Aggh!" 
 
    
 
   "You lost the bet, so no head for you, slaveboy!"
 
    
 
   "Oh come on!"
 
    
 
   "No! I said no!"
 
    
 
   Melissa began taking off her sweaty panties. I watched with great anticipation as she slowly slipped them off. I couldn't believe she was doing it right in front of me!
 
    
 
   The next thing I knew, her panties hit the floor right next to my head. 
 
    
 
   "What do you think, slaveboy?" 
 
    
 
   Melissa's perfect pussy was inches away from my head. Her pussy was cleanly shaven; no stray hairs could be found.
 
    
 
   "Wow." That was the only word I could muster. 
 
    
 
   "Worship my pussy!" Melissa commanded as she sat on my face again. 
 
    
 
   Her sweaty pussy juices overpowered my nose. It was intoxicating like a drug high. 
 
    
 
   She was so wet. I wasn't sure if it was because of the sweat or from our little foreplay. I sucked on her pussy with my lips. 
 
    
 
   As soon as my lips touched, Melissa moaned from above. Her palms leaned on my chest for support as she rammed her pussy into my face. 
 
    
 
   She was pretty aggressive. I could hardly keep up with Melissa. "Keep sucking that pussy, slaveboy!"
 
    
 
   I sucked on her pussy like my life demanded on it. My tongue darted around, caressing her insides. Melissa was really enjoying it. 
 
    
 
   "Oh my god! Keep going!"
 
    
 
   I sucked on her clit in a rhythmic motion. Melissa dug her nails into the area around my nipples. It hurt at first, but the pain eventually subsided. 
 
    
 
   I was going to have marks all over my chest tomorrow; no question about it. Eventually I felt Melissa convulse. 
 
    
 
   Her muscles tightened up around my head as she moaned. Melissa ground her pussy into my face even harder as her orgasm climaxed. 
 
    
 
   A few moments later, she was panting hard above me. 
 
    
 
   "Well, slaveboy you do know how to eat pussy."
 
    
 
   I was panting as well, but I knew there was still one thing I wanted. "Can you please suck on my dick now?"
 
    
 
   "Hmm..." Melissa put her finger under her chin and contemplated my simple request.
 
    
 
   "Well?"
 
    
 
   "I'm thinking."
 
    
 
   "Come on! I just got you off!"
 
    
 
   "That you did. However, you did that because you're my little slaveboy. I own you still. No blowjobs for you."
 
    
 
   "Come on!" I sighed in desperation. 
 
    
 
   "Maybe later. Come draw me a bath. I need to wash all the sweat off. If you're a good boy I'll let you clean my body."
 
    
 
   Melissa knew how to manipulate me as I followed her into the bathroom. I was descending into further servitude as her slave. 
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   I walked into the office this morning waiting to see Megan again. She was my office crush. We were in the same first year class at the consulting firm. Megan was absolutely ravishing. 
 
    
 
   She would often wear a pair of black pantyhose, a short pencil skirt that barely covered her goods, and heels would allow her to show off mile long legs. 
 
    
 
   I've talked to her a few times a day over our training program a few months ago. After that, the management team kind of threw us in the deep end of the pool on new engagements. 
 
    
 
   I haven't been paired up with Megan on a project yet, but I was crossing my fingers. We were about to start the Monday meeting for weekly project assignments. 
 
    
 
   I made small talk with some of my colleagues around, but the one thing I was focused on was Megan. At 7:30 AM sharp she walked through the class front doors of our building. 
 
    
 
   She wore a pair of her signature black pantyhose and a pair of complementary sexy dark purple heels. A porcelain white pencil skirt barely covered over her knees. She held her purse as she walked in. 
 
    
 
   Megan looked like a runway model you would see on TV......in fact she looked even better. Her blonde hair flowed past her shoulders and tussled in the wind as she closed the door behind her. 
 
    
 
   It seemed like time slowed down as I watched the girl of my dreams walk into the main cubicle room with the rest of the first years. 
 
    
 
   I longed to worship Megan's body. I have yet to see Megan's toes because of our work dress code. But, there have been times she had dangled her heels or flats around under the table. 
 
    
 
   I barely got a glimpse of them, but could tell she always kept them nicely pedicured like a classy woman. I often went home imaging what it would be like to hold Megan's feet and legs in my hands. 
 
    
 
   I would imagine running my fingers between her toes. 
 
    
 
   As I daydreamed, Megan walked past me. "Hey Andy, how was your weekend?"
 
    
 
   Her soothing voice brought me down to earth as I stumbled for my words. "Oh...you scared me for a second there. Um, it was good. I caught up on some work. What about you?"
 
    
 
   "Well, now you're making me look bad," she teased me. "I went out with some girlfriends to a few wineries."
 
    
 
   "Wow that sounds like a lot of fun."
 
    
 
   "It was! You should come next time. We need someone to hold all our purses." Megan teased me. 
 
    
 
   I chuckled at her joke and took a sip of my coffee. 
 
    
 
   "Hey, would you be a dear and grab me some tea from the break room? I have to catch up on some emails before the meeting."
 
    
 
   Get her tea? I couldn't believe Megan asked me to do that! "U-Uh...sure. I'll be r-right back." 
 
    
 
   "Thaaanks Andy," she said with a sultry voice. My cock tugged against my pants as she smirked at me seductively. Was Megan really flirting with me?
 
    
 
   I scuttled away to the office kitchen and poured hot water into a cup. I knew Megan loved to drink green tea. 
 
    
 
   As I walked back to our cubicles, Jason, the manger of the first year associates walked in. 
 
    
 
   "Hey Andy, ready for our meeting!" His positive attitude was always contagious. 
 
    
 
   "Yeah, totally ready to start the week."
 
    
 
   "Great, let's meet up in like 10 minutes."
 
    
 
   "Sure thing."
 
    
 
   I walked back to Megan's cubicle. She was on the phone with someone while she dangled her heels. I caught short glimpses of the sole of her foot. 
 
    
 
   It looked so soft and I was mesmerized by her rhythmic dangling. After a few seconds she turned around and caught me staring. 
 
    
 
   I tried to pretend I just got there. 
 
    
 
   "Put it down there," Megan pointed as she mouthed to me silently. "Yeah...uh uh that sounds good. So how fast can you ship that out," she said while still on the phone. 
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe Megan allowed me to get her tea this morning. Megan turned away after I put down her tea and sipped it. She didn't even acknowledge my presence after that.
 
    
 
   I just left for the main conference room to begin our Monday meeting. 
 
    
 
   Eventually everyone began trickling in and Megan sat across from me. 
 
    
 
   "Alright, let's get this started." Jason said. He pulled out a stack of papers and handed them around. 
 
    
 
   "Here are your client projects for the next week along with your teammate. We'll want to get started right away to we can bill fast. Now before we get started, let’s talk about some best practices first."
 
    
 
   I quickly grabbed my paper and looked down to see who I was assigned with. To my luck it was Megan! 
 
    
 
   My stomach had butterflies. I couldn't believe my luck! I looked over and Megan was looking at me already with her pearl-like eyes. I was lost in them immediately. 
 
    
 
   She smiled seductively at me and I felt her heel on the top of my shoe. It was a faint tap, but I knew it was her by the way she giggled. 
 
    
 
   I was getting hard in my pants as Megan pointed the tip of her heel and lightly massaged my ankle. I did my best to muffle my moans. 
 
    
 
   Eventually she withdrew her foot as the meeting went on. Jason concluded the meeting after about 15 minutes and we went back to our cubicles. 
 
    
 
   What did I just experience? I think my dream girl just teased me under the table. I couldn't wait to work with Megan. 
 
    
 
   Megan and I exited the conference room together. 
 
    
 
   "So, I guess we're partners now." I walked side by side with her looking as calm and collected as I could. Inside, however, I was bursting with excitement. 
 
    
 
   "Yeah I guess. Just do what I say and we'll really impress the client." Megan joked with me again and lightly punched my shoulder. 
 
    
 
   "So, let’s read through the material first and meet back before the end of the day?"
 
    
 
   "Sounds good."
 
    
 
   We parted ways and went back to our cubicles. We were only about three desks down from each other, so I could still check her out. 
 
    
 
   I went through the folder Jason had given me. The client needed to cut costs on one of their new product programs. I began jotting down notes as I read along.  
 
    
 
   Before I knew it, hours had passed and 5:00 PM was around the corner. Most people had already left the office. In fact, I think it was just Megan and I alone in this portion of the building. 
 
    
 
   Megan went over to my desk and looked down at me with her beautiful guys. "Guess everyone else left for the night huh."
 
    
 
   "Yeah, I guess so ha ha," I replied. "You want to head out?"
 
    
 
   "Well let's go over what we have now and then go."
 
    
 
   "Okay," I replied as I grabbed my notes that were scattered around the table. Meanwhile Megan pulled up a seat right next to me. 
 
    
 
   "Hey would you mind getting me some water from the kitchen?"
 
    
 
   "Uh...sure. Be right back."
 
    
 
   I pushed out my chair and left for a moment. When I returned, I saw that Megan had took off her heels and placed them on my chair as she looked over my notes. 
 
    
 
   "Um, here's your water."
 
    
 
   "Oh thanks." Megan reached out with her hand and grabbed it. She went back reading my notes after that. 
 
    
 
   I didn't know what to do. Megan had her beautiful feet on my chair so I couldn't exactly sit down. I felt kind of awkward just standing up like that. 
 
    
 
   "So...uh..."
 
    
 
   Megan interrupted me mid-sentence. "Hey Andy mind giving me a foot massage? My feels are aching after being trapped in those little heels all day."
 
    
 
   Megan flexed and wiggled her toes in the air as she teased me. I could barely register what she just said. Did Megan really want me to massage her feet?
 
    
 
   "M-massage your feet?"
 
    
 
   "Yeah, if you wouldn't mind. Here sit down." Megan brought her feet back down to the floor as I retook my chair. 
 
    
 
   As I sat on the chair, Megan lightly dropped her pantyhose feet on my lap. I could make out a baby blue nail polish on her perfectly trimmed nails. 
 
    
 
   "Go ahead, don't be afraid."
 
    
 
   I moved my hands over and grabbed her right foot. The pantyhose was so soft. I felt like I was touching a cloud.
 
    
 
   I moved my thumbs to the sole of her foot and pressed down lightly, going harder and harder with every circular motion. 
 
    
 
   "Oh, that feels soooo good Andy. Don't stop." 
 
    
 
   "Um...okay."
 
    
 
   I was trying to keep cool, but my cock was already getting hard in my pants. It wouldn't be long before it was visible for Megan to see. 
 
    
 
   "So, I was thinking the client could save a ton of money by firing half of the R&D team. I mean they're way under capacity right now anyways. What do you think?"
 
    
 
   "Um...Yeah. I agree." I actually didn't even hear what Megan said. I was too focused on her foot.
 
    
 
   "You give a great massage Andy. I knew I picked the right guy for the job." She teased me by seductively licking over her red lips. 
 
    
 
   "Keep massaging. It feels so good." Megan brought her left foot up and lightly pressed it against my nose. 
 
    
 
   "Why don't you smell my foot? I bet it smells amazing."
 
    
 
   Megan didn't have to ask me twice. I pulled stuck my nose between her toes and inhaled deeply. 
 
    
 
   "That's it. Smell it Andy." 
 
    
 
   Her angelic voice sent me straight to heaven. Her foot smelled amazing. Lightly scent with perfume and sweat.
 
    
 
   At this point my cock was trying to burst out of my pants. Megan took this opportunity to take things to the next level.  
 
    
 
   She took her right foot out of my hand and placed it on top of my obvious hardon. 
 
    
 
   "Oh!" I moaned softly as her foot rubbed back and forth against my slacks. My dick pulsed harder and harder as it tried to escape my pants like a wild animal. 
 
    
 
   Megan curled her toes around my head while I inhaled the sweet scent of her other foot. At this point she had driven me to a frenzy. I rocked back in forth rhythmically with her foot.
 
    
 
   "Suck on my toes Andy." Megan's sweet and sultry voice guided my every action. I obeyed and opened my mouth. She stuck her toes in and I graciously accepted her offering. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Check out this HOT Sample From: Courtney’s Big Tease
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   The cool summer breeze from the lake blew against the small hotel on the lake where my wife, Courtney and I were staying. It came in from the windows and kissed my naked body. 
 
    
 
   It was my birthday and Courtney had surprised me with a weekend get away at a posh little hotel on the shores of a beautiful lake. The place was literally a few dozen feet from the lake and included many great amenities. 
 
    
 
   It was the perfect romantic getaway for any couple. Courtney was naughty from the moment we first stepped into the room. At first, I thought it was the wine talking. 
 
    
 
   Courtney came onto me on the large leather couch as we washed the waves from the lake crash on the sore. The soft whisper of the wind flowing against the windows echoed in our ears. 
 
    
 
   Courtney placed her lips on my cheek and moved towards my ears. She swallowed my ear in her mouth and sucked while my spine shivered in response. 
 
    
 
   Her tongue finally made its way to my lips as she kissed me passionately. My cock was already growing in my pants from Courtney's sexy foreplay. I brushed her hair asid eas we kissed. 
 
    
 
   I worked my way across her collarbone slowly, lightly sucking as I went along on her soft skin. Courtney moaned lightly. She bit her lip ever so slightly as I continued my teasing. 
 
    
 
   I nibbled on her neck ever so softly with the precision of a surgeon. Courtney's nipples strained against her baby blue top like diamonds in the night sky. 
 
    
 
   Her hard nipples pressed against my body and I traced my hands across her shirt to remove it and begin my birthday celebration. 
 
    
 
   "Mmmm...I don't think so lover boy." Courtney whispered seductively as she pushed my hand away. I was confused for a moment. There was no way she wasn't feeling what I was in this moment, right?
 
    
 
   "Oh...you don't like hearing no?" She teased me by using her baby voice. "Well I guess this is going to be a long birthday weekend for you..."
 
    
 
   Courtney flashed me a big smile and I was entranced with her beautiful turquoise eyes. Her shoulder length blonde hair flowed down to her shoulders. 
 
    
 
   "What are you talking about?" My eyebrows raised from her mysterious attitude. 
 
    
 
   "Well...let's just say our little rendezvous isn't the only surprise I have for you this weekend." Courtney giggled as she reached down to the table and carried her wine glass up. 
 
    
 
   She gave it a little swirl and took a sip. 
 
    
 
   "What else do you have planned?" I was getting pretty horny at this point. I bet we would be having an all weekend love making marathon. 
 
    
 
   "Oh you'll see soon enough," she said. Courtney leaned back against the couch with her glass still in hand. She lifted her socked feet to my lap. 
 
    
 
   "Be a dear and massage my feet. They've been so sore from walking around earlier." Her voice projected pure confidence in my eyes. 
 
    
 
   Without saying a word I took her feet into my hands and rubbed along her arches. I worked my thumbs into the soles of Courtney's foot with gentle pressure. I massaged her toes with my fingers, pulling on them softly. 
 
    
 
   Courtney had leaned her head back and moaned softly. Her eyes were closed as she enjoyed my foot massage. 
 
    
 
   Courtney knew I had a big foot fetish, so I guess it would be no surprise she decided to award me this little treat. I had no idea what nefarious plan Courtney was hatching, but if it would be anything like this I think I would have the best birthday ever. 
 
    
 
   Courtney teased me even more by rubbing the sole of her left socked foot against the bulge in my pants. I let out a groan as she giggled across from me and took another sip of her wine. 
 
    
 
   "You like that don't you?" Courtney teased me by licking her lips. 
 
    
 
   "Yes!" I moaned as my heart beat faster and faster. I couldn't believe Courtney was finally pleasuring me with her feet. 
 
    
 
   I continued to massage her right foot as her left one gave me one hell of a tease.  
 
    
 
   "Come on slaveboy! Show me how much you love my feet." Something about the way she talked to me really turned me on. It was a real bitchy and confident attitude, yet still sexy at the same time.  
 
    
 
   I took her socks off and revealed her recently fresh pedicured black toes. She must have gone out to get them right before our little getaway. 
 
    
 
   I ran my fingers down Courtney's soft soles and my fingers traced around her toes. I felt every square inch of her soft and perfect feet. 
 
    
 
   My dick strained in my pants as I continued my massage of her now bare feet. It was the most erotic experience of my life. 
 
    
 
   "Take your cock out slaveboy, let me see it."
 
    
 
   I quickly unzipped my belt and pulled out my cock. My flesh entered the cool air of the room and stood at attention for Courtney. 
 
    
 
   "Is that all you've got? Get harder!" Courtney commanded me as she pushed her foot towards my face. The ball of her foot touched my nose. 
 
    
 
   "Worship my feet like you mean it!"
 
    
 
   I inhaled between her toes and my cock continued to get harder. The smell was absolutely amazing--a mixture of sweat, lotion, and perfume. I was totally entranced by Courtney's newfound dominance over me. 
 
    
 
   I opened my mouth and kissed the sole of her feet I moved my lips down to her heels and nibbled down softly. Courtney trembled in pleasure as I worshipped her heels. 
 
    
 
   Her nipples looked like they were harder than they've ever been, like little rocks sticking out of her blue top. I moaned as Courtney brought down her right foot onto my dick. 
 
    
 
   The sole of her foot landed on my cock as she rubbed up and down. I put her toes in my mouth and sucked softly. My tongue traced in between her toes. 
 
    
 
   "I bet you want to fuck my feet soooo bad don't you slaveboy?"
 
    
 
   "Mmm...Yes!! Please!"
 
    
 
   "Well what's in it for me then?" Courtney's teasing surprised me. "I'm giving you exactly what you want, but your little cock hasn't even considered how to please me."
 
    
 
   Courtney moved both feet down between my legs. She worked the head of my cock with her toes, stroking them gently. Her big toe pressed my head back in a forward motion as I moaned. 
 
    
 
   "Oh god! That feels so good! What do you want? I'll do anything!" Courtney manipulated my cock with her toes as she tickled my head. Her other foot moved to my dangling balls and teased them with her nails. 
 
    
 
   I placed my hands on Courtney's ankle and moved my hands up her smooth leg towards her panties. I pulled on the side. 
 
    
 
   "You'll see soon enough," Courtney said as she slapped my hand away like it was a little fly. "You're going to be my good little slaveboy this weekend and do whatever I want...well that is if you want to cum."
 
    
 
   "Yes Courtney!...mmm."
 
    
 
   "It's Goddess," she corrected me with a big smirk on her face. Courtney applied even greater pressure on my cock and balls. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Goddess!"
 
    
 
   "THAT'S more like it! I want you on the bed now."
 
    
 
   Courtney removed her legs from my cock and I got up off the couch. I made my way over to the bed as she reached into her bag and pulled out a long strand of rope. 
 
    
 
   I laid on the bed obediently as she commanded. Courtney came over and ordered me to strip completely naked. 
 
    
 
   In a matter of minutes, Courtney had cuffed my wrists and ankles with the rope. She took a second to admire her handiwork and smiled. 
 
    
 
   I was spread eagle with my hard cock straining in the air. 
 
    
 
   "I'm going to freshen up for a bit. Just sit tight slaveboy." Courtney giggled as she disappeared into the bathroom with the door shut. 
 
    
 
   I was left alone on the bed imagining what was to come. 
 
    
 
   I laid in bed wondering what Courtney had in store for me. It seemed like I had spent an eternity contemplating what was to come.
 
    
 
   All of a sudden I hear the sound of the bathroom door open and close. Courtney came out dressed in a sexy pair of red bra and panties. 
 
    
 
   She looked at me and seemed unhappy for whatever reason. "Did I say you could get soft slaveboy?"
 
    
 
   "No Goddess."
 
    
 
   "That's right. Based on all your begging earlier you could have at least had the decency to stay hard for me. I guess you don't want to cum then."
 
    
 
   "No Goddess. I'm sorry." My dick began to harden again as Courtney exerted her dominance over me. 
 
    
 
   "So slaveboy you like what you see?"
 
    
 
   Courtney twirled around in a little circle so I could get a good look at her sexy outfit from every angle. I managed to catch a glimpse of her tight ass, her cheeks only separated by the thin fabric of the red thong that she wore. 
 
    
 
   She approached the bed I was tied down to. Courtney dragged her nails from my lower stomach all the way to my chest. "Well?"
 
    
 
   "Yes...you look amazing Goddess, so amazing!" My eyes never broke contact with her body. 
 
    
 
   Courtney brought one hand down to my balls and gently massaged them between her fingers. Her soft fingers caused the blood to flow back into my cock as it rose in the air. 
 
    
 
   The wrapped her left hand around the base and used her index finger to tease the head. Her finger nail grazed the top as I twitched in ecstasy. 
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes in pleasure and moaned. Courtney gave me just enough stimulation to get hard, but not enough to get off. The head of my dick began to throb as she teased it. 
 
    
 
   I craved more and more. She refused to oblige me with further stimulation and I was left attempting to hump her fingers. 
 
    
 
   "Please let me cum," I begged Courtney. A smile flashed across her face. It was like music to her ears. 
 
    
 
   "When was the last time you came slaveboy?"
 
    
 
   "A few days ago."
 
    
 
   Courtney dropped my dick to my stomach and slapped my face. "Tell me the truth slaveboy! When was the last time you jerked off?"
 
    
 
   "Well...um...earlier today."
 
    
 
   "What? You know you're supposed to save up for me." Courtney didn't seemed pleased at all. She brought her thumb down on the head of my cock and pressed down, causing me quite a bit of discomfort. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Goddess I know. I'm very sorry."
 
    
 
   "Then why do you keep jerking off?" Courtney continued to stroke my dick as softly as she could. It could barely described as a handjob. 
 
    
 
   I paused for several seconds trying to enjoy the moment. "Its just...I-I'm just horny."
 
    
 
   Courtney began picking up the pace as she stroked my dick. "It's because you are weak and have no control over your body."
 
    
 
   "Well..."
 
    
 
   "Don't fucking interrupt me!" Courtney raised her voice and grabbed my balls. She gave them a firm squeeze between her fingers. 
 
    
 
   "I'm sorry Goddess!"
 
    
 
   "Good. I'm glad you understand." She continued to stroke me at a slightly slower pace.  
 
    
 
   Precum had begin to leak from my head. It slowly dripped down my cock and onto Courtney's hand. She used this opportunity to rub it all over my head. 
 
    
 
   I moaned full of pleasure as she teased me. 
 
    
 
   "So, how are you going to make it up to me?"
 
    
 
   "Well...um...we have the whole weekend at this beautiful hotel," I said nervously. 
 
    
 
   Courtney smiled at my response. At least she wasn't angry. 
 
    
 
   "Yeah that's right. I'm going to teach you a lesson this weekend." Courtney squeezed my dick in the center and forced the precum out of my head. 
 
    
 
   "You're going to do exactly what I command of you this weekend, got it? I mean that's if you want to cum..." 
 
    
 
   Her sultry voice struck at the heart. "Yes Goddess, anything you say."
 
    
 
   Courtney continued to work her hand up and down my shaft. I could feel the cum building up in my balls. Each stroke brought me closer and closer to orgasm. 
 
    
 
   My breath became more and more labored. My heart raced and skipped a beat. Her smooth fingers were pushing me towards the point of no return. 
 
    
 
   "Oh god! That feels so good!"
 
    
 
   "I bet it does slaveboy!" 
 
    
 
   Courtney really gripped my dick hard in the center and killed my orgasm before it even happened. She removed her hand and any stimulation. My cock laid there twitching in desperate need of attention. 
 
    
 
   "Oh god! Why did you stop!"
 
    
 
   Courtney laughed in my face. "I don't think you deserve to cum yet," she said matter-of-factly. 
 
    
 
   "P-please...please...I was so close!"
 
    
 
   "You're going to have to earn it slaveboy!" Courtney teased me by pinching my nipples lightly causing me to flinch. 
 
    
 
   "Yes please! I'll do anything!"
 
    
 
   Courtney giggled at the sight of my pleading. She brought her hand down again and teased the head of my cock. She focused on the sensitive underside.
 
    
 
   I wasn't sure if I died and went to heaven. The feeling was sensational. After a few seconds, Courtney relieved any further stimulation again. 
 
    
 
   "That was amazing!"
 
    
 
   "Well I think it's time for you to please me now, slaveboy!"
 
    
 
   Courtney hopped down onto the floor and slowly slipped her panties off giving me quite the show. Next, the climbed back onto the bed and sat on my stomach. 
 
    
 
   Her pussy was glistening wet as my cock longed to fuck her. Courtney slid up my chest with both knees on the side of my head. 
 
    
 
   Courtney caught me eyeing her beautiful pussy. "I bet you want to taste me so bad don't you slaveboy."
 
    
 
   "Yes Goddess! Please let me taste your pussy!"
 
    
 
   Courtney's pussy was so close to my face I could already smell her musky scent. She laughed at me as she slowly lowered it the rest of the way. 
 
    
 
   My lips suddenly touched her pussy and I ran my tognue up and down her folds. I took particular focus on her clit, sucking lightly as Courtney maoned above me. 
 
    
 
   She gaped and held my arms down on the bed. My tongue traced circles around her wet clit. Courtney rocked her hips back and forth slightly. She was eager for more. 
 
    
 
   Courtney's breathing became heavier and heavier. "That's it slaveboy. Keep going. You'll need to do a lot more if you want to earn your little orgasm."
 
    
 
   "Yes Goddess. As you wish."
 
    
 
   "Use that tongue like it's the last thing you'll ever do!"
 
    
 
   Courtney really ground her pussy into my face. She was nearly suffocating me as she pounded down over and over again. I made sure to maintain constant sucking of my tongue on her pussy. 
 
    
 
   It wasn't much longer before Courtney began rocking hard back and forth as her muscles tightened. I used my lips and tongue to suck even harder. 
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