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The "First Person" series, Syndie Truelove explores sexuality from a very personal perspective. Syndie's goal is to not just tell the story, but to also pull you into it. To achieve that the stories are written from the first person perspective.


Syndie wants you to relax, read, and relate during another exploratory tale...



Introduction

Do we work to live or live to work? How come out jobs become so integral to our identify? Why do we measure success on things as shallow as business acumen?

And just how far will we go to keep our job? Sexual harassment in the work place is one thing, but would an otherwise straight man be willing to engage in man-to-man sex in order to keep his job? What if it leads to unexpected consequences? Like being blackmailed or, maybe, finding that he actually enjoys it...

Let me tell you an interesting tale that explores just that.


One

You press the cell phone closer to your ear, unable to believe what you're hearing.

"So we at the Smith Company have decided to take our business to another company. It's nothing personal. This other company just seems to be better able to handle our requirements right now. I hope you understand."


In a daze, you mumble some reply and quickly end the call.


You were counting on this deal. You had already told your boss it was practically yours already. You are scared. This kind of thing could cost you your job.


Your phone rings again and you answer it.


"Where you at?", a gruff voice you recognize as your boss's asks.


"Uh, downtown," you stammer. "I've been meeting with a customer."

"Well, I'm in town. Down at the Lamplighter Hotel in room 136. Head on over and tell me all about that Smith Company deal you've been working on for the last six months. I want to hear all the details."

You feel your stomach clench and break out in a sweat.

"Uh, yeah boss," you stammer. "We need to talk about that."

"Great, see you in a couple of minutes then."

The phone goes dead and you wonder if you'll be the next thing going dead. But it's got to be done. You steer towards the Lamplighter Hotel, find a parking space, and walk in.


Two

You walk down the hall watching the numbers. 130. 132. 134. 136.

You're there. You have no idea what to say, but you're there. Timidly you raise your hand and knock.


A few seconds later your boss opens the door and ushers you in.


"Here," he says, grabbing a plastic cup and pouring from an open bottle. "Have a drink to celebrate your success."


You smell cheap wine on his breath. If he's a bit drunk, will he be easier or harder on you about the loss? You debate for a few seconds and can't decide. But you do figure at least a sip will give you a bit more strength as you break the bad news.

You raise the cup to your lips and suddenly gulp it down. He smiles at you and fills your cup again. And again, you down it in a few gulps.


"Wow, closing that deal must have worked up a thirst," he jokes.


"Um," you begin. "Actually there's a problem..."


"A problem?", he asks. "What kind of problem?"


"They decided to go with a competitor instead of us."


He stares at you for long seconds.


"You lost the deal," he says in a flat voice.


Then again. "You lost the deal," he says, this time with anger.


"I'm sorry," you say.


"If you weren't before, you certainly will be now. You're fired," he tells you.


"But sir," you plead. "I really need this job!"


"Your job isn't charity. We hire you because you are supposed to do things that we need done. Do you understand that?"


You nod.


"If you're not going to take care of things I need taken care of, then I've got to find someone who will."


You look at him, pleading. "Please sir. I'll do anything to keep this job. My family is counting on me and I can't let them down."


"But you can let me down? You say you'll do anything, but you didn't do the thing I asked you to do. You didn't close the Smith Company deal. I always knew you were just a sissy without the balls to really deliver when I needed you to."


"But...", you start to say.


"Yeah," he says, glaring at you. "No balls. You're probably a faggot to."


"Please sir. I'll do anything I can. Anything to keep my job."


You are embarrassed to beg. Even more embarrassed to hear your voice beginning to choke up.


Your boss shakes his head in disgust.


"Get out," he says. "Nobody seems to be able to do anything right these days. I just hope I can find some hooker in the bar who'll give me a decent blowjob tonight. I've been traveling for three weeks now trying to get you losers who work for me to do what I need you to do. So just get out!"


You shouldn't have drank so much so fast. You know that. Your head is kind of spinning and that's the only reason you can think of why the thought you have running through your head is there.


Without even thinking, you reach for the bottle, pour yourself a third cup, and drink it down.


You hear the words in a distracted way. It's your voice. But could it really be you saying this?


"Forget the hooker. I'll give you the best blowjob you've ever had."



Three 

You can't believe you've just offered to give your boss a blowjob. You see the shock in his eyes. But you need this job.

"You're drunk," he says.


"I'm good," you reply as you move toward him. "Damn good," you lean close and whisper as your hand begins to massage the crotch of his pants.


You can't believe you're doing this. You feel like a cheap whore. Surely there are other jobs. Surely you aren't going to be reduced to sucking this arrogant bastards dick just to keep getting a paycheck.


You undo his belt, pull his slacks and underwear down. His cock is rigid. Thank goodness. If you were doing this and he wasn't excited, it would be even more humiliating. But you know, he needs your mouth on him as much as you need your job. You push him back toward the hotel room's bed. He sits down and then lays on his back with his legs hanging over the edge of the bed. You drop to your knees between his legs.


"Just relax and enjoy," you whisper as you lower your head towards his shaft.


Your tongue flicks out and licks at the sensitive skin around the head of his cock. Then, opening wide, you take him as deep as you can.


You hear him moan softly. Your head is spinning with the combination of the wine and the fact that you're between your bosses legs sucking his dick. But there's no turning back now.


You begin to bob your head up and down, fucking his cock with your mouth.


"Damn," he whispers. "Your mouth is so warm."


Your head bobs faster and you suck harder.


"You're so hungry for it," he says as he takes your head between his hands.


He begins to thrust his hips, sliding in and out of your mouth like it's a well lubricated pussy.


"Oh yeah," he moan. "It's been so long!"


You struggle not to gag as he pushes deeper and deeper down your throat with each thrust.


A strangled sound comes from his throat. Then he warns you, "I'm gonna cum..."


You close your eyes. He holds you head firmly in his hands forcing you down on his shaft as his hips thrust upward. Your mouth is filled with the salty taste of precum. Your nose is filled with the scent of his sweat and lust. Your ears are filled with the animal grunts he makes as he uses you. You feel like your head will explode, filled with senses that you've never experienced before.


Suddenly, his cock stiffens. Then it begins to jerk. Each jerk delivers a squirt of cum that you eagerly swallow. As you suck, his dick begins to go limp. You begin using your tongue to lick his shaft clean. You smoother your face into his crotch, then lick the sweat from his balls.


You can't believe it. You've sucked another man off. Not only that, but you're hungry for more.



Four

Savoring the salty taste of cum, you suddenly become  aware that your boss is now setting up on the bed and eyeing you with a speculative look as at you kneeling on the floor.

"I hope that proves I can do something right," you say.


"I always thought you were probably a sissy fag," your boss says. "But you are one hell of a cock sucker."


"Thank you," you tell him. "I enjoyed it. But am I still fired?"


Your boss looks down at you. "Stand up, you pitiful queer," he commands you.


You do as he says.


"Now strip down to your skivvies", he orders.


You quickly get undressed and notice he's doing the same.


"You can do something right, dick licker," your boss sneers at you. "But you still need punished for what you did wrong. Bend over and rest your hands on the bed."


You do as he commands, watching him coil his belt. He stands behind you. You feel his hands run over the thin fabric of your undies. His hand kneads your butt cheeks, then reaches under your crotch and grabs your cock.


"Pitiful sissy dick," your boss comments.


You hang your head in humiliation. From somewhere he produces a blindfold and covers your eyes. Somehow the darkness makes it better.


Suddenly he steps back and a second later there is the pop of the leather belt as he begins to whip your ass. Pop. Pop. Pop. Pop.


At first, there is a sharp sting. Then, after several lashes, a raw, dull ache. You whimper. Embarrassed, tears come to your eyes. Still, the spanking continues. At some point, he pulls your underwear down and your ass is naked and exposed.


The pain is nearly unbearable. To deal with it you imagine that you are watching instead of being victimized. You can imagine the red welts on your ass. You can imagine the sadistic grin of your boss as he spanks and humiliates you.


You begin to beg for mercy.


"Please stop!", you plead.


The spanking continues.


"Please, sir. It hurts so bad."


Still the spanking continues.


Your voice becomes choked. You whimper in pain.


And finally he stops. You wait, not knowing what comes next.



Five

Your ass throbs with pain from being spanked with the belt. You did not think you could endure so much. First sucking your boss off and then having your ass beaten raw by him. But there is more to come.

Suddenly your cheeks are spread. A finger, cold with lubricant, runs over your exposed asshole.

"Fucking pussy ass," your boss says. "You twinks all love getting your asses spanked and fucked."


His finger presses against you, and suddenly you yield. His finger explores your hole. Then a second finger is worked in. Finally a third.


To your surprise, you suddenly realize you are rocking back against his fingers in rhythm with his thrusts.


"Like that, don't you," he says.


You moan your pleasure.


But suddenly his fingers are gone. Behind you, he slips on a condom and lubricates it. Then he steps up, spreads you again, and plunges his cock into you.


Again, you can't believe it. You are bent over and violated by this man. He's fucking your hole like you're some kind of hungry slut. And the thing that surprises you the most is that he's right. You need him inside you. You need to be fucked.


"Oh yes!" The words escape without you realizing it.


He is grasping your hips and thrusting in a rapid motion. He moans.


Earlier, you felt his cock stiffen and then erupt in your mouth. Now you feel that again, only his cock is buried deep in your turd tunnel.


Too soon he reaches his second orgasm with a loud roar. Then he is spent. His limp cock slithers from within you.


Is it over now you wonder?


Six

Your boss is far from being finished with you.

Roughly, he pushes you forward, onto the bed. He rolls you over on your back. Still blindfolded, you wait for what comes next.


"What a tiny pecker you've got," he tells you.

Suddenly you feel your dick engulfed in a moist warmness. You realize your boss has taken you inside his mouth.


He works your cock, deep throating you. Soon you are moaning and writhing in pleasure.


As he pulls away, he torments you again. "Hardly even a mouthful..."


With one hand, he continues to massage your cock. His other takes your hand and guides it to your crotch.


"Play with yourself you sissy," he commands. "No woman or man would ever play with that pitiful little thing except out of pity. But don't you dare cum until I tell you."


You take yourself in your hand and begin to masturbate. You feel so close. You go slowly so you won't cum. But you need relief so bad.


A few minutes later, the command comes. "Make yourself cum."


A few strokes and your cock stiffens. And suddenly you begin squirting your load all over your tummy.


You sigh with contentment. But it doesn't last long. The blindfold is pulled from your eyes.


"Get dressed and get out of here," your boss tells you. "We'll talk tomorrow about how you're going to replace the business you lost. And if you don't do better in the future, there will be more punishment."


Quickly you grab your cloths and pull them on. Your throat is dry from the salty taste of cum. You feel your well lubed ass cheeks sliding against each other with each step. Your ass is also sore and you wonder how you'll be able to set in the car and drive home. But at least it's over.



Seven 

Finally it is over. Or is it?

A few weeks later, your boss leaves the company to go to work for a competitor. You settle into the routine of work with your new boss. And that next big deal is close. The Jones Company is even bigger than the Smith Company. And in a few days you'll have a contract signed with them!


One day you get a letter. Actually, you find it's not a letter. Instead the envelop is filled with pictures. Pictures of you blindfolded. Pictures of you naked. Pictures of you masturbating. There are also a few pictures of your ass with bright red welts across it. One small piece of paper is in the envelop with the words, "Call Me."


You pick up your phone and call your former boss.


"Bringing my new company the Smith Company deal on a platter got me a big promotion when I came to work here," he tells you. "Thanks to you, I knew exactly what it would take to steal them away."


"Now I want the Jones Company account also. And you're going to help me get it, you pathetic faggot. Because if you don't, everybody is going to be seeing copies of those same picture you're looking at."


"I know you like humiliation, but everyone has a limit. I'm at the Lamplighter again. Room 257. Come on over so we can discuss how you can make sure you lose the Jones Company deal to me."

"Oh, and maybe in a couple of months, after things settle down. I'll hire you over here to work for me again. Would you like that? You really are a great cock sucker. Maybe we could find a way for you to use that one talent you do have on a more regular basis."


"You'd like that, wouldn't you?", he asks.


You hear your voice answer, "Yes sir, I'd like that a lot..."
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