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No Escape 
 
      
 
    When Kyle walked into the conference room, he expected to face other programmers, which meant they were supposed to be young and male like him. Instead, a woman sat at the opposite end of the table. Alone, she had straight blonde hair, wore dark rimmed glasses, and barely looked up when he approached. 
 
    “Is this Conference Room A?” Kyle asked, wondering if maybe he was in the wrong spot. 
 
    Clearly, this young woman couldn’t be in charge of hiring new programmers, he thought. For one, she was far too attractive. Usually, when it came to the women in human resources, they all tended to be approachable but dowdy. This woman looked more like a model. 
 
    “It is,” she said. “Please come in and have a seat, Kyle.” 
 
    “And you would be?” 
 
    “My name is Heather. I am the CEO of this company.” 
 
    “Heather?” Kyle asked, repeating her name. After another second, he felt foolish for doing so, but then he remembered seeing the name of the CEO as H. Reston. Apparently, H. stood for Heather. 
 
    “That’s right. But would you like me to repeat myself?” 
 
    “No, that’s not necessary,” he said, scrambling to sit down at the other side of the table. The conference room felt strange, especially with so much distance between them, but Kyle told himself that he could do this. He had been through plenty of bizarre interviews, and this wouldn’t be any different. 
 
    She had a tablet in front of her, swiped her finger along the screen and said, “Tell me about Blue Dynamics.” 
 
    The last company where he worked. 
 
    “There were some interpersonal disputes,” he replied, doing his best to sound as neutral as possible. 
 
    “From what I understand, there were some rather significant accusations.” 
 
    Kyle felt the heat grow along his cheeks. He didn’t know if it was legal for Heather to know that stuff, especially because nothing had officially happened. He hadn’t been sued or even fired. That said, three of the senior managers suggested that he would be better off if he quit. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “I was friends with some people. There were some misunderstandings.” 
 
    “Do you consider yourself to be a misogynist?” 
 
    “No,” he said immediately, his voice tight with vehemence. 
 
    Heather paused to study him for a few seconds. The light seemed to reflect off of her classes, make it harder for him to see her eyes and read her expression. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “That’s right. I’m not a misogynist. I’m not a sexist.” 
 
    “Do you consider yourself to be a feminist?” 
 
    Kyle bristled. He hated that word. As far as he was concerned, nothing could be more insulting for a woman. How could any man think of himself as a feminist? Feminism was all about justifying weaknesses and attacking men. It was garbage, the worst kind of faux intellectualism. 
 
    Obviously, Kyle didn’t say anything like that. Instead, he replied, “I don’t believe in using labels like that.” 
 
    “Feminism is simply the idea that women and men should be treated equally,” Heather pointed out.  As she spoke, Kyle couldn’t help but notice she put women first in her description. Then again, he didn’t consider why men should always go first either. 
 
    “I can see how that might be your perspective,” Kyle said, again fighting hard to remain diplomatic. 
 
    “The most frustrating difficulty when it comes to gender dynamics and politics is this: too many people are used to certain kinds of behavior, and they don’t know how to adapt. They think that any sort of modification of their behaviors constitutes some kind of oppression. They don’t or refuse to recognize how certain social structures have always benefited them.” 
 
    Kyle could feel some heat along his neck. His heart started to beat faster. 
 
    Before leaving Blue Dynamics, he never would have put up with this kind of “interview”. Seriously, she hadn’t even asked any programming questions yet! He was supposed to show up, work through some problems on a white board, demonstrate his abilities, and get offered a job. 
 
    Instead, they were talking about gender like this was some kind of college seminar! 
 
    But still, Kyle didn’t say anything. He needed this job. Apparently, his reputation had spread throughout the city. Hell, it seemed like everyone knew about what happened back at Blue. 
 
    “That makes sense,” Kyle finally said. 
 
    “I’ve reviewed your resume, and I discussed your position with several of the other employees. We think that you might have the potential to be a good fit here, but on one condition.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Kyle, you have always enjoyed a certain privilege. Simply because of your gender and economic class, you have always been able to assume things are easier than they might be for other people. I bet, when you first started taking your computer science classes, no one ever wondered why you are there. No one assumed that you couldn’t or shouldn’t succeed based off of your sex or any other background characteristics.” 
 
    “No,” he said, but he really, really wanted to disagree. After all, he believed computer science was supposed to be entirely meritocratic. He couldn’t imagine how expectations could affect anything. Then again, he never considered why his teachers called on him first and always had faith in his abilities. 
 
    “Here, we are very much concerned about fairness, and that’s why I can offer you a position. It will pay quite well. You can talk to HR about your exact contract, but there is a specific policy you will need to abide by. Are you interested?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, thinking that he would agree to anything, so long as it meant he could get back to work. 
 
    None of the other companies wanted him. Kyle tried not to think about it, but this really was his last chance. 
 
    Unfortunately, computer science wasn’t entirely meritocratic because politics had a way of seeping into every human endeavor. 
 
    With a casual swipe of her finger across her screen, she sent him a message. 
 
    Kyle felt his phone buzz. 
 
    “Take a look at this policy,” she said. “We have crafted it specifically for you, but I think that it will be very beneficial.” 
 
    Kyle pulled out his phone, and he started scanning across a variety of different bullet points. One word kept appearing in front of his eyes: chastity. 
 
    In the first couple of seconds, Kyle really didn’t understand. Chastity sounded like some old-timey term, something he might hear in a medieval movie or maybe it would be a girl’s name. Inevitably, he pictured a girl named chastity working at a strip club. Suppressing the urge to smile at that idea, Kyle continued to read. 
 
    The mirth dissipated, his mouth got dry, and he didn’t know what to say, especially because this contract all came down to one specific point. If he wished to work at this company, he would agree to wear a chastity belt. It would be locked around his waist, it would bind his genitals, and he wouldn’t even have the key. 
 
    “Why? Why is this necessary?” Kyle asked, his voice vibrating with more fear than he expected. 
 
    “Because I have spent way too much time dealing with boys like you,” she said, putting it bluntly. 
 
    “Can you do that?” 
 
    “This is a private company. We have a great deal of latitude when it comes to hiring.” 
 
    “Does anyone else have to do this?” 
 
    “That isn’t your concern,” Heather told him. 
 
    Kyle kept staring down at his screen. His fingers trembled slightly. They got warm and slick. 
 
    More and more, he wanted to tell her that this wasn’t fair, but then he remembered how he always derided people who complained about stuff like that. Fairness wasn’t really a concern for a guy who had always succeeded in life. In fact, he routinely said people just needed to work harder or be smarter. 
 
    But as different companies saw him as toxic, what was he supposed to do? 
 
    “I don’t think I can do this,” he said. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “No,” he finally said after another second. He really wasn’t certain of anything. 
 
    “Kyle, I know this is difficult for you, but I need to make sure that you understand your place here. Males, unfortunately, are often driven by their libidos. As such, they can’t be trusted. I think a chastity belt could be very good for you. Besides, it’s not like it would make a great deal of difference, don’t you think?” 
 
    “This would be private, right?” 
 
    “Absolutely. No one knows the terms of any given contract outside of the professionals who work in our human resources department.” 
 
    He needed a position. He needed to repair his reputation. 
 
    Kyle started to nibble on the inside of his mouth as he considered the different possibilities. 
 
    He looked through the contract, saw the picture, and he resisted the urge to flinch. Kyle didn’t entirely succeed, not when he had to look down at the metal band, the restrictive cup, and the lock on the side. Clearly, if he put something like that on, he wouldn’t be able to get it off. 
 
    Nothing less than a blowtorch would probably be able to melt through the metal. And if he wore that thing, those extreme measures obviously wouldn’t work. 
 
    He ran through the calculations just as he normally did, but then Heather started tapping her fingers on the tabletop. “Kyle, if you don’t want this position, tell me now. I don’t like having my time wasted.” 
 
    “I’ll do it,” he said, the words vibrating out from his dry throat. 
 
    “Good,” she said. She tapped a different button on her tablet screen. A moment later, the door opened, and a girl with short black hair walked into the room. She lowered a box down in front of Kyle before turning around and walking away. 
 
    Kyle sat up straight. “What? Are we supposed to do this now?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said simply. “Officially, you can start tomorrow, but I will make sure that you are wearing your chastity device.” 
 
    Kyle bit down on his lower lip. 
 
    At this point, he could back out. He could tell her that he didn’t want to do this, that he didn’t need the job. Unfortunately for him, the programming world was far smaller than he had expected before leaving Blue Dynamics. 
 
    “Can I at least have some privacy?” 
 
    “No,” she said. “And that door is locked. You might as well hurry up and get it over with.” 
 
    Her eyes glided along his body. Suddenly, he felt a lot more like prey. Shrugging off those responses, Kyle told himself that he was a real man, and he could do this. If this feminist brat needed to see him in a chastity belt or whatever, he could handle it. He would earn back his key in no time, and maybe then he would show her just what he could do. 
 
    His shaft twitched slightly at the prospect, but Kyle wasn’t going to allow himself to be intimidated. That’s why he stood up, pulled off his tie, shrugged off his coat, and slipped his tie out from beneath his collar. 
 
    “It’s just your pants,” Heather said to him. 
 
    He blushed, realizing that she was right. 
 
    Refusing to acknowledge what she said, he pulled out his belt, kicked off his shoes, and pulled down his pants. Next, he removed his boxers so he now stood there in front of her, disheveled and half naked. 
 
    Heather didn’t bother to hide her interest in his body. She studied him, examining his cock, looking at his chest, his shoulders. 
 
    “You know, this could constitute sexual harassment,” he told her. 
 
    “True,” she said. “But considering your reputation, no one is going to believe you.” 
 
    His eyes widened for a second. That threat should have made her back down, but his voice failed and he didn’t know what to say. So instead, he turned to the box, ripped through the tape and opened it. Inside, he found the belt. Everything was constructed and ready for him. He simply had to put it on. 
 
    Kyle took a few more seconds to study the device. The metal band would be tight around his waist. The protective cup would make it impossible for him to get off. In fact, he wouldn’t even be allowed an erection. 
 
    Breathing in and out, he began to put it on. This meant aiming his flaccid shaft into the cup. It fit snugly, but it worked. He wasn’t going to be able to touch his scrotum or his penis, not anymore. From there, he tried to connect the two ends of the band together, but he had some trouble. 
 
    Heather stood, strode over to him, her high heels clicking against the floor. He turned around and watched as she grabbed the device, deftly connecting the two ends together. 
 
    “Give me the lock,” she said, holding out her hand. 
 
    Heather could have easily reached it herself, but she wanted to make sure he was complicit in this. 
 
    Because he thought he just needed to get this over with, he grabbed the lock and handed it to her. She took it, slipped it into place, and then he flinched when he heard the next sound: click. 
 
    That little noise buzzed through his body for less than a second, but he looked down at the small, brass lock. He tugged on it. 
 
    “Get dressed and go home. I will see you tomorrow.” 
 
    Disoriented by everything that had happened, Kyle quickly obeyed. 
 
      
 
    That night, he sat in front of his computer, tempted to learn more about Heather, her company, and whether or not her proposal had even been legal. But again and again, he stopped himself for one simple reason. This time around, legality didn’t matter. The government didn’t get to say very much, not with his reputation. People wouldn’t believe him. And even if he did something silly like try to sue, he would still be the guy who had actually consented to wearing a chastity belt. 
 
    Twitching at the thought, Kyle instead try to take the belt off. 
 
    At first, he just smirked, thinking this would be an easy exercise. After all, he wasn’t just a computer programmer. Kyle thought of himself as a scientist and engineer. He excelled at these sorts of problems. 
 
    Normally. 
 
    But in this case, the belt had been designed quite well. He could pull on it, tug on it, work at the lock, but nothing seemed to help. Even trying to pick the lock didn’t actually yield any real results. It seemed generic and simple enough, but as he watched a couple of different videos, he soon realized that this tiny device was far too elaborate for his meager skills. Maybe if he went to a locksmith, but even then Kyle was skeptical. 
 
    So instead, he showered, went to bed, and pulled the blanket over his body. Tentatively, he reached down, poking at the metal band first. From there, he tried to move his fingers along his scrotum and up the shaft. He couldn’t. 
 
    His most sensitive body parts been taken away and imprisoned. 
 
    Kyle didn’t really want to believe this was happening, so he closed his eyes and did his best to sleep. But that night, he dreamed. He dreamed about a beautiful girl with long blonde hair and glasses. It was Heather. He thought of her naked, tied down and helpless. He thought about how good it would feel to touch her and tease her. He wanted to stroke her and hear her moan. 
 
    Oh yeah, that would be amazing. 
 
    Better yet, he wanted to slap her ass, finger her, tweak her nipples, and listen to her moan. He wanted to hear that stuck up girl beg for him to stop. Or maybe she had to beg for him to continue? 
 
    Oh yeah, a girl like that was probably really dirty. She probably had all of these perverted fantasies she wouldn’t admit. 
 
    Before he could really enjoy himself, Kyle opened his eyes as his phone buzzed for his attention. 
 
    It was time to go to work. 
 
    He turned off the alarm, and then he reached down under his blankets. His shaft was as hard as it could get. It kept pushing up against the top of his chastity cage. Frustrated, he wiggled and squirmed around like that might make some difference. 
 
    Then he pulled on the metal, realized it wouldn’t possibly break, so he threw his hands back, frustrated. 
 
      
 
    Kyle quickly showered, got dressed, and drove to work. 
 
    At the front desk, he found a name badge waiting for him. It would double as the key card he could use to access the building. A young woman from HR escorted him to his desk. There, he would program, work on tracking down bugs, and planning out new products. 
 
    “You will eventually be assigned to a variety of different teams. For right now, we need to wait to see what you can do.” 
 
    “Okay,” Kyle said, shifting around slightly. 
 
    The girl’s eyes drifted down toward his crotch. She didn’t try to be especially subtle about it, which made him blush. 
 
    “Can I help you with anything?” Kyle asked. 
 
    He was embarrassed about the chastity cage. Why wouldn’t he be? His manhood had been locked away. 
 
    “No, I’m good,” she said, sounding completely blasé. 
 
    The girl finally turned around and strolled away. He thought he heard her giggling for a couple of seconds, but Kyle couldn’t be sure. 
 
    In his inbox, Kyle found several projects. They were simple enough, but they required his focus and attention, which was good considering that he needed to distract himself. Occasionally, he would look up and see one of the secretaries or assistants. Often, they were attractive young women. He wanted to study their chests, their asses. He wanted to imagine what it would feel like to run his fingers through their hair and pull them back or hold them down. 
 
    More and more, he could feel the arousal simmer at the back of his brain. 
 
    It didn’t help that he couldn’t do anything about it. 
 
    At his old job, if he’d gotten extremely horny, he could have gone home and enjoyed himself. In this position, he knew that wasn’t possible…for a variety of reasons. 
 
    About halfway through the day, he received a message. 
 
    It was from Heather. 
 
    He saw her name, Kyle didn’t really know what to do. Theoretically, he probably should have been honored. This was the CEO of the company, and she had something she wanted to say to him. 
 
    But his heart started to beat faster. 
 
    Adrenaline pulsed through his body. 
 
    Holding his breath, he clicked on her name and read the message. 
 
    She wanted to see him in her office right away. 
 
    What did that mean? 
 
    Had he already messed something up? 
 
    Kyle didn’t think so, but he straightened his back. Despite the chastity belt, he could handle this. She was just a girl, after all. As far as Kyle was concerned, evolution had given him every advantage. Men were more intimidating, stronger, smarter, and ultimately more confident. For a guy like Kyle, there was a reason why men dominated every major profession across the planet. 
 
    It didn’t take him long to find her office. The oak double doors loomed over the rest of the workspace. Since there wasn’t anyone seated at the desk outside of her office, he walked up and knocked. 
 
    “Come in,” Heather said, her voice feminine and brusque at the same time. 
 
    He opened the door, stepped across the threshold, and he marveled at the size of her office. Equipped with a huge desk, it also had several couches set off to the side. Bookshelves were dominated by trinkets and various tomes. 
 
    When she heard him enter, she glanced up for a moment. Her hair was pulled back into a severe ponytail, and she wore a black turtleneck. 
 
    She stood up and walked around her desk. Leaning against the edge now, she smiled. She had on black heels. They were probably crazy expensive. Her skirt was shorter than he expected, but she also wore stockings. Yeah, Heather definitely knew how to dress like a powerful female executive. 
 
    “You wanted to see me?” Kyle asked. Being close to her definitely turned him on, but he tried not to think about that. After all, he couldn’t do anything, so he needed to remain focused and relaxed. He didn’t realize it because he didn’t want to consider it, but maybe the chastity belt did him some good. 
 
    “That’s right, Kyle,” she said, making him flinch when she used his name directly. “I’m interested in your progress.” 
 
    “I’ve only been here for a couple of hours,” he said. 
 
    “True,” she said. “But you have also been in a chastity belt for almost a full day.” 
 
    “Do we have to talk about that?” Kyle asked. He tried not to sound nervous. He tried and probably failed. 
 
    “Yes,” she said, letting the word his out between her teeth. “I’m in charge here, so we will discuss whatever I like. And right now, I want to know about how you feel.” 
 
    “Frustrated,” he said. 
 
    “Do you think you’re handsome?” 
 
    His lips parted, and Kyle didn’t know what to say. Theoretically, he did fine with women, but that was none of her business! 
 
    Apparently, Heather didn’t agree. She studied him, her gaze impassive as she waited for him to answer. The silence stretched on. Eventually, it became unbearable, so he stammered out something like, “Yeah, I guess I’m okay.” 
 
    “Stand up and take off your shirt. I liked what I saw yesterday. I want to see more.” 
 
    “I’m not taking off my shirt,” he insisted. 
 
    “Okay. You don’t have to. But you should know that I’m keeping track of exactly how long you should stay in chastity. Every time you disobey me, I’m going to add another day.” 
 
    “What, you can’t,” Kyle growled back at her. 
 
    “And I will add another day every time you contradict me.” 
 
    “You can’t put me on a timer!” 
 
    “That’s three days. Do you really want to continue?” 
 
    Lips parted, Kyle really, really wanted to say something. Throughout his life, he’d always been free to express himself. But at this point, he stared at the beautiful young woman standing before him, and he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “No. I don’t want to continue,” he said. 
 
    “Tell me you enjoy wearing a chastity belt.” 
 
    His eyes got bigger for a second, but he didn’t respond right away. 
 
    “Good,” she teased. “You’re learning. But that doesn’t mean you can’t get out of obeying me. Tell me you enjoy wearing a chastity belt.” 
 
    “I, I enjoy wearing a chastity belt,” he said, succumbing. 
 
    “Good. Are you turned on right now?” 
 
    Yes, but that wasn’t fair. She was standing in front of him, and she was gorgeous and she must have known it. 
 
    “No, of course not,” Kyle tried to say, only his voice came out scratchy. 
 
    She strode toward him. 
 
    Kyle began to retreat back, but she came on too fast, and she grabbed him by his shirt. She shoved him up against the door, and then she leaned in. 
 
    “I could kiss you right now. I think you’d like that. Tell me I’m wrong.” 
 
    Remembering how she could add time to his chastity sentence whenever she wanted, he held his breath. 
 
    Then she leaned in, she pressed her lips to his. “Kyle, I really enjoy having you here,” she said after breaking away for a moment. He wanted her to kiss him again. She rubbed her body up against him, so he experienced the soft give her breasts, the proximity. He could smell her perfume. It was like some addictive combination of cherries and strawberries. His head was spinning, his thoughts fractured, and Kyle didn’t know what to say. 
 
    That’s when she kissed him again. Her lips curved deliciously as she smiled. 
 
    Then she pulled away. 
 
    “If you want, we could have sex right now.” 
 
    “Yes, please,” he answered right away, the words snapping from his lips. 
 
    Turning around, she strode back to her desk. She jumped up onto the flat surface, and then she raised herself up just enough to pull her panties and stockings down along the length of her legs. Moments later, she discarded her shoes as well, leaving the discarded clothing near her toes. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    Were you really going to do this? Was he really going to have sex with his boss? 
 
    Yes! 
 
    This proved everything Kyle had already wanted to believe about her. The chastity belt was just some game. It didn’t really mean anything. It didn’t change anything. 
 
    Kyle took a step forward, but she wagged her finger and smiled at him again, the coquettish grin almost dangerous. 
 
    “No. Stop.” 
 
    He froze. 
 
    Like a woman accustomed to giving orders, Heather grinned at him, the corners of her eyes crinkling as she said, “Crawl over here.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious.” 
 
    “I’m very serious. Something in her tone made it clear that she could dismiss him at any moment. 
 
    Gulping, he lowered himself down onto his knees. With every movement, he expected her to burst out laughing and to tell him to stop. She didn’t really expect him to crawl, did she? 
 
    Another glance at her pretty face made it clear she did. 
 
    Kyle glanced over his shoulder at the door, but he knew it wasn’t locked. He crawled toward his boss, his knuckles and knees hard against of the hardwood floor. Finally, he stopped before her. 
 
    “Kiss both of my feet,” she ordered, wiggling her toes in front of him. 
 
    He pressed his lips to her right foot, that her left. He kissed them, just the way she wanted. 
 
    “That’s right. There’s a good boy. You should know something about me, Kyle. I have a very peculiar ideology.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I believe that women are supposed to be in charge. And that’s what you are going to believe while you work for me.” 
 
    He wanted to smirk or laugh, but then his cock twitched again, he could feel the confines of his cage. 
 
    No, he couldn’t risk annoying her, especially when she could keep him locked up for as long as she wished. But for them to have sex, she would have to let him out. Kyle clung to that hope even as he looked up at her. 
 
    “Do you agree?” 
 
    “Yes. I agree,” he said. As the arousal spread to his body, he would have agreed to anything. Just being close to this woman was enough to make his body tingle with desperation. 
 
    “Good. Tell me what you believe.” 
 
    “I, I believe that women are supposed to be in charge.” 
 
    “Because women are superior?” 
 
    His breath caught. No, of course not! At best, some women might be equal to men, but Kyle didn’t really believe that. As far as he was concerned, men had every right to control government and every major corporation. Sure, women could be decent business people, especially when they opened their little candle shops or bakeries. 
 
    “Yes,” Kyle forced himself to live. “Women are superior.” 
 
    “Prove it.” 
 
    She reached to down, put her hand on the back of his head, and tugged him forward. 
 
    In this first couple of seconds, Kyle really didn’t know what she expected. But as she pulled his face closer and closer toward her sex, he couldn’t mistake the aroma of her arousal. He saw her slit, wet and almost glistening with her juices. 
 
    “You’re turned on,” he said, feeling foolish once the words left his lips. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” she said simply. Was she teasing him? Was she mocking him? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    “If you want to have sex, you’re going to take your time and please me. My pleasure is all that matters to you right now. Understand?” 
 
    “I understand,” answered Kyle. He didn’t, not really, but he was okay with this. 
 
    As a grin played across her lips, she looked down at him. He kissed her first. Yes, he pressed his lips gently against her slit. After another couple of seconds, he opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue, and used it. He licked her gently, barely touching her, yet Heather still didn’t mind. 
 
    “You find this demeaning, don’t you? Don’t worry you don’t have to answer. Your mouth is better suited for pleasure than talking.” 
 
    His shoulders tensed up, it was clear he wanted to spring to his feet and talk to her as an equal. 
 
    But they weren’t equals. She was his boss. More importantly, she had the key to his chastity belt. 
 
    Telling himself that he only cared about having sex with this gorgeous specimen, he licked her gently, moving his tongue up and down. Moment by moment, he became more confident as he seemed to figure out what he was doing. 
 
    In the meantime, she petted him, running her fingers along the top of his head and through his hair. Occasionally, she would push him in deeper, forcing his tongue to delve into her wet opening. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good. There we go. That’s right. Keep licking, Kyle. You’re my employee, which means you do as I say. I’m your boss. I’m in charge.” 
 
    Once he got out of the chastity belt, he intended to show her what a real man could do. 
 
    In the meantime, he told himself that this was just a bluff. He wasn’t really sacrificing anything as he licked her slit. His tongue explored the soft curves and contours of her pussy, but he just needed to do this long enough to get out of the belt. From there, he would get to bend her over that desk. He would be the man; he would penetrate her, claim her, and show her what it meant to surrender. 
 
    Kyle could wait. 
 
    “Deeper,” she ordered. 
 
    Even though he hated doing it, Kyle obeyed. Swirling that the tongue, he pressed in deeper, causing her to moan. Apparently, he didn’t know what he was doing. A little jolt of satisfaction ran through his body. The tangy flavor of her excitement simmered over his tongue, but he didn’t slow down. 
 
    On the contrary, he sped up. 
 
    Bizarrely, worshiping her like this turned him on even more. He clenched his eyes shut for a moment as he tried to ignore the discomfort emanating from between his legs. His cock ached. He wanted to feel her; he wanted to plunge down into her with his shaft. 
 
    He couldn’t wait for that experience. And once he had it, she would never be able to take it away from him. Even if she fired him, it wouldn’t matter because he would have scored on her. 
 
    That thought nearly made him grin ferociously. 
 
    Instead, he concentrated on pleasing her. 
 
    “There’s a good employee. That’s right. Keep licking, Kyle it appears you know what you need to do, don’t you? You need to obey me. You need to stay right there on your knees. This is the only way you get to have sex. Yes, it is.” 
 
    Kyle wanted to grunt or growl back at her, yet he didn’t dare defy her, especially because she could change her mind. 
 
    He hated that thought. 
 
    Tentatively, he reached up and touched the chastity belt. His fingers moved along the warm metal, and he pressed down on the padlock. This thing was so solid, so strong and elaborate. Outside of using a chainsaw, he didn’t think he could get it off. 
 
    That infuriated him, yet he suppressed that anger and continued to lick obediently. His tongue moved up and down, up and down, faster and harder. 
 
    “Oh yes, just like that. There we go. Show me where you belong. Show me you’re a good boy.” She chuckled at him. Maybe she could see the red gather along his forehead and down his cheeks. This girl had hired him, sure enough, but she also enjoyed taunting him. 
 
    Pretty soon, she threw her hands back, raised her shoulders, lifted her chin, and panted through her ecstasy. “Yes, yes, yes!” If Heather worried about any of her other subordinates hearing her come, she didn’t give any sign of it. 
 
    Putting her hand casually on his forehead, she shoved him back. “Enough,” she said, probably trying to summon up that same authority from before. After her climax, she seemed more cheerful. 
 
    Good, Kyle. This would be it, his opportunity. 
 
    He started to stand up, but she looked right down at him, placed one hand on the top of his head, and nudged him back to his knees. “No,” she told him, one brisk word to freeze him in place. “I didn’t say you could get up. In fact, I want you to crawl back over to the couches. That’s where we are going to have sex.” 
 
    “Fine,” he said. After another half second, he worried that maybe his reply would get him in trouble. 
 
    But no, she watched as he crawled again. 
 
    Sex. He just had to wait for the sex. That’s when evolution would put him on top, both figuratively and literally. 
 
    Heather didn’t bother putting her stockings or panties back on. In fact, she returned to her desk, opened a drawer, and retrieved several items. 
 
    Kyle glanced toward the door, wondering if he should ask for permission to lock it, but that’s when she came up behind him, slipped the blindfold over his face, and started to tie it into place. 
 
    “What’re you doing?” 
 
    “Shush,” she said. “It’s going to be more fun this way.” 
 
    With another nervously audible gulp, Kyle didn’t answer. 
 
    He felt especially vulnerable as she began to strip him down, removing his shirt, his pants, his shoes and socks, even his boxers. Soon, he had nothing on except for his chastity belt. 
 
    Moment by moment, he expected to hear the click of the lock as she took it off him. Instead, she grabbed his hands and pulled them up front. Then cool metal touched his wrists, encircling each one. 
 
    “What are those?” 
 
    “Handcuffs,” she said cheerfully. 
 
    Handcuffs? Really? 
 
    After another moment, he tried to pull his hands apart, but they wouldn’t budge. Instead, the metal edges pressed into his skin, probably leaving little indentations. Although he couldn’t see, he tried to feel around for some kind of release button or lever. These kind of sex toy restraints always came with some trick, right? 
 
    There was just one problem. These weren’t actually toys. They were quite serious. 
 
    Getting frustrated, Kyle tugged, twisted, and yanked on the cuffs, only he couldn’t free himself. In the meantime, Heather seemed to enjoy the show. 
 
    “You can try to get away, but it won’t do you any good. Your mine now.” 
 
    He didn’t like the sound of that, but there was nothing he could do either. So he pressed his lips together, remained steady, only then he felt his hands get pulled forward. A moment later, just as his knuckles brushed along the couch cushions, he felt the restraints tighten again. Only now he was bent over the back of the couch. 
 
    She returned to her desk, came back, and then she started to tie his ankles, spreading them toward the couch legs. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Kyle asked, way too late. 
 
    Up until this moment, perhaps he had some doubt, assuming this was just some part of her game. She wanted him to crawl? Fine. He could do that. She wanted him in handcuffs? He could handle that too. 
 
    But now his legs were spread, his body bent forward, and his arms trapped. 
 
    “You’re almost ready to have sex,” she said. 
 
    A moment later, she ripped open a tinfoil package, slipped her finger into the condom, and then she lubricated it. 
 
    Of course, Kyle couldn’t see what was happening. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Heather wanted it to be a surprise. 
 
    With one hand, she grabbed his ass and parted his cheeks, except she didn’t give him any time to adapt or even really figure out what was about to take place. From there, she pushed down, sliding her finger into his vulnerable opening. 
 
    Jerking his head up, he tried twice as hard to escape his bonds, but there was no escape, not for Heather’s boy. He pulled and twisted, but he couldn’t free his ankles from those ropes. He strained the cuffs around his ankles as much as he could, but he wasn’t about to break stainless steel, which meant she could penetrate him with that digit, and there was nothing he could do to stop her. 
 
    “This isn’t fair,” he grunted. “You said we were going to have sex!” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she replied. “We will.” 
 
    Kyle didn’t understand, but Heather had no interest in telling him the truth, not yet. The poor boy would figure it out soon enough. If he needed some extra time, that was fine with her. If he needed to squirm in his own uncertainty, that didn’t bother her either. 
 
    A wicked grin played along her face as she pushed her fingers into him, pulling out gently, teasing and taunting him with those penetrating movements. 
 
    “Just think about it, Kyle. Right now, you get to be the girl.” 
 
    “What, what do you mean?” Somewhere deep down, he must have known exactly what she intended, yet perhaps he held onto the hope that she wouldn’t have the right equipment. Maybe shoving a finger into him would be the worst she could do. 
 
    No. 
 
    This was Heather, a young woman who planned everything out. She never lost any negotiation or argument because she always knew precisely what she wished to accomplish. So she pulled her hand back, pulled off the condom, and then she took out another set of toys. 
 
    With his eyes covered, Kyle didn’t know what was happening, not precisely. 
 
    Different possibilities swirled through his head, but he didn’t like any of them. His breathing quickened, and he pulled against the handcuffs again, maybe hoping he might be able to somehow slip free. He tried to make his hands as narrow as possible, but Heather noticed exactly what he was doing. 
 
    “That will not work,” she commented, “But you are free to try.” 
 
    Blushing again, he stopped. Instead, he just yanked as hard as he could on the cuffs, and the metal dug down, increasing little indentations into his wrist. Neither Heather nor Kyle really cared about that. 
 
    He squirmed helplessly, wishing that he could just break free! He had to get away! 
 
    But how? What could he do? 
 
    Those questions pounded through his head, making it impossible for him to think clearly. 
 
    But while he struggled, Heather got ready. 
 
    Once she had pulled on the harness and slipped the toy into place, she looked down at her new phallus. She stroked the soft, silicone contours. Oh yes, this is going to be perfect. 
 
    “Kyle, have you ever had anal sex before?” 
 
    “No,” he said, his voice strained. 
 
    Suspicions started to clarify with everything she said. 
 
    “Then you can think of this as a new experience.” 
 
    She grabbed his hips, her nails pushing down into his soft, vulnerable flesh. She pulled herself forward, thrusting into him. 
 
    His eyes got big behind the blindfold, but he couldn’t stop her. He tried to clench down, but the inside walls of his opening were already slick with the lubricant, making his defiance futile. 
 
    Heather pushed into him, the tip of her artificial shaft sliding along the walls of his opening. He felt it, inch by inch. And even when he managed to clench down just enough to slow her, he started to think that maybe he could stop her. 
 
    Only then Heather pushed harder, thrusting into him. 
 
    After another second, she pulled back. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    He could feel his shaft struggle against the walls of its imprisonment for one reason: some part of him somehow liked this. Somehow, some part of him found this enjoyable! 
 
    No, no, no. Kyle didn’t want to believe or accept it, yet he couldn’t deny the truth. He could feel his shaft struggle so hard, swelling, only to encounter the sides of his chastity cage. He couldn’t get a real erection, but he wanted one so badly! 
 
    “I like having sex with you,” she said. 
 
    “This isn’t sex!” Kyle couldn’t manage to say anything else. 
 
    “What are you talking about? Of course, this is sex. I’m on top of you, I’m pumping you, and I’m making you enjoy it.” She laughed, the crystalline sound reverberating out onto the air like the ringing of bells. 
 
    Kyle needed to argue with her, but then she reached up. She still had one hand on his hip, but now she grabbed him by his mouth. She covered his lips with the palm of her hand, turning everything he tried to say into a futile murmur. 
 
    Behind the blindfold, he clenched his eyes down shut, hiding as much as he could, but that only made it worse. 
 
    “Shush, Kyle. No one cares what you have to say. Remember. You belong to me. You are my employee. You had to come in here and beg for a job.” 
 
    That wasn’t how Kyle remembered it happening, but now he knew she had him. He couldn’t get work anywhere else. After all, she had been the “nice” one, the woman who had been willing to give him a chance despite his reputation. 
 
    If she decided to badmouth him in the industry, he truly would be blacklisted. No one would ever give him another opportunity. 
 
    Which meant that he had to take this, every inch. 
 
    She shoved down into him again, only to pull back. Moment by moment, she pumped him harder and faster. 
 
    All the while, Kyle told himself that she would get bored. After all, this didn’t do anything for her. 
 
    Or maybe it did. 
 
    “I’m really enjoying having you bent over like this, Kyle,” she said as she slowed down and then stopped. The dildo remained buried deep within. He clenched down, only to feel that alien presence inside of his body. It was humiliating, degrading, and it made him want to try to fight again, although he already knew he couldn’t possibly break free. 
 
    Tense and humiliated, he kept his head down, he didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Tell me you like getting taken. Tell me you like being the girl.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Oh, you just said no to me. I guess that means you want another day of chastity.” 
 
    Behind the blindfold, his eyes got huge. 
 
    “No. You can’t do that! Please, please don’t!” 
 
    “Two more days,” she said. “Tell me, how do you think you’re going to feel when your chastity sentence finally ends?” 
 
    Mouth parted, he panted, gasping desperately, yet Kyle still didn’t know what to say. The words abandoned him, fluttering out of his head. 
 
    “Please, just give me the key!” 
 
    She laughed, clearly enjoying that. Bliss and glee vibrated through her every sound. 
 
    “Why would I do that? Kyle, I love having you as my slave. I’m not going to let you go!” She twittered as though that was the dumbest thing she had ever heard. 
 
    Pressing his lips together, Kyle wanted to look around, but he couldn’t. He was completely trapped. He wouldn’t be able to break the ropes binding his ankles any more than he could shatter the chains locking his wrists in place. 
 
    He hated that knowledge; he hated that simple reality and truth of his situation. 
 
    But still, there was nothing he could do about it! 
 
    “Tell me you’re going to be a good slave. She lowered her voice for the command. 
 
    “I won’t do it!” 
 
    “Another day. You know, at this rate, I’m going to start thinking you really like being in chastity. Is that what this is? Do you love being in chastity? Does it make you feel like you belong to me?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then I guess that means I’m wrong,” she teased. “Oh, and hey. You just contradicted me again. What does that mean? Oh yes, it means you get another day.” 
 
    Kyle had lost count by this point. 
 
    “If you aren’t careful, you’re never going to get out of that chastity cage.” 
 
    Unable to think clearly and unsure about anything he could do, Kyle frantically pulled and thrashed against his bindings, yet the chains and ropes didn’t yield any more this time they did before. 
 
    He hated that sense of helplessness, especially because she grabbed something else, a silk scarf. Just as he opened his mouth again, she pushed it into his mouth, using it like a bit on a horse. She pulled, and he couldn’t even talk any more. His tongue kept getting caught up against of the silk. 
 
    Using his bit as leverage, she pushed into him again, thrusting hard. She pumped, working her hips forward and back until it felt like he might have an orgasm, but he couldn’t achieve an erection. His shaft still somehow managed twitch, to vibrate. He hated every second of it, especially because it almost felt good. It almost felt like an orgasm. 
 
    His ruined the climax pulsated until she finally yanked back altogether, pulling the dildo from his butt cheeks. 
 
    Stepping back, she breathed heavily. “Wow. That was quite a workout. Maybe this is what I should start doing with you every day. What you think of that? This could be my morning workout routine!” 
 
    He opened his mouth to tell her that she could never, ever do something like that, and then he stopped himself. Kyle knew better. If she really wanted to torment him that way, that it would be her prerogative. But if he contradicted her, more time would be added to his chastity sentence. 
 
    “You’re at ten days,” she said. 
 
    “Ten days?” 
 
    A second later, he felt the key slide into the lock, only it wasn’t connected to his chastity belt. Instead, she opened up the handcuffs, freeing his wrists. Seconds later, she untied the ropes holding his legs spread. 
 
    Turning around tentatively, he reached up for the blindfold. Then he felt her soft fingertips along his knuckles as she stopped him. “No. You don’t get to take that off without permission.” 
 
    Kyle clenched his jaw for a second, this somehow felt logical or natural. 
 
    “May I take off the blindfold?” 
 
    “Yes,” she finally allowed. “You may.” 
 
    He pulled it away, looked down at his naked body, and then he looked over at her. It wasn’t fair. Incredibly, “eat me out again,” she ordered, snapping her fingers and pointing down to the floor in front of her. 
 
    “I’m not getting on my knees again.” 
 
    “Do I have to fire you? Or maybe peg you again?” 
 
    Kyle bit down on his lower lip to keep himself from saying something he would regret. 
 
    “You already have to spend so much time in chastity. You really want to make it even longer?” 
 
    “I don’t,” he finally said. 
 
    Reaching up as though she were about to play with a toy, she pushed down on the top of his head. He could feel her fingertips as she applied the force. It wasn’t very much. It didn’t actually make him do anything, but his knees still buckled anyway. He fell before her, and she strolled around to the other side of the couch before leaning back, spreading her legs, and relaxing. 
 
    Kyle crawled. 
 
    She didn’t even need to give him the command this time. Instead, he simply moved along on his knuckles and knees. As he did so, his shaft ached so desperately for a genuine orgasm. The ruined climax wasn’t anywhere near enough. In fact, his body still thrummed and yearned for more, but she wasn’t going to give it to him. 
 
    “This must be frustrating for you,” she said. “It must be so embarrassing!” 
 
    He wanted to say something else, but she reached down, grabbed him by the back of his hair, and then she forced his face back between her inner thighs. He had licked her only a little while ago, but now he did it again. As he served and serviced her, he felt as though he had lost something. She had stripped away some key component of his identity, his masculinity, or his independence. 
 
    His tongue worked again, penetrating her, sliding up and down, slipping left and right. He flicked the tip of his tongue along her clitoris, also so that she could enjoy this. 
 
    And she did. Oh yes, how she enjoyed having this arrogant programmer down on his knees, licking her with something close to desperation. 
 
    “You know, it’s all because of the chastity belt,” she explained. “This is the key to owning a boy like you, Kyle. It isn’t about blackmail, pay, or even a real threat. It’s about getting a man’s penis under control. When you own his sex, you own him. Boys are so predictable like that.” 
 
    Kyle wished he could disagree, but he didn’t want to add any more time to his chastity program. 
 
    Besides, he couldn’t speak anyway. 
 
    Massaging his head with her fingertips, she rocked forward and back. With every movement, he felt as though he had been reduced to the status of a dildo. 
 
    “I loved taking you, Kyle. It feels so good. You look so helpless, wiggling and struggling, but you couldn’t get away, could you? Nope. You are my slave now. I love having you like this. And just think. I can call you whenever I want, you’ll come running for one simple purpose: to pleasure me. That’s what your mouth is for now. You realize that, don’t you, Kyle? It isn’t to talk or to strategize. Your mouth is on your handsome face to serve me. You love licking me. Say it.” 
 
    As she made that declaration, she pulled back on his head, forcing his mouth away from her slit. 
 
    “I love pleasuring you,” he said. 
 
    “You love licking me,” she corrected. 
 
    More than anything, he wanted to jump up and try to fight back. He could pin her, tie her up, and force her to give him the key. And yet, this girl would be too smart for something like that. She would put countermeasures in place, making sure that he couldn’t just seize the small piece of metal. 
 
    To think that one single key could be used to control him so completely… 
 
    Kyle hated the idea, which caused his shoulders to rise, his back to straighten, and the anger to surge through him. He practically growled at her, but then he gave her what she wanted. “I love licking you.” 
 
    “Yes, you do. And now it’s time for you to get back to work. Isn’t it?” 
 
    “Fine,” he snarled back. 
 
    Kyle started to stand up, but her hand shot out again, and she grabbed onto his shoulder. “Oh no,” she said. “That’s not the tone you use with me. Beg for permission to go back to work so you can make me money.” 
 
    His mouth felt dry, but Kyle still made himself say what she wanted. “Please, may I go back to work so that I can make you money?” 
 
    “Yes, you can,” she said, patting him on the head one more time. 
 
    Kyle jumped up onto his feet, he grabbed his clothing and got dressed as fast as he could. 
 
    Then he fled, retreating back to his desk. 
 
      
 
    One day wasn’t supposed to be terribly long. Theoretically, every span of time should be objectively the same as any other similar length of time. But that’s not how it felt, not to Kyle. 
 
    A strange sense of divergence spread through his body as the week went on. 
 
    At first, it seemed to go a little bit faster, especially because he could work hard. Why? 
 
    Because he was horny. That desperate arousal pumped extra energy into his body, making it easy for him to leap from one project to another. He hardly had to think about it. 
 
    But as fast as that next day went, the one after seemed to drag on a little bit. Sure, he continued to work, but when he posted it, he would stop and glance around the rest of the office. If he happened to be unlucky, then Heather would walk by. 
 
    He would see her tight yoga pants, short skirts, or even a pair of snug jeans. He stared at her, his eyes big. He wouldn’t be able to blink. His breathing would speed up, and he would yearn to spend some more time with her. 
 
    He remembered how it felt to have her penetrate him from behind. A hot surge of humiliation raced through his body, making it impossible to put any coherent ideas together. 
 
    And then he would have to go back to work. He would have to sit down, look at his computer screen, deal with problems, and try to find a small bugs. 
 
    It was so infuriating, but he couldn’t do anything about it. 
 
    At one point, he actually stood up, and he was ready to march over to her office and to demand the key. 
 
    What would she do? 
 
    Laugh. 
 
    Really, there couldn’t be any other outcome, so he remained at his desk, and he continued to work. 
 
    Sometimes, he could zone out, typing, clicking, losing himself to the different problems he had to solve. But then there would be the other moments when he couldn’t imagine anything but her lips on his, the feel of her fingers gliding along his naked body, even that artificial phallus as she pumped into him. 
 
    He actually started to yearn for it. 
 
    Why? How could that happen? 
 
    Then, after about three days, she called him back into her office. She remained seated in front of her computer as she casually waved him toward the seat in front of her desk. 
 
    He sat down but kept his back straight. He felt a lot like a student visiting the principal’s office. 
 
    “How do you feel you have performed thus far?” 
 
    “I’ve been very productive,” he told her. 
 
    It should have been easy for Kyle to look right into her face. But there was something about the way she had her hair swept back, how the strands seemed to catch the light, her eyes would dig into him. So instead, he looked down at the floor. He felt ashamed of his inability to intimidate her, but this woman was Heather. She was the CEO, rich, powerful, and utterly control of what would happen to him. 
 
    He didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    “Yes, you have been fairly productive. I’m impressed. Have you been obedient?” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “When one of your female coworkers asks you to do something, do you obey?” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Kyle, it’s a simple question. Do you do as you’re told?” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “I’m adding another day to your chastity sentence,” she said. 
 
    “No! Please, you can’t!” 
 
    “Two days,” she said, lifting a pair of fingers. 
 
    The color drained away from his cheeks, and he stopped himself from saying anything else because he knew he would only make fresh mistakes. 
 
    A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth, perhaps as she unfurled her plan or maybe because a new idea occurred to her. Either way, she inclined her head and seemed somewhat more sympathetic. “You know, if you want, you can always beg for mercy. You like to try that, Kyle? Would you like to plead?” 
 
    Theoretically, he hadn’t spent that much time in his chastity belt, yet the desires hammered at him, making it more and more difficult to think. If such a short time span made him feel this way, where would he be in another five days? Another eight? 
 
    Kyle didn’t know, and he couldn’t bring himself to think about it either. Instead, he swallowed nervously, looked at her, and tried to determine if this was some sort of trap. 
 
    It was Heather; of course it was a trap. 
 
    Even so, he swallowed nervously and lowered himself down to his knees. “Please, please don’t give me more time! Please, I really don’t think I can take it!” 
 
    “Are you inferior?” As an offhand question, it didn’t sound like a very big deal one way or the other. But if he told her what she wished to hear, he would acknowledge her superiority. He would entitle her to own him. 
 
    “Yes,” Kyle said, mostly because he couldn’t think of any other way to respond. 
 
    “That’s right. You’re inferior so does that mean you have to trust me?” 
 
    Again, those words seemed like a trap, but he couldn’t think of anything else to do or say. “Yes!” 
 
    “Good. That means you should respect the simple fact that I have decided you belong in chastity. You’re going to go through your entire sentence like an obedient slave.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, inhaled, tensed, and then stopped. Finally, he forced himself to utter the words she really wanted to hear. “I, I understand.” 
 
    “There’s a good boy. Now go back to work.” She shooed him away, her fingers brushing along the air. 
 
    Kyle rose to his feet, walked back to his desk, and then he sat down, uncertain of how he would survive the next couple of days. 
 
    At some point, he tried to convince himself that this would get easier. Really, he wasn’t supposed to stay desperate. His body wasn’t supposed to ache for orgasm like this, but he didn’t know how to make that happen. His body didn’t settle down; it didn’t relax. If anything, his desires continued to mount. 
 
    It didn’t help that the next day Heather visited him in his cubicle. She leaned downward, allowing him to stare into her cleavage. His eyes roamed along the curves of her canyon, and he wanted to touch her, to squeeze her, to hear her moan and pant. Oh, that would have been so amazing! He ached for the opportunity, but Kyle didn’t say anything because he knew she wanted to drive him wild. 
 
    It was a stupid cliché, but she dropped a pen at one point, bending over and allowing him to be so close to her ass. When she stood up, she looked back at him. “You know, I could take you into my office right now and peg you again.” 
 
    “No,” he squeaked. 
 
    “You contradicted me. I guess that means you want another day,” she said. 
 
    As Kyle stammered and stuttered to defend himself, she stood up and strolled away. It was so easy for her. 
 
    The days continued by, one after another. 
 
    Sometimes, he would go home, curl up under his blankets, and try to touch himself. His fingers might brush along his inner thighs or over his legs. Those tantalizing sensations made it feel as though he might be able to take his shaft in his hand and masturbate. 
 
    But he couldn’t. 
 
    Heather had seen to that. No matter how much he wanted a release, he couldn’t have it! 
 
    Like some child, he kicked up at his feet, throwing his blankets off. At that point, he was hot and sweaty, his body keyed up and ready for sex of any kind. 
 
    He was tempted to try to call Heather, to plead with her. Even if it meant getting taken in the ass again, he would have gladly paid that price for just a little bit of relief. Of course, it was late, she would be at work, and she probably wouldn’t give him anything. 
 
    The next morning, he knocked on her office door. 
 
    Her assistant quickly came up to him, told him that she was busy, and he could make an appointment if he really needed to speak with Heather. Apparently, her first opening would be in three weeks. 
 
    Kyle spun around, stomped back to his desk, and he collapsed into his chair. 
 
    Because he had nothing else to do, he worked. He worked so hard and hoped desperately that Heather might hear about his productivity and decide to give him a reward. 
 
    After three more days, she walked by his desk and leaned down to whisper, “I know that this is very hard on you, Kyle, so I’m going to let you go back into my office and beg for an orgasm. If you can do a very, very good job, maybe I will let you out of your chastity belt. We will even have sex. Would you like that?” 
 
    He stared at her, almost as though she were a mirage. Part of couldn’t really believe or accept the idea that this gorgeous woman was offering him what he so longingly craved. 
 
    With that same smirk on her mouth, she strolled away from his cubicle. 
 
    When he scurried over to her assistant, he asked if Heather had any free time that afternoon. The assistant looked back at her boss’s calendar, seemed surprised, and said, “Yeah, if you don’t mind waiting until six o’clock, you can definitely spend some time talking to Heather.” 
 
    “Please, sign me up,” he said. 
 
    The assistant raised an eyebrow, probably because she didn’t understand why this young man would be so pathetically eager to spend time with the boss. With a shrug, however, she typed in his name. 
 
    After that, he went back to his desk and sat down, only to face a different kind of torture. 
 
    He needed to figure out what he would do, what he would say. 
 
    Theoretically, begging should have been easy, but Heather was a woman of refined tastes. Clearly, she had thought about what she might do with him for a long time, hence the equipment. But if that were the case, he had to figure out precisely which words, tone, and body language might suit her best. 
 
    He stopped thinking about himself. Instead, he focused entirely on her. 
 
    As he sat there at his desk and worked to the best of his ability, the other employees began to sneak off, abandoning their desks as soon as they could. So many people wanted to get home early or beat the evening traffic. 
 
    Not Kyle. 
 
    Like a good employee, he kept working, pounding through one problem after another. 
 
    Finally, he looked down at the bottom right-hand side of the screen. Six. 
 
    He jumped up, scurried to her office door, and he had to stop himself at the last moment. He was terrified of opening the door, only to provoke her rage. Instead, he stood there for another moment, knocked, and waited. 
 
    One second, two, three, four, five. They ticked by, one after another, each one infuriatingly slow as he waited. 
 
    Had she gone home? Had she forgotten her meeting? Or maybe her assistant had just been messing with him? 
 
    Kyle hated all of these possibilities, but he still stood there. 
 
    “Come in,” came her voice, muffled but unmistakable through the door. 
 
    Kyle opened it, rushed inside, and he closed the door behind him. From there, he lowered himself down to his hands and knees. Keeping his eyes aimed at the floor, he asked, “Please, please can I come over there and kiss your feet?” 
 
    “Why would you want to do that?” 
 
    “To demonstrate my gratitude,” he told her, just as he had been rehearsing inside of his head all day. 
 
    “Oh, if that’s what you really, really want to do,” she told him. 
 
    He crawled over to her desk, making his way around. Once there, he froze, waiting for her to say something. 
 
    “You wanted to talk to me?” 
 
    “I was hoping that I might plead with you,” he said. After another second, he added, “May I?” 
 
    “You came here to beg? Like a slave?” 
 
    He gulped, nodded, all without looking up at her. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, sounding like some magnanimous Princess. 
 
    He raised his head, got up on his knees, and held his hands together as he said, “Please…please may I pleasure you with my mouth again? Your satisfaction is all I care about.” 
 
    That wasn’t entirely true, and she must have realized it, but then she tilted her head to the side and asked, “Are you hoping that I’m going to let you out of your chastity cage?” 
 
    “I am,” he said truthfully, thinking that lying would only get him in trouble. 
 
    “It might,” she said, giving him just a little bit of hope. 
 
    With a nervous gulp, he nodded as she sat up, pulled down her pants, and took off her shoes. Her panties followed moments later, exposing her sex again. Wiggling one finger, she beckoned him forward. 
 
    This time, Kyle didn’t hesitate or pause. He brought his tongue up along her crevice. Not only that, he actually focused on her pleasure to the absolute best of his ability. 
 
    He licked her slowly, desperately. He ran his tongue up and down her sex, so he tasted her, listened to her as she started to moan, and savored every second of this. Inside of its cage, a shaft tried to harden. Little jolts of pain drew his attention away from her pussy, but he didn’t slow down or stop. 
 
    He hoped she didn’t know that he was distracted. 
 
    She put her hand on the top of his head again, only this time she allowed him the discretion of deciding how and when to lick. He kept moving his tongue in tight little bursts of movement, left and right, up and down, circles and spirals, all to please her. He worshiped her clitoris, and he could feel the heat radiate from her body. 
 
    She panted, moaned, came. She threw her head back, laughed, and enjoyed every second of this. 
 
    Finally, she looked down at him, her face flushed. 
 
    “Maybe I will let you out of that chastity belt. But first, you need to remove everything from my desk.” 
 
    Kyle didn’t even think about it. He jumped up onto his feet, and he carefully pulled her monitor away, along with the keyboard, pieces of paper, and various knickknacks. He set them down all in the corner. He moved swiftly and efficiently but also very carefully. If Kyle made a mistake, he knew any chance of release would disappear. 
 
    From there, she tilted her head to the side. 
 
    Although she had taken off her pants and panties, she crossed her legs and sat there in her seat with the same gravitas and decorum as any other CEO. 
 
    “Strip,” she commanded. 
 
    Again, he didn’t resist to the command. 
 
    Instead, he pulled off his pants, his shirt, everything. He kicked off his shoes and socks until he was completely naked. 
 
    “Get up on my desk, close your eyes, and spread your arms and legs.” 
 
    Kyle obeyed. Soon, he found himself on top of that solid wooden desktop, his arms and legs spread, his body vulnerable. He could only think of being in the chastity belt. 
 
    “I’m going to let you out,” she said. “After I tie you down.” 
 
    “I understand,” he said, doing his best to sound diplomatic. 
 
    Then again, she probably didn’t care about his “diplomacy,” not when she had absolute power here. 
 
    Because she could, she grabbed the rope from her desk, and then she began to circle it around his right wrist. From there, she tied it to the leg of the desk. That thing was massive, which meant Kyle could struggle as hard as he wanted. Maybe he would be able to rip through the rope. Probably not, but he had some degree of hope. Moving the desk? No, that wouldn’t happen, no matter how hard he tried. 
 
    She tied down his limbs, one after another until all four were bound tightly to the corners. 
 
    Kyle could probably move a quarter inch in any direction, but that was all. 
 
    Then she reappeared over him, and she dangled something just above his mouth. 
 
    At first, he didn’t know what would be connected to that thin, silver chain. Then his lips tightened, his thoughts locked up, and he figured it out: the key to his chastity belt. 
 
    Kyle didn’t beg, not at this point. Instead, he just looked up at her, and she seemed to enjoy the expression of panic etched into his face. 
 
    Without saying anything, she slipped the key in the lock on his chastity belt. Then she pulled the cage away, freeing him and allowing his shaft to harden. 
 
    “I could ride you right now. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Yes, please!” 
 
    All of his fantasies of retaking control somehow and owning her had disappeared. 
 
    “Maybe I should just touch you?” 
 
    Kyle wanted to tell her no, but he stopped himself even as her dainty fingers glided along his member. She teased him into a fresh erection. His body was so ready and responsive, his shaft rock hard. She wrapped her hand around his cock and moved up and down three times. 
 
    Just before he could climax, she pulled her hand away. 
 
    He groaned, but at least he didn’t say anything else. 
 
    Somehow, he couldn’t. 
 
    That’s when Kyle realized something. He was being trained. All of his vaunted ideas about escape had somehow disappeared. Instead, he looked up at Heather and just wished to please her. 
 
    “I can tell that you are almost ready to surrender. When we have sex, I’m going to be on top of you. I’m going to envelop you, and you will belong to me. You will be my slave. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes,” he agreed. Then again, he would have agreed to anything. More bizarrely, he would mean it. All of it. 
 
    Kyle couldn’t try to manipulate her or trick her. Instead, he was ready to surrender anything and everything he had so long as it made her happy. 
 
    She ran her fingers along his body, starting with his feet, then his calves, working her touch up, closer and closer to his scrotum and erection. Then she touched him again, squeezing, pulling away at the last moment, only to caress him a second later. 
 
    He squirmed desperately, struggling as hard as he could. 
 
    “Relax,” she said. 
 
    She put her hand over his eyes, blinding him temporarily. Then she pulled herself up onto the desk. “You need to control yourself, slave. You need to recognize that I am in charge because I own you. Your body belongs to me. I will decide what happens to you. You belong to me. Your orgasms belong to me. Everything you are, think, and believe belongs to me.” 
 
    “I understand,” he said. “You’re right.” 
 
    She lowered herself down, taking him. 
 
    Kyle worried that he would come right away. After all, it would’ve been easy to succumb, to yield to the heat, pleasure, and tension of her body against his. But then, she moved slowly, allowing his body to adjust. 
 
    Then she rose, lowered herself down, and that friction drove him wild. He wanted to struggle and thrash, to ram his shaft deep into her opening, but he held back. 
 
    She still had one hand over his eyes. 
 
    “I’m having sex with you, slave.” 
 
    “Yes, you are.” 
 
    “And I’m going to let you come,” she said, “but only when I give you permission.” 
 
    Those words hanging on the air, she grabbed his shoulders, and she started to ride him. At first, she took her time. Perhaps she didn’t really believe that he could control his reactions. But this wasn’t about his choice. Instead, something inside of him broke. 
 
    Kyle didn’t know where it came from, but there was just one overriding desire, one primal need to: please her. 
 
    Her pleasure mattered most of all. 
 
    She started to speed up, going faster and faster as she used his shaft as her own private dildo. 
 
    All the while, she looked down at him, his handsome face, his nice body. Perhaps she would put him on a workout routine, not so much because he needed it, but because she wanted to control him even more thoroughly. 
 
    That thought made her grin. “Your mine, Kyle. You’re always going to be mine. I will never let you get away, so don’t even think about trying to escape.” As the words left her lips, she called out, “No escape!” 
 
    Her pussy clenched down, and then she screamed out, “Now!” 
 
    Permission. 
 
    That’s when he pushed up and yielded to all of his instincts. His shaft pulsated again, and his orgasm seemed to scream through his body. Maybe that was Heather. He couldn’t tell one way or another. All sense of time, place, and reality faded away, replaced by the truth of that one glistening moment. It seemed to flash in every direction until he was actually spent. 
 
    When Kyle got his eyes open again, he saw that Heather was straddling him. She looked down into his eyes, kissed the tip of his nose, and said, “Breaking you again and again and again.” 
 
    He couldn’t contradict her. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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