

A Futa Boss and her Fertile Secretary

Get Fired or Get Frisky

Copyright Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

© 2018 Alice Layne


Working for a strict boss could be satisfying at times. When she told me that I was doing a good job, I could actually believe her. When she told me I was fucking up, I knew that I needed to get my shit together.

Brandy had no issue firing people on the spot for what seemed like very little reason, so working for her definitely spiked my anxiety at times. It was only my third week working as her secretary and I could feel the pressure increasing with each day. The mistakes she could forgive on week one no longer got the same leniency.

A little tough love wasn’t something I was against, but Brandy didn’t seem capable of love. Even when I tried my best to bat my eyelashes and get her to let something slide, she pierced my soul with her stare.

Even now, as I walked to her office, I couldn’t help but feel like she was laying a trap for me. She knew how clumsy I could be. My hand quivered as I turned the handle to opened her door. I tiptoed into my boss’s office with the hot cup of coffee she requested in my hands. She looked at me briefly when I came in, but she was currently on the phone with one of her clients.

Those intimidating blue eyes seemed to dare me to make a mistake as I stepped closer. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a tight bun and her ruby red lips had an almost charming quality to them. Almost. Her commanding presence made it hard for me to think of she was even capable of love or compassion.

She gestured to the coaster on her desk as she continued talking, “Right, you wouldn’t have an issue with marketing…”

I leaned forward to put the coffee down and a loud snap rang out and I tumbled forward. The coffee cup hit the desk and the plastic lid on it popped free. Time slowed down as I watched the steaming liquid flow over the desk. The papers on her desk were engulfed, her mousepad was soaked, and worst of all, the coffee had splashed onto her business skirt.

Her face reddened and she glared at me and used her hand to cover the phone, “Don’t just stand there. Get something to clean this up with!”

I didn’t hesitate as I started hobbling out of the room. The heel of my shoe had broken off when I leaned forward. Warm tears welled up in my eyes as I hurried away to the bathroom to grab a handful of paper towels. On my way back, one of the IT guys looked at me and whispered quietly, “It was nice working with you, Sara.”

The wetness in my eyes spilled over at the comment and I ducked my head lower as I returned to Brandy’s office. I closed the door a little harder than I intended to and rushed back over to her desk to use the paper towels to absorb as much of the spilled coffee as I could.

“Yes sir, you would have our backing all the way through your campaign…” Brandy went on.

Her eyes bore into me as she gestured to her skirt on the back of her chair. I could already understand her anger, but what happened wasn’t truly my fault. Surely, she wouldn’t blame me for something out of my control.

After I did my best to clean up the mess, she gestured to the chair in front of her desk. I took a seat and continued to cry while she finished her phone call.

The fifteen minutes ticked by slowly and she never once stopped making me feel like I was an inch tall. That gaze could have made a professional fighter squirm. Brandy finally put the phone back on the receiver and let out a deep sigh, “Do you have any idea how important securing that client was?”

“N-No ma’am,” I mumbled.

“Look at me when you talk to me,” she snapped.

I forced myself to look into her eyes.

“Having that client means that I can keep paying people like you to dump coffee into my lap. All I wanted was a little caffeine to help get me through the day. I guess having a scalded lap does the trick of waking someone up.”

“I’m so sorry, my heel snapped, I really—”

“Shut up. I don’t want to hear excuses. All you had to do was set a cup of coffee on my desk, Sara. That’s all I needed you to do. I wasn’t asking you to prepare a spreadsheet of all of the quarterly supplies that were needed. I didn’t ask you to do a company-wide inventory. What is so hard about putting a cup on a desk?”

“I—”

“Stop talking. These panties are ruined now. Do you have any idea how hard it is to find panties that don’t cut into my balls?” she asked.

I cocked my head to the side, “Pardon?”

Brandy stood from her chair and gestured to her stained panties. The once beautiful white lace looked expensive, but that wasn’t all that caught my attention. Brandy’s balls bulged out the crotch of her panties while her cock threatened to spill out of her waistband.

“Seriously, I have to order these custom to ensure that they don’t stretch out too much over time. It’s a massive pain to have them crafted and sent to me. So guess what I have to do now?”

My eyes couldn’t tear away from the massive surprise she hid in those panties. Brandy snapped loudly, “I said guess what I have to do now.”

“Y-You have a penis,” I whispered.

“Very astute of you to notice that. I have to order another set of panties before I can wear this outfit again. Not to mention my skirt, I can only hope that dry cleaning will do a good enough job,” she said. Brandy sat back down in her chair and let out a deep sigh. “Speaking of jobs. I think you’re done here, Sara. I expect you to have your desk packed by the end of the workday.”

My breath hitched and I felt my heart plummet, “M-Ma’am, it really was an accident. I’ve been trying my hardest to—”

“Spare me the details. I didn’t make you work very hard. You can claim it was an accident, but you chose to wear those heels. They are so thin that I’m more impressed they didn’t break after a week of having them. I have to walk out of the office today with a coffee-stained skirt. That’s not even mentioning that my crotch is going to smell like caramel coffee for the next three hours. Do you think that goes without punishment?”

I shook my head slowly. “Of course not, ma’am. I-I just really need this job.”

“So what would you have me do instead?” Brandy asked.

I swallowed hard and kept my eyes on my feet. My stomach knotted up at the thought of having to beg my parents for enough money to scrape by on until I could find another job. I owed them enough as it was.

The question lingered in the air for a moment while Brandy cut through me with those intense eyes. After a few seconds of tension, I mumbled, “I don’t know what I could do that would make this up to you, ma’am.”

What I did wasn’t all that bad, I spilled coffee on her by accident. Nothing about my intentions were bad. I never would have purposefully done something to upset her, not when I already knew her reputation for being so strict on her employees.

“That’s the thing, Sara. You don’t have to think about what punishments are necessary. You don’t have to think about what a few mistakes here and there can lead to when you run a company. Do you even understand the scope of what my company does?”

I shook my head.

“Of course you don’t. You just want a quick buck, so you apply for menial tasks instead of improving yourself and striving for more in life. You’re content to just sit back and let others make the decisions for you,” she said callously.

My hands clenched my knees and I gritted my teeth at the woman’s sharp words. There was no refuting that in a real way. She wasn’t wrong, as much as I wished she was. It was far more comfortable for me to let others guide me down a path instead of having to make those hard decisions and possibly be wrong. At least when things went south, they were to blame.

Brandy gave me a moment to respond. The silence continued to frustrate me, I had nothing to say that would tell her anything she didn’t already have figured out.

“Even right now, when you’re about to lose your job, you do nothing but accept what I say as fact. Perception is reality, Sara. Have you heard that saying before?”

I nodded.

“Do you know how much work it takes to be successful by the age of thirty?”

“No.”

“Do you even know what your definition of successful is?”

My knuckles turned white as I tried my hardest to bite back the anger that was building within me. It wasn’t at her. That was what made it harder to deal with. “Being successful means I wouldn’t have to worry about how my bills are going to get paid.”

“Would you like to hear my definition, Sara?”

“Sure,” I spat.

She smirked for a moment before she turned to her computer and opened Facebook. Her feed was full of people sharing the latest viral videos. Other posts were celebrating children, some about struggling with their depression, and others were about how happy they were about their significant others.

“These are the people I grew up with. You’re going to have to bear with me for a second, Sara. It’ll make a lot more sense after I tell you a little bit about me. When I was growing up, no one wanted to talk to me. No one wanted to come to my house and hang out. No one invited me to birthday parties. I was the weird, gay kid that no one wanted to be seen with. I didn’t know what being transgender was, I didn’t know the woman I was meant to be could even be let out of her cage. When I was eighteen, I left home. Packed my things up and took a train to California to become the next star.”

She chuckled and leaned back in her chair. Her eyes drifted down to her crotch and she grumbled quietly before continuing, “But you can guess how that turned out. Failed audition after failed audition. I had no experience with that. But the lesson I learned during that year of my life was probably the most important one of my life. Don’t allow dead weight into your life. You see, in those auditions, I would only have drug down the rest of the cast. They would have to teach me, and I would have to learn or I would disappoint them and the audience.”

Brandy winked at me, “Similar to how a secretary might disappoint her boss. But here’s where things connect for you and I. If I disappointed the audience, they would be disappointed with the group, not just me. When you can’t perform to my expectations, you show others that they don’t have to either.”

I nodded my head and whispered, “So that’s it? I’m just done because my heel broke?”

“Maybe. That depends on your actions. I wasn’t done with my story, Sara,” she said. I looked back into her eyes and listened intently as she continued. As much as I wanted to be angry with her, I knew that I could learn from her. “After that year, I did my best to learn what it meant to be an actor. What I found was that I didn’t even want to be one. I wanted to have people know my name. I wanted the respect I’d never had growing up.”

I heard Brandy slip her heels off of her feet. She stood and walked around the desk and stood in front of me. The scent of coffee was indeed strong on her crotch as she leaned against the desk barely two feet from me.

My eyes drifted to her impressive bulge and she chuckled. “Look at you, right now. You’re dreaming of something that you want, even if you don’t know how to get it. I don’t mind you fantasizing about me. That shows me that you do have aspirations, even if you don’t know how to reach them. Back to the story, Sara.”

“I started as an intern for an accountant. It wasn’t glorious work, but I learned quickly. From there, I learned how companies tended to manage their money and from there, I learned how to help new businesses. From intern to freelancer, to aspiring business owner. I saved as much as I could and eventually managed to buy a failing startup. That startup eventually took on the form of the company you’re now working for. I bet you can’t guess how fast my ‘friends’ found me when I started appearing in articles.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off the soiled panties as I mumbled, “They wanted to know you once you made a name for yourself.”

“Mhmm, it’s funny how fast people flock to success with hands extended. They’ll never see a dime from me, Sara. But look at you, on my payroll and taking that for granted. Do you want to be a secretary forever? I doubt it. So where is the drive? When are you going to start putting in long hours to get the things you want?”

“B-But I don’t want much,” I said.

She giggled and slid a hand down her blouse and eased her fingers into her panties. Brandy ran the fingers over her shaft and then pulled her hand out of the panties and leaned forward. Without a glimpse of hesitation, she poked three fingers into my mouth and my tongue immediately started lapping at them greedily. “You want me, Sara. You want your job. So what can you offer me right now that would make either of those things a possibility?”

I slowly brought my hand up to her wrist and eased her fingers out of my mouth, “I-I could clean your panties for you.”

The words escaped me before I even realized what that might entail.

“And why would I let you do that when I could go to the bathroom and do it myself? The stain is going to be there no matter how much either of us scrubs.”

“With my mouth…”

Her eyes locked onto mine again. In the entire time I’d known Brandy, this was the first time I didn’t feel like she was going to cut me down for matching her intense gaze.

“Well, that might not be such a bad idea,” she said. Brandy walked back around her desk and sat in her chair. She clicked a few icons and then got around to opening her email and started typing. Her eyes cut back to me, “Were you waiting for me to ask?”

I kicked off my heels and hurried around her desk and slid to my knees. Putting on a show was the last thing on my mind. I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the bulge in her panties and suckled softly while letting my tongue run over her panties. The stain was primarily on the front of her panties, though I knew it trailed down her balls a little way.

She groaned quietly and continued working on her email. I wasn’t as stupid as she might have believed me to be at this moment in time. There was only so many ways a boss could ask for a blowjob without being direct about it. Then again, blackmailing her with this didn’t seem like the smartest idea in the world.

I worked further down along the growing bulge in her panties, focusing on running my tongue along the thick vein on the underside of her cock. The clicking of the keyboard became more rapid as I neared her crown. I did my best to engulf it through the panties.

The taste of the caramel coffee was sweetened by the delicious bead of precum I earned. That word made my thighs warmer than giving my boss an impromptu blowjob. I earned that. It wasn’t given to me.

I pulled away from the head of Brandy’s cock and leaned back in, this time my mouth started working the other sizable bulge. Her heavy balls had a curiously sweet smell to them, not that I was going to complain. I looked up for a second and saw that her eyes were still focused solely on the monitor. That needed to change. I wouldn’t be ignored.

My teeth gently nibbled her sack through the panties. I barely pinched her balls as I continued to work my way down her panties. Each time I shifted lower, I licked feverishly. Once I stopped tasting coffee more than the fabric, I took a deep breath before pushing my luck.

I opened my mouth and took one of her heavy balls into my mouth. With her sack being compressed by the panties, it was a little odd, but I managed well enough. My left hand reached up to her thick cock and I stroked her length. The wetness of the panties reminded me of what I was trying to accomplish. Brandy needed to find a reason to believe that I wouldn’t let her down.

Just because I was on my knees for her didn’t mean that I didn’t have some measure of power right now. After all, she was the one letting me continue my play. I glanced up again and saw her hands resting behind her head as she watched me work. I stopped suckling and pulled away. I grabbed the waistband of her panties and pulled them down below her balls and let her cock spring free.

The throbbing girl-dick made my panties almost as wet as I made hers. “How’s this for taking initiative?” I asked before taking the head of her cock into my mouth.

Her precum was much sweeter than any of my previous partners. Granted, I didn’t have a large sample size but I still knew quality when I tasted it. I closed my eyes and relaxed my jaw as I took more of her into my mouth. The velvet-smooth head brushed against the back of my throat. I didn’t stop.

I needed my eyes to be closed as I continued to take her deeper into my throat. It was hard to force her further down, but I needed to prove to her that I was dedicated. The quiet moan that escaped her was all the encouragement I needed to push through the slight burning in my lungs. My body craved to take another breath, but with her cock filling my airway, I couldn’t. I wouldn’t fail her again.

When my nose brushed against her smooth crotch, she gently put a hand on the back of my head, “It’s not bad. The only problem is I don’t like when my underlings get too ahead of themselves. As much as I appreciate the gesture, you’re not the one in charge here, Sara.”

I felt her hand pull me gently against her, as I tried to pull away, she resisted and held me there. “When I let you go, you’re going to get up and bend over my desk. You’re going to hold onto the other side it and stay as quiet as you possibly can while I take what I really want. If that’s a problem, you can walk out of this office. You do that, you’re fired. You stay, you’ve got one more responsibility to take care of on a day-to-day basis. My satisfaction is paramount and you’ll make sure that I’m satiated.”

She let go of me and I immediately pulled away from her massive cock. Inch after inch left my throat, but I couldn’t get away quick enough. As the crown finally passed my lips, I paused long enough to give that thick, purple head a kiss. I stood and turned around and silently bent over the desk and held on tight.

The deep breaths I took were controlled and quiet, but as she lifted my skirt, I couldn’t pretend that my whimpering wasn’t because of her. I heard her familiar chuckle as she pulled my panties down my thighs and let them fall around my ankles.

Her hands left my body for a second and she lifted my shirt and put her panties underneath, “They might dry a little faster if you’re warming them up.”

I kept myself quiet. Brandy could do anything she wanted to me at the moment. All of the previous talk about me following the guidance of another sank in deeper as she pressed her cock against my drenched folds. I didn’t care about the negative connotations that lesson might have held. If she was the one guiding me, I would follow until she didn’t want me anymore.

Brandy made me feel safe. It was strange that the woman that could pull the rug out from underneath me was the one that also offered the most security. If I tried hard, I knew she would reward me.

Her cock pushed into my tight entrance and I gasped. “Quiet, Sara. I’m not telling you again.”

I brought a hand to my mouth to mute any sound that might try and escape. How on Earth did she expect me to be able to silence myself when her thickness was enough to split me in half?

Brandy’s hands dropped to my ass and she spread them. Her hips pushed further into me and I could feel each inch of her impossibly long futa-cock as it invaded me. The two men I’d had before couldn’t even get me to moan. Here she was, forcing me to be silent when all I wanted was to scream her name.

There was no pretending that she didn’t own me in this moment. That might have been humiliating for someone else, but for me, it was perfect.

The head of Brandy’s cock kissed my cervix as the weight of her hips pressed against mine. She shared her warmth with me for a moment before she leaned further over me. “I’m not going to pull out, Sara. Don’t expect your life to get any easier when you get pregnant. You’ll still work for everything you get.” Her words licked my ears and I felt a flash of panic jolt through me.

Pregnancy was something I wanted to avoid. Or did I? Brandy didn’t take risks, she did things intentionally and had a plan for every situation. Even without knowing her personally for all that long, I knew that even if whatever this was didn’t work out, she wouldn’t leave me high and dry with a kid to raise.

Her hips rolled into mine and I opened my mouth and bit down on my finger to keep myself from moaning like the whore she was turning me into. The soft clapping of our hips echoed in her large office and her moans only added to the ambiance.

She was too intoxicating for her own good. Brandy might not have known it, but she was teaching me lessons that I didn’t even know I needed to be taught. Primarily, she was teaching me that I needed to do everything in my power to keep her invested in me.

If I had to work late every night of the week, I would. If I had to suck her cock while she wrote her emails, I would. If I had to bear her child… I would.

I didn’t care that she was making me feel like a cheap slut, she was making me HER cheap slut.

Brandy’s thrusts got harder and she rocked my body with each stroke into my depths. Those heavy balls pounded against my sensitive lips and I pushed myself onto my tiptoes to lift my hips a little higher. She groaned quietly and tightened her grip on my tight ass as the new angle forced her cock to grind against my g-spot with every motion.

My poor finger would be bruised by the time she was done fucking me. I clenched harder as I felt the burning fire of lust scorching my inhibitions away. Every time she sunk into me, I had to fight the need to scream out in pleasure. Even as I felt my core tighten and my pussy ignite in an inferno of bliss, I kept myself as quiet as I could.

I sucked in desperate breaths through my nose as my juices squirted from my pussy. The pattering of my squirt on the floor below and the warm sensation on my feet almost made me break my silence. A giggle was on the brink of escaping as I realized that my panties would smell like sex for the rest of the day. Better than coffee…

Brandy’s moans turned into more primal grunts as she worked through the clenching of my cunt around her massive cock. Her almost rhythmic pace had broken and each thrust was born of a need for release. She slammed into me with enough force to make the objects on her desk slide further forward.

With one final push into me, her name placard toppled off the desk and crashed heavily onto the carpet. Neither of us could care about that. Her hot, thick futa-cum pumped deep into my pussy. Brandy’s hands kneaded my ass while she groaned quietly as her balls unloaded into me. The sheer volume of cum built a pressure deep within me that made it impossible to imagine I wouldn’t end up bearing this woman’s baby.

If this was what she expected daily, I think I might start looking forward to showing some more initiative at work. Besides, maybe the seed wouldn’t take hold. I wouldn’t want to risk that…

Brandy slowly pulled her cock from my depths and spoke quietly, “Now, pull your panties up and make yourself look presentable, Sara.”

I picked myself up and then fixed my outfit as best I could. Her panties fell out from underneath my shirt and I sheepishly shrugged.

“They’re not important. I don’t care if you have to walk barefoot for the rest of the day. Go get me another coffee. If you muck this up, just know that you’re going to be missing a lot more than a paycheck… Sweetie,” she mumbled the pet name.

It wasn’t hard to tell that she wasn’t used to being compassionate to another person. My cheeks burned brightly with pride as I waddled my way out of the room. Having a freshly abused pussy didn’t bother me all that much as I headed to the coffee shop. As tough as Brandy was, I managed to at least show her enough to make her want to show me something as well.

Losing my job wasn’t the worst thing that could happen to me anymore. My child’s mother needed to be around.
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