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The Recruit

“Train departs in ten seconds, stand clear of the doors,” the electronic female voice rang across the platform, as William forlornly stepped into the bright blue cart at the back of the train.

Since the Transition, the Herman Coalition government had successfully and swiftly implemented several changes in both the system of government and day-to-day life that they assured would “correct all past wrongs” against the sisterhood of women. Females had suffered under the oppression and tyranny of the patriarchy for too long, so “measures” had to be taken. Among these new policies was the removal of the ‘female-only’ car in the subway system and the implementation of the reverse – the ‘male-only’ car.

“Why should women be forced to find refuge in solitude? Hiding in a small box, like the hunted… I say we put the troublemakers; the perverts, the jerks, the muggers and thieves in the box. We put THESE MEN in the box,” Brianna, a member of Parliament with the Herman Coalition famously campaigned in the year leading up to the Transition.

The men who found the whole tirade quite comical at the time were rudely awakened by the shock victory of the female-led government at the end of the year along with the drastic changes that followed. Following an initial trial-period that aimed to only place the ‘problematic’ men in the bright blue ‘offenders cart’, the government soon explained that enforcing such a scheme was too taxing on government resources. However, instead of scrapping the whole system, it was decided that the number of bright blue carts would be expanded, and all men would be required to be segregated in these second-class carriages while women enjoyed the safety of their own ranks. This, obviously, ignored the difficulties of woman-on-woman crime. But with no viable male voice in government and women giddy with the power and freedom that came with the overwhelming representation of their own sex in Parliament, correcting the prejudices of their policies against men was the least of their concerns.

As William stood in the packed, seat-less blue carriage, he considered the coming day at work. William was a relatively fortunate man. He had secured a decent job early on in a private security firm, working as an entry-level sales manager that paid enough in tokens to support his daily needs and the occasional luxury. Despite the fact that he had lost his pre-Transition wife to sickness, an agency paired him with an attractive young woman, Terri, who also worked in the security industry, two years into the Transition. Terri took an immediate liking to him. With a little bit of convincing from him, William managed to secure a marriage to her within six months of them meeting, and had been living relatively comfortably ever since.

Terri, unlike William’s previous wife, was much more ‘open-minded’ and very supportive of the Herman Coalition and the Transition. She took full advantage of her newly ordained civil rights, and considered any leeway she allowed in William’s favor a ‘gift’, one that wasn’t necessarily deserved. William knew that this didn’t mean that she did not love him. In fact, he was confident that she loved him deeply. Nonetheless, she saw things differently – she loved him like she loved a doll or a pet. She doted on him but always considered him a rung beneath her. Though not ideal, this was more than sufficient for William – he had more than most men, and he lived a simple yet happy life with a beautiful woman.

One thing, however, that William often omitted to mention to his friends or family was that Terri had placed him in the ‘Fidelity Assurance Program’, known affectionately (and quite comically) among women as FAP. As a strongly pro-Transition woman, Terri was quite enthralled by the idea of the FAP when it was first rolled out as a pilot program in the country. Under FAP, significant others of married men could nominate their male partners to be participate in a highly-secure custom-made chastity device that could only be unlocked by the registering woman. The program was ‘voluntary’, meaning that the male counterpart was required to agree to FAP before the device could be fastened on his penis.

However, most men that were participating in FAP were subject to various forms of social and economic coercion – a woman who wanted her husband to participate in the program had a plethora of ways in which she could ensure his ‘voluntary’ participation. Some of men in the program had even been subjected to the illegal confiscation of their tokens by criminal muscle-women hired by their wives, or they were threatened to be reported to the Secreta for seditious activities that they had never participated in, before they succumbed. Thankfully for William, he was not the victim of either. Instead, his wife had given him an ultimatum – if he wanted to get married to her, he would join the FAP, no questions asked. At the time, the deal seemed like a no-brainer.

The official reason for rolling out FAP was to correct the imbalance that had existed in modern society for decades – the Coalition argued that the Women’s Charter banning one-sided polygamous relations was hardly enough. Men continued to act with impunity and were unfaithful to vulnerable women who had little choice but to remain in abusive relationships. The “emotional and mental toll” this had on women was “well-documented form of psychological abuse” and “had to be reversed immediately”. Obviously, the Coalition swatted away all queries on the lack of equal and opposite measure to ‘treat’ the infidelity of women with impunity.

The real reason, as everyone knew, was to further consolidate the gynarchy by bringing every aspect of the male life into the control of females. With one of the man’s most basic, innate drives under the total and one-sided control of women, the Coalition could be less concerned any uprising that they could not manage. Though FAP was still a relatively new initiative and not yet commonly known, every day, the program continued to expand and include more and more men in its register.

Despite his enrolment in FAP, William remained quite thankful for the fact that he was married, and that Terri rarely made him regret his participating in the program. While it meant that he never had any ‘personal’ time, he knew it was a small price to pay for the security that came with his status as her husband.

For now, it was the coming change at Securitas, his firm, that concerned him.

Valencia Marcos was the new chairperson at Securitas, a strong-headed middle-aged woman who had just vacated her position as Minister of National Security in Cabinet. Several rumors circled her post-resignation. Some said she was looking for a new challenge, others said that despite their many radical views, Valencia’s actions as head of the Policía Secreta were too extreme even for the Coalition. To avoid any major political scandal, it was said that they nipped the problem in the bud early on and moved her out of Cabinet. Now, the worry for the men at the firm was that Valencia would bring her extremist pro-women policies and corruption to Securitas.

William headed into office and eased into his small cubicle, just as he had done so many times before. Day, after day, after day. The same routine. Frustration. Emasculation. Resentment. He felt these things on a regular basis, but especially on the days when he was reminded of his pre-Transition job as the head of sales at VacDex, the biggest pharmaceutical firm on the West Coast.

Soon after the Transition, plans were put in motion to fulfill the government’s seventy-five percent quota of women in leading positions at the company. With two-thirds of men on the board of directors losing their jobs, William was quickly fired and grew increasingly desperate in a job market flooded with overqualified men. Even companies which were known breeding grounds for traditionally male-dominated environments had no choice but to give up important positions to women – some of whom were less-qualified – as men were either retrenched or demoted in droves. Failing to meet quotas would only result in harsh penalties, or in the most egregious cases, mandatory liquidation. Yes, entire enterprises were destroyed by a government eager to demonstrate his power. Understandably, firms were very eager to comply. Men like William survived because they were quick to learn that their qualifications no longer meant anything, and settled for menial and subservient jobs.

“All staff, report to the auditorium in fifteen minutes. I repeat, all staff, report to the auditorium in fifteen minutes,” a female voice chimed over the speaker system throughout the office, jolting William out of his thoughts.

As he expected. Valencia was going to address the company. Hopefully, this wouldn’t include any plans to make his life even more tedious than it already was. The introduction of ‘women-only’ photocopiers was a sufficiently infuriating policy that could sustain his frustration for this month alone. 

As William settled in his seat near the back where most of the men in the room were, he looked up to see Valencia’s face broadcasted on screens throughout the auditorium. He rolled his eyes, but not before he appreciated the Venezuelan woman’s flowing dark brown hair, her strong features, and her full, maroon-painted lips. Gone were the days where prominent women in politics and the corporate world opted for short, choppy haircuts to maintain their aura of power and depth. Instead, women now fiercely guarded their femininity, and the even most powerful women embraced their long, flowing hair as a sign of the new age.

Valencia’s words hardly captivated William, and he struggled to stay awake as she rambled on about the victory of women over the patriarchy and the need for Securitas to embrace a strong, radical female leader who could take them to the ‘next level’. It reminded him of the similarly ambiguous and vapid speeches his male colleagues used to give, and couldn’t help but let a wry smile escape. Maybe men and women were not so different after all.

“And, in line with all that I’ve said, I will be introducing a series of measures to improve the welfare of women in this company and ensure that the workplace continues to be a safe environment where women can grow to their fullest potential, unhindered by the waste of society,” Valencia thundered, grabbing William’s attention.

William sensed the men around him all also perk up with attention as they wondered what their fate would be under Valencia’s iron fist.

“Controlled wages…”

“Safety by segregation…”

“Continued enforcement of sex-preferential promotion…”

“Progressive maternity benefits…”

Huh. Nothing new. William was relieved, but also perplexed. No radical, man-hating measures? Maybe Valencia had indeed mellowed after the government resignation?

“Escaped pretty unscathed there didn’t we boys?” William chuckled and turned to the men sitting around him, who all nodded and sniggered along.

“One final note, I’d like to see any man at Securitas who is also registered under FAP in my office at a quarter before noon. Good day, ladies,” she signed off, before the screens shut off.

William felt a shiver down his spine – he had spoken too soon. Not at any point during in all the buildup to Valencia’s appointment as head of Securitas did he think that he, William Jeffords, sales manager of the Wesley District who oversaw a grand total of three staff, would even sniff the same air as Valencia. To meet with her? On her first day as chairperson? William was hardly ashamed to admit that he felt like he was on the verge of soiling his uniformed work trousers.

“FAP boys huh? We don’t have any of them here, do we?” a man in the back row chuckled as the rest of them guffawed.

“FAP’s an actual thing eh? Good thing the missus hasn’t figured that out, ‘magine that,” an older man said, scratching his bald head

William coughed, adjusted his tie, and swiftly exited the auditorium. The last thing he needed was his colleagues discovering he was on the FAP register. While the women had rid themselves of ‘toxic masculinity’ at the workplace by abolishing inter-gender shared spaces altogether, men themselves had no escape from the stereotypical male ribbing that came from being the butt of a workplace joke.

After a long, contemplative walk back to his cubicle, William settled back into his seat and peeked at his wristwatch. He had about an hour before he had to see Valencia, but it seemed like a terrible idea to start making his way there just before her stipulated time. Not only did he not want to risk being late to see his new CEO, but William was equally concerned about his colleagues catching on to the fact that he was on the FAP register.

At first, he just sat in his cubicle as he waited. After doodling away on his notepad for another uneventful twenty minutes, William announced to his subordinates that he would be putting in an application for urgent leave – his mother had taken sick and was on her way to the hospital. Then, he packed his bags hurriedly and brought them down to his car, stowing them in the trunk before he made his way back up to the office from a different side entrance that would allow him to bypass his colleagues undetected. He then navigated a maze of hallways, on the way submitting himself to four separate security checks, before he finally found himself in Valencia’s waiting room. Her secretary, typing away busily at the computer only shifted her eyes for a second to acknowledge his presence.

He sat down outside her office and waited. The secretary smirked in his direction; like so many other females, she reveled in her newfound superiority.

“Yes?” she asked curtly, her eyes still fixed onscreen.

“I’m, uh… I’m here for the meeting, the uh, the eleven forty-five meeting?” William sputtered.

The secretary looked up at him for a moment and then reached over her desk and pushed a button down.

“Ms Marcos I’ve got a FAP enrollee here, do I send him in?” she asked in a soothing voice.

There was a pause.

“Send him in,” an authoritative voice crackled back over the line.

The secretary pointed at the door.

“Show yourself in,” she muttered, her voice suddenly devoid of politeness again.

“Sure, uh, thanks,” William muttered, his heartbeat thundering as he reached for the thick glass door, and pushed in.

In front of him, a large, clean white desk stood in the center of the room, on which sat three different computer screens with an additional integrated touchscreen on the face of the desk itself. The rest of the room was what someone in the 2010s would have called ‘minimalist’. A singular potted plant stood in one corner of the room, with a gentle artificial waterfall cascading down a wall in the other.

At the table, sat Valencia Marcos, the new chairperson of Securitas. Just like her secretary, she only looked up for a second to acknowledge William before her eyes fell back to the screen in front of her.

“Your name?” she asked, momentarily disengaging her screen to shift a series of files around her desk.

“I’m William, uh, William Jeffords, Ms Marcos,” he managed to get out.

“Ma’am,” she shot back quickly, now looking directly at him.

“Uh, scuse me?” William replied, confused.

“The ladies call me Ms Marcos, but you will call me ma’am. Or madam. Whichever you prefer. I like more distance in my interactions with your… kind,” she said, bluntly.

“Ah, I apologize ma’a-mad… ma’am,” William stammered.

He shifted his hands around, unsure where he should put them. They felt awkward in front of him… and quite juvenile just hanging by his pockets. Definitely not inside his pockets. Behind him? That seemed appropriate.

“Now, William, you look like a fine young man for the job, I’m thinking,” Valencia muttered.

“Thank you Ms Ma-uh, I mean, thank you ma’am,” William replied.

“Not the job you’re doing now, mind you. I mean the job I have in store for you. A special assignment, if you will,” she said deliberately, putting her fingers together.

William noticed that she was wearing a different outfit, and a different shade of lipstick to the one that she wore in the briefing she gave earlier to Securitas. A pre-recorded video perhaps? Now, Valencia wore a dahlia-colored lipstick, accentuating her plump lips and the similarly violet eyeshadow she had on. Her clothes bordered on risqué in the work context, though they looked deceivingly professional. While she still wore a white, office shirt and a long, black pencil skirt that went past her knees, her plunging neckline gave William an ample eyeful of her cleavage and when she stood, he noticed that the slit in the right side of her skirt went almost as high as the middle of her thigh.

William took care to not take more than a quick look, before focusing directly back on her stern face.

“You see, not many people know this, but when I was in Cabinet I was actually one of the main instigators behind the whole F-A-P regime. FAP, as you all affectionately call it now. I couldn’t go public with this at the time, but the real reason I introduced the program was because I genuinely believed that the oversexed, frustrated and denied man was the most malleable putty there is on this earth,” Valencia said, now walking up to him slowly, a malicious smile forming on her face.

“If women could legitimize and effectively enforce some form of systematic method of sexual frustration on their male counterparts… I knew the possibilities would be endless. We wouldn’t need to ‘enslave’ the male population to have them do our bidding. We only needed to control that one little thing you have dangling between your legs and voila… groveling, willing mutts at our service. Brilliant, don’t you think?” she asked, now standing so close to William that he could feel her breathing on his face.

“Uh, yeah… ma’am,” William responded, slightly taken aback by Valencia’s willingness to discuss her misandry so explicitly with him.

“I can see from your demeanor alone that your wife has hardly used the device to its fullest potential,” Valencia said, shaking her head condescendingly. She was close, so close. Her physical presence intimidated him almost as much as her tone.

Suddenly, William felt like a vice had fastened itself on his crotch. His eyes bulged as he looked down and saw Valencia’s hand – painted fingernails and all – wrapped tightly around his caged cock. Her nails dug so firmly around it that he could feel them jabbing sharply into his pelvis. William was, for the moment, grateful to have his most precious organ carefully encased in the chastity device that he had once begrudgingly submitted himself to.

Quickly recovering from the shock of having his boss decide to manhandle his crotch in the office, William mustered the courage to confront Valencia’s work ethic.

“Uh, ma’am I would appreciate it if you removed your hand from… there. I hardly think this is appropriate,” William said, surprising even himself with the courage of his delivery.

There was a pause. As Valencia slowly lifted her head, her furious eyes met his gaze just inches from his face. William knew he had made a mistake. In a blur, William found himself careening towards the glass wall behind him, a strong powerful hand grabbing at his throat, attached to a woman with the most intimidatingly murderous look in her eyes. Her eyes blazed with rage as she shoved the hapless male.

As the back of William’s head slammed into the wall, his ears rang and his vision blurred momentarily. As it gradually came back into focus, he was confronted with Valencia’s nose pressing into the side of his face as she bellowed with the command of a drill sergeant.

“I. WILL. NOT… BE CHALLENGED IN MY OWN OFFICE… in my OWN FIRM!”

“Y-yes ma’a…” William struggled to reply, gasping for air as she mercilessly crushed his windpipe with her long, slender fingers.

Slowly, she released her grip on him. In an instant, the fire had vanished from her eyes, and the feral look in them subsided. Her hand reached around the back of his head and caressed it gently.

“You silly, silly little boy,” she murmured, her lips next to his ear, “You men still don’t understand, do you?”

She shook her head, disappointedly.

“You will not complain, you will not question my ‘appropriateness’, you will not even SPEAK in my presence unless I ask you to,” she said, her back now turned to him as she walked back to her desk.

“I’ll let you in on a little secret, William. Before I left the Cabinet, the Prime Minister and Trudy – our Social Services Minister – were discussing the rollout of an update to the Sustainable Families Act. Their plan was to introduce a section that would automatically give the female counterpart in a marriage the option to annul her marriage if her male counterpart has been unemployed for a period longer than sixty-one days. The female counterpart could obviously turn down the option to annul the marriage, though the Ministry of Social Services would offer very attractive incentives not to do so…Marriage might become a thing of the past. Now, my former colleagues tell me their discussions will be a reality in two months.”

Valencia leaned against her desk, her hands folded in front of her as she continued.

“So, tell me William, would you like to take your chances with…” Valencia leaned behind and peeked at her computer screen, “Ah, Terri. Would you like to take your chances with Terri? Do you think she’s the doting wife you imagine her to be? How would she feel if you failed to contribute? Women can get short-tempered with lazy men…” Valencia shrugged like it couldn’t matter to her.

William simply nodded, squinting his eyes and rubbing the back of his head gingerly.

“I’m glad you understand. Now, I have a task for you…”

A week passed since their meeting. William’s chastity device was now no longer under his wife’s control. After a short meeting with Terri, Valencia convinced the young wife to hand over full system control of William’s enrolment in FAP to her. She fed the naïve woman some idealistic spiel about how she would be furthering the ‘greater good of womanhood’, and incentivized her with certain ‘benefits’ that William was not privy to.

William’s work for Valencia began relatively simply – she expected him to inform on any man who expressed pro-male, anti-female or anti-government opinions within the firm. After a series of removals stemming from William’s covert reporting, Securitas’ men became much more sterile in the expression of their opinions, even among themselves.

In the following weeks, it escalated to deeper covert tasks, with William spending most of his office hours outside of Securitas, spying on targets ordained by Valencia before writing detailed reports on their whereabouts, habits and ‘weaknesses’.

At this point, William hadn’t had an orgasm in over two months. Having never really thought of himself as a very sexual man, he now realized how much of a role sex with Terri actually played a role in him remaining a sane, functional human being. As he walked into Valencia’s office, he silently hoped that today would be the day she would let him return to his wife unhindered by the device now between his legs.

“Afternoon ma’am, reports on Hitchens, Marty and Theroux, as requested,” he reported dutifully, placing a stack of files on her desk.

“Have a seat, William, there’s something we need to talk about,” she motioned, standing up from her own seat.

Valencia was decked out in a conservative navy-blue work jacket and an A-Line skirt that halted above the knee. As she circled the table to approach William, her hands reached for the buttons on her jacket. William paid no attention – noticing himself that the office was quite stuffy – until he noticed that as each button came undone, more of Valencia’s lightly-tanned skin came into view. When the edges of her jacket hung limply, her buttons completely undone, William saw that all that she wore underneath was a sensual, black lacy brassiere.

William watched aghast as Valencia strutted in front of him, comfortably straddling him. She wrapped her legs around his thighs. Noticing he was about to break the silence, Valencia placed her thin index finger on his lips, mouthing “shhh” in the seductive style that a pin-up girl might have been drawn in in the old days. Confused, William’s mind raced as Valencia subtly gyrated her hips in his lap, resting her posterior against the crotch of his trousers.

“Now William, you’ve been a good, good boy for me,” Valencia whispered, pressing her lips up to his left ear.

“But I have so, so much more I need you to do for me. You have been faithful with small tasks, so I presume you can handle the bigger things I have in store for you,” she continued, her breasts now pressing up against him.

“Mada-Ma’am, I… I’ll do as necessary, but I have Terri and I-I…”

“Oh Willie boy, you are such a sweetie, you know that?” Valencia smirked in a mocking voice.

She brought her face up to his and grazed his chest with her palms.

“Terri is a beautiful young thing with a very healthy sex drive, William,” she continued, “And it’s quite cute that you think a woman, in this paradise we’ve built for ourselves, spent two months, frustrated, would wait for you…”

William didn’t know if his wife would cheat. He knew perfectly well that he couldn’t stop her, however.

“A-and, that’s exactly what I was hoping to discuss, ma’am, if I might. I’ve been doing a decent job here for you and I was hoping you would consider deactivating the uh… the thing… so that Terri and I could have some time on our, uh… on our own today? I’m sure she’ll be looking forward to it as well.”

Valencia closed her eyes and exhaled frustratedly. Men. Did she have to spell it out for this moron?

“Has Terri complained at all to you, William?” Valencia asked, slowly unbuttoning her subordinate’s shirt.

“I, uh… no, but you had come to an understanding with her, I gathered…”

“Exactly, William, an understanding…” Valencia continued, pulling his shirt apart and drawing small circles on his broad chest, “An understanding that would serve the both her and myself perfectly.”

“I d-don’t unders-”

“She loves you dearly William, she does…” Valencia pulled herself onto him and kissed his cheek, before she flicked her tongue against it.

“Ma’am I really – I really need to go home to my wife,” William stuttered, trying to stand.

Swiftly, she yanked his head back, her right hand grabbing a fistful of his scruffy hair. William lost his balance and fell back into the chair. She pressed her lips against his exposed neck and kissed him down to his chest, her hand still firmly holding his head back. At that moment, William began to feel the familiar, dull ache of a repressed erection return. Desire burned hot through his body.

Throwing her unbuttoned jacket on the floor, Valencia deftly unhooked the strap of her bra and tossed it against William. William found it difficult to resist the urge to admire the delightfully round, perky breasts that now bobbed freely right in front him. Pulling his head back into an upright position, Valencia tugged her lackey’s face into her ample bosom, and held him there.

“Suck and I’ll tell you a secret,” she said, nudging his lips towards her small, erect nipple.

The dull ache between William’s leg became a sharper, vivid pain as his member began to strain against the confines of the tight metal encasing him. Succumbing, his mind now slowly clouding with a haze of desire, William opened his lips and latched them onto her tit.

“You can’t go home to your wife because I need you here,” she cooed, scratching the back of his head in her best imitation of a pet owner.

“But more importantly, you can’t go home to your wife because she doesn’t need you right now…” she whispered, her warm breath tickling his ear.

“You can’t go home to your wife because she’s being fucked right now, William,” she whispered softer than ever now, “fucked by someone I sent to your house.”

William froze, his head still held against Valencia’s breasts.

“Don’t be surprised. This is the new age, William. The carnal pleasure you men bring us is… easily replaced,” Valencia murmured, scratching the back of his head before she nudged him sharply against her breasts again, indicating for him to continue what he had been doing.

William reluctantly returned to servicing her breasts, his heart now racing as he contemplated his wife’s infidelity.

“It’s funny, you know. Funny how years have passed, and you men still don’t understand anything. You don’t understand your… station. Your role. It’s pathetic really,” she smiled, snickering to herself. 

As she ran her hands across his shoulders and his face, Valencia continued teasing the frustrated man she had in her possession with the subtlest movements of her hips and butt, watching with a wicked fascination as he became increasingly frenzied in his attempts to please her with his tongue.

“Mmmh, you are good at this aren’t you? I can see why Terri rejected my offer to send her the agency men at first,” she smiled.

“But then weeks passed, you were coming home at increasingly odd hours with all the assignments I had for you… and I told her it would be a long, long time before I would be releasing you from your chastity, and she broke,” Valencia smirked.

“She only broke yesterday, William. Yesterday! Your wife held out all this while – I was impressed, if I’m being honest,” she laughed.

William felt an odd sense of relief wash over him. Terri had tried. Somehow, that mattered.

“She was here, right here in this chair. Voice shaking, biting her bottom lip. Total cutie,” Valencia recounted, “It took some self-control not to have a nibble of her myself.”

“She said she just needed a fix, just today… so I sent her my favorite stud, Leon. Hung like a fucking horse – total caveman. Perfect when you have an itch you just can’t scratch,” Valencia smiled remembering her own encounters with him.

“If she really only needs Leon this once, let me tell you – you have a real sweetie right there and you better hold on to her because you’re never going to find another woman like her in this new age,” Valencia continued, absentmindedly scrolling through her phone’s newsfeed with one hand as she cradled William’s head against her chest with the other.

Climbing off William, she set her phone on the table before turning around and smoothly shimmying her skirt off her hips and past her butt. She snapped the waist of her matching black, lace panties before also sliding them off her smooth, waxed legs. Holding her underwear in her hand, she pressed its crotch onto William’s face and into his nose.

“Inhale,” she commanded, thrilled at the thought of the poor man being so helplessly tortured by the intoxicating scent of her sex.

As William closed his eyes and breathed in, he remembered the smell of his wife, and how long it had been since he had buried himself inside her. As his thoughts wandered, the naked Valencia climbed back onto William and straddled his right leg. She pulled her wet crotch up to the hilt of his thigh, dangerously close to his caged cock, and smeared her juices against his dark trousers. Rhythmically, she gyrated her hips back and forth on his welcomingly smooth cotton trousers, bringing herself closer to the edge.

“I have something I need you to do for me, William,” she whispered in his ear, as she supported herself on his shoulder while humping his thigh.

“Y-yes, ma’am,” a muffled voice replied, Valencia still holding her laced panties over his face.

“I need you to – mmh – I need you. For something big,” she continued, pausing between her sentences as her body shuddered involuntarily.

“But first, I need you… to die,” she whispered.

William suddenly tensed up.

“Ma’am?”

“I need – mmh… fuck this actually feels amazing…” Valencia moaned, momentarily biting into William’s bare shoulder before continuing, “I need you to disappear. I’ll arrange for the funeral, the death certificate, everything.”

“For how long, ma’am?” William asked, the first of many questions racing through his head at her abrupt request.

“For as long as I fucking need you to. Let me explain. The targets I’ve had you scope these past two months – all Men’s Lib scum. Yeah, surprise, I still work for the government. You’re the first to get this close to any of them – because you’re so bloody ordinary. They made every single other Special Op bastard I sent after them, man or woman,” Veronica growled.

She arched her back, and continued thumping her hips on his smeared cotton pants as she approached her climax. When William tried to reach up, and place his hands on her ass, she swatted his hands away brusquely.

“Funny then – mmh – how they let you so close for this long. I found a gem in you, doll,” she said breathlessly, smiling.

As her forehead glistened with perspiration, she continued, “But… all good things come to an end. I think they’ve made you.”

“Usually, I would have expended and replaced someo- mmh, oh fuck yes… someone like you, but… you do good work and I’ve got you, literally, by the balls – so what’s there not to like really?” she murmured, her forehead resting on his shoulder as she rocked her body rocked back and forth.

“Oh, fuck yes, FUCK yes, shit shit shit I’m fucking coming,” Valencia moaned as she shuddered to a halt, her body quivering as she felt radiating waves of pleasure burn through her body.

After momentarily burying her face in William’s hair, she recovered from her vigorous bout of self-pleasure and stood up, yanking her panties off his face as she did. Sliding her clothes on quickly, she returned to her seat behind her desk.

“You know…” she teased, “I could let you out of the cage now.”

There was a sharp intake of breath that made her snicker again. Valencia just couldn’t help herself, not when these men were so easy. The analysts had been right; control a man’s sex drive, and you owned him. He became nothing more than a slave.

“Would you like that?” asked Valencia. Her face remained flushed, but she enjoyed this game, especially as she watched the light of hope glow on William’s face.

“Yes, yes please.”

“Beg.”

“Please, please ma’am, would you let me out? Just, just for a little while? I swear, I won’t cause any problems. Just let me out so I can touch myself for a little bit. I swear, I’ll do everything you want. I’ll, I’ll be your slave.”

Oh yes, that was so much fun. “Sweet boy. That’s not an offer. You already are my slave.” With that, she grinned and nodded for him to leave.

William couldn’t move. His cock ached and he needed release.

“We’re done here,” she declared, almost as if nothing had happened.

“Uh, can I tell Terri before I… disappear?”

“You will tell no one. She’ll be taken care of when you’re gone… I’ll make sure of that,” Valencia smirked.

William stood up and buttoned his shirt, and began to very slowly stagger out of Valencia’s office. His scrotum felt like it was going to burst, and he felt like he would go insane with the insatiable need to feel the skin of his cock again, even if it was just in his hands.

“You’ll still see me, during your period of ‘death’. I’ll have other things I need you to work on. Maybe I’ll even let you out of that thing,” Valencia said, reading his mind.

William felt his cock strain again in its cage, just at the thought her words elicited.

“Yes ma’am,” he sighed, and closed the door behind him.

The End
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