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Owned by the Board: Sissy Cuckold Serves the Men

“Let me see how the skirt looks, turn around.”

I spun away from her, facing the mirror. I could see her behind me, looking me up and down.

She was wearing tight-fitting black pants and a black jacket over a peach button-up shirt. She looked professional and powerful, fitting for her role as president of the company. Her company, now that she had bought me out of it.

I was wearing a short gray skirt and a dark gray tight-fitting button up shirt. My outfit was clearly designed to be sexual more than professional. The skirt was tight enough that if I leaned back then there was a visible bulge from the metal chastity cage.

I had on black pantyhose under the skirt, which helped masked the manly shape of my legs.

“You look good like this,” Mistress Anna said, putting her hand on my shoulder. She could tell I was nervous.

“Thank you, Mistress Anna,” I replied, automatic and submissive.

“As long as you remember those manners, today will be very easy,” she said encouragingly. She gathered my hair as she spoke, wrapping it into a blonde ponytail that accented my dark business clothes nicely.

She stepped forward and put her hands on my hips. She kissed my neck, sensual and erotic, sending shivers down my back.

She moved her hands over my ass, rubbing and then squeezing the meaty flesh.

“Do you know why everyone is going to like the new you?” she asked, whispering as her lips trailed down my neck.

“No, Mistress Anna, I don’t know,” I said, standing still as her hands roved over my body.

“The men are going to love your sexy body,” she said, standing behind me. She thrust her hips into my ass, simulating fucking me. “Can you imagine the things they’ll want to do to you?”

She lifted my skirt, exposing the blue thong that stretched over my sensitive, shaved skin.

“And the women,” she began, leaving my skirt bunched up, exposing my bare ass.

I remained still and silent, accepting her guidance without question.

“The women,” she continued, hands moving across my stomach to the front of my skirt, “they will be happy to see such a pliant, submissive sissy who knows how to please them unquestioningly.”

“Yes, Mistress Anna, thank you for teaching me how to behave for the board,” I answered.

“Good,” she purred, nuzzling my neck as she reached one of her hands behind me, fingers sliding inside the thin string of underwear that truly did nothing to cover my tight hole.

“But here’s the first lesson today, for my new, personal secretary. As the secretary, you will address everyone by their title, until they decide differently.”

“Yes, Miss,” I caught myself. “Yes, Madam President.” I replied.

“Excellent,” she smiled as her finger slid between my butt, spreading me, pushing towards my hole.

“And don’t you dare forget who owns your tight little pussy,” she said, pushing her finger into me, the tip of a second finger poised to slide in.

“Yes, Madam President,” I replied, concentrating on staying still as her fingers pushed and probed.

“You only take what I authorize, is that clear?” she asked.

“Yes, Madam President,” I replied with complete confidence, my submission automatic.

She removed her fingers and began walking away, gathering her items for work.

“Finish getting ready, then go start the car,” she said.

“Yes, Madam President,” I answered, smoothing my skirt back down and gathering the small purse she had assigned me. Next to the purse was a pair of black pumps, custom fitted for my feet.

As I tried on and then walked in the shoes, my lessons over the past several days came back immediately. Sashaying my hips in my tight skirt, butt lifted and pushed out by the angle of my shoes, I walked with what must be an obvious intent for people to stare at my body.

As I walked to the car, the undeniability of it all struck me. The first day of my new job was beginning. The board members would soon decide the course of the company on my merits as a well-behaved, submissive sissy cuckold.


Chapter 2 - New Role

My dress shoes were clicking on the ground, accenting the sway of my hips, and I was hoping that my appearance would satisfy the board members. I wanted to be sexy, and I wanted them to find me irresistible. Mistress Anna would be pleased.

I climbed in and started the car. As I sat waiting, I could not help but wonder how the board members would react when they saw me. They probably knew some of what was happening, but I could not picture them accepting such a drastic change in the direction of the company so easily.

My first thought was the recent business school graduate, Mark Groves. He was mid-twenties, always impeccably dressed, and always thought his ideas were the best. He handled Human Resources, and a business that trained men to be women and good sissies had to be an HR nightmare.

Mistress Anna opened the door as I sat, staring into space, nervous about my new employment.

“Go on, let’s get the day started. Are you ready?” she asked.

“Yes, Madam President,” I answered.

“Today, we have meetings with Mark and Arthur. I sent Cliff, Josie, and Jenny out of town. They’ll be back later in the week. That gives you a chance to work on Mark and Arthur to get them on board.”

“Yes, Madam President,” I answered.

We drove in silence, her working on her cell phone and me navigating traffic and thinking deeply about the board members.

We paused in gridlocked traffic. I sat with my hands on the wheel, calmly waiting for my turn to pull forward. The cock cage affected me at a greater level than I realized. There was no anger or frustration, I was simply patient and obedient.

Mistress Anna noticed too. She was watching me as I signaled and then waited for a car to let me in.

As traffic began moving again, I thought about the other person I had to meet with today.

Arthur, our technology guy, was one of my closest allies when I had been President of the board. That was only last week, though it felt like ages ago. He helped me secure the best equipment and the best network access in the entire company. But I had seen him track other employees when he thought they had wronged him. I remembered one of our employees once had called Arthur a “diversity hire,” because Arthur was black. A week later, that employee had been terminated for misuse of company equipment. I always figured Arthur had set him up, but it was well-deserved and certainly did not bother me. I knew Mistress Anna had my browser history. Did it come from Arthur?

We were at a stoplight, one block away from the main office building. I thought about Josie and Cliff, two of the board members who are out of town. Josie’s name had come up several times in discussions between Mistress Anna, the President, and Ray, her Vice President. They planned on letting Josie practice some of her kinks with me, to demonstrate my training and obedience. That made me a little nervous, but that was a worry for another day. The same for Cliff, the older board member. I had no idea what he would think of this new situation. We never chatted much.

Finally, heart racing, I pulled into the parking lot. We were among the first to arrive, a fact which made me very grateful to Mistress Anna.

As I parked the car, I noticed the front desk and remembered our secretary, Jenny. She was out of town with Cliff and Josie. She had been my secretary, well, the board’s secretary. And twice she had hit on me. Both times I had turned her down. Was she holding a grudge? Would she have authority over me, just like the others?

I exhaled, pushing that worry from my mind. That was for another day, when they returned from their trip. Today, I had Mark and Arthur to deal with.

Mistress Anna and I walked in the deserted building and straight to my former office.

The room had already been redecorated. Several small couches and leather chairs, a coffee table and a tall table with stools filled the large room. At the center of the room sat a large, wooden desk.

Mistress Anna sat at the desk and motioned for me to sit in a small chair next to the desk.

“Our first meeting this morning is with Mark,” she said, handing me a small notebook.

“I expect you to keep up with your appointments, since you’re the main project we’re working on right now.”

I nodded, “Yes, Madam President.” I wrote down Mark’s name on the first slot of the notebook.

“This is a very important meeting,” she said. “He is a bit unpredictable, and I’m not sure whether he’ll buy in to the program. But if we can sway him, then between Ray, myself, and Mark, we would have enough votes to force a tie. But it’s important that we reach a clear majority.”

I nodded, attentive.

“To that end, for every person who votes against this plan, you will face severe discipline. Is that clear?” Mistress Anna asked.

“Yes, Madam President, I will be severely disciplined for every vote against the company sissification plan.”

My body responded to my shameful submission with a burst of sexual need. Strangely, though I felt the push of my cock against its confining cage, I shifted my hips and felt the thong rub tight against my pussy hole.

I looked down, blushing at my loss of control.

Mistress Anna stared at me, watching my movement with sharp eyes. She nodded, a mental plan processed, then moved on.

“Mark will be here in a few minutes. I expect his vote to go our way. You will do what is necessary to convince him, is that clear?”

“Yes, Madam President,” I answered, thinking of his cocky grin and his know-it-all attitude.

“Good. Now tell me again, who does your pussy belong to?”

“You, Madam President, thank you.”

“Good, and where do you put it?”

“Wherever you tell me to, Madam President,” I answered with my eyes still down, my tone quiet and submissive.

There was a light knock at the door. Mark had arrived.


Chapter 3 - Mark, Human Resources

I sat in the small chair next to Mistress Anna’s desk. My knees were together, cradling the notebook in my lap. My back was straight, and my recently added pony-tailed blonde hair hung down past my shoulders.

Mark glanced at me on his way in, then quickly turned his gaze back to Mistress Anna.

“Good morning,” she said.

“Good morning,” Mark answered as he sat in one of the large chairs across from the desk.

“Let’s get straight to the point. You know of the proposal, and you know the vote is coming. Soon. I want to know how you’re going to vote,” Mistress Anna said.

“Well, honestly,” Mark began, glancing at me and then away, quickly, “I haven’t decided yet.”

“Bullshit.”

“It’s true, I recognize some merit. I see a potential for profit. But I’m not convinced this is a good idea, or that it will be as lucrative as you say,” Mark answered.

“Allow me to introduce Chris then, perhaps?” Mistress Anna said, turning her attention to me.

Mark looked at me, squinted a bit, and nodded.

“Yes,” he said, “very passable.”

Mistress Anna smacked the desk.

“He’s not passable, he’s changed!”

“As soon as he sees an opportunity to get out of this situation, he will,” Mark said. “That makes the business plan untenable.”

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” she replied. “If we can convince you that he won’t revert, that he’s happy to oblige and to please whoever I say, however I say, then you will reconsider?”

Mark frowned in thought.

Mistress Anna said, “How about this. Let him show you. Mark, why don’t you try your hand with Chris. See if she meets your approval. Chris, go ahead and show Mark what you’ve learned.”

She leaned back in her chair, withdrawing from the conversation.

Mark looked over at me. I sat, staring down, knowing that I needed to convince him. I may have looked forward to the punishment for failure, but I did not look forward to letting Mistress Anna down. I would not do that.

I stood and set the notebook on the chair.

“Do you expect to convince me that you have suddenly become some kind of sex-starved bimbo?” he asked.

I walked around the desk, taking the longer route, walking as I had been trained to walk. Mistress Anna pivoted in her chair, watching me.

Mark stared at me as I walked, his eyes roving up and down my body.

“Okay, I don't know how deep this thing goes. But you can come back to my office and sign a couple of forms. You’ll be free of this...” he motioned at me, his lip curled, “of this charade.”

“This is freedom,” I said. “If I can make you cum, will you change your mind?”

I was walking towards him, heels clicking on the wood floor.

He frowned, started to answer, and then stopped.

“I guess that would make smart business sense, wouldn’t it?” he asked, glancing at Mistress Anna.

“Please,” I said, pouting my lips.

“Turn around,” he told me, and I did.

He grabbed my arms and pulled me back, onto his lap. I was facing Mistress Anna, who stared intently as she relaxed in her large chair.

I was sitting on his lap, facing the same way he was. I put my hands on his legs and began sliding up and down on his lap. My short skirt was riding further and further up my legs. I felt his cock through his pants, upright and hard as it slid between my legs.

Mark pushed me forward until my hands caught on his knees. Sitting this way, my back arched and my ass on his lap, he had direct access to my tight pussy.

He pulled my skirt up, lifting it enough to expose the blue g-string that rubbed against my hole.

Mark put each hand on my ass and put his thumbs at my open pussy. He spread my ass and my hole, inspecting me inside and out. I moaned, the complete debasement making me yearn for his cock to pump inside me.

Mistress Anna observed silently.

“Let me hear you ask for it,” he said.

“Please, Director Groves, please fuck my tight pussy,” I said, looking back at him.

He moaned, a low growl of lust.

“Spread it,” he told me. I reached behind me and held myself open, just as he had done.

I looked at Mistress Anna, who nodded her approval. Her simple nod flooded my body with gratitude and lust. My submission to her, and her power over me, was so complete that her simple gesture led to a direct, physical response in my body.

I arched my back and held my head up in anticipation of Mark’s cock.

He unzipped his pants, the sound very audible as I held my pose without making any noise. His hard cock was big and long. He pointed it at me and guided me to position, until I felt the warm, pulsing tip of his dick pressing against me.

His skin was hot, and I could feel the frenzy of his hunger pulsing through his cock.

I needed it, needed to feel his hot, throbbing cock fuck into my pussy, just like Mistress Anna had trained me. I kept my eyes on her as the sensations played through my body. She was watching, her approval as evident as my desire.

He pulled me back with his free hand and I lowered myself onto his cock. Moving slow, I felt the swollen head of his dick press into my tight hole and gasped, fucked, as it forced its way into me.

He pulled me down and I took his cock fast and hard, sitting back on his lap, impaled by his big dick. I felt the hardness of his cock inside me, stuffing my hole and claiming me.

“It’s so big,” I said, whispering, my stretched hole grasping his throbbing, swollen dick.

“Good girl,” Mistress Anna mouthed, unnoticed by Mark.

“Earn it, show me what a dirty slut you are,” he said, taking his hands off my back and leaving me free to move at my pace.

I leaned forward, bending over, exposing myself to his big cock. Mistress Anna’s training rushed through my mind. “Use my pussy,” I thought. “Bounce on his cock.”

I lifted myself up and the tip of his long cock stretched me from deep inside of my fucked hole all the way to the tight entrance, held open by my obedient hands.

I slowly lowered myself, feeling every inch of his cock slide deeper into me, claiming me all over again. I lowered myself until I sat in his lap, my naked ass resting on his expensive trousers.

I began moving faster, up his cock, until only the tip was inside of me, and then down his cock, his hard dick filling me deep and wide.

Mistress Anna nodded at me, approving of my performance.

The intimate, submissive pleasure of his cock inside of me had me dripping pre-cum from my cage, and as I sat back on him, I ground my ass into his lap. His hard cock pressed so deep inside me that I found myself moaning each time I moved up and gasping each time I moved down. I was a submissive fuck toy, taking his cock with gratitude to have it filling me and claiming me with the permission of Mistress Anna.

I began moving faster, up and down, squeezing my body on his cock, taking him deep and tight. My ass bounced on him and he grabbed it, holding my butt and pulling it open to watch his cock slide in and out of me, fast and smooth and dripping wet.

“Fuck, you know what you’re doing,” he said through gritted teeth.

“Say it, bitch, say thank you!” he snarled, angry.

“Thank you, sir! Thank you for stuffing your big cock in my pussy! Thank you for fucking me! Thank you, Director, for letting me be your submissive sissy slut!”

He pulled on my ass and began thrusting up and down, a rapid and forceful counterpoint to my bouncing ass.

Mistress Anna raised her head, watching through a slight scowl.

I felt the growing wetness from his cock, an undeniable product of his arousal.

My caged cock dripped sissy cum, clear streams bouncing as I rode his big dick.

My hands gripped his knees as his hot cum pushed me to a dripping wet orgasm. I wanted his cum, needed it inside of me. I was screaming inside of my head for his cock to fill my pussy with hot jizz. I was bouncing in desperation as he thrust, growling as he gripped my body and fucked me so hard that I thought he was trying to split my body in half with his big cock.

He pulled me back down on him and I felt the warmth of his cum as he pumped it inside of me. I moved on him, lifting myself as I gripped his cock with my pussy, squeezing him and milking his cock. I wanted it all inside me. My cock dripped as my body shivered in a quiet, submissive orgasm.

I slid off his cock and fell forward, kneeling, tired.

Mistress Anna looked on, watching closely, not scowling but not smiling either.

Mark stood and zipped his pants. He glanced down at me, smirking. He looked up at Mistress Anna.

“No,” he said, “I don’t know how you think you’ll work this, but I’m voting now and we’re going to get you off the board.”

Mistress Anna stood, hands on the desk, angry.

“You can play politics all you want. You can try and be smart at your stupid little games. But you’re in way over your head. And it’s painfully obvious to us all. The board keeps you around only because your over-estimation of your abilities makes you so easily manipulated. But today, you have crossed a line. Novice.” Mistress Anna was angry, but her voice was calm and straight. She did not sputter or threaten.

Mark turned and walked to the door.

I pulled my thong up and my skirt down.

“No hard feelings?” Mark said, looking at me.

“Fuck you,” Mistress Anna said. “You can fuck with me all you want, but Chris is mine, and that is why you will regret this. I won’t just stop you, I will break you.”

Mark slammed the door and was gone.

I stood, straightening my skirt as Mistress Anna rose and came around her desk.

“I’m sorry, Chris,” she said. “I did not expect him to be quite so stupid. I would not have put you in that position if I thought he would be such an idiot. You’re a good girl, you deserve better.”

“It’s okay, Madam President,” I said. “Did you get the recording?”

She laughed, “Yes, and we won’t need to worry about Mark. I have some expanded plans for his position.”

Mistress Anna hugged me and kissed my cheek.

“You did good, you’re so fucking sexy,” she smiled at me.

“Thank you, Madam President. It actually was very fun,” I said, blushing.

She laughed again, and said, “Go to my executive bathroom. Wash him off you. There’s a change of underwear in the bottom cabinet.”

“Thank you, Madam President,” I said.


Chapter 4 - Arthur, Information Technology

“Okay, that’s good,” Mistress Anna said to the speaker phone.

“We’ll see you guys back and then schedule the board vote for later this week.”

“Yes, we’ll see you soon,” Cliff, the marketing director said, and the line disconnected.

With the conference call concluded, I set down my pen and notes. My hand hurt from writing, but I dared not show it.

Mistress Anna looked at the clock.

“It’s time to meet Arthur. This one will be a bit different than our meeting with Mark. We have a deal to follow through with,” she said.

We left the office and walked down the hall. Mistress Anna walked purposefully, her stride easy and confident. I followed behind her, hurrying, walking as I had been taught. I could not move my full stride in the tight skirt and with the heeled shoes, so I had to walk fast to keep up with Mistress Anna. I kept my head down, quiet and obedient.

At the end of the hall we approached Arthur’s office. Mistress Anna knocked, and Arthur answered from inside for us to enter.

We walked in and I noticed the upgrade to Arthur’s office immediately. He had a large wooden desk, expensive furniture, and luxurious chairs.

He stared as we entered, watching me to the point of ignoring Mistress Anna.

“Come on in, welcome!” he said.

There was only one chair opposite his desk. Mistress Anna sat. I stood behind her.

“How are things going, Arthur?” Mistress Anna asked.

Arthur leaned back in his chair, like someone in complete control of the situation.

“Fine, definitely fine. It’s time for the demonstration?” Arthur asked.

“We can get straight to that, if you’d like,” she answered.

“I see no reason to delay. We can talk while she works. Send her on over here,” he said.

Mistress Anna looked at me and nodded her head towards Arthur.

I walked slowly to him.

He pushed back from his desk and I saw his cock was already out of his pants. His dick was thick and black. It stood up from his lap, mostly hard.

“Is she any good at sucking cock?” he asked Mistress Anna.

“You get your demonstration, as promised. Why don’t you find out?”

Arthur looked up at me and grabbed his cock.

“Get on your knees, go on. Let’s see what you can do,” he said.

I knelt in front of him and moved forward, eyes focused only on his cock. Mistress Anna’s deep throat training had conditioned me to completely focus on the cock.

I reached for his cock and Arthur batted my hands away, “just your mouth,” he said.

I leaned forward and he put his hand on my forehead. My mouth was open, only inches from his cock.

He stroked his big dick and slapped it into my cheek. He rubbed the glistening tip of his cock against my nose and over my lips.

I knelt, still and pliant, and stuck my tongue out to lick his cock.

He held my head with one hand and his cock with the other. He rubbed his dick over my tongue, up and down my face. His dick grew longer and harder. It was wet from my tongue and the pre-cum that dripped from his swollen cock head.

“Here, get your sissy ass under the desk,” he said, scooting his chair back.

I crawled under his desk and he realigned his chair and moved closer to the desk.

Arthur put his hands on my head and guided my open mouth to his fully hard cock. He rolled his chair forward, locking me in place beneath his desk and filling my mouth with his cock.

I lowered my jaw as I took his cock deep in my mouth. He was hard and wet and his long, thick cock instantly filled my mouth.

“Now,” Arthur said to Anna, his voice muffled through the desk, “This demonstration is fitting, since this just about matches all that pornography I found on Chris’ computer.”

Mistress Anna replied, “yes, so now our deal is concluded. And since we’re starting off on such good footing, I think you should seriously consider how you will vote in the upcoming boardroom discussion.”

I bobbed my head on Arthur’s cock, taking his shaft deep into my mouth and back out. I sucked on his big black cock and licked the dripping tip, his betrayal irrelevant as I licked his big dick.

“Well, that’s going to take a lot more convincing, honestly,” Arthur answered.

“I think the company will either move forward or implode, honestly,” Mistress Anna answered.

“And how did your meeting with Mark go?” Arthur answered, cocky and condescending. He knew Mark had said ‘no.’

“Mark is in over his head,” Mistress Anna answered. “I believe you know that, but if you want to align yourself with Mark then that’s certainly an option.”

Arthur’s frustration was evident in the wavering of his cock. He had been so hard, and the setback from Mistress Anna’s dismissal made him feel weakened.

He responded by reaching both hands under the desk and grabbing my head.

Arthur moved my head forcibly onto his cock, his long shaft and thick head pushing past my mouth and into my throat.

I moaned as his big black cock stuffed my throat. I could taste his sweat and his cock as my eyes watered and I fought my gag reflex with all my concentration.

He held me in place, his cock embedded in my throat. I fought off the gag reflex and relaxed my throat, taking him one more half inch until my face was pressed against his pubic hair.

I swallowed, my throat constricting on his cock and squeezing drops of clear cum into me.

“She does a good job,” Arthur said, his voice tense with distraction.

Mistress Anna laughed.

“You want more than just a blow job, don’t you?” she asked.

“I think this could definitely go in a good direction,” Arthur answered.

“Finish then. Finish, and seal the deal. And you can be one of our instructors as we move forward. You can have a solid position in the company, embracing the future.”

I moved my head back to take a breath and then pushed forward again, locking my throat on his swollen cock. He was fully hard, pulsing with need. His swollen balls pressed against my chin, pumping their seed through his cock.

“Yes!” he said, with much more vigor than someone agreeing to a standard business deal.

Arthur put one hand on my head and pinched my nose with the other hand. My throat was stuffed with his big black cock and he held my nose shut. My throat trembled as I half-coughed, squeezing the head of his cock.

He pulled me forward, my face pressed tight against his dark, wet skin. His cock began pumping, hot jizz shooting straight down my throat.

He released my nose and began moving my head up and down his cock, jacking himself off with my mouth and throat.

Sputtering on his cock, I breathed deeply and swallowed, loads of salt cum filling my mouth and draining down my throat.

My cock twitched in time with his orgasm. Locked in its cage, throbbing with need, feeling Arthur’s orgasm and rewarding me for my obedience. It felt like a mental orgasm, a conscious state-of-mind that was unmatched physically.

Back and forth my mouth moved on his dick, until his balls emptied their entire load through his cock and into my mouth.

He rolled his chair back and looked down at me. My face was wet from my sucking and from his cum.

He pulled his cock out of my mouth. It was dripping wet, strings of cum connecting it to my mouth. I looked up at him, panting.

He rubbed his cock all over my face, wet and warm and salty, as I continued to look up at him, still panting, my mouth still partially open.

“Hmm, so fucking sexy,” he said to me.

He looked up at Mistress Anna, his black cock still pressed against my face.

“Yes, definitely a deal. I’m glad to be in on the ground floor.”

“Very well,” Mistress Anna said, standing.

Arthur moved his chair out of the way and motioned with his head for me to crawl out.

As I crawled out from his desk, he smacked my ass through my skirt.

“Good girl,” he said, winking at me.

I stood and followed Mistress Anna out of the room.


Chapter 5 - Licking the President

I followed Mistress Anna down the hallway, easier this time, though, as she was walking slower.

“You look sexy with that cum on your face,” she said, without looking back.

“Thank you, Madam President,” I said, the drying saltiness of the cum stinging my wet skin.

“Ray is going to be jealous. You’ll probably have to work a bit to make it up to him,” she said.

“Yes, Madam President,” I answered, automatic.

We reached her office and walked in. Ray was sitting at one of the couches.

He looked up from his cell phone as we walked in.

“Ray,” Mistress Anna said.

“Anna,” he replied, nodding.

Mistress Anna sat at her desk. I sat in the small chair beside her.

“Mark is a problem,” she said.

“I thought he might be. Weaselly bastard, really,” Ray answered.

“We have Arthur though, and I’m sure we can count on him. Chris did a spectacular job.”

Ray looked over at me, “it looks that way.”

Mistress Anna smiled, “Arthur sure had some aggression to let out on Chris. But Chris, why don’t you go clean his cum off your face.”

I nodded, “yes, Madam President.”

When I returned, they were discussing the board vote.

“I’m sure we’ll get at least one or two more. So, the vote will be a victory, at least we know that much.”

Mistress Anna shook her head, “it’s too early to count on that. Arthur isn’t the most reliable person. Cliff and Josie are.”

I took my seat next to her.

“So, you think we should go all out on one of them?” Ray asked.

“Both, really. Why not. Chris, you can be a good girl for both of them, can’t you?”

“Yes, Madam President,” I answered, wondering what they would ask of me.

“Good. But for now, let’s discuss your performance today,” Mistress Anna said. “Go stand in front of my desk for a formal review.”

I rose and walked in front of her desk. Ray stayed on the couch, beside me across the room.

“You did a good job with Mark, but you were unable to secure his vote. What do you say about that?” Mistress Anna asked.

“I’m sorry Madam President, I tried but I failed. I am sorry that I let you down and I understand that I will be punished. I look forward to the chance to try and secure his vote,” I answered.

She laughed, “I’m sure you do look forward to that. And I’m also sure that you’re looking forward to your punishment. Is that correct?”

“Yes, Madam President, I look forward to your punishment.”

She nodded. Ray whistled.

“And what did you think of Arthur?” she asked me.

“I was grateful for Arthur’s cum pumping down my throat. My body was grateful for his cum and my pussy is excited at the thought of being used to please the board members,” I answered.

“Very well,” she said, standing.

“I know you want your punishment, and I do love spanking that tight little ass of yours. You did a good job with Arthur, and you followed my instructions throughout the day. Because of that, I will agree to punish you,” she said.

My cock throbbed inside its cage, just the word ‘punishment’ setting me off. I wanted my pussy filled so badly.

“However,” she continued, “I expect you to embrace these spankings in the future. Treat them as the reward that they are. Such a dirty girl!” She smiled, fondly.

“Yes, Madam President, please will you spank my ass as a reward?” I answered.

“Come over here, bend over the desk and lift your skirt,” she said.

I bent over the desk and lifted my skirt.

She pulled down my panties.

The first smack on my ass startled me. She moved so quickly once my panties were down!

“One!” I replied, louder than intended.

She spanked me and I counted, through ten.

She continued, my ass red and hot. Each spank was loud and my punishment drove me completely wild. My cock was dripping pre-cum as her hand repeatedly connected with my ass.

I began thanking her after twenty, my mind broken to the thought of punishment as my caged cock bounced and shook. The heat of my ass made my pussy throb for attention.

“Thirty, thank you Madam President!” I said, and she stopped.

I was panting, again, and my cock filled its cage completely, again.

The cage itself kept me from being desperate for my own release, tempering me and making me instead grateful for what I received.

“Oh,” Mistress Anna said as Ray walked up behind her.

He wrapped his arms around her from behind, pushing her towards the desk beside me.

“That was so fucking sexy,” he said, bending her over the desk.

He smacked my ass and pulled it open, inspecting my pussy. Without thinking, I shook my ass, begging to be filled. I moaned.

“Damn sexy,” he said.

“Chris, go stand in the corner. Accept your punishment. Don’t fucking move,” she said, leaning up on her elbows as Ray turned his attention to her ass.

I stood, moving slowly, as Ray lowered her pants and her underwear.

I reached the corner and stood quietly, my skirt still bunched up over my ass and my panties down at my knees. My red ass burned and throbbed, each wave of pain matched by a pulsing need in my caged cock.

Behind me, I heard Ray’s moaning and growling as he slid his cock into Mistress Anna. She moaned, her pitch higher and full of sexual release.

I heard the desk sliding on the floor as Ray slammed into her, fucking her hard and deep. Her moans turned to gasps of pleasure, punctuated by his growling thrust and the sliding desk.

I dared not look, though I wanted to see more than anything. I contemplated my punishment instead, and my frustration at not being able to see was instead turned towards Mark. The bastard, he had used me and still said no. Mistress Anna had her plans for him, but I began working on my own.

This would not happen again, I wanted to watch Ray fuck Mistress Anna.

Their grunting and thrashing reached a loud, animal climax.

“Fuck!” Ray said, “you’re so fucking sexy.”

“Chris,” Mistress Anna said, “come over here.”

I turned, hopeful, as she lay bent over the desk still.

“Go into my top drawer, get your new employment present,” she said.

I opened the drawer on the desk and found a small, pink vibrator.

“Kneel behind me, put your mouth on my used pussy, and suck it nice and clean,” she said.

“Thank you, Madam President,” I answered, moving much faster now than I had on my walk to the corner.

Ray stood beside her dripping wet pussy.

“Here,” he said, reaching down and spreading her pussy lips open.

I buried my eager face in her pussy, tongue out, licking and sucking.

“Use the vibrator,” Mistress Anna said. “Just like a girl now, aren’t you? Put the vibrator on your little clit. Tell me before you cum, I’ll have to decide if you’re allowed.”

I moaned a proper, “thank you, Madam President,” but I’m sure she could not hear me as my face was buried deep in her pussy.

The vibrator made my caged cock tingle. The cage was wet with pre-cum and my cock was swollen with desire. The vibration was so strong that it tickled, and I gasped when I first held it against my cage.

I held it still, as expected, and soon the strong, rapid vibration turned to pleasure.

I licked her pussy as the cum dripped out onto my face and in my mouth. I pulled out enough to lick her wet thigh and back into her pussy. I licked her swollen clit and buried my tongue deep between her labia, tongue in her hole, leaving my nose pressed against her closed asshole.

She moaned as I licked and sucked. Her pleasure and the vibration on my cock pushed me to a slow-building orgasm. It felt like it came from all over my body, not like anything I had felt before. It was slow and strong, like an ocean current inside of my body. I sucked and licked in complete submission and gratitude, the orgasm unlike any I had ever felt.

As I licked the last of the dripping cum, Ray removed his hands and let Mistress Anna’s pussy close. I was buried in her pussy and she was grinding on my tongue and my face.

My orgasm built, stronger, and I moaned, “Mistress, please can I cum?”

“What?” she snapped, locking her legs around me.

Fuck, I was fighting the orgasm and licking her and my mind was shooting in all directions, washed away by the building current.

“Madam President, please may I cum?” I said, more in control, remembering my place.

She came, bouncing her pussy across my face, rocking over my tongue.

“Fuck, yes, you may cum on my leg and then lick it up,” she said.

The current swept over me and I came, a dripping line of clear fluid leaking from my cock as I shook in overwhelming orgasm. The cum dripped out of me, over the back of her leg and down her foot.

Panting, I pulled away from her. My face was wet with cum and pussy. Every breath smelled of her and of Ray.

I reached down and licked up her leg, sucking the cum off her.

My orgasm, the overwhelming rush of sensation, had taken me and carried me and almost immediately returned. The rising tide as I licked and smelled of sex brought the unyielding current back. The orgasm was so powerful and yet it still boiled within me, locked inside of its cage.

I sat back from Mistress Anna, her bent over ass in front of me. I fought the urge to lean forward and lick her again, despite my orgasm having been only seconds ago.


Chapter 6 - Conclusion

We ended the day shortly after the amazing sex in her office. I was allowed to keep the scent of her pussy on my face as an additional reward for the good work of the day.

Mark had been a problem, but Arthur would come around. Tomorrow I would be re-introduced to Cliff and Josie. I did not bring up my concerns about the secretary, Jenny, though I suspected Mistress Anna knew about that already.

Once we got home, exhaustion set in. I had done a lot throughout the day. I was very tired. I was much less nervous about tomorrow, however, even knowing that Jenny may want revenge. Cliff would be interesting, but would an older man even want to try this out? He would want the money from the new business, like Arthur, but why would an older, married guy with kids want a sissy?

Josie was a different story. I know I had frustrated her in the past. But she was much less intimidating now that I knew how much I enjoyed punishment. So, she was kinky, that’s fine. What could she possibly do besides spank me?

The day drew to a close and Mistress Anna dressed for bed.

“Come over here, sexy sissy,” she said.

I climbed into the bed, having cleaned inside and out and dressed for sleep.

“You did good today. And you worked hard. You may sleep on the foot of the bed tonight,” she said as she stroked my face.

“I’m proud of you, such a good girl.”

“Thank you, Mistress Anna,” I said, laying across the foot of the bed, smiling contentedly as I almost immediately drifted to sleep.


Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it! If you did, consider joining my mailing list and receiving free short stories every month!

Sign up here!
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