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The Story

Mark hated the night shift.  Being in maintenance meant long hours watching equipment that rarely broke down.  At least the scenery was good, being an equal opportunity employer, the factory had plenty of women working there.  Some of them looked pin-up hot in their tight leggings and brushed on low-cut tank tops, power tools whirring in their nimble hands.

As much as he enjoyed checking out the ladies, he wasn’t comfortable dating anyone at work, there was just too much potential for gossip about him.  Not that he didn’t fully enjoy the moments when they flirted with him while he was doing a repair.  Mark was tall and lean, his broad shoulders and chest always seemed to threaten the limits of the coveralls he wore, and he had a killer smile.  The ladies liked him, some wanted more, but he was adamant.  No dating at work, no gossip.  Be discrete.  Be safe.

That went out the window the moment the new security woman turned his head as she walked past from across the main thoroughfare inside the factory.  It had taken a couple of seconds, spent taking in her rock-hard ass, for him to realize what he’d done but by then it had been too late.  She’d glanced over her shoulder and locked eyes with him just as he was looking away.  He’d acted casual and fully turned to look at something else, and she’d kept on walking, but he’d been busted.

There may have been no leggings or tiny T’s, but the security departments dress code of conduct obviously had some leeway.  Mark wore thick cotton coveralls with heavy reinforced seams and industrial snaps.  They were ugly and ill-fitted but good for wear and tear and getting dirty, hers was the opposite.  Hers may have been blasé standard issue black polyester pants, but the way she wore them they looked anything but.  Loose enough at the ankles, they hovered over paramilitary style black leather boots.  The dainty size of her feet muting their macho utilitarian look and sensualized the effect of the leather and hard rubber heels as she strode forward like she owned the place.

The pants drew tight over her thighs, stretching even more so as it strove to reach around her firm ass, pulling the seam up firmly between her cheeks as it did so.  Despite the tight confines, each succulent rear orb of flesh managed to jiggle just a little bit with each strike of sole upon concrete floor.

He gave his head a rueful shake.  Jesus man, use a little discretion!

The next day he was eating his lunch in the cafeteria with his buddy, who as usual was bitching about his wife.  “Really?” Mark would rhetorically ask, or otherwise offer a conciliatory “Geeze” at the right time, but he wasn’t actually listening.  It wasn’t that he didn’t care, it was that he’d heard it all a thousand times before and thus spent the bulk of his break simply people watching.

Mark enjoyed people dynamics, specifically those between men and women as far as dating was concerned.  Truth of the matter was he could count on one hand the number of times he’d dated himself, having figuratively speaking found it difficult to pick up the bat let alone make it to any base.

Those times when his desperation for companionship overcame his well-founded fear of rejection and he worked up the courage to ask a woman out it never ended well.  In fact, it had been almost a year since the last incident.  That’s what he called them now, not wanting to give voice to embarrassing memories best left buried in the self-denial of their existence.  No, it was much more enjoyable to imagine what other people were doing, to project his own furtive desires upon what he witnessed around him.

He’d wonder what a guy had said in passing to make the red head laugh at the table to his left.  Or, how did that guy manage to start dating that blonde bombshell over there, because she was way out of his league!  What were those two over there talking about?  He’d never know, but it was fun to imagine, fun to pretend it was himself with the pretty woman.

In his youth, he’d actually been pretty good at the banter and flirtation that was the hallmark of successfully getting a girl to go out with a guy.  He had always been attractive, and back then he had the confidence to go along with it.  Once he’d gotten old enough for kissing to progress to fucking, everything had changed.

The first girl he’d been with had actually been nice, but she hadn’t been able to hide her dismay when she saw him naked.  He’d almost talked himself into thinking it was all in his mind until the next girl he’d dated had outright pointed and laughed.  He’d always compared himself to the other guys in the locker rooms over the years and a part of him knew he didn’t measure up, but a bigger part of himself figured size didn’t matter.  Her laughter had shattered that illusion and his ego and had left him wary ever since.

He’d occasionally tried using an on-line dating site with a fake name lest he found himself having to make yet another embarrassed retreat, of which he did, every time.  As such it had been quite a while since his last attempt and his swollen balls full of pent up ambition had him almost believing it was time to try again.  Hey, society was changing, becoming more accepting, so why wouldn’t that apply to him? 

He was lost in thoughts of dating, completely ignoring the blathering of the guy across from him when he noticed the security woman walk by and join a group of her co-workers.  The guys immediately perked up when she sat down and whatever comments they were making soon had her laughing in response.

Well, she seems friendly enough. I mean come on; how funny could those guys really be?

An image of himself being the one chatting her up and making her laugh flashed into his mind but he reflexively pushed the dangerous thought away.

No way man, you know better.

He tried to focus on his friend but couldn’t help but look over every time she laughed.  It was more than a little distracting and he was almost glad when it was time to get back to work.

The days past by and he saw her here and there as he went about his business, but he never got a good look at her again like that first time she’d caught his eye.

Miranda had been ‘clean’ for six months now.  None of that ‘indulging her cravings’ business.  The paddles and restraints, the strap-on and the inevitable need for a properly secured gag.  The underlying common thread of enforced male chastity that was a mainstay in her toolkit for breaking men to her will.

She never had trouble finding men to play with, they were such simple creatures who willingly dove headfirst without thinking into her world.  Sure, they started out asking her for it, but by the end it was always the same.  The begging for it all to stop.  The grueling sessions, both emotionally and physically, that she used to work out her frustrations about whatever was bothering her that day.  The relentless chastity and constant teasing, and the persistent message that as long as they were with her, it was permanent.

She always broke them, some took longer than others, but her natural dominance and lack of empathy ensured the end result.  Then she’d met him.  He’d had all the qualities in a man that made her want to hurt him, and she had enjoyed hurting him, but there had been something else...love.  She’d let down her guard and it was good, while it lasted.  Then he took off with no good-bye, no explanation, no-nothing.  And the fucker had stolen his key when he left!

Never again would she allow herself to fall into that trap, but she was also left wanting a break from the whole lifestyle.  To live ‘vanilla’, go to work, talk about all the things regular people do, and maybe date some regular guys.  To give herself a reset and figure out what it was she really wanted in life.  So, she had made a clean break, packing away her latex bodysuits and toys, she knew if she could learn to enjoy a man without dominating him that she could put that wild side of herself to rest. She had lost control of her wild side, and she didn’t want to be in that position again.

Taking the current security position was an easy choice.  She’d used the few suitable prospects at the last place she’d worked, used them hard and then discarded them.  It was time to move on but not change careers.  She liked working security because it allowed her to feel like she had some measure of power over people while getting paid well enough for what it was.

Hoping for someone to cause a disturbance and present an opportunity to use her martial arts skills on them wasn’t realistic she knew but couldn’t deny the thought regardless.  Vanilla or not, a woman could still enjoy the thought of a good beat down couldn’t she?

The rest of the security team was friendly, and she got on well from the start.  A couple of the guys were fairly hot, and she’d been letting them flirt with her, just enough to keep them smitten.  There was no reason not to have a little fun.

For the most part she had been able to put the past behind her, seeing the positive side of men who weren’t kneeling at her feet.  She had slowly let herself relax and just enjoy living as that everyday girl next door she’d always wondered about being.

Miranda felt the walls of the house of cards she’d built with delusional blocks of normalcy shudder the moment she locked eyes with the maintenance man.  A solid looking guy, nice jaw, big hands, the kind that made a woman feel small in all the right ways, but it was his eyes that captured her attention, that triggered her.

The way they took her all in with a glance before being caught, and then how they looked away in guilty embarrassment.  A man should like how she looks, she wanted them to if for no other reason than it gave her power over them.  She knew exactly what she was doing each day she dressed for work and every night she worked out at the gym.  What a man shouldn’t be is embarrassed about finding her attractive.  This guy wasn’t like most men, he was one of those kind of men.  The kind who instinctively felt a woman like her was superior, the kind who on some level knew that they were made to serve, the kind who looked away because they knew on some level they shouldn’t be looking without permission.

Her permission.

She felt that old something stirring inside, pushing against the walls boxing it in but she didn’t want to give name to it, lest it gain strength with its acknowledgment.  She had been doing so well, surely she could keep her demons under control and focus on new ways of finding pleasure in life.  She’d kept walking and pushed thoughts of him from her mind, shrugging it off as nothing more than temptation.  It was no different than quitting smoking, or over-indulging, one just had to put one's mind to it.

She felt the house of cards shudder further as she sat down in the cafeteria and noticed the same maintenance man casually checking her out over lunch.  When she tossed her hair over her shoulder, running her hand through it she would turn her head to the side and look directly at him.  Letting him know that she knew exactly where he was looking.  Him glancing away was fanning the flames of dominance in her.  It was an aphrodisiac to witness this hulk of a man afraid to look her in the eye because he was embarrassed at being caught showing any interest.

Why doesn’t he have more confidence? He’s actually pretty hot.

It didn’t matter, whatever his reasons she’d heard it all before.  What she knew, like a lioness knows the scent of its prey, is that this guy was ripe for the taking.  All she had to do was take what was owed to her by virtue of the inherent weaknesses in a man such as this.  Men like that could no more control their need to submit to her than she could control her need to break them.

She had smelled his insecurities and felt herself moisten in response.  She knew the feeling, it was incredibly strong, so overpowering, the hunt, the prey, the reward.

I’ve done well, this doesn’t have to be a big deal. I’ll just scratch this one itch and then I’ll be good.

Laughing at another stupid joke one of the security guys was making, she flipped her hair again just to verify her new admirer was still paying attention to her.  Satisfied that he was, she felt the house of cards tumble around her and a weight lift from her shoulders.  There was no fighting it.

Besides, I deserve this.

The weekend turned the factory into a ghost town and there was never more than a handful of people around to keep an eye on things.  Mark had drawn the short straw for this Saturday late shift and he’d quickly gotten bored walking around keeping an eye on machinery that wasn’t running.  To break up the monotony he’d decided to take a stroll upstairs through the office area, to see how the other half lived.

The solid glass double door swooshed closed behind him, leaving him standing before a sea of empty desks, the vast open space silent but for the gentle hum of idling computers and photocopy machines.

He was about mid-way through the room when the far set of doors opened, and she walked in.  She stepped clear of the door frame and stood still while the door closed right behind her.  She turned her head to look to her left and held her gaze there a moment then turned and looked right, closing her eyes in the transition, the languid slow-motion exercise emphasizing that she was ignoring him.  She opened them as the right side of the room became the focus and again held her gaze there, making it more than clear she was looking around but not at him.

Mark had slowed at her entrance, unsure of what to make of her and her casual inspection of the room.  When she turned her head and brought her gaze directly to bear on him, he stopped dead.  One second she was looking around, indifferent, and the next she had locked onto him and pinned him in place with a mere stare.

She watched him freeze, unsure of what to make of her and an amused smile threatened to shatter the facade of indifference she was presenting.  She forced herself to focus and pushed the urge to smile away.  It had been a pain in the ass trying to monitor this guy on the security cameras and she didn’t want to waste the opportunity that had finally presented itself.  Right here and now.

The fanny bag hanging over her hip had been prepared several days ago, for just this event.  It had been fun to unpack her gear and she’d spent a bit of time reminiscing about past good times as she held each implement in her hands.  She couldn’t bring it all to work, as much fun as that would be, but she had chosen the one key item her wisdom of experience told her was nonnegotiable.

It took Mark a second to realize he’d stopped and then another for the blood to rush to his cheeks as it became clear that he was being an obvious oaf. 

Come on man, left foot right foot, let's go before she thinks you're some kind of pervert.  She only glanced around and you’re the only bloody thing in here to look at, calm down!

He shook his head slightly as he admonished himself, his feet moving of their own accord once again.  He squared up his shoulders and tried to keep his pace casual and steady.  She had moved away from the doors and was now walking slowly down the same aisle as him, right towards him.

Maybe she’s checking me out.

Mark couldn’t be sure if she was or not, but as much as he tried to look straight ahead past her, every time he dared steal a glance she locked eyes with him.

Damnit, if she is checking me out I’m screwing this up! I’ve got to stop looking at her, I must look desperate.

He couldn't stop looking though, every step was bringing them closer than he’d ever been to her and the details were quite distracting.  Lush eyelashes and pencil thin eyebrows framed hazel eyes that seem to pierce his casual attitude and skewer his thumping heart with their cool and aloof gaze.  High cheekbones drew his attention down to her full and naturally red lips, her slender neck taking his gaze lower yet.

The polo shirt with obligatory company logo was tucked neatly in at the waist.  It fit snugly around her mid-section, drawn in by a thin leather belt adorned with various accoutrements that security types always have on them.  The shirt danced over her flat stomach, slight ripples of polyester moving in a tug of war between the belt and the pert breasts straining against their confines above.

They pushed the unbuttoned V-neck open, allowing for errant strands of jet-black hair to nestle into the space between her neck and the collar and ultimately laying over the exposed flesh between them.

As they drew abreast of one another she pursed her lips and smiled, the glint in her eye and her confident stride telling him she was the kind of a woman who knew how she looked, work uniform or not.  He managed to keep from tripping and respond with a grin and a nod of his own.

Don’t do it man, you’ll get caught, don’t be that guy!

Mark tried to resist, and to his credit he did manage for almost an entire second, but as she moved past he couldn’t fight the need to stop and watch her walk away.  The bulk of her long hair was pulled back into a messy ponytail that swung back and forth down the middle of her back.  The ends of it teased rhythmically over her tight ass, her hips leading the hypnotic dance as they swayed from side to side.

He had never seen a woman carry herself like this, she was five feet of pure attitude and an industrial uniform could not contain her.  It was how she walked, head straight, eyes forward, body relaxed, gliding on easy steps that put a slight bounce into her stride.  Nothing obvious, her cool facade belying a carefully restrained energy.

His own attempt at acting cool was blown the moment she half-turned and looked back over her shoulder at him, once again catching him in the act of watching her walk by.

So predictable, but it’s not my fault they always ask for it in the beginning.  Miranda stopped and faced him, doing nothing to hide the knowing smirk that pulled at the corners of her mouth.  She watched the panic in his eyes as he realized she was about to engage with him, then something else.  Hopeful anticipation? Oh, you poor boy, it’s far too late for you to grow a pair now.

His eyes widened as she closed the distance between them.

“Hi!” She stopped right in front of him and gave him her friendliest smile.  It made the surprise so much sweeter to appear nice in the first few moments, before he saw the real her.

“Hi, uh I mean...hi yourself!” Mark cleared his throat and glanced away, already feeling his apprehension quashing any libido driven bravado he’d built up over the last few days.  He wasn’t sure how he would have broached an introduction but being caught checking her out like a horny teenager definitely wasn’t putting his best foot forward.

She could see he was already off balance and she wasted no time in setting the tone.  “Do you stare at all the ladies asses like that?”

She was still smiling but he couldn’t miss the hard look in her eyes.

“No, of course not! I mean...I noticed you, sure and how could I not? I wasn’t trying to be disrespectful, honestly I was going to...”  Mark felt the last of his courage slip away with his words.  She was stunning up close.  Her mouth opened in a partial smile, perfect teeth framed by full red lips.  Strands of hair lay over her brow and a few more down past her ears.  She was altogether breathtaking, yet her beauty was subdued compared to the fire in her eyes.

“What, tell me?” She cocked her head to the side inquisitively and smiled even more for him, lowering her voice and leaning in close.

He felt off-balance, and very unsure.  They had barely exchanged words and yet he felt like he had lost all control of the situation.  It was bazaar, the way she was talking to him, looking at him, standing so close to him, like she knew him, like this was a perfectly normal exchange.

“I was going to ask you out!”  He blurted it out, wincing at how ridiculous that now sounded even to himself.  He didn’t know what she was playing at here, but it was hard to think.  Her voice, soft edges with a hard undertone and full of feminine strength resonated within him, unsettling him, making him anxious yet aroused.  Maybe it was her standing so close, the slightest hint of perfume wafting into his nose, or the goose bumps on the exposed flesh at the base of her throat in the cool office air.  Whatever it was, she had him sounding like an idiot and completely at a loss as to how he was going to spin this around and if not salvage the encounter, at least make a graceful retreat.

“Ask me out?” Her laugh was warm, uninhibited, and would have been infectious if not for being in complete contrast to the biting rebuke it was meant to deliver.  She grew serious. “You think eye-fucking me every time I walk by is a good lead-in to asking me out?”

“That’s not what—“

SLAP!

Her hand meeting his cheek was too fast for his eyes to follow but the crisp contact echoed in his ears.  He raised his hand towards his cheek but she moved in, her hand darting outward to grasp his wrist and hold it mid-air between them.

Using his wrist as leverage she pulled herself in close, so their faces were almost touching.  Her eyes were wide, drawing him into their dark depths, the intensity of the moment swirling just below the surface.  The moist air from her lungs carried her words across the small space between them, washing them over him as they found their way into his ears.

“I don’t think you’re man enough to ask me out, let alone know what to do with me.”

Miranda loved this part, when the pretenses were shucked aside and she could be herself.  It was a dance of sorts, the banter, the gestures, the mind-fucking until he didn’t know which way was up, right from wrong.  Well, they always knew right from wrong, but getting them to choose the ‘wrong’ was what made it so much fun.

Mark was speechless.  He wanted to sooth his cheek with his hand, but she hadn’t let go.  He could feel his face burning in embarrassment at her casual abuse.  People don’t just slap other people around and say mean things.  None of this makes sense, maybe she’s acting out to hide her own insecurity. Maybe she wants me to lead. Go with it man, look at her!

The last thing he ever saw himself doing was asking a woman out in person, but he couldn’t deny his attraction to her and besides, whatever this was he knew this was his chance.  He pulled his chin up, ignoring the stinging handprint, and threw caution to the wind.  He gave her a wry smile and winked at her.

“I think you’re wrong about me.”

“Hmph. Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Mark’s smiled widened as he gained confidence in the situation. “Why don’t you go out with me and I’ll show you what kind of a man I am?”

She went still, silently staring into his eyes.  The seconds dragged on and his words, full of false bravado rang flatly in his ears.  He started to doubt himself, thinking that maybe he didn’t have a clue what she wanted.

She saw all she needed to.

She tilted her head as she slowly shook it, a condescending smile pulling at the corners of her mouth. “You’re not fooling either one of us.”

What? She doesn’t know me!  Despite the reflexive thought, he was panicking.   It was like she did know him, could see all his short comings.  It was impossible but she was so damn sure of herself it was freaking him out.  How did she know?

“I’ve seen you watching me, I know you want me, and I can see you don’t know what to do about it. I’m going to show you that when you see something you want...you take it!”  She pulled his wrist away from his body and flung it sideways as her hands gripped the front of his coveralls into her fists.

She pulled her arms outwards, obliterating the upper snap and then the underlying zipper as she yanked the coveralls wide open.  She quickly pulled them down over his shoulders onto his arms where they bunched up into the crook of his elbows, baring his chest and pinning his arms to his sides.

She ran her hand over his muscled pecs. “Oh, this is nice, but these muscles aren’t what I’m looking for.”

He could feel himself growing at her touch.  Her words were one thing, but her hand on his skin was another. “I don’t understand.”

“I know your type, shy and reserved yet unable to hide the desperation in your eyes. What are you afraid of hmm?”

Her hands moved lower.

“I’m, uh, I’m not...”

She moved her hand down to the waistband of his jockey shorts and her fingers slipped inside.  He jerked backwards, his trapped arms unable to prevent his bumping into a desk. “Hey I don’t think—“

She moved with him, not allowing him to create any distance between them as she slid her hand the rest of the way inside.

The panic was instant, having a woman put her hand down his pants was a line he didn’t cross easily.  He didn’t know her, he hadn’t prepared himself mentally, it couldn’t happen.

No, not here, not like this!

It was too late, even as he struggled to get his arms free of the coveralls she had already found his cock.  She tentatively ran her fingers over the head, then wrapped her hand around his cock and balls and rolled them around.  She looked up at him, frowning.

“What do we have here?” She took a half-step back and yanked his shorts down as far as the opened coveralls would allow.

“No don’t!” He exclaimed, unable to stop her and worse yet, unable to cover himself up.

She looked down at the smallest cock she’d ever seen, semi-erect and dribbling a drop of precum onto his balls.  He could protest all he liked but the penis never lies, part of him was responding to this.  She acknowledged the affirmation of his body’s response, but she was more focused on what she was seeing.  Being semi-limp wasn’t a crime, after all she did have him at a disadvantage, but having a dick that small, was a felony.

“Oh my!” She held her hand up to her mouth, eyes wide in fascinated disbelief.  She leaned over to touch it and he struggled to get his arms free to stop her.  Fast as an alley cat she sprang up and gripped his face, bringing her lips close to his, her hot breath delivering the last thing he wanted to hear. “No! I want to see it.”

He shook his head ‘No’, but her touch was overriding his instinct to flee.  His body betrayed him by relaxing into her grip as it sought more of any of the unfamiliar female sensations she was willing to give.

Satisfied he wasn’t going to give her anymore trouble, she bent down to examine what he didn’t want her to see.  His flaccid dick had no discernible shaft, the small head sitting atop the end of whatever was there like a plump little nub. Angry dark red, it looked to be in a perpetual state of angst regarding its unfortunate condition.

She reached out and ran a finger over the head, giggling as it twitched in hopeful anticipation.  Standing up, she cupped his balls and moved into him, bringing her lips to his ears. “It seems you’re not man enough to ask any woman out, especially not me.”

Her whispered words and her knowing grip on his balls sent shivers down his spine.  He couldn’t argue with her, she was telling him what he’d always known.  He’d always been able to deny it in some fashion, escaping the situation and regrouping, but she wasn’t letting him go.  She was making him face it, putting it in his face and shoving it down his throat and into his soul.  Swallow or choke on it, she didn’t seem to care.

“You walk around here undressing the women with your eyes,” she started to squeeze his balls, “like they’re nothing more than bitches for your pleasure.”

He gasped and shook his head. “It’s not like that, you don’t—“

Easing her grip on his now tender cock so he could focus, she nipped his ear then pulled it into her mouth to suckle the tip.  She pushed it out with her tongue then blew gently on it.  Her voice grew husky. “Now I’m the one undressing you. Now I’m going to make you my bitch.”

He had felt his cock pulse as her tongue wreaked havoc on his mind. Her words were like knives slicing apart his manhood, yet her touch was making his heart race.  He didn’t think he could take much more of her wicked idea of flirtation, or whatever this was.

He thought about her smile stopping him in his tracks, or the touch of her wet tongue on his skin, and the words that had followed.

Even when she’s nice she fucks with me...but she’s so fucking hot...no man you’re better than this...have some pride, you’re nobodies bitch!

He jerked his head to the side, away from her and her hot breath and crazy talk but her mouth brought him back.  He groaned as her tongue slid up his neck and along his jawbone leaving a slick trail of untold promise behind it.

Her hands worked his sleeves free and his coveralls dropped to bunch around his booted feet.  She drew the flesh of his neck into her mouth and sucked hard, not caring about the hickey that would surely be left.  He didn’t care either, lost in it as he was and when he started to protest as she pulled his boxers down, she had only to suck harder.

Her mouth released him and she slowly dropped into a crouch in front of him, raking her fingernails down over him as she went.

“Let's get these coveralls off you.” She tapped his ankle.

He briefly hesitated, but she blew on the head of his cock and he obliged with lifting first one foot then the other, and then his clothes were quickly pushed away to leave him naked but for his socks and boots.

What is wrong with me, what am I doing? He felt powerless to stop her, to stop himself despite the horde of emotions threatening to breach the walls of his self-control at his now blatant exposure to her.

She blew on his cock once more then rose to bring her face up to his, her eyes swirling with barely contained primal hunger for the soon-to-be carnal feast upon his unsuspecting sensibilities.

His breath hitched, she was wild and devastatingly beautiful, and she was talking…

She gave him a playfully stern look.  The hunt was as much about finesse as it was strength of will. “Listen to me. I said...take my hand. Unless that is, you want someone to see you?”

He looked down at his nakedness and his exposure, the moment giving him time to come to his senses and process her words.  While he wasn’t thinking clearly, he had enough sense to realize he didn’t want to be seen here naked!  If he was thinking clearly, he would have thought about how this absurd train of thought wouldn’t exist if he hadn’t allowed her to put him in this position.  He took her hand.

She turned and he followed, and she guided him through the maze of desks over to the side of the office.  The air moving over him was cooling the residual heat of her lips upon his neck and he briefly pondered that while she was dressed, he wasn’t.  If anyone saw them he would be nothing more than a pervert being led away by security.  That he looked like he could pick up the smoking hot security guard with one hand would only add to his embarrassment.  Her ass swaying in front of him quieted the bothersome thoughts and he thought about how nice her hand felt in his.

They moved along the wall to where two doors stood side by side.  Stopping, she turned and stepped to his left, facing towards him.  She jerked her head to the side.

“In there.”

He turned towards the door and came face to face with a small shadow cutout, affixed at eye level, of a woman with long hair wearing a flared dress.  He glanced to the other door, identical but for the shadow cutout of a man in pants and shirt, then back at the flared dress in front of him.

“No way, you are not taking me in there!” He surprised himself at the resolution in his own voice considering what he’d gone along with already.

She pressed into his side, the heat between her legs teasing the back of his hand.  He glanced down towards her body, fighting the urge to move his hand in between her thighs.

“I want to take you in there, don’t you want that too?” She pushed harder into him, her erect nipples threatening to pierce her top and sear his flesh with their touch.

“Fine, it’s just a bathroom. Sure, I’ll go in there.”  He gave her his best nonchalant look, trying to keep his eyes from drifting down to her lips, her throat, her breasts pressing into him while telling himself it was indeed fine.

She watched his ears redden at the thought of being taken in there and knew she could make this moment even better.

“Not so fast, you can’t just go into the ladies room without permission. That would be rude.” She sounded like a patient teacher admonishing her student.

He lost his composure, “But I don’t want to go into the ladies room!”

Just as quickly he was again aware of his situation. What have I gotten into?

“I want you to ask me to take you in there.” She spoke softly, but it wasn’t a request.

He was frozen, her audacity shocking him into silent contemplation.

She went up onto her toes, bringing her lips to his ear as she purred. “Do it. Ask me.”

He shivered as her hot breath tickled his ear and electric goose bumps appeared down his spine.  Her velvety voice whispering intimately as it delivered unyielding demands and the closeness of her to him, made his cock twitch.  He didn’t want to go in, but things were out of control and moving too fast to get ahead of.  He didn’t see how he had a choice.  He’d buy his time.

“Fine. Can we go in?”

“Nooo, not like that. Ask me properly.” She was making a mockery of being patient with him.  She pulled his ear lobe into her mouth and held it between her teeth.  She bit down slowly, increasing the pressure a few seconds at a time.  He tensed as the pain grew then hissed out a breath.

“Ugh, come on!” He grimaced but didn’t dare move, the pinched skin keeping him pointed towards his goal.

“OK!  Please take me in there?”

“Better, but you didn’t sound very enthusiastic...” Sounding upbeat she softly coached him and then pinched his ear again.

“Agh!” He grimaced then sighed in resignation.  He was tired of fighting what it would seem was a large part of him that wanted anything that entailed more time with her.  Fine, whatever.

“Please take me in there?” He kept his tone light, but his voice couldn’t quiet hide the nervous tremble of hesitation in embracing the unknown.

“Oh, very good.” She pulled away, the words of praise mixing with the pleasure-pain as the blood surged into his pinched and sore ear making his dick pulse in shameless betrayal of what she was doing to his ego.

Face blazing red, he pushed on the door.  He wasn’t sure if he was more embarrassed at going into the ladies room or at being told to go in there.  He stepped into a room softly illuminated in hues of pink and lavender.  One side was wall to wall counter and sinks with a massive mirror running the length of it.  The other side was lined with stalls and the whole place smelled of the potpourri arrangement in the corner.  It was the epicenter of female power.

Here was where information was gathered and shared and secrets traded, all while they stood and admired their beauty and bestowed false compliments upon one another.  As viciously cutthroat to one another as women can be, in here they were united against the common banality of the Neanderthal man.  This for him, was a place of emasculating terror, for within these walls men were but hapless fools to the brilliant yet often simple manipulations of women.  He wasn’t supposed to be in here, this was her world, not his.

“In case you’re wondering,” she shoved him towards the counter, “you’re in the ladies room because you’re my bitch now.”

He stumbled across the washroom, scrambling to stay on his feet.  He caught himself against the counter and spun himself around to face her.

He breathed rapidly, a wild look in his eyes as reality punched a hole through the curtain of desire’s foggy haze.  She’d hadn’t just stripped off his clothes in order to put him off balance and make him compliant.  She’d seen through and blown past every facade he’d erected over the years to hide from what he couldn’t be for a woman, and used his shame of his helpless desperation against him.

He couldn’t deny how much he wanted more of any part of her, but he didn’t know what she wanted, and it was all so weird.  Something just wasn’t right.

You think? He laughed sardonically to himself.  This was definitely not the way he’d ever imagined being with a woman.

He frantically looked around the room and then past her at the door closing behind them and the freedom it offered.  The freedom to pretend this hadn’t happened, that she’d never seen him naked, and that he’d never dared to look at her.  His nakedness and recent desire were forgotten as fear consumed him.

His fear was her aphrodisiac and she felt herself flush in anticipation. Time to play.

He looked down at his nakedness then over at the young woman standing with a short security baton in her hand, looking at him like a cat does a mouse. What was I thinking?

Mark wasn’t a fighter, but he didn’t consider himself meek either. It’s not like I can’t get the hell out of here.

That made him feel better only for as long as it took the next thought to come unbidden. She looks pretty damn confident with that thing in her hand.

His ego balked. No, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to!

He couldn’t face himself in the mirror if he didn’t put an end to this.  So what if she found him ‘lacking’ down there, and even if that wasn’t her fault, it didn’t mean she could treat him like this. He thought about what would be worse.  Her knocking him about with that baton as he pushed her out of the way, or submitting to ‘being her bitch’, whatever that meant.

He shook his head as if to clear the cobwebs, then locked his eyes on hers. “I’m nobodies bitch.”

He strode towards the door, the only obstacle in his path was her.  As he got close to Miranda he reached out to push her aside, but she side-stepped and grabbed his hand.  She let his momentum carry him past, guiding his arm down and twisting his hand around on itself.  As the arm straightened, she slid the baton up into the crook of his elbow, wedging his forearm to his bicep to complete the arm lock.

The pain exploded in his shoulder and arm, almost taking him off his feet as his body spun around to relieve the strain.  She kept his momentum going, then released him to stumble once again over to the counter.  He bent over it with a grunt, hands splayed out over it to catch himself.

A few quick steps brought her roughly against him, pinning him against the counter before he could straighten up. “Struggle all you like, I’m going to have you.” She sounded cool as a cat.  There was no rush, no stress for her, she had her mouse.

He blinked, his shocked brain trying to reconstruct what had just happened.  He pictured his hand reaching for her then it was a painful blur ending with him right back where he started, except now she had him pinned.  He could feel the heat of her where she pushed against him, her polyester pants scratching at his naked flesh.

“It’s a shame though,” she whispered.

He frowned and couldn’t help but ask. “What is?”

“I usually like to get in a little fucking while I’m teaching you boys how to be polite, after all a woman has needs.” She reached around and grabbed his cock, causing him to jerk his hips. “But your having such a little dick means I’m going to have to just get to the part where I break you.”

He moaned, twitching his hips as she pinched the head of his cock but then his eyes shot open as he felt something cold and hard nudging gently against his asshole.

The baton! He jerked his head up and started trying to turn but her fingers were doing a slip ‘n slide over and around the head of his dick.  He wanted to get that thing away from his ass, but her hand felt so good!

“Is this your first time being with a woman?” Her voice was soft, her touch exquisite.

He felt compelled to answer but couldn’t help but be defensive.  After all he wasn’t some 30 year old virgin. “I’ve been with plenty of women.”

It was an exaggeration, but whatever.

“I meant being with a woman the way you were meant to be.” She nudged the baton into his rosebud.  He opened his mouth to respond but he didn’t know what to say.  She was so confident in the way she talked to him, the way she was having her way with him. What am I supposed to say?

“It’s always scary the first time. Just relax and give yourself to me,” she whispered.

He caught his breath as she pushed it forcefully against him now.  Harder, it mashed into the puckered lips of his asshole, who in turn gripped its resin shaft in fear.  She pushed further and it met serious resistance.  His gatekeeper had slammed the door shut.

“Stop fighting me.”

He couldn’t respond, he couldn’t accept what was happening.

She pushed and he squirmed desperately, squeezing his eyes shut in painful denial, gasping. “Please!”

He sighed with relief as she pulled her baton away.  He kept his eyes closed, savoring the reprieve but couldn’t help but jerk as her hand touched his shoulder.  He relaxed as her fingers lightly brushed over his skin, trailing a teasing path over the quivering muscles of his arm bracing him on the counter.  As she moved down his arm, she leaned over and into him, her breasts pushing into his back as her hand found his, palming itself over it like a lover would.

Her lips were in his ear, whispering a sirens call. “Look at me.”

Mark opened his eyes and raised his head to look up into the mirror at her.  She was leaning over him, the black material of her security uniform was stark against his naked white flesh.  She had a mischievous smile and her eyes, alive with a cold fire, held none of the warmth carried in her voice.  He saw her look pointedly down and his eyes followed their reflected path to the tip of the baton she was moving towards his mouth.

He had barely enough time to press his lips closed before she nudged it against them.  The tip smelled of ass and he almost gagged.

“Don’t look at it, look at me.”

His eyes, wide with terrified disbelief stared at her reflection, at most a 110 lbs. of lithe sexual dynamite pinning him down.  Her size didn’t matter, looks didn’t matter, she was completely dominating him.  How the fuck is this happening? I can’t…

“Open.”

He closed his eyes, frowning as he kept his lips clenched.

“Give in to me, you know it’s what you need.”

He didn’t know that, but he couldn’t deny the pull of her will.  The desire to succumb to it was overpowering. No, I can’t want this!

It didn’t matter, he was here, it was happening and the fading burn in his asshole told him he would need all the help he could get if he was to get through this.  His cheeks were on fire as the blood rushed anew to his face.  He had never known this level of humiliation, nor the resulting desperation for it to end, even existed.  He knew he’d certainly never forget it.

He opened his eyes and met her judging stare.  She raised an eyebrow and waited as the seconds ticked by, the silence building until the inevitable was undeniable. He tentatively opened his mouth, then wider, keeping his eyes locked on hers.  He tried to look defiant but couldn’t fool himself let alone her.

Miranda smiled in wicked triumph and brought the tip to his lips and then over them into his mouth, her panties growing damp as he blinked away tears of horrified shame at his debasement.

She pushed it onto his tongue and he gagged when he thought about where it had just been.  She pulled it out, then when he had recovered, she pushed it to his lips again.

Her eyes were wide and shining with anticipation for what she’d so long denied herself.  The horses were out of the barn and she was going to burn the fucker down. “Enough whining, now do yourself a favor and open up. Last chance before I fuck you.”

He nodded, pushing the absurdity of her words away and licking the drool from his lips before opening them wide to accept her baton.  She smirked at his defeated expression as she pushed it over his lips and into his mouth, grinding herself into him as the moment overtook her. “Oh-yeah, that’s it, get it nice and wet for me.”

Mark couldn’t count the number of times he had dreamed of having a woman suck his dick and couldn’t bear the thought of how he must look, at how she must see him.

She pulled it out of his mouth and leaned back.  He felt her weight shift and then the unmistakable presence of the baton once again pushing on his asshole.

“Are you ready for me?”

“Nuh-uh, Ahh—” He cried out as she pushed harder, the baton impatiently probing the reluctant flesh of his rosebud as it moved in.

She leaned over and bit his shoulder, her weight holding him down. “Just relax, you’re going to learn to love this.”

No, no how could I? He gritted his teeth, trying to think of something else, anything else, to escape, but he couldn’t get away from her words, or from the extreme discomfort in his ass.

He gasped as she pushed it in further, then left it resting in place for a moment to allow him time reflect on its presence.  She reached around and her fingers found his cock, her thumb circling the head already slick with precum.  Despite whatever else was going on in his brain he was responding, as she knew he would.

She rotated the baton as she pushed it in further, making him grunt as it moved inside him.  She pulled her hips off him to adjust her end of the baton between her thighs, then moved back against him, the short handle pressed against her crotch.

“That’s better, now we can both enjoy this.”

Mark was taking shallow breaths, trying to keep himself relaxed as she rocked into him. How-can-I-enjoy-this?

Her fingers worked his cock slowly and her baton matched their rhythm, her hips easing it in further with each stroke.

“O-oh yeah, ohhh.” He watched her bite her lip and roll her head forward, lost for a moment but then she came back to him, her blazing eyes locking onto his.

“Little dicks don’t get to eye-fuck women. Little dicks don’t get to be with women, not like real-men-do!”

Miranda moaned and he groaned as she pushed hard against him, her fingers working faster even as her hips gathered momentum.

“I’m going to show you your place.” The husky words fell over him.

What place?! Mark closed his eyes as his hips took matters upon themselves and thrust his eager cock towards her busy fingers.  The harder and faster he thrust forward, the harder and faster he had to move his ass back on the return.

“Ugh.” Mark felt a strange pressure inside himself every time he pushed back onto her baton.  It had worked its way in deep, her hand on his cock coaxing it into him one thrust at a time.

Her hips slammed into him, driving the handle against her clit and the shaft hard inside him.

“Come on, show me your place.” She was breathing hard now, her face flushed.

Mark felt an uncomfortable pressure building with every thrust. What’s going on?

He felt himself shoving back harder onto the baton. What am I doing?!

She felt his eagerness and responded in kind, thrusting harder.  She rolled her head back and laughed, bringing her eyes back to him. “I love it when a man knows what he wants.”

She winked at him. “We’re going to need a little help for this next bit.”

She straightened then arched back further, looking down herself and at the baton shoved into his ass.

He heard her clear her throat like a dock worker and he stared in only mild disbelief, almost past the point of being able to be shocked by anything she did. Ah come on, don’t tell me she’s gonna…

He grimaced as a heavy wet globule of her spit splattered onto his ass.  It had landed off-center but was sliding down his ass cheek towards the baton.  He felt dirty, violated, used, but it didn’t matter because something in him was responding to being pegged. He didn’t know what to think but her hand had found his cock again and he didn’t care.

She laughed as her spit trailed over and inexorably down his flesh. She slapped his ass cheek then worked the baton in deeper. “Come on, show me what you want.”

He groaned as he felt himself spreading inside, the relentless probing of the shaft he was riding was working its way in deeper.  He’d never had a finger in his ass let alone been fucked and it’s all encompassing pleasure-pain grip on his psyche was excruciating.

Her spit had allowed it to slide inside him with ease, so he was grateful in a perverse way, but it was pushing on something he’d never felt before.  Each thrust was like wind stoking a flame and a corresponding heat was building.  It was a warm incessant pressure and he couldn’t ignore it if he wanted to.  The pulsating heat had radiated into his balls and he felt the all too familiar point of no return rushing towards him like an out of control freight train. Oh no way, not like this!

“Please-ugh-stop-ugh-not like-ugh-this!”

“Come on, show me. Accept your place.” Her soft voice cajoling him was in contrast to the hard thrusts she was delivering with abandon.

He wanted to fight it, but she’d ground the baton in hard, pulling him back onto it with one hand while the other furiously jerked his dick.

“Aghhhh!” he cried out as his cock floundered desperately into the empty air.  She’d pulled her hand away no longer willing to give him further satisfaction, at least not that way.  She instead doubled down, pumping her hips into him, rocking him hard against the counter.

“This is how little dicks cum.”

His cock twitched. “No, no, no.” he murmured as he felt his balls contracting, then gave in. Fuck it!

He knew at this point there was no fighting what was happening, there was no time to debate with himself.

“Ughhh!” His cum spurted through the air and onto her hovering fingers, droplets of wet desperation spurned on by the sensation of being impaled on her baton buried deep inside him.  He’d lived a life where the one constant was that cumming felt good.  This didn’t, not the way it was supposed to.

Every time his cock convulsed and more cum surged up his shaft, the instinct born of millennia had him anticipating the resulting pleasure that refused to appear.  Every fiber of his being railed against the denial of his God given right to a proper orgasm.  It was all so strange and unfamiliar, and so damn frustrating he wanted to scream.  

He panicked as the torrent slowed, winding down, the embers of its explosive beginning already started to fade. No, no, not yet!

There was no other option and no time to waste.  He abandoned all thoughts of what he was due and instead concentrated on what little sensation there was, telling himself it felt good.  Like a drowning man grasping at a life preserver, he hung onto every teasing micro-ounce of euphoric pleasure he could.  He thrust futilely into the air a few more times and then let himself relax, flopping onto the counter, spent.

She pressed hard against him and held herself there.

“Ugh.” The baton didn’t feel nearly so erotic now that he’d cum, yet his body couldn’t seem to say no to her.

“Good boy, let it all out, give it all to me.”

Her breath was hot in his ear, her fingers had found his cock again and were now sliding over the slippery evidence of his debasement, smearing his cock and balls with it.

He could feel his shame broiling just below the surface, but it couldn’t break free and get past his need to feel the touch of her hand. He moved into it, ignoring the hard shaft of shiny black resin impaling him from behind, and groaned as she lightly squeezed the now incredibly sensitive head of his cock.

Her fingers slowed (for which in his post-orgasmic glow, he had to admit he was thankful), then pulled away (for which he felt a confusing sense of regret).  She wiped her hand off on his hips, leaving a trail of slimy man-mess down his side as she dragged it back and forth.  Stepping back, she placed one hand on his ass and then pulled on the baton with the other.

He gasped as it moved inside him again, struggling to decide if it was pleasure or pain he was feeling with its retreat.  The pressure was gone, and he felt drained, emotionally and physically, and he decided it was both.  What surprised him was the hint of disappointment wrapped up with relief that it would soon be over.

It is over, isn’t it?

He clenched involuntarily in his sudden apprehension, gasping as his self-imposed grip dragged upon the baton.  She wasn’t unkind as much as she was firm, so she slowed but continued her withdrawal.  He gasped again as it popped clear of his puckered lips, then sighed in relief.

“Wash it.”

He looked down at the baton as it clattered into the sink before him.  She moved to the sink beside him and began to wash her hands, her disregard for him making it clear she expected him to do as he was told.  He looked back down into his sink and sighed.  He just wanted it to end so he could get out of here and try and figure out what the hell had happened today.

That wasn’t so bad, he consoled himself as he rinsed the last of the soap off it then patted it dry with some paper towels.  Mark turned to her, holding it before him in both hands, palms upraised and flat, offering it to her in supplication, unable to meet her stare. It wasn’t simply that it was hers, it felt like it was a part of her, a part that he was now intimately familiar with.  As such, even as he chastised himself for it, he reflexively handled it with respect and care.  He couldn’t help how he was feeling, but he couldn’t face it either.

Miranda wasn’t done, she was going to make sure he faced it.

“Look at me.”

He frowned and his eyes flickered left and right but then met hers, his face burning as he met her knowing stare.  She smirked and he turned a shade redder.  He knew what had happened today, but they were both aware that the worst part of it was that she knew as well.  Nothing could ever make either of them unsee what she’d done to him.

He could see her inserting the baton into its holster out of the corner of his eye then reach around for the fanny bag, adjusting it front and center.  Her eyes were alight, fueled by the simmering heat that domination always brought forth.

She held something between them, the light reflecting off it and drawing his eyes down to see a shiny metal contraption dangling from her finger.

“Do you know what this is?” Her eyes shone the question towards him, their intensity making his answer obligatory.

He shook his head.

The corners of her mouth pulled up into a wicked smile. “It’s a chastity cage, and you’re going to wear it.”

His eyes widened as he took in the slivers of silvery bars rounding over and coming together into a steel dome, a larger thick and very imposing ring of steel attached to it with a brass padlock holding it all together.

“Chastity? That's medieval folklore and besides that was all about men keeping their house in order while they were away.”

She had removed the padlock and separated the ring from the cage.  She moved into him, her eyes so close to his they filled his vision. Her breath was warm and moist as she breathed her words over him.  “But you’re not a man, you’re my bitch now, and I’m keeping“—she pulled and prodded his balls quickly through the ring, keeping a tight grip on them as he hunched over in pain, then nudged his nub into the much too big for it cage—“my house in order.”

Mark flinched as the lock clicking shut echoed in his ears louder than any gunshot.  He felt the weight of it pulling his trapped boys down as she stepped back, letting them go.

“Obviously I’ll have to order something custom to accommodate your shortcomings,” she giggled, “but this will do for now.” She paused. “I always say it’s best to keep your things secure, but there’s no rush, there’s plenty of time for a permanent fit.”

Mark looked down at the evil contraption, unable to fathom her words, but his body was already telling him that thing didn’t belong.  He felt violated all over again, like she was collaring him, treating him like a possession.  His cheeks flamed as he processed her words, her matter of fact attitude, and his now bruised balls trapped in a ring of steel.  My shortcomings...her things secure...permanent?

She assumed she could do what she wanted, and he had to admit, he’d done nothing to dissuade her thus far.

“Turn around and face the wall.”

He looked at her, frowning his question, momentarily forgetting about the weight between his legs.

Her eyes were simmering with a cold flame and her lips pursed together as she stared him down. “Turn.”

He turned, unsure but there was no way he was going to argue with her, there was no point.  Whatever macho bravado he could have mustered had been left on the floor out in the office area with his clothes. Any pretense of having any control over their dynamic had been shattered the moment she’d decided to take him, and he’d allowed it to happen.  He felt her hand between his shoulder blades, urging him forward.  He took a step, then another, turning his head to speak. “What are you—“

“Nose to the wall, hands at your sides.”

The pressure on his back didn’t ease until his nose had pressed firmly against the cool and unyielding painted surface.

“Count to 100 when I leave, then you can go and get your clothes. I’ll let you know when I want to play with you again.”

“But—”

“I told you, you looked at the wrong woman but don’t worry, you’re going to have lots of time to make it up to me. Now you better start counting, you don’t want anyone to catch you in here before you can leave!”

Miranda slapped his ass, laughing as the cage banged off the wall when he jerked his hips.  The sound of the door closing softly behind her and the ensuing silence of the room told him she was gone.  He adjusted his feet and the cage clunked against the wall again.

What am I going to do? She can’t leave me here, what if someone does come in?

Mark felt the panic, but he knew he was going to have to fight it.  Whatever else he did, he knew he would obey her.  His burning asshole and the cage she’d locked onto him, currently banging into the wall she’d put him up against, told him he would.

All he’d wanted to do was ask her out, all he’d done is dare to look at her.  In return she’d taken his male ego, his view of his place in the world, and crushed it under her foot.  He thought about how fucking hot she was, and if nothing else at least she wanted to spend some time with him.  It was more than he’d had going for him before he’d come to work today.  He sighed in resignation.  The sooner he started, the sooner he could leave. “One...two...three...”

The End
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