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The New Boss 1-10 Complete

1. Meeting The New Boss

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

The office was absolutely buzzing. It’s not like we didn’t know it was coming. Our boss Herb had told us more than a month ago that he was moving on to another department. The rumor was, he was being put out to pasture.

We all liked Herb. He was a good boss who knew how to stay out of the way of his employees, how to let us get on with what we did, trusting us to know what needed to be done and only intervening when he had to. For the most part, his job was to make sales and help us out when we needed, and it was an arrangement that suited us all.

We had had our farewell, our store-bought cake in the middle of the day to say goodbye to our old boss. And on his last day in our department, Herb called our small team into the conference room to introduce us to his replacement.

And that was what caused all the commotion.

“I know, right?” Cheryl said, sitting at a table in the break room and picking without enthusiasm at a Tupperware container full of salad. “Like, who does she think she is? Or more precisely, where does she think she is? This is an office, not a nightclub.”

“She’s got the body for it, though,” Samantha said with a shrug, standing over by the coffee machine on the break room counter. Cheryl just rolled her eyes.

“Doesn’t mean she has to show it off at every opportunity, though, does it?” Cheryl said. Then again, she’d always been a little conservative. She wasn’t an old woman by any means; maybe in her late 40s or, at most, her very early 50s. But she was a true professional. Not that my other coworkers aren’t, of course. But Cheryl always seemed to want to keep work and personal life separate, at least more than some of the other women I work with.

Because it was all women in our department. I was the only guy. When I first started at the company two years earlier, there had been one other guy in the small team, but he had left six months after I started. Since then, it had been just me and five women. Honestly, it wasn’t something I gave a lot of thought to. It was just work, ultimately, and you get used to whatever your situation is. There were times, especially when I first started working there, that it did strike me as a little odd to be the only guy in the room, other than Herb. Like I say, he mostly stayed out of the way.

Working in an otherwise all-female team was interesting. I’ll say that. Still, after two years, I felt as though there were angles and politics that I didn’t quite understand. And I’ll admit that, when I first started working there, it had struck me that it might be fun to work in an office surrounded by so many gorgeous women. After all, nobody says it. But when you work in public relations, beauty is just one more asset you can deploy. That was part of the reason why there were so many women working there, and certainly the reason why they were all attractive to one extent or another.

But you quickly learn the error of your ways. It didn’t take long for me to realize that working with all these beauties wasn’t going to give me any kind of romantic advantage. I didn’t dare ask anyone out, afraid it would make things awkward at work. Besides, a couple of the women, including Cheryl, were married. Those that weren’t were usually in committed relationships. And when they weren’t, it never took long before some other guy locked them down. That’s how it is with good-looking women. And I had learned not to think that way, not to even consider my coworkers as an outlet for desire.

Or so I told myself, anyway. If I’m being honest – and there isn’t much point telling the story unless I’m going to be entirely truthful – it was harder at some times than at others. My own relationship history was more farce than romance, and sometimes, after a particularly long period of being alone, the girls of the office would start to look even more tempting than they usually did.

They even joked about it. I try to keep my eyes to myself, but sometimes, my thoughts run away with me, and one of the girls will notice me looking at her or at a colleague just a little too long.

“Watch out,” they would warn each other with a smile. “Luke’s giving you sex eyes again.”

They would all laugh, and so would I, despite the embarrassment of being caught. Then, usually, one girl or another would have some light fun at my expense, asking me how long it had been, maybe even trying to set me up with someone she knew. All in good fun. All part of the office banter that kept it an enjoyable place to work.

But now we had a new boss. None of us knew how that might change the dynamic in the office going forward. But none of us doubted that it would.

“I don’t know,” Rebecca said with a shrug of her shoulders. The movement made the long black curls of her hair bounce a little, framing her pretty face with the heavy black-framed glasses framed her cool blue eyes. In her mid-20s, she was one of the youngest in the office, a good ten years younger than me. She had worked with us for little over year, but she had settled in to our office dynamic right away. After all, this isn’t a business that rewards the shy. Making people like them is what these women did for a living, and while Rebecca’s unquestionable beauty probably made it easy for her when it came to men, I sometimes suspected it could be active hindrance when she interacted with other women. Ordinarily, the ladies in the office weren’t the jealous types. But now, I was starting to see that even confident, accomplished, beautiful women like these still had their insecurities.

“Flaunt it if you’ve got it, I say,” Rebecca went on. A faint smile spread across Cheryl’s face as she looked at the young woman.

“Yeah, I know you think that,” she said, looking Rebecca up and down as she stood in front of her in a tight white shirt and a lilac silk pencil skirt that clung tight to her hips and thighs, showing off her incredible figure. “But even you wouldn’t wear something like that to work, would you?

“Even me? What’s that supposed to mean?”

Rebecca’s question sounded prickly, but she smiled as she spoke. We all knew it was just the way these women talked to one another. Very different from the way they were talking about our new boss.

“You know what I mean,” Cheryl said. “Believe me, when I was your age, I was a dicktease too. But I wasn’t managing a department.”

Rebecca laughed loudly. The low heels she wore clicked rhythmically on the tiled floor of the breakroom as she walked toward the table where Cheryl and I sat, a mug of coffee in her hands. Pulling out a chair, she eased herself down onto it, and I tried not to look at the way her curvaceous but slender body strained the stitching of her tight skirt as she sat. Especially after the conversation they had just been having about what a tease she was.

Because she was. Cheryl was right about that. I didn’t flatter myself that she did it to attract my attention; more likely it was designed to win over clients when they came to the office to meet with her or she went to visit them. But Rebecca dressed in a way that made the most of her looks, that could leave no one in any doubt that this was a gorgeous young woman they were dealing with.

“Is that what I am? A dicktease?”

Rebecca might be talking to Cheryl, but as she sat across the table, she looked straight at me. I smiled back at her, determined not to let her make me feel uncomfortable talking this way. Sometimes, it seemed that was one of the most fun activities women in the office could come up with, to see who could make me more uncomfortable by talking in a more sexual manner. I had learned that the best way to deal with it was to meet it head-on.

“I mean, if the pencil skirt fits…” I said, prompting a burst of laughter from the other women in the breakroom.

“This old thing?” Rebecca said. Setting down her coffee cup, she rose out of her chair again, sliding her hands over both her hips, her fingers moving over the fabric that shone in the harsh office light. As the watching women continued to laugh, Rebecca turned, striking a pose, arching her back and sticking out her ass to make the skirt work even harder. I looked, of course. In the circumstances, it seemed like that was the idea. And I laughed along with the rest of them, but that didn’t mean I didn’t feel that familiar hunger growling inside me. It wasn’t hard for a woman who looked like her to give me ideas without even trying. Even when I knew exactly what she was doing, that she was doing it just to mess with me, that did nothing to attract from the blatant sex appeal of a woman like Rebecca.

“You like that?” Rebecca teased.

“I don’t hate it,” I said with a shrug. Giggling, she sat down again.

“So what do you think of the new boss?”

It was Rachel who asked the question this time. She was sitting at the end of the table we shared, her brown eyes watching me as she spoke. She was a brunette too, the stray copper highlights of her hair catching the light as she moved her head. I’d estimate she was about my own age, somewhere around the middle of her 30s. Her faintly coffee -colored skin and full lips gave her an exotic appeal that I knew had landed her many clients over the years, not to mention a body that she didn’t show off as much as Rebecca did hers, but that was still noticeable for its curvaceous sex appeal.

“She seems okay,” I said carefully. After all, everything I had heard from the women already told me that any too-vigorous defense of the woman Herb had introduced us to would make me seem like an enemy. Besides, I didn’t know her any better than they did. I had just been introduced to her that day, the same as the rest of them.

“She means, what did you think of what she was wearing?” Cheryl said, folding her arms as she sat back in her chair.

“You want my opinion on women’s clothing? That’s a first,” I said.

“Oh, please,” Samantha said, still standing over by the coffee machine. A bottle blonde in her early 40s, she was wearing a peach-colored shirt and black slacks that day, along with probably the tallest high heels of anyone in the room. “We all know what he thinks. He’s a man, and we all know what part of their body they think with.”

That got another laugh. Comments like that generally did. I didn’t mind; I didn’t take it personally. When it came right down to it, these women might enjoy having fun at my expense sometimes, but I knew they respected me.

Besides, it was kind of true.

We all shared a large open plan office, working from our individual desks. Herb had his own office toward the back of the building, and that morning, he emerged from there to have his last meeting with us. Only this time, he wasn’t alone. This time, he was followed by the woman we were all now talking about.

She was on the shorter side, certainly compared to Herb, a fairly tall man. But she made up for that with a pair of patent leather high-heeled pumps that had to be six inches high. As she walked into the room, I noticed that the black heels had a red stripe up the back, crisscrossed with black laces that instantly made me think of a corset. Perhaps that was the idea.

Above the shoes, she was wearing a pencil skirt too. But hers was black, and made of leather, or some other glossy material. If anything, it was even tighter than Rebecca’s, tight enough to change the way she walked, pinning her thighs together and forcing her to take small steps. Still, she walked along with absolute confidence in her high heels, her body swaying dramatically with every step she took. The skirt had the highest waist I had ever seen, reaching up over her flat stomach to stop just underneath her breasts. And they were extremely visible in the tight white shirt she wore, open almost to the top of that skirt, her cleavage on full display in front of all of us.

She had long black hair that reached past her shoulders artfully styled into gentle waves. She had bright red lips thanks to the lipstick she wore, a pop of bright color on her face blessed with symmetrical and delicate features. Wings of dark eyeliner lengthened her already feline eyes, Asian ancestry showing in her dark eyes and porcelain skin and feminine features as she followed Herb to stand at the front of the room.

“Everyone, this is Amanda,” Herb said. Only the briefest of smiles flashed across the face of the woman who would now be our boss as she looked at each of us in turn. And even then, right there the start of the meeting, I could feel each and every woman I worked with silently judging this newcomer.

“What do you want me to say?” I said in response to Samantha. “You want me to say she’s not attractive?”

Samantha snorted, rolling her eyes, and Cheryl muttered something under her breath.

“Well no, obviously,” Rachel said, smiling as she spoke. “We know she’s hot. The question is, whether that’s really appropriate in the workplace.”

“Are you guys kidding me?” I said, looking around the room. Now every woman had her eyes on me, their colors ranging from icy blue to deep brown that was close to black, and I felt the pressure of those stares, but I pressed on anyway. “She can’t help it if she’s attractive,” I said. “And you guys should understand that better than anyone. Look at you. You might not dress that provocatively, but I dare any of you to tell me that the way you look hasn’t helped you get business in the past, or you haven’t flirted with a client now and then to make a sale. Go on. I’m waiting.”

Silence followed my words. As I continued looking around the room, I wondered if I had perhaps gone too far, calling them out like that. But I saw a couple of the women glance at one another, Rebecca looking at Rachel, Cheryl glaring at me, Samantha looking over to where our other coworker, silent up to now, was putting the finishing touches on her lunch.

Marie turned toward the rest of us, already smiling. She was almost always smiling. Like Rebecca, she was probably in her mid 20s, if not a little younger. And like Rebecca, she was absolutely stunning.

She was blonde, her hair carefully styled and highlighted in a range of shades that gave it a kind of warm honey color. It suited her. But she was the kind of woman that everything suited. Every outfit I had seen her wear to the office was perfect in a different way, every look she tried coming together to create something memorable. Of course, her incredible body didn’t hurt. Her curves were ridiculous, with by far the biggest bust in the office along with a tiny waist and incredible round ass that it took daily effort for me not to drool over. An unkind rumor among the other girls suggested that her figure was surgically enhanced. That she made more money selling pictures and videos online than she ever made at the office. Maybe that was just the jealousy talking, too. There was no denying that in an office full of beauties, Marie still managed to stand out. She was the kind of girl that made guys nervous just to talk to. Perhaps that was why she and I had never gotten all that close.

“Well, whatever makes the deal, I say,” Marie said, giggling slightly as she spoke. Even that small motion was enough to make her breasts jiggle in the top of her light green dress, the thin fabric clinging to her body in all the right places and showing off that magnificent figure the way almost everything she wore did. Probably she couldn’t really help that. They don’t make clothes for women like her everywhere.

“But it’s you I feel sorry for, Luke,” Marie went on, still smiling as she swept her long hair back from her face and took a seat at the table.

“And why’s that?” I asked carefully, knowing I was probably walking into some kind of trap. Marie kept smiling, taking a slow bite of food as her eyes held mine. Despite her young age, she was good at this. Good at these little looks and movements, her flirtatious swagger that closed deals and probably broke the hearts of more than a few men who thought they had a shot the woman like her. They say sex sells, and in our business, I know that to be true. With that in mind, it was almost surprising Marie wasn’t a billionaire by now.

“Well, how are you supposed to get any work done?” she said after swallowing her food. “You’re going to be fantasizing about the boss all day. Still, I guess it lets the rest of off the hook. You can delete us from your spank bank now.”

The other woman roared with laughter at that, and I forced a smile onto my face. I was used to being talked to like this, but still, it was always embarrassing when it got this close to the truth. I’ll admit it here, though I would never have admitted it there. There were plenty of lonely nights when I had touched myself for thinking of Marie, or Rebecca, or Rachel, and Cheryl, and Samantha. The truth was, there wasn’t one of them I wasn’t attracted to. Marie might be ridiculously sexy, one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. But Rebecca wasn’t far behind. And the rest of them were absolutely stunning too. The worst part about what my coworker was saying was that she was absolutely right.

“Or at least give us a rest, anyway,” Rebecca went on, compounding my humiliation while the women continued to laugh.

“Yeah, it’s always good to switch out the rotation once in a while,” Rachel added. “Tell us, Luke. Which of us do you think about the most when you can’t get a girl?”

“Oh, come on,” I smiled. “There’s no way I’m having that conversation with you guys.”

It was a clumsy attempt at deflection, and it didn’t work very well. All the women kept laughing, exchanging looks with each other as they enjoyed my embarrassment.

“Notice he’s not denying it,” Rebecca smirked.

“Of course he’s not,” Marie chuckled. “If he did, we’d know he was lying.”

“But which of us is brave enough to admit we’ve had the odd thought about Luke during our special times?” Rachel said. My jaw dropped as I looked down the table toward her, and the other women howled with laughter.

“Oh, you slut,” Rebecca crowed. “Do you have a thing for our office boy?”

“No,” Rachel said calmly. “Just saying. He’s the only guy we see all day, apart from Herb. I mean, I love Herb, but… You know. Not exactly a stud.”

“And I am?” I asked. Rachel shrugged and kept on smiling, her eyes flickering down from mine for a moment before meeting my gaze again.

“You’re alright,” she said, to cheers from some of the others.

“I’m alright? After I just told you all how sexy you are?”

But Rachel just shrugged again.

I’d like to say it was one of the stranger lunch breaks of my life. But honestly, it wasn’t. The jealous talk about Amanda was new, but the rest of the chatter wasn’t. Sometimes, I suspected these women couldn’t help themselves. Every good-looking woman learns young how to use her beauty to make men feel a certain way, and these girls did it for a living. Probably they couldn’t just turn off. And with me being the only guy in the office, given that Herb was so hands-off, I was practically the only legitimate target. I tried not to think too much about it, tried not to read too much into it. It was just the way they operated. And even if it did feel good to hear a beautiful woman like Rachel give me even that little bit of praise, I tried not to let it go to my head. It’s not like anything was ever going to happen between us, after all.

So we all ate our lunch together, still talking about the new boss and wondering what it meant for our department. Cheryl seemed the most skeptical, the most pessimistic about what the future held. But truthfully, we all had concerns. Ultimately, we knew we had a good thing going here with Herb. And we wanted that to continue. We wanted a boss like him who would leave us alone, who trusted us to get on with what we did and only be there when we needed support. But Amanda’s tone in the meeting had created some doubt. She might be stunningly beautiful, but I had to agree with Cheryl that for someone who supposedly was an expert in PR, she hadn’t made the best first impression on all of us. She had said herself that there were changes coming, though she hadn’t bothered to elaborate on that. And for people who are comfortable with what they have, change is generally a dirty word.

For my part, I kept fairly quiet. Anything I said that was even the least bit optimistic was just laughingly interpreted as me being attracted to Amanda, which I admittedly was. As the only man in the room among all these beautiful women, it seemed like my opinion was not required. So I ate my lunch and listened to the girls chatter and, when it was time, returned to work along with the rest of them.

The rest of that day passed fairly normally. We didn’t see her Herb or Amanda for hours, the two of them sequestered in his office while he brought her up to speed on everything she needed to know. Once a twice, we saw one or another of them as they went to the bathroom or to fetch coffee, but they seemed busy and not in the mood to talk.

At the end of the day, Herb and Amanda emerged to stand in front of us all in the main office space again. We all lifted our heads from our desks, pushing rolling chairs out as Herbert raised a hand to attract our attention.

“It’s been fantastic working with you. All of you,” he said. “I hope we’ll still keep in touch. I’ll still be around, even if I’m not heading this department. But I leave you in very capable hands.”

We clapped, and our applause was genuine. He had been a good boss and a good guy, and I was going to miss him just like my coworkers were. Herb himself seemed touched as he turned away, heading out of her office toward his car for the last time. And that left Amanda standing front of us, waiting in silence while her made his exit.

“Okay, guys,” she said. “Herb has left some big shoes to fill. But with the help of all of you, I’m sure I can get up to speed and keep this department running as well as it has been. I want to talk to each of you individually over the next couple of days, just to get to know you better and let you know little bit more about me. But it’s getting late today, and I don’t want to keep you. So I’ll just talk to one of you. Luke, is it?”

Her eyes found me across the room. And as I returned her gaze, I felt the other women looking at me too. Like they were sizing me up. Like they were trying to guess what was going through my head. Or maybe they thought they already knew as I looked at this gorgeous woman in her admittedly provocative outfit. I felt my cock hardening at the sight of her, and I cursed that misfortune that would give away exactly what I was thinking to the girls I worked with.

“Yeah,” I said, and again, saw that tight, compressed, barely-there smile on Amanda’s face as without a word, she turned and swayed her way across the office, waiting for me to follow.

“Good luck,” I heard Rebecca say with a smile as I rose to my feet, leaning forward slightly to hide the embarrassing bulge in my pants.

“Thanks,” I murmured as I followed my new boss down the corridor to her office.

I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t keep my eyes off the way her body swayed in her tight leather skirt, each cheek pressing against the glossy fabric with every step she took. I couldn’t ignore the way her hips swayed with every step in those outrageous high heels, her hourglass figure pressing every button of desire and arousal inside me the way it was no doubt supposed to.

Amanda led me into her office, easing herself into the chair that until that morning, had been Herb’s. And I followed behind her, feeling strangely nervous as she turned those dark eyes on me again.

“Close the door.”

I closed the door

“Take a seat.”

I took a seat.

Amanda leaned forward on her desk, her tight leather skirt creaking with the movement. As she did, her breasts rested on the desk, showing even more in the unbuttoned front of her shirt, and I tried desperately not to look, trying to fix my eyes on hers instead. It was the hardest work I had done all day.

“Luke,” she said, drawing out the word as she spoke it. “Nice to meet you. Herb tells me good things. It must be interesting, being the only guy in an office full of women like this.”

“It’s fun,” I said, forcing a smile on my face that wasn’t entirely in keeping with how I really felt.

“Is it? Well, I hope you can behave yourself around them all. And around me.”

“What – what do you mean?”

It was the most genuine smile I had yet seen on my boss’s face as she withheld her answer. Instead, she rose out of her chair, her tight skirt creaking again as she made her way around the desk that separated us. As she stood in front of me, I inhaled the smell of her perfume, and I felt almost dizzy as she placed one hand on the back of my chair and bent over me. Her breasts swelled in her open shirt, red lips slightly parted as she looked me up and down, and I could hardly believe what was happening as I waited to see what the new boss had in mind.

“I bet your cock is hard right now, isn’t it?” she said in a soft voice, and I gasped in disbelief. “I bet if I told you to take it out, I’d see just how turned on you are by having a sexy new boss.”

It was unbelievable. It was like something out of a dirty movie. But it was really happening, even if I felt like I should pinch myself to make sure. The other women in the office loved to tease me, loved to talk about sex just for the fun of making me squirm. But not one of them, in all the years I had worked there, had ever talked to me like this.

“Well, why don’t you try it and see?” I managed to say.

And Amanda’s beautiful smile was the only response I got. For a while.



2. Yes Boss

The air seemed frozen in my boss’s office. My new boss, the beautiful woman who had replaced my old boss Herb just that day, and was now standing over me in her provocative high-waisted leather pencil skirt with her shirt exposing incredible cleavage, her mouthwatering body completely on display in front of me. Everything was moving so fast, I couldn’t even hope to keep up.

I didn’t even know where I had gathered the courage to invite Amanda to take a look at my cock. She was the one who had brought it up, who had turned the conversation sexual with almost the first thing she had ever said to me. Still, these were completely uncharted waters for me. I had no idea what I was doing, and part of me felt like it must all be some kind of joke. That a woman who looked like her would never be this forward, this unprofessional, this wild. I was trying to deny the truth even as it was happening, but at the same time, I couldn’t shake the idea that this might be one of the greatest experiences of my life. In my experience, women who look even a fraction as attractive as Amanda did don’t go chasing after men. They don’t need to. Men do the chasing. For a moment, the thought even occurred to me that maybe this was all some elaborate joke. Maybe the girls in the office had set this up to see how I would react in the situation. Maybe there was a hidden camera somewhere here to record my embarrassment and prove what they had always said about me, that as a man, I was completely led by my sex drive. At that particular moment, they were absolutely right.

Still without saying a word, Amanda straightened up.

“Stay,” she ordered brusquely, pointing at me where I sat in the chair. My erection was tenting the front of my pants, leaving her in no doubt how I felt about the situation if she cared to look. But something told me she already knew that. In this strange situation, I was completely out of my comfort zone, full of doubts and fears about what might happen, what might go wrong. But she didn’t seem to be feeling any of that. She was perfectly poised, perfectly in control, as she turned away from where I sat. She didn’t seem to have any doubt that I would do as I was told, that I would stay right where she told me to. And she was right about that. Sitting in the chair, I turned to watch as she strode across Herb’s office, opening the door I had just closed and stepping outside.

She took a couple of steps down the hallway. The sound of her high heels gave her away wherever she was, and she seemed to pause close to the main office we all worked in. I guess she was listening. The end of the day had come and gone, and if I hadn’t been summoned to our new boss’s office, I would have already been on my way home. Outside, the office was silent, my colleagues vanished. And I heard Amanda’s high heels on the floor again as she came back down the hallway, back into her new office, swinging the door shut behind her and clicking the lock while she smiled at me.

A couple of quick steps brought her across the office to where I sat. Again, I listened to the maddening creaking of her tight leather pencil skirt, watched her body swaying in the provocative outfit that clung tight to her amazing body. She approached my chair, and I sat up straighter, my heart vibrating with hope about the things that might be coming. And then, Amanda surprised me again. Turning, she dropped down to sit in my lap, her tight skirt growing even tighter with the movement while her firm round ass pressed against my erection.

“It’s just the two of us here now,” she said. “I should tell you, I haven’t managed many men before. I usually run female-only teams. I find it’s better that way. Frankly, I think women are better workers and better at the job.”

“That sounds a little sexist,” I said. Honestly, even forming the short string of words was almost all I could manage in the situation I was in. Amanda’s words were completely at odds with her actions. I could feel her weight in my lap as she spoke, my sexy new boss driving me wild with desire while she seemed to be threatening my future employment. Nothing in my life up to that point had prepared me for a situation like this, and all I could do was guess my way through it.

And all the time, the promise of sex offered in the air, this beautiful woman’s beautiful body tormenting me as my cock straining against my pants and against her skirt and against her full ass as she draped an arm around my neck.

“Maybe. But isn’t it sexist be drooling over your coworkers every day? Isn’t it sexist to be fantasizing about the women you work with when you’re home alone at night?”

“I don’t think so. That’s just… Natural. You see a beautiful woman, you can’t pretend you don’t. You can ask anyone here. I’m never inappropriate. I don’t harass anyone, I don’t ogle anyone. I can be professional.”

“Can you?” Amanda said, still with that maddening smile on her beautiful face. “Maybe you can. But maybe I don’t want you to be.”

I gasped as she leaned forward and kissed me, pressing those bright red lips of hers against mine. I couldn’t believe what was happening, even as I placed my arms around her, holding her tiny waist and pulling that beautiful body even tighter against my own. Her tongue slid easily into my mouth, exploring at will, and I kissed her back, sliding my hands over her intoxicating curves. I still couldn’t believe what was happening. In fact, it was getting more unbelievable by the second. But by now, I was almost past questioning it. A gorgeous woman was making out with me and giving me every sign that she wanted more, and I would be an idiot to do anything other than what came naturally.

And then, Amanda abruptly lifted her lips from mine. I almost groaned in disappointment as she swung her feet down to the floor and stood, tugging at her leather pencil skirt as she stepped away from me. Her body was hypnotically beautiful, and my cock was raging, remembering the weight of her as she sat in my lap. And now, she smiled as she stepped away from me, heading back around her desk. Reaching into the big black purse that sat on one end of the desk that used to be Herb’s.

“Let’s have some fun,” she smiled at me. And as she reached into her purse, I sat astonished in the seat where she put me. I watched as she pulled out two long black straps, rolled up to save space, and carried them over toward me.

When she dropped to her knees in front of me, her movements made awkward by the height of her heels and the tightness of her skirt, I gasped in pure delight. But Amanda smiled up at me, grabbing one of my wrists and pulling it down on the arm of the chair I was sitting in. Quickly, she wrapped one of the long straps around my wrist a couple times, then fed the end of the strap through a buckle at the other end and pulled it tight.

“Did you think I was going to give you a blowjob?” she grinned up at me as she reached for the other wrist. “Men are so predictable. No, this isn’t one of your dirty little fantasies, where a sexy boss drops to her knees and gives the all-powerful man head because he’s just so irresistible. This isn’t your fantasy at all. This is mine.”

As she spoke, she wrapped the other strap around my other wrist. And I didn’t even try to resist. Why would I? I had never played games like this before, but I’m not a child. I know what S&M is. And there was no denying the sex appeal of this gorgeous woman, or the fact that in her tight leather pencil skirt, she looked kind of like a dominatrix. Certainly, I was ready to go along with whatever she had in mind. If she wanted to tie to a chair in her office and use me as her sex toy, it sounded more than okay by me.

“Still, while I’m down here…” Amanda said. And this time, I managed to stifle my gasp of surprise as she reached for the front of my pants and unfastened them. She smiled up at me as she reached inside, taking my cock in her hands. My eyelids fluttered as she guided it out through the front of my pants, pulling down my boxer shorts. And there I was, throbbing with desperate desire in front of her, leaving no doubt at all about the state of my arousal as I looked at her sexy body kneeling in front of me.

Amanda stood. The tight clothing made the movement difficult, but she managed it with grace. Then, she hitched up her skirt, but it was only so that she could raise one foot from the floor and place it on the chair between my legs. I grunted as she pressed the toe of her shoe against my lower stomach, her high heel pointing down dangerously at my genitals.

“Look at that,” she said, staring right at my throbbing cock as she stood above me. “You’re bigger than my heel. That’s good. It’s like those signs at the theme park, you know? You must be taller than this to ride this ride.”

She laughed at her own joke, but I didn’t laugh. I was too lost with lust, too caught up in the promise of what lay ahead to find anything she said particularly funny. And Amanda stepped away from me, sliding her skirt back down her legs as she stood on two feet on the floor. Turning, she sat on the edge of the desk in front of me, crossing her long legs under the clinging leather and letting me take in the sight of her gorgeous body that tormented me now that I was so close and yet unable to touch.

“You say you’ve never harassed anyone at work,” Amanda said. “Look at the way you’re looking at me now. Staring at your boss like that. That’s sexual harassment all by itself.”

“You started it,” I said, making her laugh again.

“Yes, I suppose that’s true,” she said. “And now I suppose you want me to finish it, too.”

“Well, I was hoping…”

Amanda laughed again.

“You want me to make you cum, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“That’s a funny way of asking for it. See, what you need to understand is that I’m in charge now. I’m the boss. So call me that. Call me Boss.”

Amanda was still smiling as she spoke. Yet something told me she wasn’t joking. This whole situation was absolutely crazy, but as the straps held my wrists tight to the chair, I realized I didn’t have much say in what happened next. And maybe that made it easier. All I had to do was go along with what this remarkable woman wanted. Her body held out the promise of carnal delights unlike any I had ever experienced, and every sparking synapse in my brain urged me to keep going. To keep following whatever impulse brought both of us here, to the brink of something truly remarkable.

“Okay… Boss,” I said. And the wicked smile that spread across Amanda’s face sent a shiver of lust through me.

“See? It’s not so hard, is it? Showing women the proper respect? That’s all you have to do. Do what your boss tells you, and we’ll get along just fine.”

“Okay, boss,” I said again, smiling this time as I said it. And Amanda paused, looking me up and down from where she sat perched on her desk. Her eyes fastened for a moment on my cock, and I felt it throbbing with excitement and anticipation of what she might do next. Whatever it was, I knew, was completely up to her.

“See? You’re already learning. Maybe it won’t be so bad, having a man on the team. But I have to warn you, you’ll need to be on your best behavior. Otherwise, there will be consequences.”

She was still smiling as she spoke, and dumbly, I smiled back. Her words didn’t scare me. The smile on her pretty face and her beautiful body in front of me implied that any consequences she threatened me with could easily be something I might enjoy very much.

“Okay, boss,” I said again, already getting into my new role. And Amanda smiled too, delighted with how things between us were going so far.

“Good boy,” she grinned. “On the other hand, good boys get rewarded. You want to be a good boy for me? You want to see the kind of rewards I can give you?”

“Yes please, boss,” I said, nodding enthusiastically as I spoke. In that moment, there was nothing I wanted more. Her beautiful body was a promise of unbelievable delights to come, and the smile on her face and everything she had done up to that moment left me in little doubt about the kind of rewards I could expect. Desire was raging inside me, filling every inch of my body as I looked at her expectantly, and she smiled at me. If this was what it was like having a female boss, my only regret was that it hadn’t happened sooner.

“Okay then,” Amanda said. Her skirt shone as she swung her legs down off the desk to stand in front of me again. She faced me, and I watched her bend her elbows, reaching behind her back to pull down the zipper of her skirt. The black leather fell away from her body, pooling like ink on the floor as she stepped out of it, still in her high heels. And I gasped as I saw that underneath, she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her pussy was completely uncovered under a neatly trimmed strip of dark pubic hair that seemed to point down toward her sex, guiding my eyes that needed no encouragement. There was a faint sheen of moisture on her sex, and I realized with a thrill that this kinky experience was turning her on just as much as it was for me.

But unlike me, Amanda could do something about it.

Stepping out of her skirt, she moved toward me. My heart soared in my chest, my brain full of visions of her climbing on top of me where I sat in the chair and riding my cock until we both howled in ecstasy. But I guessed wrong. Amanda had other ideas.

I turned my head to follow her movements as she walked around behind me. I felt her pushing on the chair, and I lifted my feet from the floor to let the wheels roll easily over the short carpet. She pushed me closer to the desk, then stepped out from behind my chair. She had to swing her leg over me where I sat to perch herself back on the edge of the desk now, sitting above me with her thighs spread and her pussy completely on display.

“You don’t wear a tie,” she said, a faint frown on her face now.

“Not usually,” I said, confused by the direction the conversation had taken. “Sometimes if I’m meeting a more traditional client or doing a presentation or something. But not usually if I’m just around the office.”

“Shame,” Amanda said in a soft voice. “I’ve always liked ties on men. Maybe because it’s almost like a leash. Like a business leash to remind you that you aren’t free to do as you please.”

Amanda laughed as she spoke, and I said nothing. Whatever kinky fantasy she was playing out, I wasn’t going to do anything to jeopardize it. Not now I felt so close to everything I wanted, on the brink of sexual pleasure unlike any I had ever known.

“Guess I’ll have to do this the hard way then,” Amanda said. Reaching forward, she grabbed a handful of my hair, and I yelped in pain as she pulled on it savagely. At the same time, she sat back on the desk, raising her feet from the floor and draping her legs over my shoulders. My knees pressed against the desk as she pulled me toward her, pulling my head down between her thighs. And I knew straightaway what was expected of me.

It was an absolute thrill licking her pussy. I had only met the woman that morning, had barely exchanged more than a few sentences with her. And now there I was, my face between her thighs, tasting the juices that flowed out of her while she moaned in pleasure above me. It had been a while since I went down on a girl, and I had never done it in circumstances anything like this. But certain skills you never forget. And as Amanda continued to hold me by the hair, her moans of sadistic bliss rising slowly in the air of the office around us, I found that I wanted to do a good job. I wanted to please her, to impress her. From everything she had said and done so far, I got the feeling that I was going to have to earn what I wanted from her. And if this was how I had to do it, that was fine by me.

Her pussy lips trembled against my mouth as I licked her. As her juices flowed with arousal, I slid my tongue inside, exploring the silken folds. Her gasps and cries encourage me to go further, to go deeper, to do everything I could to please my new boss. And it worked.

Before long, she was gasping and howling in bliss. My cock raged between my thighs, and if my hands hadn’t been strapped to the chair I sat in, I knew I would have been holding it, stroking it, giving myself pleasure to match what I was giving her. But clearly, my new boss didn’t want that. Instead, she wanted to be selfish, to use me like a toy and make me work to please her. And it felt fantastic.

Amanda arched her back, closing her eyes as she howled her pleasure at the ceiling. She balanced herself with her hands on the desk behind her as a spasm of pleasure overtook her, making her scream in physical pleasure. Her orgasm came as no surprise, but I was startled by the copious juices that poured out of her, covering my face, dripping from my chin as I continued to eat her like a ripe piece of fruit. The taste was as unique as any woman I had ever done that for, and every bit as delicious. My new boss was an absolute sex goddess, and I couldn’t be happier about it.

As her climax receded, Amanda opened her eyes again. Sitting up a little straighter, she stared down at me. Now, she was no longer smiling. Instead, the look on her face was one of undisguised and pure lust. Her teeth showed as she bit her lip, her dark eyes blazing with undeniable fire as she stared me down. It was an intimidating spectacle, I’ll admit. Especially since I was still helpless, still tied to the chair, the juices of her sex dripping from my face to remind me of the position I was in.

“That was good,” Amanda said, an unmistakable growl of desire in her voice as she spoke to me. “That was really good. You know, a woman in my position needs stress relief. How would you like to be my designated pussylicker and eat your boss out every single day?”

“Fine by me,” I said, and Amanda laughed again, delighted by my response. But my cock was raging as hard as ever, and I didn’t care what it took to get to where I wanted. The promise of orgasm filled my mind to the exclusion of all else, and no kind of disgrace or humiliation seemed too much to endure to get it.

“Good,” Amanda purred, “that’s good. And now to show you that I have a kind side too, I guess I can give you what you want.”

Lifting her legs from my shoulders, she lowered them to the floor. Leaning forward, she stood, straddling me where I sat in the chair. I pressed my knees together to make things easier for her, and she lowered herself down into my lap again, facing me this time. Draping one arm over my shoulder, she reached down with the other, taking my cock in her hand. And I felt the wetness of the pussy I could still taste on my tongue as she lowered herself down onto my cock, both of us groaning in pure pleasure as her lips parted to receive my manhood and I entered deep into her.

Amanda lowered herself all the way down on top of me. And when my cock was all the way inside her, she draped both arms over my shoulders. Her dark eyes looked straight into mine, her face mere inches from me, and she smiled as she looked at me, holding still, enjoying her position of power over me for now.

“Do you have a girlfriend, Luke? Or a wife?

“No, neither,” I said, hurriedly adding, “Boss” while her smile deepened at my words.

“That’s good. So you’re all mine then. Tell me, when was the last time you had sex?”

“About… six months ago, Boss,” I said. I was only stretching the truth a little. It was probably more like eight or nine months, but who’s counting?

“Six months? God, I can’t remember the last time I went six months without getting laid. I can’t even go six days. See, for a woman like me, I need frequent orgasms just to keep my head clear. I should be coming at least once a day, at the bare minimum. So that’s going to be part of your job now, under me. Making sure your boss has a nice orgasm or two every day just to keep her sharp.”

“Yes, boss,” I grinned. There was hardly anything she could say that wouldn’t be more welcome to me in the situation I was in, feeling the tightness of her pussy around my throbbing member as she continued to smile down at me.

“Okay. Now, try to control yourself. I know you’ve probably never had pussy this good before, but I want another orgasm before you cum. Got it?”

“Yes, Boss,” I said, and a soft gasp of pleasure escaped Amanda’s trembling lips at my words. Then, she began to ride up and down on top of me, and we both groaned at the pure pleasure we felt as our bodies melted together.

Steadily, Amanda picked up the pace. Soon, she was breathing hard, her hips slamming into mine as she bounced up and down on top of me. Her white shirt hung open, no longer held closed by her high-waisted skirt, and I watched her breasts bounce in the push-up bra she wore, fueling my desire while I moaned in bliss at the feeling of her pussy tightening around me.

After everything that had happened, I was primed and ready to explode. And nothing seemed easier or more natural. But I remembered her words, and after everything this woman had done to me, I felt as though I didn’t want anything more than to keep playing this game. I had to close my eyes and not look at her anymore, had to think of something else so that the sheer eroticism of the moment wouldn’t push me over the brink. Because I didn’t doubt that Amanda meant what she said. I didn’t doubt that if I came before she did, she would be angry. And the last thing I wanted to do was to jeopardize what looked like being the biggest thrill of my life.

Somehow, I managed it. Somehow, despite every nerve in my body screaming at me to just let go, I managed to resist the urge to cum. I felt Amanda’s pussy tightening around me like a fist, and I heard her scream in orgasm, and as the juices poured out of her again, I felt a small sense of triumph. But my body was at its absolute limits, and I squeezed my eyes shut even tighter as I gasped and moaned, pleading with my new boss for permission to do the most natural thing in the world.

“Please, Boss, can I please cum now?”

And Amanda’s laughter turned to another shriek of pleasure as she continued to ride me, still in the throes of orgasm herself.

“Yes!” she panted. “Yes, go ahead, slave boy! Go ahead and come for your new boss!”

And I did. I howled like an animal as I emptied into her, my teased cock exploding and pumping the hot fluids of my ecstasy deep inside her. Amanda groaned at the sensation, and I groaned too, practically sobbing as my desire finally found an outlet in her incredible body.

Slowly, our mutual climax faded. Amanda stopped riding my cock as I spurted the last drops of my cum into her, and she beamed at me as I opened my eyes to look at her flushed face right in front of mine. For a while, neither of us said anything. We didn’t need to. For my part, there was no denying that it was one of the purest and most powerful orgasms of my life. And I couldn’t have imagined a sexier partner to have it with them this crazy, kinky, beautiful woman.

Then, Amanda sighed. Her feet on the floor, she stood, groaning along with me as my cock slid out of her. Stepping away, she circled around the desk toward her big purse and reached inside. She pulled out some small items and set them down the desk, stepping toward me with a wet wipe in her hand.

I watched in confusion as she began to clean off my cock and balls, removing her juices and mine. Then, tossing the wipe in the trash, she reached behind her for something else on the desk. I saw again that sly smile on her beautiful face, and I shivered as she bent down over my lap, reaching for my flaccid cock and taking it in her hand.

“What – what are you doing?” I said, a rising note of panic entering my voice. But Amanda didn’t explain herself. I squirmed in the chair, but I couldn’t get away from her firm grip on my testicles as she fed them through a steel ring. Then, still holding me by the balls, she slid a steel tube down onto my cock. Finally, she fed a tiny padlock through the ring where both pieces of metal met, and as it clicked shut, she smiled, sitting upright again and admiring what she had done.

I stared down between my legs. My cock was encased in steel now, under lock and key. And panic gripped my chest as I stared up at my new boss in disbelief.

“That will keep you from misbehaving in my office,” Amanda said. “I always find boys get a lot more obedient when they are locked in chastity. From now on, you’re going to have to be on your best behavior every day and do everything your boss says if you ever want an orgasm. Just as it should be.”

I was speechless. And as I looked up her, Amanda stood up from the desk. Reaching to the floor, she picked up her skirt and pulled it back on, zipping it up behind her. Then, she unfastened the straps that help my wrists to the chair. While I still sat, gazing in astonishment at the contraption she had locked me into, she walked back around behind her desk and sat down in the seat that used to be Herb’s. Her eyes were down as she tapped at the keyboard in front of her, and when she spoke, she didn’t even look at me.

“You’re dismissed. See you tomorrow.”



3. Exposed To His Coworkers

I yawned at my desk.

I didn’t get much sleep the previous night. After all, everything that had happened to me at work was so unbelievable, and once I was back in the privacy of my own home, my mind raced as I tried to process the new reality I found myself in. I could almost have thought it was all some wild dream, except I had the physical evidence of what had happened still locked around my cock.

I tried to escape, of course. New to the steel chastity device locked onto my body, I tried my best to squeeze my way out of it, but it only brought me pain. In fact, I couldn’t escape pain, because just looking at the device and thinking about why it was there made my cock try to harden inside the steel tube that contained it, and that brought its own kind of pain. The more excited I got, the tighter the prison of my manhood became, and perversely, that turned me on.

It made me think of Amanda. The crazy beautiful bitch who was now my boss, who had locked me up like this. Shocked by what had happened, not knowing what to say, I had stumbled out of her office when she dismissed me and, with nothing better to do, I went home. Part of me kept waiting for something to change, for her to contact me somehow and tell me it was all a big joke, even though as far as I know, she didn’t have my number. The night wore on, and I stayed locked, and with arousal churning inside me, I had nothing better to do than to go online.

I found myself in a strange world. I know a little bit about S&M, though I had never tried it myself before. But I had no idea there was an entire subculture out there of men who wanted exactly this, who wanted to lose control over their own bodies in this way. And of course, the porn I stumbled across only made things worse. I clicked away from it as soon as I saw what it was, knowing it would only make my situation worse. Knowing it would only make my pain more intense as my cock again tried to get hard against the unyielding steel.

And yet, it was hard to remember a time when I had ever wanted orgasm more. The memory of everything I had done with Amanda still hovered in my mind, tormenting me with visions of sexual delight. I had never been with a woman like her. Obviously. I had never been with someone as beautiful and sexy, and I had certainly never been with someone as dominant and cruel as she was. And when I finally did manage to get to sleep, I was further tormented by wild dreams that had me waking up at all hours of the night, clutching at my caged cock and remembering all over again that there was nothing I could do to bring myself relief.

So by the time I got to my desk at work the following day, you bet I was yawning.

And yet, I was hopeful too. I remembered what Amanda had said, about how she wanted to be given an orgasm every single day. And I was more than willing to take on that role. She had made her point with the cage, and if she wanted so badly to be in charge, I would graciously let her. It would all be worth it, I told myself, when I finally got to have sex with that beautiful body of hers.

Amanda didn’t show up right away. But even before she got there, everyone was still talking about her. The women I work with had not forgotten their introduction to her the day before, and certainly hadn’t forgotten the outrageously provocative outfit she had worn. Nor had they forgotten that I had been in her office when they all went home, the first of us to have a one-on-one with our new supervisor. They all wanted information.

“So what did she say?”

Samantha stood beside my desk, her arms folded, looking down at me with an expression of impatience on her pretty face. Cheryl stood beside her, just as eager as her friend was for more details about my meeting with Amanda. And as they quizzed me, beautiful Marie walked into the room, setting her bag down on her desk before walking over toward the rest of us. Her blue eyes flickered from me to the other women and back again, a slow smile spreading across her face as she quickly figured out what it was we were talking about.

“Oh yeah, the new boss,” she said. “What’s she like?”

“She’s okay,” I said.

“What did she talk to you about?”

Marie softened her words with a smile, but there was no escaping the glint of steel in her eyes.

“Oh, we just chatted,” I said. “We didn’t even really talk about work. It was just kind of getting to know each other.”

“So what do you know about her?” Cheryl asked.

“Yeah,” Samantha added. “Where did she work before this? Is she married? How old is she? Where did she go to school?”

“I… I don’t know,” I said. The women exchange meaningful glances.

“You mean you didn’t listen,” Cheryl said. “Or you didn’t even ask. You just talked about yourself the whole time, didn’t you?”

“Pretty much,” I said, plastering what I hoped was a rueful smile across my face. Better they think that than the truth. Better they walk away thinking I’m a bad conversationalist than that they have even the slightest guess at what actually happened.

“Men,” Samantha said with a snort. “If it’s not a football game, they don’t know anything about anything.”

“Look, I’m sure she’s going to meet with you all soon,” I said. “You can ask all the questions you want then. You guys can become best friends for all I care. Write a biography about her, if you want.”

Our conversation tailed off as Amanda stepped into the room. Her entrance made me turn my head, drawing my gaze toward her almost without me wanting it to. It felt like some mysterious charge entered the room along with her, some wild electricity that crackled in the air generated just by her presence. Or maybe it was just me that felt that way, since my new boss had been filling my thoughts since the moment I last saw her.

She was dressed more conservatively that day than she had been the day before, but conservative was a relative term. Her black jacket over a white shirt was relatively demure, though cut to fit close to her body and show off her narrow waist and the swell of her breasts. But the skintight leather pants she wore with it, along with slender metallic spike heels as tall as yesterday’s were, did nothing to hide her innate sexiness. Tearing my eyes away from her for a moment, I looked at the other women looking at her, studying the expressions on their faces. I couldn’t tell if it was admiration or jealousy I was seeing, or some combination of the two. The complex emotions these women were feeling were a mystery to me, but there was no doubt there was at least some hostility to our new boss on the part of my coworkers.

And yet Amanda walked through it all as though it didn’t even exist. She drifted through this cloud of suspicion and negativity as if it wasn’t there at all. Maybe she was used to it. The way she looked and the way she dressed were almost guaranteed to annoy some people, and even if I didn’t have a good read on her age, she was certainly old enough and smart enough to know that. Maybe she encountered this kind of low-level hostility everywhere she went, rubbing people the wrong way just with the way she looked and her admittedly somewhat abrasive personality. But she didn’t seem like the kind of woman who cared much what other people thought of her. Any woman who had the confidence to do to me what she had done clearly didn’t spend a lot of time fretting over the first impression she made on people.

“Morning, everyone,” Amanda said as she moved through the room, that tight and not particularly convincing smile on her gorgeous face again. “I’m sure you all have lots to get on with today, but I’d like to continue my one on ones with those of you I haven’t met et. Um - is it Samantha?”

Amanda looked at my coworkers as she spoke, and Samantha nodded. With a quick glance back at the rest of us, she stepped away from my desk and followed her sexy new boss out of the main office toward her private lair. I watched her go, entranced by the way those tight leather pants gripped her thighs, the intoxicating curve of her ass only partially hidden by the back of her jacket. But she didn’t even look in my direction. I wasn’t sure what I expected from her, but the lack of acknowledgment of the insane position I was in baffled me. How could she just act as though nothing had changed, as though nothing was out of the ordinary? Of course, I knew she couldn’t talk about it in front of everyone. Certainly, I didn’t want her to. The fact that I was locked up like this, that I let a woman I didn’t even know treat me like this, was a deep and abiding source of shame for me. Still, some irrational part of me wanted some recognition, some acknowledgment that there was something between us now. But Amanda seemed intent on acting as if it were all business as usual.

So I did my best to get on with my work. After all, it wasn’t like I had much choice. It was hard to think of anything besides Amanda, and what I wanted most was to go and see her, to talk to her, to try to figure out this strange new arrangement we had with one another. But I couldn’t do that with Samantha there. I just had to sit at my desk and try to get some work done while I pretended that my cock wasn’t locked up in a seemingly inescapable chastity device. While I pretended that arousal wasn’t buzzing inside me constantly, fueled by the presence of Amanda and, let’s face it, not exactly helped by the presence of my attractive coworkers.

It was the best part of an hour before Samantha reappeared in the office. And when she did, I saw a faint smile on her face. Her eyes darted toward me, just for a second, and maybe it was only because I was looking at her. I hurriedly looked away. The feeling of nervousness was swelling inside me now, something I hadn’t expected and couldn’t come up with a reason for. Quickly, I turned my face away, staring at the computer screen in front of me. But from the corner of my eye, I kept track of Samantha as she moved across the office to where Cheryl sat. I watched her place a hand on the other woman’s shoulder, say a few words, and Cheryl stood. At least she didn’t look at me as she made her way across the office, striding with purpose toward where Amanda waited.

The day went on like that. I prepared presentations and sent emails and made phone calls, and the women in the office around me did the same. But one by one, they all went to see Amanda, each one sending the next person in. Amanda herself didn’t reappear, and maybe that was for the best, given the powerful effect even the sight of her had on me. Still, I found myself wishing she would. Wishing I could see her again, her gorgeous body perfectly enhanced by the sexy outfit she wore. I wanted to be alone with her, to touch her, to taste her. I wanted a repeat of what had happened the day before, to kneel at her feet and bring her pleasure just as she had said I would. As the day wore on and my desire only increased, it felt as though there was nothing I wanted more.

But of course, it wasn’t up to me. And as I watched my coworkers come back from Amanda’s office one by one, I wondered if it was just my paranoia and the sense of vulnerability the chastity device gave me that was making me feel so nervous. Was I imagining the looks and smiles they gave me as they stepped back into the office we shared? Or was there something else going on, something I barely even allowed myself to believe? Surely Amanda couldn’t be that reckless. Then again, I reminded myself, I didn’t know anything about this woman. Already, she had proven herself to be bolder and kinkier and more sexually adventurous than any woman I had ever known. Underestimating her, I couldn’t help feeling, was probably a bad idea.

When the middle of the day rolled around, I pushed myself away from my desk with a sigh. Standing, I walked toward the breakroom. I had checked myself carefully before leaving for work that morning, and I was confident that no one could see the steel device through the front of my pants. Still, I felt its weight hanging from my body with every step I took, felt the tightness of the cage like a fist around my manhood as it tried to swell. As long as I was wearing that thing, I knew, it would be impossible not to think about Amanda and the strange sexual power she had over me. And thinking about her and about that, I knew, could only make things more difficult for me.

In the breakroom, I microwaved my lunch. Last night’s leftovers. And as I took my food out of the microwave, I heard footsteps on the floor approaching me. My coworkers were coming to lunch, all of them. It seemed like Amanda had finally finished having her one-on-ones.

I sat down at the big table in the center of the room as my colleagues filed in. Marie was in a long green dress that did very little to hide her incredible figure, and I had to turn my eyes away quickly before the sight of her only added to my torment. Rebecca looked just as sexy, wearing a purple shirt and a black skirt that flared out from her waist over black stockings that gripped her legs tightly before disappearing into her high-heeled pumps. And then there was Rachel, wearing a brown dress that was perfectly conservative, but still revealed the seductive sway of her body with every step she took. And Samantha and Cheryl, older but still attractive, wearing conservative work clothes but still objects of my desire. They all were. Amanda had made sure of that. By treating me to one of the most erotic experiences of my life and then making it impossible for me to have an orgasm, she had ensured that I was in a state of wild and desperate arousal. I guessed that was the idea. I had always been fairly good at ignoring the way these women look, at getting on with my work without getting drawn into daydreams and fantasies of being with any of them, knowing it would never happen. But now, locked in chastity, I was finding it much harder than it used to be.

Some of the women sat down at the table with me. Others went to the fridge, the microwave, the coffee machine, the noise of clinking implements and buzzing machines filling the otherwise silent breakroom. No one said anything, which was unusual. People who work in PR are rarely at a loss for words. But I didn’t say anything either. I ate my food, keeping my head down, my mind racing and my cock raging inside the steel tube that contained it while I tried to pretend that nothing out of the ordinary was happening.

And again, I wondered if what I was experiencing were real, or if it were all in my head. Was there really some strange energy in the room, some tension that I could feel in the wordless air? Or was that just the way that I felt, projecting it onto everyone around me?

I didn’t know. But I was about to find out.

It was Samantha that broke the silence. Holding a cup of coffee, she walked over to the table where I was sitting, standing beside me until I looked up at her. Her brown eyes were shining as they looked down into mine, and again, I felt that strange sense of nervousness, more powerfully than before.

“So is it true?” she asked. And a creeping sense of horror gripped my heart as I stared up at her. Surely not, I thought to myself. Surely there was no way Amanda had exposed me, and herself, like that. But my mind was full of the thought of what she had done to me, and I couldn’t imagine what else my coworker might be talking about.

“Is what true?” I asked, playing dumb and desperately hoping that I was wrong about what Samantha was thinking. And, still smiling, she lifted her head, turning to look at the other woman who, I noticed, were all watching our conversation.

“That the new boss has your cock locked away,” she said.

I froze. I mean that literally. Panic gripped me, so tight around my chest that I felt as though I couldn’t move. I could barely breathe. My heart raced, pounding against my ribs as I sat there, wondering if this was all some strange dream. Wishing it was, maybe. But it wasn’t. I already knew that. Somehow, this had become my reality, unbelievable as it was. Somehow, this was life now. And I didn’t have time to think in that moment just how much everything was about to change. But somehow, I intuitively knew that after this, nothing was going to be the same.

My mind raced as Samantha stood above me. My first instinct was to deny it all, to try and lie my way out of the predicament I found myself in. But I already knew they wouldn’t believe me. In this situation, I wouldn’t believe me either. It was hardly credible that our new boss was inventing wild stories about me just to tell to women she didn’t even know. I’m not above lying when I have to, but straightaway, this felt like a situation I wasn’t going to be able to lie my way out of.

“She told you that?” I said, stalling for time. As though time could change anything. As though anything was going to come and save me from this deeply humiliating situation I found myself in. Samantha was still smiling as she stood above me, and I could feel the other women watching and listening intently, the focus of the entire room locked on me now. I never wanted to be the center of attention like this. Once again, it was obvious to me that what was going to happen now was out of my control.

“Yes, she did,” Samantha said. “She told us all, so you don’t have to lie about it. Is it true?”

I hesitated, just a little while longer. I knew it was pointless. But I couldn’t bring myself to admit the truth. As though, as long as I didn’t admit it, there would still be some doubt, even though I knew that wasn’t the case. I hovered in this hinterland between truth and lie, part of me hoping that some other solution might present itself and save me from the embarrassment of admitting reality.

But nothing came to save me.

“Yes,” I finally admitted, and Samantha’s eyes went wide with disbelief. Her jaw literally dropped, her mouth falling open in shock. And as she turned her head once again to look toward the other woman in the room, a chorus of shock and laughter swelled around me. I felt my cheeks burning with shame as the women howled their surprise, all talking over one another in their excitement at what they had discovered.

And I sat there in the center of all that swirling chaos, not knowing what to say, barely able to believe what was happening to me and completely unable to do anything about it.

“Oh my God, I want to see it.”

That was Rachel, her voice rising above the general noise to make itself heard in the breakroom. And the rest of the women laughed at her words, their excitement growing by the minute. I raised my head to look at her, but she just smiled back at me, without a trace of shame or regret or pity on her pretty face. Embarrassed as I was, I soon had to look away again.

“Yeah, show us, Luke,” Marie said. She was smiling at me too, and I knew that that smile on her beautiful face had been enough to convince an untold number of men to give this woman what she wanted. Women like her are used to getting what they wanted from men, after all. To one extent or another, everyone I worked with was like that. Still, I resisted. I had never been more ashamed in my life, and I shook my head, ignoring the women’s rising cries demanding to see my hidden shame.

“What’s all this noise about?”

With all the staff being so loud, no one had heard Amanda approaching until she stood in the doorway of the breakroom. Now, she raised her voice to cut through the noise, standing with her hands on her hips, her feet planted firmly apart, her skintight leather trousers shining in the breakroom light. Just at the sight of her, I felt my cock pulse again inside its humiliating prison, and my heart sank at the sight of the woman who had given herself such incredible power over me. Things were already humiliating enough, having to admit the truth in front of these women I had worked with for years. But now that the boss had arrived, I had the distinct sense that things were about to get even worse.

Or better, depending on how you looked at it.

“Oh, Luke here was just telling us about your little… arrangement,” Samantha said, not even trying to conceal her bubbling laughter as she turned toward our boss. “I still can’t believe you did this to him. Or that he let you.”

“But we want to see it,” Marie added. “I’ve never seen a man in chastity before. But he’s too shy to show us.”

Amanda paused in the doorway, but only for a moment. I had only just met the woman the day before, but already, I knew her well enough to know that she was rarely indecisive. She certainly hadn’t been the night before, when she took control of me in such an unforgettable and arousing way. And now, it didn’t take her long to make up her mind again, as though she knew exactly what she wanted to do.

She stepped further into the breakroom, her high heels echoing on the tiled floor with every step she took. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her as she grinned at me, her own dark eyes flashing with pleasure and silent laughter to know the control she had. Maybe this is what she had planned all along. Clearly, she had wasted no time in telling my coworkers about my embarrassing predicament. Maybe that was the point, I thought to myself as she walked slowly toward me, clearly basking in the sensation of having every eye in the room fixed on her. Maybe this was all part of some plan I couldn’t even imagine, and certainly couldn’t resist. In little over twenty-four hours, this woman had changed my life completely, and whatever happened next, I knew that my relationship with the women I worked with would never be quite the same. Maybe I would have to quit. Maybe I would have to move. But all these thoughts evaporated as Amanda stepped close to me, seeming to tower over me despite a relatively short stature.

“Have any of you ever seen his cock?” she asked, turning her head to look at the other women as she spoke. She said it as though the question was completely normal, an ordinary part of running office. My colleagues murmured as they shook their heads and answered no.

“Really? All these beautiful women, and he’s never tried to date any of you?”

“No,” Rachel said. “That’s one of the things we like about him.”

“Well, that’s good,” Amanda said, turning her attention back to me. “I usually take a pretty dim view of romantic relationships in the office, so I figured this would be a way to prevent that. I’m glad you’ve never tried anything with your coworkers, Luke. You’re definitely not going to be able to now, are you?”

More laughter rippled around the breakroom as Amanda spoke. I didn’t answer. Honestly, I didn’t feel like I could. I was in such a state of shock that it was almost as if I had forgotten how to form words. I just sat there, a meek and passive passenger in my own life while Amanda took firm control of everything.

“If I let you see it, will you stop pestering him about it and go back to work?” Amanda said. Her words sounded short, but the smiling tone she used to deliver them told us all that she was very much in on the joke. The watching women cheered, their eyes shining with mischievous delight at this unexpected diversion in the workday. And I tried not to tremble where I sat in my seat, knowing just how little power I had to resist this woman who now held such incredible power over me.

“All right, I think the girls have spoken,” Amanda said, turning that beautiful smile back on me. I stared up at her, still speechless, still unable to believe what was happening. And unable, too, to believe the way I felt about her. Because yes, I was embarrassed. I was ashamed. I was totally humiliated, and I won’t deny that I felt some anger her what she was doing to me, coming out of nowhere to mess with my work life, my career, my relationships with my colleagues.

But at the same time, it was so unspeakably hot, I could barely even believe it.

I hesitated. But I ought to have known that Amanda would have none of that.

“You know I have the only key,” she said, while the watching women continued to laugh at me. “And I haven’t decided when I’ll let you out. Keep defying me, and that date just gets pushed further back.”

My heart pounded in my chest as I looked up at her. She was still smiling, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t absolutely serious about what she said. For the first time, I realized just how difficult of a position I was in, just how helpless I was. My attempts to free myself the previous night left me in no doubt that Amanda now had complete control over my sexual pleasure. And clearly, she wasn’t even the least bit shy about demonstrating that control, even in front of others.

There was no way out. Not that I could see, anyway. And so, after another pointless pause, I rose from my chair. The watching women cheered again as I reached for the front of my pants and unfastened them, moving quickly now that the decision was made. As I pulled down my pants, I closed my eyes in embarrassment, but I couldn’t stop myself from hearing the wave of laughter that rolled over me as every woman I worked with saw my secret shame.



4. Submitting To The Boss

“Aww, are you sulking?”

“I wouldn’t say that.”

I wouldn’t. And if I was, it wasn’t deliberate. I was just sitting there on my desk trying to keep my head down, trying to mind my own business. But while my coworkers did the same thing around me, I know, beyond any doubt, that they were thinking about me and about what they had seen in the breakroom when Amanda made me expose myself to them.

There had been a roar of laughter when I pulled down my pants to show them my caged cock. Women had cried out in surprise, laughed at my predicament, and even stood up from their seats to get a closer look. And Amanda, please with this display of her authority, had encouraged it. She made sure everybody got a good look at me, made sure I stood there for them to observe my plight as long as they wanted to. Only when everyone had had a good look and a good laugh at my expense did she allow me to put my pants back on and sit down again.

And now, just as she herself knew, nothing would be the same again. My attractive female coworkers would always know that I had allowed our new boss to do this to me on our very first meeting. Even if Amanda let me out tomorrow, I knew things could never go back to normal. The girls at work had always enjoyed teasing me from time to time, but now they knew something about me that until yesterday, I hadn’t even known about myself. They were never going to forget it, and neither was I.

But after the display in the breakroom, Amanda had sent us all back to our desks, and my coworkers, still laughing, had complied. Amanda headed back to her own office without another word to me, with barely more than a glance in my direction. And I was left alone with the impossible task of trying to focus on work, despite knowing that every whisper, every glance, every bright burst of laughter in the office for the rest of the day was doubtless directed at me.

And now Rachel was standing by my desk, grinning down at me with her warm brown eyes glowing. Her dark hair fell in gentle waves around her shoulders, her brown dress belted at the waist to hint at the figure underneath. Her full lips were lifted at the corners in a joyful smile. Looking at her was enough to make my cock throb inside the tight chastity that gripped my manhood painfully ever since Amanda had put it on.

“Well, it looks like sulking to me,” Amanda said. As she spoke, she pushed aside a few items on my desk so that she could sit down on the surface, the skirt of her dress riding a little higher up her brown leg. I tried not to look at the smooth skin of her thighs, but in my state of aggravated and helpless arousal, it was more or less impossible. And she just smiled indulgently down at me, letting me look. Knowing that thanks to Amanda’s chastity, I was completely powerless to do anything about it.

“Don’t be too sad,” Rachel went on. “I’m sure she’ll let you go eventually. Maybe it’s for your own good, anyway.”

“How could it possibly be for my own good?”

“Well, you know. Maybe it will help you focus on work, knowing you can’t have sex anymore. And it will stop you jerking off at home while you think about us, anyway.”

My cheeks burned with shame at the memory of the conversation we had had the previous day. It seemed so long ago, a recollection of a different life. That had been a teasing conversation too, in its own way, and a slightly embarrassing one. But it was nothing like what just happened in the breakroom thanks to Amanda. Now, those kind of conversations seemed positively quaint, a memory of a more innocent time before my coworkers knew just how far I had fallen for the woman who was now our boss.

“I don’t do that as often as you seem to think, you know,” I said.

“Well, you don’t do it at all anymore, do you?” Rachel giggled. “It must be so frustrating.”

“You have no idea,” I said. Rachel kept smiling that maddening smile. She seemed to be enjoying herself enormously at my expense. And having her sitting there in front of me was hardly helping matters. I always knew she was attractive, of course, just like all my coworkers were. But she had never been more attractive to me than she was in that moment as she sat there so close and yet completely out of reach. She always was, of course. I had never made the slightest attempt to hit on any of my coworkers, including her. But now that I couldn’t, somehow, it all seemed so much more infuriating.

“Well, I think it’s kind of cute,” she went on, swinging her feet slightly as they hung above the floor. “I mean, it’s pretty wild. Pretty kinky, I guess. But you look so cute all locked up in there. Can I have another look?”

I gazed up at Rachel in disbelief. I remembered what she had set the previous day, and again, I felt that stab of desire deep in my body that made pain radiate out from between my legs. I didn’t know what kind of game she was playing. I couldn’t even guess the thoughts that were going through her head as she smiled down at me. In fact, it was all I could do to wrestle with my own turbulent emotions as I found myself getting more and more turned on by this unbelievable and humiliating situation.

“Why would I do that?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Rachel said with a shrug. “Because it’s fun?”

“Not for me it’s not.”

“Exactly. That’s what makes it so funny. I mean, come on. You’ve always been a decent guy, but you know what most guys are like. Especially in an office full of pretty girls like this. Maybe Amanda is onto something. Maybe you should all be locked away so that women don’t have to worry about your silly little desires and your silly little egos.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about, Rachel.”

“Sure you do. I saw you in the breakroom. You just did what she said, without question. Because you have to, don’t you? You have to do everything she says if you ever want to cum again.”

Again, I could feel my cheeks burning with shame and humiliation. These women often pushed the envelope when it came to the conversations they were willing to have at work, but this was on a whole other level. The most intimate details of my sex life were apparently now a subject for open discussion, and part of me had known that this would happen when Amanda exposed me like she did in the breakroom. But there was nothing I could do about it. Just as there was nothing I could do about Rachel’s teasing now.

“We’ll see,” I said. Rachel’s smile told me that she saw right through my bravado. If there had been a way out of the cage our new boss locked me in, it would be useless. The whole point, I knew, was to give Amanda this power over me. And it was embarrassing how well it worked. With every hour that passed without me being released, I could feel her power growing. Because the more turned on I got, the more desperate I became for release, and that, of course, played right into Amanda’s hands. I hadn’t even seen the woman since lunchtime, and still, she was exerting this ferocious control over me without even being in the room.

“I guess so,” Rachel said, sliding off my desk and adjusting her dress as she stood. “I’m definitely going to see that thing again. I’m sure of it.”

With that, she turned and walked away. And I watched her go, unable to control the desire to see the way her body swayed with every step. I wondered if she put a little extra spice into her walk, knowing I would be looking. If so, she was right. I couldn’t help it. I was so desperately turned on, and I knew that looking at the beautiful women I worked with could only make things worse for me. But I couldn’t stop myself from doing it.

Rachel walked over to Rebecca’s desk, and I saw her lean over to say something quietly to the other woman. Both of them looked over at me, and both of them laughed. My cheeks burned again as I turned my attention back to the screen in front of me, furiously pretending to work, pretending their teasing didn’t get to me. Pretending I didn’t care about being the topic of every conversation, when really, all it did was drive home my total humiliation even more. And my cock was absolutely raging in the chastity device, pressing itself against the relenting steel of the cage I was in as though trying to force its way out, even though I knew it was impossible. Rachel was absolutely right when she said that the device gave Amanda total power over me. And her teasing made it worse.

Somehow, the day wore on. None of the other women came over to tease me the way Rachel had, though I could tell from their glances and laughter from time to time that they were still talking about me. But as lunchtime receded into the past, that, too, became less frequent. Toward the end of the day, I could almost pretend to myself that it was a normal workday, if it wasn’t for the constant throbbing pain of my caged cock and the desperate desire I felt for release that only one person on earth could give me.

As the day drew to a close, Amanda finally appeared from her office. As always, she strode through the door to the office where we all worked as though she owned the place, not a trace of self-consciousness or doubt on her face or in the movement of her body. She moved through the room the way a shark moves through the water, completely in her element, knowing there was nothing to challenge her. And as she walked toward me, her hips swaying from side to side with every step she took, I was transfixed by the vision of female beauty in front of me. It didn’t matter what she did to me. It didn’t matter how much it hurt being locked in chastity, or how it humiliated me to be revealed to my coworkers. I still wanted her. I wanted her desperately, and the crueler she was, the greater that desire grew.

“Come see me before you go home,” she said, a slight smile on her face. And she barely even broke stride. She continued to walk right past my desk, heading toward the breakroom to fetch herself a cup of coffee.

I could feel the other women watching me as I turned my attention back to my screen. My cock never stopped raging all day, but just a few words from Amanda were enough to send it into overdrive. My hands trembled as I moved them over my keyboard, only pretending to work. Because now, my head was full once again of Amanda and all the possibilities expanding in front of me. A kind of savage joy raised itself in my heart, eclipsing all the suffering I had been through up to that point. Just the thought of being alone with my sexy boss again was enough to somehow make it all seem worth it.

Amanda reemerged from the breakroom with her coffee and headed straight back to her own office. A few minutes later, my coworkers started packing up to go home. To my mind, they seemed to be lingering, as though they wanted to wait and see what happened. But maybe that was just a reflection of my own impatience for them to get out so that Amanda could get on with whatever she had planned.

“Bye, Luke,” Marie said with a smile as she headed toward the door of the office, her purse over her shoulder. She smiled her beautiful smile at me, but I couldn’t help thinking there was more edge to it today, more secrets hidden behind that unignorable beauty than there usually was.

“Bye,” I managed to say.

“Bye, Luke.” That was Rebecca, heading out the door a few minutes after Marie, pausing for a moment to direct a knowing smile at me as she waggled her fingers.

“Bye, Luke.” Rachel picked up the theme, waving goodbye to me as she, too, headed for the door.

Every woman in the office made a point of saying goodbye to me with the exact same words, the exact same smile on their variously pretty faces.

And as they filed out, one after the other, laughing as they headed down the hallway toward their cars, I was left alone.

I waited. All I wanted to do was rush to Amanda’s office and have fun with her, but for some reason, I held back. Partly it was caution, waiting for my coworkers to completely leave the premises. But also, there was a subtle joy in waiting. An opportunity to exercise even a little bit of control, after a day when I had felt completely powerless. Maybe it was as simple as that. As simple as resisting my own urges for myself for once, instead of allowing Amanda to control my sexuality completely.

But of course, it didn’t last long.

I rose from my chair when I was sure the office was empty, walking through the silent workplace. For years now, it had just been a place where I came to make money. But now, it was something else completely. Now, it was the scene of this strange game that I didn’t understand but couldn’t ignore, the most erotic experience of my life coming through not having sex with someone. At least for now. Still, hope continued to vibrate inside my heart as I made the short walk to Amanda’s office, buzzing with excitement at the thought of what might happen next.

She was on the phone as I stepped through the door. She sat back in her chair with her feet up on the desk, crossed at the ankle, her wicked high heels pointing toward me as I stepped through the open doorway. Her dark eyes found me, and I thought I noticed a new sparkle shine in them like light reflected from the edge of a steel blade as she continued to talk to whoever she was talking to.

Unsure of what to do, I walked tentatively toward her desk and sat in the chair facing it. She kept her eyes on me, but gave no indication she wanted me to do. The leather of her high-heeled pumps creaked gently as she moved one foot in the air, her toes making small circles as she spoke, and I wordlessly waited.

Suddenly, Amanda snapped her fingers, and I almost jumped at the sudden sound. I had almost lost myself there in some kind of daydream, and I realized I couldn’t even say what I had been thinking about. The snap of her fingers brought me right back to the present, and as I looked across the desk at my beautiful boss, I saw that her eyes were ablaze. She pointed to the floor in front of her chair, and I raised my eyebrows in a silent question. Amanda kept talking on the phone, but her eyes stayed locked on mine, and I knew that as always, she was serious about what she wanted.

I stood up. Amanda watched me as he circled around her desk, and as I kneeled on the floor in front of her, she swung her feet off the desk and placed them on the floor. Pointing again, she indicated the space under her desk. On hands and knees, I crawled into the tight space, and she pulled her chair forward, trapping me beneath her.

Then, still talking on the phone, she spread her legs, pointing between them to where I could faintly see the shape of her pussy through the tight leather of her pants.

This was what I was waiting for. In a way, it was what I had been dreaming of all day. Or at least the start of it.

So I leaned forward on my knees while she continue to conduct whatever business she was doing on the phone. Tentatively, I reached up and unbuttoned her jacket, spreading it apart. She let me. Then, I reached for the waistband of her pants, untucking her shirt. And again, Amanda did nothing to stop me.

Slowly, I pulled down her pants. The tight leather clung desperately to her skin as though it never wanted to let her go, but inch by inch, I pulled them down. Underneath, she wore tiny black thong panties, and I pulled those down too, sliding both pants and panties down over her knees as she raised her ass from the seat to help me. Then she placed her knees together so that I could pull the pants and underwear down over them, pushing them all the way to her ankles.

Only then did my beautiful boss spread her legs and give me a sight of that pussy once again.

I was glad to see she was already wet. She probably wasn’t as excited as me – in the state I was in, it felt like no one possibly could be – but that didn’t mean she wasn’t excited for what lay ahead. And for once, I didn’t doubt what was coming. I didn’t worry about what lay ahead. I knew what my job was, knew exactly what my boss wanted from me. Placing my hands on her smooth thighs, I lowered my head between her legs and began to lick her pussy.

Still talking on the phone, Amanda’s voice didn’t change. Not at first, anyway. She carried on chatting, and I didn’t bother to listen to the words she was saying. I didn’t care who she was talking to, and anyway, it was probably none of my business. I had one job, and it was more than enough to keep me occupied.

I ran my tongue over her trembling lips, feeling her wetness growing as the taste of her filled my mouth. I pressed my nose against her swelling clit, and I spelled out the alphabet with my tongue, varying the speed and pressure to keep her quivering with pleasure. As she chatted above me, I heard a certain breathlessness come into her voice, and to me in my lonely position, it felt like a triumph.

I kept on licking.

I kept on licking, and Amanda kept on talking. I had to admire her ability to keep her voice fairly normal while I did everything I could to bring her pleasure. And soon, I found myself trying to make her make noise. Another little expression of the vanishing power I had, an attempt to regain even the slightest bit of control in a situation that was inarguably slipping away from me.

But Amanda kept talking normally. And even as I slid my tongue inside her, even as the wet walls of her pussy tightened around the invading organ, she somehow managed to control herself.

“Okay. Okay, sounds good. Well, I hope so. Okay. I’ll talk to you next week.”

Finally, Amanda set the phone down. She let out a long sigh, and underneath the desk, I grinned with my lips pressed against her pussy. I had gotten to her. For all her power, for all her composure, I had made it hard for her to focus on her phone call, and to me, that was a victory.

“Oh, you little bitch,” I heard her growl above me. The wheels of her swivel chair rolled on the short office carpet as she thrust her hips forward, reaching under the desk to grab me by the head and pull me against her. Sticking my tongue straight out, I thrust it deep inside her, rubbing my nose on her clitoris again as she humped my face. Now, her movements were wild and aggressive, as though making up for the control she had to exhibit earlier. Her chair creaked as she rocked back-and-forth, and soon, her moans of pleasure filled the small office. Her pussy was spasming wildly against me, and I did everything I could to get her off as her fragrant juices dripped from my chin, falling to the floor in a gentle cascade of desperate lust.

Amanda howled with pleasure as she came. Her cry was almost angry, as if she had been waiting for this all day, just like I had. I drank down the hot explosion of her juices as she held my head pressed against her sex, on my knees and being used as the pleasure toy of this incredible woman. And as her climax came and went, as the tornado of her passion seemed to subside, she sank back in her chair and pushed herself back away from the desk. I blinked in the light as I gazed up her, sitting sprawled in her chair, still wearing a jacket and shirt with her pants and underwear around her ankles. Her eyes were half-closed now as she looked at me, her face flushed with the pleasure I had given her. And my cock ached more than ever inside the cruel chastity that proclaimed me hers as I gazed up at the woman who owned me.

“Get out here. Crawl,” Amanda snarled. Clearly, the orgasm I had given her did nothing to soften her feelings toward me. But I did as I was told. On hands and knees, I crawled out from under her desk, the shame of my lonely position only fueling my desperate desire and arousal as she watched me do as I was told. Finally, I was kneeling in front of her as she sat with the desk at her side, her eyes shining as she looked me up and down, knowing I was her helpless sexual captive.

“Get those clothes off,” she ordered. “I want to see the cock I own.”

“Yes, boss,” I said, a smile spreading across my own face as I reached for the buttons of my shirt. Amanda smiled too as she watched me happily obey, my clothes quickly falling to the floor as I shed them until I kneeled before her naked except for the steel device locked around my cock.

Amanda shifted in her seat, sliding toward me. The leather pants around her ankles stretched as she lifted a foot from the floor and tapped her high heel against the shining steel tube of the chastity device. I grunted at the strange feeling as my cock throbbed inside, desperate for her touch, making the whole cage bounce slightly while Amanda chuckled to herself.

“How was your first day of being my chastity boy?”

“Very frustrating, boss. All the girls in the office had a good laugh at my expense.”

“Yeah, well,” Amanda grinned, chuckling to herself. “You should probably get used to that. I mean, now your secret’s out, there’s really no need for us to hide anything, is there? I want them to know that you’re my chastity boy. I want them to know that you are no threat to them at all, that you can’t even touch yourself without my permission. With any luck, it will give them some ideas about how to treat the men in their own lives. And if nothing else, it will be fun having you as the office toy. That kind of thing can really bring a team together.”

“Boss, I’m so horny,” I said. “Please, please unlock that thing so I can cum.”

Amanda’s eyebrows climbed her smooth forehead, her eyes opening wide for a moment in shock. Then, she burst out laughing. And that sound made me shrink, made my heart vibrate in my chest with its cruelty and mockery.

“Already? You can’t go one day without orgasm? I’ve had you locked up for one day, and you’re already begging? God, you’re pathetic.”

Amanda’s chair creaked again as she sat up straight. Then, she leaned forward, placing one hand on top of my head again and holding me gently by my short hair. Her breasts straining against the tight shirt that barely contained them, her pussy shining underneath and making it difficult to look her in the eye, even as she stared me down.

“But if you’re going to beg, you should beg properly,” Amanda said.

Then, letting go of her grip on my hair, she reached for her pants and panties and, to my regret, pulled them back up. She rose from her chair as she pulled the tight clothing back over her thighs and her ass, hiding the pussy I could still taste behind the clinging fabric. Standing over me, she looked me up and down, a disdainful little smile on her beautiful face. Then, she snapped her fingers again and pointed to the floor at her feet.

“Kiss my feet,” she said. “Show me you know your place is beneath me, and that you’re lucky to serve a woman like me.”

I hesitated. I didn’t say anything as I gazed up her. But her face was serious, even as she smiled at the thought of the power she had over me. She knew I couldn’t resist. She knew I didn’t dare. The promise of an orgasm hovered in front of me, and my desperate desire wouldn’t let me do anything except exactly what she wanted.

I lowered my face to the floor and kissed her foot, feeling her smooth skin against my lips and a little of the leather of her shoe. And Amanda sighed happily as she sat back down in her chair, sweeping up her cell phone from the desk. Pointing it at me, she took a photo of my latest humiliation before I could even protest, and I felt my cheeks burning again as she recorded me debasing myself.

“Keep kissing, bitch,” she ordered, looking at the phone screen instead of at me. “Keep kissing and keep begging. Go on. Degrade yourself for me.”

And I did. Crouching naked on the floor of her office, I kissed both her feet, punctuating my kisses with pleas for release. I begged her, calling her Boss, telling her how turned on I was, how sexy she was, how much it was driving me crazy not be allowed an orgasm. I told her I would do anything. And the smile that appeared on her face as I said that made me tremble inside with fear and doubt.

“Oh, I’m sure you will, chastity boy,” Amanda beamed down at me from her seat. “In fact, I know you will. That’s the whole point.”

Then, she set her cell phone back down on the desk. Again, her chair creaked as she leaned toward me, looming over me as I gazed up her.

“And that’s exactly why I’m not going to release you today,” she said slowly as she stared into my eyes. “I want you horny and desperate, and you haven’t even come close to earning an orgasm yet. So keep groveling at my feet and dreaming of what you can’t have, bitch.”




5. Given To A Colleague

Amanda had me right where she wanted me. There was no denying that.

There in her office that night, I learned all over again the true depths of the power she had over me. I wanted her so badly, and I had never felt as though I needed an orgasm more in my life. And yet I had never been further away from one. The steel cage she had locked around my cock seemed to be inescapable, and the only hope I had of receiving the pleasure I so desperately craved was through her.

It was terrifying. Even as I kneeled at the feet of this beautiful woman and used my mouth to give her pleasure, she scared me. But she scared me even more when she wasn’t around. When I had the time and relative mental calm to think about what was going on, to ponder the insanity my life had become.

From time to time, the most desperate thoughts occur to me. Maybe I could cut the device off somehow with power tools. But the thought of the risk to my health always stopped me. All it would take was one slip, and I could really hurt myself.

At least that’s what I told myself.

It was true. But maybe it wasn’t the whole truth. Because sometimes, when I thought about what was going on - and lately, I thought about practically nothing else - I had to recognize that in some sense, I was having the time of my life. As hard as it was to believe, as impossible as it was to understand, let alone explain, being Amanda’s little puppet, acting as her submissive sex toy whose only role was to bring her pleasure, was the most exciting experience I had ever had. I didn’t want to give it up. That was the truth. No matter how hard it was, no matter how unbelievably humiliating and frustrating it became, I knew I had never had a pleasure like this ever before in my life, and I was unlikely to get anything like it ever again.

Just like last time, once Amanda had had her fun, she dismissed me. And I was left to return to my home alone, my head buzzing with the thought of her, the taste of her still hovering in my mouth. As if I wasn’t humiliated enough, this time, she had pushed me even further, making me grovel at her feet like some kind of subhuman. And the unrelenting pain between my legs was an unnecessary reminder of just how much it turned me on. She seemed so powerful, so high and mighty, as I groveled at her feet like a worm. She was so sexy, it was almost superhuman, and I couldn’t stop thinking about her, twenty-four hours a day.

Once again, my night was torn apart by wild dreams and long wakeful hours when all I could do was think about her. And not just her, either. Because now, thanks to Amanda’s latest outrageous idea, everyone I worked with knew the humiliating truth. And in the long hours of the night when my thoughts circled around Amanda and the sex I craved with her, the sex she wasn’t giving me, it was impossible to stop stray thoughts of the other women in the office from popping into my head from time to time, too.

I was in trouble. I knew it. There was no way not to know it in the situation I found myself in. But still, there was that part of me that wanted trouble if it looked like this. That part of me that was willing to become obsessed with Amanda and her dominant beauty, that wanted exactly this. To kneel at her feet and be used to give her the same pleasure she was denying me.

So that was the precarious mental state I found myself in as I made my way to work the next day. And now, already, work had taken over every other aspect of my life. There was nothing else. I couldn’t even think about anything else, couldn’t even contemplate a life outside the office. After all, it’s not like I had much going on anyway. I hadn’t had a girlfriend for a while, and my social life was pretty uneventful. Amanda and her wild scheme was by far the most exciting thing that had happened to me – well, ever. And now, every day, going to work was an event. Now, I never knew what kind of experience would be waiting for me on the other side of the office door. I never knew what my sexy boss might have planned for me next.

But I did know, without much doubt, that whatever it was would be frustrating and humiliating and unbelievably exciting. And that’s not something I ever thought I would be able to say about something as mundane as going to work.

I walked into the office to find a few of the girls already there, working. The rest of them showed up soon. Nervousness floated in my stomach just as arousal danced between my legs, but for now, all I got was, at most, a few meaningful looks. For now, it seemed the women I worked with were willing to act as though nothing out of the ordinary was going on. As if they didn’t know my pathetic state of captivity, my humiliating submission to a woman we had all only just met. But of course, I knew that they knew. And knowing that fueled my constant arousal, my cock aching relentlessly inside the tight steel prison, never allowing me to forget who really owned it.

It’s not easy to work in conditions like that.

Still, I did my best. In some ways, work gave me something else to focus on, even if it could never hope to compare with the wild excitement of being the office sex toy. Or not even sex toy, I reminded myself. I wasn’t having any sex until Amanda decided otherwise.

So I kept my head down, simply saying hello to my coworkers when they passed by my desk. And they seemed content to do the same. Still, it was an effort to keep my eyes off them, an effort I wasn’t always successful in. Cheryl in a pantsuit that cupped her ass and accentuated her full-figured maturity. Rachel in a thin green dress that clung revealingly to her tempting curves. Marie, as always, looking like sex personified in a low-cut patterned shirt and tight black skirt. And Rebecca, wearing a black sheath dress that clung to her body and showed off her toned arms and, paired with the red belt and red-soled black ankle boots she wore, looked more appropriate for a night at the club than a day at the office.

They were all beautiful, all of them. All almost painfully sexy in the predicament I was in. And I had known that forever, since I first started working at the office. But it had never been a problem for me like it was now. It’d only been a couple of days since Amanda took control of my cock, but already, it felt like a lifetime. It made me realize just how frequently I jerked off, just how many orgasms I needed a week just to keep myself sane. And thanks to the admittedly sexy position I was in at work now, I was more turned on than ever with less outlet for that rampaging desire than I had ever had before.

In other words, I had to endure a very long morning.

And all morning long, I didn’t see Amanda. Maybe that was best. But it didn’t feel like it. Even though I knew what seeing her would do to me, even though I knew it would only enhance the feelings of frustration that filled my mind to the exclusion of all else, I still wanted to see her. I wanted to know what she was wearing, wanted to know how she was looking. Wanted to see that beautiful body that kept me up all night, that filled my brain until I felt like I was going mad under the weight of this new obsession. I craved her in a way I could barely understand, a way that I knew had to be harmful and destructive, but I couldn’t resist. For the first time in my life, I felt like I knew how an addict must feel, longing for the thing they know will destroy them.

But Amanda didn’t show up. And as the clock crept around toward noon, I made my way toward the breakroom to eat my lunch, along with all the women I worked with. That, at least, was a physical hunger I could do something about.

Still, the breakroom was fraught with its own tensions and dangers, as I had learned the day before. And as the women chatted among themselves, I waited. I said nothing to anyone. I didn’t get involved in any of the conversations going on around me. Maybe I was hoping that by keeping a low profile, they might almost forget I was there, or least forget about what they had learned about me the previous day.

But I was dead wrong about that.

For a while, lunch was quiet, and almost normal, except for the pain continually radiating out from between my legs. I managed to finish my unexciting meal and was ready to head back to my desk early in the hope of avoiding another awkward conversation with my colleagues.

But Amanda had other plans.

I heard her coming before I saw her. We all did. There was no mistaking the rhythmic click of high heels on the floor, and every woman except her was already in the breakroom. I braced myself for her approach, simultaneously fearing it and longing for it. It was pathetic how badly I wanted to see her, given how poorly she treated me. But berating myself about it wouldn’t change the reality I found myself in.

And when she finally appeared, it was worth the wait. Amanda was wearing a deep red dress that looked beautiful combined with her jet black hair, the low neckline showing off a hint of her cleavage and the stretchy fabric clinging tight to every curve of her beautiful body. She had combined the dress with a pair of knee-high leather boots with a slender heel, made of glossy patent leather that reflected every bit of light in the room, adding incredible sex appeal and a slightly dominant edge to her outfit. Her hair hung loose around her shoulders, the black contrasting with the red, framing her gorgeous face as her dark eyes flickered around the room, her full lips lifted at the corners in the very first beginnings of a faint smile. As always, she wore confidence like an accessory, her indomitable self-belief floating around her like the perfume I knew she would be wearing. And when she stepped through the door of the room, every eye turned toward her, the way she must’ve known it would. That was the kind of magnetism she had, for women as well as men. Like she sucked the air out of the room wherever she went, so that there was simply no way to focus on anything else that wasn’t her.

Certainly, that was true for me.

Amanda stepped further into the room, muttering the barest greeting to us all as she moved across the floor. I watched, my eyes inescapably drawn to her, as she made her way over toward the coffee machine. I could see the zipper that ran the length of the back of her dress as she passed by me, the fabric tightening around her thighs and hips and ass with every step. I could feel some of the women I worked with watching me, studying my reaction to the sight of our new boss. I didn’t care. They all knew the truth already. They knew the power Amanda had over me. There was no point pretending. And even though I knew it could only cause me pain, could only make my cock throb even harder inside the unyielding chastity she had put on me, I didn’t even try to stop myself watching her.

She poured her coffee slowly, carefully. Then she turned around to face the room where the rest of us sat, leaning that incredible body against the kitchen counter. She took a careful sip, her red lips that matched her red dress leaving a faint ring of lipstick on the mug as she swallowed. Then, her dark eyes shining as she looked at me, she smiled a wicked smile that made my heart leap like a salmon in my chest.

“So, Luke,” she said, and I felt a sudden breathlessness enter the room as everyone waited to see what the new boss would say next. “Which of these girls have you thought about the most while jerking off?”

At that, the whole room erupted in laughter. Every woman there howled with shock and surprise, looking at each other open-mouthed, looking at me, looking at Amanda where she stood over by the coffee machine. But my beautiful boss stayed calm. She let the moment hang, standing there with her body wrapped in that provocative dress, taking another slow sip of her coffee while I squirmed under her stare. After everything that had happened between us, it was hard to meet her eyes. But I forced myself to do it, even knowing I had no chance. The contest between us was already won, and she was firmly in control. My heart pounded in my chest, my mouth suddenly dry with fear, and all the time, my traitor cock kept raging inside the tight chastity device, reminding me over and over again that for whatever reason, this was something I wanted.

“Yeah, Luke, who was it?” Samantha asked, giddy with pleasure at this latest relation. But I didn’t even look at her. My attention was all on Amanda as she walked slowly across the room, those high heels echoing with every step she took, that dress clinging to her body as though it never wanted to let go. I didn’t blame it. And as she moved toward me, her eyes fixed on mine, I saw something else that made my heart pound even faster in my chest. Amanda was wearing a thin silver chain around her neck. And from that chain, just above the cleavage I struggled to take my eyes off, was a tiny undecorated key. Wild hope exploded inside me as I wondered what that key might mean. Because it didn’t look like jewelry. It looked like the key to a functioning lock. And there was only one lock I was interested in.

Reaching the chair where I sat, Amanda stood above me. At close range, the magic of her attraction only grew more potent. As I gazed up at her, she looked absolutely regal, absolutely divine, some kind of dominant sex goddess come down to earth with a body designed to drive me wild. It was all I could do to keep my hands still, not to tremble in her presence like a pathetic coward as she loomed above me, dripping with sexual power. I don’t know why, but it never even occurred to me that if that were the key to my chastity device, I could just reach out and take it. The thought never even crossed my mind. Already, she had me so pussy-whipped that it was starting to seem natural to do what she said. It was starting to seem, if not normal, then at least the correct order of things that I not touch her without permission.

No matter how badly I wanted to.

“I think it’s only fair you tell us,” Amanda said, as the laughter around me died down. “I mean, it’s really inappropriate of you to do that. But after all, you’re a man. We all know you’ve been doing it. I know Rachel asked you this already, and you wouldn’t give an answer. But you’re going to give us an answer now.”

I could feel the tension in the room as the women waited. And my mind raced as I tried to think of a way out of an impossible situation. Amanda didn’t have to remind me of the fearsome power she had over me. I was reminded of it every minute of every single day, when I felt the weight of the chastity device hanging from between my legs, or felt my cock try painfully to harden inside the steel cage. And nothing in the experiences I had had with her so far made me think she was likely to be merciful. If anything, with everyone watching, she might be even more cruel and domineering than she ordinarily was. After all, our new boss had an image to uphold, a reputation to maintain. And it seemed obvious by now that she intended to build that reputation dragging my own through the mud in front of everyone I worked with.

I could feel my cheeks burning as I looked up at her, but I couldn’t see any way out. And there was no answer I could give to the question she asked that wouldn’t be embarrassing. The women I worked with already knew I did that, but it was one thing to let them believe it, and another thing to acknowledge the truth. Another thing again to give away my most private and innermost thoughts.

And that, I knew, was the point. Amanda wanted me to understand just how powerless I was, that she could reach even into my own head and touch any part of me she wanted to, while I was denied anything of her except what she chose to give me. My head was spinning with this latest game, but as usual, I knew that I was completely overmatched.

“Rebecca,” I said. Honestly, it was the truth. After all, she was unbelievably sexy, and she dressed like a woman who knew it, too. Of course, Marie’s body was every bit as desirable as Rebecca’s, her taste in fashion if anything even more provocative. And I had spent plenty of lonely nights thinking about that amazing body, too. But for some reason, Rebecca was the woman who cropped up more in my thoughts than anyone else. That pitch black hair framing those striking blue eyes, accented by the glasses she usually wore, combined with a body that she knew exactly how to show off, just did it for me. I had never bothered to ask myself why.

And now, as the room dissolved in laughter once again, I hung my head in shame. Amanda stood above me, practically gloating, beaming with pleasure at the unrivaled power she had. The center of attention once again, just as she loved to be. And once again, she was reminding me of my own total inferiority and inability to stand up to my gorgeous new boss.

“Rebecca? Really? Interesting,” Amanda said. “Okay then. Guess who’s going to be holding onto your key for the next little while?”

My head jerked up at that, and my eyes locked on Amanda once again. The same smile still shone on her pretty face, the same obvious delight showing in her expression as she stood above me, wanting her beautiful body in that sexy dress. I opened my mouth, but there was nothing to say. And anything I did say, I knew, could only make things harder for me. Still, what this woman was suggesting that outrageous. And part of me wanted to argue. Part of me wanted to protest, to say to her that she couldn’t do such a thing, that she had no right to treat me like this. To hand me over to another woman as though my own desires and preferences meant nothing.

But as I looked at her, the words died on my tongue. There was nothing I could say. Because Amanda was just too beautiful to resist, and with that key hanging around her neck, she had all the power she would ever need to make me do what she wanted.

Besides, there was no denying it in the echoing space between my ears. What my boss was suggesting, bringing one of my sexiest coworkers into the admittedly bizarre game we were playing together, was one of the hottest things she could have possibly said to me.

“Seriously?” I heard Rebecca say over at the other end of the table. I could hardly look at her after what I had just admitted, but from the corner of my eyes, I glanced in her direction. Her eyes were wide behind her glasses, her mouth open, ringed by the lipstick she wore. From my embarrassed glances, I couldn’t say how she was taking this crazy news. She could be disgusted or delighted, and for now, I didn’t know the difference.

“If you want,” Amanda said, as though it made no difference to her. As she turned away from me, her high heels echoed on the floor of the breakroom again, and I raised my head to look at her retreating back, spared for the moment those mocking dark eyes glinting like weapons as they looked at me. She moved over to the other end of the table where Rebecca sat, and as she reached the other woman, I watched Amanda unfasten the clasp of the chain around her neck. As the key dangled from her hand, she held it out toward the other woman.

Rebecca closed her mouth. She looked up at Amanda, then over at me. Her lips pressed together, I saw her smile spread across her face, and it pierced my heart with its beauty. Still saying nothing, she held out her hand, and Amanda lowered the key to my chastity into it.

And just like that, with barely a word said, control of my body was handed over to a woman I had often thought about in a sexual way, but had never even hit on, knowing I didn’t have a chance. Knowing that a woman like Rebecca could do far better than me, if she wanted to. And now, as her blue eyes looked down the table to where I sat in absolute shame, as the other women in the office hooted and laughed at my complete emasculation, I tried not to think of what lay ahead.

“You can have him until Monday,” Amanda said, using that same matter-of-fact tone as if she were lending someone a stapler.

“What – what do I do with him?” Rebecca asked. She was a young woman blessed with plenty of confidence, but this outrageous situation was too much for anyone to pretend to be comfortable in. Anyone except Amanda, anyway.

“Whatever you want,” Amanda said with a smirk to the other woman. “Which includes nothing, by the way. You don’t have to do a thing. Just hold onto that key until Monday. That’s all you have to do.”

Taking a step forward, Amanda pulled out a chair. That tight dress grew even more mouthwatering as it tightened around her incredible body while she lowered herself down into the chair, sitting next to Rebecca. The dress was too tight to allow her to cross her legs, so instead she sat with her feet together, her glossy black boots glistening, her dark hair tumbling down her shoulders as I watched helplessly from my position on the other end of the table.

“But if I were you, I wouldn’t pass up this opportunity,” Amanda went on. Every other woman in the room was listening intently to what she said, and our new boss knew it. She had us hanging on her every word, all of us, me more than anyone.

“Have you ever had a man in chastity before?”

“No,” Rebecca said, her smooth brow furrowing in confusion as she glanced around the room, seeking the support of her friends.

“Well, as you can probably guess, it means having ultimate power over him,” Amanda went on. “Especially if he’s attracted to you. Which he clearly is. Make him do anything you want. I’m not talking about sexually. I mean anything. He’ll be your total slave, just in the hope that you might unlock him and let him cum.”

The women laughed again, and Amanda paused for dramatic effect, letting the moment sink in before she spoke again.

“But if I were you, I wouldn’t,” she said.

More laughter greeted her words, and Amanda was smiling too as she gracefully rose to her feet. Her high heels echoed again on the breakroom floor as she strode certainly toward me. I looked up as she stood above me, seeing her breasts swelling against the neckline of her dress as she bent over me.

“You’re wearing a tie,” she murmured, her eyes moving up and down my face as she smiled.

“Yes,” I said quietly, in a voice that cracked and rasped. Amanda’s hand slid for a moment over my chest, underneath the tie I had put on, and then she seized hold of it, giving it a gentle tug.

And she straightened up. The tie grew taut between us, and she pulled on it again while the watching women spluttered with laughter.

“Come with me,” she ordered, turning away from me but still holding my tie. I rose to my feet, and Amanda started moving across the breakroom, giving me no choice but to follow her beautiful body swaying with every step she took as she led me along in front of all my coworkers.

“I’m going to use him for now, Rebecca,” Amanda said as she headed for the door. “But outside of that, he’s all yours.”

Laughter followed us as we stepped out of the breakroom, moving quickly now across the empty office where we all worked. The skirt of Amanda’s dress pulled tight around her thighs as she strode along in her high heels, pulling me after her. And despite the fact that she no longer had my key, despite knowing that she couldn’t give me the pleasure I needed, I still felt excitement growing inside me as she led me down the hallway toward her own, private office.

She dragged me inside and swung the door shut behind me, not even bothering to lock it. There was a haste and urgency in her movements now that I had not witnessed before from my boss as she pulled me toward the center of the room.

“Kneel,” she ordered, snapping her fingers to punctuate the command. And I didn’t question. I dropped to my knees in the middle of her office, gazing up at this beautiful goddess as she stood above me again.

“God, that was so hot,” she said, a smile breaking across her beautiful face again. “I’m going to need at least a couple of orgasms after that. Get to work, bitch boy.”



6. The Office Girls Take Control

“You know, I’m kind of offended.”

Suppressing a sigh, I raised my head to see Rachel standing next to my desk. By now, I was barely even surprised. Of all the women I worked with, she was the one who seemed most open to the strange new world we all found ourselves in. She was the one who seemed to take most pleasure in flirting with me. I had never in my life imagined that anything would happen between the two of us. Frankly, like most of the other women in the office, I was of the opinion that Rachel was more or less out of my league. Besides, these women flirted for a living. I tried not to flatter myself that it meant anything more than a habit they had picked up that made them better at their jobs.

So for her to be the first person who approached me after I was finally released from Amanda’s office wasn’t that big a surprise. But that didn’t make it any easier to deal with. Especially with her standing there in a thin cotton dress that skimmed over the curves of her incredible body, sending another jolt of sexual desire through me that I knew was destined to go unrelieved.

“Offended?”

“Yeah,” Rachel said softly. And just as she had the day before, she pushed aside a few small items on my desk to clear a space for herself to sit. She sat, and just like the day before, I looked at her legs, appearing from under the hem of her thin dress, the toned muscles of her thighs showing under smooth tanned skin. I felt desire growing inside me like the heat of summer, like an unignorable beat that filled the room, filled the office, filled the world until I was amazed no one else seemed to be able to hear it but me.

Or maybe they could.

“When Amanda asked you who you jerked off to the most, you said Rebecca. Not me.”

I paused. Rachel smiled down at me, her brown eyes glowing, the irises flecked with hints of copper and gold. It was never easy to know how serious she was being. Never easy to know how much of it was all some kind of game. But in the state of intense sexual frustration I was in, it all seemed powerfully, painfully real. And I gazed up into the pretty face of another one of my sexy coworkers, cursing myself for not trying to make something happen back when it was still a possibility, however remote. Because nothing seemed more sure than that it wasn’t going to happen now. Amanda and now Rebecca were in control of my sexuality, and I wasn’t. The most gorgeous woman in the world could invite me into her bed, lay her body out in front of me to be used, and all I would be able to do would be give her pleasure, without taking any of my own.

“Are you saying you would have wanted me to be thinking about you more?”

Rachel shrugged, the smile never leaving her face.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe. I mean, I guess it’s weird. But it’s kind of flattering, in a way, isn’t it?”

“Well, don’t worry,” I said. “I thought of you plenty of times too.”

I tried to hold her gaze as she laughed out loud. I tried to act far more confident that I felt. I tried to pretend that I wasn’t deeply ashamed of what was happening, totally embarrassed and emasculated by my loss of control. Probably I wasn’t fooling anyone. Certainly, the way Rachel was laughing at me reminded me that she knew just how powerless I was.

“Did you really?”

“Yeah,” I said.

Rachel’s hands gripped the edge of the desk as she shifted her weight, her thighs moving under the dress that had ridden higher on her body. I thought of what lay between those thighs, thought of the beautiful body barely hidden under that dress, and it was all I could do not to wince in pain as my cock throbbed again in recognition of just how badly I wanted her, and every other woman I was surrounded with.

“What did you imagine doing to me?”

Just like yesterday, Rachel’s shoes swung a little above the ground she perched on the edge of my desk. Just like yesterday, she smiled at me, and my heart throbbed almost in time with the aching of my cock as I looked at her. But compared to yesterday, I was even more embarrassed, even more humiliated, and even more helpless. My will to resist these women, never exactly strong, seem to be draining away by the day, or even by the hour. Bit by bit, Amanda tightened her grip on me, and clearly, she intended to bring every other woman I knew along with her in this kinky game.

“What do you think?”

Rachel giggled.

“What, us having sex? Okay. But I need little more detail. Where were we? What were we doing?”

“I’m - I’m really not comfortable talking about this,” I said.

And Rachel paused for a moment. Her brown eyes stared into mine, the smile still showing on her full lips. As if she was sizing me up. As if she were trying to read my mind by looking into my eyes.

“Well maybe it’s uncomfortable for us to be part of your masturbatory fantasies,” she said. “You didn’t think about that, did you?”

“I didn’t think you’d ever find out.”

“Well, we have. And so I think I have a right to know what you’ve been picturing about me when you touch yourself. Back when you were still allowed to do that, anyway.”

Again, Rachel burst out laughing, delighted by her own dominance. And I tried not to cringe, but there was nothing I could do to control the blush rising to my cheeks. She seemed adamant. And I knew how little control I had in the situation. Lately, it seemed like every woman in my life was determined to humiliate me as much as possible. Maybe I just had to accept that. But it wasn’t going to be easy.

And Rachel still smiled at me, still perched angelically on the edge of my desk. She could smile all she wanted, but something told me she was serious.

“There were different times,” I said, shifting in my seat as I spoke. “Different fantasies.”

“So tell me the hottest one,” Rachel said quietly.

I thought for a moment. Clearly, she wasn’t going to leave me alone until she got what she wanted. And it didn’t take long for a memory to pop into my mind. I couldn’t believe I was going to say this out loud, right there in the brightly lit space of the office. But as always, it seemed, it wasn’t like I had a choice.

“We were in my bed,” I said thickly. “You were wearing that black skirt and purple shirt you sometimes wear. I took it off you.”

“Oooh, I like this already,” Rachel said. And her dress slid higher, just a little bit higher, on her teasing thighs as she turned toward me where she sat on my desk. She lifted her feet and put them in my lap, resting the blocky high heels of her shoes on my thigh. Just inches from my caged cock.

“Then what, stud?”

“Well… Then we had sex.”

“Oh, come on. You don’t think I’m going to be satisfied with that, do you? You took my clothes off. What was I wearing underneath? Some sexy lingerie?”

“I honestly don’t remember,” I said. “I mean, that wasn’t really part of the fantasy.”

“You don’t want to imagine me in a nice push-up bra and panties?”

“Well, I don’t have much choice now, do I?”

Rachel laughed at that. And I saw her teeth shining as she bit her bottom lip, her eyes darting to one side just for moment as if to take in what the rest of the office was doing before turning back to me. But it didn’t matter, of course. I knew we were being watched. I knew the other women were paying attention to what was happening over at my desk. But I also knew there was no point trying to keep any secrets anymore. The most humiliating one, the fact that I was locked in chastity by a woman we barely knew, was already out in the open. After that, it seemed silly to even try and maintain any semblance of dignity.

And, leaning forward, Rachel slipped back one shoulder of her light dress. I saw the black strap of her bra shining under the office light, the hint of the top of her breasts catching my attention as she grinned at me.

“Something like this,” she said. “I’m actually wearing some pretty nice underwear today.”

“That’s… Good to know,” I said, as Rachel giggled again.

“Okay, go on. You’ve taken my clothes off. Am I completely naked now?”

“Yes,” I groaned, as she chuckled again.

“So then what?”

“Well, we get on the bed. And you get on top.”

“Me on top? Okay. I like that.”

“Me too. And then you start… You know. Riding.”

“How do I look while I’m doing it?”

I gulped.

“Sexy,” I answered.

“Yeah? How sexy?”

Rachel’s voice was a low purr now, and the glow in her eyes was more noticeable than ever. Her mouth was slightly open, her lips parted, and I could see her tongue behind her teeth as she stared at me. There was something almost predatory in her gaze, something wild and hungry that made my cock throb urgently along with the story I was relating. This was turning her on. I had no doubt about it. And even though I had imagined seeing a look like that on my coworkers face many times before, I had never thought I actually would.

“Very sexy,” I said.

“Are you thinking about it now?”

“Yes,” I said truthfully.

“That’s so funny. You’re sitting there thinking about fucking me right now, aren’t you? You know I have a boyfriend, right?”

“Yeah, I do,” I said. “I don’t see what that has to do with it.”

In response, Rachel just looked me up and down. The smile grew wider on her face as her eyes hovered on my lap, right where her own feet rested.

“Take it out,” she said. “I want to see it.”

“What?” I said. But again, I was shocked without being surprised. It wasn’t the first time they had requested to see the device locked around my cock. And even though I was trying to stand firm, I had the feeling that I wasn’t going to be able to hold out forever.

“You heard me. I want to see it. I still haven’t seen what it looks like all locked up. All caged.”

“I don’t - I don’t think that’s really appropriate,” I tried.

“Oh, and any of this is?” Rachel said. Not without justification, I had to grudgingly admit in my head. “Okay. Be a prude if you like. I’m going to see what Rebecca has to say about this.”

“Wait!” I called out. But it was already too late. Swinging her feet out of my lap, Rachel slid off my desk and all but bounded across the room. I watched Rebecca’s head lift as the other woman approached her desk, and from where I sat, I could hear them talking. Everyone could. Everyone was watching now, in the silence that fell in the otherwise normally busy office.

“I want to see Luke’s chastity device,” Rachel said. “But he doesn’t want to show it to me. Can you make him?”

Turning in her seat, Rebecca looked over at me. Those blue eyes found mine, and ashamed of myself, I had to look away. She paused for a moment before answering, unsure of herself and the reality of the new situation we found ourselves in. Just as I was.

“I… I don’t know,” Rebecca said, shaking her head.

“Wait, I want in on this,” I heard Samantha say. Rising from her desk, she hurried across the room to where Rebecca sat and Rachel stood. And she wasn’t the only one. Soon, Cheryl was moving in the same direction, a sly smile on her face. And Marie followed, her incredible body teasing me as she moved to join the rest.

Rebecca stood. Apparently the leader of the group, at least for now, she walked across the room toward me slowly, with Rachel grinning at her side. The rest of the women followed, giggling among themselves, nudging each other and making comments I didn’t quite catch. And I sat there alone, facing them, knowing the trouble I was in.

Reaching my desk, Rebecca paused, her hands on her hips as she looked me up and down. In her black dress and high heeled ankle boots, she certainly looked the part of a dominatrix, with her jet black hair only adding to the effect and enhancing the power of her blue eyes. Thoroughly embarrassed, I looked up at her, hardly daring to say a word as she looked me over.

“You heard her, Luke,” Rebecca said at last. “She wants to see your chastity.”

“We all do,” Cheryl said, while the other women laughed.

“I know, but…” I said, my words trailing off. The reality was, I couldn’t form a convincing argument against what they wanted. Of course it was outrageous. Of course it was inappropriate. But as Rachel said, what wasn’t? They all knew that Amanda had dragged me to her office by the tie, and I suspected they guessed what I was doing in there. Maybe they even heard her cries of orgasm as I ate her out, giving her two orgasms before being dismissed to go back to work like the lowly slave I was. They all knew what was going on here. They all knew I had no power. And now, it seemed, they wanted to enjoy that fact.

“We want to see it,” Rebecca said. “We want to make sure you really can’t have an orgasm while wearing that thing.”

“I can’t,” I said. And as I spoke, Rebecca’s smile seemed to grow just a little bit more. Her confidence seemed to grow with it, standing up a little straighter as she towered above me along with her colleagues.

“Good,” she said. “But we want to make sure. I want to know for certain that you can’t jerk off and think about me when you get home tonight.”

More giggling from the watching women. What made her words even more humiliating was the fact that they were true. I absolutely would have, if I could. The beautiful women I worked with had never looked sexier to me than they did now, all five of them stood in a loose semicircle in front of me, their beautiful eyes watching me while their gorgeous bodies taunted me with everything I couldn’t have. And I wanted to cling onto my pride, to stand on my dignity, to refuse this latest order and show them that I wasn’t just an object to be pushed around. But I knew the power Rebecca had better than she herself did. The power Amanda had given her when she handed over the key to my cock. Now, it was no longer my boss I had to worry about, or not just her. I remembered Amanda’s advice to Rebecca not to give me a release, that my boss had made it clear that it was up to this woman, ten years younger than me, as to whether I would get to cum or not. Better, then, to do what she said.

I sighed as I reached for the front of my pants. And laughter broke out among the watching women. They all knew, just as I did, what this represented. Another little surrendering of my power, another giving in to them. But by now, I was sure it was going to happen anyway, and part of me felt it was better just to get it over with.

Under their watchful eyes, I unfastened my belt and pulled it open. Then, in one swift move, I unzipped my pants and pulled them down, pulling the waistband of my underwear down at the same time. The women burst out laughing as my caged cock shone in the office light, exposed to their gaze, my taut balls visible under the metal that encased my shaft, swollen with unrelieved desire. They laughed and laughed, cheering in delight, spluttering in disbelief, and I sat there, enduring it all, their mockery and scorn, their cruel merriment.

Once they had all had a good look, I let go of my underwear so that it could bounce back into place. But suddenly, Rebecca seemed to have ideas. She stepped forward, and I gazed at her in astonishment as she hiked up the skirt of her dress and lifted a foot from the floor, placing her high-heeled boot in my lap.

“Not so fast,” she said. “We want to get a good look at you. I told you, we want to make sure it’s secure. Come on. Take your clothes off.”

Hooking my pants and underwear with her foot, she pulled them down toward my knees, then pushed them toward the floor. I stared up at her in disbelief. In some ways, this was all like some wild dream or fantasy of mine. Except I had never imagined anything this crazy, or this humiliating. But a strange new energy had entered the room, a kind of wild excitement I could feel crackling in the air, that propelled the women forward. As if seeing me caged and emasculated like this made them realize that I was theirs to do with as they pleased.

While Rebecca held my pants and underwear pinned to the floor under her foot, Rachel stepped toward me. She reached for my tie and loosened it, then began swiftly to unbutton my shirt. And I sat there in my chair, unable to believe what was happening, my cock aching painfully in the steel tube at the women’s touch, just letting it all happen. As though it didn’t even occur to me to resist. It was all happening too fast, and it was all too strange, and somehow, I was allowing it.

“We should tie him up,” Samantha said.

“Oooo, good idea,” Cheryl agreed. Stepping forward, she crouched down to the floor, pulling off my shoes and socks, and pulling my pants and underwear off while Rachel slid my shirt down my arms. Cheryl grabbed my belt, pulling it out of the loops in my pants. And while Rachel pulled one of my arms free of my shirt, Marie stepped forward and pulled the other one out, too. She tossed my shirt carelessly aside, and Rachel took hold of the tie she had made sure stayed around my neck even as she removed the shirt.

“Stand up,” she said with a smile, tugging on the tie just the way she had seen Amanda do in the lunch room. I rose to my feet, and Cheryl stepped around behind me, grabbing one of my wrists and pulling it behind me. As Marie grabbed the other one, I resisted, but not all that strongly. Somehow, I already knew I was beaten. And together, the two women held my wrists together behind my back until Cheryl wrapped my belt around both my arms and pulled it tight, wrapping it around my wrists several times. The leather creaked as she tugged on it, and both women laughed as they immobilized me.

All the while, Rebecca stood there, looking at me with those cool blue eyes behind her glasses. And I looked at her, saying nothing. I was in her power now, and the expression on her gorgeous face seemed to acknowledge that fact. Just as the constant ache in my manhood reminded me that for now, I was hers completely.

“Let’s bring him over here, to the middle of the room,” Rebecca said. Turning away, she walked away from my desk. Rachel followed, pulling on the tie around my neck, and Cheryl and Marie still held my bound arms, forcing me to follow. Samantha brought up the rear, and she laughed as she slapped my ass while I walked.

“This is too funny,” I heard her say.

Rebecca reached the center of the open-plan office and stopped, turning to face me. Rachel and the other women brought me toward her until I was standing in front of her again. Smiling, Rebecca looked me up and down, and everywhere those beautiful blue eyes passed over my body, I felt a shiver, as though she were touching me. In that moment, there wasn’t much I wanted more than to be touched by her and by all these women, to be brought to pleasure in any way they saw fit. With the dominant energy that crackled in the room, the wild excitement they were getting out of laughing at me, the helplessness they seemed to enjoy reinforcing, I didn’t suspect there was much chance of that.

“So you really can’t get out of that thing?” Rebecca said, her eyes on my chastity device as she spoke.

“No,” I said. Grinning, Rebecca looked away from me, smiling at each her coworkers in turn.

“Well, let’s just make sure of that,” she said, talking more to them than to me.

She stepped forward, and I groaned as she reached out and took hold of my genitals. The other women crowded around, trying to get a look as Rebecca’s soft hands explored the device. She tugged on it until I winced, pulling my balls painfully away from my body. Her fingers moved over the lock, over the steel ring around my balls, over the shining tube that enclosed me completely. And her eyes looked into mine as she did it, studying my face, enjoying the expression of helpless lust I knew I wore while she manipulated me.

Finally, she stepped away.

“Wow, you really are trapped in that thing, aren’t you?” she said.

“Yes,” I said, to a chorus of laughing women.

“This is amazing,” Cheryl said, shaking her head slowly as she stood by my side. “I’m starting to think Amanda is onto something. Imagine all the things you could make a guy do when you have that kind of control over him.”

“Yeah,” Rebecca said softly. “How badly do you want to cum right now, Luke? Does it turn you on, having us all being so mean to you? Standing here nearly naked in front of us while we laugh about how the boss owns your cock?”

“Yes,” I admitted, to more laughter.

“Is it painful?” Rachel asked.

“Sometimes,” I said. “It’s not big enough to get hard in, and it hurts when I try.”

Grinning, Rachel stepped closer. Just as Rebecca had, she ran her fingers over the flawless steel, her other hand cupping and gently squeezing my exposed balls until I grunted.

“Are you trying to get hard now?”

“Yes,” I said, as the women laughed again.

“So you probably want me to let you out, right?” Rebecca said, her eyes glittering as she looked at me. I tore my own eyes away from Rachel, who was still fondling my caged cock, to look at the woman standing in front of me.

“Yes, please, Rebecca,” I said as the women around me reveled in my humiliation. “That would be amazing.”

“Why should I?”

And as I looked into those startling blue eyes of hers, I saw exactly the trouble I was in. Rebecca might not be the natural dominatrix Amanda was. She might be just as inexperienced in these games as me. But she was a beautiful woman who knew the effect her looks had on men, and she would have to be stupid not to realize the power she had over me now, the power that Amanda had given her.

I knew she was teasing me. I knew what Amanda had said. I knew there was a good chance that Rebecca had absolutely no intention of releasing me, no matter what I said or did.

But desire was burning inside me, sweeping away all thoughts of dignity or pride or self-preservation. My body was screaming out for pleasure, and I knew I had to do whatever it took to get it. No matter what. Even if it was all a trick, a trap, just another way for these newly dominant women to humiliate me. I had to take every chance I could get.

“Please, Rebecca,” I said again. “I’ll do whatever you want. Please, I just need to cum so badly.”

“God, he’s begging me now,” Rebecca said to her laughing friends as they stood around me. “Okay, simp. Beg me properly, if you’re going to do it. Get down on your knees and beg me to allow you to touch your own cock.”

A howl of laughter greeted Rebecca’s words. I stood there in front of her, burning with shame, on fire with desire, knowing how little choice I had. The women surrounded me, their hands on my body, holding me, driving me wild with humiliation and desire. And Rebecca was in front of me, the gorgeous goddess I had fantasized about so many times, who now knew just how badly I wanted her.

I sank to my knees. Cheryl and Marie let go of their grip on my arms, and I lowered myself to the floor, but Rachel continued to hold the tie around my neck like a leash. I looked up at Rebecca, and the look of triumph on her pretty face sent a shiver of fear and a thrill of desire through me. She folded her arms, her breasts rising a little higher on her chest under her fairly modest but still sexy dress. She always looked amazing, but she had never looked more desirable than she did now as I gazed up her standing above me the way Amanda so often did, another representation of divine female beauty that I couldn’t have.

“Please, Rebecca, please let me cum,” I said while the other women watched. “You’re so beautiful. So sexy. You all are, and I want you all so badly. I know I can’t have you, but please let me out of this thing, even just for a few minutes.”

“I don’t know about that,” Rebecca said, clearly warming to her role as she stood above me. “But I have an idea. Why don’t you bow down and kiss my feet, right here in front of everyone? Maybe then I’ll give you a release.”

The watching women couldn’t contain their laughter. And Rebecca smiled, but her eyes held mine as she waited. I had no pride left. I was too turned on for that. So I bent at the waist, lowering my face to the floor, pressing my lips against another of my coworker’s boots.

“Please, Rebecca, please,” I humbly begged. “Please let me cum, please.”

“I don’t think so,” Rebecca said, her voice seeming to come from far above me as she spoke. “It’s too much fun keeping you horny and frustrated like this.”



7. The Office Submissive

The sound of female laughter filled my ears. Lately, it felt it was the constant soundtrack to my life. Bad enough when it was Amanda laughing at me, drunk with the outrageous sexual power she had claimed over me. But now, it was everyone I worked with, which basically meant it was every woman in my life. And as I crouched on the floor, groveling at the feet of beautiful Rebecca who now had this insane power over me, I felt more than ever the shame and disgrace of the position I put myself in.

And of course, I felt more than ever the undeniable erotic power of the moment, too.

Rebecca was always sexy, but she had never been sexier than she was now as she grinned down at me, seeming to tower above me like some kind of goddess, just the way Amanda did. It felt like it had been a lifetime since my last orgasm, and every one of these women had never been more desirable than they were now, even as they mocked me and laughed at me for my total lack of self-control. I groveled pitifully at the feet of my coworker, and all the while, my cock throbbed and raged inside that painful steel chastity that had never felt smaller than it did now, reminding me over and over again that there was nothing I could do about what happened next. Women owned me. Amanda, and now by extension, Rebecca too. After all, she had that key. She had the control over my body that I didn’t. And now, it was Rebecca I was going to have to keep happy.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Rebecca said finally, when she was convinced I had degraded myself enough for her amusement. “I have work to do. But I hope you’re going to be a very good boy for all of us from now on?”

Carefully, I lifted my face from the floor to gaze up at her. Maybe I should have hated her for what she had just made me do, but I didn’t. I wanted her so badly, the desire for her and every woman surrounding me so powerful it eclipsed everything else. There was barely room in my mind for anything that was not humiliation or lust or frustration.

“Yes,” I mumbled, hearing the women around me chuckle softly again.

“That’s good,” Rebecca said. “You can start by getting me a coffee. And anybody else who wants one. And that goes for the whole day, too. You’re going to be our coffee boy. I don’t want to see a single woman getting up from her chair to get anything as long as you’re around to do everything for us.”

There was a murmur of approval from the other women at Rebecca’s idea. And I nodded. It was hardly a surprise, after seeing how easily Rebecca had warmed to her new dominant role. Besides, there were far worse things she could make me do. Far worse things she had already made me do. Being demoted to the status of an errand boy barely even registered.

I rose to my feet, feeling the eyes of the women following my every movement. Still cringing with embarrassment, I stood there ashamed, looking at Rebecca while she looked at me through the lenses of her glasses. That same confident smile was on her flawless face, that same light gleaming like steel in her eyes. Clearly, she had handled this transition from being regular coworkers into something else entirely far better than I had. Then again, she was the one with all the power. I was one being completely embarrassed.

“I guess he needs his hands for that,” Rachel said, still standing to one side of me. Stepping around behind me, she unfastened the belt that bound my wrists together. Stepping away again, she folded it up in her hands, holding it in her fist.

“I’m keeping this, though,” she said with a smirk. “You never know when it might come in handy.”

“Good idea,” Rebecca said. “But don’t put your clothes back on. I don’t see any reason for you to wear clothes in the office anymore. Besides, I like seeing your cock all locked up while you serve us. Off you go, bitch. Bring me my coffee.”

Dismissed, I turned to go, my heart beating wildly in my chest. As I walked away from the group of women, I felt Samantha playfully slap my ass again, and more laughter erupted from the watching group. The chastity hanging from my genitals had never felt heavier as I shuffled toward the breakroom, shoulders slumped, feeling utterly defeated. And, alone for once in there, I had a moment to ponder my pathetic situation. It was unbelievable. But there was nothing I could do about it. That much was obvious. If the chastity device could be removed without the key, I would have figured out how to do it by now. For that matter, so would the women I worked with as they played with the toy, examining it from every angle. There was no way out. The only way to freedom was through the key that Rebecca held. So I had two options. I could take it by force, or I could keep playing this insane game, getting more humiliated by the minute, my reputation in tatters and my self-esteem at an all-time low.

My cock throbbing desperately inside the steel device left me in no doubt about what I really wanted.

I made Rebecca her coffee. I made it just as well as I could, putting in the effort in the forlorn hope of being rewarded. It wasn’t like I thought she would allow me an orgasm, no matter how good I made this cup of coffee. But I knew that the only way to get what I wanted was to serve her as humbly and effectively as possible. Her and all the other girls, too.

By the time I stepped out of the breakroom back into the office, everyone had returned to their desks. They were all sitting, working on their computers or with their phones in their hands. But as I walked through the room, trying not to show the searing embarrassment that seemed to fill every fiber of my being, I could feel them watching me. I could feel their eyes on me again, on my exposed body and the locked cock that rendered me harmless, that made me theirs. And I saw Rebecca smiling as she watched me approach, leaning back in her chair, her feet up on her desk, crossed at the ankle. She was talking on the phone, and as I reached her desk, she indicated with a flick of her eyes where she wanted me to set down her cup. I did it, and as I turned to walk away, she held up a single finger, stopping me.

“I’ve been trying to get hold of you for ages,” she said to whoever she was talking to on the phone. “Have you been avoiding me?” It was all said in that flirty tone of voice I knew so well, that light teasing that all these women knew exactly how to use to get what they wanted from clients. But it was even more potent now. It was even more powerful in my state of desperate arousal, my deep desire for her more overwhelming than it had ever been before. I stayed by her desk at her wordless command, watching as she uncrossed her feet, parting her legs so that I could see a little more of the darkness under her dress that called to me, the thought of her pussy so close and accessible but forbidden to me driving me crazy with desire.

And Rebecca tapped the thin heel of one ankle boot against the steel shaft of the chastity device. It was all I could do to suppress a groan of frustrated desire as she idly played with it, moving my caged cock around with her foot while she spoke to a stranger on the phone. Amanda had done the same thing to me, and I found myself marveling at how these women seem to be reading from the same sheet, how this kinky domination came so naturally to a woman who, as far as I know, had never had this kind of power over a man before.

It suited her.

Without any further instructions, I stayed where I was, almost like a living ornament for Rebecca to toy with as she saw fit. Her foot moved a little higher on my body, the toe of her boot pressing into my lower stomach, and she used her foot to trace the outline of the muscles of my stomach, looking me up and down without a hint of shame while she conducted her business on the phone. Finally, after arranging a meeting with whoever she was talking to, she set the phone down and sighed happily.

“Okay, bitch boy,” Rebecca said, speaking loudly enough for everyone else in the office to hear. “Go back to work.”

She didn’t wait for an answer from me. Instead, she turned in her seat, clicking the mouse of her computer as she looked at the screen. Once again, I was dismissed, just like that. Once again, my own pleasure and preferences counted for nothing. And again, I heard the sound of female laughter as I walked without a word back to my own desk, totally naked, totally embarrassed, totally willing to do whatever I was told for the faint promise of pleasure these women held out.

It wasn’t easy to work like that. I had never in my wildest dreams imagined I would be sitting naked in my office, or that if I were, the women I worked with would accept this it so readily. Although I caught more or less all of them glancing over at me from time to time, a sly smile of judgment on their pretty faces, they went on with their daily work, and I tried to get on with mine.

But then, not too long after Rebecca dismissed me, I saw Cheryl raise a single finger. From across the room, her eyes found mine, and I suppressed a sigh as I recognized what was going on. This was how the day was going to be, as decreed by the beautiful woman who now held the key to my sexual pleasure. I was there, after all, to serve.

Rising from my desk, I walked across the room, trying to ignore the eyes that followed until I reached Cheryl’s desk.

“Get me a coffee,” she said, smiling as she spoke but leaving me in no doubt that it was an order, not a request.

“Okay,” I mumbled, heading back to the breakroom. Every time I followed her command like this, it was as though the women were waiting for me to protest. Waiting for me to grow some balls and tell them where to get off. And every time I didn’t do it, it felt as though that confidence in their ability to boss me around grew a little more. When I brought Cheryl her coffee, she grinned as she took the cup from my hand, boldly looking me up and down. The oldest woman in the office, she had been around enough to see now the position of power she was in, and the position of helplessness I was in. I didn’t imagine she had ever experienced anything like this before, but she certainly didn’t seem even slightly embarrassed of what was going on as she looked at me.

“Get down on your knees,” she said before taking a sip of coffee. Again, she gave the order as if she knew it would be obeyed, as if she didn’t doubt for a moment that I would do what I was told. And she was right. Bristling with shame, my cheeks burning once again, I kneeled down on the floor at the feet of this woman, to endure the latest embarrassing episode of this insane experience.

“I could use a foot rub,” Cheryl said. “Trying to get my husband to do that for me is like pulling teeth. But you’ll do it, won’t you?”

No one else in the office said anything. But I could feel the quiet that had entered the room, and I knew everyone was listening. Everyone was watching, waiting to see how I would react to this latest indignity.

“Yes,” I said simply, and saw the smile on Cheryl’s face grow.

“What a good boy you are,” she said as she leaned back in her chair, stretching out her legs. “Go on then. Get to work. And make it nice and relaxing for me.”

Slowly, I slid Cheryl’s shoes off her feet and set them down next to her desk. I pulled off her socks, too. I had never given anyone a foot rub before, but Cheryl wasn’t shy about telling me exactly how she wanted me to do it.

“That’s it, get in there. Rub your thumb up and down the sole. Yeah, just like that. Massage them. That’s it. Keep doing that.”

I’m not going to deny it. I’m not a guy who has a thing for feet. At the same time, kneeling naked before the sexy older woman and massaging her skin was turning me on. Maybe it was just the pure power imbalance of it, knowing I had no choice but to serve her. Knowing that whatever happened, I wouldn’t be having sex with her or anyone else unless Rebecca or Amanda decided differently. But it was all I could do to keep my hands from shaking, all I could do to focus on the job in front of me while my cock ached inside its tight prison. And I did my best, rubbing Cheryl’s feet until she was purring with pleasure, massaging her wrinkled soles until she practically melted in her chair.

“Oh, that’s good,” he said, her eyes half-closed now. “You’re good at this. Maybe I can wear high heels to work more often now that I have you to take care of my feet for me.”

I said nothing. It was all part of the mockery I had to endure, all part of the game we were playing. And Cheryl took a sip from the coffee I had made her before relieving me of my new duty.

“Okay, that’s enough,” she said. “Put my shoes back on and go back to your desk.”

And of course, I did. Of course, I did exactly as I was told, the humble and pathetic servant of all these women, there to perform whatever degrading task they wanted from me.

I headed back toward my desk. But this time, I didn’t make it. I saw Samantha’s eyes fixed on me, and just as Cheryl had done, she raised her hand to get my attention, and again, I suppressed a sigh as I walked toward her desk to see what she wanted.

“I need a coffee too,” she grinned. And I resisted the urge to tell these women to tell me all together if they wanted to drink so I could fetch them all at once. After all, I knew that wasn’t the point. It wasn’t about the coffee. It was about making me do what I was told.

Of course, I did. I walked back to the breakroom with all eyes on me, making yet another coffee, carrying another steaming mug back into the office to hand to Samantha. She barely looked at it as I set it down on the desk near her hand. Instead, her eyes were fixed on me, taking in the sight of me standing there, horny and desperate and totally humiliated.

Then, she leaned forward in her chair. As she reached out and took hold of my chastity device, I winced, and instinctively, my hands moved to protect myself. But then I stopped. I forced myself to put my hands back by my sides, and Samantha smiled in faint triumph as she ran her fingers and thumb over the shining steel. I grunted in pain as she tugged on the toy, her smile widening as she played with me.

“I love this thing,” she said. “I never knew something like this existed, but I think Amanda is a genius for locking you away. We can just do anything we want with you, huh? There’s nothing you can do to stop us. You just have to take it and do as you’re told.”

“I guess so,” I managed to say through gritted teeth. And Samantha chuckled again as she continued to caress my caged manhood.

“Good. That’s good. I’ve worked in offices before where guys couldn’t keep their eyes to themselves. Or their hands, sometimes. So I think this is a good idea. Maybe all men should be locked in something like this at work, so they know there’s no chance of getting what they want. Maybe it’s better for everyone that way.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said. Samantha just laughed in response.

“Well, you don’t need to, do you?” she said. “You don’t need to have a thought in your pretty little head except how to do what we tell you. Now, get down on your knees. On your hands and knees, beside my desk.”

I did as I was told. The chastity device hung heavy from my body as Samantha released her hold on it, and I sank to the floor. Laughter spilled from the watching women as I got on my hands and knees next to Samantha’s desk, and she raised her feet, resting them on my back. Using me as a foot rest. And then, without another word, she turned back to her work. She focused on her computer while I crouched there, nothing more than a footstool, a piece of furniture for her to use.

It went on for a long time. Long enough for my position to grow uncomfortable, my knees starting to ache on the hard floor. But finally, Samantha lifted her legs off my back. As I raised my head to look at her, she leaned forward in her chair. Again, she slapped my ass, harder this time. Three times, each blow ringing out in the office while the other women laughed at her rough treatment of me.

“You’re just a little bitch boy for us to use however we want, aren’t you?” she said, her burning eyes looking directly into mine as she spoke. I swallowed before answering, trying not to give her the satisfaction of the answer I knew she wanted but knowing just how little choice I had.

“Yes,” I said, as she grinned and leaned back in her chair.

“Good,” she said. “It’s important to know your place. Okay, I’m done with you. Off you go, back to work.” Slowly, I rose to my feet. Once again, I made the journey back to my own desk, a walk of only a few steps that now seemed miles long. Because as usual, I could feel all the women I worked with watching me. As usual, I could feel their scorn, their pity, their sadistic delight at treating me this way. And I could feel my own desire, as always, throbbing unmissably between my legs.

I went back to work. At least, I did my best. Thoughts of kinky sex occupied my brain, pushing everything else away, but I tried to keep up with the emails and phone calls I needed to do my job. And for a while, I was left alone. Nobody else seemed to need coffee or to want to humiliate me with some menial task for the time being.

But of course, that couldn’t last. Toward the end of the day, Rebecca summoned me to her desk again. I crossed the room and stood in front of her, and like Samantha had, she reached out and took hold of my caged cock. Still holding it, she turned her head, raising her voice to talk to Marie over at the next desk.

“What are you doing tonight, Marie?” she asked.

“Not too sure,” the other woman replied. “You got big plans?”

“Well, I was thinking of calling this guy I’ve been seeing,” Rebecca said.

“Oooo, sounds like fun.”

“Yeah. I mean, to be fair, he’s not the brightest guy in the world. Or the most interesting. But in bed? Oh my God.”

“Oh really?”

A smile broke across Marie’s beautiful face as she spoke. She didn’t even look at me, keeping her eyes on Rebecca. But as my cock throbbed remorselessly inside the steel cage Rebecca was still holding, I knew exactly what this cruel mistress was doing.

I’m not stupid. I didn’t doubt the truth of what she was saying, but I knew why she had called me over to hear it. She wanted me to hear. She wanted me to think about her having sex, knowing it wouldn’t be with me. Knowing that I wanted nothing more than to slide my throbbing cock deep inside her pussy, to hold that beautiful body of hers in my arms and make her scream with pleasure. She wanted to remind me, as if I could possibly forget, that that wasn’t going to happen.

“Oh yeah,” Rebecca said, her dark hair shining like silk as she nodded emphatically. “He’s so hot. He’s big and strong and he lasts all night. He’s a great guy to call whenever I feel like I need to get off.”

“Yeah, you need a few of those in your phonebook,” Marie said with a giggle.

“I almost don’t even want to go out to dinner first,” Rebecca went on. “I’d rather just get down to it. But, you know. Gotta play the game a little bit.”

“I guess so,” Marie said. “I’m sure he’d be more than willing just to keep things casual if that’s what you wanted. You know what guys are like.”

“Yeah,” Rebecca said slowly, and finally, she turned her head to look at me. I almost shrank underneath that stare, those crystalline eyes shining inside the dark frames of her glasses as she looked at me. “Most guys, anyway,” she said. “But not all. What are you doing tonight, bitch boy?”

“I – I don’t know,” I said uncomfortably.

“Wrong answer. You’re coming home with me. You’re going to help me get ready for my date. You’re going to help me get laid, like my little frustrated wing man. How does that sound?”

“It sounds – frustrating,” I said, while both Rebecca and Marie laughed at my response.

“Yeah. Yeah it does. And that’s the whole point. So when were done here, you’re going to get dressed and come back to my place. But no funny business. That thing is going to stay locked, understand?”

“Yes,” I sighed, as the red heat of embarrassment rose to my cheeks again. And the laughter of women rose around me again, mingling with the sound of the blood throbbing in my ears as my cock pointlessly tried to get hard in the steel that separated it from Rebecca’s teasing hand.

And then, she took her hand away.

“This is too easy,” she grinned. “Okay, back to work. Come see me at the end of the day.”

Both her and Marie, the two most beautiful women in an office full of them, watched as I turned, my beaten ass slinking back toward my own desk, dismissed once again. I sat down heavily, my heart racing in my chest, my mind struggling to process everything that was happening to me. But it was all painfully real.

And the clock traveled slowly on its way to the end of the day. Once again, I was more or less left to my own devices, left alone to fear and fantasize what might lie ahead. Amanda, I noticed, didn’t show her face the whole day. Clearly, she was content to let the girls do what they wanted with me, not offering any kind of guidance at all. All I knew was that I had to do as I was told, that every woman I worked with now had total authority over me to order me around. It might be deeply humiliating, but at least it was simple.

Finally, the end of the day came. As the other women packed up their things, I hurriedly pulled my clothes back on and made my way over to Rebecca’s desk. Not that being dressed did all that much for me now. After all, every one of these women had already seen virtually every inch of my body.

Rebecca rose to her feet. Her shining eyes looked me up and down again as I stood in front of her, awaiting her next command.

“Come,” was all she said. And she turned, stepping away from her desk, her beautiful body swaying in her high heels as I shuffled along behind her, unable to take my eyes off her hypnotic movements. She was absolutely gorgeous, and she knew it, and in my state of deep frustration, just watching her walk seemed like the sexiest thing imaginable.

On the way out of the office, Rebecca paused, sticking her head in the open door of Amanda’s office.

“I’m going to borrow Luke for the night, if that’s okay?”

“I hope you do,” I heard my new boss saying from inside, laughing as she spoke. Of course, this was exactly what Amanda wanted. Of course, this was music to her ears, to hear that my female coworkers were taking full control of me just the way she did. Knowing that, thanks to her, there was nothing I could do about it.

I followed her back out of the office. We approached her car, and she reached into her purse, handing me the keys.

“You drive,” she ordered. Without a word, I walked around the car, getting in behind the wheel while she climbed into the passenger seat. Flipping down the sun visor, she checked her makeup in the mirror, the fingernail of her little finger slightly adjusting the edge of one lip before she turned that gorgeous face toward me again.

“This is going to be awesome,” she said. “But you need to do exactly as I tell you, okay? I like this guy, and I don’t want to freak him out. Remember, you’re just there to help me have fun. You’re just there to be my little slave boy who doesn’t get any pussy. Understand?”

“Yes,” I said, and Rebecca smiled as she settled into her passenger seat.

“Okay then,” she smirked, her eyes on the windshield in front of her. “Drive.”



8. Rebecca’s Wingman

I followed the GPS directions to Rebecca’s house. Crazy to think of all the times I would have longed for this. All the times I would have dreamed of having her invite me back to her place after work. But I would never have imagined it like this. It was my own masturbatory fantasies about this woman that had got me in this position, the admission that she was the woman I fantasized about most of all the girls I worked with putting me firmly in her power. Somewhere, in her purse or on her person, she had the key to my chastity device. She had made it clear she had no intention of using it, no desire whatsoever to free me and give me the release I was craving with a ferocity I never knew was possible. But still, I knew I had to keep her happy. I knew, without needing to be told, that the way I behaved tonight would end up being reported back to Amanda. The orgasm I craved, that I felt like I needed the way I needed air, would only happen if the sadistic women were completely satisfied that I knew my place beneath them. Serving them. Worshiping them.

So that’s what I told myself I had to do.

Rebecca didn’t say much as I drove her home in her car. But about halfway through the journey, she reached over from the passenger seat and placed one hand between my legs. I grunted as her questing fingers found the hard shape of the chastity device locked around my cock through the fabric of my pants, holding it possessively. Again, I thought of all the times I would have given almost anything to have her touch my cock. Now, it felt as though I had given everything, and still wasn’t getting what I wanted.

She lived in a new apartment around twenty minutes from work. As I pulled into the underground parking, she lifted her hand from between my legs and told me where to park. We got out of the car, her high heels echoing on the concrete floor of the parking garage as I followed her toward the elevator. Still, neither of us said much. There wasn’t much to say. Her thoughts were probably full of the night that lay ahead, and mine were occupied by desperate and unfulfilled desire for her. My mouth felt dry, my heart beating hard somewhere in the bottom of my throat, and my mind was fractured by strange visions of what might lie ahead. And I couldn’t even begin to guess what I was in for. I knew I had no choice but to go along with whatever crazy idea this gorgeous woman had next.

Stepping out of the elevator, Rebecca guided me down the hallway toward her apartment. I followed, feeling that same erotic pull, that same unignorable desire as I watched her body move underneath the dress that flaunted her figure. Pulling a set of keys from her purse, she opened the door, and I followed her inside.

Rebecca led me to the living room. There, she stopped and turned, her hands on her hips as she looked me up and down again. For virtually the first time that day, she seemed temporarily at a loss as to what to do. She was still smiling that confident little smile, but as her eyes traveled over me, I got the sense that she was planning her next move.

Still, she didn’t keep me waiting for long.

“Clothes off,” she briskly ordered. “Let me see it.”

She didn’t have to specify what it was she wanted to see. And I didn’t keep her waiting. After all, I had spent most of the day naked at the office. What was the difference being naked here in her apartment? I shed my clothes quickly, letting them fall in a pile onto the floor of her living room. Rebecca’s teeth showed white between her lips as she grinned at me, looking me up and down, her eyes fixing as usual on the shining steel of the chastity cage.

“You’re like a little eunuch with that thing,” she said. “Except even better, because you want me so badly. Are you thinking about fucking me right now?”

“Yes,” I admitted, while my coworker giggled. There was no point denying it. She knew the truth. Right now, I couldn’t even look at her without thinking about sex. Without imagining how amazing it would feel to take her to bed and do what came naturally. And the fact I couldn’t, the fact that she had this incredible power over me, only made an already sexy woman even sexier.

“Good. I like that. I like teasing you. It’s fun for me. In fact…”

I felt a chill run along my spine as Rebecca’s eyes turned to the left, just for a moment, before moving back to me. She had her new idea, I knew. She had figured out what she wanted. And given how the rest of the day had gone, I knew only too well that it was going to mean more humiliation, disgrace, and teasing for me.

“You’re going to help me get ready for my date,” she said. “And you can start by taking off this dress.”

With that, she turned her back toward me, gathering up her long black hair in her hand and sweeping it forward over one shoulder. I stepped toward her, trying to control the tremor in my hands as I reached for the zipper at the back of her dress. It parted as I pulled it down, her smooth skin showing in the widening gap of the fabric, and I felt breathless and dizzy to know that I was finally doing something I had dreamed of, but not in a way I had ever imagined. Rebecca just stood there, letting me slide the dress off her shoulders. As the dress fell to the floor, she stepped out of it, turning to face me with a smile.

“My underwear, too,” she said, her voice suddenly softer. “Take it all off.”

She smiled as I stepped closer, reaching around behind her for the clasp of her bra. She kept her eyes on mine, enjoying every minute of my obvious frustration as I took off her bra and felt the firmness of her breasts there against my chest. As I set the bra down, she placed her hand on my shoulder, gently but firmly pushing me down. I got the idea. I sank to my knees, bowing to her all over again as I reached for the black panties that covered her pussy.

Breathlessly, I pulled them down. Rebecca smiled indulgently at me as she watched me pull her underwear down her legs. Her pussy shone in front of me, taunting me as I gazed at it beneath its strip of trimmed black pubic hair. Everything I wanted, so close and so far away. For a moment, Rebecca simply let me look at it, taking in the sight of what I couldn’t have, what I wanted more than I could put into words.

“Take them all the way off,” she said at last. “And my shoes, too.”

Of course, I did as I was told. I pulled her soft underwear down her legs until she stepped out of it. Then, I unzipped her ankle boots. She placed one soft hand on my shoulders for balance as she raised a foot from the floor so I could take off her shoe, then did the same with the other. In the end, she was standing above me totally naked except for her glasses. And confidence seemed to radiate off her. Why wouldn’t it? She was an undeniably beautiful woman, and her body was positively flawless.

“Still want to fuck me?”

“Of course,” I said, making Rebecca laugh out loud. She knew, of course, exactly what she was doing to me as she stood above me, looking like an absolute goddess. She knew that anyone would want her like this. And she knew, just as I did, that I couldn’t have her. No amount of desire in the world was enough to get me what I wanted. She was teasing me more than ever, and I felt ready to explode with my pent-up desire, but there was no relief from the endless teasing. Just more frustration, more humiliation, more desire that could find no outlet until this beautiful woman decided otherwise.

“That’s too bad,” she said, shaking her head and smiling to leave me no doubt that she didn’t really feel bad for me at all. “Because it’s not going to happen. But you might like this next part. Or maybe not. Because you know what you’re going to help me do now? You’re going to help me shower. Come on. Come with me.”

Without waiting for an answer from me, Rebecca stepped away. I watched, transfixed by her perfect hourglass figure receding from me, the smooth skin of her ass showing her every curve. Springing to my feet, I turned to follow her, desire boiling inside me as always as I trotted along behind her perfect form.

Rebecca let me into her bathroom. I watched as she stepped into the shower, turning on the water. Removing her glasses, she set them down beside the sink. Her body shone as the warm water ran down her curves, hypnotizing me with her barely believable beauty.

She beckoned me into the shower with her. And as I stepped in, she reached out and handed me a sponge.

My hands trembled. I couldn’t stop them as I ran the soapy sponge over her body. Over her breasts, over her stomach, her hips, her thighs, her pussy. My desire for her was like a physical presence in the room with us, like some inescapable weights that I had to carry, that I had to stand up underneath no matter how difficult it felt. It was oppressive.

And Rebecca simply smiled at me the whole time, enjoying the whole sorry spectacle of my frustrated need for her. Basking in the warmth of my desire, studying every pained expression on my face as my cock tried to harden inside the steel chastity device, trying without success to split the metal and free itself so that I can possess this woman I wanted so unignorably.

It wasn’t going to happen. As Rebecca turned her back on me, my caged cock pressed against the intoxicating swell of her ass, and I tried with only limited success to suppress another groan of desire that rose inside me. While I washed her ass, Rebecca washed her hair, long black strands coiling on her shoulders and neck as the smell of her shampoo filled the shower. I was an absolute mess, a twisted ball of desire in my guts, my cock aching beyond belief with the pressure that seemed to keep building inside the chastity device.

And there was no release. I didn’t even know where the key to my freedom was. I certainly didn’t have much hope that this cruel beauty would take that kind of mercy on me.

When she was finally happy with what I had done, Rebecca gently but firmly pushed me away. On her command, I stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel off the rack to dry myself. Then she stepped out of the shower too, and I toweled her off, once again trembling at the contact with her beautiful naked body that was finally in my arms and yet was still somehow forbidden to me.

“Stay there,” Rebecca ordered, pointing to a spot on the bathroom floor once I finally had her dry. And as always, I did as I was told. I stood there in her bathroom, naked but for the shining steel locked onto my cock, watching as she turned to the mirror and wiped off the steam with her towel.

She dried her hair. She did her makeup, spending a long time on getting everything just right. She painted her eyelids, her lips lengthened her lashes, and every movement of her hands only served to make her already beautiful face even more outrageously pretty. When she finally finished and turned away from the mirror to smile at me, I felt my heart convulse at the sight of her. She was never anything less than gorgeous, and I knew that. But I had only ever seen her at work. I had never seen how she looked when she went all out. Now, fully made up, she looked almost too gorgeous to be human. As she slipped her glasses back on, I swallowed nervously, completely overwhelmed by the way she looked, completely outmatched by her peerless beauty.

And of course, she was still completely naked.

“Okay, let’s go,” Rebecca said brightly. Clearly, she was enjoying herself and her position of power over me immensely. She loved giving the orders, knowing I had no choice but to obey them. She stepped past me, heading out on the bathroom, without a word, I followed her, her horny and frustrated shadow that would go wherever she did.

Desire crackled in the air as she led me through the living room toward her bedroom. As I stood by the bed, she pushed aside the door to the closet and began to rummage through her clothes. Not knowing what to do with myself, I simply watched as she selected an outfit. Then she turned, smiling that beautiful smile of control she had as she carried a dress and some boots across the room and handed them to me.

“Put these on me,” she ordered. And I looked down at what I had in my hands, wondering where to start.

The boots were leather, black, with a pointed toe and a towering high-heel that I knew would make Rebecca sway provocatively with every step she took. The dress looked like leather too, gleaming as I held it up in my hands. It was held together by laces, black strings crisscrossing on the front of the dress and up the sides too, holding the tiny strips of black leather together. Even just holding it, I could imagine how mind-meltingly sexy it would make Rebecca look. She wanted me to put on, when all I wanted was to keep her naked and in the bedroom and take from her what I knew she would never allow.

But instead, I did what I had to do.

From behind her black framed glasses, Rebecca’s beautiful blue eyes watched as I set her boots down on the floor near the bed. Taking her dress in both my hands, I slid it carefully off the hanger and put that down on the mattress, too. Unsure of myself, I moved toward her, and Rebecca watched me approach, her naked body totally exposed, teasing me beyond belief while I tried to stay focused.

There was nothing easy about what this young goddess wanted from me. With difficulty, I managed to pull the dress over her head and down her body. Carefully, I slid it into place, strategically covering her nipples while showing off a ton of her cleavage. The front of the dress was open all the way down to her stomach, held together by the laces that leaped over and under each other, and as Rebecca ordered me to tighten the laces, I watched her breasts pressed together by the fabric.

The short skirt of the dress didn’t even reach the middle of her thighs, but it had slits on both legs all the way up to her hips. Again, black laces held those together, forming a beautiful contrast with her pale skin underneath. The dress revealed far more than it hid, and once I had it just the way she wanted, tied tight around her body, I felt again the now-familiar sensation of my cock aching with desire inside the unforgiving chastity. She looked just as desirable now as she had a moment earlier, when she was completely naked. My heart contracted with jealousy at the thought that some other man would get to enjoy the body that I was helping prepare for him.

“How do I look?” Rebecca asked, striking a pose with one hand on her hip.

“Honestly, incredible,” I said, looking her up and down and taking in every detail of her appearance as though it could possibly do anything except torment me even more. “You look like sex personified.”

“Is this how I looked in your dirty little jerk off fantasies?”

“No,” I admitted. “You’re usually naked in those.”

“I guess that makes sense,” Rebecca smirked. “And what? You’re fucking me, I guess?”

“Exactly,” I said, while Rebecca giggled.

“Well, guess what?”

Rebecca stepped closer to me now, her hand on my chest above my beating heart. I could smell the perfume she had applied in the bathroom, along with the soap I had rubbed into her skin and the shampoo in her hair, all of it activated by the heat rising off her amazing body. The closer she was to me, the more powerful the spell she wove over me seemed to become, and with her touching me like this, it was all I could do to understand the words she was saying. I watched her lips form them, the full pillowy softness vibrating around every syllable as she spoke.

“I’ve thought of you like that once or twice, too.”

“What? Are you serious?”

Rebecca laughed out loud at my disbelief. It had never even occurred to me that she might be attracted to me. Look, I’m not down on myself. I’ve been with enough beautiful girls to know that I can attract top-level women. But I had never in my wildest dreams thought the Rebecca might be one of them. And hearing it now, with my cock locked away in chastity was the cruelest way to find out that I could possibly imagine. So cruel, in fact, it made me wonder if she wasn’t saying it just to torment me even more.

“Yeah,” Rebecca said softly, her eyes flickering over my face as she spoke. She was so close to me now, her lips inches from mine. I could feel the smoothness of the leather that covered her body against my own bare skin. “I had a sex dream about you once. Since we’re being so honest with each other.”

“Oh my God, Rebecca,” I moaned. “Now you tell me? Unlock me, please. We can do whatever we want.”

Rebecca paused a moment longer. An endless, teasing moment of frustration while hope bloomed inside my mind, while desperation and desire filled every cell of my body. Then, she lifted her hand from my chest and gripped the back of my neck instead. She pulled my head down toward her and pressed her lips against mine. She kissed me passionately, her tongue aggressively invading my mouth, and I kissed her back with every ounce of desire I felt, letting her feel it all.

She was still smiling as she lifted her lips away. She still had her hand on the back of my neck as she looked into my eyes, her teeth and her tongue showing between her parted lips as she grinned at me with an evil little smile.

“But I’m already doing exactly what I want,” she said, her voice not much more than a whisper now, but still loud enough to engrave every word on my brain as she spoke. “I’m driving you crazy. It’s so much fun for me.”

Releasing her grip on my neck, she stepped away from me. Shaking with inexpressible need, I watched as she turned, her leather dress sliding even higher on her shapely thighs as she sat down on the edge of the bed. I stared at the tiny triangle of darkness underneath her skirt, painfully aware that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. The tight leather of the dress gave her breasts all the lift she could want, and I knew there were no panties under the tiny skirt. Rebecca straightened one leg, pointing her toes at me, at the same time leaning back and placing her hands on the mattress behind her.

“Put my boots on, slave,” she ordered with a smile.

Once again, I was trembling as I picked up her boots from the floor. The leather was soft and supple as I unzipped it and slid it onto her foot, holding the heel as I positioned it carefully, then zipped the boot up again. Rebecca put out foot on the floor and raised the other, and I slid her over boot into place. I couldn’t keep my eyes off the darkness between her thighs, under her tiny skirt, and for now, Rebecca seemed content to let me look. Let me dream of what she wouldn’t allow me to have.

“Kiss it,” she ordered as I stood there, still holding her leg in my hand. And, cringing again with embarrassment, I lowered my head and kissed the top of her foot through the leather of her boot, making her sigh with the pleasure of power.

“That’s right. That’s where you belong. You can forget about having sex with me. That’s not for you. Instead, just focus on making sure I have an amazing night. Now, come on. You’re going to take me to meet my boyfriend.”

As she spoke, she held out her hand. And I took it, helping her rise to her feet. Standing, she tugged at her skirt, pulling it back down. Though given how short and tight the dress was, it didn’t make a lot of difference. She was still showing off what looked like miles of leg as she walked toward the bedroom door. And I followed, watching the light move over the curves of her slender dress that barely covered her ass, gripping as tight to her amazing body as I wish I could.

“Get dressed,” Rebecca curtly ordered as she stood in the living room beside my discarded clothes. I did as she was told. I pulled my work clothes back on, dressing again in minutes while she waited.

Then she led me out of the door of her apartment, into the elevator, and down to the parking lot where her car waited.

The dress slid even higher up her legs as she lowered herself into the passenger seat. I got behind the wheel. She told me where to go, and I pulled out of the parking lot, following the directions on the screen. I tried not to look over at her, but it was impossible. Even as I focused on the road ahead of me, I found myself sneaking glances at her gorgeous body wrapped in tight black leather sitting right beside me, so close and yet so completely inaccessible. She didn’t say anything on the journey, instead playing on her phone. I didn’t say anything either. There was nothing to say. Nervousness was fluttering its wings inside my stomach again, and I knew that I had essentially no control over what happened next. That was for the gorgeous goddess sitting next to me to decide.

We pulled up outside her boyfriend’s place. Putting down her phone, Rebecca turned to me. Finally, I looked over at her, stricken all over again by her astonishing beauty. For now, her face was serious, no longer smiling as she looked me in the eye.

“Best behavior now,” she said. “This is going to be hard for you, but you need to do as you’re told. I’m not going to unlock you tonight. But if you’re a really good boy and do everything I want, I might consider unlocking you sometime in the future. How does that sound?”

“Sounds amazing, Rebecca,” I said, watching a smile break across her pretty face again.

“That’s what I thought. Now, for tonight, you’re going to be our driver. And keep your mouth shut.”

Again, she didn’t wait for answer. I watched her reach for the door handle and open the car door, stepping out onto the sidewalk. I watched her long-legged strut in her tall boots as she moved toward the front door of the apartment building and pressed the intercom. For a while, she waited, turning to smile at me, knowing I was watching her.

Then, her boyfriend emerged. He was a tall man with dark hair and a square chin adorned with stubble, and as she threw her arms around him, kissing him passionately, I felt again that stab of wild jealousy in my heart to think of another man having what I couldn’t. Taking her boyfriend’s hand, Rebecca led him over to her car, and she climbed into the backseat, pulling him along with her. As he closed the door behind them, I saw Rebecca’s gorgeous eyes in the rearview mirror, looking at mine.

“He’s going to be our driver tonight, so we can both have a few drinks and enjoy ourselves,” Rebecca explained to her companion. “Now, let’s go to the restaurant. Take us there, Luke.”

Rebecca gave me the name of a restaurant, and I typed it into the GPS system of her car. Wordlessly, I pulled away from the curb and began to follow directions. And all the while, my heart was hammering in my chest, totally humiliated to be serving her like this but unable and unwilling to do the slightest thing about it.

For a while, they chatted in the backseat. When I tore my eyes away from the road to glance at them in the rearview mirror, I could see that her hands were soon all over his body. And of course, as any man would do in his position, he reciprocated. Before long, I could hear them making out in the backseat, kissing one another passionately as I drove.

“I want to do it right here, right now,” I heard Rebecca say breathlessly to her astonished companion.

“Here? What about him?”

“Forget about him,” was Rebecca’s panting reply. “I need to cum, right now. I need that cock of yours inside me.”

And she didn’t wait for an answer. I heard her unbuckling his belt, unfastening his pants, giggling girlishly she reached inside to take his cock in her hand. I heard him groan, try not to groan myself at the unbelievable frustration of what was happening, the pure teasing this wild woman was putting me through as she played with her man in the backseat of her car.

I kept driving. I kept driving as they moved in the backseat, as Rebecca lay down and pulled up her tiny dress. Now I understood why she wore no panties underneath. Her boyfriend climbed on top of her, groaning as she guided his cock inside her, and I gripped the steering wheel in white-knuckled rage as I listened to her moans of pleasure fill the car. As I drove to dinner, they had sex in the backseat, the sounds of their pleasure filling my ears and making my own cock throb desperately inside its stainless steel prison. Rebecca was humiliating me more than I ever thought possible. And from the sounds she was making, I could tell she was having the time of her life.



9. Cucked by Rebecca

The situation I found myself in was unbelievable. But I certainly had plenty of time to think about it. As I drove Rebecca’s car through the nighttime streets of the city, I listened to the sound of her having passionate sex with her boyfriend in the backseat. It was hard to see in the darkness, but every time I glanced in the rearview mirror, I saw some fragment of their lovemaking. I would see the pale skin of her leg raised in the air, hooked over his shoulder as he plowed her. Or her hand gripping his back, her body shaking in the wild bliss of total release. And every time, just as it was meant to, it made my cock throb with desperate pain. The cruel chastity device that Amanda had locked on me, to which Rebecca held the only key, had never felt tighter than it did as I breathed in the smell of Rebecca’s sex with every breath I took. My senses were completely filled with her and her pleasure, able to see and hear and smell everything that was happening for myself. But I couldn’t participate. It was the cruelest tease imaginable. More, even, that I would ever have been able to imagine myself.

But clearly, the women I worked with were far more creative than I was when it came to things like this.

And as always, I had no choice but to do as I had been told. I had no choice but to play my submissive role in this outrageous scenario, watching this gorgeous girl flaunt what I couldn’t have right in front of me. And just as she intended, the revelation that she had at least some attraction to me only made my humiliation even greater. It only made it even more mind-bendingly exciting and frustrating to know she was having sex in the backseat with a guy who wasn’t me, and I would be getting no release until she decided otherwise. If ever.

I heard her cum. More than once. Her moans and screams grew louder and more rapid, filling the car as we hurtled through the night. I heard her shuddering breath, feeling as if it was engraving itself on my brain, guaranteed to haunt me bitterly with my own powerlessness in the long nights to come.

They were still going when we pulled up in the parking lot outside the restaurant. Not knowing what to do with myself, I simply waited, leaving the engine running. The whole car rocked to the thrusts of his cock inside her gorgeous body, the rhythm of their sex making my own body shake as I sat behind the steering wheel. I just waited, able to watch everything in the rearview mirror now, able if I wanted to turn my head and see her beautiful body stretched out in the backseat, allowing her boyfriend to pound her into pure pleasure again.

She came once more, her orgasmic shriek echoing inside the small space. She didn’t seem to care that passersby might here. Rebecca, in that moment, didn’t care about anything except her own selfish pleasure. And of course, that only made me want her more. It only made her more attractive, more undeniably sexy, to see these depths of cruelty she was capable of. To be teased and tormented with the sex I couldn’t have, to feel the unbelievable pleasure she was enjoying with a man whose name I didn’t even know.

With a loud sigh, he came too, his orgasm seemingly triggered by hers. And as their climax came and went, I listened to them gasping and panting in the back of the car, slowly disentangling their bodies from one another.

Rebecca’s lucky boyfriend climbed off her amazing body, sitting upright as he pulled his pants back on. And beside him, Rebecca sat up too. In the darkness of the parking lot, I could see her glasses catching the light, her dark hair disappearing into the darkness of the backseat, leaving only her beautiful face to haunt me. I could see her eyes in the rearview mirror, looking right at me. As though she wanted to know how I felt, wanted to see my reaction to what I had just witnessed. With all the turmoil I felt in my heart, I didn’t doubt that she could see it on my face. And as a slow smile spread across her painted lips, I knew that she liked what she saw.

“Fuck, that was good,” she said at last in a voice that dripped with pure pleasure. And she leaned forward, reaching for the center console of the car, pulling out a handful of tissues to clean herself up. Then, she shifted in the backseat as she pulled her tiny dress down over her hips to cover herself, at least as much as the super revealing garment would allow. She still looked like an absolute goddess, with her beautifully formed breasts straining against the laces of the dress I had put her in. If anything, she looked even more divine now, with her beautiful face flushed and glowing with the telltale signs of orgasm. The air in the car, still humming with the echoes of their sex, crackled, and even though I had discovered a whole new desperate edge to sexual desire since Amanda came along, still, I felt like I had never wanted any woman like I wanted Rebecca in that moment.

Of course, I knew I couldn’t have her.

“Okay, let’s go eat,” Rebecca said. “Nothing like amazing sex to help you work up an appetite. Luke, you wait here. When we’re done, you can drive us home.”

Rebecca’s boyfriend didn’t say anything. But I heard him laugh in disbelief, unable to understand why I was letting his girlfriend treat me that way. The faint vestiges of my pride that remained made me hope she wouldn’t tell him, hope he wouldn’t find out. But somehow, I doubted that. If I had been him, I would have demanded an explanation. After all, no guy likes to see another guy hanging around their woman, especially when that woman looks like Rebecca. And the thought of having my secret exposed to another man, one I didn’t even know, filled me with dread. But the knowledge that I couldn’t stop it from happening, that Rebecca could do it if she wanted no matter how I felt about it, sent that increasingly familiar shockwave of masochistic desire racing through my body. It turned me on to be in her power. In hers, and in the power of all the women I worked with. And knowing she had the power to humiliate me like that, without me being able to do a single thing about it, only added to those strange feelings of desire and despair.

Rebecca’s boyfriend climbed out of the car. As he stood outside waiting, she smiled at me in the rearview mirror. I watched her lovely body move, watched her tight dress gleaming in the faint light that came into the car from outside. I watched her breasts straining against the laces that barely contained them, watched her thighs pressed against the tiny skirt that barely covered them. Rebecca drank it all in, knowing I was watching, basking in the attention.

Without another word, she stepped out of the car, taking the hand her boyfriend offered to pull her to her feet. I watched her tug at her tiny skirt before striding away from the car, holding her boyfriend’s hand. I watched her go, even though I knew it could only torment me even further. Even though I knew that the sight of her incredible body tightly wrapped in shiny black leather was going to haunt me while I waited, reminded of my own powerlessness and insignificance compared to the women I served.

It was shameful to admit even to myself. But if I had been able to, I would have jerked off there and then. I would have had to. I wouldn’t have been able to resist the relentless pressure of desire that Rebecca had triggered in me.

But even worse was the fact that I couldn’t. That even that lonely outlet for pleasure was denied to me. All I could do was sit there in frustration, trying without success not to think of the woman who controlled me, the goddess who seemingly owned me.

And dinner was long. I waited in the car for hours, occasionally turning on the engine to keep myself warm. I listened to the radio. I played on my phone. But try as I might, nothing could distract me from the reality of the situation I found myself in.

I knew I could leave, of course. I had the keys to her car; I could just drive away. But somehow, I also knew that I wouldn’t. After all, what would happen if I did? She would have no way to get home. And stealing her car would do nothing to free me from the prison of chastity I was in. Quite the opposite. Rebecca had already made it clear that she would not be releasing me, but I still had hopes that, if I was obedient enough, she might at least give a good report of my behavior to Amanda. There was no doubt in my mind that my next orgasm depended entirely on the goodwill of these women who had already demonstrated just how little kindness or compassion they had when it came to me. Still, making them angry seemed like one of the worst things I could do. If I wanted to be released anytime soon, I knew I had to obey. So that’s what I did.

It was more than three hours before Rebecca showed her face again. I heard her coming, the rhythmic clicking of her high heels on the pavement outside making me sit upright in my seat again. Somehow, I knew it was her. Even though she was hardly the only woman to wear heels to this fancy restaurant, there was something in the rhythm of her walk, something in her stride, or some mysterious magnetism to her presence the told me this it was her before she appeared in my vision.

She seemed to loom out of the darkness of the night, her black hair and black dress melting into the dark and highlighting the acres of skin her dress showed. She was holding onto her boyfriend’s arm, laughing at something he had said. But as the two of them got closer to the car, I saw her turn her eyes toward me. In the dark, I didn’t know if she could see me. But it certainly seemed that way. Her eyes seemed to lock onto mine even from a considerable distance away, as if she felt the same strange connection between us that I did. Or maybe I was just flattering myself with fairy tales. Maybe I just wanted that to be true, to put some kind of mystical spin on what was an undeniably humiliating experience. Ultimately, it didn’t matter. It was what it was, and it was going to be exactly what it was going to be.

The beautiful couple reached the car. The boyfriend pulled open the door, and Rebecca climbed inside. Again, I watched in the rearview mirror, the tiny rectangle never providing quite enough of what I wanted to see, like peering through the letterbox of the door that shut me out of heaven. I wanted to see more, even though I knew it could only make my situation even more difficult, even more impossible. I wanted to taste every drop of poison, to feel the shame and disgrace and torment that Rebecca was so able and willing to make me feel.

And as she smiled at me in the mirror, I didn’t doubt it’s that was exactly what she was going to do.

“Take us home,” she ordered, without so much as a greeting. After all, why did a dominant mistress like her need to be polite to her humble slave? I twisted the keys in the ignition and started the car, and she leaned her body against her boyfriend, smiling in contentment as I pulled out of the parking spot.

“That was so good. This has been an amazing night,” she said to him, closing her eyes for moment behind her glasses. “Although I think I drank a little too much.”

“Good,” her boyfriend said, making Rebecca giggle. Focusing on the road for now, I couldn’t see what was happening with the two of them, but I could certainly hear it. I heard the leather of her dress creak, heard the two of them shift in the backseat, and I heard Rebecca’s playful voice as she spoke again to her boyfriend.

“Stop that,” she said, although her tone suggested she really meant the opposite. “You’ll have to wait. It was fun having sex in the car, but now we’re going home. We can have a much better time in bed once we get there.”

But her boyfriend didn’t stop. And as tempting as it was to hate him in that moment, as inviting as it was to give in to my jealousy and despise him for everything he had and I didn’t, I couldn’t exactly blame him for that. If that beautiful body had been pressed against mine, I doubted I would have been able to keep my hands to myself either. I doubted I would try.

I drove through the night, and as I glanced in the rearview mirror, I could see that the man had his arms wrapped around Rebecca. He was fondling her breasts through the leather dress she wore, groping and squeezing the soft flesh. She had her hand on his leg, but her fiery eyes met mine in the rearview mirror, and again, a wicked little smile spread across her pretty face to know that I was watching. Then, she turned her face toward him, sweeping her dark hair back to make sure I could see everything as she kissed him. I could see her cheeks move as her tongue invaded his mouth, and his did the same to hers, and once again, sexual tension crackled in the air of the car. Only I knew that the tension was all between the two of them. That kind of enjoyment was not permitted to me.

This time, they didn’t have sex in the car while I drove them. It wasn’t for want of trying on the boyfriend’s part. But for now, Rebecca stuck to her decision. She let him fondle and grope her amazing body, let him kiss her. But she wouldn’t let him go any further than that.

Finally, we pulled into the underground parking of Rebecca’s building. Pulling into her parking spot, I killed the engine, then waited. Again, I could feel her eyes on me, and when I glanced in the rearview mirror, I could see them, shining like polished steel behind her glasses as she watched me closely.

“Let’s go upstairs,” she said in a soft voice to her boyfriend. “Let’s bring him with us.”

“What? Why?”

“Because,” Rebecca said. I watched as she turned the full force of her beautiful smiling face on her boyfriend. She knew the way she looked. She knew the way men wanted her. She knew that she was virtually irresistible, that she could get just about any man who wanted her to do whatever she wanted. And every man wanted her. I waited in silent tension, my hands gripping the steering wheel. But it barely even occurred to me that I had any say in what happened next. It barely even crossed my mind to resist, to argue, or to put forward my own view of what should happen. My opinion, I knew, was not required. Rebecca, I knew, would do exactly what she wanted, knowing I didn’t have the power to resist her.

“It’ll be hot,” she went on, her voice that same seductive purr that I didn’t doubt sent the same tremor of lust shivering through her boyfriend’s body as it did through mine. “I’m not talking about a three-way. I’d never have sex with him. I just… want him to watch.”

“You want him to watch us? Why?”

She leaned close toward her boyfriend, smiling slightly as she nibbled on his earlobe. At the same time, she lowered her hand down between his legs, fondling his cock through the pants he wore. I heard him groan, and my own cock ached inside the cruel chastity device as it tried once again unsuccessfully to harden. I wished I was him so badly. Jealousy vibrated through every pore of my being, every atom of my body seemingly focused on her, her every word and action the sole focus of my attention. I didn’t doubt that Rebecca would get what she wanted. She seemed like the kind of woman who always did.

“Because it’s sexy,” she said. “He wants me so badly. But he can’t have me. You can. I want him to see what a real man can do to me. I want him to see how good you make me feel. I want him to see what he can never, ever have.”

The boyfriend hesitated a moment longer, but not for long. After all, the truth of the matter was, they had already had sex in my presence. Once he was convinced that I wouldn’t be part of the fun but just an audience, he seemed to yield to her seduction.

“Okay,” he said in a voice that trembled slightly with the desperate desire he felt for this incredible woman. And Rebecca giggled softly, enjoying yet another victory in a night that was already full of them.

“Okay,” she echoed. “Let’s go then. This is going to be so much fun.”

As she spoke, Rebecca opened the rear door of the car on her side and swung her legs out. Again, I heard the maddening echo of her high heels on smooth concrete. She swung the door shut, and her boyfriend climbed out of the other side of the car, closing his door and hurrying around the vehicle to meet her. As she took his hand, I sighed happily and slipped the car keys into my pocket. As before, as always, I had no choice at all in the matter. All I could do was exactly what she wanted. And so I climbed out of the car and followed Rebecca as she began to lead her boyfriend toward the elevator, her body swaying with unbelievable sexiness in the tight leather dress that shone against her skin, leading me ever on to my next and probably worst ever humiliation.

Rebecca and her boyfriend stepped into the elevator. I followed, barely able to meet their eyes. For his part, the boyfriend seemed content to try and ignore me as well. Rebecca scanned her key to gain access to her floor, then ignored me for a while, turning again to her boyfriend. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she went up on tiptoes to kiss him, and he held her hips, pulling her body against his, letting her feel the erection I had no doubt was straining against her gorgeous frame. I leaned against the wall of the elevator, nervousness vibrating inside me to mingle with my lust, my head spinning with all the outrageous possibilities that lay ahead.

No one said a word while the elevator climbed up through the building. Rebecca and her boyfriend were too busy making out, after all. And with every second that passed, I felt my nervousness and shame grow.

The doors of the elevator slid open on Rebecca’s floor. Detaching her lips from his but still holding his hand, she stepped out of the elevator and led him toward her apartment. Without saying a word, I followed behind them, watching her body move with that taunting motion it had, driving me wild with unrelieved desire. Rebecca unlocked the door and led her lover into her apartment, and I followed, closing the door behind me.

She didn’t waste any time. Smiling, she led her boyfriend through the apartment, making a beeline for her bedroom. My stomach churned with nervousness and rage, knowing what was about to happen. But still, I followed. Still, I didn’t say a word.

Inside the bedroom, Rebecca turned toward her boyfriend again. Embracing him, she kissed him with even more passion that she had in the elevator, and he kissed her back. Soon, his hands were moving all over her body, sliding easily over the glossy leather that gripped her curves. And she allowed it. She allowed what she would never allow me, letting him hold her against him, letting him feel her softness, her femininity, her divine beauty that drove me mad as I stood frustrated and ashamed by the open door. For now, the two of them seem to ignore me, as if I wasn’t even there. But as the man’s hand disappeared between Rebecca’s thighs, as she made a soft moan of pleasure against his mouth, I couldn’t help myself. I let out a gasp of pure frustrated lust.

And Rebecca paused. Slowly, lifted her lips from his mouth and turned her blazing eyes on me. His hand was still moving under her skirt, and I could see the flush in her cheeks as he brought her fresh pleasure. But the light in her eyes made me nervous. Suddenly, as painful as it was to be ignored by her, I found myself wishing she would switch her attention somewhere else.

Rebecca stepped forward. Disentangling herself from her lover’s arms, she moved toward me. As she stood in front of me, she pointed to the floor at her feet.

“Kneel, simp,” she said in a much harsher voice than the one she used with her boyfriend. And I found my knees bending almost before I could even realized what was happening. Obediently, I sank to the floor at her feet, and as I gazed up at her towering above me, she looked more unstoppably beautiful than ever. Even more irresistible, even more majestic, even more dominant and commanding than she was in the office. Rebecca was everything. I felt like nothing as she loomed above me, making me feel afraid even as I longed for her presence.

“Me and my boyfriend don’t want to hear a sound out of you,” she said. “You’re just going to kneel there and watch while we have fun. In fact, I think I need to make sure that’s all you do.”

Stepping away from me, she walked across the room to a chest of drawers. I watched the black leather dress grew tight over her ass again as she bent over drawer, rummaging around inside. Then she returned with a few items in her hands, crouching down behind me and grabbing my wrists.

“Give me your hands,” she ordered, and I did as I was told. I felt her tie something around my wrists, a silk scarf or something similar that she pulled tight to bind me helplessly. And when that was done, still kneeling behind me, she held something up to my face.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered. And I hesitated, but I knew I was already beaten. I opened my mouth and grunted as she stuffed something inside. Some soft fabric that settled on my tongue, filling my mouth completely.

“You can chew on my panties while you dream of what you can’t have,” she snarled, her lips brushing against my ear as she spoke. Then, she stood. Gagged now, I watched in silence as she walked away from me, smiling over her shoulder until she stood in front of her boyfriend again.

He picked up exactly where he had left off. His hands moved over her body, and soon, he was taking off the dress I had been forced to put on her. Rebecca smiled, gentle and yielding again, so different to how she was when she spoke to me as she let her boyfriend undress her. At the same time, she lifted his shirt over his head and unfastened his pants, pushing them down to the floor so he could step out of them. I saw with a sinking feeling that his cock was rock-hard and ready for the sex he knew he was about to have, the sex I was completely forbidden. And Rebecca smiled as she wrapped her hand around that cock, lowering her naked body onto the bed at the same time as she pulled her boyfriend toward her.

Rebecca lay down. Her breasts bounced as she moved, her prominent nipples showing her strong arousal as she gave herself up to him. She was still wearing her sexy knee-high boots, and her heel sank into the mattress as she pushed herself back on the bed, making room for him.

He climbed on top of her. He was smiling down at her now, secure in what he was about to possess, not even looking in my direction. In a way, that was at least a little relief. He seemed content to forget I was there, but I didn’t have the same luxury. I couldn’t turn my eyes away, just as Rebecca wanted. I watched, and a tremor spread through me as I heard her cry of bliss as he plunged his thick cock deep inside her waiting pussy.

Rebecca moaned. Still wearing her glasses, she closed her eyes behind the lenses, long strands of her black hair fanning out around her face as she gave in to ecstasy. I saw her raise one knee, saw her hook her leg around the small of her boyfriends back, inviting him deep inside. And the muscles in his arms tensed as he lunged forward, sinking his cock deep between those wet and willing walls.

They both moaned. They both moaned and groaned in wild pleasure, and every moan and gasp seem to drive home my own defeat even more. The fabric of Rebecca’s panties filled my mouth, my cock ached inside relentless chastity, and I knew there was nothing I could do about the situation I found myself in. Rebecca, a girl I worked with, a girl I had fantasized about from time to time, was having sex right in front of me, and somehow, it was even more beautiful than I ever imagined it would be.

And I had never imagined anything like this. I had never imagined the shame and disgrace I would feel, the complete helplessness that occupied me while I kneeled at the foot of her bed and watched her enjoy herself. I would never have imagined, even if I had tried, that feeling so bad would feel so good.

The show went on. Rebecca and her boyfriend had amazing stamina, and I watched their beautiful bodies together, listening to their cries of passion that filled the room, making my cock ache even more savagely inside its tiny prison.

There was no escape from my own sexual inadequacy. And Rebecca, my beautiful coworker, had made sure that I would never forget just how inferior I was.



10. Amanda’s Plaything

“Wow. I guess she’s more advanced than we thought.”

Amanda sat behind her desk, her dark eyes sparkling with malicious delight, a faint smile lifting the corners of her full lips. Her skin was as flawless as ever, her black hair falling in gentle waves around her shoulders. She sat back in her chair with her feet up on the desk, crossed at the ankle, the high heels of her no doubt expensive shoes pointing at the office door that was closed behind me. She was wearing a navy blue sleeveless dress with a silver belt around her narrow waist. By the standards of my new boss, it was a relatively conservative outfit. Still, it managed to flaunt her exceptional figure, and in the state of wild arousal I was in, it was more than enough to get my pulse racing. I sat in the chair in front of her desk, my clothes in a pile on the floor, my chastity device shining in the overhead light. Just as Amanda wanted me. She loved the power imbalance of having me naked while she was fully clothed, love to see the unyielding metal cage locked around my manhood that she so effortlessly controlled.

And in my own humiliated way, I was coming to love it, too.

“So what happened then? After she made you watch her boyfriend fuck her?”

I winced at the crude words, but Amanda spoke them as if she were asking about the weather. As if this was all completely normal to her. Not for the first time, I wondered about her past. I wondered where she got the confidence to treat me like this, where she got the insane authority to bring the whole office into my sex life. It seemed as though she never questioned a single decision she made. It seemed as though she somehow knew that she would get away treating me like this. Enslaving me not just to her, but to my coworkers as well.

And the craziest thing of all was that she was.

“Then she sent me home, Boss,” I said. Amanda chuckled, her eyes flashing over my face and over my body as she looked me up and down.

“Just like that? Dismissed like a pathetic servant?”

“Yes, Boss. I had to get a taxi home.”

“How did it feel? Kneeling at the foot of her bed and watching a real man have sex with her?”

Amanda’s eyes peered deep into mine as she spoke, as if she wanted to read my innermost feelings off the surface of my brain. This, I had learned, was a big part of what got her off. She wanted to know that it hurt me, that I was completely emasculated and humiliated and frustrated. And she wasn’t wrong about that. There was really no other way to feel about what Rebecca had done to me. Of course, Amanda knew that. But she never seem to get tired of hearing it from me.

“It was so frustrating, Boss,” I said. “You know I haven’t had an orgasm for so long, and she’s so hot. She looked so beautiful in bed, and he made her cum over and over again.”

“You think you could do that? Make a woman like Rebecca have multiple orgasms?”

“I – I don’t know, Boss.”

Amanda smirked at my answer. I watched, my eyes following her every movement, as she picked up a small key from the desk in front of her and dangled it in front of her face. Of course, we both knew what lock the key corresponded to. My cock surged inside its tight prison at the sight of it, the freedom I craved so close at hand. Again, I thought of doing something about it. I thought of lunging across the desk, grabbing the key, and freeing myself from this insane game. But as usual, I didn’t. I couldn’t. Something held me back. The promise, I suppose, of kinky delights that lay ahead. The thought of the crazy games I might still get to play with women like Amanda and Rebecca and who knew who else? I couldn’t help it. When all was said and done, I was a slave of my own desire as much as I was of her or anyone else. I had never wanted anything like this, never even heard of situation like this. But now that I had experienced it for myself, there was no way to go back to normal. Already, my old sex life seemed like a distant dream, and I won’t deny that there was so many times I wished I had it back. The freedom to touch myself when I needed to. The freedom to maybe even date and find a girlfriend. Amanda had taken all of that from me. But I couldn’t bring myself to hate her for it. If anything, I felt the opposite. I felt that she filled my mind to the exclusion of all else, a growing obsession with this beautiful woman who now controlled me.

“Well, I doubt you will ever get to find out,” she said. “You know what? When I gave her this key, I wasn’t at all sure what would happen. I mean, she seemed like a girl with a good head on her shoulders. You get a feeling for these things after a while. But you’d be surprised how sentimental some women can be. There was always the chance she might feel sorry for you and free you. I didn’t imagine for a minute she would let you have sex with her, of course. But she might’ve taken pity on you and let you out of chastity. I’m glad to see she didn’t. In fact, I’m impressed with how good a job she did of teasing you. You know, some women are just natural dominatrixes. It might be your bad luck that you work in an office with two of them.”

“Yes, Boss,” I mumbled. There was really nothing more to say. Amanda, obviously, was a natural dominatrix, and she was the architect of everything that had happened to me. All day long at work, I had heard the women laughing as they chatted, saw them glancing over at me, especially while they were talking to Rebecca. I didn’t doubt that she had told them about the night we spent together. I was sure they knew everything about what had happened, how I had allowed her to treat me like a pathetic servant, like a toy for her to use. As hard as it was to imagine my standing in the office sinking any lower than it already had, I had a feeling that each one of my coworkers now knew exactly how pathetic I was. My heart quivered with excitement and dread as I wondered what that might mean for the future. How might their treatment of me change now that I know just how much they could get away with? I had never submitted to a woman before in my life. But now, it seemed to be what my entire life was about.

And now there I was sitting naked in front of my boss, the women I worked with all gone home at last after the end of another work day. Once again, sexual tension crackled in the air, and everything seemed poised on the edge of the next humiliating ordeal. The next thrilling game. Amanda had the key to my release right there, and although I found it difficult to muster any hope she might free me, there was no denying the possibility. I knew that was what she wanted. She wanted me to have that glimmer of hope, the desperate desire for rewards that kept me serving her and anyone else she gave me to. She was playing me like an instrument, and I knew it, but that did nothing to make me immune to her machinations. In fact, if anything, it made me more susceptible the more impressed I was by her dominant power.

“So I guess you’re really horny right now, right?” she said.

“Yes, Boss. I am. I’m so turned on right now. And you look amazing today. You look beautiful.”

“Flattery will get you nowhere, loser,” Amanda said with a smile. “You know what might get you somewhere? Crawling over here on your knees and worshiping my feet.”

To my further disgrace, I didn’t even hesitate. I didn’t feel I had a choice. These women were training me to obey the most outrageous commands, to get used to humiliating myself for their amusement. And it was working astonishingly well.

Amanda shifted in her seat, tilting over to one side to watch as I crawled across the office floor toward her. Kneeling at the side of her desk, I rose up to where her feet lay on top of the wooden surface. My eyes on my gorgeous goddess, I pressed my lips to her shoe, kissing it and feeling the warmth of the shiny patent leather that enclosed her foot. Tenderly, I kissed again, moving my mouth over her shoe, letting my tongue trail over the leather a little. I didn’t dare touch the bare skin of her feet, not yet. For now, I concentrated on the shoes, worshiping these insignificant objects to show that I understood my own insignificance in Amanda’s world.

And all the while, I watched her watching me. I watched her eyes sparkle and flash, watched her lips slightly parted as she took in the humiliating spectacle. It wasn’t wishful thinking. I knew that this was turning her on. I knew that it excited her to have this kind of control, to watch me debase myself like this for nothing more than the faint promise of possibly one day getting the reward of pleasure I so desperately craved. The pleasure that, as a free man, I used to be able to give myself whenever I chose. The pleasure that now only she could give me.

For a while, the soft sound of me kissing her shoes was the only one in the office. Her chest rose and fell as she breathed, her boobs rising underneath her sheath dress with its high neckline, but I couldn’t hear it. All I heard was the wet sound of my lips and tongue worshiping every inch of her shoes, from the tip of her toe all the way to the bottom of her heel. That, and my heart pounding so loud in my ears that it was a miracle she couldn’t hear it too.

“You’re getting to be a good shoe boy,” Amanda said thoughtfully, resting her elbow on the arm of her chair holding her chin in one hand thoughtfully. “You know, it’s amazing what chastity does for man’s powers of concentration. You’re not the first boy I’ve had locked up. But I think workplace chastity is working out really well. I mean, look how obedient you are. Morale is at an all-time high. The girls love coming to work. And as a bonus, your boss gets lots of lovely orgasms to help her relieve stress and focus on making the big decisions. Plus, you keep my shoes nice and shiny.”

She giggled as she spoke, a strangely girlish sound coming from such a dominant and powerful woman. I realize, still groveling there at her feet, that I didn’t have a good handle on her age. Her flawless skin and delicate features made it difficult to tell. She could be five years younger than me or ten years older. Not that it mattered, I told myself. All that mattered was that I wanted her more than I had ever wanted any woman, and for now, I couldn’t have her. For now, all I could do was worship this incredible goddess and hope, somehow, she might take pity on me.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Amanda said at last. As I lifted my head away from her feet, she swung them down off the desk and onto the floor. Her dress was a perfectly modest kneelength, but still the darkness underneath it called to me as I gazed at her sitting in her chair. My cock ached with that familiar pain of chastity as I wondered if she was wearing any panties.

Amanda pushed her chair back from the desk. Smiling, she raised one finger and bent it, beckoning me toward her. Obediently, I crawled toward my boss, crawling under her desk right where she liked to have me. And she turned her chair to face me, pulling up the skirt of her navy dress as she parted her legs. I trembled as I waited, gazing at her thighs as she exposed more and more of them. And, as she did a little hop in her seat, pulling her skirt up around her waist, I smiled to myself in the darkness beneath her desk. She was wearing nothing underneath it. All day long in that figure-hugging dress, she had been wearing no panties, waiting for exactly this moment of the day. And that meant she had thought about me. Maybe not constantly, the desperate and needy way I thought about her. But still, she had anticipated this moment. She had thought of how I would please her, how I would serve her, and she looked forward to it. In my desperate state of submissive arousal, that meant something to me.

Amanda didn’t have to tell me my job. I shuffled forward on my knees, placing my hands on her thighs and feeling again the toned muscle under her smooth skin. I lowered my head to my goddess, sticking out my tongue and running it over her fragrant lips. She moaned as I applied even pressure, working slowly, teasing her arousal out of her.

“That’s it,” she moaned above me. Sneaking a glance upward, I saw that my boss was leaning back in her chair, her eyes closed, her mouth open. “Such a good boy. You’re getting really good at pleasing me like this. And after all, that’s all you’re good for. A pathetic simp whose only job is to make the boss cum.”

“Yes, Boss,” I murmured, knowing the role she wanted me to play in all this. I licked her tenderly, feeling her growing arousal against tongue and lips, and I saw the swelling bud of her clitoris appearing in front of me. The tiny little button of her pleasure called to me, and I altered my approach, lifting my head a little so that my tongue could reach that tightly-packed bundle of nerves.

Amanda moaned. Her cry of pleasure coated in the office, and, encouraged, I did it again. I flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue, rewarded by the feeling of her legs trembling under my hands. So I did it again. And I did it again, and again, and soon, my beautiful boss was squirming above me, her hands on the back of my head as she thrust her hips forward in the chair. This was the closest I got to having any power at all in our relationship. The closest I got to having some kind of control. And I loved it. Even though it was an unbelievable tease, even though my cock ached for freedom I knew it wouldn’t get inside the remorseless chastity, I still loved tasting this goddess on my tongue.

My nose rubbed against her clitoris as I lowered my face again, sliding my tongue deep inside her this time. The wet walls of her pussy opened up to envelop me, and her cry of pleasure filled the air as I began to rock my head back and forth rhythmically. Amanda’s movements match my own, her body quivering and trembling as pleasure exploded inside her, the juices pouring out of her more freely now as I used every trick I know to make her feel good.

Amanda cried out. Her high heels, still shining with saliva from my earlier worship, drummed on the floor of her office as orgasm took her. I felt her press her pussy against my face, almost crushing me as she arched her back, a spasm of pure pleasure making her move in her chair while I crouched beneath her. The wild explosion filled the small office with her cries of passion, and even though wasn’t the first time I had served her like this, it still felt as deviant and kinky and sexy and thrilling as it always did. It still felt like heaven, kneeling between her legs. Even if the pain of erotic frustration spreading out from between my thighs felt more like some version of hell. Because that was exactly where this woman kept me, she and all the rest of them. She kept me so turned on and humiliated and frustrated and excited that I barely even knew anymore what I wanted, or what felt good or bad. But then, that made it easier too. By persuading me my feelings didn’t matter, they made it so I didn’t have to decide. All I had to do was kneel, and obey.

And that’s exactly what I did.

Amanda’s orgasm came and went, but my greedy mistress always wanted more. Her hands relaxed her grip on the back of my head, but only slightly. When I looked up from between her legs, I saw her staring down at me with a kind of sneer on her pretty face. A look of contempt mingled with desire, an expression of the pure feminine power she knew she had as she made me serve her every desire.

“Keep licking, bitch,” she ordered. And I had no intention of stopping. Soon, she was moaning in pleasure again, another hot flood of juices pouring out of her to run over my face and dripped steadily to the office floor. These days, it seemed like this was all her office was for, A place where she enjoyed my desperate worship and took her selfish orgasms from me. I couldn’t even walk through the door without feeling my cock trying to harden in her presence. But as usual, it was left caged and ignored, unneeded and unworthy of a goddess like her.

Her second orgasm came soon after the first. You anything, this one seemed even more powerful. She howled and shrieked, yelling her bliss at the ceiling as she tipped her head back, the office chair creaking underneath her with every move she made. It was like she was swept up in a tempest of pleasure, and witnessing it, helping to bring it about, only drove home my own humiliation and inadequacy and helplessness. That, I knew, was partly her intention. And it worked as well as every plan and scheme she put into action.

Sated for now, Amanda slumped back in her chair. I sat back on my knees, gazing up her. She sat with her legs spread, her breasts rising and falling underneath her dress, her glassy eyes staring down at me with a broad smile on her beautiful face.

For a while, she just sat there, looking at me. Basking in the afterglow of the orgasm I had given her, I suppose. And I stayed looking at her, still kneeling under her desk, my regular duty performed for another day and leaving me humiliated and horny, the way it always did. That wild energy crackled in the room again, and while my gorgeous boss might have had the orgasms she desired, she knew I hadn’t. She knew I was still as desperate as ever, still as ready to serve, as ready to grovel and beg for the release only she could give me as I ever was. She knew she still had the outrageous power over me she always did.

Finally, Amanda shifted in her seat. She crossed her legs, depriving me of the sight of the pussy I could still taste on my mouth. She leaned forward, and I heard her pick up something from the desk in front of her. When she pushed her chair back, I saw what it was. She was holding the key again, dangling it from between finger and thumb, gazing at it with a smile before turning her dark eyes back on me.

“I wonder who I should give your key to next?” she said. “Which of the women in the office would be as cruel to you as Rebecca was?”

I held my tongue. This was all part of Amanda’s kinky game, and I knew that she wanted me to understand that I had no say at all in the matter. I had no choice, and if I had, I wouldn’t have known what to say. After what Rebecca had done to me, I didn’t delude myself that any of the women were going to give me an easy time. I didn’t imagine that any of them would let me go and let me play with them the way I wanted to. There wasn’t a single one of them that I wouldn’t begged for the opportunity to sleep with, and there wasn’t a single one of them that I would trust to give me that. Maybe, if I was really lucky, Rachel. She had dropped some fairly substantial hints in the past that she found me at least somewhat attractive. But I knew from the way her brown eyes shined every time she looked at me lately that she, just like the rest of them, was enjoying having me like this. Enjoying having me horny and frustrated and unable to do a single thing about it. That was the way it was in our office now. And it felt as though I would never be able to do anything about it.

“Cheryl’s married, isn’t she?”

“I think so, yes, Boss.”

“I wonder what a married woman would do if she had you at her mercy? I mean, what Rebecca did with her boyfriend in front of you was amazing. I wonder if Cheryl’s husband would be as open-minded? Maybe he wouldn’t. Maybe you wouldn’t even be allowed to watch. Maybe she would just have you serve her as a kind of errand boy, knowing you can’t do anything to stop her. Knowing you have to do what she says.”

“Yes, Boss.”

“How does it feel knowing that any woman you work with has so much power over you? How does it feel knowing you are completely inferior to all of us and have to do exactly as you’re told by anyone with a vagina?”

“It feels… Intense, Boss. It feels totally emasculating. Totally frustrating. So humiliating.”

“You can’t do anything about it, can you, bitch?”

“No, Boss. No, I can’t.”

Amanda laughed. It was a real laugh this time, a long and loud sound of pure joy. And when she opened her eyes to look at me, it seemed to make her laugh even more. The sight of me alone seemed to inspire such joy in her, merriment bursting out of her while his shoulders shook with it.

I didn’t laugh. To me, it was no laughing matter. It was wild and thrilling and strange and erotic, but it wasn’t funny, the power she had over me. It wasn’t funny at all. In fact, it felt like the most serious thing in my life up to that point.

“Well, I guess we’ll see,” Amanda said. “Sooner or later, I’ll probably lend you out to every single one of them. I think it’s good that they should all see what men really are. They should all see how easy you are to control. All we have to do is lock your little cocks away, and you’re ours, completely. Plus, it’s a nice feeling for any woman in the office to know she can’t be sexually harassed. To know you can’t go home and jerk off thinking about her the way you used to do. You’ve seen how happy it makes these women to know they are completely safe at work. Your manhood’s a small price to pay for that, don’t you think?”

“I don’t know about that, Boss,” I said. Amanda chuckled at my words.

“Well, it doesn’t matter what you know and what you don’t, does it?” she said. “I’m in charge, and that’s all that matters. Now, get out of there. Come out here and lie down on the floor.”

I had no idea what Amanda had in mind. But I knew it didn’t matter. She was going to do what she wanted to do regardless. So following her orders, I crawled out from under the desk. I crawled past her where she sat in her chair watching me and turned around, first sitting, then lying down on the floor of her office as directed. I lay with my head close to her, my feet pointing at the wall, and she beamed down at me as one high-heeled shoe dangled above me, her long legs teasing me as I looked up her.

“That’s where you belong, boy,” she said. “On the floor at our feet.”

Uncrossing her legs, she placed one of her high heels on my chest. I winced as she dragged the shoe slowly over my skin, leaving an angry red line on my torso. Then, moving her foot slightly, she did it again, drawing a second line parallel to the first. I squirmed underneath her, and she smiled down at me, watching my face closely for any hint of resistance. She ought to have known by now that I wouldn’t dare.

Then, she stood. From below, I watched as she reached behind her back, unzipping the dress that wrapped her body so tightly. It fell to the floor, and she stepped out of it, kicking it carelessly aside. Next, she unfastened her bra, sliding that down her arms and tossing it onto her desk. Her breasts stood out proud from her chest, her nipples engorged, the soft flesh trembling with every step she took as she stood above me. I gazed up directly at her pussy as she placed one foot on my chest, her hands on her hips, her dark eyes looking down at me as she pinned me to the floor.

“This is so much fun, you know that?” she said. “Like I’ve told you, I’ve had slaves before. But having you as a frustrated horny office boy to share with the girls is the best idea I’ve ever had. And you love it too, don’t you? You love being our submissive tease toy and doing everything you’re told.”

“Yes, Boss,” I croaked, my eyes fixed on her pussy as it hovered above me, promising more teasing delights to cum. “I love being your submissive office boy, ma’am.”

Amanda laughed again. And then, she lifted her foot from my chest. Standing with one foot on either side of my head, she bent her knees, lowering her pussy down to my face. And as she sat on my head, I knew exactly what was required of me. With all the frustration and desire I felt, I licked desperately at her wet slot, and as usual, my reward was the sound of my goddess’s pleasure ringing out in the air of her office.

She really did control me completely. And I absolutely loved it.
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