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Before I got breast implants, before I sucked my first cock, even before my first leg waxing - before all of that, I was the owner of an ad agency in need of a new secretary.  My feminization began when I first saw Victoria.  From that second on I belonged to her, though it would be months before I realized it.

***

“I’m sorry, Mr. Stephens!” Beth blurted out.  “I thought the coffee was hot enough!”  She curled up in her office chair as she held her head low.  “Please,” she said, speaking in a softly whining tone, “I really need this job.  I have kids, a family.”  Then she looked up at me, and I saw just how scared she really was.  “I will do better, I promise,” she said, a tremble in her voice.  “Let me try again.”

I felt my lips curl upwards in a sneer as I studied her face: the high cheekbones, the bright blue eyes, and the full lips.  “Tell you what, sweetie,” I said, coming as close to sounding concerned as I was capable of.  “You can make up for it by doing some extra work for me in my office, just you and I.”  I nodded towards the double oaken doors that led to my private sanctuary.  “Be in there in 10 minutes, ready to do what I say.”  

Her eyes grew wide as she read my mind.  For a second her features stiffened.  Then I watched as her defiant glare changed into the same sad, defeated look I had seen on my victim’s faces a thousand times before.  “Yes, sir,” she said, her voice subdued.  “I’ll be there.”

I glanced at my watch as I walked away from her desk: 4 o’clock on the dot.  By 4:20 I had cum in her mouth twice.  At 4:21 I sent her back to her desk.  My erection returned as I watched her scampering away from me, clutching her notepad to her chest as a single tear glided down her features.  

At 4:30 sharp I called Susan in HR.  “This is Jack Stephens,” I said.  “I want you to fire Beth McDaniels today.  She’s totally incompetent; and she makes very bad coffee.”  I smiled as the voice on the other end said, “yes sir!” without a moment’s hesitation; I had trained my people well.  

I stood and lit a cigar, drawing on it casually as I looked out the panoramic window at the city skyline.  “It’s good to be a king,” I said to myself, as the finely scented smoke curled upwards towards the ceiling.

In the glass I saw a partial reflection of my face looking back at me.  At 30 years old, I was better looking than most guys in their teens.  My hair was the same sandy blond color it had been since high school.  I wore it a little long by today’s standards, so that it draped an inch or so beneath the top of my shirt collar.  My face still had enough boyish charm to let me pass for someone 10 years younger; sometimes I even got carded when going into a bar.

The only thing that bugged me was my size – frame wise, that is.  At 5’9 and 170 lbs. I was smaller than most men and a little slight, though I had taut muscles and a trim waistline.  One guy who worked for me a couple years back dared to say I was short; he did it when he thought I wasn’t listening.  That guy no longer works in this city; he couldn’t find a job if he tried.  I made sure of that.

Two days later I sat staring at a single sheet of paper outlining the education and accomplishments of a lady who goes by the name Victoria Marlowe.  Despite myself, I was impressed.  I was also favorably pleased with her fiery red hair, which fell in curly locks around her ample bosom. Her face was lightly freckled, her makeup applied with utter precision, though she would have been just as breathtaking without any cosmetics.

The curve of her breasts was just barely visible above the ivory button that held her blouse in place.  Her slim black skirt ended a couple of inches above her right knee.  Her exquisite legs were nicely crossed, which made the lump inside my briefs harder with each passing moment.  Don’t worry, sweetie, I thought to myself. You’ve got the job.

“Your qualifications are quite...impressive, Ms. Marlowe” I said, my eyes still taking in the curves of her calves.  “When can you start?”

“At your convenience, Mr. Stephens,” she said, her tone crisp and utterly businesslike, though it had a bit of an edge to it.  “Would tomorrow be satisfactory?”

“Be here at 8:30,” I said, handing her resume back to her with my left hand as I extended my right one in greeting.  

She returned the shake, her grip unexpectedly strong, especially for a woman.  “See you then,” she said, meeting my gaze with her steel-gray eyes.  Then something red-hot shot through the palm she was grasping.  I tried to pull my hand back, but she held it like a vise.  Then she released me, turned on her heels, and left the room.  I watched as the door shut behind her.  Then I collapsed into my chair, touching my temples and noticing for the first time that I was sweating.

I glimpsed at my palm, the one she had clutched in an iron grip moments before.  It still held the imprint of her manicured nails where they had dug into my flesh.  There was a single drop of blood in that spot.  Crushing my hand into a fist, I felt a wave of uneasiness flow through me.  “Who is this woman?” I asked out loud to the empty room.

The next few months were fairly routine.  Victoria showed up each day, on time and looking so incredibly hot I could barely focus on business.  She soon proved to be the ideal executive assistant, handling everything from client relations to personnel issues.  This left me time to hunt for new clients and play golf, which worked out fine for me.  I was always more fond of making money than in working for it.

One thing frustrated me, however: my failure to get Victoria in the sack.  She proved invulnerable to every tactic I knew, from seduction to simple intimidation.  She turned down my offers to get a drink after work, using just enough courtesy so that I couldn’t accuse her of being disrespectful.  Anyone else I would have simply fired.  But she had nearly doubled our revenues during her short time on the job, leaving me little to do but figure out how to hide all the new money from the IRS.

Then came the night that changed everything.  It was late on a summer afternoon, and she and I were getting a presentation ready for a new client.  The final details fell into place just as the sun went down.  I hated putting in 14 hour days back then, but sometimes it was necessary.

As she slipped some documents into her black leather briefcase she looked up at me.  Then she did something I had never seen her do before: she smiled.  My mouth dropped open. The expression was so unexpected that it caught me completely off-guard.

“How about a drink?” she said, pursing her lips in a look so seductive that I felt my heart skip a beat.

“S-sure,” I said, struggling to get the words out.  I felt my cock harden.  Could this be the night?  I asked myself.  “There’s a bar just around the corner,” I said, getting to my feet.  Glancing down, I saw my hard-on jutting out through the fabric of my pants right in front of her face; she was still seated.  I whipped around, hoping she didn’t notice.

Standing, she walked towards me as she slipped her right hand around my left arm.  “I know a better place,” she said, as she led me out of the office.  For the first time I noticed that she was a couple of inches taller than me.  I felt my feet fall into step as she tugged at me to keep moving.  A few months before, I would have fired an employee for less than that.  But, for the moment, there was nothing but lust raging through my mind, along with an emotion I rarely felt: a slight tinge of fear.

20 minutes later Victoria and I sat at a small table in a tiny but very classy bar miles from the office.  She had driven me there in her silver Lexus, and had turned corners and whipped around other drivers so quick I had no idea where we were.  I was nursing a beer, and she was lightly sipping some exotic drink with a name I had never heard of before.

We made small talk for a few minutes.  She was careful to avoid any discussion of her private life.  Then her features hardened she looked directly at me.  Her smile returned.  But this time it was matched by an icy look in her eyes, one that turned the tiny spark of fear I had felt before into a roaring blaze.  “So,” she said, in a tone that was more demanding than questioning, “How did you ever get so good at hiding your insecurities, Jack?  When did you convince yourself you’re a man?”

For a fraction of a second I didn’t know what to say.  It had been so long since anyone had dared mock me that I didn’t realize that was what she was doing.  As my brain struggled to understand, she kept talking.  “I looked into your background before taking the job,” she said.  “You’re single, no kids, and you live alone in an apartment filled with gaudy furnishings, ones that no person with taste would dare have.”  

My eyes narrowed.  I tried to respond, but my brain was foggy.  I glanced down at the glass of beer on the table in front of me.  It looked cloudy.

“You put on a good show,” she said.  “But inside you’re scared as a mouse.”  She shifted in her chair and leaned forward slightly, narrowing the distance between her face and mine.  I smelled the faint odor of alcohol on her breath, the scent of her perfume.  I got hard again, despite what she was saying; or were her words causing my erection?

“You’ve thought about being with another man,” she said.  I felt my face went pale.  “You have even thought of dressing up like a woman.”  Then her features turned dark as she glared directly in my eyes.  “According to your Internet provider, you even look at cross-dressing sites late at night.  And I bet they make you so very stiff…”

Anger surged through me, killing my arousal and clearing my head.  “What the hell are you talking about, lady?”  I returned her cold glare with the toughest look I could muster, the one I used when doing hardball negotiations with a client.  “I’m Jack Bradley, founder and president of one of the largest ad agencies in the country.  I made my first million before I was 25.”  I balled my fists and tensed my muscles, for what I thought would be a quick put-down of this upstart cunt.

Then she did something that sent my anger over the edge; she laughed.  It wasn’t a loud guffaw, but rather a faint chuckle that escaped her oh-so-perfect lips, before they turned upward in another smile.  She was amused by me, like a circus goer watching the antics of a bumbling clown.

That was more than I could stand.  I glanced around at the other customers, who were ignoring us.  Then I spoke to her in my most intimidating tone.  “And you, you red-headed slut,” I said, pointing my finger in her face.  “YOU work for ME!  Don’t forget it!  Or I will send your hot little ass packing!”

She just sat there smiling, her expression unchanged.  I leapt to my feet.  “Let’s get out of here,” I said.  “Take me back to the office.” Then my vision blurred as nausea swept up from my stomach and through my brain.  

I fell back in my seat, slapping my face to fight off the blackness that was rushing over my senses.  But it did no good; I was passing out.  The last thing I noticed before everything went black was the face of the girl working the bar.  It was Beth, my old secretary.  She was staring right at me, her face as cold and bemused as Victoria’s.  Except for a different hair and eye color, they looked remarkably alike.

***

The first thing I noticed when I awoke was the burning agony in my ass; it felt like it had been torn apart by a pack of wolves.  I was lying face down on a mattress.  My hands and feet were cuffed to the four corners of the bed, so tightly that I feared they would rip out   I smelled the faint odor of hotel disinfectant on the sheet beneath me.

“Good girl,” the voice said.  Turning my head to the left, I saw Victoria seated at a table nearby.  “Welcome back, sleepy-head,” she said, smiling.  “You were out for three hours!”  

I was still groggy, but even in that state my eyes nearly popped out of my skull when I saw how she was dressed.  Black leather boots rose to just over her knees.  Above them, stockings hugged her thighs until they stopped just below her silken, ebony-colored panties.  A tight red corset framed her magnificent breasts, her scarlet locks cascading down her shoulders and across her bosom.  Despite my panic and confusion, my erection returned harder and stronger than ever, burying itself in the feather-soft mattress.

“Wondering why your cute little ass is on fire?” she said.  I nodded, unable do anything else.  “Stop looking at me long enough to see what’s next to you.”  

Turning my head, I saw the limp remains of a giant pile of used condoms.  “Oh, god,” I said, as the pain in my rectum flared up worse than before.

“That’s right, sweetie,” I heard her say as she got to her feet.  “You’ve been fucked by a dozen or so friends of mine, all extremely gay and each of them very well-hung.”  I said nothing, just stared at the pile of soiled prophylactics in shock.

I heard her step away for the briefest of moments; my head was still turned so I couldn’t see her.  Then I screamed as hot flames of pain shot across my upper thighs.  “Bad little slut!”  Victoria yelled.  I started to look at her; then the fiery streaks of pain returned, this time tearing across my ass cheeks.  “Don’t look at me, slut!” she cried out.  “You’re not worthy of the sight, you miserable little bitch!”  She brought the crop down on me again and again.  My screaming turned to sobs of pain as the beating continued.  Then, surrendering to the torment, I slipped back into unconsciousness.

***

Where am I?  What’s going on?  The words formed in my mind for the briefest of moments, then slipped away as the darkness swallowed me again.  I felt my right hand holding something hard and metallic as a voice in some far distant place said, “Sign it.”

***

The next clear memory I had was of waking up, this time in what looked like a clinic.  A thick leather restraint ran across my waist, but my hands were free.  I looked at them.  What the hell?” I said; my fingers were slender and soft.  And, at the end of each of them, was a perfectly manicured long fingernail, painted a pale sissy pink.

“Good morning, Karen!” said the voice to my left, making me turn my head.  Sitting a few feet away, in a gray top and blue skirt, her logs crossed, hands resting on her knee, was a woman in a lab coat.  She was strikingly beautiful; I guessed her age as around 50.  She spoke with a vaguely European accent.

“Please tell me what’s going on,” I said.  My voice sounded unusually high and delicate.

“Sounds like your vocal feminization surgery went perfectly,” she said, ignoring my query as she gave me an approving look.   Don’t worry, honey,” she continued, cutting me off before I could speak again.  “Your transformation is nearly complete.  Victoria is back in the United States, managing the affairs of your old company.  From now on, your only worries will be about looking pretty and pleasing men with those nice new lips of yours.”

Panic sent a wave of adrenaline coursing through my limbs.  I tried to snap the bond that cinched across my waist; it was much too strong.  I felt something jiggle under the sheet that covered my chest.  It fell away, and for the first time I noticed that I now had breasts, huge ones, topped off by rosy little nipples.

My face a mask of terror, I looked to the anonymous woman for answers.  But she gave me none.  Instead she leaned forward, touching my cheek slightly as she smiled again.  “Your new master will be very pleased,” she said, then turned and left the room.  I called out for help.  But no one came.

***

The flaccid remnant of what was once my penis is now held in place by a golden chastity device; I will never function as a man again.  I am in a Middle Eastern country, that much I know, a member of some wealthy sheik’s private harem of feminized slaves.  Most nights I service his massive cock at least once.  On special days, my ass - now modified to receive even the largest male organs, though sometimes it hurts - serves as a cum depository for his friends.

I’m actually quite happy in a way, especially when I look in a mirror and see my lovely new face staring back at me.  My sandy blond hair hangs to my waist.   My ample bosom is nicely pushed up by my brassiere, and my hairless and utterly feminized body is hot enough to arouse any man alive.  And it does just that, whether I’m dancing for a crowd in the sheik’s private club, or on my knees showing my owner what a good slut I am.

Victoria saw through me the whole time.  From the moment her sister Beth come to her sobbing after being fired, my conqueror had begun working on her plan.  She knew that my manly facade and domineering manners were a mask I had created.  I hid my submissive nature from everyone, including myself.  

I had always been a sissy deep within, born to please men and obey their every word.  Brilliant dominatrix that she is, Victoria released that part of me during my long, brutal months of captivity.  If she’s running my old company as well as she controlled me, then she must be doing very well indeed.

OEBPS/images/image_fb48feb4-8c9c-4344-b567-3f8006f7e0548448407759517747200.jpg
How Victoria Feminized her Boss

by
Mistress Victoria






