
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: doc_Cvr_Men_Corp_Slvs.jpg]
 

 
 

Scanning, uploading and/or distribution of this book via the Internet, print, audio recordings or any other means, without the written permission of the Publisher is illegal and will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

 

Except for  select brand names and businesses, this book is a work of fiction. Names, places, events and characters are fictitious. Any similarities to actual events or persons, living or dead, are purely coincidental.  

 

Corporate Slaves - The Men

1: Hostile Takeover 

© 2009 Constance Pennington Smythe

 ISBN 978-1-934446-53-9

Cover Design by Smythe

 

All rights reserved. Except for review purposes, the reproduction of this book in whole or part, electronically or mechanically, constitutes a copyright violation.    

 

Published by

Romance Divine LLC

www.romancedivine.com

 



 

Also

by


Constance Pennington Smythe

 

Mistress Karin

 

What happens when a man gets his wish to be submisisve? What happens when a woman embraces her dominant self? For Karin Calloway and her hapless husband, otherwise known as her maid Suzette, it becomes an erotic power exchange that gives them both what they desire. Is Suzette destined to become a cuckolded sissy maid? What new humiliations and torments will Karin and her evil friends, Trudi the German dance instructor and socialite Sheila Remington, visit on poor Suzette?

 

ISBN: 978-1-934446-11-9 (Print)

ISBN: 978-1-934446-12-6 (E-Book)

 

The Breaking Cage

 

What can be better than a Mistress and her submissive male? How about two Mistresses and their submissive males - and their Alpha Male friends? What happens when Karin meets and mentors Joanna? It surely can't be good for their hapless maids, Suzette and Donna. Fun will be had by all, or maybe not. Follow the further adventures of Dominant Women and their submissive males in: The Breaking Cage

 

ISBN: 978-1-934446-25-6 (Print)

ISBN: 978-1-934446-27-0 (E-Book)

 

 

Female Domination

Short Stories: Vol. I

 

Female Domination - Short Stories: Vol I is the first short story anthology from erotic author Constance Pennington Smythe. This work contains six short stories of chastity, cuckolding, giantesses and  more; all with the themes of Female Domination and male submission.

 

Cuckold Date: A hapless husband prepares his wife for her date. 

Matriarch's Birthday: The Dominant's Guild celebration of the Matriarch's birthday hosts a very unique slave game.

Performance Art: A Dominant Female patron of the arts creates an unusual art exhibit, and the male art critic who comes to visit...? 

Mini Men - Lesbian Village: A misogynist research pair run afoul of their female scientist boss, and get themselves into a little trouble.

Locked Away: Three suburban housewives elect to start a new social club, with a sinister purpose for their husbands.

A Visit To Smythe Stables: Miss Caroline's graduating class visit the stables, to learn the proper care of the submissive male.

 

Each story is accompanied by an original illustration produced specifically for that work, by famed Female Domination artist: Sardax.

 

ISBN: 978-1-934446-40-9 (Print)

 

 

The Corporate Slave Series

 

Corporate Slaves - The Women

1. Recruitment

 

Ellen Clark was looking for–Ellen Clark. Marriage? That hadn’t worked out, and now it was behind her. She needed a job and someone to care about her. A career at the prestigious firm of Verdun & Associates wasn’t her only hope, it was her best hope. Yet she knew so little about her prospective employer, only that the firm was almost exclusively female and the personnel were well compensated and fiercely loyal. She needed to belong somewhere, to someone; how far would she go to make it happen?

 

ISBN: 978-1-934446-52-2 (E-book)

 

Corporate Slaves - The Men

1. Hostile Takeover

 

What would you do to save your job? Who would you do? It’s a question oft asked by those whose companies are acquired by adventurer and corporate magnate Geoffrey Cameron. His corporate protocols create opportunities for personnel to explore a unique set of job perks – and punishments. For Derek Wilkins, these are questions crucial to his personal and career survival. Fortune certainly favors the brave – and the willing, when under a Hostile Takeover.

 

ISBN: 978-1-934446-53-9 (E-Book)

 

 

 

Corporate Slaves

 

The Men

 

1: Hostile Takeover

 

 

 

 

 

Constance Pennington Smythe

 

 

One

 
 

Derek closed his eyes and swallowed. Screw your courage to the sticking post – and you’ll get screwed! A strong hand gripped the back of his neck; his eyes flew open.

“Wasn’t so bad-was it? It will get easier.” Geoffrey Cameron fingered the picture frame on Derek’s desk. “What was it that Queen Victoria once advised about sex to her daughters? ‘Close your eyes and think of England?’” Geoffrey’s British accent went well with his Saville Row suits. He studied the family portrait: Derek, his pretty blonde wife, Kate, and their three children, two boys and a girl, “Nice family. I understand those Ivy League schools are obscenely expensive.”

Derek gritted his teeth, afraid to speak, consumed with anger, shame and revulsion, at himself. Geoffrey’s large cock loomed before him, shiny and slick from Derek’s mouth.

“Finish,” Geoffrey’s voice was bored, as if he were hurrying along one of his minions with an interminable corporate briefing. “There are protocols to be observed.”

Derek’s tongue lapped at the bulbous head and his lips closed over the shaft to give it one, final, cleaning suck. He backed away as Geoffrey stood and zipped his trousers.

“Wise decision, survival and security, two of our most powerful and basic human needs, well, along with sex, I suppose.” Geoffrey’s fingers tapped the framed photograph of Derek’s family, “and I’m sure they would appreciate your sacrifice. You could have a future in this company,” his hand stroked Derek’s cheek, “mind you; I pride dedication and enthusiasm highly.”

Derek remained, kneeling before his leather executive chair, the room bathed in silence as Geoffrey closed the door behind him. He looked at the clock, 10:20,
twenty minutes, in twenty minutes… Derek held the picture of his family in his shaking hands; tears blurring his vision, survival, security-and the cost? He’d never forget that turning point three days ago…

 

*****

 

“Shit!” Derek Wilkins refreshed the display on his computer, hoping to get the latest news. “Shit!”

Ken Burlison barged into the office and Derek held up his hand, “Saw it.”

Ken slumped into a chair, “So what’re we gonna do? Fuck! I figured this would happen, especially after last quarter’s losses, but kept hoping…”

“Yea, well your hope is fucked.” Derek clicked on the thumbnail and the picture enlarged. “We’ve just been acquired by Cameron Holdings.” He studied the publicity still of Geoffrey Cameron.

Their nemesis wore a flight suit that showed off an athletic figure on a mid-fifties body, a slim waist and broad shoulders. The face was tanned and ruggedly handsome, but the aviator sunglasses hid the eyes.

Derek read the photo caption; Geoffrey Cameron poses with his recently restored P-38 Lightning World War II era fighter plane. And his next project? Us?

Ken walked to the window and looked at the street below.

“Not gonna jump, are you” Derek asked.

“Not yet, but if past is prologue Cameron is gonna hit us fast and hard.” Ken looked over Derek’s shoulder at the picture of the rugged aviator. “He’s gutted much of the top management in several of his acquisitions. What do you plan to do?”

“Stay on, if I can.” Derek looked from the photo of Cameron, to the picture of his family on his desk, “Do whatever I need to, I guess.”
 

 
 

 
 

Two

 
 

Derek watched from his window as the convoy rolled down the street and stopped in front of the building. Black Hummers in the front and back with two black Mercedes in between, Cameron isn’t subtle. Men in black suits quickly exited the vehicles and formed a corridor for Cameron and his entourage. Derek noted that the group, save for two women, were all men. Cameron’s Commandos, he recalled one wag tagging them. He slipped on his jacket and made his way to the conference room.

The room was electric, within the next few minutes careers would be decided, lives changed. The garble of hushed conversations ceased when the doors flew open and two men entered the room. They quickly scanned the interior with hand held instruments, deeming the room ‘clean’ as the appropriate group of lights blinked.

“Is that fuckin’ paranoid,” Ken whispered, “or what?”

“Maybe,” Derek tugged at his tie, “maybe not. Just because you’re paranoid doesn’t mean there’s not someone after you.”

The entourage entered the room and stood around the periphery. Derek couldn’t help but notice the two women, tall, stunning blondes, dressed in business suits that were refined yet elegant. They looked as if they’d stepped out of a photo shoot from one of his wife’s fashion magazines.

“Holy shit,” Ken whispered as he nudged Derek, “now that’s some talent.”

Geoffrey Cameron entered the room. He was taller than Derek expected, the publicity photo yielding nothing for a relative comparison. 

Derek now saw the face, sans the aviator glasses. He’s a good looking guy, but dead serious. Those lines around his eyes aren’t from smiling, but from a lifetime of outdoor adventuring.

One of the women approached and placed a leather binder in front of Geoffrey, who was now seated at the head of the table.

Strong, tanned hands opened the binder. The white cuffs of the expensive dress shirt gleamed against the tawny skin.

Derek noted the style, the dark blue shirt with the contrasting white collar and cuffs; he’d always hated that look.

“Commodity Brokers is now owned by Cameron Holdings,” Geoffrey paused to survey the room, ensuring he had everyone’s rapt attention.

The voice was English, perhaps more mid-Atlantic, but possessed a mellifluous quality. 

Ken smirked, fancy suits and accent, guy probably gets all the fuckin’ action he wants.

“You’ve lost money,” Geoffrey said, “bad for business, your business, it’s mine now. My businesses make money.

Derek watched Geoffrey’s eyes; they were a cold gray, not the silver gray that streaked Geoffrey’s mane of brown and perfectly styled hair. They were the eyes of a predator, eyes that saw everything and revealed nothing. Suddenly those eyes locked on his; and Derek couldn’t look away. He felt stripped bare by the steely orbs and didn’t breathe again until Geoffrey looked away.

The second woman moved around the table, placing documents in front of each person.

“These are standard non-disclosure agreements.” A man in a gray business suit stepped away from the wall. “I am Mr. Cameron’s attorney. Please complete and sign the form if you intend to stay for the meeting; otherwise you are free to leave.”

“I do not intend to liquidate and sell off the company assets,” Geoffrey broke the uneasy silence. “I believe the company can be made profitable, with the right management and leadership.”

A collective sigh engulfed the table as the sounds of shuffling papers and scratching pens filled the room. The woman made the rounds a second time, collecting the documents and stuffing them into an expensive Mark Cross briefcase.

Geoffrey placed his hands on the table, “And now to business.”

 

*****

 

 “We’ve got our jobs,” Ken relaxed on the couch in Derek’s office.

“For now, remember, it’s all probationary.” Derek looked at Ken; he’s taking this all too lightly. “We’re hanging by a thread; those new contracts we signed don’t give us much wiggle room, perform or perish.”

“Hey! Mr. Doom and Gloom, we could’ve lost our jobs.”

“Yea, I know,” Derek drummed his fingers on his desk, “I don’t know; the way he looked at me today.”

“Who, Cameron? What, you got a crush on the guy, buddy boy? I mean yea, he’s a good lookin’ guy, rich, adventurer… Hell,” Ken whistled, “you see the two lookers on his staff? I don’t think he needs action from you.”

“Guess I’m worried that’s all, got a mortgage, kids getting ready for college. I don’t want to have to start over.”

Ken stood, “Listen, you’re doin’ a whole glass-half-empty thing here. We’ve got our jobs, Cameron has a history of buying companies and turning them around, he may buy losers, but he makes them winners. He’s laid on this whole meet-and-greet thing this evening at the Savoy Room.” He slapped Derek on the shoulder, “This could be an opportunity, let’s make the most of it.
 

 
 

 
 

Three
 

 
 

Derek let out a low whistle as he entered the Savoy Room, “Damn, I hope this isn’t coming out of our operating capital, it’d only put us further in the hole.” White coated waiters made the rounds as tables overflowed with expensive hors’ d’oeuvres.

“Man party’s first class,” Ken took a Scotch from a waiter’s tray, “this, I could get used to.”

“There’s something…” Derek looked around the room, unable to identify what he felt.

“You worry too much, buddy. As for me,” he nodded at the tall blonde at the bar, “I’m gonna check that out.” Derek placed his empty drink on a tray and walked to the bar.

Lillian watched him approach, saw him suck in his paunch as he neared. The sweat glistened off his forehead. She imperceptibly nodded to the blonde across the room. This was their favorite game, catch and release. And the bait? That pathetic worm between his legs. 

“Bushmills, straight.” He turned to the blonde, “Did it hurt?”

“Excuse me?” Her voice was silk and flowed from full crimson lips.

He put forward his most charming smile, “When you fell out of heaven.”

“Aren’t you the clever one?” she purred. Her eyes met his and he was lost in their emerald depths.

He put forward his hand, “Ken B-”

“Ken Burlison, Risk Management. We have dossiers on all top management.” She took a silver cigarette case from her purse and removed a long, dark, European cigarillo holding it between her slender fingers.

His hands fumbled for the matches on the bar as he worked to put flame to her cigarette. She knows who I am-top management? He couldn’t contain his smirk. “And you?”

“Lillian Demarest, one of Mr. Cameron’s Executive Assistants.”

“Quite a party,” Ken said.

“Standard acquisition protocol,” she exhaled a stream of blue smoke, “one of the advantages of working for Cameron Holdings.”

“So you like working for him?”

“Of course, there are wonderful benefits, the pay, the prestige, travel-the sex with employees.”

Ken coughed up his drink.

“Oh, you’ve messed your shirt,” she ordered a rag and Club Soda from the bartender. “Here,” she dabbed at the stain with the damp rag. Her delicate hands unbuttoned two buttons of his shirt and she slipped her hand inside, attacking the stain in the most sensuous manner.

“Yes, u-uh, thanks.” He looked around and lowered his voice, “Sex with employees?”

“Of course, wouldn’t you call that a wonderful employment perk?” She buttoned his shirt, “There, all better.”

“When you say sex with employees, you mean-”

“I enjoy threesomes.”

Her comment was so direct it startled him a second time.

“What’s going on here?”

Ken turned to the new voice, the second blonde from the conference room. Her little black dress barely covered her ample assets.

Lillian made the introductions, “Ken Burlison, Diane Krebs. I was just telling Ken how we enjoy threesomes.”

“Oh, we do,” Diane nodded. She took the olive from her martini and held it to her mouth. Ken stood transfixed as her tongue lapped away the wetness. Her pouty full lips encircled the green orb and she sucked it off the toothpick. “And cock sucking,” she whispered.

“And anal,” Lillian added, “why not enjoy it all?”

“That’s what we say,” Diane added.

Ken finished his drink in one swallow. “A-and you do this? With employees?”

“We have a room,” Diane said.

Lillian nodded, “Upstairs,” her eyes lifted upwards. She took Ken’s hand in hers, “Come, we’ll stop and tell Geoffrey we’ll be gone for a while.” She led him across the room to a small cluster of men. “Mr. Cameron, this is Ken Burlison.”

 “Ah, yes, Risk Management, good to have you on our team,” Geoffrey shook Ken’s hand.

Ken’s hand was grasped by a meaty paw, strong and dry; Geoffrey Cameron exuded confidence in every way. “Yes, sir, looking forward to turning things around here.”

Diane touched Geoffrey’s arm, “We’ll be back; we’re going upstairs for a little while.”

“Enjoy, then,” Geoffrey turned back to his group as Diane and Lillian led Ken to the elevator.

Across the room Derek watched Ken walk to the elevator, a stunning blonde on each arm. Damn, looks like ‘ol Ken is going to get the fucking of his life.
 

 
 

 
 

Four

 
 

He was attacked in the elevator, one of them unbuttoning his shirt as the other unzipped his pants. When the door opened they dragged him, now half clothed, down the hall. Their room was an expensive suite, the lights turned low, their feet sinking into thick carpet.

“Champagne?” Diane asked.

“It’s the perfect occasion,” Lillian said in a sing-song voice. “I can’t wait. Oh, here they are.”

Ken furrowed his eyebrows at her last statement and then followed her eyes to a spot across the room. Standing in the doorway to the bedroom, consuming the space, were two naked men.

He held up his hands, “Wait guys, hey nothing happened here, I don’t want any trouble.”

“Silly,” Dianne playfully slapped his shoulder as she pulled off his suit coat.

Lillian unbuttoned his shirt, her hands finding his nipples in the process. “There’s no problem at all, you really need to relax.”

Diane was removing his shoes and socks, but Ken’s eyes were fixed on the naked males. Their faces held no wrath at their girlfriends’ antics; rather, they seemed to be enjoying it. His trousers followed until he stood only in a pair of white boxer shorts. He was confused, and excited, yet wanted to maintain a worldly air about the unfolding events. “So, uh, your friends are gonna watch?” 

Diane giggled, “Um, yea.” She and Lillian held hands and carried their glasses and Champagne bottle to the sofa. They settled, side by side and poured their drinks.

Ken looked at the two women on the sofa and back to the men in the doorway. He turned back to the women, “So, are you getting undressed?”

They smiled, this was one of their favorite parts, and silently shook their heads ‘no’.

“Wait a minute, you told me at the bar you liked cocksucking, threesomes, hell, even anal. I heard that.”

“Oh we do, we love it,” Lillian said, “it really gets us off. So, the sooner you all get started, the sooner we can get back to the party.”

Ken turned; the men were advancing from the doorway. “Oh, uh, wait, you can’t, I mean-”

“We do, darling,” Diane’s voice was harder now. “We expect to see a threesome, some cock sucking-” 

“And some anal,” Lillian added. “Do we need to tell Geoffrey how you’ve disappointed us?”

Ken jumped when a male hand caressed his waist. Another hand traced a line along his collar bone. He felt warm lips on his neck and his body quivered.

“Come on, Ken, we want you to be part of our corporate team, but you have to learn to play with us, our way.” Diane slipped her hand up Lillian’s dress.

Lillian reached over and pulled down Diane’s dress, exposing her full breasts, “I bet this isn’t your fist time, is it? Hmm, baby, maybe you had some boy-boy time in college?”

Ken didn’t remember his underwear coming off, only the memories of his junior year and Steven.

The hand squeezing his balls brought Ken back to reality. He stood, rigid, both in body and cock. Strong hands mauled him, cupping his balls, kneading his ass cheeks. He watched one of the men kneel before him; Ken felt the hand wrap around his shaft as a tongue flicked at the head of his cock. Again there were lips on his neck, hot breath in his ear. He heard the hoarse whispered voice, “Welcome to the corporation.”

Ken felt himself relax, fearing he might fall if not supported by the strong arms that wrapped around him. His cock was now buried deep within a stranger’s mouth, greedy licks sucking, coaxing out Ken’s life force. “Yield, submit,” the voice said.

He shuddered and moaned, his cries quickly silenced by a man’s lips on his. The aggressor at his cock was relentless and Ken spilled his load into a waiting and eager mouth. The men pulled away and Ken was shoved to his knees.

Diane rose from the couch and slid out of her dress. 

Ken’s cock began to throb anew at the sight of her, clad only in garter belt, stockings and heels. She stalked across the room and loomed over him, the blonde curls between her legs glistening. Her finger dipped between her legs and she held it up to Ken’s nose. “You got me wet, baby, watching you and the boys here.” She wiped her finger on his upper lip and watched him inhale her musky scent. “But Lillian and I need more from you if we’re going to get off.”

Her hand reached out and she grabbed the cock and pulled the man to her side. “Rex was nice enough to pleasure you, and it was certainly hot watching you come in his mouth.” She knelt, her face inches away from Ken, “But the corporate motto is reciprocity, you owe Rex, and you certainly owe Lillian and me.” 

She pulled on the cock, the man moving forward until the bulbous head was poised at Ken’s lips. “Look at it, baby. Is this the most beautiful cock?” her tongue flicked out and traced its length. “C’mon, give it a little kiss, nothing to fear, just a kiss.”

Ken leaned forward to peck at the cock with his lips.

Lillian shook her head, all that bravado, the insipid pick-up line, his type often folds fast under pressure.

Rex rubbed his cock across Ken’s lips, pushing, probing, seeking entrance.

“Time to reciprocate,” Diane whispered, “c’mon, wet your lips and open up.”

Rex’s hands gripped Ken’s head while his partner’s hands sought and found Ken’s nipples.

Slowly the cock penetrated, Ken’s eyes went wide as he tried to accommodate the mammoth invader.

“Mmm, big isn’t he? It’s a yummy cock,” Diane cooed. “We’ll go slowly-this first time.” She nodded to Rex who withdrew. “Again, open up,” her voice was demanding now and she smiled as Ken willfully complied. She stroked his cheek, “Good, good. Hold it in there, stay calm, and breathe. It’s nice to have a big cock in your mouth, yes?”

With Rex holding his head and Ken’s face impaled on Rex’s cock, Ken could only whimper in the affirmative.

“That’s right,” Diane said, “it’s good to have your cock sucked and suck one in return. The corporation provides as much sex as you could ever want, but you have to give as well as receive. Open wider; let’s see if you can take more.”

Ken gagged on the cock, but Rex held firm.

“How about we let Karl have a turn,” Diane asked, “hmm? Have to make sure everyone is happy, don’t we?”

Rex eased his cock out of Ken’s mouth as Ken meekly nodded. He was quickly greeted with another cock, perhaps not as long, but thicker.

“Oooh, what a monster,” Diane purred, “so thick, you’ll really have to stretch those cock sucking lips for this.”

Diane’s dirty talk and the constant sexual attention had Ken’s penis stiff as a board, but his task was to serve, not be served. Her hand found his cock and stroked it, making Ken jump from her divine attention.

“First you please, then you are pleased,” she whispered, “understand?”

“Uh-huh,” Ken stammered. Karl’s cock fucked his mouth, not nearly so gently as Rex’s. Ken lurched when the lube hit his ass crack. It was followed by a heavy hand to his bottom, a resounding spank that sent him into Karl’s crotch, the curly hairs tickling his eyes. Fingers stretched him, rubbing lube around his puckered opening. He moaned into the cock, “Oooohhhh.”

Diane licked his ear, “Playing us a tune on your cock flute?” She patted his head, “Please the boys, and do enjoy it yourself.”

Ken didn’t see her rise and join Lillian on the sofa. His face was pulled hard into Karl’s groin, the massive cock filling his mouth.

Rex and Karl fell into a practiced rhythm, relentlessly fucking their kneeling supplicant. Gurgling and slurping noises emanated from the kneeling form, who fell into his own rhythm rocking back to meet the cock that filled his ass.

Lillian and Diane cuddled and kissed, enjoying the show.

“Threesomes,” Diane said.

“And cocksucking,” Lillian added.

“And anal-oh my!” they chimed in unison.

The women watched as Rex and Karl stiffened, arched their backs and bucked their hips. The men both shuddered as they spilled their seed into Ken.

When Ken’s own cock spilled streams of cum on the carpet the women smiled and shared a kiss.

Lillian slid from the sofa, taking a place on the floor between Diane’s legs, “This one was too easy.”

“He’s ruled by that pathetic cock of his,” Diane spread her legs and beckoned Lillian forward, “it will be his downfall, he’s destined to be a corporate whore.”

Lillian’s tongue licked at Diane’s fiery slit, “Aren’t we all.”
 

 
 

 
 

Five

 

 

“So where’d you disappear to the other night?” Derek closed the door to Ken’s office behind him. “Last time I saw you, it was with those two knock-out blondes from Cameron’s staff. You get lucky, do both of them?”

Ken shuffled papers on his desk, avoiding Derek’s eyes. He remembered Rex and Karl, the way their massive cocks had filled him, how he’d so easily submitted, “Yea, uh yea, did ‘em both.”

“Must’ve been a memorable evening.”

“Yea, memorable,” Ken sat back in his chair and finally looked at Derek. “So what do think it’s gonna be like, I mean working for Cameron?”

“No idea,” Derek shrugged. “And you’re assuming we’ll have jobs after it all shakes out.”

“I’m just thinkin’,” Ken stared out the window, “might not be bad to stay on…”

“Too early to tell,” Derek walked to the door, “for now we’ll simply have to suck it up.”

Ken forced a smile, and was glad when Derek left.

 

*****

 

If Derek had a mind to cheat on his wife, then Lillian Demarest was certainly motivation. When the blonde beauty with the mesmerizing green eyes walked into his office he banged his knee on his desk hurrying to get up.

 For her part she hardly noticed, men were always falling over themselves to please her, it was her job description. “Mr. Cameron would like a few moments with you.”

“Sure,” Derek said, “I’ve got noth-”

“This evening, a car will pick you up at six.” She turned and left, there was nothing more to be said, no negotiation, the supplicant had been summoned-end of story.

 

Promptly, at six, one of the black Hummers arrived to take Derek to his appointment. It was a short, and quiet, drive, the two security personnel offering no additional information. Within minutes they arrived at an exclusive apartment building and Derek was escorted to a private elevator where he traveled alone to the twenty-third floor.

He stepped into an alternate universe. Lillian greeted him, but it was a different Lillian.

“This way,” she turned, “Mr. Cameron is waiting for you.”

Derek followed, dumbstruck as Lillian’s naked ass swayed before him. She wore a black leather corset that severely nipped her waist, its garter straps holding up expensive black seamed stockings. Her six inch heels made her slightly taller than Derek and how she seemed to glide on them he couldn’t fathom. The corset ended at her bust, providing a leather display for her firm breasts.

She stopped in front of two large doors and turned to Derek. “If you’d like to remove your clothes?” she pointed to a door across the hall.

He couldn’t help himself as he gawked at her exposed breasts, his eyes traveling down to her smooth sex, devoid of hair. “U-uh-wh-clothes?”

“You can disrobe in there,” she pointed to the door.

“Uh-no, if it’s OK, I-I’ll-”

She shrugged and pushed her way through the double doors.

It took Derek’s eyes a moment to adjust to the dim light, but he heard the room before he saw it: moaning, groaning, things hitting flesh. He felt Lillian’s hand push him forward.

A figure emerged from the corner of the darkened room. Derek immediately recognized Geoffrey Cameron. Gone were the aviator togs and custom tailored suit. Geoffrey Cameron wore tight leather pants and no shirt, his honed physique evident on his muscled arms, chest and shoulders. His left hand held a coiled leather whip.

“The indulgences of the rich and powerful,” Geoffrey waved his hand to the room. His eyes twinkled when he smiled, “But they can be enjoyed by everyone-with the right connections.” He led Derek to a nearby man strapped across something that looked to Derek like a padded sawhorse. “You do know Jenkins, from contracts, yes?” Geoffrey pulled the man’s hair bringing his face into view.

Derek stepped back, but Geoffrey’s hand held him firm. It is Jenkins, Sam Jenkins. Sam was tethered to the spanking horse, a large leather strap across his waist and leather wrist and ankle cuffs holding him fast. A large red ball gag filled his mouth and his eyes were glassy. “Is he- he, alright?”

Geoffrey laughed, “He’s never been better.” He nodded to Lillian who stepped up with a wooden paddle and began to flail away at Sam’s already bruised ass. Again Geoffrey lifted the man’s head, “Want us to stop?”

Derek watched with wide eyes as Sam shook his head ‘no’.

“Give your employees what they want, and need, and they’ll be loyal,” Geoffrey led Derek away as Lillian went back to work on Sam. “Don’t you agree?”

Derek was silent as he was led to another display. This had a middle-aged woman, naked, chained to a large wooden X. Cameron’s second blonde, Diane, was using a leather riding crop to beat the woman’s thighs. Every few strokes she’d lash out at the woman’s cunt, the blows making her shriek.

“Recognize her?” Geoffrey asked.

Derek was silent, shocked, but unable to look away.

“It’s Sam’s wife, Ruth.” Geoffrey walked to the woman, grabbing her tits and crushing his lips to hers. His hand slipped to her pussy and he roughly fingered her.

Rather than struggle against her captor, she eagerly returned his kiss, gasping and moaning as he pulled away.

It is Sam’s wife-Ruth. Derek gazed in shock as she thrust herself at Geoffrey’s hand.

“Yes, I do believe that the Jenkins will be loyal members of our new corporate family. Let’s go somewhere we can talk in private, shall we?” Geoffrey led Derek through a door into a small, but well appointed room. Both men settled into leather wingback chairs as a naked male entered and knelt before Geoffrey.

“Cognac,” Geoffrey ordered. He looked at Derek, “Will you be having anything?”

“Whiskey?”

Geoffrey snapped his fingers and the young man rose and quietly exited.

“Shocked?” Geoffrey picked up a remote and switched on a flat panel TV.

The picture was quite clear; Derek could see an expensive hotel suite, three men and two women. He studied the image, the women were making love and they were-the two blondes on Cameron’s staff. He looked at Geoffrey, who merely smiled.

Derek couldn’t see one of the men clearly; the man was on his knees while the other two sank their cocks deep into his ass and mouth. He continued to watch the screen, the images of sexual excess actually exciting him. Suddenly the kneeling man turned to face the camera-Ken! His friend and co-worker was in a male threesome.

The young man returned with their drinks. He knelt before Geoffrey, opened the leather pants and removed his cock, stroking and fingering it. Geoffrey smiled down, “You may.” He sipped his drink as soft, pliant lips slid over his cock.

“Surprised to see your colleagues in such situations?” Geoffrey nodded at the screen. “It’s their nature, and someone like me, with the appropriate resources and authority can help them self-actualize. They are simply becoming who and what they are meant to be.” He affectionately patted the head bobbing between his legs. “Sometimes they don’t even realize it, until I give them permission to look inside themselves.” He pulled the young man from his cock, the eager pink tongue quickly lapping up a string of drool. “Would you like some of this,” Geoffrey turned the man’s head toward Derek, “he has a mouth like velvet, quite skilled, very dedicated.”

“I’m-uh-I’m OK,” Derek swallowed his drink.

“Perhaps then you’d care for Lillian or Diane? They’re not really into men, but will indulge me when such-services-are needed.”

“No, uh, sir, I-why am I here?”

Geoffrey narrowed his eyes as he studied this new one. Derek was quite handsome, dark curly hair and deep set eyes the color of rich coffee. His build was athletic, though not muscular. “I’m always on the lookout for new talent, someone to augment Ricky,” he patted the head between his legs again. “You’re dismissed,” he said and the young man crawled from the room.

“You want me to suck your cock?” Derek wished he could have phrased it better, but his emotions overcame him. “Sorry, but, I’m-I’m not gay.”

“Labels, little boxes, I prefer not to categorize,” the disdain was evident in Geoffrey’s voice. “We’re simply people, free to express ourselves.”

Derek looked around the room and back to the TV.

Geoffrey noted the confusion in Derek’s face. “It can all be worth your while.”

“Are you blackmailing me?”

“A vile phrase, and totally unnecessary; these people,” Geoffrey waved his hand to the TV, “participate voluntarily, even most willingly.” He paused, “But you will do well to remember the non-disclosure agreement you signed. Discussing any of what you’ve seen, may see, or any other aspects of the company will put your professional life in jeopardy.”

Geoffrey punched a button on the remote, “This is a live feed of our play room, take another look at Sam.”

Lillian with the paddle was gone, replaced by a man in a leather harness. The man grabbed Sam’s hips and pummeled Sam’s ass with his cock. The gag now removed, Derek heard Sam’s moans-of pleasure. 

Ruth was pulled into view, crawling on her hands and knees, being led on a leash held by Diane. Ruth’s face was pushed toward her husband and they shared a frantic kiss. Just as quickly they were pulled apart, Ruth’s lips and tongue rudely removed from Sam’s mouth as a large cock filled it.

Diane pulled Ruth’s face into her dripping cunt and the middle-aged housewife eagerly attacked the sopping muff. 

“Another happy family, a satisfied couple in my employ; they’ve found contentment as corporate pleasure slaves,” he held up his hand, “albeit consensual slaves. No one is ever forced,” his eyes twinkled, “unless they like it that way.”

For a moment Derek’s vision blurred and he saw the faces of Kate and himself take the place of Sam and Ruth. He shook his head, bringing everything back in focus.

Geoffrey nodded at the TV, “That’s my lawyer, giving your friend Sam such a thorough ass-reaming,” Geoffrey said. “And you’ll get the same litigation fucking if you break the terms of your contract and the non-disclosure agreement. These people are free to stay in my employ and prosper, or leave, provided they keep their silence.”

Geoffrey switched off the TV. “You’re very attractive, and quite good at your job from all reports. You have a family and want to make a career for yourself.” He spread his hands, “There’s no need to give any of that up, we’re not asking you to leave your wife,” he smiled, “in fact, she’s quite welcome as well. Imagine, you’d have the opportunity to fulfill all your sexual fantasies.” He watched Derek’s eyes, he’s thinking, processing. “Does your wife give you oral sex?”

Derek bit his lip and looked away.

“See, she’s simply a person with a cock in her mouth, what difference does it make-male or female? Take out the gender, and focus on the pleasure.” Geoffrey stood, “Think about it, I’ll come to your office tomorrow, at ten, we’ll make it a comfortable setting, something familiar for the first time, yes?”

“Ten,” Derek numbly nodded as he stood.

“I’d be most pleased tomorrow to find your chair empty, and you kneeling before it, but the choice is yours.” Geoffrey left the room, immediately replaced by one of the black-suited security men who escorted Derek back to the private elevator.

In the black Hummer he found a padded envelope with his name on it. His shaking fingers opened the package and he held the DVD, Cocksucking for Beginners.
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Rough hands pulled his wrists behind him and locked them into heavy metal manacles. A similar metal collar was fastened to his neck, its chain connected to a large eyebolt secured to the floor. The manacles and collar weren’t the gleaming stainless steel of the dungeon; rather they were throwbacks to some medieval era, heavy and coarse, their style more punishment than BDSM play.

Clark knelt, quiet and naked, avoiding the eyes of the suited executives around the conference table.

He flinched when the pointed toe of a woman’s pump kicked at the inside of his thighs. He was kicked a second time on the other thigh, the message unmistakable, ‘spread your legs, display yourself’.

Lillian smiled and strutted away, taking her seat behind Geoffrey Cameron.

The meeting droned on, the room flickered as spreadsheets and graphs appeared and disappeared on the giant screen at the end of the room.

Suddenly a hand grabbed his head. Clark opened his mouth to accept the proffered cock. It was the first of the day, but it wouldn’t be the last. His penance was to spend the day, in the conference room, on his knees, available for use as needed by management. That management was exclusively men didn’t concern him; he’d grown use to sucking cocks since the takeover. 

But to be naked, chained, used repeatedly, by anyone who demanded was a humiliation he’d not experienced.

He didn’t know who this one was, preferred not to look them in the eyes unless ordered to, and some did. Clark only knew this one had an average sized cock, and didn’t ‘manscape’. Over the weeks he’d become a ‘connoisseur of cock’, reveling in their length and girth and learning that some men shaved their groin. It’s not Derek, his cock is bigger and he has more pubic hair.

His assailant pumped harder now, and Clark fought to keep the cock in his mouth and breathe. His ass bore the welts of the sin of letting a cock slip out of his mouth. No, definitely not Derek, Clark’s mouth filled with semen, Derek doesn’t come so quick, and he definitely comes more.

           Clark dutifully licked the dwindling cock clean and his tormentor returned to the meeting.
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