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He made sure to arrive exactly three minutes early. Any sooner and he might interrupt something important. Any later and he risked getting labeled as lazy, or disobedient on his first day. No, Devon wouldn't make that mistake. Instead, he presented himself to one of the guards at the front of the facility. As a boy, he would need to be escorted inside. The security guard, a tall woman with broad shoulders and a stun gun in her holster, swept her gaze up and down along his body.

In accordance with the boys' dress code, he wore snug, pleated pants, black shoes, and a white shirt with a red bow tie. Devon pretended that she wasn't checking him out. Even so, her gaze seemed to linger on the contours of his buttocks, then his chest. Finally, she nodded and asked, "Who are you here to see?"

"Tatyana Munro," he said.

"Oh, are you supposed to be the new desk boy for the investment department?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said. Technically, he didn't understand how the hierarchy really worked here. Even so, he wouldn't make a mistake by accidentally insulting this woman, especially because he still needed her to get to the eighth floor.

Sure enough, she motioned for him to follow. They headed through the atrium and past the large, indoor trees. The first time he saw them, he had wondered if they were fake, but then he saw a couple of the maintenance boys watering the plants. When they took an elevator up, he didn't say anything. That didn't matter because he could still feel the guard's eyes on him. At the same time, he understood that she would be thoroughly well-trained. He may have been a little bit taller than her, but that wouldn't have mattered. Between her training and that stun gun, she would have no problem knocking him down onto the floor, placing her boot on his chest, and trapping him beneath her.

More importantly, the police wouldn't do anything. Ever since the Female Supremacy Party (FSP) had seized control of the government in a bloodless coup d'état, boys like Devon didn't have any rights, not really. Realistically, men only had two options. First, they could get a sponsor in the form of a girlfriend, sister, or wife. If they didn't want to be treated like servants and slaves at home, then they needed to find a sponsoring business.

When the FSP took over, the founding mothers of the new government made it clear that every advantage would be given to the women of the nation. That meant reorienting the political and economic structures that governed society. Women would be hired first; they would pay fewer taxes, and their votes would be the only ones that counted. (Technically, men could still vote, and their votes would be tallied, but they didn't "count" toward the final victories for elected officials or even state propositions.)

Devon had made himself a promise even back in high school, when he had been barred from math and science. While simultaneously being forced to take domestic service classes, Devon had known that he didn't want to end up as the chattel for some woman. Even as the girls started checking him out and teasing him to see what kind of young man, he would become, he had known he had higher ambitions.

Okay, so maybe becoming a receptionist in an important company like this didn't mean a whole lot quite yet, but perhaps he harbored other secret ambitions? Realistically, he had no idea if professional success would be possible for a boy like him, but he needed to believe in independence and freedom. He would get his own paycheck. He would have his own bank account, and he could make his own purchases without having to ask his wife for permission.

To the women of the world who dreamed about becoming astronauts, world renowned physicists, business magnates, and the leaders of society, his goals would have been laughably small. Still, considering the disadvantages he faced, he already knew he would have to get lucky to succeed.

In any case, Devon was determined to try.

And so he had gone into Reece and Triumph Capital Management for his interview. Nervously, he had sat in the waiting room with all of the other boys. Then he went in for the interview, and they asked him different questions about what he would do under specific circumstances. If he had an important client on the phone, but their star trader also demanded that he go get coffee, what would he do? What kind of filing system did he think would be the most efficient for a company like theirs? Had he ever joined a men's rights protest? What did he think of "men's liberation"? If one of the leading investment analysts told him to take off his shirt, would he obey? Nervously, Devon answered one question after another. Frankly, he couldn't actually remember most of his responses. He went for the obvious answers.

He was sure that he said he thought the men's rights movement was a silly waste of time. So no, of course he had never gone to one of their protests. What about the other questions? He couldn't quite remember, but the women around the table had to continue to check him out. They asked him about his personal grooming, and he talked about his preferred shampoo, he shaved each morning, and how he made sure to visit the barber's shop each week. Yes, it could be expensive, but he wanted to make sure he looked professional, appropriate, and presentable at all times. The women had nodded along, apparently pleased by his answer.

Then one of the women knocked her pen down onto the floor. It clattered, rolled toward him, and stopped.

"Can you be obedient and pick that up for me?" the woman had inquired.

He had started to bend forward, only then another woman chuckled, "No. Get on your knees to do it," she instructed.

This was a test, he knew. They wanted to see what kind of boy he would be. He was sure that lots of men showed up at Reece and Triumph with the best of intentions, only to yield to their egos.

Devon didn't have that problem. He understood the hierarchy, and so he followed her commands. He got down on his knees, he picked up the pen, and then he risked a glance up at the women. Two of them were whispering back and forth. Another one licked her lips with barely hidden interest, and then there was the woman who would be his immediate supervisor: Tatyana Munroe. He didn't know how to read her expression. Maybe there was a slight smile tugging at the corner of her lips?

Devon couldn't be certain.

In any case, the elevator doors slid open, and the guard walked out with the normal confidence he would have expected from a woman in a position of power. Obediently, Devon scurried after her.

They passed an empty desk, and the guard knocked. That's when he heard talking and a voice, "Come in."

The guard opened the door, and Devon stepped up to the threshold.

"Mr. Cale, it's good to see you again. Please, come in. Mariana, thank you for your help."

Tatyana stood, walked around her desk, and leaned against the edge. At the same time, she waited for Devon to take his proffered seat. Moments later, he was positioned in front of her...below her.

"How are you feeling?"

"Nervous, ma'am," he said. "Excited."

"Before we begin, I want you to understand something."

"Yes, ma'am?"

"Most boys cannot make it through an entire day at this firm. You see, our ladies are some of the best, most aggressive traders and investment managers in the entire industry. They are constantly looking for the best angles and strategies. That puts them under a lot of pressure."

"Yes, ma'am," he agreed quickly. At the same time, he didn't quite understand why he was hearing any of this. As a boy, it wasn't like he would make any decisions more important than which printer or coffee maker to use.

"Sometimes, that pressure can lead our girls to behave a little bit more aggressively," she said delicately. "Do you think you could handle that?"

"I’m going to do my best, ma'am," he said.

"Why are you here?"

"Because I would like a job, ma'am?" This time, he didn't have the right, automatic answer. For a second, he was tempted to say that he had an interest in the economy, investment banking, or proprietary trading, but he knew she wouldn't believe him.

"Be more specific," she instructed. At the same time, her gaze hardened.

By so many standards, she was a beautiful woman. She looked amazing in her black, high heels, the stockings, that short black skirt with the slit up the side, and her white top tucked into the dark fabric. She had long, straight blonde hair, and she looked utterly amazing. Even now, he could feel the adrenaline rush through his body. He was only seated, and he wasn't allowed to move, yet the excitement and nervous energy mixed together and roiled out from his core like a barely contained inferno.

"I think I can be a good member of your team," he said. This time, he felt more confident in his answer. This was what she wanted to hear, right? As a boy in a female-driven society, he had an intuitive grasp for what the women around him wished to hear. It was a woman's world, and he just lived in it, so he had to make them happy. "I'm looking forward to contributing however, I can, ma'am."

"If you're going to lie to me right now, I expect you to leave."

Her expression didn't shift. She studied him with those bright blue eyes of hers.

"Leave?"

"Okay, so I can admit it. They're going to be a lot of times when you will tell the women around here what they want to hear. Frankly, that's part of a desk boy's job. But right now, I'm not interested in your BS. Tell me the truth."

His shoulders bunched up, his fingers clenched against his palms, and he pushed his knees together, like he needed to shrink down and hide from this powerful huntress. Unfortunately, he knew that her time was valuable, so he had to say something. But what?

"I don't want to wear a collar," he said.

"Go on," she said, her tone slightly warmer and maybe a little bit encouraging.

He gulped back his trepidation. This kind of honesty felt alien, especially in an office setting. Even so, he realized he didn't have any other choice as he bunched his pants up underneath his fingers. His knuckles turned white, but he risked a glance up at this powerful woman. Each month, she probably made nine or ten times what he hoped to earn in a year, yet he had to say something. He had to be honest, because that was what she demanded. Exhaling slowly through his teeth, he found another breath and said, "I don't want to wear a collar, ma'am. That's the new trend for a lot of husbands and wives. Even some of my friends, guys who were only dating girls, have now been collared. I don't want that."

"Why not?"

Devon sucked in another breath through his nostrils. He felt his lungs and held his breath for one, two, three full seconds as he contemplated his answer. "I think I should be able to have some small degree of control over my life."

"You know, one could argue that it's impossible to genuinely control your life. Whether you're an investor, a doomsday prepper, a schoolteacher, a cop, whatever. The world's big, and it can crush you in an infinite number of ways. Do you really think you, as a boy, can control anything?"

"I can try," he said with just a hint of defiance.

"Okay," she said. "You're going to work outside of my desk today. You're going to be a good boy and do as you're told. For the most part, that just means fetching coffee and following any commands that are given to you. Later on, I can have one of the desk boys teach you the appropriate protocols, but only if you make it through today."

"I will," he promised.

"That's what the last seven boys said," she replied. Then she cocked her head to the side, and she seemed to consider him, almost like she wondered if maybe there really was something different about Devon. Or perhaps that was his imagination. Either way, she said, "Take the desk outside."

"Yes, ma'am," he said, jumping up onto his feet. He rushed toward the door, but she was already back behind her desk, her eyes locked on her screen as she considered some piece of data that was far more important than his status at this company.

Once he was outside and at his desk, Devon glanced around, but he wasn't sure what to do or say. He took his seat, and there was the computer in front of him. He thought about trying to turn it on, but he realized that he hadn’t been given any login credentials. Next, he thought about how he might be able to make himself useful. Outside of the computer and a stapler, there wasn't anything in front of him.

Before he could get up and start to wonder if maybe he should go talk to Tatyana again, three women approached. They were all dressed in expensive suits. They had their blazers open with short ties dangling down to the middle of their chests. One of the girls quickly pulled herself up onto his desk, and she leaned down. "Hello, boy. What's your name?"

"Devon," he said.

"Well, my name is Kayla, this is Luna, and that's Alyssa. Welcome to Triumph."

"Thank you," he said.

"My colleagues and I are going to go have a chat in the conference room. Go fetch us coffee, boy."

"Yes, ma'am," he said. He jumped to his feet, took three steps, and stopped. He turned around, and the girls were studying him. They didn't bother hiding the way their gazes moved along his neck, down to his shoulders, all the way to his backside, or his crotch. They were thinking about him naked, he realized. At the same time, a hint of embarrassed blush warmed his cheeks.

He looked back at Kayla. She had rounded cheeks, sleek brown hair, and bright eyes. Luna wore black glasses, and Alyssa was a petite blonde with a couple of brunette streaks in her otherwise golden yellow mane.

"Forget something?"

Hoping he hadn't already messed up, Devon gulped and asked, "Excuse me, ladies. How would you like your drinks?"

"One sugar, one cream for each of us," she said. "Oh, and don't take too long."

Devon spun around and rushed between the different cubicles. He headed toward the center of the office. There had been several hallways; the break room would probably be out there, he figured.

He got lucky. He found exactly what he needed. It took just three or four minutes. At the same time, he made sure to keep his eyes open for any kind of sign indicating a conference room.

"Fresh meat," someone said as he walked into the break room. He spotted the coffee maker, and there was a young woman with red hair tied back into a single braid. She turned, she smiled, and she cocked her head to the side. "Tell me, has anyone claimed you yet?"

"What?"

The woman laughed, "Has anyone claimed you, boy? When some fresh meat, like you, shows up, usually one of the investment managers goes after him." She walked over, and she brought her hand up to his cheek. She had long nails, and they just barely scratched his skin as she caressed the contours of his face. "Lucky for you, I'm not looking for a pet."

"I'm the new desk, boy," he said. Strictly speaking, that was a fairly informal title. According to HR, he was actually an Administrative Assistant, Level One, Male. Of course, that didn't really matter much here, not when he was alone with this woman.

"Good for you," she said. As she walked by, she dropped her hand down to his buttocks and gave him a squeeze. He let out a little yelp and hopped forward. The woman laughed as she disappeared back out into the hallway.

For a moment, nervous energy twisted in his gut. At the same time, he hated how his body responded. Yes, he was hard.

Ignoring those urges, he turned back to the coffee maker. It took him a couple of minutes to figure it out, but he thought he did a reasonably good job. After that, he found a tray, carefully placed the coffees on it, and he headed back out into the hallway. One woman strode past him, but he quickly got out of the way.

After that, he found the conference room, and he quickly knocked before grabbing the handle and pushing the door open.

The women from before were there. He saw Kayla, Luna, and Alyssa.

"Your coffees, ladies," he said as he set them down on the table. He took a step back, held onto the tray, and asked, "Is there anything else?" At that point, he thoroughly expected to be dismissed. Instead, Kayla tapped her fingers against the tabletop, and she said, "Actually, I think we need your help."

"Ma'am?" Devon asked, utterly surprised.

"That's right," said another one of the women. He thought it was Luna.

"We’ve been facing a serious problem for quite some time," replied the last of the three.

"Whatever I can do to help," he said.

"That's what I expected," Kayla said. "Now, there's this big question. We have some excess capital that came from a special dividend. By the way, nicely done, Luna." The women nodded back toward their compatriot. "So we are looking at some bonds. What do you think? Singapore, Japan, or China?"

"I, I don't know?"

"Neither do we," Kayla admitted. At the same time, there were these little crinkles at the corners of her eyes, like she was holding back some laughter. Obviously, she didn't really care what a mere desk boy thought, so he didn't understand the point of this conversation. What did she have in mind? What was he even doing there? "Singapore has a good history of solid returns, but the Bank of Japan is poised to cut interest rates, especially considering their last census count. Then of course, the Chinese are always unpredictable." She shook her head from side to side. "Anyway, those are important questions for us to deal with. Right now, I'm thinking about you and how you might be able to help. Luna, you came up with the idea of the special dividend. You saw it coming. Would you like to go first?"

Luna stood, lifted her skirt, and she pulled off her stockings. At the same time, she kicked off her shoes. He watched as some of those expensive heels clattered to the floor a few inches away from his feet. She sat down again. "Come here, boy," she said. She rolled her chair out from underneath the table.

"What, what is this?" Devon asked.

"This is your opportunity to help. You see, the boys around here are expected to offer some...well, let's call it 'extracurricular' services," Kayla said as she held up her hands and flashed a set of air quotes. "You want to be helpful, don't you? You want to make sure that you keep your job. I know Tatyana. She loves firing desk boys, especially on their first day."

"Yes, I want to be helpful, but…"

Alyssa narrowed her eyes in his direction. Although Kayla continued to smile, this other woman tapped her fingers against the tabletop and said, "Crawl under the table and do it. We are going to be talking about important things, and you're going to stay under the table and do as you're told. Understand, boy?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said. Even as he glanced down at the carpeted floor, he didn't know if he could do this.

Then again, if he wanted to keep this job, he didn't have much choice.

Devon had been thrilled when he heard about his opportunity to interview for Reece and Triumph Capital Management. How many boys got this opportunity? He couldn't mess it up, not because of a couple of office bullies…

As those thoughts ran through his head, he lowered himself down onto his hands and knees. All of the women rolled their chairs to one side so that they could see him crawl. He made his way underneath the table, and it was darker than he expected. Even so, Luna wiggled her toes. "Suck on them," she said.

"Yes, ma'am," he said. He lifted up her foot by her ankle, and she wiggled her toes again. At the same time, he wondered if he was really going to do this. In school, he had studied hard. Sure, he didn't pay as much attention in his domestic service classes, but he focused on English and history. He tried to concentrate on the real subjects, even though his female teachers rarely called on him. (As far as they were concerned, a boy didn't really need to know this stuff. Seriously, why were the males even required to take these courses? It wasn't like there needed to write college entrance essays or understand why the patriarchy fell beyond the obvious details of male inferiority.) He had earned good grades. He had worked so hard.

But if he messed this up, he also understood that a woman like Tatyana Munro might blacklist him. The women in the financial district talked to one another. More importantly, he had already been registered as an employee here. He couldn't just lie, even if he only worked here for a single afternoon…

That's why he bowed his head down, and he started to suck on her big toe. Luna let out a little squeal of pleasure, but then she quickly got herself under control. While he was under the desk, he could only imagine those women glancing back and forth and grinning ferociously. They had this boy, and he knew his place. Wasn't that something every woman could appreciate?

For the next few minutes, they proceeded to discuss complicated financial transactions and predictions. He didn't understand why the curve on the interest rates mattered or what that even meant. He heard the numbers, and they boggled his boy brain, but he still listened. Was he trying to learn something?

No, not really. Instead, he just hoped that he might be allowed to crawl back out from underneath the table. Perhaps he could go back to his assigned desk and wait for more appropriate instructions? Only there was a problem.

He was a boy at an office filled with alpha females determined to succeed. These were some of the best women the city had to offer. There were the smartest, most aggressive females in town. That's why they drifted toward high finance. They loved the risks, the games, strategies, analysis, and pressure.

Not only that, they enjoyed the benefits of their jobs. Specifically, Luna loved having him lick her toes.

Then she reached underneath the desk, and she snapped her fingers. He looked up and saw her motion for him to come forward. He obeyed, and then he felt her soft fingers against the back of his head. She guided his face up between her legs.

What, no!

He was supposed to be a real employee here.

Even so, she didn't let go. Rather, she waited for him to obey.

"Luna, you're looking unhappy. Has our boy given you some trouble?"

"I'm starting to wonder if he's a little tongue tease," Luna said out loud. She sounded aggravated.

All of the women rolled their chairs back, and he was still down on his knees. Cheeks flushed, he risked a glance up at them. These women seemed like goddesses. They were so powerful. They knew so much more about the world. They wielded real power while he was just a hapless boy.

"Are you going to give her some trouble?" Kayla asked.

"No, Ma'am!"

"Good," she said. "Now lick her pussy. Then you'll lick mine, then Alyssa's."

His eyes widened as he stared back at these ladies. They were young, competent, and utterly unstoppable. Together, they probably controlled billions of investment dollars. He didn't know much about high finance, but he understood how important that money could be and how it might change the world. Lots of people looked at bankers and failed to understand just how important they could be. No, finance didn't do anything on its own, but they facilitated the deals and transactions that could change people's lives. When a politician decided to subsidize a factory, build a bridge, or upgrade new roads, they needed money. That usually meant bonds, investments, and other types of funding. These women controlled those dollars. In some ways, they were more powerful than the politicians...

The women rolled their chairs back, and suddenly he was trapped beneath the conference table. Once again. For a moment, he bowed his head down, and he felt just like a dog. No, he was less than a dog. Dogs could be trained, and they loved the attention of their owners.

Devon, however, had tried to assert himself. He had attempted to create a career for himself, and now he found himself crawling forward. Granted, he didn't have a collar around his neck, but he was still basically owned by these women. He thought of the girl who had pinched his backside, and now he had sucked on Luna's toes.

In the next few seconds, he had his head between her legs. He licked at her sex. He tasted her excitement.

Hot shame burned along the surface of his skin.

At the same time, he tried to tell himself that he hated doing this.

His heart pounded faster and faster.

She let out a little yelp of satisfaction after two or three minutes.

"My turn," said another one of the women. She had already slipped off her panties. She dropped them to her ankles, over her feet, and caught them on her toes. Now she kicked her foot forward, and the panties flew before they landed against his shoulder. Devon knocked them off, but he could still feel the heat and the soft caress of that satin against the side of his hand.

"Now me," came the order.

He crawled over to the next girl. This was Kayla.

"By the way, if you don't do a good job, I will make sure you are thoroughly punished."

What did that mean?

He told himself it didn't matter. Whether she stripped naked and paraded through the office, bent him over a table and spanked him, or came up with some other disciplinary action, he knew he didn't want to endure it, and so he slid his head between her legs, and he started licking. He slid his tongue up and down. Just as he had done with Luna, he tasted Kayla's pussy. At the same time, he could feel her wiggling and squirming as she savored the movements of his appendage.

It wasn't much longer before she came. She had her hands on the back of his head, and her fingers tightened. He could hear her breathing. She let out a quick gasp.

This was a game, he could tell. The women were enjoying the pretense. As they acted like they were working, they were just waiting for the pleasure they might extract from this desk boy.

Next, it was Alyssa's turn. Again, he swept his tongue up and down as he serviced this young woman.

By now, he had mostly managed to lose himself. He wasn't thinking about what he was doing. He didn't think about the tastes playing along his tongue or the way his mouth started to get tired. He didn't contemplate the distant ache in his jaw either.

Finally, she pushed him back.

None of the girls rolled out. So instead, Devon realized they expected him to stay under that table.

For how long? He kept hoping that the charade would come to an end, sooner rather than later. At some point, they would give up, right? Instead, these young women had started seriously discussing the different possibilities. There was a scandal in China, and it looked like the premier might be in some serious trouble; what if she had to resign? In Japan, there was talk of creating breeding facilities for the boys. The best specimens of society could be restrained, caged, and sold off as breeding chattel. If this plan actually started to work, then maybe the interest rates weren't going to fall at all. If they made the wrong bet, they could lose a lot of money.

Devon listened to all of this. Bent forward on his knees, he closed his eyes and tried to relax as much as possible.

"Ladies, we keep going around in circles," Alyssa said to her colleagues.

"You're right," Kayla agreed. "I think we have a couple of really good arguments. But now, we need a better way of figuring this out. "Boy, come out from under the desk."

For a moment, he thought he had misheard. She was calling him out? Why?

Even so, he emerged, stood, and that's when Kayla turned the others. "A quick game of Torment?"

Torment? What did that mean?

The other women nodded without explaining any of it.

Kayla faced him again, and her eyes sparkled with delight. "Strip. We want to see you naked, boy."

The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he glanced back at the door. "Come on, you're here now and we would have locked it already," Alyssa said, sounding bored.

His chest compressed like he couldn't quite remember how to breathe, but then he nodded, and that's when Kayla told him, "Start with the bow tie first."

His brows creased, but he obeyed. He removed his tie, and then he started to work the buttons on his shirt. As he moved from one inch to the next, he desperately hoped that these women would burst out laughing because this had to be some kind of joke, right? They couldn't seriously expect him to get naked. This was supposed to be an office. Wasn't this kind of behavior completely and utterly inappropriate?

In theory, these girls were behaving absolutely inappropriately. This wasn't some college sorority; they weren't a bunch of girls out on a boxer raid.

But in actuality? So long as these women were productive and brought in big profits for their firm, the board wasn't going to worry about what a couple of desk boys thought.

He shrugged off his shirt. He wore a white tank top underneath.

"Lose the shirt," Alyssa instructed.

"Then, take off your pants. Come on. We don't have all day." Her eyes twinkled with amusement.

He obeyed each command, stripping until he was naked from the waist up. After that, he pulled off his trousers. He had already kicked off his pants and peeled off his socks. Now he was down to the black underwear; he had never expected anyone to see him like this.

"And look at that. Our boy’s enjoying himself already," Luna said.

"I'm not enjoying myself," he growled back. All at once, the three women stopped.

Kayla pushed her chair back, rose to her feet, and she walked over to him. She may have removed her panties and stockings, but she had slipped her feet back into her shoes. She was at least an inch taller than him now, and so she touched of the underside of his chin. "Did you just contradict one of the women who works here?"

"I…I..."

"You don't contradict your superiors," she said casually. That's when she grabbed him by the back of his neck and bent him over the table. She yanked down his underpants, and she started spanking him hard. Her hand flew down again and again, clapping against his bare skin. His eyes watered. He didn't think it could hurt this much. The pain exploded along his flesh as he endured that humiliation. In the distance, he could hear the girls giggling and tittering.

But then it stopped, and she stepped back.

"I think he's learned his lesson," Kayla announced.

He straightened his back, glanced down, and then he heard Luna order, "Lose the boxers, boy."

He pulled them off. All at once, his erection was on display.

"Have you ever played Torment before?" Alyssa asked him.

"No, ma'am," said the naked male before the assembled women. They were like a pack of wolves. Sure, they wore nice, expensive outfits, yet their eyes brimmed with hungry intent. The edges of their teeth shined under the artificial light.

"It's very simple. You're going to touch yourself. You going to touch yourself until we tell you to stop. In the meantime, we're going to make a few small bets," Alyssa explained. The women pulled out their phones.

"How do I win?"

"You don't win," Kayla told him. "You're like a bunny at the dog track. We use you to help make the bets, but you aren't actually competing. You simply obey. Now, start touching yourself. Stroke your cock. I want your right hand on your balls, the left on your shaft."

All at once, before he could even think about this, he moved to obey.

His breathing came even faster now, but he used his left hand to caress his shaft. He didn't wrap his fingers around his manhood. Instead, those were just light caresses. Even so, his back stiffened as at the excitement raced along his skin. He could feel the desperation dance between the nerves in his flesh. With his other hand, he cupped his balls. He used his middle two fingers to gently pet the underside of his scrotum, all while these women watched.

"Stop," Luna commanded.

It took an active push of his will, but he pulled his hands away.

"Use your left hand to stroke your cock," Alyssa instructed next.

He didn't understand why, but he lowered his arm, and he moved to obey. First, he played with the base of his shaft.

"Squeeze," Kayla instructed.

He squeezed, working his hand up and down, up and down. He was masturbating right in front of them, and he didn't even know how to stop.

By now, he closed his eyes and he could have lost track at any moment. He would have been able to feel the pulse of satisfaction, the squirt of pleasure, and the knowledge that he had lost control.

"Stop," Alyssa instructed.

He pulled his hand away, and he managed to look up at these girls. They all had their phones out, but they weren't recording him. On the contrary, they were studying their screens as they texted back and forth. What were they doing? What kind of messages were they sending or receiving?

As a desk boy, it was none of his business.

Moment by moment, the ladies in front of him considered their messages between glances up at him. Standing before these women, he couldn't help but think of his interview and what that had been like. This time the women were still beautifully attired in their expensive skirts, blazers, and shirts, but he was completely naked and his boy part was rigid with desire.

"Stroke yourself," she said. "Right hand on your cock. Left hand at the base of your shaft. Press down. Just a little bit. That's right. You know how to obey, don't you? You want to be a good boy for us. That's right. Touch yourself. Good. Keep going. Show us what you can do, young man."

These women couldn't have been more than two or three years older than him, yet they talked down to him like he was some immature brat. Again, he reminded himself that it didn't matter. They were in control. They were the moneymakers for this enterprise, and he was just a desk boy. He was little more than an appendage and he could probably be replaced by a fairly advanced computer program.

He obeyed, touching himself. He stroked his cock again and again.

"Keep going," Luna instructed. "But don't come."

The muscles along his throat, down to his shoulders, even at his torso tensed as the desperation gripped him. Second by second, he continued to touch himself. He needed to climax. He wanted to so badly. For a moment, he didn't even care if that meant losing his job! Instead, he pictured some powerful woman, a girlfriend or a wife, and she could slide a collar around his neck. He would yield to her authority. He would accept his place as her plaything…

"Stop," Kayla said.

It required every iota of strength he possessed, yet he managed to obey. He pulled his hands away and he stumbled forward a single step.

"It looks like we're going with China," Kayla said. "Ladies, good job." Just like that, they got up, and they started to leave.

"But, what was that? What just happened?"

"If you lost control and came, we would have gone with Japan," Luna told him. The women exited the room, leaving Devon alone. He stumbled forward, braced his hands against at the edge of the table, and he tried to catch his breath. More importantly, he tried to comprehend what just happened.

He got dressed. He felt rumpled and confused, like he still couldn't understand what those women had done or how they had used him. Despite this, he managed to make his way back to the desk in front of Tatyana's office. Right as he sat down, his boss opened her door, and she called out, "Where have you been, boy?"

"I…"

Apparently, she didn't really want to know because she gave him another command, "Get in here. We need to talk."

He licked his lips, smoothed out his shirt to the best of his ability, and he adjusted his bow tie. Seconds later, he found himself in her office again. Tatyana was once again leaning against the edge of her desk. "Tell me," she commanded.

Tell her? What exactly was he supposed to say? What was he supposed to admit? His chest tightened, and he knew he had to make a choice. Finally, he told himself that he was being brave. He straightened his back, he looked right at Tatyana, and he said, "Several of the women here behaved inappropriately with me. I would like to report them to HR."

Tatyana didn't look shocked or offended. She didn't even look concerned.

"Close the door. Lock it," she said.

She wanted this to be a confidential conversation. Good, he thought. That meant she was going to take this seriously.

He obeyed, closing and locking the door. Then she kicked the chair in front of her desk aside, and she pointed to the empty to spot in front of her feet. "Kneel," she instructed.

"Excuse me?"

"Kneel," she repeated, her tone sharpening.

He made his way forward, practically stumbling from one step to the next. Nibbling on his lower lip, he didn't know what to do. One glance at her flinty stare made it abundantly clear that she expected his obedience, so he dropped down onto his knees in front of her.

"Who did it?"

"I didn't get their last names," he said. Realizing how lame that sounded, he answered, "Kayla, Luna, and Alyssa."

"Interesting," she said. That's when she started to circle him. "And what exactly did they make you do?"

"They behaved inappropriately," he said.

She casually reached down, slid her fingers beneath the collar of his shirt, and she glanced his skin with her long nails. "I asked precisely what they did. I don't want another vague answer, boy. Tell me."

Tatyana Munro, one of the most powerful women at Reece and Triumph Capital Management wouldn't tolerate another lazy answer. If he messed this up again, he would be fired.

Nervously a gulp ran down his throat, and he said, "They had me strip for them. They had me service them."

"I see," she said. "That is certainly a violation of our protocols."

He let out a sigh of relief.

Any sense of hope he may have felt got wrecked a second later as she added, "As your hiring manager, I get first dibs. So did you satisfy these girls? Did any of them try to fire you?"

"What? No!"

"Good. That means you get a choice," she said.

"A choice?"

Tatyana Monroe returned to her desk. She opened a drawer, and she pulled out a black, leather collar. She tossed it down onto the floor in front of him. There was a silver ring at the front. "I want to show my subordinates that they still work for me. That means they can't take something that belongs to me. In this case, that something would be you. So, Devon, you can slide that collar around your neck and become my personal desk boy, or you can leave."

"But…"

"There aren't any other options," she said simply. This time, her tone softened. But now she stepped in front of him. She crouched down just enough to touch the underside of his chin, and she forced him to look up and match her gaze. "For you, it's a collar or unemployment."

She released him, and his hand dropped forward. He picked up the collar, and he saw the small lock attached to the clasp.

Biting down, he knew that once he put this on, he wouldn't be allowed to take it off. His position would be secure...as her property. Technically, he would still possess his own rights, but while he wore that collar, she would effectively become his Guardian. Maybe he had never read the exact laws, but every boy in the country understood how these dynamics worked. The police, the lawyers, and the judges with the side with her first.

Even so, he needed this job, so he brought the collar up around his neck, he secured the clasp, and he reached for the lock.

"I'll do that," she said.

His hands fell away. He bent forward slightly, bowing his head down, and then he heard it.

Click.

She engaged the lock. That's when she turned back around, and she pulled herself up onto her desk. She raised herself up just long enough to pull down her panties. She kicked them off without even removing her shoes. Then she spread her legs, and she beckoned him forward with the curve of one finger. "Come here. I expect you to service me, boy. As my personal desk boy, you're going to be doing this a lot. My job can be very stressful, and I expect you to help me relax."

The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. When did she make this decision? Did she wait for him to open his mouth at the interview, or had she already decided she liked this cute boy? Had she decided she wanted to see this male collared for her pleasure?

Within seconds, he decided it didn't really matter.

He crawled forward, and she pulled him by that ring at the base of his neck. She positioned him between her legs, and he licked his lips just once before sliding his tongue up to her pussy. He tasted her crevice; he experienced the rush of arousal all over again. The desperation clawed at his insides, but he couldn't do anything about it except for concentrate on her pleasure.

His tongue went deep. He licked. He found the swollen curves of her clitoris. He concentrated on her pleasure, her satisfaction. She was his boss, his owner…

Those thoughts felt like a punch to the gut, but it didn't matter. If he didn't want to end up as some enslaved husband, then he would come in here. He would work hard. He would do everything he could to please her. If that meant he had to spend some time on his knees, then so be it!

Just like back in the conference room, he swept his tongue up and down, left and right. He went in diagonals and from side to side, all to pleasure her.

Before she could climax, however, she raised her foot and shoved her heel against his sternum. He fell back, and then she scrambled down on top of him. She straddled him, going for his pants. She unzipped his trousers, pulled out his cock, and he was still erect from before. Fresh waves of desire rolled over him. She lifted her skirt, spread her legs, and she took him. She started riding her office boy, moving her body forward and back. She undulated her hips as she took him. He was surrounded. With his eyes locked shut, there was only the darkness and the surrounding heat of her body. The pleasure overwhelmed him.

"Come for me," she commanded. This orgasm would belong to her.

She rode him hard and fast. She grabbed his wrists. She took him and claimed him.

His shaft pulsated. The desires exploded through his body. It was an eruption of desperation made manifest. Hot, wild bliss gripped every inch of his skin. He was lost in that storm for long seconds or minutes. It could have been hours or years for all he knew. But then he opened his eyes, and she tucked a loosened bang behind her ear. She kissed the tip of his nose, and then she grabbed him by that ring on his collar. She pulled him to his feet, squeezed his ass, and said, "Get back to your desk."

"Yes, ma'am," he answered.

He made it to the door before her voice called out, "by the way, I'm going to order a tag for you."

"Yes, ma'am," he answered. "Thank you."

The End
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