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It wasn’t the rejection that hurt. And it wasn’t the time he’d invested, though he had been with her for decades. It wasn’t even all the extra hours he’d put in that finally pushed him over the edge. In the end, it was the simple fact that they had promoted her – a less qualified woman – in his place which drove him to it.

Paul Clayton had been loyal to her since graduation; Climbed the ranks of that grand old lady, step by step, year on year, turning down lucrative offers and calls from head-hunters left and right, safe in the knowledge that he was on the fast track. By the time it happened he was head of marketing. He was the king of his little kingdom, with over a hundred people under him, overseeing eye-watering budgets and dealing with countless agency relationships every single day. Promoting him had been the obvious choice. Heck, he had practically been doing the job for years already. All he needed was the paperwork to make it official. That, plus the generous raise and the comfortable new office. Paul was as close to a shoe-in as you could imagine. And yet, for some reason, they had given it to her-

Rebecca Stone.

He didn’t even know who she was.

Naturally, Paul had looked her up and examined her profile on the big networking sites in near-forensic detail.

As far as he could make out, her main asset seemed to be her face. Her profile pic was passable, but then women always lied in those – heavy makeup, perfect lighting, the angle of the lens, etc. There was no doubt in his mind that Rebecca had slept her way through the quick succession of awards and promotions which defined her career. Nobody is that good, not even him. 

He asked around, probing his network of industry contacts for more information. They confirmed his suspicions. The woman who had stolen his guaranteed job was just another acceptably attractive woman with a short skirt and a hunger for powerful cock, climbing the corporate ladder on her hands and knees. She was nothing to worry about. That was another reason why it all felt so unjust. He’d ‘helped’ countless women like her get a leg-up in their careers, sometimes they succeed, but mostly they floundered. The idea that one of these pathetic sluts had leapfrogged him by batting her eyelids and opening her legs drove Paul mad.

As a point of fact, all three of his immediate subordinates owed their positions to him. Charlotte, head of direct, had knelt down and swallowed his cum almost the first time they met, sucking his cock during the initial interview to discuss the job. Sofia, in charge of digital, had dropped her skirt the second his office door had clicked shut. Celia, the hard-nosed media lead, had seduced him over Christmas drinks and barked like a seal while bent over his desk. All of them had been consensual, all of them had approached him. It was just the way things were done, and Mr Clayton had rather liked it. There were two things in life of which you can be certain – one, that men in power are more attractive than men without power, and, two, that women will do anything for a man with power.

Fuck this, he mused, as he clicked the send button on his resignation letter. He didn’t have many savings – a man in his lifestyle tended to spend money to make money – but he had hundreds of contacts, favours aplenty to call in, and many, many employees who owed him their position. Besides, Paul Clayton was a man of action. When tough decisions needed to be made, he was the type of person to get things done. It would all be over by the time she started anyway. He had four months to secure a new job before the slut in the skirt started work. In the meantime, he’d focus on polishing up his CV and plagiarising a few papers for his LinkedIn profile. Paul Clayton would be long gone by the time the new woman’s skinny little legs were comfortably under the desk that should have been his.
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The world changes. Paul had said as much to the countless employees he’d fired over the years. That it had changed quite so much in the decades since his graduation should not have come as a surprise to a man of his calibre, and yet as the first rejection notes started to trickle in, he realised, with a sickening lurch, that he may have drastically misjudged sending in his resignation letter quite so quickly.

‘Too experienced’, was the standard reply; occasionally, ‘...the wrong type of experience.’ Once or twice, they had even said his skills ‘needed updating.’ And those were the ones who even bothered replying. The vast majority of his applications vanished completely into some sort of digital black hole for mis-placed ambition.

Every lead he pursued proved fruitless, favours long stored up turned out to be worthless, while his contacts all seemed to have mysteriously left the industry, or not to be able to help him. And all the time, the clock ticked down on his notice period. Hours turned to days turned to weeks. The final day was fast approaching and he still had nowhere to go once the door closed.

Like many men of a certain marital status, Paul’s financial affairs were structured to deliver the optimum mix of cutting-edge material possessions, minimum responsibility, and comfort. Where thrills were needed, fast cars and gambling played their part and whilst any losses from the former could be anticipated, those accumulated through gambling could not. Small debts span into bigger ones, and manageable overdrafts turned into promises to loan sharks who certainly were not either manageable or friendly. Paul was in an unpleasant amount of debt to some very nasty characters, and the longer it took him to secure a new job, the more uncertain he began to feel about his own health. He had never anticipated a period of substantial unemployment, and now Paul began to worry how he would be able to cover his not inconsiderable outgoings and keep the loan-sharks at bay without a stable income.

Four months sped by obscenely fast with no options from the outside world and no possibility of relief on the horizon. Paul’s only source of comfort was that he hadn’t been replaced yet. That surely meant the board of directors had lost confidence in the newly appointment skirt and wanted to keep him around for back-up. Maybe – just maybe – things would work out for the best after all. Accordingly, he delayed his leaving party reservations and prepared instead for a month-long overlap with his new boss.
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There were very few things not to like about his current office, Paul mused as he leaned back into the comfortable leather chair, enjoying one of the increasingly frequent gaps in his calendar. It was spacious, private, and warm; there was a cabinet of clever-looking books he had never read; a shelf for industry awards in which he had very little hand in actually achieving; his desk was broad and busy-looking, yet not cluttered; a huge picture window framed the city skyline on the far wall; and most of all, it was full of memories.

He drifted back through his memories now, reliving many of the wonderful sexual experiences he’d enjoyed within this comfortable office. Over by the window, Charlotte had got to her knees and licked his cum from her perfectly shaded lips, while her pert little nipples stood out through her workday blouse. He had leaned against the window frame, watching the world turn beneath them while she drained the last of his balls into her skilled mouth. He recalled that she thanked him once she stood up and straightened out her skirt.

Paul remembered how Sofia slipped out of her skirt and strode across the room wearing nothing but stockings, suspenders, and a pair of black satin panties. He vividly recalled how the lingerie stood out against her lightly tanned skin. Now that was a woman who knew how to get what she wanted... and he made her work for it.

He touched the desk where Celia’s dark breasts had once left smudge mark across the varnish while he railed her from behind and pulled her hair and made her beg permission to cum. That had been a lot of fun. Well worth the overtime.

Paul sighed, feeling that familiar tug at the front of his pants as the memories triggered that primal part of his body. His new boss had started earlier that morning, but he hadn’t seen her yet. So far, she’d been sequestered in meetings and making introductions on the upper floors, while he played Solitaire on the computer and wondered if he could get away with taking a longer lunch. He was both mildly surprised and disappointed that the new bitch hadn’t bothered to look in on him. She must have known that he was the one she beat for the position, which had led directly to his resignation. Maybe that was why she was staying clear – she was embarrassed. Maybe she suspected that he was waiting in the wings for her to fail and that was why she chose to avoid him.

The day dragged on. With each passing hour, Paul felt his frustration growing. Maybe he should summon one of his girls, drag them over the coals a bit, watch them squirm over some minor budget infraction. He enjoyed the feeling of control that a little harmless derision brought on; the way it reminded them who was in charge, the way it made his cock swell, the way his hapless victim stumbled and stammered through her excuses. Yes, he’d get one of them to come in, maybe see if he could make them stand throughout, let them fidget and worry while he tutted and poked a finger at his spreadsheet. Today, he concluded, as the blood began to pulse in his lap, it would be Charlotte. Her recent engagement made it all so much more enjoyable. Paul loved the thought that even after she had met her soon-to-be husband, she had knelt willingly in his office and swallowed his cum. It was a power he would always hold over the happy couple.

Paul reached for his keypad and typed out a terse note: ‘Come immediately... budgetary irregularities... very disappointed... hoped to avoid disciplinary measures...’ He paused for a moment, feeling his erection throb in anticipation. He grinned to himself and squeeze the front of his pants and clicked the send button.

The note reached Charlotte’s device immediately. Seconds later, an icon appeared next to it, indicating that she had read the message. Paul squeezed his manhood again, trying to imagine the look on Charlotte’s face. Her beautiful eyes and blushing cheeks and full lips. She’d be checking her budgets now, calling round her team in a flustered panic, trying to pin down the error. Her pupils dilating, her neck reddening, her voice faltering. A few more minutes and the reply would come. Maybe she would offer to make it up to him before he even suggested such a thing.

Twenty long minutes passed before he realised that her response wasn’t coming. Twenty minutes of rubbing and hoping, followed by worry, disappointment and finally fury. The notification status showed she had received the message seconds after he sent it, but she had done nothing.

How dare she? After all he had done for her. How dare she ignore such a clear and important request from her superior? If he still had any ambition to take the top job, when the chance arose, Paul simply could not let this stand. Charlotte, it seemed, had been a very silly young lady, and silly young ladies needed to be put in their place. She would do a lot more than swallow his cum, oh yes. He was going to make her sorry she had dared to ignore him.

Before he could think of a new way to make Charlotte squirm, his computer pinged with an email. Paul blinked and clicked on the message. It was a company-wide message from Stone, Rebecca. His stomach twisted.

Dear all,

I wanted to start my tenure with exciting news for my new team. I’m delighted to report that Sofia George, Charlotte Grayson, and Celia Old have all been promoted to Head of Department and will report directly to me from now on. All three have been more than awesome, worked hard, sacrificed much, and richly deserve their new status. Please join me in congratulating them and wishing them well with their new responsibilities.

R.

Paul almost snorted aloud. It was all so affected, so casual, so easy. Nobody lasted long in this line of work while writing emails in such an informal manner as that.

A sudden chill seized him. Nausea welled in his stomach. Cold sweat broke out, triggered by the sickening realisation that he had made a terrible miscalculation.

The three girls were being promoted – into his role. He wasn’t going to take over from Rebecca: she was lining up his replacements. He wasn’t being held in reserve. There was no opportunity to replace the new hire. The scenario where Paul stepped in
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