Marry Into the Business
by Allen Baker
I had just joined the company in October, so the Christmas office party was my first opportunity to see most of my fellow employees in relaxed mode.  Normally the offices of a Madison Avenue advertising firm are fraught with tension and deadlines.  I recognized all the faces, could give all their names.  But these were totally different people.  They were jovial, fun-loving, carefree people on a holiday lark.

Everybody was there, even the big CEO and his daughter.  Mr. Hartner(s wife, I had learned, had been dead nearly fifteen years.  So his daughter Carol was the center of his world.  He doted on her, denied her nothing.  I(d never met her, but I(d seen her occasionally about the office when she(d stop in.  She was twenty-one and soon to graduate from Columbia with a degree in art.

Yes, even though I was new, I knew all about Carol.  In fact, I had researched her before I accepted the job at Hartner Advertising.  It wasn(t easy to finagle a job at the major NYC advertising firm that had no direct heir to the company.  I was a very ambitious twenty-eight-year-old who did not mean to fight and scrap for years just to be passed over in upper management for someone younger.  I had creative ability and a proven track record.  I figured that, along with marrying the boss(s only child, should assure me a comfortable life and immunity to downsizing.

This was the right moment to mount my campaign.  I(d been laying the groundwork for a couple of weeks by finding as many opportunities as possible to get into the big man(s secretary(s office.  She was a no-nonsense, executive grandam of a lady who obviously was already in the building when Mr. Hartner bought it thirty-one years earlier.  Her name was Miss Irene.  I never heard her addressed in any other form.  And never just Irene.  Always Miss Irene.

Miss Irene was efficiency personified with the memory of a steel trap.   She writes all of Mr. Hartner(s appointments on the desk calendar for him.  But I(ve never seen her consult it herself.  The first time I observed her scheduling over the phone, I was blown away.  (On Friday the 23rd, you could have either 10:20 or 3:10.  Those are the only two times open.(  After the call, she flipped six or seven pages on the calendar and wrote into one of the two open slots.  She hadn(t looked, she had known!  I(ve even seen her quote from contracts that were six or seven years old!  Remarkable woman.

Remarkable and formidable.  Formidable, but fair.  She refused to engage in gossip and no time at all for office politics.  And you(d better stay on her good side because, just like the elephant, she never forgets.  I knew my first hurdle was to win her over to even have a chance at the old man and his daughter.

For the first few weeks, I observed and looked for any chinks in her armor.  Damn few.  Finally, I decided the best way to her heart was to be clipped, fast, accurate, efficient, and ahead of deadlines.  I was right.  We were never chatty or friendly.  But there developed a mutual respect.  And with Miss Irene, that(s the best there could be.

And now I was ready to make my first and only request of Miss Irene.  The whole point of cultivating this relationship was to gain an introduction to Carol Hartner.

Finally, I saw the two of them together.  That was my chance.  I walked over with my prepared, (Miss Irene, I meant to tell you . . . ( I never looked at Carol.  I finished what I had to say, and then reddened with an apology.  (Oh, I(m so sorry, I(ve rudely interrupted.  My apologies.  Please forgive me.(  I turned to leave when I heard the expected.

(Oh, Mr. Jamieson, I don(t believe you(ve met Miss Hartner.(  Yes!  I knew I could count on Miss Irene(s sense of propriety to feel compelled to introduce us.

The three of us distantly chatted for just a few moments.  Then I moved on.  Nothing pushy.  Subtle.  Slow.  Easy.  Too much rode on the impression to go too fast.  I(d make one more short foray into conversation before the party broke up.  Then let it foment a while.  That was my plan.

My, how easily plans can go awry.  I felt a tap on my shoulder and turned to see Carol(s warm smile.

(Are you having fun here?(
(Sure.  It(s great to celebrate the season and my new job.(
(Well, I(m not.  I only came to please Daddy.  Let(s dance.(
(To this?(  She had startled me by coming to me.  And now puzzled me.  Who danced to Jingle Bells and Sleighride?

(No, silly.  Let(s duck out of here so you can take me dancing.(
(Oh.  Well, sure.(  By the time I had stammered my response, she(d already grabbed my hand and was heading us to the exit. (Shouldn(t we tell your father we(re leaving?(
(No need.  I already told him where we were going and that you promised to have me home by midnight.( She gave me that glittering smile as we went out the door.  (I also said that I had told you the curfew was not necessary.(
And thus began and ended my strategic pursuit of this whirlwind named Carol.  Suddenly, I was the bull(s-eye of the target, not her!  She called almost daily.  She planned our evenings out.  Which movies to see.  What Broadway shows to attend.  Which concerts.  What art openings.  There were charity functions and society events.

Between work and Carol, I was being worn to a frazzle.  I(m no dummy.  I(d finished by Doctorate by the time I was twenty-five.  But this gal sometime daunted me with her brilliance and her energy.  Then the totally unexpected happened: I fell in love.

Now I had two reasons not to scare her off.  The business and her.  Suddenly, I found I(d be devastated to lose her.  Therefore, while driven wild with desire, I held back from pushing the physical side of our relationship.  We necked lightly in the back of a taxi.  I also gave a more-heated parting kiss at her door, along with a full-body press which made it obvious that I was aroused but was being a gentleman in practicing self-restraint.

Then one evening we had a lengthy return limousine ride home from some function.  The light necking turned more passionate.  Suddenly, she hit the button to put up the privacy screen between us and the driver.  Her hand went directly from the button to my crotch.

She stroked and kneaded my pants front as she moaned desire.  I moaned right back and slipped the spaghetti strap of her gown gently down her shoulder.  My lips nibbled down her neck and onward until they enveloped her luscious nipple.  Her breast was exactly what I expected: svelte, like her build, and perfectly desirable.  I fed on it.  I suckled and inched my hand down her hip and across her thigh.

But she stopped my hand and pulled away.  I froze, thinking she(d changed her mind and was suddenly offended.  Instead, I saw a gentle smile play about her lips.  Then she slid to the floor as both her hands went to my belt and zipper.  Very quickly my pants and underwear were puddled at my ankles.  She murmured approval as she stoked my considerable endowment and fingered my Prince Albert.

(Wow, is that ever a turn on,( her lips whispered as they slowly descended to my nuts.  Her tongue licked and sucked on my balls.  Their sack became saturated with her saliva as her hand gently pumped my nine-incher.  Then her tongue toyed with the ring in my cock head.  It was twitching and oozing from the slip.  I hummed my approval as her mouth sank down on my dick.  She expertly deep throated me on the first descent.  I nearly climaxed right then.  But I held back, wanting to make this last.

I played with her boobs and tweaked her nips.  She responded by working even harder with her suction.  Suddenly, I could restrain no longer.  (I(m going to shoot,( giving her warning to move out of the way.  Instead, she buried me in her throat, squeezed my balls, and drank me down.  I shrieked my pleasure.  She moaned her own.

We readjusted our clothing and were comfortably cuddling but the time we got back to their apartment, just before she got onto the elevator, she whispered into my ear.  (Daddy(s going to be gone all day Saturday.  Show up at 11:00.  Oh and be on time or I might have to spank you.(  Her raised eyebrow and smirk were the last things I saw as the elevator door closed.

* * * * *

I was on time and eager.  The erotic prospects of being alone with Carol for the day were exciting.   I hoped I hadn(t misinterpreted the innuendo of her parting statement.  I shivered with anticipation when I rang her doorbell.

But she looked angry when she opened the door.  Her words reinforced that first impression.  (It(s about time.  How dare you keep me waiting?  Get in here!(
I opened my mouth to protest about being on time.  But she stopped me.  (Out there we(re equals.  At the office, you have control.  But when we(re alone, I(m the one in charge, and don(t you forget it.  And if I say you(re late, you(re late!  And you(ll be punished for it, now strip down to your jockeys.(


It was then I realized she wasn(t really angry.  This was role playing.  And suddenly I was excited and a willing participant.  While I shed my clothes to a nearby chair, I observed she wore a bright red bathrobe tightly sashed.  Ruby red lipstick slashed her mouth and heavy eye makeup added to the harshness of her character.   I also saw she tapped a riding crop impatiently against her right thigh.  I began to get hard.

(On your knees, boy.  Kneel down in front of Mistress Carol.(
I complied.  I(d seen a couple of domination videos, but this was a first experience.  The riding crop cam down a few times on my chest and shoulder blades.  The sting was more of a surprise than pain.

Then she shed the robe.  A tight, black-lace corset encased her torso.  It pushed her naked tits provocatively up and out.  Below, she wore shiny red leather short-shorts.  I moaned appreciatively.

(Down on all fours, boy.  I need a ride down the hall to the bedroom.(  She straddled my back and away we went.  The riding crop came down hard on my fabric-covered ass to urge my progress.  By the time we reached the bedroom door, my buns were warm and stinging.  And my rigid cock was throbbing.

When we reached the end of the bed, she stopped me and climbed off.  (We(ll make a thoroughbred out of you yet.  Sit back on your haunches.(  After I did, I found my face buried in a bosom.  I licked and sucked to my heart(s content.  Finally, she pulled away.

(Stand here.(  She backed me up to the foot of her four-poster bed.  The bed itself was covered with items.  Ropes, leather, chains.  I wasn(t sure what most of them were.  But obviously, she was well-equipped for this.  She stretched my arms wide to the posts on either side and bound them there.  Then she kicked my feet apart and tied them to either side as well.  I(d never been so vulnerable, so out of control, so turned on.

Lightly, she ran her hands all over my body.  Her long red fingernails threatened injury but did no harm.  She kissed me and caressed the bulging front of my underwear.  (I just knew you(d go for this,( she whispered between kisses.

She reached behind to the bed and brought back a short chain with two clips attached to the end.  I gasped when I grasped their function.  Tit clamps!  Once, I had tried to experiment with clothes pins, but could only tolerate them for a few seconds.  I watched in horror as she prepared to attach the first one to my left nipple.

(Ahhhh!(
(Don(t be such a baby.  We(re just getting started.(
Sooner than I expected, the sharp pain gave way to a dull throb.  It was tolerable.  In fact, it was exciting.  I couldn(t believe how turned on I was by this scene.  Then she put the other one to my right nipple and released the jagged jaws.  She leaned in to passionately kiss me and rub her abundant boobs against my tormented chest.

Carol stood back and took up the riding crop again.  Lightly, she tapped at the clips biting into my chest.  Even the slightest touch sent currents from my chest to my groin.  The front of my shorts tented and pulled away from my stomach.  With each additional swat, more goo oozed from my slit.  Soon a wide wet spot made the material nearly transparent, and the head of my cock became clearly visible.

Carol gently caressed the tip of my prick through the fabric.  (My, you(re really enjoying this.(
(Oh, yeah.(
I cried out when she roughly clenched my balls.  (How do you address me?(
Through the pain I realized my mistake.  (I(m sorry, Mistress Carol.(
(You definitely will be.(  She released her grasp, and I panted for air.  Suddenly the crop slammed into my balls, and I screamed.  She grabbed a ball gag and buckled it into place.  (I don(t need to put up with that noise.(
Then she began to brutalize my nuts in earnest.  I screamed, begged, pleaded into the gag.  But she could still see I was aroused and gushing precum.  She continued.  Soon my cock was throbbing and pulsing with each blow.  My juice had saturated the fabric and began to drip in beaded threads to the floor.  Suddenly all my muscles went rigid in the stellar moment before climax which she must have recognized.  She dropped to her knees and took my fabric-coated cock into her mouth, grabbed a handful of nuts, and crushed me into oblivious, painful bliss.  I(d never in my life had such a climax.  It went on and on and on.  I couldn(t believe how great the hurt felt.  How much I loved the pain.

When I finally finished, I hung limply in my bonds.  Carol relinquished her brutalizing grasp on my gonads.  She stood and took off the gag.  She French kissed a mouthful of my man goo back into me.  We gently necked until my breathing returned to normal.  I started to say something, but she slid the gag back into place and whispered into my ear, (That was a great start; now we can really get down to it.(
My startled eyes widened, and she gave a dirty chuckle.  (I told you Daddy was away all day.(
* * * * *

I was exhausted.  I hurt all over.  My mind was numb.  I had bruises and welts and maybe a few cuts.  I was sticky with my own droppings.  I was rank with my own sweat.  My nipples were raw.  My deflowered, dildo-abused asshole was stretched and aching.  My balls swollen.  My cock tender.  In short, I was in heaven

By the time she had finished with me, she had cut away my shorts with a hunting knife, strapped my ass with a belt and a wooden paddle, shaved my crotch and chest, coated my cock with hot candle wax, and pierced my tits.  But best/worst of all, she had forced me to climax nine times!  Nine!  The last time my poor cock was so raw it hurt like hell.  And when I came, there was no cum left.  I never had known there was such a thing as a dry climax.  It(s hell.

Then she dragged me to the apartment door, threw my clothes into the public hallway, and pushed my nude body out with them.

(That(ll teach you to show up here late.(  And the door slammed as I scrambled back into my pants.

Now I was trying to recuperate in a tub of hot, hot water.  Soaking life back into my murdered body.  Mentally reliving the previous six hours.  I(d loved it.  I know I did because my poor, mutilated dick was hard again just thinking about it.  I moaned in acceptance and anticipation of how our future together was to be.

* * * * *

I can still remember the look on Miss Irene(s face as I stood with Mr. Hartner at the Annual Summer Picnic with everyone else applauding, shaking my hand, patting my back.  He had just announced my engagement to his daughter.  It was a grand moment.

But I couldn(t get over Miss Irene(s reaction.  She was stricken, turning pale, sitting on a bench.  She almost looked horror stricken.  I was concerned at first that she had been taken ill.  But when I looked over ten minutes later, she was engaged in a conversation and looked ok, so I gave it no further thought until the next Monday at work.

Miss Irene was her normal efficient self.  Except that she didn(t look me in the face as was her normal habit.  And she seemed even more abrupt than normal, almost curt.  I had thought she liked me.  Could I have misread her treatment of me?  Was she upset I was marrying Carol?  Or had she decided I was the opportunist creature that I had originally been before I fell in love with Carol?

Before I could decide how to break the strain between us, a momentous event for the company occurred.  Miss Irene announced her retirement.  It couldn(t have been more of a shock if Mr. Hartner had resigned.  No one could imagine the company without a Miss Irene.

Her last day, I went to Miss Irene to wish her well.  She became agitated, almost nervous acting.  She opened her mouth a couple of times as if to speak, but didn(t.  Finally she spoke, (It(s not my place to tell you.  I just can(t bring myself to gossip about my employer and his family.  But that doesn(t mean I have to stay here and watch this tragedy unfold.(
She walked out of my life forever.  When I turned, I saw Mr. Hartner at the door of  his office.  He must have been there when Miss Irene had spoken to me.

(Come in, John, we should talk.  I heard what Miss Irene just said, and feel guilty.  There is something serious I had promised Carol I would talk to you about and I(ve procrastinated.  Please, sit down.(
Suddenly, I was very nervous.  What could possibly be wrong?

(From infancy, it has been known that Carol will never conceive and give birth.  We(ve grieved over it, accepted it, and moved on.  Carol wants a family.  She wants to adopt.  But she(s been afraid you(d be disappointed and end the relationship.(
I sighed with relief and disappointment.  (Sir, I love your daughter.  Nothing else matters.  I, too, want children, but am not opposed to adoption.  We(ll be very happy together.(
* * * * *

The wedding was elaborate and massive and exhausting.  We grabbed the plane and headed south to the islands and a month hidden away in our private escape.

I could hardly wait.  In all these months, we(d continued our sex play.  But as yet, had not had intercourse.  I(d never seen her totally nude.  I(d not even touched her pussy.  Carol had just smiled and said, (I(m old-fashioned.(  What a laugh.  If tying up your partner, wielding a riding crop, torturing me to climax was old-fashioned, I(d hate to experience her when she becomes modern!

At last, we were in our secluded beach bungalow.  I was naked and tied to the bed.  Carol came out of the bathroom in a pale green Victoria(s Secret ensemble.  Feminine and frilly.  Layers of sheer fabric tantalized with peeks of flesh beneath.  Darker green panties his the treasure I(d been lusting for.  I could hardly wait to bury myself into her flesh.

She lit candles, lowered the lights, and crawled onto the bed with me.  We kissed and necked.  The whole time her hands caressed and stroked.  I was so wonderfully aroused.  I was impatient.  Eager.

Finally, Carol pulled off her top and settled her breasts on either side of my head.  I could turn to either side and lick and nibble and suckle.

(I(ve got something else for your tongue, darling husband.  I hope you like it.  I hope you(re not repulsed.  Now you(ll understand why we will have to adopt.(  She whipped away the green panties, and I stared into a crotch filled with a cock the equal of my own.  A sack with egg-sized balls hung down against my chest.  I couldn(t believe my eyes.  All this time, I(d been duped!  I(d been having sex with a guy!  Suddenly, it all made sense.  Miss Irene had been around when Carol/Carl had been born.  She had known Carol was actually a transvestite Carl.  Now I knew, too.  And what shocked me the most was that I loved it!

I leaned forward and licked the head of my wife(s prick.  She inched forward and buried her shaft down my throat.  I had set out to marry a business and had succeeded.  But suddenly that was all secondary.  Right at that moment, I could hardly wait to be fucked in the ass by my wife!

