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Mia Jones waited in her office, her legs crossed and swinging impatiently. The last three interviews had gone absolutely horridly. Ironically, she could really use a personal assistant to wade through the resumes of potential hires. She wore a black suit jacket which she had had tailored, unable to find one off the rack that did not look boxy and ill fitting. A grey dress helped her keep her femininity in the blandness of an office building, paired today with tall tan heels which made her stand just a hair under 6 foot tall. She knew she was an imposing presence and she refused to dial herself down. There was only one problem with making your career your priority. While she had no need for a relationship, she still had desires and her vibrator was the only thing satisfying her at the moment. The type of men she had time to meet had interest only in getting off and after a few sexually unsatisfying trysts she had decided to put her sexual life on hold until she was where she wanted in her career. She wanted a man who cared about her sexual gratification and her needs, a man who was more devoted to her pleasure than his own. Working a high stress job lead to frustration and pent up anger that she wished she could work out in the bedroom.

Mia understood that the banking industry was full of dinosaurs. The higher she rose, the more of an outlier she was in the sea of white, male faces, usually with family ties that went way back generation after generation. From the top seller in insurance to the manager with the highest sales quota in her division to her new position as executive director of a sector including 12 banks in one of the busiest financial districts of the city, Mia had not just risen like lightning because she was competent. She knew how to play the game. At 36 years old, she was the youngest female director, and the first black woman who had risen so high. She knew that many of her peers thought she had only risen to her position because of her race and gender. The reality was that her ideas needed to be twice as good, her plans rock solid, and her sales numbers the highest in order to keep moving up. She did not have the luxury of a rich family or a trust fund to get where she had gotten. Luckily, the only thing these dinosaurs liked more than tradition was making money, and Mia Jones brought results time after time. 

She also knew how conversations hushed when she came near and knew from the glances she got that she was interrupting a boys club. This was her first week in her new position of executive director and she needed to be included in order to make the ties she needed to further her career. That meant engaging in every aspect of the corporate culture, including having a spanking hot secretary. 

Which was why she had to be smart about her choice of a personal assistant. It was no secret that they were a perk of the job, and the fact that each woman doing the job was a perfect 10 made it clear what they were picked for. She had heard other directors bragging about the eye candy waiting on them hand and foot, and Mia knew that participation in such conversations were essential to making ties and connections on the inside. Which is why she traced her finger down the resume of the next man to interview, a young man who she was letting wait until she was ready for him to enter. She was in a foul mood because of the ineptitude of the interviewees that had wasted her time. But why wait? Mia figured that if anyone could be a good personal assistant, they would have to be able to work for her no matter what kind of a mood she was in. She dialed the front desk and told the secretary to send him in. 

Harrison fixed his collar nervously, trying to get his tie straight. He was glad the waiting room was cool, because he was uneasy enough about his first job interview for a real job. His two year scholarship had just ran out, and his savings were running dry. If he wanted to continue with his degree, he needed work, and fast. The advertisement for a personal assistant had been one of the dozens of jobs he had applied to, and the only one with a salary of over $30,000 which had called back. The first two years of college had been tough enough trying to balance his swimming with his workload, and now that his 2 year swimming scholarship had ran out he had no idea how he was going to make it all work. He was sitting in the waiting room in the 30th floor and felt out of place as men who wore their suits like they were born in them bustled about importantly. 

The secretary glanced up at him. “Miss Jones will see you now.” She motioned down the hallway and he thanked her. 

Harrison felt his mouth go dry and he stood, clutching a copy of his resume in a folder. His plain brown folder looked ridiculous compared to the leather briefcases that seemed to be the industry standard, but it was all he had.  He walked to the door with the golden nameplate stating “Mia Jones” and took a deep breath. He did not know what he was expecting when he opened the polished wooden door.

“They don’t teach you to knock?”

Harrison tried to hide his grimace as his heart sank. He had already messed up the interview so badly that he knew he had lost the job. He was flustered enough just looking at her. He had never seen a woman who emanated confidence and sophistication so easily. Harrison had always felt guilty about the fact that black women somehow intimidated him sexually, as if he knew he could never satisfy one. He knew it was wrong to think something like that, knew it was wrong to assume… but he always felt insufficient when he imagined himself being with anyone but a white girl. Right now, her dark brown eyes were staring at him expectantly, demanding an answer. 

“I’m… I’m sorry, the secretary said I could go in…”

“Already making excuses, I see. Well, don’t just stand there. Sit down.”

Harrison swallowed and walked forward, closing the door slowly behind him so as not to make a loud sound which he could tell would bring her ire crashing down on him. He sat in front of her and could barely meet her eyes. She was beautiful and knew exactly how to dress to accentuate her features. He had never felt so uncomfortable in front of a woman before, never felt so inadequate as he did before this ebony goddess. Something deep inside of him was stirring, some desire he did not quite understand that she brought out of him. He had never seen such perfection in his life. 

Mia knew he was unqualified for the position, but she could taste his nervousness and stress and felt a strange power. He did meet her requirements to have an excellent body and his young, innocent face made her want to corrupt him. The way he was staring, she could tell he was stunned by her and she enjoyed the way he could barely put a phrase together in his nervous state. While his suit was ill fitting, she could tell that he had an excellent body underneath it. The reason she had called him in for an interview had not been his work experience. It was the extracurricular section on his resume where he had listed his hobby and passion of swimming for the swim team at the local college which had confirmed to her that he was young and athletic. She was looking for a sexy, good looking trophy so that all of the other executives knew she took full advantage of the perks offered. It was a part of her plan for moving up even further. 

“Normally, you take the jacket off when you sit. Not used to wearing a suit?” Mia hide a smile as his cheeks reddened in embarrassment and he pulled off the jacket, draping it on the back of his chair. Her annoyance had vanished instantly as he entered, but she enjoyed making him squirm. His white dress shirt was slightly too small for him and she could see just how muscular and fit his swimmer’s physique was. She had been planning on changing nothing in her routine and simply having him as a talking point, to show him off and make the other executives realize she too was a pig who objectified secretaries and personal assistants. But now she realized she was no better than them. She wanted him, and loved how nervous, youthful, and out of his comfort zone he was. Keeping him on his toes was a pleasure in itself. He had an innocence to him that she was looking forward to robbing. She could already imagine his head between her legs as she relaxed back in her chair, rubbing his head as he pleasured her with his tongue. 

Harrison’s mind was working in overdrive, trying to figure out a way that he could salvage this disastrous interview. The fact was, he needed this job, and badly. He tried to calm himself.

“Well, Miss Jones, you’re right. I’m not used to wearing a suit, but I’m eager to learn. I’m a hard worker and I dedicate my all to any job I take. You will not find a more eager and willing worker.”

Harrison tried to sell himself, but it was difficult to even speak in front of her. He had never seen a woman with such a presence and he found himself having to force his eyes to her face as he kept looking at her body, his cock starting to slowly pulse in desire. He was incredibly embarrassed by the fact that he was getting aroused in front of her and tried his best to contain himself. Somehow, the fact that she was talking to him as if he was a speck of dirt on her shoe made him feel an attraction that he did not understand. 

“You’d have to be a very hard worker to make up for the complete lack of experience as a personal assistant in your resume. How old are you, anyways?”

Harrison’s heart was thumping. He was starting to think he had been called in to interview by accident. “19. I know I don’t have a lot of experience but -”

“Can you make coffee and look pretty?”

Harrison felt his cheeks turn red. Pretty? It was humiliating to be talked to this way by an older woman, especially one so gorgeous and sexy. He could tell she had absolutely no respect for him. Somehow, the way she was treating him was turning him on. It was as if she was looking at him as an object, like a piece of furniture to be admired and used, and nothing else.

Mia could see the desire in his eyes and somehow, humiliating him was making her feel powerful in a way that she had never experienced before. She had become used to managerial roles in her work, but there was a dynamic of power here she had never felt before. She wanted him, wanted to rip his shirt off and admire his form, and she could taste his desire for her in his every word. She had always been a fiery lover, but her couplings with men had often left her unsatisfied. No matter how hard she rode a man, how much she tried to take control, being fucked by a cock was inherently submissive. Being penetrated and succumbing to her lust was the only time she ever felt out of control. With this younger man, she found herself feeling completely and utterly in control of the situation. She wanted to see how well he obeyed her instinctively. She had planned to simply use him as eye candy, but she could not deny the urge she felt to humiliate and control him, an urge that seemed to come from somewhere deep inside of her that she had never felt before.

“Yes, I can make coffee, and do whatever else you need here.”

“Prove it.”

Harrison looked up at her, surprised. He was expecting her to tell him to leave at any second.

“Prove what?”

“Prove that there is any reason I should hire you over the hundreds of qualified applicants for this position. What possible reason could I have for hiring you if not for your complete ability to follow my commands? So don’t just tell me what makes you better than the other much more qualified applicants. Show me. Stand up and do 25 jumping jacks.”

Mia half expected him to walk out of the office right then and there. She was not sure if he would obey her or if he would simply leave, not willing to do something completely ridiculous in front of her. Mia almost regretted the command as soon as it left her mouth. What was she thinking? There was no way he would obey it. She kept her eyes firmly on him, watching him wilt under her gaze and willed him to obey, willed it to be the first of many orders as she took control of this younger, muscular man. 

Harrison had never been so confused, but he found himself standing up as if by instinct. 

“Are you… is this a joke,” he asked, not understanding.

“You know what? Nevermind, you can’t follow a simple order so you obviously don’t have what it takes to be my assistant. Get that ass of yours out of here.”

Mia loved being able to talk down to him, loved the shame that she could see in his eyes, the humiliation of being scolded and talked to as if he was a fool. Harrison started doing jumping jacks quickly. 

“No, I’m sorry, it won’t happen again. Please, I need this job. Give me another chance.” The way she was talking to him made his cock start to swell and he tried his hardest to finish the jumping jacks quickly before she noticed. 

Mia was watching his muscular, toned physique and saw how easily he did the jumping jacks while he talked, not even breathing heavy. He stood over six feet tall and she wanted to assert her dominance over this tall, muscular man, wanted to prove to herself that she could take control of a man so obviously her physical superior. Her eyes travelled down his body and saw his stiffening bulge and she wanted him badly, saw how deep his need to be used must be if her orders were already making him hard. She had never felt so sexy and powerful in her life. 

He finished and stood, sweating slightly, unsure what to do. He wanted to sit down and hide his stiffening bulge but he had the horrible feeling that she would yell at him if he did. There was something about her tone of voice that made him want to obey her instantly. 

“You must be hot in that shirt, take it off.”

Harrison pulled off his tie and unbuttoned his shirt slowly, unable to resist the command. He could see her eyes staring at him like an animal of prey and it both embarrassed him and turned him on to be objectified by her. He felt like she had taken control of him, and as he pulled off his shirt slowly he could see how intensely she was watching his torso. Admiring him, looking at him like as if he was a piece of meat. Mia could not believe how quickly he had gotten shirtless for her. His muscular torso was something out of her dreams. She could tell he swam daily and probably spent hours in the gym as well to get in shape for competitions. So many times in her life she had felt the attention of men who cared nothing for her but pretended to because they found her attractive. With Harrison, she was not going to pretend to care. She could tell he needed a job, and could tell he was not only attracted to her but also seemed to be strangely aroused by her ordering him around. She wanted to see just how far he would go. 

“Do you have a girlfriend, Harrison?”

Mia was devouring him in her mind. His pale, muscular physique was absolute perfection and she could tell he was not just obeying her orders to get the job. She could tell he needed this and it excited her. She could feel warmth growing between her legs and her nipples hardened under her dress. His cock bulged obscenely against his dress pants and she imagined unzipping his pants and pulling it out, stroking it hard and fast. 

“No Miss Jones. Swimming, training, and school take up all my time.”

“Not exactly a bright thing to say during a job interview, is that? How are you possibly going to be able to work 9-5 for me with your other requirements?”

Harrison felt exposed in front of her. He was standing shirtless in the office of a professional, black woman who was obviously attracted to his body and dismissive of his mind. His cock was throbbing and he could barely form words in his lust. The way she was ordering him around felt so natural and he felt as if it was his purpose to obey. He wanted her to want him, and the fact that she had made him strip his shirt off in front of her made him feel desired in a way he had not known he craved. Her eyes crawling up and down his body and the look of approval in her eyes as she licked her lips made him want desperately to feel her hands all over his body, her lips on his. It was growing more and more difficult to think in her presence.

“I… I only take three courses right now, evenings and weekends. Swim practice is at 5am and I can make it here on time.”

“Good. So, you’ve explained how you are going to be able to get to work. Now can you explain why your cock is hard?” 

Harrison felt his cheeks turning bright red as he realized she could tell he was hard in front of her. He dropped his eyes to the ground in overwhelming shame that she knew he was so incredibly turned on in front of her, that he had no control over himself in her presence. He felt like a stripper on display and it was turning him on in ways he could not understand. He could not even form words in front of her. 

“I think I know why you’re hard. I think you’re a slut. You’re more turned on by me than you ever have been before and you don’t know why. I’ll tell you why. It’s because I can see what you need. I can tell that you’re already imagining me taking charge of you, turning you into my personal little toy.” 

Mia could not control the words coming out of her mouth. They just seemed to flow out of her but the way he gasped and his breathing quickened told her that he needed exactly what she had just described. Harrison could feel his cock throbbing rock hard in his dress pants, begging to be released. He could not believe how this interview had taken such a turn. 

“I… I don’t know what to say… I… I’m attracted to you, you’re so… powerful.” Harrison struggled to form words. He was so turned on he felt like his mind was turning into mush. 

“Show me how attracted you are. Pull down those pants and let’s see what you have.”

Harrison hesitated and then unzipped his pants, seeing how her eyes were focused intensely on his groin. He pulled them down and then slipped his boxers down, his cock springing up and pulsing obscenely in its lust. He had never been so hard in his life. He was naked and exposed in front of this powerful black woman in professional clothes. He needed this job but even more so he felt the urge to serve her. He had never felt so attractive before. 

Mia watched his throbbing cock standing straight up in front of her. The fact that he was so aroused by the way she was demeaning him and objectifying him made her more turned on than ever before. She wanted to bend him over her desk and spank his ass hard. As soon as she desired it, she imagined it in her mind and the words spilled from her mouth. Why should she deny herself? She was in charge. 

“Bend over the desk.” 

Harrison shivered and slowly bent over the desk, feeling nervous fear as she stood and walked slowly around him, stopping behind him. He could only look forward as his heart pounded with anticipation and lust. He was in her control completely and felt that he would do anything that she said. He had always had an attraction for women who took control but had never met anyone like Miss Jones before. The way she was tapping into a side of him he had never known existed and had known instantly how badly he needed to serve was too intense to handle. He was completely naked in the office of a powerful, controlling ebony goddess and his cock rested on the wooden desk as he bent over.

Mia felt drunk with power. He was doing everything she said. She could not believe it. She looked at his toned, strong white ass and she wanted to spank him, make him beg for mercy. She had the intense desire to make him moan like she had so many times with men. 

“Look at you. You’ll do anything I ask, won’t you?”

“Yes Miss Jones, just please give me this job. Please, I’ve shown I will do whatever you ask me to.”

“Now that, you’ll have to earn.” She stroked his left buttock and gripped the firm flesh, hearing him moan in response. She could not believe it. He was so perfectly submissive. What kind of a strong, sexy young man had such a deep desire to be dominated? It ignited something deep inside of her. She wanted to take control of him, to make him beg and moan like a whore. 

She could not control herself. She raised her hand and brought it down firmly on his ass, slapping his thick, juicy behind with a satisfying smack. 

Harrison yelped in shock from the sting of her slap on his ass and felt his cock surging in need. It was as if this woman had stripped away all of his layers and exposed his deepest desire, a desire even he had not known. He had never experienced anything like this. He was being spanked by an older, dominant woman who had complete control over him, who had instantly seen what a slut he was. He felt like all of his secrets were exposed as he stood bent over and naked. 

She slapped his ass again, harder this time and the sting of her hand on the same spot started to hurt. He was strong but could tell that a few more slaps on his ass and he would be sore tomorrow. His cheeks were bright red with humiliation. This was the strangest, most intense experience in his life. How had she known he would follow her orders? How had she known he would be so aroused by her control? The pounding in his cock as blood surged made him moan with desire. 

“Miss Jones, please…”

“Please what, you little slut?” Mia was enjoying the way he moaned when he spanked her. She had never imagined that it could possibly be so easy to make a man whimper in pleasure like this. She could tell she had ignited some deep urge of his that maybe he himself had never known he had, something powerful that she had let out of its cage. 

Harrison wanted to stroke his cock more than anything in the world. His desire was pent up and he wanted to fuck her, to take her hard but could tell she was enjoying taking control of the situation. If he wanted her, it would have to be her rules.

“You’ve got a nice, thick cock for a white boy, you know that?” Mia watched his thick, desperate cock approvingly. It was laid out flat on her desk as he bent over, and she loved how… hungry it looked. She could see it throb with every surge of desperate lust that went through him. She wanted to stroke it, to feel it inside of her but the feeling of making him wait and teasing him was even more addictive. She wanted to make him beg. 

“Thank you Miss Jones,” said Harrison, and he felt a huge surge of pride that she had complimented him on his cock.

“And a nice sexy ass that’s just begging to be punished.” She punctuated her words with another hard slap of his ass, watching how his taut flesh barely rippled from the blow. Harrison’s cheeks were bright red from embarrassment and also pride that she liked his body. He had worked hard on it but this was the first time he felt truly sexy and appreciated for his form. 

Mia enjoyed the feeling of spanking him in a way she did not quite understand but wanted more of. But she could tell that he was strong and no matter how hard she spanked him, he could handle it. A wicked idea surfaced in her mind. 

“Give me your belt.” 

Harrison winced at her commanding voice and slowly took the belt out of his pants which were around his feet. He turned and handed it to her, and then bent over the desk again, bracing for the impact. 

Mia was trying to control herself. She had never experienced anything like this in her life. This younger, hunk of a man was bending over her desk, exposing his ass to her for punishment. She was in total control and the power went straight to her head. She could feel his desperate lust and his fear as she folded the belt over to make a strap. 

“If you can handle ten strikes from your belt, you’re hired.”

Harrison shivered in fear as he felt the cool leather rubbing against his ass. He was scared but his cock kept pounding away between his legs, aching for relief. 

“Yes Miss Jones, but please, please be gentle.” 

Her laugh sent fear through his heart.

Mia was almost panting with lust. She raised the belt up and whipped it down hard, seeing the flesh of his buttocks ripple from the impact. His short yelp of pain was music to her ears. Harrison gritted his teeth. He had never been belted before and the pain was much more intense than he had expected. He wanted the job, badly. But even more, he was realizing that if he went out the door and never saw Miss Jones again, he would be left with a craving that he would be unable to sate. 

Mia brought the belt down again, even harder and he yelled it pain, flinching from the blow. She saw the red mark that she had left and felt as if she was branding her property. 

Harrison gripped onto the desk with white knuckled hands. The second blow had been even harder than the first and his posterior was on fire. He did not know if he could handle another blow, much less eight. 

Mia could see him quivering in fear. She wanted to do more than just whip him. She wanted to see how far he would go, and how deep his need to be dominated truly was. She wanted him to beg. “You like being whipped on your sexy little ass?”

Harrison swallowed, wanting to cry out of embarrassment. 

“Yes Miss Jones.”

“Yes what, bitch?”

“Yes I like being whipped on my… on my sexy little ass.” 

Mia laughed, loving how he would do anything she asked, anything she ordered no matter how humiliating it was. She had never imagined that a young man so built and defined could hide such a submissive interior but she was enjoying turning him into her personal toy. She could only imagine what she would do to him when he was her personal assistant. She brought the belt down on him again, his yell echoing in the room.

“You better keep quiet, or someone will come in. Wouldn’t that be embarrassing for you? Bent over, naked like a dirty little slut and being punished?”

Harrison felt tears welling up in his eyes from the pain. He was shaking in fear and the idea of someone coming in on him like this was too shameful to bear. He did not want anyone to know what was happening, never wanted anyone to find out that he was being belted by a strong, powerful woman. He gritted his teeth, trying to prepare himself for the pain as he felt the belt lifted from his sore, red ass and knew another blow would be coming.

Mia watched as he flinched, expecting the blow to come rapidly and enjoyed the sight of how red his ass was already from the three strikes of the belt. She rubbed his sore ass and heard his moan of desire. She loved how white and pure his flesh looked, how the redness stood out so vibrantly against his paleness. She brought the belt down on him again, putting her arm into it.

Harrison tried to stop himself from making any sound but the harsh belting made hip yelp, softer this time but still audible. He could feel tears coming from his eyes and he was more scared than ever before. His cock was pounding relentlessly and he was hornier than he could remember. Fear and lust overwhelmed his brain. 

“You’re going to be my perfect, sexy bitch. Anytime you mess up, I’m going to belt your ass… or maybe I’ll get a whip, really make you pay for any little mistake. You still want to be my secretary?”

Harrison was panting and sobbing, humiliated by the fact that he was loving how she was taking control of him. He had never cried before a woman since he was a child and he was embarrassed to be so obviously weak in front of her. He gritted his teeth, determined to earn the position.

“Yes Miss Jones, I want to be your secretary more than anything. I’ll be perfect for- Ahhhh!”

He yelled out in pain as she brought the belt down on him a fifth time, right on the spot she had belted him before. He was in agony, his ass was on fire from her torment. He did not understand why his cock was leaking precum, could not understand how slutty and desperate he felt in her control. He had never had a woman stir something so deep and primal within him, a need which overpowered even the harsh stinging in his behind. 

“Good. Only five more strokes, and you’ve earned the position. Think you can handle it? Your ass is already turning bright red.”

Harrison tried to control his tears and replied. “Yes Miss Jones. I can handle it. I’m going to prove I’ll do anything for the job, follow any order you tell me to.”

Mia smiled in approval. She had never seen a man so desperate to obey. She brought the belt down on his ass methodically four times in a row in the same spot, his white flesh turning bright red and she could hear him sobbing in pain when she was done.

She was saving the last stroke for last. 

His muscular body was quivering in pain and fear, and she reached down and grabbed his full balls between his legs, holding them by the base and pulling down. Harrison knew she had his manhood in his hands and felt more mortified than ever before that he was crying openly, trying to handle the pain of his burning behind. She was cruel and commanding and he felt like a toy clutched in her hand. 

“One more stroke, and you’ve earned a position as my personal assistant… although I prefer the term secretary, don’t you? I’m going to strike your sexy, sore ass as hard as I can. But before I do that, I need you to know that if you’re my secretary, this is just the beginning. I’ve realized just how useful you will be for letting out my stress and you are going to have to do anything I say if you want to keep your job. So tell me, do you want this last stroke of the belt?”

Harrison was trying to think. His thoughts were slow in his haze of lust and pain. This job would solve all of his problems, but he was worried about more than just money now. Could he handle working for such a sadistic, powerful woman? He could not deny the powerful throbbing of his cock or the lust that was controlling his mind. He needed her. He needed her to use him however she wished.

He tried to form the words but the thought of another blow to his poor, abused ass was so terrifying that he could not. He was breathing so quickly he thought he was hyperventilating. Finally, he worked up the courage. “Please, Miss Jones, please give me the last stroke.” He forced the words out.

Mia brought the strap up as high as she could and brought it down with the entire force of her body. Harrison yelled loudly in pain, hyperventilating from the torture of being strapped repeatedly. He had never had anything hurt so much in his life. He had never been so turned on in his life, and his lust was even more powerful than the pain. 

“Get on the ground. Lie on your back.”

Harrison lay down on the hardwood floor, the cooling wood both much too hard on his tender flesh but also giving him some relief. He was just happy that she had gotten enough satisfaction from whipping him. He looked up at her, standing above him, and could see up her dress to her inner thighs, the darkness of her skin so new and erotic to him. He felt so weak and powerless as she stood, tall and confident above him, looking down at him with a mixture of lust and scorn. 

Mia could not believe this was happening. She had a young, sexy white man lying on the ground in front of her, his cock bobbing and pulsing with desire. Desire for her. The way he was looking at her with a combination of desperate horniness and terror made her feel like she was the only woman in the world. She could tell he had never been so turned on before in his life and she wanted to ride him hard, to feel his thick, white cock pushing into her. But she wanted to be in control. She pulled her panties off slowly, watching his eyes widen with desire and tossed them gently onto his face, landing right on his mouth. Harrison panted with desire. He wanted her to ride him, to finally give his aching, desperate cock relief. 

“Don’t move a muscle, slut,” said Mia and slowly straddled him, pushing her wetness gradually against his cock. She kept her clothes on, her dress tight around her as she sat back slowly on his manhood. She could feel it pulsing against her tight opening, but his cockhead was thick enough that she needed to take it slowly. Instead of a man who simply forced it in, got off and left, she wanted this experience to be all about her. She looked down at the moaning slut of a man that was underneath her, and the sounds of lust that he could not control coming out of his mouth made her realize just how deeply she ignited his passion. 

Harrison could no longer think, so deep was his desire. He wanted to buck his hips, to slide his cock into her wetness that was teasing and tantalizing him as she toyed his cock against her pussy, sliding it up and down but never inside. 

“Please Miss Jones, please fuck me,” he begged, his ass still sore and burning, pushed against the hardwood floor and constantly reminding him of her punishment. 

Mia responded by letting herself fall on his cock, gasping as his full length pushed into her wetness. His cock was thick and pulsing and she needed to feel it fucking her hard. She rode him quickly, bucking up and down on him, her hands on the hardwood floor for balance as she fucked him. She kissed him deep, loving how he was so in pleasure that he could barely kiss her back through his moans. Harrison had never been fucked like this before. She was an expert, sliding all the way down his length and then pulling up, letting his cock almost escape before she slammed herself onto his thickness again and again. She was fucking him like a primal animal and he was moaning in pleasure, his hands trying to find something to hold onto as she rode him hard. Harrison could feel himself already nearing orgasm, embarrassingly fast.

“If you dare cum before I do, you’ll never get to fuck me again,” she said in a stern and mocking voice. She could tell by his desperate moans that he was nearing release and there was no way she was going to let him cum inside of her. As she rode his thick cock, gasping in pleasure as she felt his thick cockhead stretching her and rubbing against her g spot, she decided that she was not going to let him cum at all. She wanted him desperate and eager to please. She wanted him so horny he could not control himself. She leaned forward and bit his ear, breathing into it as she whispered passionately into his ear. 

“There’s rules to this job,” Mia said through her panting of pleasure. She was drunk off of the exhilarating feeling of taking control and riding him however she liked. She was using him as a fucktoy, as an object for her pleasure and watching him writhe in overwhelming longing and lust was all the confirmation she needed that she was making him more engulfed in horniness than he had ever experienced before. His eyes were glazed from the pleasure and his sluttiness and submission was addictive to her as she rode his cock hard and fast. 

“You do everything I say, and from now on, this cock is mine. Your body is mine. You don’t touch another woman, you don’t even touch yourself. Understand? You don’t ever cum without my permission. Do you understand? I’m asking you a question, slut!”

Harrison was groaning in desire as she rode his cock rapidly, her wetness driving him insane as she slid up and down his dick. “Yes Miss Jones, I won’t ever cum without your permission but please please may I cum now I’m so close I can’t stand it!” He was gritting his teeth, trying desperately not pass over the edge, his balls already tightening in their need to be released. 

Mia felt her own pleasure overwhelming her as she rode him relentlessly, and she moaned as she felt herself nearing orgasm. His begging was sending her over the edge. “Don’t you dare cum, you little slut.”

Harrison squeezed his hands into tightly balled fists, trying to concentrate on the fiery pain in his ass and not the constant pleasure in his cock. He could hear his own desperate moans coming out of his mouth and knew he sound like a complete whore. He felt humiliated that she could order him so easily, humiliated that he had lost even the ability to cum when he wanted and he was trying desperately not to shot his load deep inside of her. 

“Don’t. You. Fucking. Dare.” The words were iron hard and right into his ear, and she punctuated each word by sliding up and down his cock, feeling her orgasm washing over her. Waves of pleasure pulsed through her and she screamed in desire as she rode him harder than ever. 

“Please Miss Jones oh god please let me cum!” Harrison was barely hanging on, his cock pulsing in desperation and his balls tight and ready to explode. He had never been ridden so hard and fast and he could feel her tightening on his cock as she came. He could feel his orgasm building up and his moans grew even faster as he felt his pleasure build up, ready to explode into her. As soon as Mia finished she stood, seeing his cock trying desperately to cum, a few dribbles slipping out.

Harrison felt his cock trying to cum, felt his body trying and his hand shot to his cock, wanting to stroke it and explode instead of dribbling out without satisfaction. Mia grabbed his hand in an iron grip. She could see how badly he craved the pleasure but the feeling of building him up so close to orgasm and then ruining it at the last moment was a cruel pleasure that she wanted to enjoy again and again. As soon as the lust cleared from his mind, she could see how scared he was for trying to cum without permission.

“For that, I’m going to whip you even harder tomorrow. Now get out of my office and be here by 7 tomorrow.”

Mia sat back down, watching him dress. “Faster, if you aren’t out of her in a minute don’t bother coming back.”

Harrison was embarrassed, humiliated, and his ass was burning from the punishment he had taken. His cock was still stiff and he wanted to fuck her badly, wanted to cum but he rushed to get dressed. He pulled on his pants and shirt, finally covered in front of her. He could not figure out his tie and she laughed at him. When he saw her look at her watch with an annoyed expression, he stopped buttoning up his shirt halfway through and grabbed his belt.

“No, you’ll be leaving that there.” Her tone was calm and commanding and he left the belt on the floor, almost stumbling as he tried to leave.

“Thank you for hiring me, Miss Jones.” He could not make eye contact with her. He was humiliated to the core by how she had used him and kicked him.

“If you don’t smarten up, tomorrow will be your last day. Now get out of my sight.”

Mia watched as he left, relaxing back in her chair. He was completely ruffled and his hair was mussed, and anyone that saw him would know by his expression that she had fucked him and left him reeling. She twirled a pen in her fingers, imagining what she would do to him on his first day of work. 

End

If you enjoyed this story, you will love Caged in Chastity: the complete trilogy: The trilogy of a husband's imposed chastity to his dominant wife! Find it at http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00OHRUQY2 
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