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"Can you repeat that, John?" the company manager, Al, asked. I watched his mouth move a moment later, distractingly out of sync with his voice.

"I said the reports will be in by next Wednesday," I repeated, this time almost shouting at my screen. The twenty or so faces that stared back at me in their little boxes froze in various grotesquely distorted images. I waited, unsure if anyone had heard me this time around. If I lost connection again I might throw the monitor out the window. Working at home had its perks, but they couldn't make up for the awful broadband in my house.

"Okay that's great," Al finally responded. "What's your update Dominique?"

I leaned back in my chair, glad that the focus was no longer on me. I tuned out what was being said and scrolled through my phone. After a few weeks I thought I might have gotten used to working from home, but in reality it was terribly dull. There were more needless meetings, more time-wasting, and more scrutiny from our manager who hardly trusted us to work efficiently without him breathing down our necks.

"Anyone got any final points before we finish up?"

I turned my attention back to the virtual meeting, glad to hear it was nearly over. It was already after five. We had run over yet again.

"In that case you can all sign out," our manager said, evidently enjoy how he could hold us all online, waiting for his word to let us leave. "Have a good weekend."

One by one everyone signed off the videocall and I promptly followed. It was Friday evening. Finally time for a beer.

I stood up and rearranged my boxers. The only room in my house that had a halfway decent connection to the Wi-Fi was the cramped little spare bedroom in which I had never got round to installing curtains or blinds. As a result, the late afternoon sun warmed it up to a ridiculous degree and the stagnant summer air outside provided no ventilation through the open window. Fortunately, there was no one around to see me working in my underwear. There was no need to wear sweaty suit trousers; all I needed was a smart shirt on top to create an image of professionality for my colleagues. They all had no clue I was chilling in my boxers throughout our meetings.

I went to the kitchen to get a chilled beer then returned to my little office. As I sat down at my computer to shut down, I received an invite to join a new videocall. It was Dominique. What did she want? If it was anyone else I might have feigned innocence and pretended not to see her invite. It was outside of work hours, after all. Yet, while she had to report to Al, I had to report directly to Dominique. So it didn’t seem like I had much choice other than to answer her. But there was something else that compelled me, not just because she was my boss.

I wouldn't quite say I had a crush on her, but there was certainly something about her that had me offering to help her at any opportunity I could. Maybe it was just how she stood out in an office of mostly middle-aged careerists with nothing interesting to say unless they were discussing work. Being only a couple of years older than me, I couldn’t help but respect her for getting fast-tracked into a more senior position than others. Even if it did make me feel slightly inadequate and unaccomplished. If not for the fact that it risked making my office life awkward, and potentially breaking certain rules on office relationships, I would have asked her out a long time ago. But she didn't know that. So I was happy to play the role of helpful colleague to her.

"Hello, John," she said, sounding surprisingly severe.

"Hi Dominique, what's up?" I looked at her image fill the screen. It was the view I had missed most from being in the office. 

Her pretty face was framed by glasses which highlighted her sparkling eyes. Her dark hair was pulled back in her usual, professional ponytail. And she had a blouse on, one which I knew was just about transparent enough to show the outline of a bra, if only I was with her in person. Under her desk I imagined her wearing one of her usual pencil skirts that hugged her ass so amazingly. But the image evaporated as I was thrown off by the stern look she was giving me.

"You've been a bad body haven't you," she said.

"Um, sorry?" I didn't know how to respond. Was this even a work call?

"I saw you in your boxers."

"What?"

"That's right," she said. "You didn't sign off from the meeting. When you stood up you gave mea lovely display of your lovely blue boxers."

What the fuck? How did she see? She got the colour right so she couldn't be lying. But I was sure I logged out. Maybe I . . . shit. I only minimised the group call! The host had ended it now, but I must have remained on the call up until that point.

"I'm so sorry Dominique." I didn't know what else to say. "Did anyone else see?"

"Lucky for you everyone had left before you stood up."

"Good, good." I breathed a sigh of relief. If it was only Dominique who noticed I might be in the clear.

"Oh don't bless your lucky stars yet," she retorted. "I took a lovely picture of you showing off your bulge." She showed me her phone screen, on which a photo proved her right. There was no denying it. That was me, standing in my boxers.

"Why did you take a picture?" I asked, panicked.

"I thought it might be funny to send Al. I'd love to see his reaction."

"Dominique, what the fuck?" My heart raced. "Don't do that."

"Oh? Why not?" She was smirking now. Somehow my panic was amusing her.

"Come on, Dominique. That's not funny. You know how he's like! He'd probably fire me if he saw that." I usually got on with Dominique. It helped that she was close to my age and always managed to be an understanding boss, allowing a sense of comradery to develop in the office. But she still had to do what Al said. And he could be a bastard sometimes.

"If you don't want to risk it, you'd better do what I say."

"What do you mean?" I started to realise she might be trying to blackmail me.

"I mean, if I tell you to stand up you will stand up. So do it." 

She barked her command and I felt compelled to follow it. I sprung out of my seat and my chair rolled back.

"And there we are," she said, peering at me from behind her glasses. "Didn't bother putting anything on after the meeting?"

"I, err, no."

"Well, no need to put anything on now. Quite the opposite in fact. I want to see your cock."

My heart pounded at the sudden request. "Dominique, seriously? I can't. We can't. It's . . . unprofessional."

"How can you say that when you spend our meetings sat in your boxers? You've clearly thrown professionality out of the window already. But I suppose it's up to you. I do wonder what Al will say on Monday."

"Wait, no, okay." 

I couldn't believe I was actually going to do it. I grabbed the waistband of my boxers and slowly lowered them. Somehow, knowing we were separated by a screen helped me to ignore the reality of my situation, that I was stripping in front of my boss.

But I still felt her eyes piercing me through the monitor. They watched intently as my trimmed hair was revealed. Then the base of my cock. And finally I pulled my boxers down completely and exposed the full length of my cock.

"Well well," she said, examining my member. "Is that all?"

"I, what?" 

"I want to see how big you can get. Or do you need some help with that?"

I just stood there in only my shirt and watched as she rolled back in her chair. She stood up and I stared. Her long slim legs ran up to a small black thong. Nothing else helped to cover what lay beneath her underwear. Maybe this situation wasn’t all bad.

"I thought I'd try out your method of working from home," she said, slowly unbuttoning her blouse. "And I have to say it is much more comfortable like this."

I could only watch as she slowly revealed her body. Her black bra hid a pair of tits that I had never imagined I would see in person. She was amazingly busty for an otherwise slim figure. I couldn’t stop an erection developing as she stood there in her underwear.

"That's better," she said, looking at my hard cock and grinning. "Have you been dreaming of seeing me like this?"

"Yes." I couldn't help but tell the truth. 

"Well enjoy the view while you can. Why don't you make the most of it and stroke yourself for me."

I didn't need telling twice. My cock was already desperate to be touched and it responded gratefully to the feel of my hand around it.

"Does that feel good?" Dominique asked me. She was sat back at her desk, hiding the lower half of her body but giving me a better view of her bra-clad tits.

"So good," I moaned in response, trying not to think too much about the fact that my boss was watching me masturbate.

"In that case why don't you stop. Stop!" She had to bark her command as I first hesitated, not wanting to stop my self-instilled pleasure. "Slap yourself in the face."

I paused for a moment but noticed her stern look and brought my hand to my face.

"Harder than that," she said. "I need to hear it."

I slapped my cheek harder, hearing the sound echo around the room as my face stung. I could see the red mark in my image on the screen.

"Better," Dominique said. "But you need to learn to follow my instructions without hesitation. And all of them. Otherwise we can terminate our little arrangement here. Understood?"

I nodded. "Yes."

"And while we're together like this, you had better call me Mistress. Okay?"

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, not wanting to get on her bad side. The evening hadn't gone as I'd expected, but I didn't care. I wanted to serve her.

"Then you had better show me how well you can follow my orders. Slap your balls."

"Dominique, that'll—"

"Quiet!" she yelled, enraged by my protest. "Do not argue. Just do as I say.”

I braced myself and tapped my balls, feeling them swing like a pendulum beneath my hard cock.

"That didn't look like it hurt very much," Dominique said. "Don't hold back. Slap them harder."

I did what she told me to do and brought my hand down in an arc to swat them, groaning out loud at the resulting discomfort that shot into my stomach.

"Good. Five more time."

Not wanting to disappoint her, I slapped my ball five times and didn't hold back. Each hard smack caused me to grunt in pain and by the fifth I was doubled over, having to hold onto my desk for balance.

"Very good," Dominique said. I could see her smiling at my self-induced pain. "I think you've deserved some stroking as a reward. Go on."

I stroked, still feeling the throb of discomfort pounding through my balls and stomach. The pleasure of my masturbation felt strangely different alongside that dull pain.

"Keep at that pace," Dominique ordered. "Do you want to go faster?"

"Yes, mistress," I said, enjoying being able to gaze at her tits while masturbating.

"Well tough. Stop stroking."

I reluctantly pulled back. For the second time, she had stopped me before I had a chance to properly get going. If she was intending to tease me, it was certainly working.

"Do you have any tape in the house?" she asked. "Duct tape, preferably."

"Yes, Mistress," I answered, feeling sure I had some around.

"Go get it. And be quick. I don't want your erection to be gone when you get back."

I quickly ran out the room and to my tool cupboard. Certain there was a roll of tape somewhere buried inside, I rummaged around. It maybe took a minute before I found a roll of duct tape and hurried to return to Dominique. But I stopped outside my office door, realising that my erection had subsided while my attention was on the frantic search. I decided to stroke myself, just enough to bring back a rush of blood to my cock. It didn't take long until I was fully hard again and I rushed back into the room to see Dominique still there waiting for me on my computer screen.

"I told you to be quick," she said, sounding disappointed. "Did you at least get the tape?"

"Yes, Mistress." I showed her the roll and stood back in position so my webcam framed my body.

"And you're still hard. Good. But did you have to stroke yourself to keep it up? Don't lie to me."

I looked at my feet sheepishly and nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

"I didn't say you could stroke. Give me ten slaps to your face as punishment."

I did as commanded, glad I didn't have to target my balls this time. I smacked my right cheek five times then did the same with my left. Having learnt not to hold back, I was left with a stinging heat to my face. My cheeks had turned a rosy-red.

"Don't disobey me again," Dominique said. "Are you wearing socks? Or did you remove those along with your trousers?"

"I am, Mistress." Despite the heat, I hadn't bothered removing my socks. My bare legs served to keep me sufficiently cool.

"Take one off," Dominique commanded.

I pulled one off my right foot, feeling how sweaty it had become just from me sitting in this stuffy room all day. But I didn't have any idea what she wanted to do with it.

"Now stuff it in your mouth." 

She barked her order and I knew I couldn't hesitate. The smell of my used sock penetrated my nose as I brought it to my face. I must have visibly grimaced as I opened my mouth, because Dominique smirked at my response. I pushed the damp fabric in. It felt strangely rough and unpleasant, drying out my mouth. I was able to fit most of it in. The smell was less of a problem now that I could taste the saltiness of my sweat.

"Now get a piece of tape and put it over your mouth. I want to see you nicely gagged."

I ripped off a strip of duct tape and pressed it over my lips. It effectively held my sock in so I was unable to push it out with my tongue.

"How about a couple more strips?" Dominique pondered. "Make it really secure for me."

I did just that, placing two more pieces to make the gag harder to remove. I made sure they were longer strips so they could cover my mouth and jaw from between the bottom of each ear.

"Excellent. How does that feel?"

"Mmph mphmssh." I tested out the gag, finding it incredibly effective.

Dominique laughed. "You can just nod now. That's fine. I just don't want you arguing again. Got it?"

"Mmm." I nodded.

"Excellent. Now . . . what do you want to do?"

"Mmpphh," I played along with her teasing demands, not really knowing what I wanted. Only to please her.

"Well, slave, I don't care what you want. Understood? For now, just stroke for me. That's all you're good for I suppose."

I stroked, grateful for the chance to touch myself. My cock was still hard and desperate for it, and I couldn't help but groan at the pleasure of it.

"Oh you like do you?" Dominique asked. Her hands had disappeared under her desk. "Would you like it more if I joined you?"

I nodded, letting myself accelerate my strokes as I thought of what her fingers might be doing.

"The thing is, slave, seeing you there obeying my orders . . . it turns me on. More than you could imagine." Dominique leaned back in her chair. I could see her arm moving as she touched herself, masturbating just as I did. "Knowing that you will obey me even when I'm not there, that just makes it so much better for me. I mean, you live on the other side of the city from me, isn't that right? And you've so gladly given up your time to serve me even though you can only see my on your computer screen. Do you know why?"

I shook my head, gladly continuing to stroke.

"Because you think it'll all be worth something. As if your good behaviour has a promise of a reward." She ran a hand up her body, bringing it to her breasts. As she squeezed her bosom through her bra a burst of excitement ran through me. "You think you'll get something in return. Like seeing my body. Or like cumming. Is that right? Don't lie to me."

I nodded. I had to. She was completely right. The imagined picture of her naked body had occupied my mind not only since she had stripped off her work clothes, but long before. In the office, who could help but think of what lay beneath. And my orgasm . . . surely that was a given now? I would explode for her and she could bring herself to a climax fuelled by my obedience. And now my eyes were affixed more firmly on her as she brought her hands behind her back. 

"So you'll want to see what's under here then," she said as she fiddled on the clasp. She unhooked her bra but held it in place. As my strokes sped up to a furious pace I could see the straps hanging loosely at her sides. "Well you've got pay for that reward. So stop stroking."

With a reluctance that seemed to shatter a sense of desire which dominated my entire body, I pulled my hand away from my aching cock. I held both arms at my side despite the seemingly magnetic pull of my yearning member. It was worth it, at least, for the sight that beheld me as Dominique removed her hand and let the bra drop to the floor. Her breasts seemed to occupy the entire rectangle of my computer screen. They were so round and smooth and voluptuous yet looked as if they defied the law of gravity. I cursed the limits of my broadband for letting them be displayed in anything other than a high-definition resolution. As I stared and admired her amazing tits my cock seemed to pulse and beg for my hand to return so it could truly experience the pleasure of the view.

"If not for your gag, slave, I think your jaw would be hanging open," Dominique said, laughing. "Is this torturous for you, finally getting to see these and not be able to stroke?"

I had to nod. She was absolutely right.

"Aww, poor slave," she purred, running her hands over her breasts and giving me a show. She squeezed and pinched. She pressed them together, creating a deep dark valley of cleavage. Then she lowered a hand down to her crotch, still hidden below the table. "See, I can masturbate as much as I want. And all you can do is watch. Fuck. Mmm. Do you know what would feel better than my fingers right now? Your tongue. Why don't you keep watching. Imagine kneeling before me and pleasuring my wet pussy with your mouth. And pinch your nipples while you do. Then maybe you can get some sort of stimulation while you watch and think about that."

My nipples were hard between my fingers as I pinched and pulled. Unable to stroke, or do anything else without her word, I was driven to playing with them as hard as I could. And seeing Dominique topless made it worth it. 

"Mmmm," she purred. "I'm getting close, slave. I'm going to let you stroke, okay? But you will not cum unless I tell you. Understood? If you disobey me you'll have to prepare what you’ll say to Al on Monday."

I gladly stroked again, hard and fast. Seeing Dominique getting so worked up helped immensely. Her eyelids fluttered. Her chest rose with deep breaths. Her breasts seemed to swell and glisten with sweat. 

"Fuuuck," she moaned. "Get close, slave. Get right on the edge of orgasm."

Seeing her so enveloped by pleasure threatened to make me cum immediately. She gazed at me from behind half-shut eyelids. She inhaled and exhaled with breaths that shook my body with ecstasy. I had to slow down and keep my strokes shallow, staying away from my sensitive head. 

"Keep stroking. But do not cum yet."

She repeated her command and I obeyed, but it was excruciating. I had to reduce my strokes to their shortest and lightest capability. Every fibre of my body wanted to bring myself to climax. It wouldn't take much. Only to bring my hand another inch up to the head. Or just to speed up my strokes along my shaft. Or even just to tighten my grip ever so slightly. But no, I held back. I had to. 

"Mmmmmm, yes." Dominique's arm was a blur on my screen. I knew I was close to whatever sensation she was feeling right now, but I didn't let myself falter. Her command was more important than my pleasure. "Fuuuck, I'm cumming," she screamed in a burst of orgasmic joy. Her moans echoed through my computer. Her head was tilted back. Her orgasm overtook her and all I could do was stay on the edge.

"Stop stroking, slave," she said once she finally recovered. "You've impressed me so far. Take off your gag. Rip it off – don't be gentle."

I grabbed the edge of the strip of tape, having to peel the end free with a fingernail, and pulled it off. The other strips didn't come off so easily, and I was left was a hot stinging sensation around my mouth when they were both off. I eagerly removed the sock that had been stuffed inside my mouth the entire time. It was soaked with my saliva and my mouth was left feeling dry. But it was a relief, at least. And I was glad to exercise my jaw.

"Do you still want to cum for me?" Dominique asked, still laying back limp in her chair.

"Yes, Mistress," I croaked.

"I'll let you, slave, but it will come with a price. For now, I won't tell you what that price is. But it's entirely up to you whether you take my deal."

"I want to cum, Mistress." I didn't care what the price was. My cock needed release.

"You'd better get stroking then," she commanded. "I haven't got all evening."

I stroked, encouraged by her words and the sight of her as she also resumed masturbating.

"You'll always be after me," she said. "So you get one orgasm while I'm on my second."

The pleasure was already nearly too much for me to bear. Within a few strokes I was once again near the edge.

"I'm gonna cum, mistress," I moaned, overwhelmed by the sight of her watching me intently as she fingered herself.

"You have permission to cum, slave," she gasped as her own pleasure began to take effect once more. "But catch your load in your other hand so it doesn't go all over your computer. Don't want to get sticky keys now do you?"

I couldn't hold back any longer. And after her permission there was no reason to. My cock grew thicker as the cum breached the floodgates. Despite her warning the first shot sprayed over my keyboard. I readjusted my aim and the rest of my load shot out in a few quick spurts that splattered into my palm. I had it cupped and waiting. A pool of my warm load filled it completely. 

In my state of climax I had hardly noticed Dominique's own cries of pleasure. As I emptied the last of my load into my hand her moans shook my body with a new pleasure. That of submission.

"Good, slave, good," she panted, shuddering as her climax faded. "Now, a question of the cost."

I had forgotten about her offer. How could I pay for an orgasm?

"I know no better way than to eat the product of your pleasure," Dominique said, filling me with a sense of dread. "Don't you agree?"

"Mistress, I—"

"Silence, slave. I'd order you to put that gag back on but . . . well, that wouldn't work with what I'm asking. So do it. Now. Or I can go about sharing that lovely photo of you."

I looked at the white pool in my hand. Never before would I have considered eating it. But, for Dominique, how could I say no? Even in the clarity of my post-orgasm state, I wanted nothing more than to please her. My submission was all I needed to compel me to bring my cupped palm to my mouth, pour it in, and swallow. It went down surprisingly easy. It tasted, somehow, good. As if Dominique's commands would make anything seem satisfying. As I gulped down the final mouthful, I looked down at my empty palm and then over at Dominique who was smiling at me.

"Well well," she purred. "You've proven yourself to be quite the slave. For now, it might be best to keep this little arrangement of ours between the two of us. So I suppose you're safe from Al. But . . . you're not safe from me. How about we schedule another meeting in for Monday?"

I couldn't say no. Not out of fear of her sharing the photo, but out of a desire to please her unquestioningly. I looked at her gorgeous body and tried to cement the image of it in my mind as she began to get dressed. "Yes, Mistress."

The End
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