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MAYA LOOKED AROUND in the room to spot the man she was supposed to have a meeting with. Good, she thought. He was not here yet. 

The employees were at it like worker bees, filing papers and sending e-mails as if the fate of humanity hanged on the balance. None of them lifted up their heads when Maya entered their floor, instead, all of them continued to work silently in their respective cubicles. 

It was as if this office had just been taken out of the far future dystopia it was supposed to be in and put at the beginning of the 21st century. It was really odd to see no one joking around or checking their phones, especially considering a lot of young people worked in this office. 

Maya sighed. They had a lot of work to do. 

She walked up to the big office at the end of the floor, assuming it was Mr. Harrington’s office. Outside his door, his assistant was hurriedly typing something on her computer. 

Maya approached her desk and waited for the assistant to acknowledge her. 

She did not. 

“Hello. I am Maya Dune. We had a meeting with Mr. Harrington?” She smiled. 

She met Maya’s eyes without returning her smile. 

“Sure, Mr. Harrington will be here in a few minutes. You can wait here.” She pointed at the black leather chair in front of her desk. 

“What can I get you while you wait?” She said. 

“A dry martini would be nice.” Maya said jokingly. 

“Oh. We do not have that.” The assistant responded.

“I know. I was just joking. I would love an americano though if you could.” Maya did not want to be in this boring conversation any longer. 

“Of course.” 

The woman got up from her desk, and Maya almost shrieked with disgust. She was wearing a dull grey skirt that went all the way down to her ankles and coupled with the white sweater she had on, it was a sight to remember if you’re trying to doze off. 

As she moved away, Maya stared at her ass. It was nice enough. There was no point in hiding this nice looking body behind those dreadful clothes. 

Even though she never met Mr. Harrington before, Maya knew he was a stern man who was known for having great power over his employees. He ruled over them with an iron fist, and he had no idea how detrimental that was to his business. 

Maya was here to change that. She would guide Mr. Harrington out of his old ways and introduce the world of new corporate structure. 

Based on what she heard about his style of ruling, Maya had assumed Mr. Harrington was an old man, probably around his sixties. Thus, when a hot black guy with a grey suit approached her, she thought it was just another employee, despite his million dollar appearance. 

She smiled at the guy as he stopped right next to her. 

“Ms. Dune?” His voice was deep and commanding. 

“Yes?” 

“I thought we would be meeting at 10 am.”

“It sounds like you are accusing me of something.” Maya smiled before getting up to shake his hand. 

He seemed genuinely surprised. 

“Of course not. I just was not ready for you yet.” 

“Well... One of the things we will discuss is to be prepared for anything. And how to accommodate change.” 

Her smile widened as Mr. Harrington shook her hand. It always made her feel exhilarated to see a powerful man look so confused. 

“Shall we go inside?” Mr. Harrington looked at his expensive watch as if he wanted to emphasize how important his time was.   

“Sure, we could.” Maya took out her phone from her pocket and looked at the time. “You still have 30 minutes. I can just wait here for a timely meeting.” 

He hesitated. 

“No need. We can start now.” 

“Great.” Maya looked towards where his assistant had gone to. “I am just waiting for my coffee.” 

“She can bring it in.” He was getting frustrated. Good. 

“Oh, well. Let’s go in then.” 

Without waiting for him to lead the way, Maya walked up to the door and entered Mr. Harrington’s office. 

Unlike the outside, this room was decorated very nicely. He had a large black sofa on the left, and a city view window covering the right side. In the middle, Mr. Harrington’s large mahogany table stood in all its glory. 

Maya turned around to see if Mr. Harrington had followed her in, and smiled upon seeing him enter the room with a confused look on his face. 

“Please sit, Mr. Harrington.” Maya sat on one of the chairs placed in front of his table. 

Mr. Harrington stopped on his feet and hesitated for a second before continuing to walk up to his office chair. It seemed he was not used to being told what to do. 

Maya waited for him to sit down and get comfortable in his seat before starting to speak. 

“You might think my methods are out of the ordinary Mr. Harrington. But as demonstrated by your confusion, your methods only work if the person you are dealing with already respects you.” 

She liked to dive into the methods for fully concentrated attention. You never knew how short someone's attention span might be, and if it’s really short, starting with it immediately after sitting down is the surest way to make them understand. 

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, the way I treated you after meeting you. I entered your room without you leading and told you to sit down to your own seat. I am sure not a lot of people do that.” 

“Of course not.” He seemed more comfortable now that he knew it was part of her demonstration. But he had a long way to go in terms of getting tensed up during this meeting. 

“Similarly, you might think you are doing a good job with disciplining your subordinates. Making them dress appropriately and not having chit chat during work... Am I right?”

“Yes.” Mr. Harrington stretched in his seat. “Nice for you to notice.”

“But that’s not the way to make them like coming here to work.” Maya smiled to emphasize her point. “We both know that they are not getting paid enough. And if they hate to come here for work, why would they care if the company makes a profit or not?” 

“If the company does not make a profit, they would all be fired.” His voice was harsher now, just what Maya wanted. 

“Well, you would not know which ones are working and which ones are pretending to work. And even if you figured it out, it would take you a while to locate the ones slacking off. And more important, they can always find another really boring job that pays little, like this one.” 

Mr. Harrington seemed angrier, but he nodded. 

“Of course, there are other methods to combat these issues. But mine works best.” 

“My friends highly recommend your services, Ms. Dune. But I have no idea what they are.” Mr. Harrington smiled for the first time since Maya met him. His face lit up and his brown eyes pierced through her as soon as he did. 

She was hopeful that this man had what it takes. 

“That is the secret. And if we decide to work together, I need NDAs and compliance papers from everyone on this floor.” 

“I know. But how am I supposed to know what you are offering, without us talking about it.” 

“Oh, I was just talking about the other employees. Me and you, we can talk.” She got up from her chair and walked up to Mr. Harrington’s desk. 

He raised an eyebrow but did not say anything to stop her. 

She was right next to him. Her breasts were on a level with his face. She was wearing a tight top under her jacket, so when she opened her jacket, his eyes widened with the sight of her perky breasts. 

“We offer office pets for everyone’s pleasure. Everyone gets an office pet of their choosing. And you get me.” She grabbed her hands and put them over her breasts. “It helps with the motivation of the employees and the relaxation of the boss.” 

As he stroked her breasts, she moved on to sit on his lap. Now they were facing each other directly. “And when the boss is relaxed, he lays off on the employees, enabling them to do the job.” She felt his cock bulging out of his pants and rubbing against her pussy. 

She gave him a little kiss on his thick, sensuous lips. He tasted great. 

“What do you think?” 

Mr. Harrington did not respond, instead, he grabbed her thighs and pulled her closer to his cock. He was smiling as he reciprocated her kisses. His tongue moved inside her mouth and met hers. He was a great kisser. He was stroking her breasts as he sucked on her lips. 

After a while, Maya stopped him, despite the tingling sensation down her pussy. 

“We are not a free service, Mr. Harrington. You will have to sign an agreement if you want my services.” She got up from his lap. 

“I would love to have you as my...pet. But I do not see how this could help with my business.”   

Maya sighed. This would be one of those clients that required a little appetizer before signing. She had guessed he would, and that’s why she was here. She could have easily sent one of her employees, but she knew William Harrington would need her pitch directly. 

She turned around without saying anything and got on her knees. As she reached out to his pants and started to rub his bulge, Mr. Harrington smiled. 

Maya knew what she was doing. She unzipped his pants and removed his hardening cock. It was one of the biggest she had ever seen. It was thick and long, and black. Her favorite color. Lucky for her, he was supposed to be her client. 

She stroked his shaft as she put her mouth around his tip, wetting his cock with her spit as she kept her eyes on him. He was getting harder inside her mouth. 

Slowly without taking her eyes off him, Maya took his huge and hard cock inside her mouth, all the way down to her throat. Her nose touched his crotch
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