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Chapter 1: The Interview

John had to admit that he was somewhat looking forward to today. As the hiring manager for his company, getting to interview the new prospects was one of the few joys of his work. There was always something fun, something interesting, about dealing with people who were trying to get a job; that mix of enthusiasm and deception as they tried to figure out what you wanted while trying to give all the right answers.

Of course, it never went as they expected. It couldn't, because they didn't know what they were getting into. They didn't know what kind of world they were stepping into, what kind of person John really was. They didn't know that he could make them honest, make them say or do whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted.

Only a select few people actually knew that John could do what he did; his boss, for one. His best friend for another. To them, his desire to be nothing more than a middle manager while possessing the ability to get whatever he wanted seemed confusing, almost backwards. Why wouldn't he use such a power to become famous? To get money and power? To be greater than those around him?

Such questions missed the point. With power and wealth came exposure. With exposure came danger. It was precisely because he was unknown, that no one would expect it, that he was doing it. Besides, when you could have anything you wanted, things became less valuable. The value of fame and fortune came by how hard they were for a normal person to acquire; if you could acquire them with no effort, then there wasn't much value in them. It just added more paperwork.

That didn't mean he was devoid of urges. He happily and readily manipulated those around him, often for his own amusement, but he made sure not to be public with it. That was part of the fun of his job; it allowed him to see who people really were in the comfort and privacy of his office.

The fact that his office was nicer than anyone else's was just a perk of his job and ability. Plush carpet, mahogany desk, top shelf liquor on the shelves next to all those books written by prestigious authors that he never read nor intended to read. All it was missing was a window view, but that was intentional. It was more private this way, to know that no one could be looking in on what he was doing. If he wanted a view, he could always just walk into his boss' office and take it for a bit.

A knock at the door pulled him from his thoughts. Without waiting for his reply, his boss strolled in, the very image of confidence and poise. Hannah carried herself with a self assuredness that few people could match. It wasn't just that she thought she was powerful and important, she knew she was. There was no doubt in her mind, no hesitation in her actions. She was every bit the modern powerful woman; successful, driven, capable, and smart.

Granted, Hannah hadn't always been that way. When John had found her, she was a hostess at a local restaurant. Dark hair, slightly chubby from too much drinking, a lack of confidence barely covered over by too much makeup and corny jokes, Hannah had never looked, acted, or thought like someone who could be successful like she was now, but that was what made her perfect. John had needed a project, and Hannah had become that project for him. That she was now his boss was just another layer of cover for his life, for why would anyone with his power put someone above them?

Now, a year later, Hannah was nothing like she had been. Platinum blonde hair, perfectly cared for with weekly salon visits, perfectly complimented her pale complexion and radiant smile. Her posture radiated confidence, though if that failed, her perfectly tailored suits certainly would. When Hannah looked at you, when she spoke to you, you listened. John had watched lesser men and women cower before this woman.

And she had been perfectly molded by him. That she knew he had done so didn't seem to bother her, or him for that matter. In fact, it catered to both their needs. She wanted the life she now had, and he had given it to her. She wanted employees who were perfect, and he had given her that too. He wanted a place to ply his trade, and she had given him that. It was, simply put, a perfectly symbiotic relationship.

That didn't change the fact that John still messed with her. Sure, he took pride in making her into the person she now was, but she was always fun to mess with. Making her successful hadn't meant removing the qualities that he'd liked about her; it had just meant removing the impediments to success.

“The new hire is here.” Hannah's words were sharp and direct, just as they were meant to be. “Try not to make this one too submissive or needy. I don't need a secretary. I need someone who can get things done.”

“They all get things done, Hannah. Relax.”

Instantly, Hannah's posture relaxed, like the tension had evaporated from her body. Her shoulder's slumped, and she let out a heavy exhale before shaking her head, as if to clear her thoughts.

“You didn't need to do that. I'm fine, I don't need you to-”

“It's fine, Hannah. Everything will be fine.”

Hannah sighed again, but her demeanor visibly changed. The anxiety she had displayed before was gone, replaced by a cheerfulness that suited her much better. “You're right, everything is fine. I don't even know what I was worried about, you always make me feel so good.”

“That I do. It's why you keep me around. So, about this new hire... You need her to be capable, someone with motivation and focus. Someone who can get things done. But I assume you don't want her to be too willful.”

“Obviously not. We need our employees to know the chain of command. I need them to respect me and do what I tell them. And of course, respect you.” Hannah winked, a playful smile on her lips. “I just don't want them to end up like the last person we hired for this job. You remember Cindy?”

John leaned back in his chair, looking at the ceiling as he tried to remember who she was talking about. “Cindy... Was she the brown-haired girl with the even cut bangs and shapely ass?”

“No that's Rebecca. She still works for us, but I may have to send her to you for retraining. She's almost useless right now. I don't need another person to constantly go get coffee for me. Cindy was the girl with short black hair who had a tendency to mouth off to me. The one who I sent to you for retraining and discipline, and you turned her into a nearly brainless bimbo? The one who suddenly couldn't remember how to work a coffee maker but did remember that she was there for the employees to fuck.”

“Ah, yes. Her. I didn't know you got rid of her.”

“I had to! She was literally unable to remember that she had to go home at the end of the day.”

“You could have just had me retrain her again.”

Hannah rolled her eyes. “Please, she wasn't that great an employee to begin with. Some people are more trouble than they're worth, and anything you turned her into would have been just as bad.”

“Fair enough. You can undo your shirt a bit for me. Anyway, I'll try not to entirely ruin this one. You're looking for an executive assistant, not a plaything. I'll make sure to keep that in mind.”

Without a single thought, Hannah immediately moved to undo her blouse, revealing more of her cleavage in the process. She wasn't exactly well endowed, but she wasn't small either; if anything she was the perfect size for the look she was now sporting. “Oh, I won't mind if you make her open to being played with. I just can't have her focusing on that as her primary job. I need someone capable.”

“And if they're not up to the job mentally? It's a lot easier to dumb someone down than smarten them up.”

“Well, I'll assume you'll have your fun and you'll find a place for her or you'll hire someone else. But if we're going to keep her, don't turn her into someone who spends her time craving to be touched above all else. Maybe keep it as a motivator though.”

“That I can do, boss. Twerk for me.”

Instantly, Hannah turned around, dropped low, and shook her rear without missing a single beat. John watched for a minute, mostly noting how the exercise regimen he'd put her on was working, before holding up his hand. “Okay, that's enough. I'll get to work on the prospect. Firm and driven, but submissive to you and me. Motivated by the opportunity to be played with. Anything else?”

Hannah ran a hand through her hair, her forehead slightly damp with sweat. “Well, perhaps you can make her a contrast with me. Maybe not so thin this time. You know, just for contrast.”

“Right. For contrast.” John smirked at that; it had been awhile since he hadn't immediately tried to fix someone's life. Generally, he wasn't in the business of making their life worse, but he certainly didn't mind indulging. “Alright, bring her in and then go back to work, Hannah. Feel free to masturbate in your office as a reward for doing a good job.”

Instantly, Hannah's eyes lit up, and her body seemed to pull together as she held in the pleasure and joy she was quite obviously feeling. Though John could train her to play her role to others, she still couldn't hide her joy when he rewarded her. Not that he wanted her too; he rather enjoyed how easy it was to get her to squirm like that.

“Right. Work. I'll get back on that. I mean right on that.” Hannah rubbed her thighs together, hastily moving out the door as her face flushed red.

With her out of the way, John went back to preparing for the new prospective hire. There was little doubt she would be hired; he'd yet to not hire someone when they came in for their interview; but he needed to make sure that he remembered to program her accordingly.

Confident, capable, submissive to him and Hannah, preferably not as thin as her. All that could be done. Now he just needed to make sure he didn't turn her into a completely mindless bimbo. Or make her too submissive. Capable, she needed to be capable. Hopefully he wouldn't need to spend too much time on that.

Unfortunately, John also didn't have much time to prepare. In a moment of over-eagerness, Hannah had apparently been moving very quickly in order to get back to 'work.' Still flushed, she ushered the prospective hire into the room, barely controlling her own need before she scurried off back to her office, undoubtedly to catch up on all that work she had to do.

Now alone with the new hire, John watched as she took a seat in front of him. Dark skinned and dark haired, with deep green eyes that reminded him of evergreen trees, she certainly was attractive. Dressed in a simple white button-down blouse and a pair of slightly tight jeans, it was clear that she took this interview casually, though to what extent John didn't know. He was however, eager to find out.

Extending his hand for a handshake, his eyes took note of her curves, which were more than significant. She wasn't fat by any means, but she was fairly heavy set, with a decently large chest atop a thick pair of hips and thighs; if anything, John could understand why she might want to go casual. With a figure like hers, it was probably a pain to get clothing that fit. Internally, he made a note to get her in touch with the tailor he used for Hannah if she turned out to be right for the job.

“John Evans. I'm head of hiring here; I trust everything went okay coming here?” He made sure his tone was friendly, but firm, the very model of someone professional. Though he could just make her think him professional, he liked to think he was a fairly good actor when it came to appearing normal.

“Kayla Benson.” Her handshake was firm, which was good as far as John was concerned. While her attire might have said casual, her demeanor spoke of her seriousness. That was a good contrast. “I'm glad that you're offering me this opportunity. I can't wait to get started and be a member of the team.”

John sat back, looking over the papers on his desk, attempting to seem like he was actually looking through her information. So far, she knew how to give good answers for a normal interview. A normal interviewer would probably find her to be above average so far. At the very least, this was a good start.

“Alright Ms. Benson, why would you like to work here?”

“You can call me Kayla; I feel like this is the sort of place where I can find fulfilling work and really add something to your organization.”

Another very good answer for a normal company that operated under normal rules. If nothing else, she was proving that she was prepared, and that she knew how to make a good impression. But while these answers were good, they were insufficient for what he needed to know.

“Okay Kayla, tell me honestly why you want to work here.”

“Well, I just think this seems like the kind of place where I could slack off and get away with not working too hard or too much. And the pay is pretty good too. It's the kind of job that seems perfect for me.” As soon as the words left her mouth, Kayla's eyes widened, equal amounts of shock and horror appearing on her face. Her mouth worked, as though her brain was trying to come up with a reason why she had just been so brutally honest. “I-I mean, I don't know what came over me there. I promise you that I-”

“Relax, Kayla. It's okay to be honest. Be as honest as you can with me. Say whatever is on your mind.”

Instantly, Kayla's body relaxed, and she slumped back into her seat like she was lounging at home, like she wasn't worried at all. Her formerly composed demeanor changed to one that was more laid back, and she looked at John with an expression somewhere between boredom and relief. “Well alright. Honestly, I just need a new job. Not that my current one is that bad, but all the overtime and stress and disrespect from my bosses? I can't deal with that all the time anymore, you know? I need a break, but I need a job. I figured this place would fit perfectly.”

“And what's your opinion of everything you've seen so far?”

“Honestly? Kind of weird. I mean, that blonde woman? Maybe it was just me, but I could of sworn she was turned on when she came to get me, rubbing her thighs together and acting all skittish. And the girl in the reception area? No offense but I'm pretty sure she only had about two brain cells total. She needed to be told how to use a phone by someone else! If she's who I'm replacing, I completely understand why.”

“No, you're not replacing her, though I can see why you'd think that. You'd be working under Hannah, the blonde who brought you here as her executive assistant.”

“I wonder what kind of assistance she needs? I mean, from the looks of it she needs someone to get her off.”

“That's true, and you're completely willing to do that for her if asked. In fact, you're completely willing to do anything that is asked of you, no matter what it is. In fact, the idea of being used like that arouses you, doesn't it?”

Kayla blushed deeply, looking away quickly and coughing, clearly embarrassed. “W-well I mean, yeah it does. I don't know how you figured that out but... yeah I'd definitely get her off if she asked. I'd do that for anyone really. I'd probably be blowing everyone on the street if they asked me to.”

Ah, that was a bit of misstep. He didn't want her doing anything that anyone asked. She'd never get any work done that way. “You'll be certain to only do things that Hannah or I tell you to do. You can always say no to everyone else. But when Hannah or I tell you to do something, you'll do it without question. The idea of being used by us arouses you deeply, doesn't it?”

Another blush colored Kayla's dark skin as she once again looked away, this time shifting in her seat. “Damn I don't know how you can read me so well. You some kind of psychic? Next you'll know what I want to do with you...”

John forced a laugh at that. “No, no I'm no psychic. I'm just very good at reading people. It comes with having a job like this, where I interview lots of people. I need to be able to see the real people beneath it all. But, since you decided to bring it up, tell me what you want to do with me in detail.”

“W-well I mean, honestly I just want to be used by you. I want to just be told what to do, to be completely open to whatever you want. I mean, I already am, but I was just thinking about you telling me to get naked, being fucked by you on your desk, having you cum all over me... I was thinking similar things with the blonde woman... If she asked me to service her I wouldn't resist at all.” Kayla ran a hand through her hair, the blush never leaving her face. “Wow, I don't know what's come over me, I'm usually not so honest. I mean, I've been honest but this probably doesn't look very good for an interview, does it? You're trying to find an executive assistant, not a sex slave.”

“I don't see why you couldn't be both if you wanted to be. There's nothing wrong with it here. It's partially why you want to work here.”

“Yeah, you're right it is. Where else would it be okay to be sexually involved with your bosses? I mean, usually that's the sort of thing that you're not supposed to do, but here? It's just another perk of the job.”

“Indeed it is. I think we can now both agree that you'll be a wonderful asset here. I think it's safe to say that we can hire you without any worries at all. You're thrilled of course. You're overjoyed and eager to get to work.”

Kayla practically jumped in her seat, suddenly leaning forward, all her attention on John. “Really? You're going to give me the job? I mean, I'm really excited to get to work but I wasn't expecting you to be so willing to hire me after everything that I said. Should I come back tomorrow to start, or-”

John held up a hand to quiet her. “You're starting right now. It's time for you to go through employee training. You're excited.”

“Right, I can do that. Just tell me what you need me to do and I'll do it. I'm here to serve after all.”

“I'm glad to hear that. Don't worry, the training is easy. Most employees find it to be a breeze. I imagine that you'll find it to be the easiest part of the process.” Getting up from his desk, John walked over and opened the door, motioning for Kayla to follow him. “Now, if you're ready, it's time for your employee training.”


Chapter 2: On The Job Training

John wasted no time in guiding Kayla to the training room. Admittedly, it didn't look anything like a room designed for training. In fact, the closest thing that it could be compared to was a therapist's room. The entire place was decorated in peaceful, calming colors, with a soft, armless and backless couch in the center for someone to sit or lay down on. The entire room felt almost like a dream, which was how it was intended. For it was here that John did his real work.

He remembered his first time using the room, back when he had a different boss, and the employees were almost completely different. Back when he walked into the company and took it over from the inside, convincing everyone he didn't want to use to simply move on naturally. It was in this room that he had done so, and it was in this room that he trained the new hires.

And so, it was in this room that he would train Kayla for her new role. A role that she seemed to be taking to very quickly, based on how fast she was responding to his every command and suggestion, even without his power. She simply took to it naturally; obviously she was going to be perfect in her new role.

John motioned for her to enter after him, before closing the door. The room was soundproof and lacked windows; privacy was important when training new employees after all. “Alright Kayla, just lie down on the couch there.”

Before John had even turned around from closing the door, Kayla had already laid down on her back, looking at the ceiling. For his part, he made sure to take a good look at her body as he sat down in his own chair. She really was curvy, and it showed more now than when she had been sitting. Her chest and stomach were soft and heavy, just like her thighs and hips. She was thick, and it seemed that her clothes were somewhat displeased by her laying like this, given how they seemed to stretch slightly. It was, to him, rather amusing, something she clearly picked up on by the blush on her face. It appeared that it would not be hard at all to make sure that she didn't make Hannah self-conscious.

“Are you nervous at all?” John moved his chair up to her head, so that he was looking down her body. He found that it helped be close to their heads, so that he took up their complete and undivided attention. That, and being closer to them seemed to make his words stronger.

“A little, yeah.” Kayla shifted slightly, pulling her shirt down over her stomach again. It appeared that she was filled with anticipation more than worry given her body language, which wasn't a bad thing. Eager participants made for good training subjects.

“That's fine. Relax, Kayla. Just kick off your shoes and relax. You're ready for training.”

The sound of Kayla's shoes hitting the floor coincided with a heavy, relaxed sigh leaving her lips. Kayla's whole body seemed to relax, seemed to almost melt into the couch cushions she was laying on, like she'd just been massaged. “Yes, I'm more than ready.”

“That you are. Don't worry at all. By the time we're done, you'll feel like a brand new person. Now, close your eyes, and let yourself melt away. Let the world around you melt away, except for my voice. Let my touch calm you, and remove all your thoughts.” John placed his hands on either side of her head, feeling her soft, dark hair between his fingers. Kayla let out another heavy sigh, as her eyes closed; she almost seemed to be asleep. But in truth, John knew that her mind was simply quieting, preparing itself for what he was going to do.

“Alright Kayla, let your thoughts disappear. Let yourself disappear. Whoever you were when you entered this room no longer exists. All your thoughts, your personality, your feelings are gone now. You're a blank slate, ready and willing to be shaped by me. You're wet clay, just waiting to be sculpted.”

Though he was saying he was erasing her mind, in truth parts of people always remained. Though he could, and had, turned people who were far stronger willed into submissives, and vice-versa, he found that people tended to retain a great deal of their original personalities in various ways. Though they might not remember their previous selves, John found that parts of them would pop up to fill the gaps in their head. Thus, it was always better to make sure of a person's personality beforehand. Less work that way.

“You are Kayla Benson. You work for me. You work for Hannah. You are a tough, strong willed, capable individual. You work hard, and you'll do anything for Hannah or I. You will always do exactly what we tell you, without any questions, and without any hesitation. You will serve us happily. In fact, working for us is the best experience in your life; you never expected that it could be this good.”

“You feel excited and eager to go to work every day. You take pride in your work, and you work hard to make Hannah and I proud. You serve us with all the dedication you can muster. You will do whatever we ask, at any time that we ask. You will dedicate yourself to us, and our company. To everyone else, you are the tough, dedicated, capable executive assistant. To us, you are our plaything, and it is both your greatest joy and greatest secret. Do you understand?”

Kayla nodded, even as the rest of her body remained still. This was fairly normal at this point, but John knew that it wasn't going to last long. Not when he began installing the deeper programming into her mind.

“You get erotic, intense pleasure from serving us. You dream of being used by us. You dream and desire to be touched by us, to be humiliated by us, to serve us in every possible way. You fantasize about being out pet, about being our servant. In fact, just the thought of serving us makes you feel intense arousal.”

Finally, Kayla's body shifted, her legs gently rubbing together as the commands took hold in her mind. She let out a low, quiet whine, as her body absorbed his words like a sponge, exactly as intended.

“You're thinking about it right now, aren't you? You're imagining being our pet, our servant, doing everything that we ask. You don't know how to resist us. You don't know how to disobey us. You serve us, and you love it. However, you can only get off when we allow you to. You can only get release when we tell you that you're allowed to.”

“You're a good pet, Kayla. You're a perfectly obedient pet. The best pet either of us have ever had. You take pride in this fact. You will do whatever we wish of you. You will dress how we want you to dress, eat the food we want you to eat, and do the jobs that we want you to do. You are ours, and you are thrilled to be so. There is nothing better in your mind than serving us.”

John removed his hands from her head, standing up to look down at her. “You may open your eyes, Kayla. But don't move.” His fingers caressed her face, noting the desire in her eyes, the arousal she felt right now from his words and his touch. “You want me to touch you. You feel arousal when I touch you. In fact, all you can think about right now is where and how I'm going to touch you, Kayla.” John's fingers moved down her neck, to her collar, watching as her muscles tensed slightly to try and touch his fingers more. A quiet, needy whine came from her throat, as she was still told not to talk.

“Good girl, Kayla. So obedient. I think I'll reward you.” The eagerness in Kayla's eyes was obvious; though she couldn't move, it was clear she wanted to be touched, wanted to be rewarded. But a good trainer knew not to spoil their pet and knew that drawing it out and making them wait was the best way to get them to be obedient in the long term. It kept them from being spoiled, and it kept them chasing the rewards.

Still, John moved slowly to undo the top button on her blouse, noting the heavy, breathless sigh that came from her as he did so. She really was working herself up. “Well now, someone is eager. Just wait, you'll get the reward in time. Though the more I undress you, the more I touch you, the more pleasure you'll feel. You want to be touched. You want to be caressed by me. Just the thought arouses you. The feeling of my hands on your body fills you with a desire and a need that you can't resist.”

He ran his fingers along her skin, noting the warmth he could feel. He watched as Kayla seemed to want to lean into his touch, even though she had been told not to move. Yes, she would certainly make for a good assistant with this sort of fortitude.

Of course, that fortitude was still going to be tested. John continued undoing the buttons on her shirt, noting how her breaths became deeper, and how her low, quiet whines became louder. His hands gently undid her bra, finally exposing her breasts to him. Cupping them in his hands, her noted how she seemed to sigh with relief, and how she looked at him with increasing anticipation. His thumbs gently flicked her nipples, making her moan louder in response. Honestly, they were larger in his hands than they looked. It was not a problem for him though; it simply meant that it was another benefit to having her.

“Are you enjoying yourself, Kayla?” Once again, he flicked her nipples, again eliciting a breathless moan from her.

“Yes...” Once again she tried to move, attempting to arch her back into his touch, but to no avail; she knew she wasn't allowed to move, and so she did not. The battle between her desire to move and her desire to be obedient was fun to watch, and even more fun to cause.

John wasted no time in undoing the rest of her shirt, gently running his hands along her stomach before getting to the waistband of her jeans. When his finger dipped beneath it, Kayla's breath hitched, as if in anticipation for what was about to happen. It was not lost on John that she was growing more eager with every passing moment, every passing touch of her skin, but he intended to make her wait, to draw it out and teach her restraint and obedience. That pleasure came only when she was obedient, only when she was told she could have it.

“You want this, don't you? You're eager.” A finger moved beneath her waistband again, beneath her underwear, gently touching her folds and noting the wetness that he felt. Kayla's muscles tensed, her whines growing ever louder, even as she shifted slightly. She might not be able to make herself move beyond that, but clearly her mind needed to do something with her body with what she was feeling.

“Now now Kayla, I told you not to move.” His voice was even, calm, as he removed his hand from her pants and held his fingers above her face. “You're quite wet you know. But you're not going to experience release just yet. You're not done being trained. But that doesn't mean I can't reward you.”

“Go ahead, lick my fingers clean. Taste yourself. It's intensely arousing to you.” John lowered his fingers to her lips, letting her carefully suck them clean, hearing her continue to groan in need as she was permitted this little bit of movement. That done, he removed his fingers, turning once again to her lower body.

John noted that there was a tiny wet spot beginning to appear through her jeans; apparently her underwear was no longer able to contain how wet she was. “Well now, it appears you're getting rather wet, Kayla. And we can't have you making a mess of yourself, now can we?”

Deftly, he undid her jeans, before sliding them down her curvy frame; it appeared that they were actually a size too small based on how tight they seemed. Of course, there wasn't a problem with that; variety was the spice of life, and she wore her figure well. Once her pants were past her hips, John had little to no issue getting them off the rest of her; looking them over one last time, he tossed them off to the side where they wouldn't get in the way.

That left her panties. They really were soaked through, and he wasted no time in removing them, something she seemed eager to have done. The quiet beginning had given way to near constant moaning and groaning from both need and pleasure, and the sounds were pleasing to John's ears.

Spreading Kayla's legs, he took note of her pussy, slowly running his fingers along her folds. Kayla squeaked in pleasure, as her toes curled; her breathing grew hurried as her fingers gripped the couch. All the while, John continued to touch her just enough to stimulate her, but avoiding the ultimate act of inserting himself inside of her.

For this was an endurance test, as well as a test of will. He had told her not to move, but this was about more than just what he told her. Sure, he could command her, but he also wanted her to want it. And for that, he had to teach her that the pleasure came when she was good. And to be good, she needed to be obedient. That the pleasure came from the obedience itself. She needed to be taught that she wanted this, that she needed this. And once that was done, it would be automatic later.

“P-please-” Kayla's voice was shaky, needy more than anything, conveying how much she both wanted his touch, and how much it was driving her crazy not being able to get off without his say so.

“Please what?”

“P-please let me cum... Please let me-”

“Only good girls get to cum, Kayla. Will you be good?”

“I'll be good... I'll be good! I'll be-”

Kayla's voice was cut off as John spread her folds with his finger, causing her to let out a loud, guttural moan. Her whimpering, her whining, was further evidence of how much she needed this. But he wasn't done. Not yet.

“Are you a good girl Kayla? I don't know if you are...”

“I'm a good girl!” Her voice was almost hoarse, her breath ragged and needy. “I'm a good girl. I'm a good girl. I'm a good-”

Again John cut her off by slipping his fingers slightly deeper into her. Closer to what she wanted. Closer to what she needed. What she craved more than anything.

“Good girls are obedient. Good girls are submissive. Are you obedient and submissive, Kayla?”

“I-I'm obedient! I'm submissive! P-please I need this, I need this so bad, I-”

“Say it. Kayla is a good girl.”

“Kayla is a good girl! Kayla is a good girl! Kayla is a good girl!” Her voice became louder, needier, more desperate, as his fingers slipped inside of her and began to stimulate her, driving her further and further to the edge, an edge she could not get over until he told her that she was allowed to. She repeated herself, over and over, each time more desperate than the last, as he drove her wild with pleasure, as he made her need the release only he could give her.

Finally, he decided she had been good enough for his liking. That she had been trained well enough for his needs. “Good girl, Kayla. Cum now.”

Instantly, Kayla screamed, the muscles across her body tensing as she came harder than she likely ever had before. Her back arched, her voice cracked, as her juices and cum flowed down her legs.

But if that was all that she was going to get, then she was wrong. “Cum now.”

Again, Kayla came on his command, her eyes going wide from shock and bliss. Again, he told her to cum, and again, her body responded. He made her cum, over and over, forcing pleasure to flow through her body again and again, until she was more than soaked.

Kayla collapsed, her body exhausted, sweat running down her body from the exertion. She lay there in her own juices and wetness, panting heavily. Clearly, this training session was a success. Or at least, the first part of it was. There would need to be more training, before she was completely ready for her new role. But for now, she was ready for the next step.

John stepped out of the room, walking down the hall to open the door to Hannah's office. He could have knocked, but there was no reason to. Of course, this meant that he walked in on her in the middle of masturbating, something that caused her to squeak loudly as she hurriedly tried to hide the fact that she was in fact getting off.

“Ah! John! I was just, uh, working on something. I didn't hear you coming down the hall. I mean-”

John raised his hand to cut her off. “Relax. I just came to tell you that Kayla is ready for you to continue her training. You'll find her to be very ready to service your every need, so I certainly hope that you're still ready to be serviced.”

“Yes, I think so, I mean, of course. Her training has to be of the highest quality if she's going to assist me.” Hannah quickly tried to put herself together, only slightly succeeding in looking professional again. It was rather amusing, if nothing else, like a teenager getting caught in the act and desperately trying to hide something that was immediately obvious to everyone else.

“I agree. But I wouldn't wait too long. She's extremely eager. I'm sure you'll find her to be exactly what you're looking for.”

“Yes, I'm sure. Of course. You always hire the best talent after all. I'm going to just, uh, see how she's doing.” Without any hesitation, Hannah immediately darted from the room, walking at a quick pace to the room that Kayla had been in, closing the door behind her. It appeared that for the moment at least, his job was done.


Chapter 3: Epilogue

“Come in Kayla, please, sit down.” It had been well over two weeks since Kayla had been hired, and John was ready to do her first performance review. Usually, he only had to do these once, because they were less a performance review in the traditional sense and more a review of how well they had been trained. Some people took to things better than others, and it was always important to make sure everyone was in the right position for their skills.

Kayla didn't hesitate in sitting down. She was quick and direct in everything she did, no matter how small. When she was told to do something, she did it. Dressed in a pink button down blouse and jeans, she looked similar to how she had when she had walked in, though she had a few differences. Her hair was done up more, no doubt a result of hairdressing sessions that Hannah had her going to. And it seemed she had put on a bit of weight, also undoubtedly because Hannah was having her eat the things that Hannah couldn't afford to in order to keep her figure. It was rather amusing, if John was honest.

“Now, Kayla, we're going to go over your performance these last two weeks. Are you ready to start?”

“Oh yes sir! Definitely.” Her smile was wide, her tone excited; her mood was almost always chipper these days, no doubt a result of her training. Gone was the desire to be lazy and laid back, replaced by someone who found it arousing to work hard for her bosses.

“That's good. Now, you've been working as Hannah's executive assistant. How has that been going for you?”

“Oh it's been great sir! I've been working so hard to make Ms. Hannah happy. I handle all her invoices, all her mail, and of course she's been having me eat all her leftovers too. I don't think I've ever eaten so much before I came here but Ms. Hannah always says that she's proud of me and it just makes me feel so good to hear that.” Kayla was beaming, practically radiating joy as she spoke, filled with a natural confidence that she hadn't had before.

“And I trust that you are serving all of Hannah's needs to the best of your abilities?”

“Oh yes sir! In fact Ms. Hannah has me service her multiple times a day. She says it keeps me in practice. She also says I'm the only employee allowed to do it, besides you of course, sir.”

“And how do you feel about that?”

“Very good sir. In fact, I take pride in the fact that I can work so hard for her. I'd do anything for her, and you of course. There's nothing I wouldn't do.”

“How do you feel compared to when you were hired?”

“Much better sir. I honestly can't believe the things I said to you! I mean, I think all the time about how undeserving I must have seemed, but you hired me anyway. And you've trained me so well! Honestly, I can't imagine my life being better. You've really done so much for me. I don't know how to thank you enough.”

“You can do so by working as hard as you have been all the time. I trust that you've been getting along with the other employees?”

“Yes sir. Though I think one or two of them are jealous of how much I'm allowed to service Hannah. I think Jenna in accounting really wishes she was in my place.”

“I'll be sure to deal with that. Would you say that you want to stay on as an employee?”

“Oh yes sir! I can't imagine doing anything else. I would do anything to remain here. Anything.”

“Well, you won't need to worry about that. You're in no danger of losing your job. I'm merely asking to confirm that you're happy in your current position. I intend to increase your workload of course, but I know that you can handle it.”

“Yes sir. I certainly will handle it as best as I can! Is there anything specifically you need me to take care of?”

“Not at present. But I am very pleased how well you've taken to your new role. I'm looking forward to your future success. Now then Kayla... I think we can both agree you are a perfect fit for your new role. To celebrate, go service Hannah. And make sure you say that I told you to do it. I'll join you both shortly.”

Instantly, Kayla perked up. “Oh yes sir! I'll make sure she knows.” Moving so quickly she almost knocked over the chair, Kayla darted for the door, and almost ran down the hall; she didn't even bother to close the door.

John meanwhile, made himself a note to make sure that Kayla's next training session included instructions to not be so eager that she forgot to close doors or knocked things over. Eagerness didn't mean clumsiness.

Then again, it was sort of charming. Maybe he'd keep that trait after all.
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