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Hey, if you’ve started reading this book, you might be wanting more. 


Join my Mailing List and you will receive a free copy of ‘Chained By Her: A Femdom Erotica’. Just click HERE.




Okay, I admit it; I needed a deep breath before I entered the great glass front doors of Techworx. I might have prepared thoroughly, but that didn’t mean I was absolutely ready for the interview.


And I definitely wanted to succeed in it. A tech company that was taking over the market, the building was one of those glass everywhere deals. Every room gave a view of the outside, including the Tierra Razon River to the east, and the rolling hills to the north. Hundreds of employees bustled about, providing customer service, coding, and more. Busy, in that welcoming sort of way, and Glassdoor said even the ‘grunts’ on the bottom floor got plenty of perks. Definitely the kind of place I wanted to work at… if I got the job, anyway. 


Not a simple task, especially given the number who’d applied—a contact told me that no less than a hundred people applied for the position of executive assistant to the CEO, and it showed. I went through two phone interviews, an in person interview, and tests galore while they picked my resume to the bone. Now, though, it was my chance to meet with the CEO.


Okay, focus. You’ve got this. You’ve put in the time and effort to meet with the CEO, and now you’ve got the chance to make it all pay off. You are the best candidate, bar none. She may not know, but you know. Arrogant? Perhaps, but I had met and exceeded every qualification, and had the skills to perform the job to perfection.


Besides, was it really arrogance if I was that good?


I checked in with the receptionist, who told me that the CEO was expecting me, then ascended in the elevator. A few executives eyed me in curiosity as I passed until I arrived outside the varnished doors. Squaring my shoulders, I knocked.


“Come in!” The voice was like music given voice, cheerful, with only the slightest strain of business to mar the notes.


The door opened without so much as a whisper, revealing an office. Large in scale, of course, but it was rather a hodgepodge in design: plaques and awards lined the walls to the left, sat beside impressionistic paintings. Shelves upon shelves to the right, some with documents, others manuals or articles. And various devices and objects filled the place: a treadmill with a monitor attached, a kitchenette, and more. It could easily have been cluttered, yet despite the haphazard design, its owner had placed everything to be easy to reach, while plenty of room laid in the center. Function over form, I supposed.


And in the center, surrounded by a collection of monitors, sat the CEO of Techworx: Samantha Carding, a vision of perfection in a glasses and slacks. 


A brunette, her skin was somewhere between a tan and a Philippian brown, while her breasts pushed up against the front of a t-shirt with a random flower logo upon it. She kept her dark hair done up in a bun so that she could better see each of the four monitors she worked on and her body shifted back and forth as she adjusted her position to work on this, then that, then something else. A walking desk then, and that ass. A glance showed my desk behind and to the left of hers. A great view, indeed.


Still, Samantha might be hot, but I had an interview to nail. I took a seat across from her and waited until her attention turned my way.


Samantha had the look of one of those entrepreneur CEOs, focused on making sure everything was done just right. Suits were less important than results in her eyes. Perhaps I would have the chance to dress similarly in the future, but for now, I wore a suit myself. Long and gray, fitted to emphasize every inch of my sculpted body—Hey, I’d put in the time, might as well flaunt it.


Samantha’s body had a nice tone to it, too. Slender, with just that hint of muscle that could make any man ache. Not skinny, though, plenty of tits and ass to go around.


Finally, she tapped the keyboard one last time and looked my way, a once-over of her own. She stalked around her desk to offer a handshake, which I gladly took, modulating my strength to match her own. “Tom Jenkins, right?” she asked, so sweet butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth.


“Yes,” I said, smooth as I could manage, and we each took a seat in one of the two chairs in front of her desk. “I’m here to interview for the position as your executive assistant.”


“Indeed, the former swimmer, as I recall?”


“You know that?”


A nod from her. “I am here to get the absolute best employee I can obtain, and I can’t get that if I just randomly select someone. I’ve conducted my own research upon you.” 


I couldn’t help but look her up and down. “Me too. There are many things I like about this company. And I wonder what my competition looks like.”


“That is confidential, I’m afraid.” Samantha’s gaze flickered down, well past my neck, before returning to my face once more. “However, I am more than happy to allow you the chance to prove why you would be an asset to the company.” She pulled out a notepad. “Now, why are you applying to this job?”


A normal interview question, and a signal I needed to dial back the flirtation. What the hell had I been thinking? “Because the skills I developed make me a good fit for it.”


“And of course, we offer a wonderful view.” 


I swallowed. She’d said it blandly, but with my prior thoughts, I couldn’t help feel a bit off-kilter. “That you do. Very nice view…” Damn it, Tom. Stop acting like a hormonal teenager around her!


“Why not go for an easier position, though? Start your way within the company at a lower level and work your way up?”


“Truthfully?” At Samantha’s nod, I continued. “I like big challenges. They’re the best way to grow, and while I’m good at what I do, I want to be the absolute best.”


“Makes sense. A bit arrogant though, aren’t you?”


“It’s only arrogance if you can’t back it up.”


“I look forward to seeing if you can do so.” She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, and it took all my willpower for my gaze not to dip. “I desire only the absolute best at Techworx, after all.”


Was that a flirt? I couldn’t say for sure. I wanted it to be one, and I hoped it might be one, but that’s the thing with flirting. You never really know until you lay down your cards. We continued our conversation, her interview questions meeting my prepared answers, as I tried to ascertain what Samantha desired from me.


Finally, she nodded. “I think the decision is obvious. The job is yours, and if that’s enough for you, head home, come back tomorrow, and we’ll get you started. Or…”


“Or…?”


Samantha met my gaze with a single raised eyebrow. “Or you could earn an additional reward if you complete one final test.”


Was this…? Surely, it had to be. “Definitely interested,” I said, as smoothly as I could manage. “What do I need to do?”


“It is quite simple. I have another matter to attend to, and I want you to wait here while I handle it.”


“Seems simple enough. Anything else?”


“No, you may do whatever you want, so long as you don’t leave this room.”


“What if I was a spy? I could go through your files?” I wasn’t going to, of course, but I was curious how she’d respond.


But she just waved it off. “Everything turns off when I lock the door, just a simple precaution. So…?”


Okay, I’d left my phone back at the receptionist, and the glint in her eyes showed she knew that too. I now suspected that had been done with this in mind rather than fear I would record information here. Still, the alternative would be to give in, to miss out on whatever additional offer Samantha had prepared. Not a chance. “Let’s do it.”


“Very good,” she said. “And trust me, if you do what’s right, you won’t regret it.” 


Her finger ghosted along my body as Samantha spoke, playing along my side, shoulders, and chin, before finally landing on my cheek. Instantly, my cock strained against my boxers and suit pants. “I’m ready.”


“Very good. Oh, and one more thing. Here.” She reached inside her desk and pulled out a strange looking little object: a metal ball with a band attached. “It’s a vibrator. Put it around your manhood. There you go. Now, I’ve got the control here, and I’m going to turn it on so you have something to enjoy while I’m gone. Let’s set it to low…”


Immediately, the metal ball buzzed against my cock. Heat swelled where it touched, an almost itching sensation.


“Excellent, now let’s see how much of a man you are. Can you hold yourself off until I come back, or will you lose control?”


I met her challenging gaze with one of my own. Now that the prospect of sex was upon the horizon, there was no way I would say no. “It’s going to take a lot more than that to make me lose control.”


She exhaled deeply. “Mmm, I can’t wait to see. But for now, I’ll see you soon.”


Samantha made her way to the exit, and her ass, that gorgeous plump ass, tantalized me with its swaying movements. Oh, how I looked forward to grabbing it while I fucked her senseless. My cock tingled from the vibrator strapped around it.


When she reached the exit, she gave a little wave, then shut the door behind her.


The lights clicked off behind her, and the room filled with shadows, the only light coming from the window at the back of the room. Floor to ceiling, so there was still plenty of light. Then the shutters came down, and the room plunged into almost total darkness.


Okay, I didn’t expect that. The only light was the thin, tiny rays that crept through the outside window. No running lights, not even a clock. Just me and my dick, throbbing in the darkness. Alright, all you can do is wait.


At least I wasn’t alone—there was no light, but muffled voices crept in through the door. I couldn’t quite make them out, but the presence of others soothed my worries and fears. I’d eaten lunch just before I arrived, so that wouldn’t be a problem.


The hard part was the vibrator. Set on low, it wouldn’t make me cum by itself, and I might have been able to ignore it under normal circumstances. But now, with every form of distraction taken away from me, just about the only thing I could focus upon was the sensations running through my cock. A slow buzzing, that I thought I’d managed to ignore until I noticed my hand had started to massage the tent in my pants. I pulled the hand back and my cock ached.


Okay, it was about 2:00 PM when I arrived, and 3:00 PM when Samantha left her office. The day shift ends at 6:00 PM, so she has to be back by then. Just pull on your big boy briefs and man up. You can do this.


Alone in the dark, I closed my eyes, and got to waiting.


Time… it passed, I knew that much. I couldn’t tell how much it was with no clock, but it passed by. I listened to the sounds outside and made plans. Plans for what to do in the day, plans for what to do when I saw her again. Plans for a bunch of things, all to make the time pass as soon as possible.


At first, the vibrator’s buzz changed every so often, sometimes faster, sometimes slower. That lasted for a while before Samantha set it at a low but constant level. Apart from the vibrator, there was nothing.


My cock begged for attention, which I ignored as best I could. It throbbed, needy, desperate to be touched. I had to wait until she returned.


But it had been an awfully long time already. At least an hour, maybe two, with no sign of her return.


I started to worry. Her implications for reward had been clear, but did Samantha actually say anything specifically? No, I realized, she didn’t. She implied, and stated that she wanted me to wait there, but she’d never actually said what the reward was… Just that if I did this, I would get the job and




































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































