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I hopped from one
foot to the other as I waited for the bathroom door to swing open. I had been
running around all day long and haven't even had time for a bathroom break.
Finally, I had to leave the computer and head to the nearest bathroom or else I
would have pee myself.


I
silently cursed my boss as I watched the door. I could hear someone
moving around in there, and I debated whether I should knock. I
wasn't technically allowed to be in the boss's bathroom, even though I was his
personal assistant. I had used the other one on this floor; God forbid the boss
man had to share his bathroom with a lowly mortal.


I
looked around at the empty halls and decided that whoever was in there was not
supposed to be in there either. I could use the trump card and barge in, demand
to know what they were doing in the boss's private bathroom on a Saturday. That
would send them scurrying away.


I
didn't know anyone else came in on the weekend and hadn't seen anyone else all
day long. Of course, I had been either glued to my desk or off on the other
side of the building all together.


Could
it be that someone else was here all this time? From the other side of the door
came the sound of water whooshing down the drain.  I had to squeeze my
thighs together as the shower water made my desire to pee rocket.


My
bladder screamed at the thought of having to sprint across the hall to
another bathroom.


Finally
my irritation drove me to grip the metal handle and inch the door open. Maybe I
could pee discreetly enough that whoever it was would be too busy with the
shower to notice me. Maybe it was just a maintenance worker fixing something.


I
peeked my head through the door and looked into the shower cabin. At first I
couldn't see much of anything, just a tall, distinctly male body standing in
front of the shower.


My
eyes probed through the steam to zero in on the red splash of color. My eyes
immediately recognized it what it was but my brain used to acknowledge the
reality of the scene.


The
dainty, red triangle of what was clearly a thong had no business being on that
heavily muscled frame. My eyes traveled upwards, almost reluctantly, to
the back of a suspiciously familiar head.


If
my eyes weren't playing tricks on me, the man in the red thong who was
furiously beating his meat was, in fact, my boss.


I
froze in place, all thought of my aching bladder instantly disappeared from my
mind as I watched the muscles in the man who I was becoming convinced was my
boss, ripple and move as his hand pumped his cock.


I
tried to move, I really did but my morbid sense of fascination had completely
taken me over. I slid the door slightly more open, moving my body to the side
so that only my head hung in front of the opening.


Suddenly,
the shape shifted his position; I could see the thong more clearly now. It was
a lacy, airy affair, completely at odds with the bulky muscles of this man's
heavy, rippling and hairy body.


The
front panel had been pushed to the side to allow a hefty erection to peek out
like a lightning rod. I took a deep breath, tearing my eyes off the cock and the
hand milking it to the planes of torso and chest. I took in the details of the
face with comical slowness; first the chin: Arrogant and stubbly?  Check.


Cheekbones
that will cut you? Check


Haughty
sneering nose and lips? Check


Finally,
the eyes which just this minute, were not holding their usual disdain of all
lesser life forms but were glazed and glossed over, staring down at the head of
his cock as it disappeared and re-appeared again from between his fisted
fingers.


I
stared at who was absolutely and irrevocably my boss as he jerked his cock
while wearing red, lace panties.


A
better woman would have closed the door, grabbed her bag and gone home. But I
was not a better woman; I was a personal assistant who had come in to work on
the weekend too many damn times and from the looks of it, for the last time.


A
plan sprang into my mind fully formed. I watched as my boss's shoulders tensed
and he bent over his cock, aiming it into the shower stream and letting the cum
wash down the drain.


My
eyes burned hot as he stripped off the thong and stuck it in the small hanging
cubicle closet and stepped into the shower.


Quickly,
I let the door close and walked back to my desk and plopped into my chair. I
couldn't believe what I had seen; the man whose entire professional reputation
was built around being an uncompromising hard ass and a snob to boot liked to
wear women's underwear and jerk off in them.


I
rubbed my thighs together at the image that popped into my mind of his long,
turgid cock. My boss was a good looking man, thick and burly but his cock was a
work of art. I burned at the thought of that cock in my hands, at my control. I
imagined his eyes looking at me with that same glazed over wantonness and
wanted desperately to watch him shoot off again.


My
head snapped up at the sound of the bathroom door clicking open, I stood behind
my desk and looked around the room for somewhere to hide. I could hear his
heavy footfalls approaching the office door and I panicked, quickly snapping my
laptop screen shut and stuffing myself under the desk.


I
don't know how long I stayed under there, but sometime during listening to him
dress and whistle and shifting to find the least cramped position I could fit
in, the urge to pee came back with full force. By the time I heard the elevator
doors slide shut, I was about to die. Or pee myself and then die of mortification.


After
I had relieved my poor bladder, I went to the cubby, retrieved the panties and
stuffed them down my purse and left.


On
the way home I picked up three boxes. One, I would use for the red thong. The
other two, I planned to fill with other, more exciting things.


I
settled down on the living room couch and congratulated myself on my new job:
Tomorrow, I was going to become my boss's mistress.
















 


The next morning, I went
in bright and early and waltzed right into my boss's office without knocking.
He looked up, eyes hostile, ready to chew me out so I took one of the three
little boxes out of my purse, plopped it on his desk and stood back, smiling my
most innocent smile.


When he tore off the lid,
his face drained of all color and I honestly thought he would scream.


He gazed at it for the
longest time and finally shoved his chair back and stood, loosened his tie and
looked me dead in the eyes.


"What do you
want?" he said, resigned.


"What do you want,
Mistress" I finished for him and couldn't help the slow, languid
Cheshire cat grin that spread across my face.
















"You know," I
said as I looked down at him and sighed "my feet are so tired from all
this walking around and fetching files. I don't think I want to walk
anymore."


I rocked my heeled feet
on his back, sinking the pointy tips into the flesh of his ass which was now
covered in little red circles from where the heels pressed earlier. I could
feel his attention on me, waiting for me to speak the next words. I loved
having so much power over him, loved having him so fixated on my needs and
desires.


"I think I'd like
to be carried around the office for the rest of the day and seeing as you're
such a big strong man, with such a broad back, you're going to give me rides…
horsey rides." A giggle escaped my mouth even as I was finishing my
sentence; I really wasn't the giggling type at all but seeing his despair was
having quite the effect on me, I was in a better mood than I had been in
months. In fact, this was the best I had felt since I started working at this company.


I pushed my chair back
and stood, prodding him once more with the toe of my shoe. And he scooted out
from under the desk on his stomach and rose on all fours beneath me. I
contemplated how I was going to do this. He was so tall that even on hands and
knees he stood as high off the ground as a coffee table and I smiled at the
thought. He would make a good coffee table and I filed the thought away for
later use.


I decided if this was
going to work properly, that I would need some sort of harness or anything to
use as reins for my new horsey, I didn't want to fall off. I rummaged through
my purse and extracted a long sash, twirled it so that it formed a sort of rope
and walked around his kneeling form, shoving a piece of the scarf into his
mouth and letting the other two ends dangle onto the ground.


My feet firmly planted
on each side of him, I hitched my skirt up and lowered myself onto his strong,
broad back. I could feel every muscle move beneath me and I could feel his hot
skin on the crotch of my panties. On second thought, I got up and took them off
and settled back down. The skin to skin contact was ten times better and I
ground my pussy into his bare back, humping my hips and mashing my clit into
him.


"Yeah, you're a
good horsey. I'm going to love playing with you."


With that, I bent
forward, bringing my feet up and pressing the pointy heels into his sides to
keep my legs from dangling onto the ground. I had to spread my legs really wide
over his massive back to achieve this and the position brought my pussy into
full contact with his skin. I moaned as I felt moisture pooling out of me onto
his bare skin and I reached down to grab the ends of my silk scarf, pulling
them like reins.


"Giddy up,
horsey." I said and clenched my thighs to signal that he should move and
was delighted when he instinctively lurched forward, albeit groaning with the
effort. 


"Aww, you're a
natural at this. Maybe I should keep you around as my personal horsey and have
you give me rides everywhere. Lord knows that's about the only thing you're
good for, you useless prick." I pulled his reins tighter until his head
was forced backwards.


I could feel his labored
breathing in the rise and fall of his back under me, even though he was a big
man, there was no way carrying a fully grown woman on his back could be easy on
him, especially when he was on his hands and knees. Every step forward seemed
to require a massive effort and his arms and knees shook every time they rose off
the floor.


As uncomfortable as
this must have been for him, it was heaven for my pussy; the rippling muscles
and the shaking were hitting me in all the right spots and I purposefully
leaned forwards, slumping and making myself as heavy and unmanageable as
possible to get the full effect of this delicious friction.


"Yesss, that's a
good horsey. If you keep that up, I'm going to cum long and hard. You want me
to cum, don't you?" I asked and then slapped the side of his face when he
didn't respond.


"Don't you?"
I yelled.


"Yes, Mistress."
He mumbled around the silk between his teeth.


"Good boy!" I
said, relishing the tightening of his muscles beneath me; he was shaking with
concealed anger and I laughed out into the quiet. This was the best feeling and
my head swam with the power rush as we spent the next hour or so with him
carrying me around to fetch unnecessary files back and forth.


By the time I finally
let him off the hook and climbed off, he was sweating and red faced with
effort. I ordered him to lie down and took off my shoes, resting my stockinged
feet on his face.


He stuck his tongue out
and licked the instep of my feet and sucked on my toes through the nylon of my
pantyhose. I wriggled them beneath his nose and his eyes closed and he moaned.


"What's
this?" I said, sliding my foot down his chest to the front of the lacy,
red thong where his cock was bulging obscenely, stretching the delicate pattern
of the lace and poking through it at the top.


"Do you like my
pretty feet?"


His eyes darted upwards
to mine and he looked away quickly, turning his face.


I nudged him with my
foot, poking my big toe into his cheek. He groaned and his eyes squeezed
tighter. He seemed to be struggling with trying to pretend he wasn't turned on,
which I found amusing. Who knew my big scary boss could be undone by ten tiny
piglets.


"Aww, it's okay
you can look at them." I said and covered his whole face with both feet. 


He couldn't resist and
his head turned back, nearly attacking my feet with his mouth, sucking my toes
and panting. 


I was enjoying the foot
massage but still had a lot in store for him and didn't want him to get too
excited too quickly.


"That's enough for
now, get up and show me that pretty cock of yours."


He sprang up and the
panties were off in a second. I took them from him and stuffed them into his
mouth, wadding them into a tight little ball. 


I stared at his cock;
the head was a faint purple and quite bulbous if I was being honest. He was
also pretty wide around the base. I was impressed but I wasn't about to tell him
that.


I arched an eyebrow,
arranging my features into a look of disinterest.


"I guess this will
do." I said as I grabbed his dick, lifting it to examine the underside and
cupping his balls in my palm, weighing them.


I ordered him to open
the next box on the table and his hands trembled as he pulled the square black
lid off.


His eyes went round and
his bottom lip trembled as he stared into the contents of the box. I carefully monitored
his features; if he was this surprised now, he would be in for quite the rude
awakening because I had much more waiting for him.


"Take it out."
I ordered


His hands wrapped
around the clear plastic dick shaped device and he lifted it, staring at it in
obvious revulsion, though his cock told an entirely different story. It was twitching
and weeping drops of clear pre-cum onto the carpet.


"You know what
that is, my pet?" I said.


His head shook
imperceptibly and he eyed the device.


"I don't- I don't
know what it's called, no."


"So you have seen
one of these before?" I asked.


He nodded.


"Oh, you're just a
nasty, naughty boy, aren’t you?" I said, moving to stand in front of him.
I wrapped my palm around his rock hard cock and squeezed till he emitted a
harsh, gravelly groan.


"This," I
took the device out of his hand "is called a chastity belt, and I'm going
to use it to lock your little cock inside so your greedy little hands can't get
on it."


I watched his eyes as
they rounded and his pupils dilated. He was listening with rapt attention, his
chest rising and falling rapidly.


"And I'm going to
keep the key on me at all times. Of course, I'll let your cock out sometimes
whenever I feel like playing with it. Sometimes I'll let you have an orgasm for
my own amusement but that's pretty much it for you, poor thing."


I circled around him
and stood facing his back, wrapping the harness around his waist and encasing
his cock in its plastic prison.


"There will be no
more jerking your cock, no more cumming without permission. No more
unsupervised orgasms." I said, "Your cock belongs to me now and only
I get say when it comes out, understood?"


"Y-yes, Mistress."


He was staring straight
ahead, jaw set and I could tell he was grinding his teeth so I walked back
around and smacked him lightly on the cheek.


"Don't be so
gloomy," I said "If you're a good boy and you give me lots of orgasms
I'm going to let you play with your little pecker. The more you please me, the
more I will let you out."


I went back to the desk
and settled into the chair, admiring his cock in its little shell. It looked
like a little wrapped present. In fact, it would be just like a little present
that I could unwrap again and again and play with it whenever I pleased. Not to
mention that I intended to keep him so worked up all the time that he would be
all ready for me whenever I let him out; it was truly the gift that kept on
giving.


"Now put your cute
little panties back on, bitch and go kneel in the corner, ass out. I want to
see that little puckered hole wink at me."
















The time really did fly
when you were having fun; I looked up into the clock and saw that it was 11 pm.
almost three hours had gone by since I put him in his chastity.


I looked up and found him
still kneeling in the corner on all fours. He seemed to sense a shift in my
position and his head turned so he could look at me over his shoulder.


"Please, Mistress
can I be allowed to get up?" he begged "My knees hurt from sitting
like this."


"I guess." I
said dismissively.


I was getting bored
with work anyway, the numbers and letters blurring on the screen. I decided I
had worked hard today. Harder than usual, in fact, since I had to train my
little slave and teach him his place. I deserved some distraction.


"Come here."
I beckoned him with a finger.


He seemed happy to be
moving and walked stiffly toward my desk. 


I looked up at the
length of his naked torso. His neck muscles were like cords and his shoulders
nice and broad; I had to admit that he was a particularly sexy man and a thrill
went through me at the idea that he was all mine to do with as I wished. A glance
at his cock, stiff inside the chastity device confirmed that he was enjoying
this almost as much as I was.


I ran my fingers over
the lacy panties and followed the narrow strip of fabric disappearing between
his legs. He threw his head back and closed his eyes while my fingers massaged
his taint over the soft fabric and came out the back where the string disappeared
between his muscular cheeks.


I brought my palm down
fast and hard over each cheek in rapid succession and watched him flinch in
surprise. He attempted to process the sting as best he could but I knew he
wasn't doing a very good job. It was a look I had seen before; his mind was
clearly at war with his body. On one side, his mind rebelled against the idea
of being hit, his testosterone fueled instincts telling him he should strike
back or dodge. Of course, a well-bred gentleman like him couldn't hit a woman
and certainly not one that controlled the fate of his entire professional
career in the palm of her hand.


His eyes revealed conflict
and his back arched almost imperceptibly, leaning into this strange new thrill
travelling from his groin to the top of his head.


Again I brought my palm
down, harder this time. It was now or never, he needed to give into his
feelings right away or I would lose him forever. I couldn't allow him time to
think, to process this and convince himself that he was delusional, that his
feelings weren't real.


I grabbed his firm
cheeks, wrapping my arms around his pelvis to do so, his cock pressing into my
cleavage in the process and kneaded them in between soft little smacks
carefully directed at his taint and upper thighs.


His body had begun to
take over, he gave in to the pleasure he was feeling and let his eyes close. I
continued to pepper his skin with smacks until they were a faint shade of pink.



"Did you like
that, my sweet pet?" I asked, knowing full well what the answer would be.


His eyes flew open, he
was surprised to have enjoyed it and was currently deciding whether or not he
should be honest. Finally he nodded.


"Yes, I … I
did." He said "Mistress." He added hastily.


I smiled in approval
and glimpsed the quick flash of happiness on his face. Just a moment and then
it was gone. It seems my little slave had finally begun to get into the swing
of things. It was finally time to move this along.


"Mistress has been
working hard all day long and she deserves a treat, don't you think?" I
asked.


"Yes, Mistress."
he answered mechanically, eyes fixed on my face.


"Do you want to
make Mistress feel good like a slave should?"


"Yes,
Mistress." He said eagerly.


I was surprised by the
quick response and the eagerness on his face. Could this be what he
secretly wanted all along, to serve?


I decided to explore
further; I looked him square in the eyes and put on my best stern face.


"Kneel down and
undress your Mistress, then."


He fell onto his knees
and his hands fluttered over my shirt for a second, shaking and finally settled
down to work the buttons. He untied them one by one, eyes trained on each one
like he was performing surgery.


My shirt came open and
his eyes dilated; I knew he was taking in my strappy bra which I had worn
specially for this occasion. 


"Now, the
skirt." I said


He nodded and went to
lower the zipper at the side and I lifted off my chair to allow him to remove
my skirt.


His hands moved to
reach for my bra but I slapped them away.


"Greedy, aren't
we?" I said "That's enough."


He settled back down on
his haunches and gazed up at me then brought his head down to my stockinged
feet, sticking his tongue out and licking again all the way up to my calf and
laying little kisses all the way up my thighs till he paused at the bottom of
my panties.


I regarded him; he
looked as eager as a puppy, eyes trained at the triangle of fabric covering my
pussy. I had every intention of allowing him to please me and bring me to one
orgasm after the other with his mouth but I enjoyed letting him wait and
wonder.


Finally, I opened my
legs a fraction of an inch and he licked his lisps in response and lowered his
nose to my crotch, inhaling deeply.


His tongue shot out and
licked from the bottom to the top, moistening the fabric.


I laid my head back and
lifted my legs, bracing each foot on one of his shoulders and arching my back
while he worshiped my pussy. I was going to enjoy having my boss as my slave,
especially since he seemed to enjoying giving pleasure so much.


His teeth nibbled at my
covered clit, trying to get at it and he looked up at me helplessly.


I smiled down at him
and moved the crotch aside, exposing myself to his hungry eyes and he responded
by burying his mouth in my pussy, separating the folds with his tongue and
licking up and down the center of me. I ran my fingers through his fine hair,
tugging it and pushing his head forward and trapping him between my legs.


I could tell he was
breathing hard, working as fast as he could to tongue my clit.


"Oh, you're such a
good slave. Mistress loves your tongue on her clit."


He responded by
stiffening his tongue and pushing it inside my pussy, in and out until my head
began to swim then flicking it over my clit again and again. 


I clenched my thighs,
squeezing his head and raking my fingernails across his skin as I threw my head
back and screamed, my orgasm crashing over me in waves.


When I was spent, I
nudged his shoulders with my feet, sending him falling backwards on his ass.


"Did you enjoy
tonguing mistress?" I asked when my breathing had gone back to normal


"Yes,
Mistress."


"Well, I liked it
too." in fact, I had liked it to the point where I didn't think I could
live with not getting a tongue bath like that one every single day and night. I
might have to keep this bad boy around for longer than a weekend, after all.


"If you're a good
boy, I might just let you lick my pussy again."


His eyes lit up and his
chest continued to rise and fall in rapid succession as he looked up at me. 


I got up and went
around him, gripping a fistful of his hair and using it to tilt his head
backwards.


"Look at this mess
you've made of yourself." 


His face was shiny,
juices coating the perimeter of his mouth and chin.


"You did such a
good job licking my pussy, I think you deserve a treat, too."


He looked up,
uncertainty written all over his face and I had to stop myself form giggling
out loud. He looked like he was about to unwrap a Christmas present.


I stood and marched to
the meeting table, lifting the last remaining box and holding it in both hands.


"It's time to open
your last present, pet." I said "Don't you want to know what it
is?"


His eagerness started
to fizzle a bit; none of the boxes so far contained anything that was
especially fun for him and I could tell he was second guessing his earlier
excitement.


He approached me with
downcast eyes and gingerly took the box out of my hands, lifting the lid slowly
from one corner to peek at the contents.


His face paled and his
eyes fluttered madly. He certainly wasn't expecting this. 


He put the lid back on
and took half a step backwards.


"Where do you
think you're going?" I asked. 


He shook his head a
fraction on an inch in either direction.


"I can't-


"I say you can,
and you will." I dropped the lid on the shiny tabletop and lifted the
silicone monster from the box. It was hardly a monster, though. Just a medium
sized dildo but from the look on his face you would think I was attempting to
shove a live snake up his ass.


I contemplated the
horror on his face, eyes darting from one side of the room to the other and
decided a change of tactics was warranted. I wasn't an evil mistress; I had no
intention of terrorizing my handsome slave, just stretching his horizons a bit.
And his asshole, too.


My hand laded softly on
his shoulder and I traced patterns in his skin with the tips of my fingers.


I wrapped an arm around
his muscular torso, pushing my front into his back and squeezing him in my
embrace.


I had to stand on tip
toes to whisper in his ear and a rush went through me again at the thought of
having brought this powerful man to heel at my feet so thoroughly.


"Are you scared of
a little dildo, my sweet pet?" I said


"Yes, Mistress.
I'm scared; I don't want that thing in my ass." He was quiet for a moment
and I let him process his emotions "I don't think it would fit, I have
never had anything there."


My hand came down on
the flesh of his firm ass cheeks so quickly that he yelped.


"If you lie to me
again I am going to whip you." I said, I could recognize the lie from a mile
away. I could see it in the way his hips moved, his whole manner. He was
begging for a good fucking but he just didn't know it yet.


"Let's try that
again."


"I have never had
anything in there..." he passed, inhaling "bigger than a couple of fingers."


His exhalation came out
in a great rush as the weight of his confession lifted from his chest.


I hugged him to me
tighter, happy that he was finally opening up. 


"A dildo is so
much more fun than a finger, pet."


"When it bottoms
out in that tight, puckered man cunt it's going to tickle your p-spot and
you're going to be so hard, you'll be begging me like the whore you are to let
you cum."


His hands moved to
stroke his cock but were met with the plastic of the chastity device instead
and he groaned in frustration.


"Now be a good boy
and get that lube you keep in your desk drawer, Mistress is going to fuck your
ass."


I watched him as he
puttered around his office; it was a strange thing to watch my boss at his desk
in a red thong and a plastic dick prison and I silently thanked the happy
coincidence that led me to discover his naughty little secret.


When he offered me the
lube, I smiled and told him to climb up on the table, where he would be nice
and exposed.


His ass cheeks spread
and his dick hung in its casing. It must have been heavy in this position and I
could tell he was desperate to touch himself.


I lubed the cock and
spilled some more lube on his puckered hole.


"Your man cunt is
already winking at me, you fucking slut." I gripped a fistful of his hair
and bent forward to bite his earlobe till he winced.


I
smacked his thighs and he spread them apart.


"wider. "I
barked. 


I brought the silicone
tip to his hole, rubbing it on the outside and gently tapping it across his
taint. I relished the gasp that came from his mouth when I finally lined the
head with his opening and gently pushed it, increasing the pressure until the
head popped inside him, slick with all the lube.


I let him have a moment
to get used to the feeling before I started to pull the head back, leaving just
the very tip inside him and pushing it forward once again.


When he had stopped
clenching his muscles I knew it was time to give him more. I pushed the shaft
of the silicone dildo up his hole and watched as it disappeared inch by inch
into his virgin man cunt.


He was shaking with the
effort, his thighs coming apart more and more to allow the massive intruder.


I put my hand in the
center of his back and pushed, bringing his chest flat on the table and his ass
hanging obscenely in the air with a black dildo sticking out of it.


I reached my hand
around to tap his plastic chastity and he groaned, thrusting his hips forward,
seeking any bit of stimulation to his cock.


"You're taking
this cock up your ass like such a good boy, you deserve to cum."


"Do you want Mistress
to take your cock out, pet?" I said as I slowly worked the dildo in and
out of his stretched asshole.


He found his voice
enough to manage a whispered 'please' and I reached my hand around, massaging
his inner thighs and dangling the key in front of his eyes.


I slowly slid the key
in the tiny lock and released his aching erection. Immediately, he groaned and
his hand went to wrap around his cock, squeezing the shaft and cursing softly.


"Now, now..."
I said "You need to pace yourself, I don't want you cumming till I've
finished with you."


"Finished,
Mistress?"


"Yes, pet. You're
going to take this whole dildo up your virgin asshole like a good slave."
I slowly twirled the dildo around inside him for emphasis.


"Then and only
then are you allowed to cum, am I making myself clear?" I injected as much
venom into my voice as I could.


His head hung and his
hand reluctantly left his cock and settled palm down on the bed.


"Yes,
Mistress." He said, completely dejected.


I smiled at the
disappointment in his voice. I had every intention of letting him cum, but
since I had decided to keep him as my little plaything, I had to begin his training
right away and part of that was teaching him that orgasm is earned, not just
handed out.


I kept working the dildo
around in little half circles; he had taken a good few inches but there were
still a couple more to go.


"How does your
asshole feel?" I asked


"it's- it burns a
little, mistress."


"Good burn or bad
burn?" I asked again


He paused for a second
before letting out a breath and answering in a small voice


"Good burn,
Mistress."


I smiled, elated that
he had taken to this so quickly.


"You like having
this big cock up your virgin hole, don't you, my man slut?" I asked and
drew the cock back an inch only to plunge it forward till it was buried all the
way up his asshole where I knew it would be resting against his prostate.


His head jerked up and
his hips spasmed as he let out a garbled rush of moans and grunts. It was as if
he couldn't decide which sensation should take precedence; the pain or the
pleasure.


"That's it, good
boy. Take that cock up your man cunt like a good little slut." I stroked
his hair and cooed in his ear as his hips began to gyrate in little circles,
trying to move the dildo against his p-spot.


I let the frustration
build in him before I finally took hold of the base of the dildo once again,
moving it slowly in and out, pumping his p-spot till I saw his cock leak pre-cum
on the varnished surface of the meeting table.


His fisted his hands,
nails digging into the soft skin of his large palms and cursed; his whole body
was on edge, muscles clenched as if ready to sprint and his chest rose and fell
with the effort of containing his orgasm.


"Please,
mistress." He begged "I can't hold it anymore."


"Hold what?"
I asked mockingly and rammed the silicone cock in faster.


"Please" he
wailed, "let me cum."


I pumped in and out a
couple more times and reached around him, holding his cock in my fist and squeezing
it so hard he growled.


I began pumping his
cock in time with the dildo, faster and faster until his whole body jerked in
time with the movement. 


He let out a long wail,
head dropping to the table and ass rising higher in the air as he exploded in
my hand, cum shooting from the tip of his cock to cover my hand and the brown
mahogany. I continued to milk him until he was completely dry, spent and finally
pulled the large cock out of his used and stretched asshole.


He groaned as I pulled
it all the way out; he would feel this tomorrow and I felt a rush of pride at
the thought of him having trouble sitting down in tomorrow's meeting.


I would be right there
across this very table as he shifted in his seat to get comfortable, silently
admiring my handiwork.


I let him calm down and
then walked around and stood in front of him, presenting my hand near his face.


He looked down at my offered
fingers and saw that they were coated in his sticky white release.
Instinctively, he knew what was being asked of him and I congratulated myself
again on having found such a natural submissive.


He stuck his tongue out
gingerly, probing the white fluid then more boldly, he licked my fingers as I
held on to his hair and brought his head down to the table top and guided him
till he had licked every drop of his cum off the table, leaving it shiny as
new.


I turned around and
retrieved the key to his cock cage and put him back in, locking him up nice and
tight.


The look on his face
sent a secret little pang to my heart.


"Don't worry, my
pet." I whispered "Mistress will let you out again. I'm far from
finished with you."
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