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		It wasn’t the rejection that hurt. And it wasn’t the time he’d invested, though he had been with her for decades. It wasn’t even all the extra hours he’d put in that finally pushed him over the edge. In the end, it was the simple fact that they had promoted her – a less qualified woman – in his place which drove him to it.

		Paul Clayton had been loyal to her since graduation; Climbed the ranks of that grand old lady, step by step, year on year, turning down lucrative offers and calls from head-hunters left and right, safe in the knowledge that he was on the fast track. By the time it happened he was head of marketing. He was the king of his little kingdom, with over a hundred people under him, overseeing eye-watering budgets and dealing with countless agency relationships every single day. Promoting him had been the obvious choice. Heck, he had practically been doing the job for years already. All he needed was the paperwork to make it official. That, plus the generous raise and the comfortable new office. Paul was as close to a shoe-in as you could imagine. And yet, for some reason, they had given it to her-

		Rebecca Stone.

		He didn’t even know who she was.

		Naturally, Paul had looked her up and examined her profile on the big networking sites in near-forensic detail.

		As far as he could make out, her main asset seemed to be her face. Her profile pic was passable, but then women always lied in those – heavy makeup, perfect lighting, the angle of the lens, etc. There was no doubt in his mind that Rebecca had slept her way through the quick succession of awards and promotions which defined her career. Nobody is that good, not even him.

		He asked around, probing his network of industry contacts for more information. They confirmed his suspicions. The woman who had stolen his guaranteed job was just another acceptably attractive woman with a short skirt and a hunger for powerful cock, climbing the corporate ladder on her hands and knees. She was nothing to worry about. That was another reason why it all felt so unjust. He’d ‘helped’ countless women like her get a leg-up in their careers, sometimes they succeed, but mostly they floundered. The idea that one of these pathetic sluts had leapfrogged him by batting her eyelids and opening her legs drove Paul mad.

		As a point of fact, all three of his immediate subordinates owed their positions to him. Charlotte, head of direct, had knelt down and swallowed his cum almost the first time they met, sucking his cock during the initial interview to discuss the job. Sofia, in charge of digital, had dropped her skirt the second his office door had clicked shut. Celia, the hard-nosed media lead, had seduced him over Christmas drinks and barked like a seal while bent over his desk. All of them had been consensual, all of them had approached him. It was just the way things were done, and Mr Clayton had rather liked it. There were two things in life of which you can be certain – one, that men in power are more attractive than men without power, and, two, that women will do anything for a man with power.

		Fuck this, he mused, as he clicked the send button on his resignation letter. He didn’t have many savings – a man in his lifestyle tended to spend money to make money – but he had hundreds of contacts, favours aplenty to call in, and many, many employees who owed him their position. Besides, Paul Clayton was a man of action. When tough decisions needed to be made, he was the type of person to get things done. It would all be over by the time she started anyway. He had four months to secure a new job before the slut in the skirt started work. In the meantime, he’d focus on polishing up his CV and plagiarising a few papers for his LinkedIn profile. Paul Clayton would be long gone by the time the new woman’s skinny little legs were comfortably under the desk that should have been his.

		

		****

		

		The world changes. Paul had said as much to the countless employees he’d fired over the years. That it had changed quite so much in the decades since his graduation should not have come as a surprise to a man of his calibre, and yet as the first rejection notes started to trickle in, he realised, with a sickening lurch, that he may have drastically misjudged sending in his resignation letter quite so quickly.

		‘Too experienced’, was the standard reply; occasionally, ‘...the wrong type of experience.’ Once or twice, they had even said his skills ‘needed updating.’ And those were the ones who even bothered replying. The vast majority of his applications vanished completely into some sort of digital black hole for mis-placed ambition.

		Every lead he pursued proved fruitless, favours long stored up turned out to be worthless, while his contacts all seemed to have mysteriously left the industry, or not to be able to help him. And all the time, the clock ticked down on his notice period. Hours turned to days turned to weeks. The final day was fast approaching and he still had nowhere to go once the door closed.

		Like many men of a certain marital status, Paul’s financial affairs were structured to deliver the optimum mix of cutting-edge material possessions, minimum responsibility, and comfort. Where thrills were needed, fast cars and gambling played their part and whilst any losses from the former could be anticipated, those accumulated through gambling could not. Small debts span into bigger ones, and manageable overdrafts turned into promises to loan sharks who certainly were not either manageable or friendly. Paul was in an unpleasant amount of debt to some very nasty characters, and the longer it took him to secure a new job, the more uncertain he began to feel about his own health. He had never anticipated a period of substantial unemployment, and now Paul began to worry how he would be able to cover his not inconsiderable outgoings and keep the loan-sharks at bay without a stable income.

		Four months sped by obscenely fast with no options from the outside world and no possibility of relief on the horizon. Paul’s only source of comfort was that he hadn’t been replaced yet. That surely meant the board of directors had lost confidence in the newly appointment skirt and wanted to keep him around for back-up. Maybe – just maybe – things would work out for the best after all. Accordingly, he delayed his leaving party reservations and prepared instead for a month-long overlap with his new boss.

		

		****

		

		There were very few things not to like about his current office, Paul mused as he leaned back into the comfortable leather chair, enjoying one of the increasingly frequent gaps in his calendar. It was spacious, private, and warm; there was a cabinet of clever-looking books he had never read; a shelf for industry awards in which he had very little hand in actually achieving; his desk was broad and busy-looking, yet not cluttered; a huge picture window framed the city skyline on the far wall; and most of all, it was full of memories.

		He drifted back through his memories now, reliving many of the wonderful sexual experiences he’d enjoyed within this comfortable office. Over by the window, Charlotte had got to her knees and licked his cum from her perfectly shaded lips, while her pert little nipples stood out through her workday blouse. He had leaned against the window frame, watching the world turn beneath them while she drained the last of his balls into her skilled mouth. He recalled that she thanked him once she stood up and straightened out her skirt.

		Paul remembered how Sofia slipped out of her skirt and strode across the room wearing nothing but stockings, suspenders, and a pair of black satin panties. He vividly recalled how the lingerie stood out against her lightly tanned skin. Now that was a woman who knew how to get what she wanted... and he made her work for it.

		He touched the desk where Celia’s dark breasts had once left smudge mark across the varnish while he railed her from behind and pulled her hair and made her beg permission to cum. That had been a lot of fun. Well worth the overtime.

		Paul sighed, feeling that familiar tug at the front of his pants as the memories triggered that primal part of his body. His new boss had started earlier that morning, but he hadn’t seen her yet. So far, she’d been sequestered in meetings and making introductions on the upper floors, while he played Solitaire on the computer and wondered if he could get away with taking a longer lunch. He was both mildly surprised and disappointed that the new bitch hadn’t bothered to look in on him. She must have known that he was the one she beat for the position, which had led directly to his resignation. Maybe that was why she was staying clear – she was embarrassed. Maybe she suspected that he was waiting in the wings for her to fail and that was why she chose to avoid him.

		The day dragged on. With each passing hour, Paul felt his frustration growing. Maybe he should summon one of his girls, drag them over the coals a bit, watch them squirm over some minor budget infraction. He enjoyed the feeling of control that a little harmless derision brought on; the way it reminded them who was in charge, the way it made his cock swell, the way his hapless victim stumbled and stammered through her excuses. Yes, he’d get one of them to come in, maybe see if he could make them stand throughout, let them fidget and worry while he tutted and poked a finger at his spreadsheet. Today, he concluded, as the blood began to pulse in his lap, it would be Charlotte. Her recent engagement made it all so much more enjoyable. Paul loved the thought that even after she had met her soon-to-be husband, she had knelt willingly in his office and swallowed his cum. It was a power he would always hold over the happy couple.

		Paul reached for his keypad and typed out a terse note: ‘Come immediately... budgetary irregularities... very disappointed... hoped to avoid disciplinary measures...’ He paused for a moment, feeling his erection throb in anticipation. He grinned to himself and squeeze the front of his pants and clicked the send button.

		The note reached Charlotte’s device immediately. Seconds later, an icon appeared next to it, indicating that she had read the message. Paul squeezed his manhood again, trying to imagine the look on Charlotte’s face. Her beautiful eyes and blushing cheeks and full lips. She’d be checking her budgets now, calling round her team in a flustered panic, trying to pin down the error. Her pupils dilating, her neck reddening, her voice faltering. A few more minutes and the reply would come. Maybe she would offer to make it up to him before he even suggested such a thing.

		Twenty long minutes passed before he realised that her response wasn’t coming. Twenty minutes of rubbing and hoping, followed by worry, disappointment and finally fury. The notification status showed she had received the message seconds after he sent it, but she had done nothing.

		How dare she? After all he had done for her. How dare she ignore such a clear and important request from her superior? If he still had any ambition to take the top job, when the chance arose, Paul simply could not let this stand. Charlotte, it seemed, had been a very silly young lady, and silly young ladies needed to be put in their place. She would do a lot more than swallow his cum, oh yes. He was going to make her sorry she had dared to ignore him.

		Before he could think of a new way to make Charlotte squirm, his computer pinged with an email. Paul blinked and clicked on the message. It was a company-wide message from Stone, Rebecca. His stomach twisted.

		Dear all,

		I wanted to start my tenure with exciting news for my new team. I’m delighted to report that Sofia George, Charlotte Grayson, and Celia Old have all been promoted to Head of Department and will report directly to me from now on. All three have been more than awesome, worked hard, sacrificed much, and richly deserve their new status. Please join me in congratulating them and wishing them well with their new responsibilities.

		R.

		Paul almost snorted aloud. It was all so affected, so casual, so easy. Nobody lasted long in this line of work while writing emails in such an informal manner as that.

		A sudden chill seized him. Nausea welled in his stomach. Cold sweat broke out, triggered by the sickening realisation that he had made a terrible miscalculation.

		The three girls were being promoted – into his role. He wasn’t going to take over from Rebecca: she was lining up his replacements. He wasn’t being held in reserve. There was no opportunity to replace the new hire. The scenario where Paul stepped in to rescue the firm from its poor decision making was a fantasy. It was all crashing down around his ears.

		Paul reread the note. A mild panicky feeling flickered to life. He rose from his seat, paced to the window, walked an agitated circuit of the room. Think! What were his options? He needed money. Desperately. He had no options and his job was literally being yanked out from underneath him.

		He paced the room over and over, almost wearing a groove in the carpet. What choices did he have? It was far, far too late to revoke his resignation. Hell, the board of directors would probably help him to the car if he tried to stick around for much longer.

		After minutes or hours of stomach-churning agony and indecision, Paul’s thoughts were interrupted by the chirp of another new email. He braced himself and clenched his jaw and opened the message. It was from Rebecca Stone and it was addressed solely to him.

		

		––––––––

		

		Stone, Rebecca.

		Invite: We should talk... I have a proposition for you.

		Location: Stone, R l. Office.

		11.30

		She wanted to talk to him in five minutes. His heartbeat quickened. What would she want from him? She had already usurped his role in the company and replaced his position. Perhaps there was something else he could do. Maybe a sideways move? A new role in a smaller office? Maybe he could talk options with her and make this chick see sense. He’d been with the company for years; his experience would be invaluable.

		He grinned. Maybe, just maybe, things would work out in his favour. He closed his laptop, pulled on his suit jacket, and headed for the elevator.

		

		****

		

		The heavy oak door was closed. He rapped three times, each knock loud and authoritative. He was not going to back down from a fight.

		After a moment of silence, he heard a pleasant female voice from the other side of the door.

		“Come.”

		Paul pushed the door open and stepped into the office that should, by rights, have been his. He’d coveted the space for years. It was wide and spacious enough to seat ten people around a meeting table. The carpet was thick and full. The windows were wide and the view was better than his own. Dark oak wood panels lined the walls, with space for framed photos and achievement certificates here and there. It was a sumptuous, comfortable room.

		At the centre of the room, sitting in a high-backed leather chair like a queen sits on a throne, was Rebecca Stone. She was behind a broad hardwood desk and Paul’s thoughts were immediately drawn to the possibility of bending her over that piece of furniture for a spanking.

		“You like?” She gestured around the room; at the few pieces of furniture she had installed so far.

		Paul froze, unable to take his eyes from this new woman. He had seen her photos on social media and knew that she was attractive, but nothing he saw online had prepared him for the vision he now encountered. Her mahogany-brown hair was tied in a neat bun that gave her a severe appearance; her face was angular yet perfectly proportioned; her hazel eyes shone with a fierce energy which seemed to draw him closer. Rebecca’s skin was a pale cream, worn with little make-up, so that the natural colouring contrasted beautifully with her dark hair, while on her cheek, a single mole punctuated what was, Paul realised, the most captivating expression he had ever seen. With one look, Rebecca had disarmed him. All Paul’s expectations and plans and apprehensions vanished in an instant. She wasn’t just some empty-headed tart who slept her way into this office as he had previously assumed. She was gorgeous. He had no idea what he felt in that moment, but he knew he had to make her his, to possess her utterly, to do whatever it took to have Rebecca Stone in his life.

		“Is something wrong?” She looked at him with a quizzical expression. There was a hint of amusement in her features, as though reading his thoughts.

		Paul shook his head, suddenly aware that he had been staring. He mumbled an apology and cast his eyes around for another chair to sit in. There was none. He turned and saw a comfortable couch and two armchairs by the back wall, positioned for casual meetings and discussions. He started to become acutely aware of the loud silence in the room and her gaze. Flustered, he said the only words that came to mind.

		“There’s no chair.”

		“That’s right.” She spoke as though she were a kindergarten teacher and he was a child showing off a bug on a stick.

		“May I?” He signalled to the couch. He could feel a new sense of frustration and anxiety rising within. He was off-balance and he knew it.

		“You may stand, yes.”

		It was not what he had meant and she knew this, but now it had been allowed, Paul was left stranded and floundering in the middle of her office, unable to sit without causing offence. It was a silly trap, entirely reliant on the rules of courtesy and hierarchy, and Paul had fallen right in. He stood silently for a moment considering the patch of floor in front of him, unable to meet her gaze. This, he realised, was the most basic of power games, and he had lost.

		A polite cough brought him back to the room.

		Paul looked up. Rebecca’s perfectly sculpted eyebrows were raised, her red lips tight in disapproval. It was as if she were a school teacher expecting homework she knew had not been done. Moments before, he had been ready to discuss his future but now, already, he had been reduced unexpectedly to this state of helplessness. In a few short seconds, Rebecca Stone had thoroughly unmanned him and made him feel like... well, like one of the girls Paul summoned to his office.

		“So?” She looked at him with dark, piercing eyes. That single word was a prompt, one that hung in the air like a laden threat. She expected Paul to say something, to respond, to begin the conversation. But he found as he stood before her, no words would come. And as he waited, he grew more frustrated with himself and as his annoyance grew, so too did his feeling of helplessness. All the while she sat behind her desk, regarding him as she trailed the end of her designer pen over the soft flesh of her lips.

		“Well,” she said, her tone full of disappointment, finally ending his discomfort and embarrassment, “since the cat seems to have your tongue firmly within its grasp, I’ll begin.” And so saying, she rose slowly from her seat.

		Paul’s eyes swept her up and down. It was a force of habit; especially around beautiful women like her. Everything else seemed to melt into the background and she became the sole focus of his gaze.

		She was tall for a woman, five ten or eleven, but with a figure in perfect proportion. Her thin waist seemed to accentuate the size of her wide hips. Those hips filled and stretched her tailored black skirt and Paul cold imagine grasping her body in all the right places. She wore a dark jacket, fastened by a single button, that accentuated her full, rounded chest. He glimpsed the faint silhouette of black underwear around her prominent breasts. She had two open buttons on her sheer blouse, offering a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage that forced Paul to look away, before he openly stared at her in hunger. If the other girls in the office were delicious appetizers, Rebecca Stone was the sumptuous main course.

		Paul could sense the flow of blood to his groin increase. He felt the flesh of his cock thicken, its shaft solidifying and pushing at his pants. A joyous high-pitched ache began in his balls, spreading along his penis, calling him to touch, to stroke it. He could feel the gray material of his pants tent, and the rush of pleasure as his dick met the resistance of the cloth.

		“It’s hard, isn’t it?” Her immaculate lips curled into a cruel, cunning smile. She rounded the desk and perched her butt on the front edge, allowing her skirt to ride up and expose those firm, creamy thighs.

		Paul flushed with embarrassment. His hand instinctively shot to his groin, trying to hide the excitement growing there. He looked absurd, like a soccer player protecting himself from a free kick. Rebecca chuckled, eyes flashing with dark amusement.

		“I didn’t mean you,” she said, turning her laptop so that the screen faced her vantage point. “I was referring to the fact that you applied for this job too. But you failed. It must be hard to meet me.”

		Paul flushed even darker, but dared not remove his hands. The suit pants were unforgiving and even the hint of arousal would have been obvious. He didn’t want to hand this woman any more ammunition than she already had.

		Rebecca arched an eyebrow. “No reply? I’ve heard so much about you, Paul. I’ve heard... stories.”

		He swallowed hard. What was he supposed to say to that? She had already elevated three of the women Paul once enjoyed in his office, he had to assume that she knew everything about him. He clamped his mouth shut and decided to stay quiet. If she knew, there was no point denying anything. If she didn’t know anything, silence wouldn’t hurt. Despite the awkwardness of the situation, his manhood refused to quit. He was powerless, rudderless, and totally helpless. This must be what deer felt in the headlights of oncoming trucks. His focus was split. He looked into her eyes but couldn’t hold that knowing gaze without blushing further. He couldn’t look away from her without looking guilty. He tried to focus on a spot near her right shoulder.

		Rebecca clicked her tongue and turned to scan her computer. Paul’s eyes immediately swept over her legs, unable to stop himself.

		Bare, waxed legs, long and well formed, of the same pale tone as her face, dangled enticingly over the edge of the desk. Paul’s dick twitched in response, and he was glad that her attention was diverted elsewhere. A patent shoe dangled from her toes. It was a well formed, high-heeled office shoe, designed to convey wealth, status, and power. He gazed for a moment at the soft flesh of her arch, the curve of her ankle, marvelling at the contrast between pale skin and harsh, shiny leather.

		“Finished?” Her voice was like a slap.

		He jerked himself out of his reverie and saw that she was looking at him. She had caught him gazing at her body. He cursed himself.

		“I’m finished,” he said.

		“As I said, it must be difficult being here with me.”

		It was, and not merely for the reason she meant. She continued, oblivious to his inner turmoil.

		“I’m sure you know by now that there will be a few changes round here. A couple of promotions. Some... layoffs.” She lingered here, holding his gaze. “In fact, one of the jobs that I’m going to axe is yours. With my new structure in place, there’s no room for a... man... like you.”

		That smarted. Not only was she so casual about ruining his career, she even paused before referring to Paul as a man.

		Had she done that deliberately? He couldn’t be sure, but in his befuddled state he could only guess she had. It was another power game, another exertion of her newfound control over him.

		“Sofia, Charlotte, and Celia, they’re all talented girls, don’t you agree? Bright, communicative, gifted. They should be able to do your old job with their eyes closed.”

		She flashed him a bright, beautiful smile. It should have relaxed Paul and calmed those fraught nerves, but instead it made him feel even more uneasy. Why would she smile at a time like this? While saying these things? Was she enjoying his defeat this much?

		“I interviewed them you know. Talked them through what they could expect from me as their new boss. Talked to them about the opportunities under me. We hit it off almost immediately. They’re very forthcoming at interview. Loads to say about you. Lots to say about their relationship with you... and about your own interview techniques. We’ve been talking for a few weeks now, long before I arrived today. I’ve had plenty of time to absorb their statements.”

		Her smile widened. It didn’t look so beautiful now. Paul squirmed on the spot, unable to turn and run. He felt his face turn pale. A horrible sickly emptiness welled within his guts. He felt dizzy, weak. What had they told her? What did Rebecca know? Would they have blown the whistle at the first opportunity? Surely, they knew, they owed him their jobs. Had their devotion to him been a sham?

		A cocktail of confusion, vulnerability, and betrayal flooded his system. This woman knew everything. She could have him fired. Hell, she could get him sued, imprisoned, disgraced... the list of possibilities seemed endless. All at once, every single one of Paul’s indiscretions and power plays and dangerous liaisons flashed before his eyes. His future had seemed bleak before this meeting. Now the remainder of his life looked pitch black. He swallowed and kept his mouth shut.

		“It seems that you have been a bad boss, Paul. A very, very bad boss.” She lowered her voice, leaning towards him as she spoke, so that her cleavage blossomed. He felt his cock respond. His eyes flickered downward for a moment, resting on her swell of her creamy bosom, and returned to her cruelly smiling face once more. He tried to will himself to walk out of the building and never look back, but he had to know what she wanted. Why was she doing this to him?

		“Times have changed. No-one looks fondly on sexual misconduct any more. And I’ve been told some very colourful stories about your conduct. I almost blushed once or twice.” She shot him a gaze that suggested she rarely blushed at anything. “Tell me, Paul, do you think it’s acceptable to force an interviewee to suck your cock?”

		Paul sputtered, lost for words. He stammered and hemmed and hawed and flapped his gums to no effect. She continued.

		“Is it fair to expect a candidate to – what was it you said? Oh yes – to ‘stay behind and take it the same way’? How crude.” She glanced at her computer as she spoke, reading the text from the screen.

		He swallowed hard. He remembered all too well. He had deliberately chosen those words before interviewing Celia and he remembered the look on her face when he said them. Hearing them now, in this context, made his skin crawl. Christ, she was making him out to be some kind of monster. If he didn’t do something now, she was going to tear him to pieces.

		“Listen, Becky,” he said, “I don’t know what you’ve been told, and frankly I don’t care. Whatever those three little bitches have said about me simply isn’t true, and even if it were, it wouldn’t matter. What are you going to do, fire me? I already resigned. I leave at the end of the week, so who gives a shit?”

		She raised an eyebrow, but didn’t interrupt. He felt his blood boiling over and pressed on, emboldened by her silence.

		“The world hasn’t changed. You may have charmed your way into this office, but outside, things are still run by men. Backs are still scratched, networks still hold, boards still turn a blind eye to past indiscretions, for the right man. I’m leaving for another job, and there’s not a thing you, or any one of those lying sluts can do about it.”

		Paul grinned, proud of himself. It had been a good speech, a knockout blow delivered just when his adversary had thought the game was over. He felt good. Relaxed, even.

		“Except you’re not.” Again, that coy smile glittered on her face.

		“Not... what?”

		“You’re not off to another job, are you?”

		His blood ran cold again. How the fuck could she possibly know that?

		“I know, Paul. I know you don’t have another job after this. I do my homework and I do it thoroughly. It’s not just my charms that won me this job. I know you don’t have anything lined up. All your favours, all your friends, all your industry contacts – none of them threw you a single bone. How curious.”

		She paused for a moment and crossed her perfect legs with a flourish. Paul forced his eyes to remain on her face.

		“I know all this because I made sure of it.”

		Paul’s mouth opened. Nothing came out. He stared at her with unseeing eyes.

		“It’s a small industry when you come down to it.” She ignored his dumbstruck expression and kept talking, leaning back over the desk in total comfort. “This industry is even smaller when you get to the top players, the really big dogs, the people in the know. And when I called around and started telling them the things I’d heard about you... well, needless to say, they were shocked. Tell me, how many people called you back or brought you in for a talk? None?”

		“You bitch!” The words escaped his clenched teeth in a furious hiss.

		“Well, I am one of those big dogs now, so yes, I am a bitch. In fact, I am The Bitch. And, for the record, you will never call me Becky ever again. My friends call me Rebecca. My colleagues call me Ms Stone. You, however, will call me Mistress.”

		The sickness in Paul’s stomach twisted and turned to cold fury. Anger rose. His face reddened. His fists clenched. He looked at her smirking face and dark eyes and had the insane urge to lunge at her, to tackle her off the desk and give her something to really think about. But he stayed where he was.

		Rebecca was right, of course. He was completely ruined. She had destroyed his career and cut off his escape. What the fuck was he supposed to do now? A man like his had a very specific skill set. He was useless outside this industry. He could get a low-level office job, maybe something in management, but nothing approaching his current salary and perks. And that was assuming these accusations didn’t follow him wherever he went. This bitch had fucked him before he even knew they were playing.

		“How long will it take before your savings run out?” She batted her eyelashes pretending to be concerned over his situation. “How long before you lose your home? A couple of months? Possibly more, but then what? Start again? You’re too old for that. You’ve come too far. Face it, Paul. You’re in deep shit.”

		Panic surged in his throat. She was right and they both knew it. He was in the fierce grip of her trap and there was no escape. His stomach turned and turned like a bottle in a tsunami. This smiling bitch had him dead to rights.

		Rebecca slid off the desk. His eyes fixed on her as she walked back around and sat in her chair again, the fresh leather creaking under her ass.

		“If only,” she said, pretending to think, “if only there was someone out there, just one person in the industry willing to take a chance on a man with a record like yours. If only...” She tapped her perfectly manicured nails thoughtfully on the table.

		Paul was on the verge of a nervous breakdown now. He stared at her in wild desperation, praying for her to throw him something – anything – that he could grab onto, some kind of lifeline to use and get out of this shitshow. He would do anything now. He was beyond vanity, beyond pride, beyond dignity. This beautiful ice queen had skewered him like meat on a grill. He stared at her, hands hanging limp at his sides, breathless and waiting on her next words.

		“Hmm, hang on...” Rebecca had a knack for the theatrical, a talent that she now used with expert flair. “What if I could find a job for you?”

		Paul’s eyes flicked open. His face brightened. There was hope. But he held his breath.

		“Of course, it wouldn’t be your old job, and the pay wouldn’t be quite the same, but, yes... I think I might be able to find you something. Like I said, I’m planning to restructure this place extensively.”

		“Really?” His voice betrayed his inner eagerness, but it didn’t matter. It was a lifeline and he was determined to seize it.

		“Maybe.” She shrugged, acting unconcerned. He was almost hopping on the spot with giddiness. The sight almost made her laugh. “I can’t promise you anything and you’d definitely have to interview, but now I come to think of it, I may just have the perfect role for a man of your abilities.”

		“I’ll take it.”

		“You don’t know what it is yet.” She raised her eyebrows again. This was almost too easy.

		“Look, I’ll do it. You’d... you’d be saving my life. Literally.”

		“And the interview?”

		“What do you need to know? We’ll do it now. I have time.” There was desperation in his voice that amused her deeply.

		“Well, this is all very irregular...” She sucked air through her teeth.

		“Please?” He would drop to his knees and beg if she demanded it.

		“Now?” She checked her watch. “Right now?”

		“Please. If you have the time.”

		Rebecca Stone leaned forward and pressed a small gray button on her desk phone. She said, “No disturbances please Claire.” She released the button and leaned back in the chair, a smile on her face once more. A cruel, victorious smile. “Ok, you have half an hour. This is how it’s going to work...”

		

		****

		

		A few short hours ago, Paul had been the cockiest man in the office. Now, he was naked, curled into a ball, and hiding underneath Rebecca Stone’s desk. His clothes were neatly folded and left on a chair, along with his pride and dignity. All Paul could do was try not to get carpet burn on his knees, and thank his lucky stars that Rebecca’s desk had a front to hide his shame if anyone entered the room.

		Oh, the bitter fucking irony did not escape him. He’d waited years to put his legs under this desk, and here he was at last, albeit subjugated and humiliated and powerless. Rebecca’s feet rested next to his face, one shoe occasionally tapping the carpet while she paused in thought.

		This was his life now. What choice did he have? She had backed him into a corner with expert precision. If he turned her down, his life was over. Goodbye job, goodbye house, goodbye car, goodbye lifestyle... Hell, if the loan sharks caught up to him, he’d be in even deeper shit. It was far better to swallow his pride and do what she wanted – for now, at least. Maybe this way he could try to charm her and gain his old job back.

		Rebecca had ignored him for almost a full hour now, since she ordered him to get on his knees and crawl into his new office. All the while, she had remained in her chair, fingers clattering across the keyboard above his head. It sounded like rain on a tin roof. It was almost soothing.

		He remained in this position without moving or making a sound. Rebecca had been clear about her expectations for him. She had been even clearer about the penalties for non-compliance. At first, the offer had shocked and horrified Paul and he almost walked out thinking it was a sick joke. But Rebecca wasn’t joking. Faced with the choice between humiliating himself for a living and spending the rest of his life on the run from people who wanted their money back. No, there wasn’t much of a choice. All he had to do was swallow his pride and get on his knees – naked.

		“You want a job here in my team?” Rebecca had said, her eyes glinting with malice. “I’ll give you a new purpose, boy. Get undressed and get on your knees...”

		The shiny black gloss toe of Rebecca’s office shoe hovered before his eyes, just out of his reach. His eyes followed it through the air as she moved and stretched her foot. A bright red sole stretched along the underside, up to the pit of its spiked heel. The sharp stiletto edge looked both dangerous for the man huddled beneath, but also tempting. Paul fought the absurd instinct to move closer and suck that heel, but he had been ordered not to move and he wasn’t going to fail her. Not now. It was too important. Instead, he fixed his eyes on her feet and waited.

		A faded, worn label still adorned the red sole of Rebecca’s shoe. Her toes pressed into the nose of the shoe, creating a sort of cleavage which Paul found uniquely appealing. Beyond that, the slope of her gorgeous shin led to the angle of her knees and up into the darkness and shadow of her skirt. He couldn’t see anything beyond her thighs, but that didn’t stop his eyes from flicking in that direction every time she shifted her weight.

		Paul reached for his penis, feeling the hard meat twitch and buck at his touch. He had no idea why this was turning him on so much. It didn’t make sense. He loved being the big man in the office, the alpha male. He loved taking charge and dominating desperate young sluts. Hell, he wasn’t even a foot guy. But this was turning out to be the mother of all strange days.

		His hand gently closed around that pulsing member, feeling his pulse beat a steady rhythm through the shaft. There was a rich ache across his groin and a tingling tightness deep in his sack that let him know he was seriously aroused. If he wasn’t careful, he might even seep precum onto the carpet. What punishments would Rebecca inflict if he made a mess in her new office? He tingled at the thought.

		There was a sudden sharp rapping on the desk above his head. Three firm taps from Rebecca’s dainty knuckles. Paul held his breath. That was the signal. The keyboard had fallen silent. She was ready for him.

		Rebecca’s chair silently drifted backward on the carpet, allowing tasteful office light to flood his enclosure. He blinked in the light like a man emerging from a cave, but didn’t dare to move. The office chair creaked as Rebecca shifted on the expensive leather. Her legs moved and uncrossed and parted before him. One perfectly manicured hand lowered into view beneath the desk and she pointed a single finger to the dark, shadowy forbidden fruits under her skirt. Paul swallowed. It would be foolish to hesitate or resist or refuse such a direct command, but he couldn’t help second-guessing himself. Was all this above board? Was it even legal? He had no idea.

		Paul shook off his nerves and got into a kneeling position between her feet. He could sense Rebecca’s eyes somewhere above him but didn’t dare to look at her. He leaned forward, turned his face to her inner thighs, and slowly moved closer to his goal.

		He was nervous, troubled in ways he had never experienced before. His body shook with anticipation; his cock hard, throbbing with urgency. His mind was a confusion of frustrated anger and lust. It was wrong – not just the situation, but the fact that he, Paul Clayton, was the one on his knees giving oral pleasure to his boss under the desk. He’d been on the receiving end of this a dozen times throughout his career and never once considered reversing the roles. Yet here he was, breathing in Rebecca Stone’s feminine musk and licking his dry lips and breathing hard with the anticipation of what he was about to do.

		He wanted desperately to take Rebecca, to lay her on the desk and fuck her into submission and make her scream his name while he pumped his load into her unprotected pussy. The old Paul would have done it, would have bent her to his will, would have fucked her into seeing reason. Yet here he was, naked and cowed under the desk he had coveted for so long, with Rebecca’s pussy open before him... and all he wanted to do was please her as she had instructed.

		His lips brushed her inner thigh. She was warm. Soft. Immaculately waxed. Smooth and delicious. He worked slowly inwards, planting light kisses on her firm, toned flesh. She had powerful legs, he noticed. Perhaps she rode horses outside of work. Or maybe she was used to crushing men like him.

		Paul gently placed long, slow, soft kisses on Rebecca’s thighs, taking care not to go too fast or appear too eager. It was challenging. From the instant Paul’s lips met her soft, cool skin, he felt a surge of adrenaline coursing through his body. He’d done this with women before, many times. But on those occasions, it had been about Paul giving pleasure in exchange for control. The harder they came, the more they owed him. A simple exchange of power. This time was different. This time he was a supplicant, eager to please – no, his life literally depended on it.

		His cock throbbed, bobbing uselessly in the air. He felt it twitching, flapping, waving between his legs, like a rock-hard windsock in a strong breeze. There was nothing he could do about it, no way to hide it. Rebecca had given him the curtesy of looking away as he stripped off and slid beneath her desk, but he suspected that she wouldn’t be so kind a second time. Each kiss caused him to throb harder. The closer her got to his goal, the stiffer his cock became. He’d never been this hard before, not even when watching Charlotte slobber all over his shaft with her greedy mouth.

		Rebecca gently lifted her butt and pulled the hem of her skirt back to expose more of those perfect, powerful thighs. Paul immediate fixated on the prize nestled between her thighs: Rebecca’s neatly trimmed and puffy pink womanhood. No panties for this boss. She was too good for underwear, anyway. He drew near and paused for a moment, his head between Rebecca’s legs and hidden from view beneath her office skirt, enjoying the warmth of her most intimate parts. He breathed deeply, inhaling her aroma. He gently blew on her mound, watching her expertly trimmed hair ripple in the breeze. She parted her legs a little wider, allowing her soft pink lips to gently part and open, revealing a deliciously wet opening and a tender little clit in desperate need of stimulation. The sight of such a wonderful pussy caused Paul’s cock to shudder once again. She was glistening with dew already, but he couldn’t tell if it was due to his gentle, breathy kisses along her inner thigh, or if she really enjoyed subjugating him.

		He leaned closer. It was not a comfortable position. The legs and wheels of her office chair were in his way, forcing him to crane his neck and keep a stiff back to get a proper angle on that magnificent pussy. But he pushed his discomfort to the side. This was not about his feelings or his comfort; this was all about worshipping his new boss, Mistress Stone. He tried to ignore the desperate, agonizing pulse of his cock, hoping against hope that he wouldn’t embarrass himself, and concentrated on the job she had given him.

		Paul extended his tongue and gingerly ran it along the lips of her waiting cunt. He felt her legs shudder. Rebecca’s hips wriggled in the cushioned leather seat. Paul let the tip of his tongue play on the outer folds of her sex, allowing the sensation, the anticipation, to build. He started by lapping at her in soft, gentle strokes, letting her entire sex feel the warmth of his tongue. As Rebecca began to react to his exploring tongue, he began probing and poking his tongue deeper into her sex, tasting her excitement and drinking at the fountain of her lust.

		He could smell her juices now, feel the gradual easing of her pussy as his attentions caused it to slacken. She moaned softy. Tentatively, as if he were a bather dipping his toe into a hot bath, he grazed the surface of her bud. She shuddered. Paul’s cock twitched. A sensation of pure delight lit within him. The sound of her heavy breathing and gently moaning was the most wonderful thing he had ever heard. He needed more.

		A fire burned in his gut. For the first time in his life, Paul wanted to make a woman climax with no thought of what she might do for him. He grew bolder in his lusty licking, curling his tongue and lightly flicking her clit back and forth. She reached under the desk and grasped his hair. When his tongue gave her pleasure, Rebecca applied a little more pressure in her grip. Paul instinctively felt her clutch tighten and repeated certain actions, consumed by the need to please his Mistress. He swirled his tongue in tight circles around the outside of her engorged bud. Her juices flowed freely now, and from time to time he lapped at her cunt’s opening, lubricating his mouth and drinking in her delicious nectar, before shifting back to the rhythmic stimulation of her clit. He used every move he knew from years of eating pussy, and even tried a few new movements with his tongue.

		While Paul licked at Rebecca’s pussy, his cock throbbed, ignored and forgotten.

		Between making delicate circles of her clit, Paul sunk his head lower, allowing his nose to lose itself in her wet warmth, pleasuring her pussy with his face, inviting her to grind back onto him, to fuck him. He could feel the muscles of her thighs tense now. Her grip on his hair tightened. Her breathing came hard and heavy. She pushed forward, forcing his tongue deep inside, moving his face up and down across her swollen cunt. She held his head with both hands, directing his attentions, using him as she might a sex toy. She began to groan. He could feel her body shake, her pussy flood with juice. She clamped a hand over her mouth to muffle the groans. He swallowed hungrily, keen to savour the moment, wanting nothing more than to be flooded by her cum. Lost in the delirium of sexual servitude he kissed her gratefully, making love to her pussy with his mouth, greedily drinking her in. She shuddered with pleasure. Her fingers gripped his head hard enough to leave bruises. His jaw hurt, his back ached, and his neck was stiffer than ever, but Paul kept pleasuring her. His life was entirely dedicated to this moment. Her orgasm was all that mattered.

		After a time, he felt her muscles loosen and become slack. Rebecca pushed his head away gently but forcefully, telling him without words that his task was completed and she had no further use for him.

		Paul retreated to his space on the floor and curled up at her feet like a faithful pet. His enflamed cock throbbed so hard it hurt. He forced himself to focus on her feet and stop thinking about the intense pressure in his swollen balls.

		

		****

		

		For a while, everything was quiet. Rebecca adjusted her hair and straightened her skirt and allowed her heart to slow back to its usual rhythm. Then she resumed working and all Paul could hear was the echoing rattling of her keyboard once again. he felt the wet cum on his face and hair started to cool and dry in places. He ran his tongue over her hips, tasting her salty juices once again. It was a wonderful flavour. Addictive. He could get used to that taste.

		It was warm under the desk. The heat of Rebecca’s legs and the thick, soft carpeting kept him comfortable, despite being curled into a ball. He listened to his Mistress type, wondering how long this interview was supposed to last. His watch was over on the chair, along with the rest of his clothing. She had given him thirty short minutes to prove his worth and all he could was hope that it had been enough. He had made her climax, that was true. He closed his eyes and prayed that it was good enough.

		After a long period of silence except for the incessant tapping of her keyboard, Rebecca finally spoke. It was the first time he had heard her voice since she ordered him under the desk some time before, and her tone was strict and business-like.

		“Good. The interview is over.”

		The sudden snap of her voice caused his balls to tighten. His still-hard cock throbbed. It felt like he would never go flaccid again.

		“That will be all for now. Get up.”

		The office chair rolled back and Rebecca’s legs stepped outside his field of vision. Light flooded his dark little cave again. He clambered out from under her desk, blinking, feeling aches and cramps in places he didn’t know could ache.

		Paul stood up and stretched, rubbing at his eyes until they adjusted to the light. As his vision returned, his heart sank.

		Rebecca stood on the other side of the desk, in the middle of the room. She was radiant, her skin bright with the afterglow of the orgasm he had so lovingly given. Yet she looked immaculate in her clothes with not a hair out of place. Her expression was stern and authoritative. Paul had never seen anyone so beautiful. In fact, he was so focused on her that he didn’t see the others for a few seconds, until there was a feminine giggle.

		Three people filled the small couch at the far end of the room. Three people he knew all too well. They looked deeply amused, looking at him with incredulous, almost delighted, smiles. Paul’s hands flew to his manhood, trying to hide his shame, but it was far, far too late. At least five seconds had already passed. They had seen everything.

		Charlotte, Sofia, and Celia beamed at his humiliation. Sofia held her phone up, recording everything, a cruel smile on her face. Paul froze, mortified. His first instinct was to run for the door, but the girls were sitting on his clothes. Maybe he could-

		Rebecca snapped her fingers. His mad thoughts ceased as suddenly as they had started. He turned his attention to her. She pointed to a spot on the floor next to her. He understood at once and walked around the desk, looking down from the silently giggling audience, still covering himself.

		“Hands behind your back.” Rebecca’s voice was like an icicle in his ear. He swallowed and obeyed, gripping his hands together behind his back. The three girls watched with delighted interest. Sofia kept casually filming. Charlotte wiped a tear of laughter away from her eyes. He stared hard at a spot on the floor and silently begged for this to be over.

		“Ladies,” Rebecca now sounded soft, almost friendly. She had the silky-smooth tones of a used car salesman. “I’d like you to meet the newest member of our little team. This is Paul. Say hello, Paul.”

		“Hello.” He didn’t look up. In his peripheral vision, he could see Celia covering her mouth in silent laughter.

		“Paul will be joining us as my personal assistant. He passed the interview today – just barely, I might add – and will be an asset for us all going forward. I’m sorry you had to witness this...”

		She gestured at Paul’s exposed cock with a lazy wave of her hand. The women laughed with glee. Paul’s cheeks burned hotter, but his manhood twitched. He couldn’t understand why this shame was turning him on so damned much.

		“As I’m sure you understand, there will be no official contract covering Paul’s role, so to that end, Sofia is making a live recording of this meeting for future use. This means – Paul, I’m talking to you, lift your head up.”

		He snapped to attention as though prodded with a gun. His eyes settled on a spot somewhere above the couch on the far wall. He tried not to notice the three women watching him.

		“What this means for you, Paul, is that we can throw your ass out of here any time we like. No pension, no union, no warning. One mistake, one toe out of line, you’re gone. You will do exactly as you’re told from this day forward, or you’re ruined. Do you understand?”

		He nodded.

		“I can’t hear you.”

		“I under... I understand.” His voice was weak. It didn’t sound like his own.

		“Excellent. There will be no salary negotiations, no pay rises, no bonuses. Your previous pay will be cut into quarters. The three women in front of you will take one quarter each, and you will keep whatever is left.”

		He gasped. A quarter of his pay? Was she fucking kidding? That was insane! He could survive on that – barely – but he’d definitely lose his house.

		“Do you have any objections?” Rebecca shot him a hard look, daring him to complain. He screwed up his face for a moment, feeling tears prick his eyes.

		“No.”

		“No... what?”

		He swallowed. What had she ordered him to call her? “No... Mistress.”

		“Good boy. You see, ladies, he can be trained. Maybe he can even be domesticated, given enough time.”

		Charlotte snorted with delight. A tear of burning shame escaped Paul’s eye. How the fuck had it come to this? The three women he once enjoyed fucking were now laughing at his downfall. And his cock kept twitching and bobbing in the air! That was the worst part. He couldn’t hide how much he loved it.

		“Paul’s new responsibilities shall be to support the four of us in any way we deem fit. He will relinquish his office to Celia immediately and move in here, both structurally and physically. For the foreseeable future, his office is under my desk. Should any of you require support, Paul will provide it. Anything from paperwork, spreadsheets, to collecting dry cleaning and buying coffee. If you need your shoes shined, Paul will use his own toothbrush for the task.” She paused and shot him a dark look. “Naturally, Paul will receive no thanks, no praise, and no overtime pay. Any acceptable work Paul completes will be re-appropriated by yourselves.”

		Paul sputtered, unable to believe what he was hearing. This wasn’t humiliation; it was borderline slavery.

		“Do you have an objection, boy?” Her voice turned sour and he knew that he had fucked up.

		Before he could respond, Rebecca seized his swollen testicles in one hand, gripping tight. He couldn’t pull away, she held him too tight. He immediately stood on his toes, trying to lessen the agony. His hands were still clasped behind his back. He didn’t dare push her away.

		“Don’t be shy, boy,” her eyes flashed with devious delight, “if you have a problem with your new position, tell the class.”

		“No... no problem!” He gasped the words, unable to think over the intense pain in his balls. She held him tight, gripping tight enough to make his eyes water.

		“Are you sure?” She sounded almost concerned. “We would hate for you to feel uncomfortable in this company.”

		“I’m sure!”

		Rebecca turned to the audience now. “You told me that he was a horrible little man, but I think he’s quite sweet. So eager to please.”

		She released his balls. He gasped in relief, feeling a dull, painful throb spreading through his gut. A silvery bead of precum hung at the tip of his cock, threatening to spill over and drip on the floor. Why was his body enjoying this so much? It made no sense.

		“Good boy. Remember, any more unwanted outbursts like that, and you’re fired. You’ll be escorted out by security... and you’ll be naked.”

		Paul swallowed.

		“Plus, we have this little video as a memento.” Rebecca gestured to Sofia, who waved from behind the phone. “You don’t want that to make its way online, do you?”

		Paul swallowed.

		“I asked you a question.” Her voice snapped like a whip.

		“No, Mistress.”

		“We’ll work on your manners this week, I think.” Rebecca paused, looking him up and down as though he was a piece of meat she wanted to carve. “As for you, boy, you will be here at seven thirty every day, naked and under my desk. Your clothes will neatly folded and placed on the couch and shall only be returned to you at the end of the day, or if you need to leave this room to support your new superiors.”

		The girls beamed at being referred to as Paul’s superiors.

		“You’re looking a little flabby.” Rebecca slapped Paul’s gut with the back of her hand, causing his stomach to jiggle. He wasn’t overweight or out of shape, but he had a small gut from years of good living. “You’re going to walk from now on. Sofia will have your company car. And your parking space.”

		Paul’s face contorted in pain. He loved that car. How was he supposed to walk all the way to the office from his home every day? Dammit, she had slashed his pay and given his car to someone else. There was no choice. He’d had to live in some shitty apartment from now on.

		Sofia held up something shiny, drawing Paul’s gaze. She jingled his car keys in her delicate fingers, grinning at him from behind the phone. He tried to breathe and calm his pounding heart. Still his cock jumped. Charlotte noticed and whispered something to Celia. Both women giggled.

		“And I understand that you’re a member of an exclusive golf club, is that right?”

		Paul glanced at Rebecca, fear in his eyes. What was she doing now?

		“You will remember, no doubt, that Charlotte has been asking you for a referral to that club for a few years now. She wants to play at the club with her future husband. So kind of you to hand over your membership.”

		Charlotte held up a little gold card he knew so well. His membership card. He didn’t even play golf; he preferred to sit in the bar and look important. Charlotte had been bugging him to let her join for ages now and he’d used her desperation for one or two cheeky fucks, but never given her anything in return.

		“So...” Rebecca said, grinning in triumph, “unless I’m mistaken, you’ve given up your pay, your car, and your hobby to these ladies. So good of you, boy. I know we can make a decent man out of you.”

		Paul remained silent. A single tear trickled down his cheek. This was all so unfair, so humbling, so humiliating, and yet... and yet it was also so incredibly right. He had never imagined that standing like this – naked in front of three women, utterly emasculated, stripped of his success and stature – could feel so arousal. That silver bead of cum trickled to the edge of his cock and began to spill over the side. He braced himself.

		Rebecca caught it on her forefinger. She looked at him with an expression of absolute disgust, holding up her finger as though inspecting dirt after an inadequate clean.

		“Disgusting,” she said. “Open.”

		Paul opened his mouth without thinking why. Before he could stop himself, she put her finger in his mouth and wiped that loose bead of cum on his tongue. He grimaced. It was warm and salty and bitter.

		“Yes, it is nasty.” Rebecca’s tone was low, dangerous. “Now imagine how these poor women feel.”

		He kept staring at the far wall. That bitter, salty taste spread through his mouth. It was overpowering. He could feel their glares and tried not to look. All three women knew how his cum tasted.

		“Now, then, boy...” Rebecca clasped her hands together, nearing the end of her speech. “I’ve given you the job and my terms. Do you accept?”

		Paul looked at the three smirking, triumphant faces before him. He glanced to the powerful, unstoppable woman his side. His cock raged, clouding all his thoughts. What was he supposed to do? There was no way to refuse. They could upload the video of his naked shame to the internet before he even left the building. Besides, this was the only way to keep his head above water. It was this, or a low-paying job in customer service... or something far worse. There was no choice. The three women seated before him looked on, expressions of shocked hilarity written across their faces. For them, this was justice; revenge, even. For him, it was a new adventure. One that intrigued him as much as it hurt him.

		“I accept.” He said it as clearly as he could, trying not to let his voice waver.

		The three women gasped and burst into wild, raucous laughter. Paul’s cheeks flushed even darker. His cock trembled in the air, threatening to let lose another bead of lust. Why was he enjoying this so much? He was broken and humbled and utterly defeated. He should be furious, but here he was, unable to hide his throbbing erection from view.

		“I’m sorry?” Rebecca cupped a hand behind her ear in a theatrical gesture. “I didn’t quite catch that...”

		“I... accept!” His voice boomed in the quiet office. It sounded deafening to his own ears, like a bell ringing the end of his life as he knew it.

		“Good boy.” Rebecca’s cruel smile grew wider and darker. The sight of it made a shiver run up Paul’s spine. “We’ll get to your contract signing in just a moment. First... ladies?” She turned to their captive audience. “Anything to add to our new hire?”

		Charlotte held up a hand. She said, “I’m kinda grossed out that he’s enjoying this so much. This is supposed to be a punishment, right?”

		Rebecca gave Paul’s gently throbbing manhood a sideways look, as though assessing it.

		“You’re quite right, my dear,” she said. “It seems that our new boy isn’t yet familiar with his predicament. In fact, I think that a disgusting, vile pervert like him will probably go home and jerk off about all the things we’ve made him do today. We can’t have that. He needs to learn his place in the new order.”

		She walked around her desk and slid open the top drawer. Paul kept his eyes on the wall ahead. His arm hairs stood on end. Fear slowly crept into his bloodstream. He heard Rebecca leaf through the contents of the drawer and remove something.

		“This should keep you in line.”

		She stepped in front of him and held out a small metallic item. He stared at it for a moment, his brain not quite comprehending what was there. Then he swallowed hard. It was a cock cage. It was firm and solid and utterly unforgiving.

		“Please...” He started to beg, prepared to do anything she wanted – anything at all! – if she would only let him have this one last freedom. She’d taken so much from him already today. Now she wanted his manhood, too.

		Rebecca cut off his pleas with a harsh bark of laughter. She shook her head.

		“No, this is happening. Consider this cage your uniform, boy. You’ll wear it all the time. Day and night. But... hmm, it looks like you’re a little too excited to wear it right now. We need to shrink you down again.”

		For one brief, brilliant second, Paul allowed himself to believe that she was about to order him to masturbate. A vision crossed his mind of Rebecca commanding him to orgasm while the three women looked on, laughing at his feeble strokes. The image was humiliating, arousing, and short-lived.

		Rebecca brought something else into view. A spray can. It looked like deodorant. She aimed at his erect cock and pressed the plunger. Pain shot through Paul’s penis instantly. He doubled over in agony. It felt like his manhood was on fire. A familiar smell reached his nostrils. A smell he knew very well. Rebecca had doused his most sensitive parts with heat spray, the kind of spray athletes use for muscular pains. He wailed in pain. Rebecca grabbed his hair and forced him to stand upright again. The room swam before his eyes. Tears clouded his vision. Laughter rang in his ears.

		“That is the penalty,” Rebecca’s voice was a threatening hiss in his ear, “for getting an erection without my permission, you disgusting worm. You exist to serve us, boy. You are forbidden to enjoy it. Do you understand?”

		“Y-yes...”

		“Excuse me?” She aimed the spray can at his rapidly-deflating penis again.

		“Yes Mistress!”

		“Good.”

		Paul blinked away tears of pain. As he did, Rebecca slipped the cage around his wilted member and snapped the cold metal bars into place. It encircled his balls and snaked along his manhood, offering no give and no promise of release. His shaft was completely trapped. There was no way out. If he tried to pull it off, the bars would likely shred him. He groaned.

		Rebecca slid a cruel padlock through a loop under his balls and clicked it shut. The metallic click was small in the room, but to Paul’s ears it sounded like a gunshot.

		“This is a special padlock.” Rebecca held up three silver chains. At the end of each chain hung a small silver key. “Can you guess how many keys are needed to open your cage, boy?”

		“Th-three, Mistress.”

		“You can count. Excellent. And can you guess who will be the guardians of your keys?”

		Paul looked at Rebecca through bleary eyes, hoping and praying that she wasn’t about to say what he feared she was...

		“I can see that you’ve already figured it out.” Her cruel smile was borderline insidious now. Paul’s stomach squired with impotent agony. “That’s right, the keys to your manhood will be held by the three women whose lives you tried to ruin. Ladies?”

		Charlotte, Sofia, and Celia stood from the couch and walked closer. Sofia kept the camera rolling, filming Paul’s humiliated expression in excruciating close-up detail. Rebecca handed one key to each of her subordinates. The women looked almost giddy to have this much power over their former master. Paul’s manhood surged and slammed into the bars of its new prison. It caused him intense discomfort, but he tried not to show it.

		“Ladies, I expect you to wear these chains around your necks every single day, so that our boy here can see them and always remember his place.”

		Charlotte giggled and slipped the chain around her neck. The key disappeared beneath her shirt, nestling into her breasts. Paul had once buried his face into that same crevice. How things changed.

		“You understand, boy,” Rebecca turned her icy gaze back to Paul, “how this will work, don’t you? One key is not enough to unlock the cage. You need all three at the same time.”

		Paul glanced at the women. He could tell by their cruel smirks and darkly wicked smiles that they had no intention of releasing his manhood ever again. He swallowed hard.

		“Why don’t we set a date,” Rebecca said, grabbing her diary from the desk, “for this time next year? We’ll have your annual performance review and discuss the possibility of releasing you for a minute or two. Something for you to look forward to, isn’t it?”

		Paul groaned.

		“Oh? You have something to say about that?”

		He shook his head quickly.

		“That’s what I thought. Now... there is the small matter of your contract signing.” Rebecca grabbed a handful of Paul’s hair and pulled, forcing him to stand on his toes. Sofia laughed, aiming the camera at his face to capture every nuance of his pained expression. “As you can probably imagine, there isn’t an official job description for your new position in the company, so we’ll have to keep this fairly informal. If you truly accept my very generous job offer... you will get on your knees and kiss our shoes.”

		She released his hair so sharply that he gasped in pain. The four women stood, watching his face, waiting for him to move. Paul closed his eyes. What was one more humiliation after all this? Besides, what were his options? He could leave, but his cock cage would never come off. He was owned now – wholly and completely controlled – by Rebecca Stone and her three giggling harpies.

		Paul took a long breath and swallowed the very last drop of his pride. He sank to his knees and bent forward. Sofia stuck out her right foot, offering her polished leather shoe to him. Paul craned his neck and pressed his lips to her shoe, giving it a long, slow, lingering kiss. He heard raucous laughter from above and ignored it.

		Celia was next. She wore smart black stilettos, similar to Rebecca’s footwear, but the heel wasn’t nearly so vicious. Paul kissed the smooth black surface of her shoe, his lips dangerously close to her toes. He could smell her odour. The cage seemed to shrink around his manhood. It was painful and made Paul acutely aware of how exciting he found this act of submission.

		“Two down,” Rebecca said, almost crowing in triumph. “I told you ladies that he could be reasonable.”

		They giggled again. Paul moved to the next pair of legs in his eyeline. Charlotte wore simple pumps today. He remembered the sound they made when they fell off her feet while he fucked her. Now he was crawling towards them, lips puckered.

		Charlotte stuck out her foot like a ballerina, preventing Paul from getting any closer to her. His lips brushed the felt fabric of her pumps. She shoved her foot into his face, crushing his mouth. He recoiled like a wounded dog. They laughed.

		Rebeca grabbed his neck and pulled him toward her. “Almost finished, boy. One more to go and then your interview is over. These ladies will be witnesses to your acquiescence.”

		Paul kneeled before his new master, his owner, his Mistress. An expectant hush descended, as when a hunter watches its prey nearing the carefully laid trap. Paul knew full well he was the prey here. The women were the hunters; armed, dangerous, and savage. He had degraded himself before three women. It was now time to serve the last, and most important, woman in his life. She towered above him like a Goddess, completely at ease in her power, confident in his response. It was overpoweringly sexy.

		He crawled into place before her, hands sinking into the luxurious carpet. He risked a glance up. He saw her smooth legs, tight skirt, her firm breasts pressing into the sumptuously cut jacket, and finally, her radiant face, smiling down at him. Somehow the sight of her smile calmed his nerves. He knew that things were bad, but with her as huis Mistress, maybe he could cope. Sure, his life had irrevocably changed today, but maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. He’d lost his position, his dignity, his pride, his hobbies, car, and home – even his penis – but he’d gained something he never knew was missing. That thought gave him the courage to accept.

		“I accept, Rebecca.” He bent forward.

		She stopped him by touching her sharp heel to his shoulder.

		“What did you call me?”

		“Mistress,” he said, in a hurry. “I accept, Mistress. I am grateful. Thank you.”

		He leaned forward and placed a gentle, loving, soft kiss on the bright leather toe of her shoe. He kissed her foot the same way he had kissed her perfect pussy just a short while earlier; with all the love and passion and lust in his heart.

		Finally, Paul leaned back onto his knees. He looked up at the four women who now owned his soul, awaiting their next instruction.

		“Good boy.” Rebecca’s soothing tone warmed his heat. “This could have been so difficult. I’m glad you accepted my offer so willingly. I am delighted to welcome you to our little team.”

		She cupped a hand under his chin, forcing their eyes to meet.

		“Now I’m going to take my ladies out for lunch. We’ll enjoy a few cocktails. Don’t worry, we’re using your company card to pay for it all.

		Paul nodded. By now, he expected no less.

		“Now be a good boy and get into your office.”

		He crawled on his hands and knees along the floor and positioned himself under Rebecca’s desk. The small space was warm and smelled of her. He curled up like a faithful dog and listened to the women leave the office. He heard the soft click of a key turning in the lock. His heart swelled with love for the woman he called Mistress.
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