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Breaking the CEO

Darren Ryan, newly hired CEO of CS Alpha Industries, understood how the world worked. When he first heard about the company's unusual board of directors, he had reconsidered the recruiter's offer. Only then he carefully evaluated the potential pay, the stock options, and what he might be able to accomplish as the head of a small conglomerate. Most importantly, he came to the conclusion that really mattered.

As the CEO, Darren would be able to control the women at this company. He didn't care about the press releases or promotional videos. Their PR team worked hard to craft a very specific image: innovative, progressive, welcoming, diverse, and aggressive on all of the relevant social issues. CS Alpha Industries wasn't like other companies! Although the broader public didn't generally pay attention to the parent company, their subsidiary brands made it clear that they were the good guys.

Ironically enough, that was a lot easier considering that their Board of Directors was comprised entirely of women. Even the chairperson was a woman. Darren had become the only male on the management team.

During his first couple of weeks, he had been semi-nervous. As he learned more about the culture, however, he started to realize something. He could do a lot here, not only with the brands, but also with his female subordinates. There were tons of possibilities…

At first, he had expected a bunch of angry feminists who’d insult him, deride him, and fight him at every step. Frankly, he had been amazed that they were willing to look past his sex at all. He had worked in other companies, and the males there hadn't been so kind or generous. Usually, when a woman was hired, it was specifically to check off a specific box.

But as those first weeks passed by, he enjoyed the respect of his new colleagues. At the same time, he could feel his old instincts start to awaken.

Like so many other men who actively pursued positions of power, Darren Ryan knew what he craved. More importantly, he understood how the world "really" worked. While lots of corporate drones loved to squawk about the importance of diversity and building a culture of acceptance, Darren recognized what capitalism really meant. It was about brutality. It was a game without meaningful rules. Even government regulations didn't mean much, not if you were willing to pay the fines. It all came down to the cost of doing business. He didn't care about reputations, ethics, or anything else.

And that's why it got a lot easier to see some of the girls around the office. There were the cute interns, the sexy secretaries, and even a few of the middle managers drew his attention from time to time.

After six months, he had decided that his position was secure. He knew these women—and he thought he understood what he could do.

In particular, he had spent quite a bit of time talking with Michelle Rose, the chairwoman of the company. Strictly speaking, she could fire him, but she wouldn't. He had already gone through the calculations; he had studied this woman, her history, and he knew she’d be willing to look the other way. After all, Darren Ryan knew how to charm the women all around the office. He smiled, remembered their names, asked about their cats and their dogs, learned about their lives, and generally seemed like he really cared.

It worked.

Pretty soon, as near as he could tell, he had these women wrapped around his little finger.

That's why, when he spotted Jessica waiting outside of one of the elevators, Darren decided he didn't really need that extra cup of coffee and instead walked over to join her. The down button had already been hit, so he stood a few feet away, asked about her day, and listened as she yammered about some of her friends or her plans for the weekend. Strictly speaking, Darren did pay attention. Later on, he would have been able to bring up the same points and stories to ask about what transpired. He needed to show how he cared, after all. But at the same time, he was studying her black tights, her white sweater, and he was wondering what it would be like if he grabbed her ass.

The elevator doors opened with a ding, so he followed her in. No, he didn't need anything on the lower floors, but getting to spend a few minutes alone with this girl sounded alluring. The moment the door slid shut, he inhaled, and he caught the scent of her perfume, or maybe it was her shampoo. Out in the hallway, he couldn't smell anything. Within this confined space, he embraced that aroma. Sweet and intoxicating, it was the kind of scent that made men hunger. The aroma seemed to fill his nostrils and sweep through the rest of his body.

Wordlessly, he still wore the same neutral and professional expression on his face. And yet, he shifted his position slightly, he came up behind her, and then he reached out. His fingers brushed along the backs of her legs and up to the firm curves of her posterior. He grabbed her butt and pinched. Yes, she was just as tight and firm as he had expected. Something alien and delicious coursed through his fingertips as he savored the smooth fabric and the heat that radiated off of her as he had some fun.

Jessica froze. She was a blonde girl who hadn't spent much time in the corporate world. Her body froze, and she pressed her lips together as she stared straight ahead. "You know," he said to her, his voice low and masculine, "A girl like you could have a really bright future at this company.” He gave her ass another squeeze. "Think about it."

Jessica didn't respond to his offer.

The CEO could’ve done more, but the doors opened and two more women stepped onto the elevator.

Fortunately for Darren, there were plenty of other girls who could draw his attention. He thought about Megan, Sydney, Kyleigh, Cheyenne, and Jasmine. Frankly, walking into the office felt like a visiting a buffet. Sydney and Kyleigh had those wavy manes of dark brown hair. Sydney's features were rounder, but Kyleigh had sharp cheeks and a bright smile. Jasmine had black hair and big eyes. Cheyenne was incredibly energetic, and she seemed to revel in showing off her body. Her tops were tight, and there was something amazing about her short, denim skirts or the snug jeans she wore to work. Every time he saw her, he wondered what it would be like to pin her down in his bed, to kiss her, to grope her, to slide his hand between her legs and to make her wet before he plunged it down with his throbbing cock.

Darren probably started to get a reputation. He noticed the way some of the girls started looking at him.

So what?

He was the freaking CEO, and these girls were just secretaries, assistants, or interns. It wasn't like they had any kind of power. It wasn’t like they could do anything.

Better yet, Darren's initial suspicions about the chairwoman and the board seemed to be correct. Those women were just as brutal and eager for profits as any other set of managers. They could squawk all they wanted about corporate governance, responsible behavior, or the need to improve the world, but they really just had one goal: profit. Everything else would be subsumed by that drive to make the lines go up.

It worked.

CEO Darren Ryan might have been a bastard who loved teasing and taunting the girls at the office, but he made money for this company. With insightful analysis, a dedicated vision, and the willingness to push forward, he knew his position would be secure. So long as the prophet continued to grow, no one could really complain.

Or so he thought.

Darren was looking forward to cornering her.

He had sent the meeting request to Jasmine Toll, one of his favorite secretaries. He had inserted a vague reason when he typed up the message and delivered it to her through their messaging app. Any minute now, she would timidly knock on his door, step across the threshold, and confront this man. In the meantime, he’d come up to her, he would gently tilt her head back, lean in, and kiss her. Maybe he would make it seem romantic, but he intended to grab this girl by her beautiful, black hair and shove her up against the plate glass window. At the top of the skyscraper, he would come at her from behind. He would pump into her tight little pussy, and he would make her understand how the world worked. As the CEO, he could take whatever he wanted. He had picked her, so she should feel honored. She should feel grateful…

His cock was hard as he contemplated those desires.

Sure enough, someone knocked on his door. It was his secretary’s lunch hour, so he casually called out, "Come in." At the same time, he was tempted to lift his hands and lace his fingers behind his head as he leaned back in his expensive, leather chair.

With his employees, he always made it seem like he was this friendly, charismatic guy who was interested in their lives. In actuality, he had a taste for these finer aspects of wealth. He loved his leather chair, the expense of works of art he had put on his walls, and the large space he was entitled to as the CEO of this conglomerate.

It wasn't Jasmine who walked through the door, however. Instead, he found himself facing Michelle.

Right away, his demeanor changed as he dropped the chair forward, glanced over at her, and asked, "Hey, Michelle. How are you doing? Did we have a meeting?" At the same time, he scrambled through his mental list of obligations for the day. As far as he knew, he wasn't supposed to see the chairwoman.

Michelle didn't answer right away. Unlike the interns and secretaries he usually chased, she was a more mature woman. In her late thirties or early forties, she carried herself with a sense of skill, knowledge, and gravitas. Yes, she wore high-heeled pumps, stockings, a short black skirt, and a white blouse with a dark gray jacket, so she looked amazing, but she still wielded her confidence like a scalpel. She reached up and adjusted her black rimmed glasses as she came up to the edge of his desk.

"No," she told him curtly. "We didn't have a meeting."

"Then what can I do for you, Michelle?"

The chairwoman of the board narrowed her eyes slightly as she stared down at him. Clearly, she was trying to see past his veneer of professional friendliness. "I want to give you the chance to confess."

"Confess? Confess to what?" Other CEOs might have leaned back and behaved like this was a joke. Darren Ryan, on the other hand, demonstrated his skills because he let this gravely-concerned expression play across his face. "What's going on, Michelle? Has something happened?" Yes, he sounded confused, concerned, and innocent, all at the same time.

In truth, Darren loved these moments. There was something so amazing about getting to lie. He wasn't an actor, and he would never appear on screen or on a stage, but he understood the nature of performance. So often, going into work meant lying: lying to the customers, lying to your colleagues, lying to your boss…

Michelle placed her hands on her hips, and she tilted her head to the side as she seemed to consider the CEO. Still, his façade didn't flicker for crack under her weighty scrutiny. Sure, Michelle could intimidate the other girls at the office, but Darren Ryan was a CEO. More to the point, he understood how women worked. So long as he could look into her eyes, she’d believe him.

Right?

Wrong.

"Several of the women here have complained about sexual harassment," Michelle told him. "They’ve all told me the same thing. You corner them in the elevators or the break room. You come up to them, and you seem friendly enough, but then you touch them. You grab their asses or reach out and brush your hand along her breasts. You pretend it was an accident if they call you out. If not, you keep going. And now, what are you going to do with Jessica?"

Darren tightened his brows and furled his lips into this concerned line, "Michelle, I don't know what you have heard, but I have never…"

Michelle had reached into one of her shallow pockets and pulled out a green stone. Polished and carved into a perfect circle, it dangled from a thin, silver chain. She held it up. The moment he saw that light playing along the smooth surface, Darren stopped.

His vision focused tighter and tighter on that stone. Everything seemed to fade away, like the rest of the universe blurred. He tried to talk. Somewhere deep down, he needed to speak, but his thoughts seemed to abandon him. Normally, he casually pieced sentences together without even thinking about it. He was an adroit speaker, someone who could stand up in front of a crowd and start talking right away without any kind of preparation.

But right then and there, in his office and with this woman standing in front of him, he lost himself to the color and light, the shape, and now the sound of her voice as she told him, "You will not lie to me, boy. You will tell me the truth. You will watch the stone and listen to the sound of my voice. When I speak, you’ll tell me the truth. When I speak, you will obey."

"No…" Darren managed to say.

"It looks like you have a stronger will than I expected. To be honest, when I first met you, I thought you would go under instantly. I guess it's going to take a little more work. That's fine with me," she muttered. That's when the stone started to swing back and forth, to the right, then the left, the right and left again…

"Focus on the stone, Darren. Focus on the stone and relax. You can feel your shoulders getting heavier. You're leaning back in your seat." It was true. He leaned back against it the soft padding of his executive chair, and he relaxed, more and more.

Deep down, he needed to figure out what was going on. He endured this edge of panic, but it wasn't reflected on the relaxed features of his face or in the slumping weight of his body.

She hypnotized him; she made him relax.

Way, deep down, maybe Darren even hoped he could jump up, grab the stone from her hand, and throw it across the room. Instead, the distance between them seemed to stretch and contract at the same time. Not only that, he couldn't see anything beyond the vibrant green.

"Focus on the stone," she continued, her voice rhythmic and hypnotic. "Focus on the stone, boy. Focus on the stone and relax. You can feel yourself getting heavier and heavier. You're leaning back because are giving in. You are relaxing because this is where you belong. I'm above you, and you're beneath me. I'm in charge. I give commands, and you will obey. I give commands, and you obey, boy."

The repetition worked. With every uttered sentence, he could feel his senses break down. Yes, he retained that core of awareness, only it wasn't enough. It was just an instinct, maybe a few errant words buzzing inside of his head, but there was something about that stone, about the sound of her voice.

If he had been allowed to think clearly, then maybe he would have wondered if the stone was actually magical. Was such a thing possible? Or perhaps it released some kind of radiation that affected the male mind? Or maybe there was something different about Michelle herself. Perhaps she enjoyed some telepathic talent. If you haven't experienced it for himself, Darren would've discarded each and every one of those little theories, only he could feel it.

He had experienced something like this before at one point or another in his life. It felt a little bit like being exhausted, a little bit like being drunk or high. He was fixated but distracted at the same time. His senses seemed contradictory, like nothing made sense except for one set of details: her voice and her words.

"Focus on the stone," she continued and commanded. "Focus on the stone as you relax your defenses. It's easy to relax, boy. It's easy to surrender. I'm a woman, and I'm talking, so you have to obey. You're a boy, and you're listening, so you have to obey. You have to obey. You have to obey."

Without that stone or the expert cadence of her dulcet tones, Darren might have been able to shove her words aside. Perhaps he could have jumped up to his feet, swatted her hand away, and knocked the stone to the floor. Better yet, maybe he would’ve been able to crush it beneath the heel of his foot.

Only that wasn't what happened because Michelle was a powerful woman, and she knew what she was doing.

"Lower your defenses, boy. Relax. Open up. You can tell me anything. You can tell me the truth."

Before he could realize what was happening, his lips started moving. He didn't speak, not really, yet his mouth shaped the words, "I can tell you the truth. I can tell you the truth."

As the CEO of a sprawling organization, he never, ever would have uttered the words. Sure, he might have been able to try out some useless platitudes about openness and transparency, but he understood the importance of secrecy.

"Lower your defenses. Relax. Open up. You can tell me anything. You can tell me anything and obey. You can be completely honest. You can do whatever I say. It feels good when you do what I say. Even if you get punished, you know you deserve it."

"Even if I get punished, I know I deserve it," he said as his eyes followed the green stone and its rhythmic movements. It continued to swing and sway from side to side.

Then, for just a moment, he clenched his eyes shut. Maybe it started out with him blinking, but his features crumpled for a moment, and he started to turn away.

If he had been able to run from the room, darting past her and jumping across the threshold, then maybe Darren could have escaped her hold on his mind.

Her voice cut across the air, "Look at me."

No!

He shouldn’t do it.

And yet, he couldn't resist that blatant command either.

It was like a reflex, like something that had been etched and programmed deep within his body. He turned, and he saw her again.

Worse, Darren’s eyes started down to the green stone. The shape. The light. The color. It absorbed his considerable intellect. His thoughts scattered and focused all at once. He didn't understand it, but he couldn't question this either. It could have been emerald or jade. Maybe it was malachite. It didn't matter because he was watching it again. He saw the light glint across the smooth stone.

"That's right," she said. "You need to listen to the sound of my voice. You need to focus on what I am saying. There is nothing else. There is nothing else besides this stone, besides my voice, besides doing what I tell you. So just watch. Watch the stone and listen to the sound of my voice. Listen to the sound of my voice as you watch this stone."

More and more, he fell into that trance.

By now, the frustration had subsided, so he wasn't struggling. Instead, he heard her say, "Listen to the sound of my voice, boy. Listen to the sound of my voice, and do what I say. You will obey. You will obey when you see me. You will obey when you hear the sound of my voice."

"I will obey when I hear the sound of your voice," he promised without making a sound. Again, his mouth simply shaped those words as she watched.

"Even when I put the necklace away, you will still obey. You will still listen to the sound of my voice. You will remain in this trance until I for you. You will remain in this trance until I release you, boy." The repetition drilled through his psyche, leaving him exposed and vulnerable. She filled his head with those ideas, each one of which became a new, foundational truth of his existence.

"Even when you put the necklace away, I will still obey."

"You will obey me. You will obey me and do as I say. You will obey me without thinking. You will obey me without hesitating. You will listen to the sound of my voice and obey. When you see the stone or hear my voice, you will do whatever I tell you."

"I will to whatever you tell me," he agreed.

Her fingers tightened around the stone, and then she leaned forward. "Tell the truth, Darren. Who are you waiting for?"

"Jessica," he said. Unnecessarily, he added, "The secretary." He didn't know her last name.

"Why?"

"We had a meeting."

"Who requested the meeting?"

"I did."

"Why?"

"Because I wanted to spend time with her." One after another, his answers came out quick and honest. For once in his life, he didn’t even consider lying.

Normally, Michelle had to sift through the polite deceptions everyone used to protect themselves. In an office environment like this, the truth could become exceedingly rare, only now she had this boy enthralled. His mind belonged to her, and so he answered truthfully. It was a very, very refreshing.

"Why did you want to spend time with her?"

"I wanted to have sex with her."

"Does she like you?"

"I don't know," he said.

"Did she ever flirt with you? Did she ever indicate she was interested in a relationship?"

"No," he said. Still hypnotized and entranced, he stared straight ahead.

Next, she gave him a simple order. "Wait here. Don't do anything."

Michelle stepped away, closed his door, and stood outside of his office. She drew her phone from her pocket, and she started typing out a message. This was important, so she didn't care if she had to shut down most of the company to make it happen.

Inevitably, she started receiving the request for more information. Their employees were busy with other projects and assignments. Did they really need to drop everything to go to a meeting right now?

Again and again, Michelle typed out the same response. Yes, they had to drop everything. This was vital.

About an hour later, she reentered his office. She strolled up to the boy, and then she reached down and brushed her fingers along his forehead and down the side of his face. Casually, she touched him as though he wasn’t entitled to any personal boundaries. Still, he didn't react. Instead, Daren continued to stare forward as he obeyed her previous orders.

"Come with me," she finally said.

He rose from his chair and followed. He blinked every few seconds, but he didn't speak. His eyes didn't drift from the chairwoman's body either.

They headed down the hall, down the stairs, and into Meeting Room One. Normally, these kinds of auditoriums were kept near the bottom of the building, but the original architect like the idea of the employees coming up to see the managers.

And so, both Michelle and Darren walked up onto that stage. All around them, women were filtering in. These were the interns, the secretaries, the analysts, managers, accountants, and HR professionals. These were the women who made CS Alpha Industries function. Although she understood her own place in the hierarchy, Michelle couldn't help but smile and dip her head down as she considered a truism from the business world. A CEO might take off a week or a month, and pretty much no one would be able to tell. But if the secretaries quit, the entire organization would shut down immediately. She often had the same thoughts about plumbers, electricians, and garbage collectors. Most of society's wealth belonged to executives, yet they weren’t the ones who did the real work.

Ignoring those thoughts, Michelle finally stepped up to the lectern. She glanced over at the boy and wondered if she should give him some command. She could have told him to kneel or even sit down on the floor. Instead, the chairwoman let him stand there, his expression neutral and blank.

"Ladies, I have some bad news," Michelle said right away. The employees glanced back and forth at one another as they contemplated what this might mean. Her eyes darted from the interns towards the back of the room and down toward the managers who sat up front. Although there weren't any specific rules about seating arrangements, this pattern usually developed. "By now, I'm sure there have been rumors, and now I want to tell you that they are true. Our CEO has shown us his true colors."

Muttering spread across of the conference center. A couple of women glared at him, their eyes narrowed. Others whispered to their friends. Some were confused, others angry.

"First off, I want to make it clear that I actually think CEO Darren Ryan has a lot of potential here. As I'm sure most of you are aware, our divisions are doing quite well. From media and cross-promotion all the way to our snacks and leisure units, the numbers look great. That said, we all know what it's like to have some aggressive man come up to us and insist that we owe him something. Now, Darren is willing to learn from his mistakes. Isn't that right, Darren? Tell us you’re willing to learn from your mistakes, boy."

"I'm willing to learn from my mistakes," he said.

"Come over to the lectern and apologize. Tell all of the women here that you are a disgusting piece of trash who has messed up, and now you’re eager to make amends."

Normally, Darren never, ever would have humiliated himself like that in front of so many people. To make matters worse, they were all women! Although he didn't belong to any formal organization, nor did he subscribe to a specific set of ideological beliefs, he still carried the unspoken notion that men should lead and women should serve. Yielding to a woman, especially while he was on display, would have been an anathema to everything he did and said.

Only now he walked over to the lectern as commanded. He rested his hands on the sides, and he said, "I'm sorry. I’m sorry for my bad behavior. Everyone here, I want you to know I'm a disgusting piece of trash was messed up, and I'm eager to make amends."

A couple of women were laughing. Others clapped. Many more stared at him as they tried to understand what was going on.

Perhaps there had been rumors about Michelle and her capabilities. When Darren Ryan was first hired, lots of the women who worked here were concerned. Considering how the company was dominated by women, did they really want a man occupying the top spot? Others had been quick to point out that he would only act as the CEO; the chairwoman would remain in place, and so Michelle demonstrated her skills. She showed all of the women here what she could do and how this boy could be controlled.

Michelle didn't bother to hide it; she leaned over, and she whispered into his ear.

Seconds later, his grip tightened against the edges of the lectern. Perhaps, on some level, he struggled against the hypnotic programming. This could have been the equivalent to a psychological immune system, only he wasn't strong enough. This boy, whether he could admit it or not, had fallen under her power, and she had no intention of letting him go.

"I messed up. I made the mistake of thinking I can do whatever I want. Yes, I am the CEO, but I am still a male, and that makes me inherently inferior to all of you. As such, I submit myself for punishment."

Michelle stepped away from the lectern, and her voice boomed out, easily cutting across the air, "Ladies, how should he be punished?"

No one said anything. No one raised a hand. Instead, some of the girls in the back were whispering to one another. Michelle picked out a young woman with red hair. "What about you? How should we punish him?"

The young woman froze in place. She looked a lot like a college girl who had just been called on by the professor. Her shoulders tightened, she raised her neck, and she pressed her lips together into a nervous line. "It's okay," Michelle reassured her. "What do you think?"

The girl sat up a little straighter and said, "Can we spank him?"

"That sounds like an excellent idea," Michelle replied. Then she stepped back, pointed to one side of the lectern and told Darren, "Pull down your pants and bend forward."

Under normal circumstances, Darren would have balked. He would have laughed at the temerity of this woman. Bend over? Never. As far as he should have been concerned, this was all unhinged and completely irrational. And yet, he was the lone male here. More importantly, Michelle had demonstrated her ability to dictate his words and actions, so now he was bound by her will. Although he didn't wear shackles or chains, he still couldn't resist.

But as he loosened his belt and pulled down his pants and his boxers, some small voice inside of his head shouted. He tried to snarl at himself, to get himself to stop. He kept thinking about how he was supposed to be the CEO.

Instead, he behaved like a puppet.

His true thoughts, however, was hidden beneath layers of psychological obedience. She had trained him and programmed him. She had used the power of her voice and the glinting contours of her green stone to compel him to obey. So now he found himself bent forward, his naked buttocks on display, and she came up behind him. "Ladies, I want you to know that this isn't going to be some token gesture. Yes, it's humiliating for him. What man would want to be spanked in front of the women he's supposed to lead? But it's more than that. This is going to sting. It's going to hurt." She uttered those words as a promise.

Then she lifted her hand into the air, her fingers tensed and pointed toward the ceiling. With one sweeping blow, she brought her arm down with all of the force she could muster.

That first strike wasn’t good enough.

She tried again and made it sting; she made that blow burn as the agony shot along his nerves.

Every single member of her audience stared as they absorbed this scene. They marveled at what a competent woman could do. Or perhaps it was something else. Maybe they sensed the power and hoped some of it might be reflected back on them. If nothing else, these women would understand that males could be subdued and controlled. Maybe they didn’t get to do it themselves, but it was a possibility, and that might've been enough to change everything…

Two slaps of his naked ass weren’t enough!

"Should I do it again?"

"Spank him! Spank him! Spank him!" It started out slowly, but the words built up into a chant. "Spank him! Spank him! Spank him!"

Her hand flew down again and again, striking hard and fast. She went for that same spot at first. She made sure he cried out. His eyes watered, and he snarled and whimpered. Different sounds emerged from his throat. Obviously, he wished he could obey. The programming was there, but other instincts overrode those commands. Seconds later, she struck at different spots as she made him suffer.

Still, he remained there, bent forward with his hands on the uneven edges of the lectern. She had given him a command, and so Darren obeyed.

"Who's next?" Michelle asked that she stepped away. She pointed to one of the women in the audience.

This girl, a young woman in a black vest and white shirt, a pleated skirt and dark gray tights, darted up onto the stage. She was practically hopping with excitement. "Go for it," Michelle said.

For a moment, the young woman stopped. She exhaled, closed her eyes, and centered herself. Then she flattened her palm, and she came up behind him. She spanked him with energetic brutality as she brought her hand down in one blurred blow after another. His skin became clouded with bright red.

It didn't matter.

These women were just getting started.

Michelle let each and every one of the women who volunteered spank him. Pretty soon, she lost count. His face was a mask of agony as he cried out. His eyes were wet, but he somehow managed to keep from crying. Still, she could see him fighting that tremble in his bottom lip.

Poor, pathetic boy.

For a few seconds here or there, Michelle may have felt bad for him. But then she remembered what he had done to the staff who worked here. These women came in and wished to work. They wanted to contribute to the success of the company. They didn't want some guy grabbing them, leering at them, or making them feel like they were just a bunch of pieces of meat.

So now, he was the one who got tenderized as he took his spankings, one after another.

Finally, Michelle said, "Ladies, thank you so much for your participation. If I can call the members of the board into Conference Room A, I would appreciate your presence."

The other women in the conference center shuffled out. They were laughing and talking. Yes, this was going to be a really good boost for morale.

Soon enough, Michelle and Darren were alone. "Boy, I temporarily release you from your trance." His affect shifted instantly. He pushed himself away from the lectern, only to get his legs tangled up in his pants, so he fell back and hit the floor hard. He looked up at her as Michelle stood over him. The chairwoman crossed her arms over her chest and smirked. "Before you ask, I want you to know that I can drop you right back into that trance whenever I like. For now, I'm going to allow you to think for yourself."

"What? Why?"

"Darren, you have a decision to make. You can resign from your post immediately, and I will make sure everyone knows about your indiscretions. Sure, you could get a job at a fast-food place somewhere. If you work really hard, you might make assistant manager in six months or so." Michelle smirked at the prospect. At the same time, she loved how the colors drained away from his cheeks as he contemplated that reality. Sexism had run rampant all across the business world for decades, but it was getting cleaned up. A few words coming from Michelle, a very well-connected woman, would be enough to destroy his career. He would be radioactive for a long, long time.

"What's the alternative?"

"You stay on, but you understand that you are now at the bottom of the hierarchy here. From now on, if a woman gives you a command, you will obey." She strolled over to him, crouched down, and rested her elbows on her knees. Even with her legs bent like this, she still towered over him since he was exposed and down on his posterior. "Think of it this way. You’ll be a corporate slave. You'll do whatever you're told. If an intern tells you to fetch her coffee, you will obey. And every woman in this office will know exactly how it works. I will make it abundantly clear to the secretaries, to the analysts, to every single person who works here. You won't be able to disobey. You can try to lie to me now, but it won't work because we both know on inside your head."

The silence expanded.

He contemplated his fate.

Eventually, he had to speak. "I want to keep my job," he told her.

"That's what I thought," she said. "And that's why you're going to fall into the trance right now. Listen. Listen to the sound of my voice and obey me. You will relax. You can feel yourself become enthralled all over again." She hypnotized him. The sound of her voice overwhelmed his defenses, so now it was time for his next demonstration of obedience and loyalty.

She escorted him into Conference Room A. This room was significantly smaller, although it still had one long table, and now there were more than a dozen women seated; unlike the companywide gathering, this one only included the top managers.

"Crawl," Michelle commanded as she took her spot at the head of the table.

The CEO immediately dropped down onto his hands and knees.

"Ladies, this boy has been properly programmed. As such, he will now demonstrate his loyalty by serving us. In the meantime, we have a few matters to discuss, don't we?" Surreptitiously, some of the women sat up just long enough to pull down their stockings and panties. They exposed their slits as the boy waited for his next command.

Michelle didn't even need to make eye contact as she told him, "Sexually service your superiors. Any woman who spreads her legs deserves to have your mouth pressed up against her sex. Service her. Lick her. Make her feel good."

If anyone had been able to see his face at that moment, they would have observed a seemingly serene and plastic young man. On the contrary, he raged behind his eyes. For one reason or another, he retained some degree of independent thought, but he couldn't control his body as he crawled up to the first woman. He slid his head between her legs, and he started to lick. He serviced her just as these women expected. His tongue darted in danced along her pussy.

Moments later, he moved on to another woman and another woman after that!

He tasted their juices; his tongue stretched to the walls of their openings. Again and again, he worshiped these women. He sent rolling waves of pleasure throughout their bodies.

In the meantime, they discussed corporate strategy even as the occasional moan hit the air.

After that, Michelle reprogrammed him at the end of each week. She made sure to reinforce her commands.

This way, he had no chance of escape.

Of course, it was humiliating, serving the women around him, especially the interns. They seemed to delight in his humiliation. A college girl, someone who didn't even have her degree yet and was only being paid minimum wage by the company, suddenly had the ability to order him into the coffee room to fetch her a snack or something to drink. He did this again and again. And of course, since the women taunted him during the day, he often had to stay late to work.

No, he couldn't go to any expensive parties, nor could he visit the overpriced restaurants he once enjoyed. Just as Michelle had promised, he became little more than their slave.

He didn't know it yet, but it was about to get worse.

When he first heard about this next project, he understood how important it could be. CS Alpha Industries didn't do a lot of branding on its own; instead, they were a parent company that owned individual names and IP. This actually allowed the company to be far more flexible. For example, they could do some cobranding with Red Desire District, a newly formed adult platform.

Although Darren didn't know a lot about Red Desire, he still drove over to their studios, and he met with both Michelle and some of the other managers. He saw their facilities, their sets, their cameras, and the various actors who performed in their videos. Yes, the web was already packed with adult content, but they provided something different: quality. By using sophisticated algorithms as well as experienced managers, they figured out exactly what their different audiences craved. Just as importantly, they were developing a strong following in the female segment of the market.

Along the way, they were making a lot of money.

In fact, Michelle and some of the other directors were thinking about purchasing Red Desire. This subsidiary could be a growth driver for quite some time.

But first, they needed to understand exactly what these women did. Watching a few videos wasn't enough. Even checking out there accounting records wouldn't be sufficient. That's why he found himself wandering the sets. Michelle strolled along ahead of him. She asked questions, and he stayed quiet. He had learned it was better not to attract attention, especially when he had been programmed to obey. When women noticed him, they often gave him humiliating commands. Some of them proved to be useful, like when he was told to go fetch something. More often than not, a woman would tell them to get down onto his knees, to kiss her shoes, or to tell everyone in the room how he had screwed up.

"Crap," said the woman who had been leading their impromptu tour. She was one of the directors who worked here, and one of her subordinates had just rushed up to whisper something into her ear.

"What's wrong?" asked Michelle.

"We don't have our lead."

"One of the actors is missing?"

The director dipped her head down and start to massage the ridge of her nose. "Honestly, I'm not surprised. This shoot is going to be a bit intense, and a lot of guys get nervous." She let out a sigh. “Unfortunately, this happens sometimes. It's part of the job."

"What about Darren?"

"Excuse me?" hissed the CEO. Although he normally stayed quiet and did his best not to attract attention, he found himself under the watchful inspection of both Michelle and the director.

The woman, Jacqueline, cocked her head to the side as she considered him. Would he be photogenic? She narrowed her eyes and swept her gaze up and down along his body. He knew he should try to say something. Before his enslavement, he would have made the attempt. He would have laughed or insisted that this was never, ever going to happen. If these women truly believed they could throw him into an adult video shoot, then they were sadly mistaken and probably deluded. He was a CEO! There was absolutely no way he would humiliate himself with something so crass or debased.

"Darren can do it," Michelle said helpfully. She sounded serious, yet the corners of her eyes crinkled with unused to delight.

"No," he retorted.

"Tell this lovely young lady that you would love to star in their film."

The programming kicked in instantly. This was Michelle, after all. She was the chairwoman of the board, and so she could fire him. More importantly, she had dug her talons into his psyche. With just a word, whispered or shouted, she could force them to do whatever she liked, and now she proved it.

His mouth started moving. He felt as though he had been imprisoned within his own body, as though he were nothing but a mind within a puppet, and Michelle had just pulled his strings. "I would love to star in your film."

The director furrowed her brows like she didn't quite understand. At the same time, she ran through the calculations. If they had to wait, then it would cost quite a bit of money. But if they had this young man here, and he decided to cooperate? He could save them a lot of time in trouble.

"Are you sure?" She lowered her voice just a little bit. "This one is going to be pretty intense, especially for the boy."

"Say it again," Michelle prompted.

"I would love to star in your film," he repeated.

"You don’t have any limits. Tell her."

"I don't have any limits," he said, uttering the words automatically. Inside, he could rage. Behind his eyes, he could flail and fight, yet neither his mouth, nor his arms or hands obeyed the silent commands. Whether he liked it or not, Michelle was in control of his body.

"Well then..." said the director with a broadening smile, "Let's get started!"

"What is this?" Darren managed to ask, but the director had already stepped away. Apparently, the tour was over, and now she could get started on this shoot. She turned back toward Darren after issuing a few commands to her camerawomen, and some of her other associates. "You can't do this," he tried to say.

Her voice was lowered, but Michelle laughed, "I can absolutely do this. What's wrong? Are you worried that some of the girls are going to be rough with you?"

Her mind-broken slave opened his mouth to answer her, but the director called out, "Have the boy strip. He's handsome enough. I don't think he needs any makeup, but I want to see exactly what he looks like."

"What, here?"

"You're going to be naked one way or another," she called out, and it was obvious she was on the verge of laughing at his predicament.

From one moment to the next, he didn't believe he could do this, only then Michelle whispered the command into his ear. "Strip." Just one word. That was all it took. Suddenly, he was kicking off his shoes, unbuttoning his shirt, removing his tie, pulling down his pants, and even sliding out of his boxers.

Naked now, he spun around. He hated how some of the other staff members were checking him out. He could feel their eyes glide along his toned ass, his broad shoulders, his muscled chest…

Was this how the women felt when he checked them out? Was this what it was like when they noticed his eyes glide along with their slender frames, their full breasts, and their pretty lips? Did they feel a shiver embarrassment? More importantly, he couldn’t actually call any of them out. He was naked there in the middle of a film set!

A young woman holding onto a tablet strolled up to him. She was wearing a baseball cap, black glasses, and she had her hair swaying back and forth in a ponytail set just above her shoulders. "Let's get the boy on that bed right there."

His eyes locked onto the handcuffs at each of the four corners.

"Relax. Relax and obey," Michelle said to have next.

The panicked agitation immediately faded away. It subsided, leaving a different kind of serenity.

"We need him right there," said the woman with the tablet. She guided him over to the bed, and he soon found himself down on his back.

Not only that, the woman reached over, and she pulled the shackles around his wrists, one for his left, one for his right. Next, she attached to the restraints to his ankles. If he had been allowed to think clearly, then he would have automatically assumed these were toy restraints. This was just for show, right? It was a movie. It was an illusion. They didn't actually need to chain him down, did they?

"Relax. Relax and get used. Follow their commands. Do whatever the women want. As far as you're concerned, you're nothing but a sex toy."

His eyes had become unfocused, and his lips moved automatically, "I am nothing but a sex toy."

Chuckling now, Michelle shook her head from side to side and strolled over to the edge of the production. She found an empty seat, took it, and crossed her legs. At the same time, she kept her gaze locked on this boy.

He remained serene.

"Okay then," announced to the director. "Ladies, we’re going to start shooting in the next couple of minutes. But before we do, I think everyone should give our new male actor a huge round of applause. Not only is he going to help us out, but he's actually the CEO of CS Alpha Industries!"

Granted, the women of Red Desire didn't know about him or his history. They had no idea that he was about to deserved what he got. As far as they were concerned, he was probably just some guy who hoped to be an adult film. There were plenty of men out there who assumed it would be easy.

Those boys had no idea, especially when it came to a video like this…

"In addition to Darren, we also have Kelsey and Olivia."

Kelsey strode forward first. She wore snug denim shorts and a white top that revealed the curves of her cleavage. She also had on a black headband that pushed her bangs back behind her ears. She lifted her hand and waved to the crewmembers.

Olivia was a brunette. She had vibrant eyes, full lips, and she currently wore a little black dress. As she smiled out at everyone, she waved. Apparently, the cameras were already recording. This could be edited into the bonus features or maybe used as part of the promotional materials.

"Ladies, you know what you have to do," the director announced.

Red lights awoke on the top of different cameras as the shoot began in earnest. First, Kelsey rushed forward. Her eyes twinkled with amused delight as she looked down at him. "It looks like this boy is totally helpless."

"We get to fuck him hard. We can do whatever we want," Olivia purred as she followed her friend.

"How should we use him first?"

"Touch him," Kelsey announced. "Touch him all over, and let's see how he reacts."

"We’re going to make him come so hard," Olivia agreed.

The two women skipped forward, moving with feline, predatory grace. Within seconds, they were up on the mattress, kneeling, and now they moved their hands all over his body.

Kelsey started with his neck. She caressed him, her red nails gliding along his skin. Next, she started to touch and massage his shoulders.

Beneath the psychologically programmed layers of obedience, Darren squirmed against his mental imprisonment. Maybe his breathing came a little faster, and his heart rate definitely spiked. Then again, that could have been a purely autonomic response. He was a man, after all, and now his body responded to these tender caresses. More and more, his body tightened up. The women, however, played with him. As the cameras recorded this, one of them licked his neck. The other started pinching and twisting his nipples.

"A good boy is a fucked boy," growled at the blonde.

Olivia, the brown-haired girl, reached down between his legs. She massaged his inner thighs. She brought her fingers up toward his hips. Then she came back toward his flanks, and another response was triggered within his body.

His cock stiffened.

If he had been allowed to think clearly, then Darren probably would have started begging and pleading at this point. He would have whimpered out those desperate little sounds. He would have made those eager noises as he tried to get these women to change their minds.

Of course, he remained there, thoroughly entranced.

"He's not struggling," said the director.

Michelle overheard this, so she cupped her hands around her mouth and called out, "Struggle, boy."

The director tossed a sharp glance at Michelle, but she was an executive with the company that might buyout Red Desire, so it wasn't like she could do anything. Besides, they could always edit out those sounds in post.

More importantly, Darren started to struggle. Something awoke within him, and now the women watched as he squirmed, tugging and pulling against the shackles. He fought to kick out. His arms attempted to flail free, yet the metal restraints held him down. Brute strength wouldn't be anywhere near enough.

That's when Kelsey started to massage and fondle his cock. Olivia went in for his balls. The girls worked together to trigger those powerful urges.

The blonde laughed at him. "What's wrong, boy? Are you horny? Are you horny like a dumb slut? You definitely look like you're horny like a dumb slut!"

"Men love to talk about women and how we can’t control ourselves, but it's obvious that this boy needs it bad."

"If he needs anything, he's going to have to earn it," Kelsey said. Right as she spoke, she unbuttoned her denim shorts, and she shimmied out of them. Her panties followed, and she tossed the red garment down onto his face.

As all of this happened, he kept struggling. He pulled and twisted, writhing as he attempted to free himself. When he inhaled, he caught the aroma of her sex…of her arousal. He could smell her pussy on her panties.

Still, he kept fighting hard. Of course, those were preprogrammed movements instilled by Michele's command, but no one watching needed to know that.

As he struggled, the women played with him. Kelsey went for his balls now. She stroked the underside of his scrotum, gently massaging, teasing and caressing him. With every flickering movement of her fingertips against his body, sparks of desperation glowed hot at his core. Those urges and instincts flashed out along his body, becoming more and more powerful.

Yes, he was hypnotized, and sure, he had to appear serene, but that didn't change anything.

"He's a dumb boy slut!"

"He's our little fuck toy!"

The girls taunted him and teased him. Between those bold declarations, they giggled and laughed at him. After all, they were having fun with him. Maybe they sensed something within him, as though they could instinctively tell that he had been the kind of jackass who would insist on harassing and humiliating his employees.

At this point, Olivia wrapped her fingers around his cock. She started at the base, worked her digits up, and came to his tip. She squeezed, almost giving him enough pressure so he could climax. Almost. Both of these women were professionals, after all. They knew how to read the male form; they understood exactly how to keep them on edge.

"Don't worry. You might get an orgasm. Later," Giggled the blonde.

"But only if Amanda decides you should."

Michelle glanced over at the others. Amanda? Who would that be?

These beautifully petite actresses looked amazing. They had both started to strip down more and more, pulling off their clothing until they were both naked. They displayed their nubile bodies with casual easy as they spread their legs and straddled him or teased him, gently taunting him with one electric touch after another. He remained bound, both by the shackles and the mind control.

At this point, Kelsey leaned down, "Suck," she ordered right as she pressed her nipple to his lips.

He registered the command and instantly complied. He raised his head, wrapped his lips around that beautifully dark point of skin, and hollowed his cheeks. He sucked gently, gliding his tongue up and down. When she moaned, she didn't have to fake it.

"I want his mouth. Now," Olivia said, sounding just a little petulant.

Kelsey pulled away. She went back to teasing his cock. As she did so, Olivia straddled his face. She spread her legs and pushed her pussy down against his mouth.

Although he was hypnotized, he was still aware of the taste of her pussy, the heat of her inner thighs, and the weight of her body. "Lick," she said. "Lick, slut!"

He obeyed, lapping at her pussy. His tongue pressed between the walls of her opening, all while he serviced her. He worshiped this woman, giving her everything she wanted. In fact, Olivia closed her eyes and growled with animalistic satisfaction. It wasn't just the physical pleasure running along her skin. No, it was something more—something deeper.

"We have you," she said emphatically. "We have you, and we can use you however we want. You belong to us. You’re property!"

"You're nothing but a cock and mouth! You're a dumb, fucking piece of meat!" Kelsey taunted him. At first glance, she seemed like such a beautiful, innocent young woman.

Yes, it was true. Yes, this was the foundation of his existence now.

Olivia giggled and laughed. She chortled and moaned. Those desperate sounds thrummed through her body as she savored the feel of his body.

He licked.

And now, Kelsey mounted him. "Don't you dare come. Don't you dare come, boy!"

Those commands resonated throughout his body, even as she claimed him. She spread her legs, enveloped his cock, surrounding him, and imprisoning him. She lowered herself down. But then, within just a few seconds, she started bouncing on his cock, gliding up and down. Yes, she was using him. Yes, she turned him into nothing but a living sex toy, but he still couldn't escape. Locked down by the restraints as well as the programming, he remained there on his back. Sure, he struggled, but he had no chance of escape, and both of these beautiful girls knew it.

Unsurprisingly, Olivia came first. His tongue darted danced along her pussy for several minutes before her body went rigid, and she cried out one more time, letting out that keening gasp of pleasure.

Seconds later, Kelsey her own orgasm. The blonde threw herself forward, and her hairband fell forward. It dropped down against his chest. He watched as she lifted her head, and her bangs fell across her face.

"Amanda," both of the girls called out in unison. "It's your turn."

Michelle saw what was about to happen, so she issued another command. "Darren, you can think for yourself again. For now."

Again, the director flashed the executive an annoyed look, but Michelle didn't care. Instead, she watched as Darren blinked. He was coming back into himself. Before, he had only been distantly and vaguely aware of what was going on. Now he watched as Amanda strode up to him. She was already naked. She was a woman with large breasts, broad shoulders, and a fully developed frame. She looked voluptuous. She seemed muscular, powerful, big and broad. She was the kind of woman who could wrestle a man down, pin him to the floor, and keep him there.

When Darren saw her, his eyes widened with fear.

His bottom lip trembled, and he quickly jerked his head to the left as he started to check out his restraints.

These had to be fake, right? They couldn't be real. They couldn't be actual shackles.

Amanda tromped forward with this hungry expression on her face. She came to the foot of the bed, and then she chuckled with this deep, throaty laugh. "I'm going to enjoy breaking you, boy," she promised. She clambered up onto the mattress.

First, she went for his face. Unlike the other girls, she wasn't interested in toying with him. She wouldn't play with his cock, not yet.

Instead, she straddled his face. She pushed her body down against his lips, making it harder and harder for him to breathe. She seemed to envelope his entire world as she showed him exactly where he belonged. He tried to kick out and thrash, to fight his way free, only he couldn't escape.

"That's right, fuck toy! Take it. Take it, boy. Lick me. Lick me hard. That's all you’re good for! Lick me, you worthless piece of trash!" At the same time, she burst out laughing. There was something so perfect and deliciously powerful about getting to utter those words to a man like this.

A fierce and ferocious grin stretched across her face as she bounced up and down.

He couldn't take it.

But then she pulled away from his lips. She had something else in mind now.

It was time to use his dick.

As she pulled away, Darren seemed to figure out what was going to happen next. "No," he begged. "No. Please, don't! You can't. Please!"

Despite his entreaties, Amanda mounted him. She took him hard, dropping herself down right onto his cock. Her pussy was already wet and slick, so she enveloped him. Unlike the first girl, she was heavy and rough.

But now, she was just getting started. She bounced again, sliding up and down along his manhood. She turned him into her living dildo. He kicked out and thrashed. He kept fighting as hard as he could. Just like before, he couldn't escape! There was no way for him to get away from the weight of her body, the solidity of her frame, or the heat radiating off of her as she used him. She was a big woman, and he still couldn't escape.

Still, he begged, "Please, please, don't!"

"Shut your filthy mouth, you pathetic little fuck toy. I'm going to make you come! I'm going to make you come so hard!"

Darren Ryan, CEO of CS Alpha Industries, didn't want to believe it. He tried to fight this so hard, but she used to hard. She was rough. She wrapped him. She choked him and pumped him, gliding her pussy up and down. With every movement, he tried to kick in break free. Nothing helped.

"Come for me," she commanded.

His body yielded. He tried to hold back those instincts, yet his will had been worn away. His best efforts failed completely as his shaft pulsated and she drained him. She seemed to suck out every drop of his load. And then, when she was done, she leaned forward and smacked him hard across the face. Then, laughing to herself, she got up.

"That's a wrap!" called out the director. After that, she turned back to Michelle. "You know, I didn't really appreciate your comments, but I do want to say that he did an admirable job."

"You know, we cannot lend him out to you whenever you want," Michelle promised, her eyes twinkling with impish glee.

"I think I'm going to take you up on that offer," said the director. Both women turn their attention back to Darren. He was still on his back, panting, and now he lifted his head and looked across the set to the two women. Fear played across his handsome face, which only made them laugh. He didn't realize it yet, but this was just the beginning…

The End
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