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Servicing My Dominant Chastity Boss in His Office




“Welcome to Deutschland Heute,” said a smiling, brown-eyed woman standing under a yawning glass dome. The newspaper offices in central Berlin swirled with swish young Germans drinking coffee under potted plants and leaning palm trees, giving the atrium the aura of a jungle alive with predators hunting for stories. “Herr Husar is very excited to have you join our team.”

“Herr Husar?” I asked. She blinked, then smiled.

“Tomas.” A knowing look flashed across her eyes, shattering any illusion I was the first young man to wander into this glass tower block just across the Spree from the Reichstag with the promise of a job from Herr Husar. Yet last night had not been a dream. I’d really met Karl in that sauna in Kreuzberg. He’d really taken me home and introduced me to his husband; the older, bearded, German-Turk Herr Husar who smoked cigars and fingered himself as I’d fucked his husband. My knees were still weak from watching Tomas suck my cum out of Karl’s hole.

“You’re all set,” Lucy said half an hour later, after helping me fill in a stack of German employment forms from her glass-walled HR office on the edge of the bullpen style press room, high above the palm trees in the atrium below. The eye-watering salary was more than enough to snuff out any lingering apprehension I felt about taking this job.

“Happy to be on the team,” I said, shaking her hand. “Should I go see Tomas—”

“Herr Husar is very busy, but he will call you if he needs you, I have no doubt.” Neither did I. She walked me through the busy bullpen filled with serious Germans taking serious phone calls, watching serious news events on a wall of TVs, and having serious conversations about the state of the world. “This is your desk, and this is Mark. Good day.”

“Hi, I’m Mark,” said a handsome young American in an open neck shirt. He shook my hand with the air of a lonely frat boy as I sat down in front of a shiny new Mac and the slightly incomprehensible German keyboard. I wasn’t just suffering from imposter syndrome, but acute swindler disorder given I’d just stolen 8,000 euros a month, plus pension, 30 days vacation, lunch vouchers and a free gym membership. I felt like I’d climbed a mountain in my sleep with no idea how to get down. “You look like you could use a Berlin pick-me-up.”

He was right. We sat in the modern kitchen, drinking bourbon-black coffees in front of a cloudy window with a direct view of the lush Tiergarten, Berlin’s epic green park.

“All we do is put the German articles they send us through Google translate,” Mark said, his sharp, clean-shaven jaw glugging down richly alcoholic coffee at barely ten in the morning, “then tidy up the language so it makes sense for the English edition. Three, sometimes four a day.”

“That’s it?”

“If there’s breaking news, we might have to get it done quickly, but there’s not much drama in Germany the wires don’t already have covered. Normally it’s doing just enough to keep the English language site up to date. I finished my articles on the train this morning,” Mark said with the gratifying bliss of one riding that gravy train to every stop and back. 

“How did you find this job?” I asked, sipping my morning cocktail and fully expecting a knowing wink and smile.

“Friend of mine had this gig last year and recommended me before he left Berlin.”

“Oh. That’s great. Do you, uh, spend much time with the editor, Herr Husar?” 

Mark said nothing. He drained his coffee to hide a smile, stood up and stretched, muscles practically bursting out his tight shirt. “I gotta run, Peter. I’ve got yoga class at the gym downstairs, then I’m getting my hair cut.” It looked perfect to me. He checked his watch; chunky, silver and surely not a fake. “But let’s have lunch tomorrow…although tomorrow I was going to work from home.” If he didn’t work in the office what did he need to get done at home? “Let’s get together next week, all right? I gotta run.”

“Wait,” I said as he rinsed out his coffee cup in the wide steel sink. “What happened to your friend? Why did he leave Berlin?”

Mark sighed. “Some people don’t know their limits.”




• • •




Mark wasn’t wrong about the job. I’d finished the two pieces my editor Paula had sent me to translate before I finished my next coffee. Mark didn’t return, not that anyone seemed to miss him, or even pay attention to our little corner near the kitchen. I took his unsaid advice and signed up to the incredibly well-equipped gym downstairs, complete with pool and spa, as thoughts of catching Mark steaming away an afternoon made me hard. Yet my read on him was hazy. I hoped Karl would know more. I’d picked up a SIM that morning and he’d already texted me good luck, blowing any sense of awkwardness I’d feared might linger from last night’s unexpected encounter. By late afternoon, I had my bearings on the building, the surrounding stores, and the direct view to Tomas’ office across the bullpen. He was still out, but I didn’t want to leave without proving that I was here and working. Mark might have burned his bridges and was happy to stay stuck in a job he probably couldn’t be fired from, but I wasn’t quite ready to check out before I’d even begun.
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