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No Appeals
Leon Anderson yawned and rubbed his temples. Having not yet passed the bar, he was the most junior person at the firm. Despite this fact, he was the last person in the office on a Friday night; staring into his screen as a dull headache made it even more taxing to finish off what he was reviewing 


He looked at his watch and saw that it was almost 8pm, two hours later than he had intended to leave for the weekend. Leon was due to meet some old college buddies for drinks, but his plans had gone out of the window when his boss - a top partner at the firm - had casually dropped a file on his desk on her way out to a party with one of her biggest clients. 


“I need you to review and re-draft the existing contract,” she’d told him - giving him barely any information about what it was he was actually supposed to do, as usual. 
“I expect to see a new copy on my desk by tomorrow morning,” she said. She knew very well that it was Saturday tomorrow. 


Evelyn Atwater managed her department with an iron fist. Leon, as the most junior employee, was under her direct supervision. She trusted no-one else to do a good enough job. She had overtly said on more than one occasion that if he was left under the management of one of his colleagues then he'd pick up their bad habits. It wasn’t hard to see why she was almost universally disliked by the others in the office. 
While she was not well liked by many, she was supremely respected by all. Evelyn may have been a ruthless bitch, but she was a brilliant lawyer. Clients often sent generous tokens of their appreciation for the work she did for them, in addition, of course, to the substantial fees she billed. She had no patience for having her time wasted, and no qualms about reprimanding anyone she felt guilty of that. After starting with the firm, Leon resolved that he would grit his teeth and stand the pain because he would learn a whole lot from Evelyn Atwater, and it would look great on his resume. 
But it wasn’t just that. 
She was also stunning. 
She was older than Leon by some way, but still one of the youngest partners in the firm’s history. Her clothes were always immaculate and she kept a wardrobe in her office in case of emergency, or if she needed to go to a function which required a change of clothes. There was a story he'd heard; a lawyer by the name of Howie had spilled coffee over Evelyn during an important meeting. She'd kept her cool and secured a great business deal, but once the client was gone, Howie caught hell. She ordered him to personally take her clothes to the 1-hour dry cleaners across town and wait for them to be ready, then bring them back. If there was any trace whatsoever of a stain, then he would be fired immediately. Leon didn't know whatever came of Howie in the end, probably couldn't take the immense pressure that came with working under a woman like Evelyn. All he knew was, he wouldn't be making the same mistakes. 
Evelyn dressed conservatively, but it was impossible for her to hide the fact that her body was slender and well toned. With the authority and respect she commanded, it was easy to forget that she was only 5’ 8” in heels. Tonight, as she had left to attend the party, Leon noticed that she looked particularly breath-taking. Her sleek black hair tumbled over her bare shoulders, contrasted by her blood red lips. Her brown eyes scrutinized Leon as she left her instructions. 
After an hour and some aspirin, Leon was finished. He leaned back in his chair and sighed in relief, gathered up the papers he’d strewn around his desk, and put everything back into the file, taking care to ensure that they were in order. It wouldn't be acceptable to present Evelyn with a file that he'd simply stuffed papers into. 
Once everything was in hand, he walked into Evelyn’s office and placed the folder neatly on her desk. On turning to leave, he spotted something out of the corner of his eye lying on the carpet. Doing a double take, he recognized that it was a pair of panties. A thousand thoughts raced through his head. The reasonable ones such as ‘ignore them and leave - never speak of this again.’ Were dismissed in favor of ‘were those the panties Evelyn was wearing before she got changed for the party?’ and ‘I wonder what they look like.’ 


Leon carefully crossed the room as though he were trying to avoid being overheard, even with the office being empty. He reached down and gently picked them up off of the ground and unfolded the thin silken material. Leon was surprised to see that they not the conservative, functional style of panties he would have expected. They were elegant made of lace and sheer silk with thin strands of fabric joining the front and the back. Leon had no idea why, but he gingerly raised them to his nose and inhaled, softly at first and then more deeply; trying to pick up on the faint trace of Evelyn’s sweetness buried in the fabric. 


He savored the scent and smiled to himself, but the smile faded as quickly as it had arrived when he heard to door to the office swing open. 


The world slowed down as he turned in slow motion to see Evelyn Atwater standing in the threshold, staring directly at him, unspeaking. Leon assessed the situation quickly. He was not near enough her desk to say he was just dropping off the Ashley file and, anyway, her eyes were on what he was holding in his hand. There was no way he would be able to provide a reasonable doubt here. 


“Ms. Atwater, I was just…” he started, but she cut him off, raising her index finger. 


“Just what, Anderson?” she demanded, walking towards him. Leon felt his blood run cold as he had no answer to give. He felt trapped, constricted. Evelyn slowly walked in circles around him, not saving him from the silence of his absent answer. 
“I was…” he spoke slowly, giving himself every extra second to try and think of any explanation he could. “Leaving the Ashley file on your desk,” he said pathetically, not able to come up with any reason that he would now be stood holding her panties. 
“Is that what you were doing?” she asked, sounding amused and continuing to circle him. 
“Good,” she said, confusing Leon. “Did you include a delta view against the original contract?” she asked, utterly confounding him. 
“Yeah, it’s behind the new draft…” Leon answered quickly, unsure if he was walking into a trap- he didn’t understand what was happening. He had expected her to scream at him to get out, to fire him on the spot. Instead she was asking him casually about work, not even attempting to remove her underwear from his hand. She knew what he had been doing, there was no doubt of that. And she was letting him squirm. 


“Good,” she repeated, “I see the file is on my desk. So you were putting it there for me to read and then you were leaving for the night. Is that correct?” she asked. 


“Yes,” Leon answered quietly, not daring to say anything more. 


“Could you explain to me then, why I walked into my office to find you standing by my wardrobe, away from the the desk and file and on the opposite side of the office to the door?” She asked. Leon didn’t know how to respond, but she wasn’t waiting. “Further, why you are holding in your hand a pair of my underwear?” She stopped circling him and stood in front of him, her brown eyes severe and inches away from his. 


“I… I just saw them on the floor as I was leaving,” Leon stammered. “I…” He stopped, realizing he had nothing to add. 


“Do you expect me to believe that?” She guffawed, “that you just happened to notice that I had dropped them there and you were helping me to keep my office tidy? I suppose, therefore, that you sniffing them was to assess whether or not you ought to take them to the dry cleaners?” she said, openly mocking him, “do you think that I would not notice if I had left my underwear on the floor and would have picked it up myself? Do you wish to insult my intelligence so much that you think you can convince me that I am the one to blame? And that you didn’t go looking in my wardrobe when you thought you could get away with it?” She quizzed Leon, making him shrink with every question, leaving no gap for him to respond- not that he had any response to offer. 


Leon’s throat was tight, he felt faint and unsteady on his feet. He had nothing to say. He searched his mind in vain for something, anything, that he could say or do to help the situation. But he couldn’t think of anything but a stream of expletives. “I’m sorry,” he said simply, at last. 


Evelyn let out a cruel laugh. “Oh you’re sorry?” she mocked, “well I suppose we should just forget the whole thing then?” She shrugged her shoulders. Leon would have liked nothing more than to forget the whole thing, but he dared not say that. “Do you realize that it was my recommendation that got you this job?” she asked. Leon was surprised — she hadn’t said a word during his interview. Now seemed an odd time to tell him this. His shock was obvious and Evelyn had her answer. 


“That’s right. You were the last candidate we interviewed and the rest of the panel wanted someone with more experience, ‘more drive’, they’d said. But I picked you. Your counterparts were all more confident, it’s true. But that meant they were more arrogant. I thought you may be better behaved and require less time and effort in training — time and effort which I do not have space in my schedule to spare. Therefore I overruled the others and said that we would offer the position to you. Apparently I was wrong,” she concluded. “And what do you show me for my efforts? Disrespect. You look through my private possessions for your own perverse means.” 


Evelyn started to circle Leon again. “It would appear that all my work on you has been in vain. The time I spent training you myself, rather than have one of your lazy superiors do it: wasted,” she opined. “Perhaps the best thing to do at this point would be cut my losses. You clearly have no respect for me or my authority…” She paused for a moment, in thought. “Clear out your desk- you’re done,” she announced and set off walking past him. 


“No!” Leon protested, “Please Ms. Atwater, I swear they were just on the floor; I didn’t go looking for them,” he pleaded with her, “I know I’ve messed up, but I’ll do whatever it takes to put things right. I respect you enormously and I’ll do anything to prove it- please let me keep my job.” 


Evelyn stopped, her hand on the door. “Anything?” she asked. 


“Anything!” Leon exclaimed. 


Evelyn took a step back toward him, the hint of a smile on her luscious lips and a twinkle of mischief in her eyes. “I might be persuaded to change my mind,” she teased, “If I were certain that you understood your place. If I knew that you would continue to be able to follow orders and I need not have concerns that you were misbehaving when I wasn’t directly watching you,” she said. 


“Absolutely,” Leon agreed. “I can assure you of that.” He felt himself relax and realized just how tensed he had been. He started to walk towards the door thinking that the matter was resolved. 


“Where do you think you’re going?” Evelyn asked. “Our business is not yet concluded. Talk is cheap,” she said, “and I have expensive tastes. Action is what interests me. The choice is yours. You can leave now and I will assume that you will be clearing out your desk. Or you can stay and we will work out the terms of a new agreement.” 


Leon stayed where he was. “Of course,” he answered, “Sorry, I… Of course I’ll stay. What new agreement?” he asked tentatively. 


“A new agreement which will govern our relationship going forward, to be entered into between each of us and pursuant to which I will continue to train you- you will receive the finest legal training available and I will make you ten times the lawyer most of the partners are here,” she said. “I will not only supervise and train you as I have been doing, but I will personally undertake to mentor you and mould you into the best version of yourself,” she added. Leon couldn’t even begin to fathom what was happening. He knew that this was an offer that hundreds would snap up — including himself. But how it had come about made him nervous, and he wondered why he deserved such generosity. 


“In return,” Evelyn continued, “You will agree to do as I say and serve my whims entirely. You will belong to me and will be my project. You will serve me for my pleasure and amusement,” she said. “As I have already mentioned, I will require some action to show willing,” she paused, staring at him and folding her arms. “Strip.” 


Leon couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Surely she wasn’t serious. She didn’t actually expect him to strip, in front of his boss, in her office. Did she? “You’re joking?” he asked, aghast. 


“I am not joking,” she said, slowly and plainly. She wanted him to understand that she meant every word she was saying. 


Leon considered for a moment and started unbuttoning his shirt. He had no idea what would happen next, but he was intrigued. His brain told him to leave — he could find another job and it was an easy question to answer if he was asked why he left his current one. His boss told him to strip in her office. But he didn’t leave, he was pulling off his shirt and stepping out of his shoes. He was actually rushing… 


Seeming satisfied that Leon had understood, she continued. “Excellent,” she complimented, “Now negotiations can begin. I propose an agreement setting out the terms on which we contract our relationship henceforth.” 


She paced around him again as he unfastened his belt, “It shall be agreed that during office hours, including without limitation time spent in the office after the end of the normal work day, together with any other time as I see fit, you will do precisely as I say, and submit to my whims entirely. You shall not refuse any request or instruction made of or to you. In exchange, I will undertake to personally ensure that you develop a glittering career and are this firm’s youngest ever partner, younger even than myself,” she said, “are you agreeable?” 


Leon spotted the inconsistency in the question. “But, to comply with my obligations under the contract, surely there should be no negotiations; otherwise I would be in breach of the agreement before it was ever put into writing?” he put forward. 


Evelyn’s face lit up, and it was the first time Leon could ever recall seeing her appear genuinely joyful. “I knew you were sharp,” she grinned, “I appear to have implied assent…” she gestured to Leon’s now naked body — particularly to his stiffening cock. She was going to enjoy toying with him. “But for the avoidance of doubt, I would like to hear you confirm it,” she said. 


Leon was pleased he had seen her test and passed. He had never dared to question Evelyn before and he suspected he would not have a similar opportunity again; she had wanted him see that there was no will but her own. She wanted his surrender to be voluntary. And he was tingling with anticipation at the thought. He had no idea what may be unfolding, but his worst nature told him to accept it. “I agree to your terms,” he said, looking at the floor. 


“Good boy,” she praised, “It is possible that you will not understand certain of the things I ask of you. This is perfectly fine and I will explain my expectations clearly. However, if having explained my desires to you, you either do not comply or do not meet the required service levels, then I shall be entitled at my sole discretion to impose a punishment appropriate to the nature and severity of the transgression. 


“You will be provided with 1 grace credit at the start of each calendar month. This credit may be used at any point that you feel unable to comply with your obligations. Once this credit has been used, you may not exclude any act or action which I instruct. Grace credits may not be carried into following months. However, if a credit is not used at its time of expiry, then you shall be rewarded. Grace credits may also be awarded to you at my discretion if I believe that you have earned them- such credits expiring at the end of the month in which they were awarded, subject always to a maximum of 3. 


“When we are alone — or in the company of certain people to whom I introduce you, making clear either expressly or by my actions, that are aware of our arrangement — I will address you as I please, including but not limited to names such as: ‘pet’, ‘boy’, ‘slave’ and similar. By contrast, you shall address me as ‘Mistress’, exclusively,” she said, “Do I make myself clear?” 


“Yes, Mistress,” Leon answered. He was a young man and had seen perhaps more than his fair share of porn on the internet. He had always liked the videos where the women seemed so into it that they were running the show. This was completely different, though. Evelyn Atwater was a force to be reckoned with. If he'd been less swept up in the moment, he might have wondered how she'd thought all of that up in the moment. 


“Excellent,” she said again, “Are you ready to begin?” 


“Always, Mistress,” Leon smirked. His arrogance was met with a sharp slap across the face from Evelyn. The strikecaught him off guard and he was stunned for a second, feeling that the blow was hard enough to have shaken his brain. 


Evelyn cackled. It was a malicious laugh, full of amusement at his shock and pain. “I don’t think you’re fully grasping the nature of our arrangement,” she told him, leaning forward and gripping his chin in her hand and bringing her face just inches from her own. Leon could feel her hot breath on his lips and he yearned to taste her. 


She let go of him and walked over to the chairs facing her seat at her desk. She dragged one of them into the middle of the room. “Sit,” she told him as she walked around to the wardrobe in the corner of the room. Evelyn had already accused Leon of having been inside it and he was nervous that she would assume he had therefore seen the contents. He strained his neck looking over his shoulder as Evelyn opened the double doors wide. There was a collection of her work attire hanging up and this seemed entirely normal to Leon. However, there was also a number of drawers on one side. 


From the bottom of these drawers, Evelyn produced a length of red rope, tied neatly in a bundle. She paced back across the room to where Leon was sitting, now hard as a rock- doubtlessly anticipating that they would be having sex before long. This thought made Evelyn smirk to herself as she unrolled the rope and ran it across his chest and stomach, forming a double thickness cross over his torso, tying him to the chair. Leon’s chest heaved and fell and he breathed heavily, not fighting against the bonds as Evelyn applied them. 


“I have to say, I’m suitably impressed,” she commended as she pulled his arms behind him and bound them tightly to one another and to the chair. “You’re being remarkably well behaved. Perhaps it’s simply because you don’t know what I have in store for you,” she grinned, as she lashed his legs to the chair. 


“Why?” Leon asked, now sounding a shade more nervous. “What do you have planned?” he tried. Evelyn finished her knots and stepped back to admire her work. Leon struggled slightly against his bindings and she was satisfied that he was fully restrained. She traced her fingers across his bare shoulders as she walked around to face him, “That’s the thing you should be worried about,” she told him, “I haven’t decided yet.” Leon visibly gulped and he was clearly sweating and quite possibly concerned. His cock though was standing to attention proudly. 


Evelyn leaned down, taking his throbbing member in her hand and gently stroking him, barely grasping the shaft, being careful to tease more than to please. Leon tried to buck his hips in vain, pulling against the ropes that kept him in place. “I don’t think you’ve earned your release yet,” she stated, “Do you?” 


“Please make me come,” he begged, “you said I’d been behaving well,” he reminded her. Leon regretted his response immediately, as Evelyn gripped him by the base of his cock and around his balls and squeezed hard, yanking him and the chair forward and towards her. Leon let out a shout of pain and before the sound had faded away, Evelyn struck him sharply across the face following up with an instant backhand that made him taste the iron tinge of blood. He could feel that the inside of his lip and split open slightly at her assault. 


“You were behaving well,” Evelyn explained, “That was before you tried to convince me to cut short our fun… well, my fun,” she corrected herself with an evil smirk. “I also said, if you recall, that your behavior was likely because you didn’t know what I had in store for you,” she said, “but you shouldn’t feel so bad— you’ll start to anticipate my desires if you’re the good student I think you are.” 


“I want to be,” Leon confessed, he ran the tip of his tongue along the small wound on the inside of his lip and found that it sent a chill through his body. He was enjoying it, he realized. His words were no longer what he thought Evelyn might want to hear, “I want to please you and to be better. I understand that the only way to do that is to do as you say.” 


“That’s good,” she said, stoking his still burning cheek and pulling his lip back with her thumb, looking at the cut she had made there. “I can make you better, more successful. But before that you must learn how to be my little pet,” she told him, “At the moment, you are worthless. This is a simple fact- you have no worth. There are scores of people who would kill to be in the position you’re in, and you have nothing that you can give back in return. This firm — I — gain nothing from your employment here; you get all the benefit,” she told him, still stroking his face. The dichotomy between the slaps, the restraints and the harsh words and the tenderness of her touch worked to confuse Leon and give him a sense of comfort and fear. 


“Quid pro quo, Anderson,” she told him, “you will be my pet and I will take your to the places you want to go.” She smiled widely at him and he smiled back, nodding his head in understanding. Evelyn rubbed one of his nipples between her fingertips, twisting and causing him to inhale sharply. She drew away from him and strode back towards the wardrobe. This time Leon was unable to follow her with his gaze; restricted by the ropes. 


When Evelyn returned, she was holding a bright, almost white, wooden cane in her hands. He also noticed that she had put on long black velvet gloves and tied her hair up into a tight ponytail. Leon could feel his heart pounding in his chest. He was scared and he was excited. Evelyn placed the tip of the cane under his chin and used it to lift his face to meet her eyes. 


“This will hurt at first,” she warned, tracing the cane across his body, down his chest and stomach and along his legs as she spoke, “but only at first. You will get used to the pain quickly, and then you will enjoy it,” she promised, “just not as much as me.” Evelyn secretly chuckled to herself as she ran the cane over Leon’s body, looking out for his winces as he tried to guess when the pain would begin. “Of course, it will hurt every time as we advance through our training and the pain becomes more… exquisite,” she continued, “but it is necessary for your training.” 


Leon braced himself as Evelyn took a half step away from him. She raised the cane and brought it down against his thigh in a swift and smooth motion. Leon let out a cry as the pain shot through his body. Evelyn tutted loudly, “You do make a lot of noise for a pet,” she chided, “I expected more tolerance than this. We’re only just getting started,” she told him. She turned to her desk and returned with the panties that Leon had found earlier. “Maybe this will help tone you down,” she said as she stuffed the panties into his mouth. Leon could only try to speak, mumbles muffled by the material in his mouth. “Ah, much better,” Evelyn said, “now we can get some real work done.” 


Leon’s heart fluttered as he watched her test the flex of her cane, intentionally delaying the next strike. Denying him the comfort of knowing when or where the lash would land. His breathing was heavy and his cock throbbed from the anticipation, he could taste the faintest trace of her on the panties in his mouth and he ached with longing. Evelyn slowly walked past him and out of his line of sight, Leon thought about trying to struggle in an attempt to turn the chair, but thought better of it. 


In the second that he reached this resolution, he felt it. The sharp slash of the cane whipping his shoulders and across his back, quickly replaced by the dull, pulsing ache as the influence of the impact zone spread. Unable to brace himself against the flay he cried out into his makeshift gag, so that the sound was all but lost. He could feel a faint trickle down his back and was certain she had drawn blood with the last strike. Most intriguingly, he hoped she had. He regained his breath and unconsciously sucked on the panties, trying to draw out all of the traces of her flavour, smiling through tears, in spite of the pain, as three more lashes struck him. Or perhaps it was four. It no longer mattered to Leon; he wasn’t enduring the strikes, he was willing them, relishing the pain and the lack of control, emitting muffled moans as his body shuddered in between agony and arousal. 


“Have you had enough?” Evelyn asked, resting the tip of the cane on his shoulder and whispering in his ear. Leon couldn’t reply, Evelyn's panties in his mouth preventing him from doing anything but moaning in as close to the answer as he could manage. ‘No,’ her tried to say. 


Evelyn walked slowly around Leon, savouring the image she had created; the strong young man bound to her office chair, chest heaving, glistening with sweat and tears, hard cock standing perfectly upright. She lifted his chin with the cane, making him look directly at her. His blue eyes burned- most brightly with lust, but she also saw anger. He was struggling to make sense of what was happening in his head, she knew that; she’d seen it before. It was the anger that she wanted, that she would encourage. She wanted him to try and resist her treatment; it would be all the more satisfying when she broke him. 


“You look pitiful,” she mocked him, “but pity is not available here. All that is available here is submission.” She ran the tip of the cane down his chest and watched as his breathing intensified and he closed his eyes, awaiting her next strike. 


“You do seem to be enjoying this attention, though,” she said, referencing his proud cock. “Do you want to fuck me?” She asked, sweetly her voice like honey. Leon’s eyes flew open and his cock twitched. Evelyn simply smiled. 


She stepped back and unzipped her sleek black dress, allowing it to fall to the floor in front of him, leaving her standing in only her ornately decorated red lace bra, the long gloves she had put on earlier, sheer black stockings, and her heels. Leon instantly realised that she had not changed her panties before leaving for her party after all, she had removed them. Her slender frame was feminine and imposing all at once, her tightly defined muscles emphasised by her outfit. 


Evelyn stepped back towards Leon, swinging her hips. “Do you want to fuck me?” She repeated the question. Placing her foot between his legs on the chair and stroking the inside of her thigh with the cane. With her other hand she reached between her legs and to her neatly trimmed pussy, rubbing herself as she toyed with him. “Do you think you can make me feel good with that hard cock?” She asked. 


Leon nodded enthusiastically and moaned through his gag. Evelyn removed her foot from between his leg and brought the cane down across his cock. Leon’s muffled scream erupted through the room as pain consumed him. “Your pathetic little prick is of no use to me, just like you!” Evelyn spat as Leon’s cries began to subside. “You will make me come,” she told him, “but it will be on my terms and for my pleasure- you have done nothing worth rewarding.” 


She raised her foot again, placing the toes of her heels against his chest and leaned forward, reaching up and removing her panties from his mouth roughly. Before Leon could speak she pushed her leg and kicked the chair over. It landed with a crash as the collision with the floor bruised his arms, and forced the air from his lungs. 


Leon was faintly aware of Evelyn laughing at him, as he reeled from the shock and the impact. Before he could recover, Evelyn stepped over and straddled his face, grinding her pussy on his mouth even as he struggled to breath. 


“This is one of the few ways I expect you may be able to satisfy me!” She told him, grabbing hold of his hair roughly with both hands. “Do not disappoint me,” she warned, pulling his head further between her legs. 


Leon struggled to regain composure, forcing himself to ignore the pain in his arms where the chair pushed against them- in his whole body from the onslaught that Evelyn had so far unleashed on him. He opened his mouth and drove his tongue into her, lapping at her mound as Evelyn continued to undulate on his face, roughly rubbing against him. He had no mental capacity to question what was happening; he was solely driven by the desire to taste her further, to please her. 


“That’s good,” Evelyn told him sighing in pleasure and Leon went to work, hungrily fucking her with his tongue. Leon was intoxicated by the sweetness between her legs, flicking his tongue rapidly over her exposed clit whenever she stopped riding his face and then lapping up the mixture of his saliva and her juices when she continued grinding against him. Evelyn shifted her weight and let go of his hair with one hand, presenting her asshole to Leon’s mouth as she began furiously rubbing her clit, moaning loudly as Leon took his cue and licked at her anus. 


Evelyn could feel that she was approaching orgasm “don’t you dare fucking stop!” She commanded Leon as she rocked back and forth over his face, forcing him to alternate his tongue between her ass and pussy. Leon’s face was already sodden when he was surprised by a gush of fluid as Evelyn howled with pleasure, squirting forcefully over his face and into his mouth. She grabbed his hair with both hands again and forced herself into his mouth, delighting in the noises emanating from Leon as he struggled to drink her come and breath at the same time. 


“Lick it all up,” she told him, “you have a lot to learn. I don’t expect to have to use my own fingers to get off,” she chided. 


“I’m sorry,” Leon managed, gasping for breath, as Evelyn finally lifted herself away from him and stood, staring down at him with her hands on her hips. 


“Let me guess,” Evelyn started, “you don’t have a lot of practice?” She mocked. “You expect girls to suck your miserable cock, but when it comes to you licking them, you think that your efforts are ‘good enough’?” she chided. 


Leon began to remember the pain in his arms as his senses re-acclimatised. Evelyn was walking away as he struggled with his bonds, trying to find a comfortable position. “Well,” Evelyn started from across the room, “you’re going to learn that you are built for others’ pleasure- not your own.” She said. “Starting now.” 


‘Starting now?!’ Leon thought. Hadn’t she been saying that was the whole point of what she was doing to him all night? Hadn’t he just nearly suffocated going down on her? Her meaning became clear as she came back into sight. She was now wearing a leather harness around her waist, attached to which was a not inconsiderably sized black dildo. Leon felt the color drain from his body as Evelyn’s face twisted into a wicked smile. “Ahh,” she said, “I think you have come to a realization.” 


“No! Ms. Atwater, please…” Leon began to protest, but he was cut short by Evelyn standing on his chest with her foot, her stiletto heel digging into the flesh and putting more pressure on his forearms, further cutting off the circulation and causing Leon to grunt in pain. Leon looked up to see her standing over his face, her delicious glistening pussy directly above him, connected to the huge rubber cock tightly strapped to her hips in its black leather harness. 


“Mistress,” she corrected him. “I’m going to untie you now,” she told him. If you want to run out of here with your worthless little cock between your legs, be my guest,” she told him as she knelt down and shoved him onto his side. Leon could feel the blood rushing into his arms, causing them to sting unbearably. “Of course, if you do that, our arrangement will be at an end before it's even begun,” she said as she loosened the ropes with a couple of quick tugs. “You can keep you job and we won’t speak of this night again. But my interest in you will be over and you’ll be left to scrabble to make it by yourself. If you change your mind and decide that being my pet is the best thing for you – which it is – that door will be closed to you,” she explained, standing, leaving Leon freed from his restraints. 


Leon rubbed his arms and crawled to his knees. Not trusting himself to stand. He didn’t want to leave, he wanted to be Evelyn’s project, her pet, more than he cared to admit; but he didn’t want that cock she was wielding anywhere near him. “The grace credits!?” He exclaimed, hopefully. Evelyn cut through his hope with a cold laugh. 


“We haven’t entered into that arrangement yet. You have no credits available to you,” she explained, “leave if you wish, it doesn’t matter to me,” she said, shrugging. “But if you stay, make no mistake: I’m going to fuck you into submission. I tire of negotiating with you. Now get out, or bend over the desk. Your choice.” 


What choice did he have? Did he run and give up the opportunity of a lifetime, or did he get fucked in the ass by his boss? Both seemed horrible in their own way. Leon swallowed hard, gritted his teeth and stepped over to the desk. Leaning over and resting on his hands. 


“Good choice,” Evelyn told him, her voice thickly sweet but tinged with danger. Leon was sweating again. He closed his eyes tightly and tried to imagine he was somewhere else, as he felt Evelyn run her hands from his ass to his shoulders. 


With a violent shove, she pushed him down against the desk, hard. He was now flat against the surface, his heart palpating as he felt the cold slippery head of the dildo press against his virgin ass. He almost laughed when he realized how relieved he was that she had used lube. “You may feel some discomfort,” Evelyn laughed as she pressed the tip of the cock into his anus, forcing it open as she pushed it into him. Leon gritted his teeth through the sensation, not wanting to make a noise. But that was clearly not what Evelyn wanted, as she plunged the full length deep into his ass in a single motion, causing Leon to scream out in agony as the big black cock tore through him. Evelyn simply laughed. 


“Maybe more than a little discomfort,” she confessed. She held the dildo in place for just a few seconds, before she began rocking her hips, pushing the thick rubber cock in and out of him, twisting his insides as Leon grunted in pain and displeasure, willing it to end. 


Evelyn was not gentle, as quickly as the pain started to fade and he began to grow accustomed to the foreign object now buried in his ass, she started truly fucking him, pulling the cock almost entirely out of him before ramming it back inside to the hilt. She pounded at his ass, spurred on by his cries of pain. 


“Take it all you pathetic little fuck!,” she told him, grabbing his hips and forcing him to buck against her. “This is all you're good for, to be a bitch for superior women- to take my big strap-on like a good little slut!” She spat, relentlessly fucking into him. Leon was in agony, but somewhere the grunts of pain became mixed with moans of pleasure and before he realized, he was bucking against Evelyn without her hands forcing him to do so, as she grabbed his hair and roughly forced him to stand almost upright. 


“I knew you’d love it, you whore,” she told him as she scratched at his chest with her fingernails, clawing at the flesh as she continued to drive into him, now with jackhammer pace. Leon was now whimpering uncontrollably, feeling like nothing more than an object for his boss’ amusement. 


Without warning, he felt his body tense and contort as he started to come, spraying his semen over the desk in strong bursts from his limp cock. Evelyn laughed loudly and twisted his nipples sharply between her fingers, making Leon cry out in fresh pain. “You disgusting waste,” she told him, “you know very well that I can't abide mess,” she said, grabbing his hair once more and forcing his face down. “Lick it up, now!” She demanded, continuing to push deep inside of him. 


Leon hesitated, staring at the thick ropes of his own cum streaked across the desk. “Now!” She shouted, ramming her strap-on harshly into him, causing him to cry out once again. Tentatively, but obediently, Leon stuck out his tongue and licked the desk. He picked up most of the first splattering of cum in one stroke, shuddering as he swallowed. Where Evelyn had tasted sweet and fragrant, Leon tasted bitter and salty, the taste was acrid and clung to his tongue. “All of it!” Evelyn chided, fucking herself into him again. Leon lapped up the remaining cum, gagging slightly as he swallowed the last of it. 


“Very good,” Evelyn told him, now stroking his hair and slowing her pace. She finally, slipped the dildo out of him. Leon sighed gratefully, feeling entirely spent and disgusted with himself. 


“I must say - despite a few issues - you’ve done well,” she told him, walking back toward her wardrobe as she removed the device she had just used to so thoroughly violate Leon. Leon closed his eyes and slumped to the floor, leaning against the side of the desk that he had just been fucked on. His asshole stung and throbbed and his stomach ached. 


Evelyn returned wearing a black satin robe, holding a bottle of water, which she handed to Leon. Even now Leon couldn't help but appreciate the lust that she exuded. He hated her, or maybe he loved her. 


“This evening took an interesting turn,” she said simply, “tell my honestly, do you want me to do it again?” She asked, “to control you and own you howsoever I choose? To make you beg?” She was staring directly at him, towering over him with her arms folded across her chest, as he sat crumpled on the floor. 


Leon thought for a moment, replaying the events of the night in his head, trying to recall the intense pain. “More than anything,” he finally said. 


“Good,” Evelyn smiled. “Our activities will continue to develop as you settle into your role. As promised, you will be deconstructed and rebuilt into a better person, by my design. But you will always remember that no matter how high you think you have gotten, you will always, always, be beneath me, and will be reminded of such in the most convincing way imaginable should you ever lose sight of that fact.” 


She sat in her chair and switched her monitor on, as Leon struggled to his feet and stood naked, facing her. 
“Now, I have work to do. Go home and clean yourself up. I expect a working draft of our agreement on my desk by 8am Monday morning, and you would do well to ensure that it’s better than your normal standard of work.” She nodded to the door, dismissing him. Leon bundled up his clothes and walked to the threshold silently. 


"Ms. Atwater…” He started at the doorway, but the look she cut him stopped him short and reminded him. “Mistress… Just so you know, “ he said, “I really did find your panties on the floor, I wasn't…” 


“Yes, I know,” she interrupted him. Leon was stunned again. “You know?” He asked. 


‘Yes,” she said, reading on her screen, not looking at him. 


“But… How?” He asked, unable to believe what he was hearing, remembering how distraught he had felt when she caught him. 


“Simple,” she said, turning to look him in the eyes, an emotionless expression on her face. “I put them there.” 




His Boss
“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. 



The Takeover
THURSDAY
Kyle Jackson was a proud man. He had taken over as CEO of Savantech at just twenty-six years old. Under his leadership the software company had gone from strength to strength, expanding to have branches across the country. Over the last three years however, the company had faced a number of challenges culminating in the closure of their third largest office. Now, their main competitor was rumored to have plans of launching a takeover bid for the company. Kyle was not prepared to let that happen.
He turned the business card over in his hand. Jennifer West - Business Consultant. He had heard that name before, but it was only recently that a contact of his had passed him this card, along with a sincere and strong recommendation that he give her a call. By all accounts she was expensive, but her services were invaluable. Still, Kyle was hesitant. He wasn’t overly fond of the idea of someone telling him how he should run his business. He found himself in a tenuous position; if he didn’t do something to change the company’s current situation, then he may not have a business to run at all. He'd reached a point where he was willing to explore any option. He dialed the number.
“Yes?” the English voice on the other end of the line asked, simply.
“Mrs West?” Kyle questioned.
“Ms,” she answered coldly. “To whom am I speaking?”
“My name is Kyle Jackson, I’m CEO of Savantech. We’re…”
“A software company specializing in bespoke business integration software,” she interrupted him.
Kyle was quite surprised to say the least. “Yes, that’s right,” he answered slowly. “You’re aware of us?”
“I’m aware of the murmurings that at least one of your competitors are looking to annex Savantech to consolidate the market,” she reeled off, “aside from that,” she added, “not really.”
It stung Kyle’s pride to hear that the only reason this woman had heard of his company was because they were facing the prospect of being taken over, but he swallowed this and pressed forward. “People like to gossip,” he said.
‘Ms’ West surprised him again by openly laughing down the phone at him, “Yes they do,” she said, “but the people who gossip in my ear are rarely mistaken,” she explained. “Besides which, if the rumors aren’t true, then it begs the question: ‘why do you come to me?’”
She had him. There was no explaining his way out of that one. He could pretend that he was trying to streamline operations or something, but from the sounds of it there was no way she’d buy it; she was already well enough informed.
“Okay…” Kyle said, cautiously. “I’d like to engage your services to… re-enforce our stability,” he finished.
Another flash of laughter made Kyle’s irritation flare. “You have my card I assume?” she said, “so you will also have my email address. I’ll need the last three years’ financial records sending over ASAP, together with a trading analysis and any current business plans you have,” she fired off, then continued, “I have space in my diary on Tuesday at five, so I’ll sit down with your CFO then and you after that. My fee is $1,000 a day plus expenses. Questions?”
“No questions…” he said quietly.
“Good,” she responded, “then I’ll see you next week. Please get those accounts over to me sooner rather than later and we can start work,” she added before the line went dead.
Kyle held the receiver in his hand for a moment, thinking that was one of the most bizarre business calls he'd ever made. He started to doubt that he should have called this consultant. He hadn’t managed to find anything about her online before he finally decided to place the call. What was strangest, though, was that Ms. West seemed to be interviewing him to decide if she would take the assignment, rather than the other way around as Kyle had expected. Even more unexpected was that Kyle found himself to be strangely intrigued by this woman, and he was genuinely looking forward to meeting her.
He emailed Bill, the Company’s chief financial officer to tell him what information Ms West needed sending over and then decided to call it a night and hit the gym for a while.

TUESDAY
As the sun set over the city, Kyle stood looking out of the window of his office. The impressive view was lost on him, as he glanced down at his watch for the hundredth time. It was almost eight, and he was beginning to seethe that Ms West had not only kept him waiting for nearly three hours, but she had also hung up the phone when he had called Bill’s office to inquire as to when she was likely to be finished up there.
The only thing keeping him from marching into Bill’s office was his pride. Or, more specifically, an unexplained fear that by bursting into the room and demanding an explanation, he would be exposing himself somehow to allow his pride to be damaged. He couldn’t explain what it was about this woman, whom he had never met, that put him so on edge. He was nervous about finally meeting her, perhaps a little scared – though he could identify no reason why – and inexplicably excited.
Indeed, over the weekend, he had thought of little else but meeting this enigmatic Ms West. He couldn’t place his finger on it, but there was something about her which thrilled him and even though he had already tried in vain, he had spent hours searching the internet trying to find some information about her. The only mention he could find was through his browser and was just a fragment reading ‘…hired Ms Jennifer West to consult. She was truly phenomenal and whipped…’ However, the website was gone when he clicked the link and trying to find a cached version only brought up a privacy screen to say that the page could only be viewed by members. Any link from there to register, of course, linked to a ‘404’ page.
He sighed heavily and walked across the room to make himself a coffee. Before the water had boiled, the office door swung open and a petite, dark haired woman whose gravitas did not match her stature strode in as though this had always been her office. Kyle watched as she barely acknowledged him, instead settling herself behind his desk and in his chair.
Kyle stared incredulously for a moment, taking in the sight of her. She was beautiful, and the realization softened his growing resentment toward her. Her hair was pulled into a tight ponytail which contrasted with her porcelain skin. A well-fitting red dress emphasized her breasts and nipped in at her svelte waist, probably tailored to cling so perfectly to her form. Her nails – pristinely painted to match her dress – drummed the surface of Kyle's desk, as though she was already restless with impatience.
“If you would be so kind, Mr Jackson, I’d like to get started,” she said from his chair, in his office, in a tone that Kyle would normally find insulting at best. He bit back his anger though, remembering how well-recommended she'd been, and that she may really be able to help save the company. But that was strike one.
“Yes, of course,” he answered, flashing the most polite and charming smile he could muster as he abandoned his coffee and moved to sit in the chair that was not his. “So, how do you propose we proceed?” He asked.
“I have examined the company’s accounts and forecasts which provide a useful overview as to the position of the company at present. However, what I need to understand from you is whether you have any notion whatsoever of the company’s inherent issues and what your plans to resolve said issues are,” she said glancing at her notes in a leather-bound notebook. “And, Mr Jackson, it would be best for all if you could just admit to being asleep at the wheel, should that be the case – as it so often is – otherwise we will just end up wasting time.”
That was strike two.
“Rest assured that I have not been ‘asleep at the wheel’ and I am very involved in the management of my company,” Kyle said, through gritted teeth. He noticed that he was staring at her collarbone.
“Good,” she said, still not looking up from her notes, “I’ll need some more time to complete a full report, but the financial information provided highlighted some areas in which we can improve initially, which will provide a better margin, and with it some breathing room. The first order of business of course should be to appoint a CFO as soon as possible,” she said.
“Excuse me?” Kyle asked, his jaw dropping open, “we have a CFO– Bill’s been here for longer than I have,” he explained.
She glanced up from her notes for the first time. “He was here, but he was also not fit for the role; I have dismissed him with immediate effect and so a replacement should be sought as soon as possible,” she replied.
Kyle was sure he was imagining this, his jaw couldn’t drop any lower at this point. That was strike three. “How dare you!?” He spat, incredulous, “How dare you dismiss my staff without my consent?” he shouted. Ms West closed her notebook and leaned back in Kyle’s chair, waiting patiently. “I have hired you and you work for me, you do not get to make decisions without my approval. I am in charge here, not you!” He bellowed.
At this, Ms West stood and leaned over the desk toward Kyle in a single, swift motion which caused him to recoil slightly. Stood at her full height she was at least 6 inches shorter than Kyle, but still she towered over him while he was seated.
“I am in charge everywhere,” she said quietly, a dark undertone to her words. Kyle closed his mouth for the first time in minutes and felt himself swallow hard.
“My initial assessment of this company is that its problems are, first and foremost, ineffective management. So if you’re not prepared to do what is necessary to save this company, then just say so. I won’t waste any more of my time,” she said calmly, “otherwise I will require you to do precisely what I say.”
Kyle thought for a moment. His mouth was dry and he felt light headed from his flash of anger a moment earlier. Just who did this woman think she was? No, who was this woman– that was the question in his mind. Finally, carefully, he answered; “I’ll do whatever it takes.”
Ms. West seemed pleased by this response. “Excellent. It is very important that you get the idea that you’re in control out of your head. You have been in control and look where that has gotten you. I can help you – but I require you to submit to my authority,” she said measuredly.
“I agree,” Kyle said, quietly accepting defeat.
“I beg your pardon?” Ms West snapped.
“I agree,” he said, more loudly this time.
“I do not require your agreement, Mr Jackson,” she replied “I require your submission.”
Kyle was slightly confused at the wording, but with some trepidation he nodded his head and then, when she didn’t respond, “I submit.”
She leaned and sat against the desk. “Good,” she grinned. “Now prove it,” she commanded.
Again, Kyle was confused. “How?” he asked.
“Take off your clothes,” she replied, without a trace of irony.
“You’re joking?” he choked, acutely aware of his growing hardness and suddenly embarrassed, filled with excitement and shame.
Ms West only stared at him, tapping her index finger against her folded arms, waiting expectantly. The severe expression on her face made it clear to Kyle that she was not joking.
“Look, I appreciate the symbolism Jennifer–” He started, but was interrupted as she swept forward and gripped his chin in her hand, which was remarkably strong considering how soft and small it was.
“Madame,” she corrected him. “You’re correct it is symbolic, but make no mistake Mr Jackson; I am not joking,” she hissed, releasing her grasp of his jaw. “I have accepted your submission and I have every intention of utilizing it,” she said “I will need to break you in order for you to be rebuilt correctly if you intend on running this company,” she added as she walked away from Kyle, looking at him over her shoulder to add, “and mark my words- you will break. We start tonight.”
Kyle stood stunned, the proverbial deer in headlights. He searched in vain for a response. When he found none, he began undressing. Ms West reclined against the desk, seemingly bored. Ordinarily he wasn’t shy about his body; he worked out regularly and his muscles were well defined. However, stood naked in his office in front of this woman and at her command, he felt humiliated and ashamed.
“Very good,” Ms West commended, “there may be hope for you yet. Especially considering how much you’re enjoying your deconstruction,” she laughed. He felt himself blush and looked at the floor. He was all too aware that she was referring to his cock, which, despite the embarrassment of the situation, was standing to attention. How was she having this effect on him, he wondered.
She reached behind her and slowly lowered the zipper on her dress, allowing it to slowly fall to the floor. Beneath this she was wearing a tight black corset with matching stockings and suspenders. Kyle marveled at her, she exuded confidence and authority and he was most certainly under her spell.
She beckoned him to the desk with her finger and he complied. She circled around him, looking him up and down as though she were appraising a painting. She traced her fingers down his spine, making him shiver with anticipation and his cock grow even harder. Then without warning a thunderous slap stung across his ass, causing him to cry out in pain. He didn’t protest, much to his own surprise.
“Did you enjoy that, Mr Jackson?” she asked sultrily, stroking his shoulders as she stood behind him.
“No,” he said immediately, shaking his head as his ass cheek hummed with the aftershock of the unexpected strike.
“No, Madame,” she corrected him, drawing patterns with her finger on his back, “And I’m glad. It makes it interesting,” she purred, “but you will soon love it,” she promised. “Now, lean over the desk, palms down flat,” she commanded.
Kyle did as he was told and stepped forward, stretching his arms out and leaning against the desk, his desk. He closed his eyes, bracing himself. Nothing came, and he opened them again, glancing over his shoulder. That was when the strike landed. This second attack felt harsher and he had to grit his teeth to keep from making a noise.
“You see?” she asked. “You have no patience.”
Another slap across his ass in, he was quite sure, the exact same spot as the last. It was an exquisite pain that shocked and stung at first and then settled into a wave of warmth. Kyle was surprised to find that he was, in fact, enjoying the sensation – even if he wasn’t ready to admit it.
He heard her giggle behind him. “My, my, that will leave a mark,” she said, pleased, tapping his ass gently this time. “Tell me now- are you enjoying the pain?” she asked.
“No,” he answered quickly, not wanting to reveal the fact to himself or to Ms West. A crash on the desk startled him and he recognized his steel ruler in her hand, slapped against the wood.
“Do not lie to me, Mr Jackson,” she warned, reaching down and squeezing his balls hard, forcing him to whimper. “Your body tells a different story,” she laughed. She moved her hand from his now aching balls to his engorged cock and stroked it gently as he shuddered. “Oh, but you like that though, don’t you?” she cooed.
“Yes,” he breathed.
“Do you want to cum?” she whispered in his ear, biting the lobe.
“Yes! Please!” he pleaded, uncaring of how desperate it sounded.
She withdrew from him and lashed slaps across his ass and thighs with the ruler until he howled in blissful agony. She walked back around and dropped the ruler on the desk in front of him and he noticed the thin line of blood along the side.
“This is precisely why you need to be trained properly. You can’t focus on what’s important,” she told him, “but we can correct that.” She pulled his hair back, forcing him to arch his back away from the desk. With the other hand she pinched his left nipple and laughed when he cried out. “We will see how well you perform when focused, given the right… motivation,” she smirked. “On your knees,” she demanded.
Kyle sank to his knees before her, wincing at the fresh markings from the ruler on his ass and thighs. Ms West raised her leg and placed her foot against Kyle’s chest as she surveyed him. She reveled in his suffering, it was always a special pleasure to bring larger, well built men to heel. He was so confused by his enjoyment, and before the night was through he would be begging for more, she had no doubt. His cries would be like music to her ears.
“Now show me what you can do with that tongue,” she ordered, “your motivation is that if you don’t do well enough, I will be forced to devise some delicious manner of punishment.”
She then hooked her foot behind his head and eased him toward her waiting sex. Kyle kissed the inside of her thighs gently, which was met with sounds of approval from Ms West. He reached up to pull her panties down, but she slapped him sharply across the face.
“No hands!” she chastised.
Kyle instead used his teeth to pull the thin material away from her pussy and down her silken legs until they were pulled free enough for her to kick away. She clasped her legs around his shoulders and dragged him back to her pussy, steadying herself on the desk as Kyle went to work.
He lapped eagerly at her sweetness, driving his tongue as deeply as he could as she ground against his face, uttering words of encouragement that he could barely hear with her thighs firmly around either side of his head. She threw her head back, writhing in pleasure against his mouth as she grabbed a fistful of hair, directing his attention from her clit to her pussy, to her asshole as she desired. Kyle worshipfully licked at each, his sole driving purpose being to send Ms West over the edge, the promised punishment for failure now long forgotten as he increased the speed of his movements in line with the bucking of her hips.
Without warning she pushed him away. “Good boy,” she told him, “you almost made me cum!” using her foot again, she pushed him to the floor so that he was lying on his back beneath her. He reached down to stroke his cock, but she kicked his hand away.
“I said no hands,” she reminded, “you will not touch your pathetic little cock without my express permission,” she said, still standing over him. “Do I make myself clear?” she asked.
“Yes,” he groaned, then remembering quickly added, “Madame.”
“You’re a fast learner Mr Jackson, I’ll give you that,” she opined, “I think that we will have you reshaped in very little time.”
She then squatted down and sat on Kyle’s face, resuming her grinding against his mouth, this time bracing herself against his chest and thrusting against his face roughly. Kyle tried to keep up with the motion of her hips as she fucked his face, hungrily licking at her now thoroughly soaking pussy, urging her to climax with his tongue.
Her orgasm arrived quickly, she moaned loudly as she pressed herself into Kyle’s mouth. Kyle felt satisfied that he had done well, but Ms West was unperturbed. She recovered from her orgasm as quickly and continued to grind herself on his face, this time almost recklessly, thrusting against him hard as she moaned, steadying herself with her hands around his throat, restricting his breathing.
“Yes!” she shouted, “that’s perfect! Do you see how good you can be when you’re following instructions rather than thinking you’re the boss?” she asked and she continued to ride his tongue. All Kyle could do was try and nod, but she wasn’t waiting for an answer; she knew she had him.
Just as Kyle started to feel as though he may pass out, Ms West removed her hands from his throat and leaned back, using her fingers to rub her clit as Kyle furiously worked his tongue on her pussy.
“I hope you’re ready,” she said breathlessly, “I’m going to cum and I expect you to drink it all,” she said, closing her eyes and focusing on her hand and Kyle’s mouth . A few seconds later she roared with pleasure and began to squirt torrents of her juices into Kyle’s mouth, holding his head in place with her free hand. Kyle dutifully swallowed all he could of the sweet liquid, licking around her swollen pussy once the flow had subsided.
“I think you missed some,” Ms West said, disapprovingly, forcing her fingers into his mouth for him to suck the remnants of her juices off of them. When she considered her fingers clean, she stood, leaving him lying on the floor, holding him in place with her foot on his chest for good measure.
Ms West couldn’t help but admit (but only to herself) that she was impressed by Karl Jackson. She hadn’t been expecting much from him, indeed she hadn’t even planned on making him submit – he had decided that for her when it became clear that he wasn’t going to be able to be sensible and harbored some misplaced notion that he was in control of her – it had been his actions which had forced her to take make him submit. Bearing this, and its resultant lack of expectation in mind, she was pleasantly surprised with both his willingness and his performance. She had allowed herself to get carried away, though, and had been gentle to him as a result— this would surely have to be remedied at their next meeting.
“You did very well,” she told him, “do you see what you’re capable of when you’re not concerned with…” she poked at his still hard cock with her foot, “other things?” she asked.
“Yes, Madame,” he answered, “thank you for showing me.”
“We can turn this business around,” she told him, pacing the office now, whilst leaving him lying on the ground, “but you will need to devote the same level of focus to the necessary restructuring as you just did to pleasuring me,” she continued, “do you think you can do that?”
“Yes, Madame,” he said again.
“Good,” she smiled. “Because I know just the way to keep you focused,” she said, smile ever widening. Kyle began to worry that there was a trap he was about to fall into, or perhaps he had already fallen in. “We know that you require proper motivation, do we not?” She asked. Kyle dared not answer. “So I have decided that, seeing as how you did such a good job, you will be permitted to cum, if you want; I’ll even help you.” She said “Do you agree?”
“Yes!” he practically shouted, in his enthusiasm almost forgetting to add, “Madame.”
Ms West stared at him for a moment, grinning with her hands on her hips. “Stand,” she commanded, and he obeyed, his cock now throbbing with frustration and anticipation. She circled him like an eagle eyeing its prey. “What if this were a business deal, Mr Jackson?” she asked. Kyle clearly didn’t understand and Ms West chuckled at his confusion. “You agreed without even hearing my terms,” she explained.
She stepped toward him, reaching out and taking his cock in her hand. He gasped at just the feel of her touch. Ms West slowly stroked his cock from base to tip, turning the teasing pleasure into a form of torture as Kyle rocked his hips, trying in vain to generate more motion, desperate for the release. Ms West built up speed, pumping until Kyle was groaning in pleasure and she sensed that he was approaching climax and then slowed, almost to a stop, denying the orgasm he craved, reducing him to a pleading whimper.
“Please, Madame,” he begged her, “please let me cum.”
Ms West ignored his pleas and continued bringing him to the edge of orgasm and then snatching away the prize at the last moment. After ten minutes, Kyle was on the verge of sobbing.
“I think you’re starting to understand now,” she told him, building the intensity of her pumping, causing Kyle’s knees to weaken. “You’re beginning to realize that you have no control,” she said, “you now belong to me and I decide when and if you will cum,” she concluded.
At the same time, her pace had quickened and Kyle felt himself approaching his orgasm. Ms West sensed this too, but did not stop. Instead she sped up further, pushing him past the point of no return and then removing her hand completely. Kyle groaned and bucked his hips, to no avail. After a few seconds, cum started weakly, uselessly trickling from the tip of his cock. Kyle groaned as his orgasm slipped away from him, completely ruined. His frustration was palpable and he longed for some contact as the last of his semen left him.
“Do you see?” Ms West asked him. “How much you wanted to cum, how desperate you were, and what did it achieve?” she quizzed.
“Nothing…” he answered, looking at the floor.
“Correct,” she told him. “We still have some work to do, I’m afraid,” she lamented, “but I think it won’t take long before you fully understand your place. And then we can work on training you properly,” she said, walking back behind the desk. “Don’t worry,” she told him, “we’ll save the company. The new and improved you will be more than capable of running the organization once I’ve finished fixing you and we’ve implemented my proposed changes,” she assured.
“Thank you, Madame,” Kyle said, grateful.
“For tonight, there’s just one thing left,” she said. “Do you know what this is?” she asked, holding up a small metal item produced from her handbag. Kyle shook his head, unsure. “This is a cock cage— a chastity device,” she explained, turning it around in her fingers, “it will prevent you from getting any distracting erections until I remove it,” she smiled, “doesn’t that sound wonderful?” she asked, expectantly.
To Kyle it certainly didn’t sound wonderful. He had no idea what this contraption was. Would it hurt? Would people know? Did he really want this woman to have that much control over him? He asked himself these questions in an instant, and in the same instant he decided without considering, that he did.
In any event, Ms West wasn’t waiting for an answer. She was already walking toward him, holding the device in one hand and a small brass padlock in the other.
“You see,” she explained as she knelt down and slid the device over his cock, “this is why you were allowed to cum tonight. Not only to show you the futility of it, but so that I could install this handy little device,” she laughed softly to herself as she secured the padlock. “Just imagine how focused and productive you will be now you’re unable to get distracted by that nasty little cock,” she teased.
The cage was cold and felt heavy. Kyle suspected it would take some getting used to. But it was surely only for a day or so, wasn’t it? Part of what excited and entranced him was not knowing.
Whilst Kyle had been considering the cock cage, Ms West had been redressing and was ready to leave. She strode toward the door, pausing to say goodnight.
“Well, Mr Jackson,” she said, “I think we’ve made some real progress tonight and I look forward to working with you. I’m sure together we can reinvigorate Savantech and prevent any further rumors of takeover action.”
Kyle had almost forgotten that the evening had started as a business meeting. It was unlike any meeting he had ever had before, but he was already looking forward to the next.
“I’d like to thank you again for your… valuable input,” Kyle said. His mind went back to the chastity device he was wearing, realizing too that he was still completely naked and blushing despite himself. “When can we meet to… discuss things further?” he asked carefully.
“Ah,” Ms West answered knowingly, “you mean when do I plan to release you?” she asked. Kyle smiled sheepishly. “I have an opening in my schedule a week tomorrow, I would propose to reconvene then,” she said, “whether or not I unlock you will depend entirely on your conduct,” she warned, “I will be in touch by email, but in the meantime I need you to send me resumes for potential new CFOs; bearing in mind that I want all suggestions to be women.” She instructed.
“I’ll send them over first thing in the morning,” he promised. “This err… thing… won’t be obvious will it?” he asked, concerned. “I mean, it’s a whole week…” he said.
Ms West laughed. “People will only know if one of us reveals the information,” she told him, “and for now I’m personally not minded to do that,” she confirmed. “What I would be more concerned about, if I were you,” she continued, “would be what happens if I lose or misplace this,” she said, holding up the key to the padlock and dropping into her purse.
“Goodnight Mr Jackson,” she said, walking out of the door.
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