A Day in The Office

As gaffers go John Edwards was a nice chap, unusual in his methods perhaps but well liked around the company and fair in his dealings with staff. He was particularly ‘nice’ to Martine, who had been with the company since leaving school. That was part of the problem that he now faced. The unrest in the office was caused by his perceived leniency with  Martine. His over familiarity with her was well known and she was looked on as his favourite, getting way with many things others wouldn’t have. What made it worse was the fact that Martine was a ‘bit of a cow’ to everyone else in the office, particularly the office juniors: Sharon and Paula. Pride often goes before a fall however and unknown to Martine the two girls had been deliberately sabotaging her work to bring matters to a head.

“This is your third major mistake in as many days” John Edwards said addressing Martine “I can’t let this go unpunished, it’s difficult enough out there as it is” He pointed to the outer office. “This is a serious matter – dismissal even”

“But John, I’m sure we don’t need to take matters that far” Martine said smiling sweetly up at her boss.

“I’m afraid it’s already gone too far, and I prefer, in fact insist that you address me as Sir or Mr Edwards when we are at work”

“Yes, Sir sorry Sir” Martine giggled like a schoolgirl .
“David wants action next door, he has to control the office and thinks I am far too lenient with you For sure I have let you off the hook many times in the past. I’m sure you know that they have all become aware of our..er ..relationship”

“Fair enough I suppose” she mused, but if you’re leading up to what I think you are, forget it. You’re not caning my arse in front of everyone like you did poor Sharon”

“I though you might say that” Mr Edwards continued so I have come up with a plan to satisfy all parties so to speak”

“I’m all ears” Martine Jacobs was known for her sarcastic tongue and John Edwards did not take kindly to it at this time and scowled back at the woman.

“Well basically I want to introduce a compliant scheme, you will be the first employee on it. What it will mean in practice is that you agree to behave properly, with none of your answering back and catty remarks to colleagues, generally do as you are told and be obedient for the rest of the week and the matter will be considered to be over. Rather like a test, a final warning if you like”

“I don’t like, sounds like one of your games John, I mean Mr Edwards”

“I’m not playing games Miss Jacobs” He never called her that, even at work she was always Martine. His tone puzzled her.

“Look I have had this formal document prepared for your perusal” he handed the sheet to Martine, she looked at it briefly.
“Forfeit?” she queried “ Disobedience will result in a forfeit. What does that mean?”

“Read on and you will see everything is explained, and it promises no violence or anything against your will. Indeed the choice is always yours, you may walk away at any time”

“And presumably away from this job?” she stormed

“’Fraid so! but really I don’t want to lose you, you’re are a valuable member of the team, it just that your people skills are a little brusque shall we say.”

Martine laughed “I can quite easily get another job Sir” she emphasised the Sir.
“I know that, but can you get another flat; to say nothing of the company car?”

“Actually” Martine said I’m sure I can disappoint you all and behave impeccably for a week.”
“It wouldn’t even be a full week” Mt Edwards interrupted her “Its Tuesday now and this wouldn’t start until tomorrow, so you only have to keep a clean slate until Friday”

“Oh Fine; then I suppose I don’t really have much choice, she quickly signed the paper and handed back to her boss.

“Good! Report back here at 8-50 am tomorrow in the correct company uniform. I mean the full drill, you know blouse, skirt black stockings”

No big deal Martine thought to herself she never wore tights anyway and although she preferred to be bare legged in the summer she knew how much stockings pleased John. “Goodnight then Sir” she said stressing the word as much as she dare, whilst smiling that sweet girly smile of hers

“Goodnight Miss Jacobs!”

……………………………………………………………………..

The next day Martine arrived at the office early looking immaculate. She knocked on John Edwards door and went in to say Good morning.

“Good Morning Miss Jacobs, very nice turn out”

“Aren’t you going to check that I am wearing the correct uniform” she flirted

“Not necessary, I believe you. Could you please report to David for your duties. David Turner was the office manager, he disliked Martine even more than the others, after all she had spurned his advances on more than one occasion. Martine was a little put out by Johns apparent indifference, but she was determined to be on her best behaviour.

“Good morning Mr Turner” she said cheerfully as she entered the main office. “Good morning boys, Morning girls”

“Good morning Miss Jacobs “ they all chorused.

“Paula has kindly made the coffee this morning, so when you have drunk that you can get on with the Johnson account for me” David said announcing his plans for Martine.

“Thank you” she replied with a glint in her mischievous eye and she wandered over to the table. Martine collected her coffee from Paula and turned to take it back to her own desk, just a t that moment Sharon was approaching the desk holding her cup. They collided and somehow Sharon’s coffee ended up all over her blouse.

“You clumsy girl” Martine stormed forgetting herself, and then she quickly backtracked “I’m terribly sorry. Are you alright?”

David interrupted her “No she is not aright, her blouse is ruined and she could have been scolded. How can you expect her to work like that? “ He paused frowning at Martine as if awaiting a response

“I’m sorry” said Martine once again


“Not good enough, I suggest you give Sharon your blouse and out that one in the laundry, you’re about the same size”


“ButI…”Martine’s voice trailed off and she made her way towards the door assuming Sharon would follow her to the toilets to change blouses.


“And now where do you think you are going” David Turner scowled


“To change blouses Sir” Martine replied curtly but apologetically nonetheless


“You know the rules you do not leave the office till break time, you’ll just have to change here”

“I can’t” stammered Martine’s but she could see that David was unmoved and she turned her back, stopping herself from further argument. Realising she had been set up. Probably John’s idea she thought, one of his stupid games and she vowed to be more careful in the future. She unbuttoned her crisp white blouse and handed it to Sharon who stood facing the boys, offering them a glimpse of her ample cleavage. Meanwhile Duncan and Alan sat giggle like a couple of schoolgirls instead of grown men. Martine quickly finished her coffee and sat down at her desk folding her arms across her chest and wishing she had worn a more substantial bra that morning. 


“Miss Jacobs please take your hands away from your chest and get on with your work” David shouted across the room for all to hear. Martine did as she was told, and began processing the papers on her desk. She felt stupid and slightly self-conscious so held the papers up in front of her whenever she could to hide her bosom from unwanted attention.

David had noticed “If you insist on disobedience I will restrain your hands behind your back” He shouted glowering at the woman.


“And how much work will I do then?” Martine’s replied sarcastically


“I don’t care about that Miss Jacobs and if you answer me back again I will stop your mouth as well!”

Martine busied herself with the files and tried to dismiss her anger, but she felt a sudden pain in her stomach, her hands went straight to the affected area to calm the severe cramp.


“What are you doing now Miss Jacobs? “David Turner stormed. “Here is not the place to be fiddling about with your self down there”


“I wasn’t “ Martine blurted almost in tears ”I don’t feel well David


“Come here and call me Sir

“Really Sir “ she approaching David’s desk I feel very poorly I have an acute pain here” her hands went to her groin area to illustrate her problem.


“It’s just an excuse to disobey me . You’re embarrassed and want to use your arms to cover yourself. Isn’t that so?” David Turner spoke with some venom and Martine was stunned by his insensitive reaction. “Turn round and put your hands behind your back” he continued.

Martine meekly turned round to face her colleagues, but why she had done so she didn’t know, it seemed an automatic response as of John had spoken to her at home; perhaps it was Mr Turners tone. He gave her no time to ponder and quickly snapped handcuffs on her wrists. She spun around immediately


“What are you doing?” she yelled

“Obedience Miss Jacobs that is the key and I have already warned you about peaking out of turn, the gag will be next now go and sit down and be quiet.

This was stupid thought Martine it was only 10am how was she supposed to do any work. Stupid games. John Edwards was behind this. What worried Martine was that mild bondage had always excited her and she could feel the tingling in her nipples and imagined everyone else could see the effect as well/.

The stomach cramps eventually subsided and were replaced by an overwhelming urge to pee. Martine couldn’t understand why, she wasn’t prone to bladder problems, then realising her predicament she became panic struck

“Please Dav I mean Sir I need the toilet”

“You should have gone before”

“I did but I need it again please”

“Ok just this once but don’t make a habit of it, and hurry up” he added brusquely

“But how can I like this “ Martine pleaded getting ever more desperate

“Well what do you want me to do take your knickers down for you?”

“Don’t be disgusting”

“Well I suggest you ask someone else to help you then”

Martine bit her lip and asked Sharon and Paula. Both girls refused declaring they were not that way inclined. Martine was considering asking Duncan or Alan, either of them would no doubt jump at the chance but she chickened out and anyway could not wait any longer. She dashed off to the loo hoping she could manage, but struggle as she did she just couldn’t lower her pants sufficiently as well as raising her skirt. She soaked herself and burst into tears. A knock on the cubicle door brought her back to reality and made her realise it was all part of an intricately planned test. She was determined to be strong. The back of her skirt was uncomfortably wet and her pants were sopping, but she called back “On my way”

Martine made her way back to the office “Can I have  a word with Mr Edwards please” she asked David politely trying to somehow remain dignified in her ridiculous situation.
“He’s busy just now, Will I do ?” he replied grinning inanely.

“I suppose, in private please” Martine answered.

“That will not be possible, I have had instructions from Mr Edwards himself to be totally open and upfront ,rather like your bra, Miss Jacobs” he smirked again.” Martine blushed. “If you’ve something to say then tell us all” he continued

“It doesn’t matter” Martine mumbled crestfallen “but it is rather awkward with my hands tied behind my back, can you release them please?”

“No, but if you ask me nicely, I may put them in front of you.” He answered curtly.

“Please” she said.

“Please what, Miss Jacobs?” Martine could see she would have to play along with their silly game,” please tie my hands in front of me”
“Do you promise to behave properly in future?”

“Yes Sir” Martine felt like a scolded schoolgirl.

“In that case certainly my dear.” He undid the cuffs and fastened them at the front. “Oh dear” he said without a hint of remorse in his voice, “your hands seem a little damp” Martine just scowled and went to sit down at her desk. She pretended to be fumbling with some papers on the desk but inside she was seething, angry at John Edwards for extending his ‘game’ to the workplace. She hadn’t agreed to this, had she? She desperately tried to remember the paper she signed in John’s office, she trusted him so hadn’t bothered reading it fully. Before long she felt an uncontrollable urge to pee again, she couldn’t understand what was wrong.
“Please Sir, I need the loo again” she squealed pleadingly at David.

“Not again you know the rules, I allowed it once as a special favour” he smiled sickly at the woman “Now you’re just taking advantage, you will just have to wait till break time.”
“I can’t” screamed Martine and went towards the door. It was locked.

“You bastard” she yelled.

“I beg your pardon, Miss Jacobs” David looked quizzically at Martine’s frustration. “I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that, but next time you use foul language at me I will stuff your knickers in your mouth  to stop you, just as you agreed with Mr Edwards” he added. Martine looked shocked, she didn’t remember reading that bit, although it was something John had done before at home; but that was different, wasn’t it?.

Martine sat back down ,it wasn’t that long till break , perhaps she could hold on after all, at least this time she would be able to get her pants down easily enough, with her hands at the front. She screwed up her face with the agony of trying to hold her bladder, she could kept still in her chair. Paula had noticed her discomfort.

“Miss Jacobs ?” she called.

Martine turned towards the girl and saw she was holding up an empty diuretic bottle.

“The coffee! You little bitch”  she stormed.

David looked up from his work and that second of venting her anger at Paula, Martine released control of her bladder.

“Well done Miss Jacobs” David scorned as he approached the distraught woman. “You have pissed yourself. Its all over the floor. I insist you mop it up immediately”
Martine meekly raised her head in shame “How can I “ she said on the verge of tears “The door is locked and the mop is in the corridor”

“Then I suggest you use your skirt and get on with it” Martine knelt down on the floor and did as she was told, trying hard to hold back the tears as she did so.

John Edwards on hearing all the commotion entered the room “What’s going on David” he said.

“It’s Miss Jacobs Sir, She’s had ‘an accident’ he replied.

“Miss Jacobs” John approached the Martine as she was kneeling on all fours. “What happened” he continued. Martine looked up through red stained eyes “I couldn’t go to the loo , he wouldn’t let me” she sobbed

“She’s been once already, Sir “ David interjected “and now she’s blaming young Paula for her own inadequacies”

“Is that true Miss Jacobs “ Mr Edwards glared at Martine 

“She put a diuretic in the coffee”

Paula looked a innocently at John Edwards, he smiled back and Martine began to see how deep the plot against was.
“Why are Miss Jacobs hands tied, David?” he asked his minion

“She asked to do it Sir” David replied barely able to keep at straight face “ Anyway she was masturbating in public, filthy little bitch” Martine didn’t argue the point, she knew she had been tricked into their little scheme.

She had enough now and told John Edwards so” I want to go home , I’ve had enough of this stupid charade” she stood up and confronted him.

“Fair enough, off you go then”

“what about my clothes” she screamed

Mr Edwards pulled out a the document he had made Martine sign, he read the relevant clause: “At anytime I can stop the compliance scheme , resign from the company and leave the premised with immediate effect Doesn’t say anything there about collected clothes or belongings ‘with immediate effect’ it says, that’s clear enough, I’ll escort you to the door if you like” he smiled “ I’ll have you stuff sent on home if you like” he added

“You fucking bastard” Martine  shouted back at her boss.

“Tch tch “ Mr Edwards put on his best scowl to admonish his charge” Has David not already warned you about foul and abusive language>”
“Several time” David intervened,

“Quiet please, David, I’ll deal with this, Answer me Miss Jacobs”

“Yes Sir he has./

“yes Sir indeed, and what did he say would happen if you persisted in abusing senior members of staff?” Martine mumbled towards the floor “He said he would gag me”

“Not exactly, what did he say precisely”

“Something about stuffing knickers in my mouth”  Martine blurted out.

“Eureka! “ John Edwards  smiled and unlocked Martine’s hands from their restraint. “Go on then get ‘em off”

“Don’t be ridiculous, they’re soaking wet” she protested

“And whose fault is that I wonder “  he gave her that stern look , she knew he was serious and was not going to back down. Martine lowered her sopping pants and stepped put of them. She felt eyes burning into her exposed intimate areas. John Edwards picked up the knickers and held the at arms length.

“Open your mouth” Martine tightened her lips and shook her head. John Edwards heartily slapped her naked buttocks. She screamed and the second her mouth opened he pushed the garment into it, closing her mouth with his other hand. Deftly he undid her bra  removing the last vestige of modesty and used it to hold the gag in place. Finally he retied her hands , this time at the sides of the suspender belt. He stood back to admire his work Now stand over there, where we can keep an eye on you”
Martine walked over to face the wall sobbing bitterly as she did so

“Turn around please Miss Jacobs, nice as your arse is we would rather see your face although it’s your tits I ‘m sure most of us want to look at. “Martine turned around, the way her hands were tied made in impossible for her to hide her breasts and pussy from view; she felt dirty and humiliated. Worse still she still had an  overwhelming desire to urinate.

“seeing as you are obvious ly suffering from a weak bladder and can no longer ask to use the loo, I suppose we should make a concession to prevent further mishaps” David announced “Duncan, if you please”
Duncan opened the cupboard and took out a plastic potty he placed it on the floor in front of Martine. Once again she realised the depth of planning that had gone into her demise.

David picked up the plastic potty and wrote on the side in felt tip ‘Miss Jacobs Piss Pot and then he placed it on the floor at the far side of the room. “You have my permission to use your potty anytime you wish, just make sure it is emptied at lunch time.
Martine was crying into her gag and the taste of her own urine was on her tongue. She felt sick. This was too much and worse was to come: twice before lunch she had to walk over to the ridiculous potty and struggle to stoop over it. The two girls giggled, while the men watched fascinated. Martine was on the edge of madness, distressed at her humiliation. How could John do this to her?.

Just before the Dinner gong David come over to Martine and handed her the half full chamber pot,

“Empty this if you would be so kind Miss Jacobs” With her wrists bound she held on tightly to the sides of the receptacle, David had asked Sharon to open the bathroom door for her “And while you’re there put the shower on for her, she stinks of piss” he called the two women as they left the office.

Once inside the cloak room Sharon turned on the water and then left. Martine was not about to get caught by the girl again so she tested it with her foot. It was freezing, so manoeuvring into position she adjusted the taps and found that by crouching down she could lower the bra and spit out the obnoxious knickers from her poor sullied mouth. She left them to swill in the clean water before with great difficulty putting them back into her mouth and securing it with the bra. Sharon returned unannounced to escort Martine back to the office. Martine managed a quick glance in the mirror to see  if everything was as before. Secretly she was quiet pleased with herself for foiling their scheme, little victory though it was it made her feel much better.
Despite her perfunctory attempts at drying herself , she was still wet and held out a towel for Sharon. The girl ignored it

“We haven’t time for that Mr Turner wants us back” she said snappily.

“I was about to send out a search party for you” David announced as they re-entered the room “Are you dining today, Miss Jacobs?” Martine nodded, and for one fleeting moment she foolishly assumed they would allow her to get dressed and eat in the canteen . Her hopes were soon dashed when David added “I suppose you don’t want to go to the canteen like that, so I have taken the liberty of  having the food sent in.
The food duly arrived. David removed Martine’s gag and put the panties on his desk “Amazingly clean” he commented. Martine thought she had been rumbled and became a little flustered “I drank most of it “ she replied

“Good girl, here’s your dinner” he placed it on her desk and told her kneel

“I’m not very hungry actually” she said

“What now its been ordered and specially delivered over here, I insist you eat it, in fact I want you to clear the plate” Martine leant forward, it was awkward with her hands still fastened at her side. Her hair hung  down and got in the way,. David Turner had noticed and instructed Paula to tie it back in a pony tail. He moved the dinner to the floor and Martine lay down supporting herself like a lizard. Several times she flopped forward into the food. It was hard work but eventually she managed it and could even pick the plate up to lick it clean, much to the amusement of David and the boys. After yet another embarrassing evacuation of her bladder, she stood up when David beckoned.

“Well Done Miss Jacobs come here and I will clean your face for you”

“Thank you Sir” she replied as he gently wiped the remains of lamb stew from her face. “While you are her let me sort out these bonds they have worked a little loose I fancy and with that he pulled her elbows together behind her back and secured them with rope attaching the other end to the pony tail which Paula had kindly made. Her chin was now forced up off her chest and her hands, with her wrists still attached to her side, were forced out to 45degrees.
“There much better now, Comfy?” David queried

“Not really” Martine answered, realising the effect of the bonds was to thrust her tits outwards and force hr head up so she could not hide her embarrassment. “It was alright before” she answered curtly

“Well that’s as maybe, but when the wrist straps get too loose you might just be able to reach the gag and we can’t have that can we?”

Did he know of her escapades in the bathroom? Martine braced herself, she expected retribution.

“You see these pants don’t smell of piss at all” David waved them in front of the frightened woman’s face.

“I didn’t mean any..” her voice tailed off  as she saw David putting on a rubber glove. She tightened her leg muscles and pushed her thighs together. “What are you going to do?” she wailed “I want to see John.. I mean Mr Edwards”

What David Turner actually did was too quick for Martine , he plunged the knickers into the potty of freshly expelled urine and pushed them still dripping into the woman’s mouth, securing them in place very deftly with a ball gag.

“There perfect and this time it stays on I say otherwise, understand?” Martine nodded. “Now lets see if we can have  a peaceful afternoon.
Martine closed her eyes and hoped the next two and half hours would disappear and she could go home. When she did open them John Edwards was stood in front of her admiring her magnificent form. She looked pleadingly into his eyes, he slowly shook his head and told David to keep up the good work. Martine closed her eyes again.


It was David who disturbed her mental wanderings with his booming voice


“You must be tired standing up all this while, Alan get that stool, it will be more comfortable than a chair” Alan fetched over a stool and placed in the front of the woman Martine made to sit down, David held up an arm

“Just before you do, Miss Jacobs, I should point that like everything else there is a downside. There is a penalty to pay for all the good things in life don’t you think Miss Jacobs?”

She was in no mood for his taunting and just ignored his question “You can sit down of course anytime you wish, but your knees must remain at least two feet apart. Is that clear?” He stared straight at Martine waiting for her response. She nodded and closed her eyes. 


“The choice is yours Miss Jacobs” and with that David sat back down.

Martine resisted the urge to sit for long time. Her legs were hurting from standing in her heels and her body ached from stooping over that disgusting potty and her efforts at dinnertime, but she managed to blot out the agony. Eventually however she gave in and sat on the stool. David was quick to notice.

“Open wide Miss Jacobs please” She obeyed his command; she felt stupid and degraded but she did it nonetheless. The girls pretended to be disgusted and turned their heads away, while the three men just leered at her open twat. Martine tried to blot out her misery; her sobs could be heard over the hum of the computers. David had done an excellent job on the gag and the bitter taste of urine seeped into her dry mouth. Martine felt ready to die. She was overjoyed when the buzzer went for home , that last hour must have flown by. She sat up from her undignified position and looked towards David.


“Goodnight everyone then see you tomorrow. Good night Miss Jacobs. They all went her one by one saying their farewells. Martine grunted in her makeshift gag but they ignored her pleas as they left alone in the main office. She got from the stool and went over to John Edwards office, they couldn’t have just left me, she thought to herself. She was right


“Hello there Miss Jacobs” he said as he helped her with the door.” Shall we remove this nasty thing from your mouth now?” he said pulling down the straps and releasing Martine’s knickers from her mouth. “Would you like a drink?

          “Please please I’m gasping and can you undo my arms as well its killing me.”

He quickly and very expertly untied her arms and freed her hair from its bonds. He handed a glass of water. She drunk it rapidly and he refilled the glass from the pitcher on his desk.


“Thanks” she said after demolishing the second glass “now can I have my clothes?, I’m out of here, 
          “But my dear Miss Jacobs, today is only the first day. We agreed on the rest of the week”

           “Nice joke John I suppose I go home like this and come back tomorrow?”


“No! and call me Sir, I wont tell you again” he snapped

            “At least can have some knickers to wear” She particularly hated not wearing pants it made her feel vulnerable even in front of John.


“No you may not! Now sit down and listen” Martine did not sit down “You were way out of order today, you went too far” she continued

“You didn’t use the safe word” he said calmly


“It never occurred to me , I didn’t even know we were playing your stupid game” she  began beating her arms at his chest but he restrained quite easily. “Bastard bastard” she yelled “Do you know what you put me through in there” she was hysterical.
“I had too see how far you’d go, your limits” John Edwards was calm and reassuring
“You know my limits I hate it all. I do to please you, that’s all”

“Is that really true, Martine?”
“Of course you know it is”

“Well that brings me to my proposal”

“What proposal” she was more subdued now.

“Well I’m leaving at the end of the week ,in fact I’m clearing my desk tomorrow.”

“Leaving!” she was stunned “Why?”

“Better opportunity at Monroes, better office , better equipment and much better salary”

“And you want to take me with you ?” she was excited now.

“No sorry there isn’t a position for you, the proposition I mentioned concerns our relationship. Martine made to speak. He gestured to stop her. “ Look I’m not going to propose marriage I know you’ve tried that and I am well aware of your views on the subject. No  as I see it you have two choices, you either stay here and have David Turners job , or..

“ Or” Martine was now beginning to get agitated and impatient.

“Or you work for me as my full time slave”

“Slave ?” she was almost laughing

“Slave, Slut, Slag, Whore whatever you like the principle is the same”

“I’m no slag you pervert!” she screamed

“It doesn’t look like that he way you were sitting on that stool in there, I’ll show you the video later” Martine smiled she realising she must have given John quite a thrill
“You must choose  my sweet: Office Supervisor or  my personal Cunt-Slut”
Martine  put her arms around Johns neck “What time do you want dinner Master” she said.

