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The Choice
It was a stormy Friday afternoon when Gregory found himself in the intimidating office of his boss, Ms. Diana. Her office was a testament to her fierce personality, adorned with powerful artworks and bold colors.
“Gregory, your performance has been lacking for the past few months,” she said, her tone icy. She was leaning back in her chair, her eyes piercing his own.
“I...I understand, Ms. Diana,” Gregory stammered, avoiding her gaze.
“You have two options, Gregory. Either you're fired, or you accept a punishment that I deem fit,” she said, her voice still cold and stern.
“What...what kind of punishment?” he asked hesitantly.
“Public humiliation, Gregory,” she replied, a wicked smile playing on her lips.
Without a second thought, he chose the latter. He couldn't afford to lose his job.
“Very well. You can start by serving as a table for our meeting tomorrow,” she said, dismissing him with a wave of her hand.
---
The next day, Gregory found himself on all fours, acting as a table for the meeting. He could feel the cold weight of the documents and coffee cups on his back, the stares of his colleagues burning into him. Every time a paper was picked up or a cup was set down, he had to thank the person.
“Thank you, Mr. Johnson,” he would say, his voice barely above a whisper.
After the meeting, Ms. Diana called him back into her office.
“Now, for the second part of your punishment,” she said. She walked over to a cabinet and pulled out a leather riding crop.
“You will be spanked, Gregory. And you will count and thank me after each one,” she continued, her voice filled with anticipation.
He bent over her desk, his heart pounding. With each strike, he counted out loud and thanked her. The pain was sharp and immediate, but he took it without complaint.
“Thank you, Ms. Diana,” he would say after each spank, his voice shaky.
---
The final part of his punishment was the Murga punishment, a humiliating form of discipline originating from the Indian subcontinent. He was made to squat and hold his ears, imitating the pose of a rooster.
He held the position in the middle of the office, his colleagues snickering around him. The humiliation was unbearable, but he endured it, knowing that this was his chosen path.
By the end of the day, Gregory was exhausted. But he still had his job. He knew he had a long way to go to regain his dignity and prove his worth. But for now, he had survived, and that was enough.
---
A Surreal Office Day
I've always been the kind of guy who keeps his head down and just does his job. I work for a tech company and my boss, Ms. Deveraux, is a no-nonsense woman who's notorious for her strict ways. I've always admired her grit and determination but one day, things took a very strange turn.
One day, she called me into her office. "John, we need to talk," she said in her stern voice. I immediately felt my heart rate quicken. I walked into her office, nervously clutching my laptop.
"Close the door," she ordered. I complied, my palms getting clammy. "You’ve made some mistakes in your recent report," she said, pointing at the screen of her laptop.
"I...I'm sorry, Ms. Deveraux, I'll correct them right away," I stammered, trying to keep my composure. To my surprise, she stood up and walked over to me.
Without any warning, she gave me a quick swat on the rear. I was taken aback and I gasped, "Ms. Deveraux! What was that for?"
"Consider it a reminder to double-check your work," she said, a slight smirk on her face. It was humiliating but I didn't want to lose my job so I nodded, keeping my surprise and embarrassment to myself.
"Good," she said, "And since you're here, you can help me with something else." She sat down on her leather chair and extended her leg, pointing at her high-heeled shoe. "My heel's been bothering me all day. Give it a lick, maybe it'll help."
I was stunned. "Excuse me?" I asked, hoping I didn't hear her correctly.
"You heard me," she said, her tone firm. I didn't know what to do. It was absurd, humiliating, but I was too shocked to protest. I bent down and did as she asked, the taste of leather and polish filling my mouth.
After that, she stood up, "You're not done yet, John," she said, "I'm tired and my chair is uncomfortable. You'll do."
"What?!" I was at a loss for words.
"You heard me. Get on your hands and knees. You're my chair now," she demanded. I complied, too stunned to argue.
As I kneeled there, serving as a human chair, I realized that my day had taken a strange and surreal turn. This was not what I signed up for when I took this job, but it seemed like I had no choice at the moment. I felt humiliated and embarrassed, but I knew I had to stick it out. After all, this was just another day in the office.
I promised myself that this would be the last time I would let her treat me like this. I was going to stand up for myself. But for now, I had to endure this strange, surreal day.
Office Punishment
The day was as ordinary as any other, until one fateful moment altered it completely. I was sitting at my desk, typing away, when my boss, Miss Thompson, walked up to me. She was an intimidating figure: tall, confident, and with a reputation for her unorthodox methods of managing the office.
"Simon," she said, her voice stern and commanding. "I need to see you in my office."
I instantly felt a knot in my stomach. I had heard stories about her infamous 'disciplinary measures', but until now, I had never been on the receiving end. I followed her to her office.
Once inside, she closed the door behind us. "Simon, I've received reports about your poor performance lately. Is there something going on?" she asked.
"I... I'm sorry, Miss Thompson," I stuttered. "I'll try to do better."
"That's not enough, Simon," she said, her eyes narrowing. "I think you need a lesson in discipline."
Before I could react, she kicked me lightly on my shin. It was more of a nudge than a kick, but it was enough to make me stumble. "Now, Simon," she said, a devilish smile on her face, "I want you to lick my heels."
"What?!" I exclaimed, shocked. "You can't be serious!"
"Do you think I'm joking, Simon?" she asked, her voice dangerously low.
I gulped, thinking about my pending bills and the job market. I bent down and did as she asked, a wave of humiliation washing over me.
"That's not enough, Simon," she said, her voice filled with an eerie glee. "Now, I want you to do the 'murga' punishment."
I was familiar with the 'murga' punishment. It was an old school punishment where you had to hold your ears through your legs, mimicking the pose of a rooster. "You want me to do what?" I asked, hoping I had misheard her.
"You heard me, Simon," she said, her tone indicating that she was not to be questioned.
I sighed, resigning myself to my fate. I bent down, grabbed my ears, and started making rooster sounds, feeling utterly ridiculous. Miss Thompson sat back in her chair, chuckling at my predicament.
"Good, Simon. Now, let's hope this teaches you a lesson about slacking off," she said, her eyes twinkling with amusement.
As I left her office that day, I felt a strange mix of humiliation and determination. I decided then and there that I would prove myself to Miss Thompson, not by becoming her entertainment, but by becoming the best employee I could be. And eventually, I did. But that's a story for another day.
A Day of Humiliation
The day started like any other, with me, John, working diligently at my desk. As a diligent employee at a major corporation, I was used to the long hours and heavy workload. But I was not prepared for what my boss, Mrs. Peterson, had in store for me.
For some reason, she was in an unusually bad mood. She stormed into my office without knocking. Her eyes were ablaze with anger, her lips pursed in a thin line. "John," she hissed, "you messed up the report. As a punishment, you're going to give me a foot massage."
"Seriously?" I asked, in disbelief. But before I could protest, she had already kicked off her shoes and was propping her feet on my desk. With a sigh, I got to work, applying pressure to her arches and toes. As I was massaging, she suddenly grabbed my hair, pulling my face close to her feet and laughed. "You should thank me for this opportunity, John."
I was flabbergasted but decided to play along. I didn't want to make matters worse. "Thank you, Mrs. Peterson," I murmured, my cheeks burning with embarrassment.
Next, her command was even more outrageous. "Strip down to your underwear and do 10 squats while pulling my ears. And count loudly for each one."
I thought she was joking, but the stern look on her face told me otherwise. "One... thank you, Mrs. Peterson. Two... thank you, Mrs. Peterson." I gritted my teeth through the humiliation.
Once the squats were over, I thought the worst was behind me. But I was wrong. "John," she said with a smirk, "for the rest of the day, you'll be my chair."
I was too shocked to respond. But I did as she asked, kneeling on the floor and allowing her to sit on my back. The rest of the day was a blur, a mixture of discomfort and embarrassment.
As I left the office that day, I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief. Despite the humiliation, I knew I had proven my loyalty and dedication to the company. But I also knew I would never forget this day, the day I was punished and humiliated by my boss.
The Unconventional Office Day
As I walked into the office, my heart pounded with anxiety. The memory of my last interaction with my boss, Ms. Sinclair, was still fresh in my mind. I had made a blunder with the quarterly reports, and Ms. Sinclair, known for her unconventional methods of punishment, had given me a task I could never forget.
"Mr. Anderson, you need to understand the gravity of your mistake," she had said sternly, pointing at her stiletto heels. "You will kneel and clean them. It will remind you of your place and your responsibilities."
I had swallowed my pride and done as she commanded. I knelt, cleaning her heels with a grimace on my face. The taste of humility was bitter, but I knew I deserved it.
"Stand up now, Mr. Anderson," she had ordered. "We're not done yet. You will do ten push-ups, count each one aloud, and thank me for the lesson."
I had complied, doing each push-up with a loud count and a meek 'thank you' after. She watched me, her face impassive but her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.
"Good, Mr. Anderson. Now for the rest of the day, you will be my table. You will hold my files, take notes, and assist me in every task. Remember, you're here to serve the company and me," she had declared.
And thus, I had spent the day as her human table. It was a tough and humiliating experience, but it was also a wake-up call. I had made a grave mistake and this was my punishment.
"Mr. Anderson, are you listening?" Ms. Sinclair's voice broke my reverie. I looked up to see her standing in front of me, her arms crossed over her chest.
"Yes, Ms. Sinclair," I replied.
"I hope you've learned your lesson," she said, her tone softer than before. "Remember, in this office, we value accountability and responsibility."
I nodded, taking her words to heart. "Yes, Ms. Sinclair. I understand. I apologize for my mistake and thank you for teaching me a valuable lesson."
As I walked out of her office, I knew I had learned a lesson I would never forget. I had a new respect for my job, my responsibilities, and my boss. This unconventional punishment had served its purpose. I was ready to work harder and smarter, to prove myself worthy of my position in the office.
From that day forward, I became a better employee, not out of fear of punishment, but out of respect for my job and responsibilities. And for that, I was grateful to Ms. Sinclair. Her unconventional methods had taught me a lesson I would carry with me for the rest of my career.
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