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“Delaney, get out here and help, we’re crazy busy!” 


Josh Delaney, Genièvre’s newest part-time bartender, was trying not to look as though he was hiding in the back. He was failing miserably. His moonlighting would not go down well with his real boss. It just so happened she’d walked through the door to the city’s trendiest gin bar and taken a seat by the window five minutes ago. In his section.
Eleanor Blake made Josh’s head spin and his stomach ache. She was like the worst teacher he’d had in elementary school; smart, sexy, and completely able to see through every cover story and fib designed to hide his laziness and ineptitude. She was powerful, rich, and had a reputation for being utterly ruthless in the boardroom. She had no idea what Josh’s first name was, and even less interest in learning it. Whenever she’d address him in the office, it was curtly, and as “Delaney”. 


“Just a sec Amanda,” Josh called over his shoulder. He slid his phone out of his pocket and eyed the time — he wasn’t due to get off until eleven and it was seven thirty now. The odds were pretty good that she was going to notice him there and he’d get hauled into her office tomorrow morning to be reprimanded. A vision of sitting at her feet, writing out the company’s no moonlighting policy while she observed critically over the rim of her glasses flashed through Josh’s mind. That schoolmarm aura often got the better of Josh’s overactive imagination.
Eleanor Blake dedicated 100% of her considerable focus and energy to making Finatech Global an international powerhouse, and she expected the same commitment from all staff who worked under her. Even the peons like Josh.
Not like I get paid anywhere near enough to give a shit, he thought to himself, busting my ass at two jobs just to keep up with the payments on my student loans.
Josh was eligible for bonuses based on his performance, but he never seemed to make the cut, even when he tried. So he coasted through his day job for the paycheck at the end of the month, picking up hours at Genièvre to keep the lights on at his shitty studio apartment. 
“Hey, Amanda? Can you take that table—” Josh began. He stopped short when the woman rolled her eyes and walked off.
Fuck. Okay. Maybe Blake won’t recognize me, he thought desperately as he approached Eleanor’s table. She didn’t get to where she was by missing details, though, so it was a long shot to say the least.
As Josh reached her table, a man slid into the seat opposite her. He was fit, but in Josh’s not-so-humble opinion, he was better looking. Not that he had any good reason to be measuring himself against his boss’… Friend? Date? The man was too old to be Eleanor’s son — just — but he sure as shit wasn’t her husband.
Josh handed over the weekly specials menu and tried to seem nonchalant as Eleanor stiffly accepted the kiss her companion pressed to her cheek. It was lingering, intimate, and Josh instantly understood the nature of their relationship. 
“Welcome to Genièvre,” he began his usual spiel, momentarily debating lying about his name. But he could see from the way she looked at him, she knew him, even out of the context of their glass-and-chrome office space, sans his cheap suit. Sure, she didn’t know his name, but she knew his face. Josh opted to skip the introductions part of his script. “It’s happy hour until eight, please take a look at our specials and let me know if there’s anything at all I can do for you two.” 


He couldn’t help the playful emphasis he placed on you two, or the sparkle of mischief in his eyes. Yeah, I’m not supposed to have two jobs, but I know that’s not your husband you ice-cold bitch, so there’s no way you can ride my ass over this. Josh expected her to look at least slightly ruffled, and he definitely thought he’d get the last word, but as he turned on his heel to give them time to peruse the menu, Eleanor cleared her throat. 


“Excuse me. Don’t walk away,” 


It was like being back at the office — or back in seventh grade. That clipped, confident manner of address was impossible to disobey. The slight Southern twang never failed to send a twinge of lust straight to his groin. It was the kind of prim, proper voice that Josh imagined turned dirty words into poetry. And he imagined it often. Her silk blouse was tight over her breasts, it was the same one he’d seen her wearing in the office before, only now she had the top few buttons undone and he caught the slightest hint of black lace from her bra. 


“Are you ready to order?” he asked with forced brightness. He’d already managed to fuck this up somehow; she was looking at him with the same bemused disapproval she’d had in her eyes when he’d interrupted her conference call to bring her coffee yesterday. Like it was actually amazing to her how spectacularly he could fuck things up without ever gaining any self-awareness. It wasn’t supposed to be that way. They were both guilty of something here, and that made them equals. 


“Bring me your personal recommendation,” she said. Josh smiled, though it was forced. She issued it like a challenge, and he definitely didn’t feel equal. 


“And you, sir?” he addressed her companion. 


“He’ll have what you recommend too,” Eleanor replied. The man didn’t bat an eye at her taking the initiative. In fact he didn’t even seem to notice he was being spoken to at all; he was fixated solely on the woman across from him, his stare reverential. 


“Excellent. I’ll be right over with your beverages,” Josh said, then walked away. It unsettled him, how cool she’d been. Like he was the one who’d been caught, not her. It hit him as he was staring blankly at the specials menu, wondering what sort of drink she’d approve of: he was fucked. She was going to fire him. It wasn’t like he had dirt on her so she’d keep him sweet; she’d caught him at a second job and had every right to dismiss him. It was in the contract he’d signed. Nobody would believe him when he said she was doing it because he caught her on a date with her boyfriend. 
He shot another look over at their table, where the guy sat with one of Eleanor’s hands in both of his, staring at her like a dog watching its master eat. Beneath the anger that was stoked by resentment, Josh’s guts twisted with jealousy. It wasn’t just the sugar mama angle either — though it’d be nice to sit at a fancy place and not have to worry about the bill, to eat something that wasn’t made edible by adding hot water to a packet — it was how dominant Eleanor was. Josh would have given anything to follow simple commands that even he couldn’t fuck up, commands that made her happy just by his fulfilling them. 
He took great care in preparing her drinks. Yes, he’d thrice brought her the wrong sort of latte when sent to fetch her morning coffee (coconut, almond, they were both nuts, anyone could get confused), but he wasn’t going to fuck this up. He was screwed anyway; might as well go out on a high. 
“Here you go,” Josh said, his confidence sapped as her cool gaze swept over him. He decided to try and walk away without further comment, but nothing got past her. 
“What do we have here?” she asked, one perfect brow cocked inquiringly at the tall glass he had placed in front of her. 
“Sloe gin, amaretto, southern comfort and orange juice, ma’am,” Josh said, staring down at the stylishly distressed wooden floor. 
“And what’s that called?” she asked, taking a ginger sip. Josh could have sworn the Southern drawl in her voice went up a notch. Like she knew exactly what he was going to say before he said it. 
“An Alabama slammer, ma’am,” he said, feeling considerably less clever with his choice when she looked him up and down. 
“And this one?” She gestured elegantly to the cocktail he’d placed before her date. 
“It’s maraschino liqueur—” 
“The name,” she cut him off. 
Josh felt his face heating up. Why had he thought this was a good idea again? She didn’t seem the type of woman to have patience with people getting smart with her. If he wasn’t going to get fired before… 
“The last word.” He’d thought it was pretty clever to have thought of that. Probably the first time the guy’s gonna have it. Eleanor understood his joke quite clearly, she was an intelligent woman. She didn’t laugh, but for the first time she looked at him with something other than boredom or exasperation. Was that curiosity he read on her face? 
She dismissed him. For an agonizing twenty minutes, Josh neglected every other patron in his section, watching Eleanor attentively, appearing as soon as she beckoned. She ordered the same again, her eyes glittering with a mix of danger and amusement. Josh did his best not to squirm. When the two of them left just after eight — on to some place that charged eighty bucks for a steak, Josh guessed — he went to clear their glasses and investigate what tip he’d been left. A crisp hundred dollar bill sat waiting, under one of her business cards. On the blank side, in her perfect, looping cursive: for your discretion. 
Well shit. Maybe he wasn’t getting fired after all. 

The next day, he felt like he had a filthy secret and if she looked right at him, she’d know it. The subtle scent of her perfume on the air each time she passed made his heart beat quicken and his cock twitch. Josh couldn’t stop thinking about what Eleanor and her young man got up to. He was still half expecting to get castigated for working a second job, but Eleanor paid him no more attention than she ever had. Truth be told, it pissed him off. Not right away, of course. He enjoyed that he’d bought himself a few new toys and had her guest starring in his dirty fantasies, but the bills soon came in again and reminded him that a hundred dollars was chump change to her. An amount as insignificant as he was. Really, the last straw was when she called him Dylan the following Friday. Straighten that tie, Dylan. You’re an eye-sore. Josh’s jaw had actually dropped. You’ll catch flies, you don’t close that mouth of yours, she’d chided, her accent as sweet as molasses, and the glint in her eye just as dark. 
Josh had marched into her office before his anger could dwindle and leave him spineless again. He didn’t knock, but Eleanor was not surprised to see him. She simply peered up over the rim of her glasses, one side of her mouth quirked up in a knowing little smirk. 
“Close the blinds,” she said, before he could get a word out. He obeyed her without really knowing why, and when he turned around again some of the wind had left his sails. Eleanor had walked around from her side of the desk and was leaning against its edge, legs crossed at the ankle. She wore sheer stockings that clung perfectly to the gentle curves of her legs. “Well? What are you doing in here?” 
Josh floundered. By giving him an order as soon as he’d walked in, she’d shown her authority. By following it, he’d accepted it. He was suddenly very unsure of himself. 
“My name isn’t Dylan,” he said, hating the way it sounded. Small, whiny. Eleanor’s smirk widened and Josh straightened his back, as if emphasizing his height advantage he might wrest back some sense of control. “I’ve worked for you for two years. You get everyone else’s name right but you don’t even bother to learn mine—” 
“Everyone else on the team earned my respect. You’re lazy, Delaney,” Eleanor replied, her hand splayed out in front of her as she examined her nails. Josh didn’t know if she remembered his name or just pretended to get it wrong in the first place, to rile him. He made a noise like he was going to protest what she’d said, but he couldn’t think of the words to defend himself. She wasn’t wrong. 
“Your work is careless. You’re always the last to submit before a deadline. You don’t stay late, you’re never early, and your clothes…” She wrinkled her nose. Josh’s face flushed with color, anger and embarrassment rising like a wave. It was humiliating to have his failings listed right to his face, and he’d never learned to take criticism well even at the best of times. 
“If you want me to dress better maybe you should pay me more,” he said, his temper getting the better of him. He expected Eleanor to look scandalized, but she just laughed. It was a taunting, musical sound. “I’m serious. I want a raise or I’ll tell your husband about your boyfriend.” 
Eleanor was still smirking at him, but her eyes were cold. Josh’s veins coursed with adrenaline, his polyester shirt clinging to him as he perspired. It wasn’t right to be so intimidated by a woman. He was stronger than her, but he certainly didn’t feel that way. 
“There’s that fighting spirit,” she said. Josh swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat. This was all wrong; he was the one making threats, yet she looked at him like he was prey. “I thought maybe I’d been wrong about you when you got clever at the bar. That was real cute, by the way.” 
“Wrong about me?” he asked. His uncertainty was obvious just at a glance; his posture was that of a man defeated, not one with the upper hand. Eleanor made a dismissive gesture. 
“I like a little resistance.” Her eyes twinkled. “Makes it all the sweeter when you break.” 
“Excuse me?” 
“You’re a lousy employee with low work ethic, and despite every opportunity to earn a bonus here, you’re what? Working shifts at a bar alongside college kids. Breaking your contractual obligations to this company. And now you’ve come in here trying to blackmail me, when I had the good grace to overlook your indiscretion. This doesn’t sound good for you, does it, Josh?” Eleanor’s voice saying his name made his hair stand on end, it sent tingles through his body. 
“No ma’am,” Josh replied, bowing his head. The anger was still there, burning at his core, but her ability to see right through him made him hesitant to defy. It was his fault he wasn’t where he wanted to be in life. He wasn’t driven like her. He didn’t have the discipline to be successful. If he turned it around in his mind enough, he knew he’d conclude that his failure to launch was nothing to do with Eleanor Blake and everything to do with his own flaws. “Please don’t fire me.” 
Eleanor laughed again, and Josh felt his skin heating with humiliation. 
“I’m deciding if it’s come to that. Are you willing to try and change my mind?” 
“Yes ma’am,” Josh replied mutedly. 
“I’m not convinced,” 
“Please, Mrs. Blake—” 
“Ma’am,” she corrected him sharply. 
“Please Ma’am,” Josh said, his hands clasped in front of him, “I want to do better. I’ll work late. I’ll even come in on Saturday. Don’t fire me.” 
Eleanor sighed, shaking her head. 
“I’ll do anything you say,” Josh blurted. Eleanor looked him up and down, contemplative. It was the longest ten seconds of Josh’s life as he waited for her verdict, feeling a sense of dread he couldn’t explain. Was it too late to caveat what he’d said? She was his boss, he reminded himself, a professional woman who had made it to the top in a male-dominated field. She wasn’t going to risk that by ordering him to do anything outrageous, whatever she’d said about breaking and resistance. 
“Alright then, I think I might be able to work with that. Lose the suit,” 
Josh gulped and nodded. He had no idea how he’d afford a new wardrobe when he was barely making rent, but he’d have to find a way. “Yes ma’am.” 
Eleanor didn’t move apart from to raise a brow at him expectantly. 
“Wh-what, you mean now?” Josh stammered. 
“Yes, now. Unless you’re not serious about wanting to continue your employment here, in which case you know where the door is.” 
Josh couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Numbly, his fingers loosened his tie. He rarely bothered to un-knot them all the way, just sliding the opening wide enough to fit his head through. It had left permanent creases in the fabric, not that he’d noticed. He fumbled over the plastic buttons of his shirt next, licking his lips nervously and frequently glancing up at his boss. He was waiting for her to tell him to stop, that it was a joke at his expense. Whatever was happening, it was certainly at his expense, but she showed no signs of being joking. 
Eleanor circled him once his clothes lay in a heap at his feet. He wondered if he should have folded them neatly, but it was too late. Her office was always cold, just the way she liked it, and Josh could feel his penis shrinking close to his body. When he looked down, it seemed small and pathetic. He cupped his hands over himself, mostly concerned that Eleanor shouldn’t have to look at such a sight. He was beyond embarrassment now. 
“Move your hands,” she ordered. He complied immediately, though when she crouched to be eye-level with his groin his hand twitched. He had to resist the inclination towards modesty. “I thought you’d be a little bigger, the way you walked in here like a tough guy.” 
Josh bristled. He was about to argue that it was the air conditioning, or his discomfort at the whole scenario, but it would have made no difference. The point was to humiliate him, and if that was what it took to keep his job, he’d bear it. He ignored the dark voice in his mind that told him he wanted this, needed it, had fantasized about it on and off since he first met his boss. It was almost two weeks since he saw her out with a younger man, and that had really sent his imagination into overdrive. His productivity was terrible because he spent more time daydreaming about the glimpse he’d stolen of her bra than he did responding to emails. 
“Spread your legs,” 
Josh’s lips parted, his eyes wide. Eleanor’s gaze flickered to his face, clearly impatient. He did as he was told, and when her fingers traced the inside of his thigh his breath caught. She was close enough for him to smell her perfume, subtle but distinct. He knew it well, breathing in deep each time she passed his desk in search of the notes of spice under the sweet cloud of rose. 
“I think you lack focus, Josh. You need a firm hand. You’re a bright young man, squandering your potential by giving in to your base nature,” 
Josh bowed his head, conflicted. He was still raw from her earlier criticism but it made him feel good to hear her say he was bright. 
“Please help me, Ma’am. I want to be good,” he said. It surprised him that he’d be able to utter such a thing, and so quickly, but Eleanor did not seem even slightly taken aback. It was like she expected him to say something like that; as if it happened all the time. Josh wondered how many men she’d stripped bare here and broken in. It made his stomach somersault. 
“For now you do, while you have my full attention. And it seems to be having quite an effect,” she noted, pressing down the tip of his cock. It bobbed lazily, semi-erect. “How often do you masturbate?” 
Josh’s eyes bugged out, the color rising in his cheeks even more intensely. 
“Every day, Ma’am,” he replied, his fingers itching to cover himself over again now he was sporting an erection. Eleanor returned to her position leaning on the edge of her desk. “Sometimes more,” 
“Thank you for being honest, Josh,” she said, “but that really won’t do. Something will have to be done…” she said the last part more to herself than to him. 
“Yes Ma’am,” 
“You’re making all the right noises now, but I think that’s what you do, isn’t it Josh? You put on an act, but inside you’re still very angry, and that won’t do, either.” 
Josh stared at her, apprehensive. He felt ridiculous, his cock still half hard in spite of — or perhaps because of — the situation he was in. Eleanor was wearing the same sort of silk shirt as she’d had on in the bar two weeks ago, but this one was black. Her gray pencil skirt fell to just below the knee, hugging her form elegantly. And he wore nothing but a shamefaced look. 
“This is hardly a sign of contrition, either,” she remarked dryly, leaning forward to give his member a light slap. It was not hard enough to hurt too much, but it didn’t feel pleasant either. It was more the shock that made him yelp. “No, you’ve shown no compunction.” 
“I am sorry, Ma’am,” Josh asserted, apprehensive about what he was going to be subjected to. 
“You need to be taught a lesson, something you’ll remember before you act next time,” 
Josh shifted his weight from foot to foot nervously as he watched Eleanor walk behind her desk and pull open a drawer. His heart was pounding, but it wasn’t purely anxiety. Eleanor was in charge, and if he followed her commands precisely, he might be able to please her. She was giving him the chance to get out of this with his job, or so she said. That would have been the icing on the cake, to go through all of this for her amusement and still end up fired. 
“Come over here, place your hands flat on the desk and stick your ass out,” Eleanor said brusquely. Josh didn’t dare try to steal a look at what was in that drawer, he didn’t want to know. He did as he was told. “You’ve needed this for a while now. I’ll tie your hands so you can’t wriggle away if I have to. But first I’m going to give you the chance to take your punishment like a good boy.” 
Josh’s cock throbbed as Eleanor bent him over her desk. He gripped the opposite edge with both hands, shifting his hips as she reached between his legs and pulled his cock down. Her touch was clinical but it still added to his excitement, until he realized why she’d positioned his genitals that way. The first slap landed on the outside of his cheek, and he jerked violently in surprise. Her palms were like steel, cracking down on his flesh without mercy. He focused on the physical sting, reluctant to examine the state of his pride. As her hand landed again and again across his buttocks, and occasionally his balls, Josh gasped and writhed. He gripped the desk so hard his hands were white, battling with himself not to let go. He wanted to, he badly wanted to cover his ass and stop the onslaught, but he wanted to show he could do well if he was given a chance. 
“Please, it hurts!” he said, as her pace increased. It was still even and controlled, but he thought she was going harder on him because he was taking it all without protest. If he expected her to show any mercy, he would be disappointed. Eleanor spanked him until his ass was glowing red and his balls were throbbing and tender. His eyes were wet with tears, as his anger dissolved into shame. 
“Shame is the heart of your anger, Josh. You’ve got to embrace it,” Eleanor advised, her voice calm and casual. It was hard for him to concentrate on what she said as she punctuated it with slaps. 
“I can’t take anymore,” he pleaded, a sob wrenching its way out of his chest. It was as though a dam broke inside of him and he began to cry. Eleanor stopped, rubbing her hand over his burning cheek. The pain was dulled, a pleasant warmth radiating from where she touched him. 
“Why are you crying?” she asked, like it was a test. Josh sniffled and tried to compose himself, but it was difficult. “Take your time,” Eleanor added. 
“Because it hurts,” he said. 
“What hurts?” 
“That I deserve this,” 
Eleanor seemed very satisfied with that answer, as she sat back in her seat and turned Josh around. He was completely flaccid after the ordeal he’d been through. 
“I’ve got something here that will help your mind from wandering and keep you focused,” she said, producing something from her desk. Josh didn’t recognize the object until she started to put it on him, then the pieces came together. It was some sort of cock cage. Ten minutes ago he would have argued. Twenty minutes ago he would have stormed out of the building, probably punching a few walls on the way. After her punishment, it was like a stormy sea inside of him had become tranquil. He knew pain gave off endorphins, but it was more than that. He’d pissed Eleanor off, though she’d barely shown that because she was so in control of herself. He’d pissed her off, and she’d punished him, and now they were moving past it. There was a wonderful simplicity to that, and Josh craved it. 
“Okay,” he said, wincing as she tugged his sore manhood through a loop of plastic. It seemed complex, but Eleanor was very practiced. Josh wondered fleetingly if the young man she’d been out with was wearing one of these under his nicely pressed designer slacks. 
“There, isn’t that better,” she remarked, more to herself. Josh stared at the device between his legs in wonder as she locked it and tucked away the key. 
“How long do I have to be in this?” he asked. It was uncomfortable and he couldn’t imagine ever getting used to it. 
“I’ll review your performance at the end of the week,” 
Josh’s eyebrows shot up. “A whole week?” 
“I think you can manage that,” she said, “don’t you?” 
He looked down at his bare feet and then nodded. It wasn’t about keeping his job anymore, if it ever really had been. It was about proving to her — and himself — that he was capable. 
“You did very well. I thought I might have to tie your hands at one point but you got past it and you let it all go, didn’t you?” 
Josh was warmed by the praise and wondered how he’d ever thought Eleanor was unkind. She didn’t give empty compliments, that was all. 
“If you maintain that level of effort outside of this office I’ll have a special reward for you next week,” 
“Thank you, ma’am,” Josh said. 
“Now I want you to show me you really appreciate how much of my afternoon you’ve taken up here, young man,” 
Josh’s back straightened, unsure of what to do but eager to please. Eleanor slid her skirt up and parted her legs. 
“Get on your knees,” 
He sank down, licking his lips as her pussy was revealed to him. He’d guessed black satin panties to match her bra, but Eleanor surprised him again. She was bare, just how he’d fantasized she would be. His instinct was to devour her, but he fought the urge and took his time, kissing the inside of her thighs and tracing her slit with his lips. He was worshipful as he licked her seam, grunting slightly when she lifted her leg and curled it around his neck, drawing him closer. Her heel dug into his shoulder, sure to leave a bruise. Josh didn’t notice, as her movement had pulled his face into her heat. He moaned as her hand ran through his hair and tugged him this way and that, directing him to getting her off. It was so much easier than trying to guess and listen for the right sounds. His cock was painful between his legs, pushing against the confinement Eleanor had placed it in. If he’d not been caged, he’d have been furiously jerking off. Eleanor came against his mouth and immediately wrenched his head away, smoothing down her clothes. 
“You’ve a lot to learn. Still focused on what’s between your legs,” she said. Josh was stung by it, part of him wanting to point out that he’d still given her an orgasm. That wasn’t exactly true though; it was more that she’d taken it from him. He bit down on an excuse about not being used to the chastity device. Eleanor had no interest in excuses. 
“I’ll try harder in future, Ma’am,” he said, eyes downcast. Eleanor patted his cheek gently. Dismissively. Josh’s humiliation was total as he dressed himself again while Eleanor tapped away at her keyboard and barely spared him a glance. 
Back at his desk, he saw he had an invitation to a performance review at the same time next week, and within its cage, Josh’s cock twitched in anticipation. 


***
Seven days later, he was transformed. It hadn’t been very difficult to get used to wearing the cage after all. Showering at the gym was out of the question, and he’d been nervous at first that it was obvious to everyone who might sneak a glance at his crotch. It wasn’t that the fear went away, just that he didn’t care whether they knew or not. It wasn’t for him to worry about, just like he didn’t have to worry about taking care of his urges. He was focused on his job, and for the first time since he was hired, he was on track to taking home a bonus that month. 
“Delaney, my office, five minutes,” Eleanor said curtly on her way past. Their meeting wasn’t scheduled until two, but Josh didn’t argue. He’d been thinking often about how he could have done better when she’d allowed him to taste her, and he was eager to be given another chance at it. With how well his figures were this week in comparison to last week, she was definitely going to give him that special reward she’d promised. 
Josh knocked on her door and waited to be told to enter. The blinds were already closed, and his excitement doubled. Eleanor was sat behind her desk, but she didn’t look pleased to see him. She was as aloof as ever. A knot of dread settled in his stomach. 
“Same as last week. Out of those clothes,” she said with an edge of disdain. 
“Yes Ma’am,” he said agreeably. She didn’t look up from her computer screen while he stripped, adding to his sense of unimportance. She was so beautiful and powerful, it wasn’t fair that she had to take the time to deal with him like this. If she let him, he would try to convey his appreciation. 
“How have you found wearing the cage?” she asked, in the same tone of voice she asked about approaching deadlines. 
“It’s been OK, actually. Uncomfortable sometimes but nothing I couldn’t handle.” Pride crept in, and he realized he was too pleased with himself. She wouldn’t approve. “I think you’ll see I really tried this week, and it’s paid off.” 
Eleanor’s hard expression softened with amusement, but Josh didn't feel in on the joke. He cleared his throat and reddened as she looked him up and down. 
“I see, and why do you think that was? Be honest.” 
Josh licked his lips and considered saying it was the cage. He didn't want to admit that, though, he wanted it off. He wanted to come. He didn't think he’d ever gone a week without an orgasm before, and his sensitivity was through the roof. 
“I was focused on showing you I can do this. And you said…” he fidgeted, “You said there’d be a special reward,” 
Eleanor’s gray eyes flickered with mirth. 
“Do you want to have sex, Josh? Do you deserve it, after your week of doing the job I pay you to do?” 
It sounded like a trick question but he was desperate, and he really did want to fuck Eleanor. He was trying to get hard just at the thought, the damn chastity device preventing him from growing fully erect. 
“Yes Ma’am,” he said. 
“Come here and get on your knees.” 
He crossed the distance eagerly, already thinking of how he’d please her better than last time. When he rounded the desk, though, he saw something unexpected. Eleanor had a harness around her slim hips, and there was a silicon cock mounted in the silver ring over her pubis. Beneath it, she wore tailored suit pants. Josh’s mouth went dry, and he shot her a confused, betrayed look. 
“What are you waiting for?” she asked, snapping her fingers. He jolted at the tone, going to his knees. She pressed the cock to his lips insistently until he parted them and it slid into his mouth. He had to open wide to fit it in. 
“You’d better get it nice and wet, for your sake,” she advised.
Josh’s sense of dread amplified. Nonetheless, he focused on the task he’d been given, taking the cock into his mouth as far as he could and trying to summon enough saliva to coat it. Eleanor gave him only a moment to adjust before taking hold of his head and forcing it down. He gagged immediately and pulled back up, breathless. His boss gripped his hair tight and held him in place as she thrust up into his mouth, shallow at first and then deeper.
 Josh tried hard not to gag again, his lips fastening over the rubber cockhead and his cheeks hollowing as he sucked. He felt depraved, but stronger than that he felt the need to please. He could get this right, even if Eleanor wasn’t going to make it easy for him. She pushed him down again and Josh knew his throat was going to be raw after the abuse she was inflicting upon it. Tears streamed down his face, but Eleanor didn’t let up until the dildo was slick with his spit. 
“That’ll do,” she said. He stood up, glad that the ordeal was over, only to realize it wasn’t.
 “Lie back on the desk.” 
Josh complied without argument, fearful but trusting. It fell apart as the tip of that toy pressed against his entrance and she hadn’t even removed his cage. To his relief, she at least squeezed some lube over the cock so it’d be sliding into him with more than just his spit to ease the way. 
Eleanor penetrated him slowly, and Josh did his best to relax and not fight the intrusion. The fullness was something he’d never experienced before. His breath was ragged by the time she was buried inside of him to the hilt. He felt pressure, tingling, and as Eleanor inched back and then sank into him again, it intensified. 
“Oh, god…” he moaned, blood rushing to his cock. He gripped the edge of her desk as hard as last week, if not harder. Eleanor was pristine in her work outfit, composed enough to have carried on a conference call while he was a writhing, wanton mess on her desk. She built up her strokes expertly, shallow at first, then long and slow, building and building until she was slamming the entire length of silicon into Josh’s ass.
 The sensation of being fucked, on top of the wrongness of it, was making his cock press insistently on the confines of his cage. It was painful, and when Eleanor tilted her hips slightly and changed the angle of her thrusts just so, each pound struck the sweet spot inside of him. It was like nothing Josh had ever felt before, pulses of warmth and pleasure emanating through him, with just enough pain to keep him grounded. There was pressure building inside of him with every stroke, but the iron grip of the cage made climaxing impossible. He careened towards the edge of something, not an orgasm, but some kind of impending relief. A muted sob escaped him as he ejaculated, the ache in his balls subsiding as his cock leaked onto his abdomen pitifully. Eleanor pulled out of him and Josh winced at the burn in his abused ass as he sat up. That silicon cock jutted obscenely from her groin and he wondered how on earth it had all fitted inside of him. He looked up at her shyly. 
“The difference between when you first walk through that door and after I’m done with you is remarkable,” she mused, “I think bi-weekly reviews are in order until we can sort that out, don’t you?” 
“Yes Ma’am.” 
“Very good. Get dressed and back to work, Delaney,” Eleanor dismissed him. 
Josh trusted that she knew what was best, after all, he was getting to be good at his job once more. He wasn’t simmering with resentment and anger, and he’d have enough money to pay the rent and invest in a new wardrobe of clothes by the end of the month. He understood the reverential way that Eleanor’s companion had gazed at her in the bar three weeks ago. Whoever he was, he’d earned the privilege of being taken out to dinner with her. Josh hoped with obedience and time, that’d be him. He knew he still had a lot of training to go before he earned that, though, and he was grateful to have a boss so willing to give him such thorough hands on instruction. 
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