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Marianne smirked at me as she counted the thick stack of bills that made up my tips on the desk in front of her, “Sweetheart, I don’t know if it’s that smile or if you’ve got some kind of spell cast on those guys, but you’ve got me feeling a little insecure with how much they like you.”

The office we wrapped up our work days in was more of a shoebox, really. Tucked behind the swinging kitchen doors where the aroma of bacon and coffee gave way to a different kind of atmosphere.

No matter how many times we did this little dance, I could never get over just how intimate it felt to be in this tiny room with Marianne. Everyone else had already left for the day, and I was never in much of a rush. Considering that this awkward exchange was still something I looked forward to more than most other things in my days, I never minded letting my coworkers check out with Marianne first.

A scarred metal desk, too large for its confines, dominated the makeshift office, its surface cluttered with the scattered collections of the week forming something of a moat around Marianne's laptop. The walls, painted a tired beige that did nothing to brighten the space, were hemmed in by steel shelving units bowed under the weight of labeled tubs and binders. There was barely enough room to pull out the desk chair without knocking into a precariously stacked pile of extra paper cups.

This was Marianne's territory, and it smelled of her: the faint, clean scent of lavender laundry detergent mingling with the low, persistent fragrance of her perfume, something warm and vanilla-tinged that clung to the very fabric of the place.

Warmth pooled in my cheeks as my gaze shifted away from Marianne down to my worn-in chucks, “I couldn’t tell you either, ma’am, but I’m glad they are. It’s been nice to be able to live off campus. It was getting a little awkward to see everyone I knew finally getting away, meanwhile, I was wondering if I’d end up still in the dorms for my senior year.”

There was something about that smirk of hers and that glimmer in her eye that I didn't need to see to know existed that made me feel like she loved the way she could make me writhe under her gaze. I could tell that she wanted to press a little further.

After almost two years of working with her, it wasn’t a stretch to assume that she could tell I was going through something of a phase in these past five months. She stopped teasingly asking about which of the women in the cafe that I had a crush on. She also stopped asking me to take out the trash and pushed that responsibility onto the more conventionally masculine of her male employees.

I wasn’t blind, she was treating me much, much more like a young woman since I’d started silently begging for attention with my… makeover, I guess… and I kind of loved it.

“Oh, I bet you do. I remember what it was like to have a roommate back when I was still trying to figure out what I enjoyed when I was alone,” Marianne said before gathering the bills together neatly and extending them towards me.

The motion naturally pulled my eyes back up to her and I struggled to look directly at her as I took the money. We went through this  little routine five days a week, with her doing her best to support me and me doing my best to not let shame get in the way of the good thing I had going. No matter how voluntary tips were, we both knew that the cash I was taking was because horny guys were starting to take notice of how well my skinny jeans hugged my ass.

The heat in my face continued to grow as my eyes stopped halfway, naturally drawn to the much easier feature to look at on my voluptuous boss. The light green blouse her breasts were stress testing was speckled with polka dots, and with how stretched the material of her shirt was, I caught a glimpse of the black and white striped bra she had on beneath.

I fought back the smile that tried to pull at my lips. She didn’t know that I was already thoroughly loving the privacy I had around my apartment. I could wear whatever, or nothing at all without anyone having anything to say to me. For instance, as much as she would love to tease me about them, Marianne had no clue that the panties I had on right then were, in my opinion, far sexier than her bra led me to guess her own panties would be.

I didn’t realize how long the silence had continued until Marianne feigned clearing her throat, alerting me that I’d been caught looking… again. “S-Sorry,” I stammered as I quickly turned my head and made myself busy with folding and stuffing my money into my thin hoodie’s pocket.

Her next words would haunt me for what I could only guess would be the rest of my life. Marianne's plush lips parted and she chuckled quietly before she said, in a playful, purring tone, “You’ve always been bad at making eye contact with me when I pay you for being such a good girl around here.”

I heard the sharp intake of breath before I felt it hit my lungs, and then the humiliating, wanting sigh that rolled out of me. My whole body went rigid and the world narrowed to the feeling of my heart pounding against my ribcage. The money in my pocket burned like hot coal, evidence of the transaction I'd just completed, evidence of my being a good girl according to her.

My gaze darted to the exit, but I couldn't move. I couldn't speak. I could only stand there, frozen, as the weight of her observation settled on me.

Did she somehow know about my secret?

“Don’t look so scared, sweetheart. As cute as you look when you’re panicking, I was just kidding,” she said, her voice a velvet ribbon that both soothed and constricted.

I knew that she was enjoying this. I knew that even though my heart was beating out of my chest, I was enjoying this. And that terrified me almost as much as having my crossdressing exposed.

"Y-Yeah, f-for sure," I couldn't regain my composure as I forced myself to turn back around to at least save myself the shame of knowing she could see just how red I was getting. I had to get out of there. My brain screamed at me to run, to hide, but my legs felt like they were made of lead, my breath shallow and quick. Those two words "good girl", the way they rolled off her tongue like it meant nothing to her to destabilize my world.

It was everything I wanted, and everything I was terrified of.

"Alright, I'll uh, I'll see you tomorrow then," I managed to choke out, my gaze now fixed on a point somewhere just past her shoulder, on the drab beige wall. I couldn't look at her. I couldn't look at those eyes that saw too much, or that knowing smirk that promised something I couldn't yet name. I turned and fled, the office door clicking shut behind me, the sound of it sealing me in with my racing thoughts.

Her departing words echoed in my ears, "See you then, Sweetheart."

Tonight, I was extra grateful to be the last employee to leave. The walk to the back door was a blur, the familiar path now fraught with an arousing kind of tension. The clatter of my keys in my trembling hands was a cacophony in the quiet kitchen. I fumbled with the lock, the cold metal a stark contrast to the heat that still bloomed in my cheeks. Finally, the door swung open, and I stumbled out into the cool night air, the sudden chill a welcome shock to my system.

Hopefully soon the bulge in my panties could be convinced to go down before I had to tuck it away. While I wasn't gifted by any stretch of the imagination, it was still a bit of a hassle to hide when I was this… excited. I took a deep breath, the crisp night air filling my lungs and doing little to calm the frantic beat of my heart.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, a jarring vibration that made me jump. I fumbled for it, my fingers still clumsy with adrenaline. The screen lit up, casting a pale blue glow on my face. A text message. From Marianne.

My breath hitched. My thumb hovered over the notification, a war raging inside me. Part of me wanted to delete it, to pretend it never happened, to go back to the safety of my quiet desperation. But the other part, the part that had been starving for this, for her, for this acknowledgment, won.

I opened the message.

It was a picture.

A selfie, taken from a low angle, a playful pout on her lips. But it wasn't her face that made my stomach drop. It was her chest. The same green, polka-dotted blouse, but this time, the camera had captured a clear view down her shirt. The black and white striped bra, the soft swell of her breasts, the hint of a delicate silver necklace nestled in her cleavage

Underneath the picture, another text.

"Did you get a good enough look this time, or should I send another to help keep your eyes where they should be when we chat?"

I considered my relationship with Marianne to be pretty close. She listened to me any time I was comfortable enough to open up. Our jokes when we were alone could get pretty inappropriate, but it never felt like it went too far. To me, it always felt like we just agreed that playing around with one another was great. I guess the fact that she was nearly twice my age also made it hard to seriously consider any real interest.

Seeing what was on my screen, though... I had a very real interest.

The picture was confirmation.

Marianne wasn’t just teasing me.

She was inviting me.

The thought of her, alone in that tiny office, taking that picture just for me, sent a fresh wave of heat through me. She wasn't just teasing me; she was inviting me.

My thumbs hovered over the keyboard, a thousand responses vying for dominance in my mind. The silence of the alleyway pressed in on me, broken only by the distant hum of traffic and the frantic thrum of my own blood.

I thought of her, sitting in that chair, the scent of lavender and vanilla clinging to her skin. I thought of her smirk, her knowing eyes, the way she called me "good girl." And then I thought of the way I felt when I looked at her, the way my body responded, the way my fear warred with my desire.

I took another deep breath, the cool night air doing little to quell the fire she'd ignited. But... a good girl couldn't let herself be swept off her feet so easily, right?

My lips curled into a smile as I responded, "It wouldn't be fair for you to send another before I've sent you something. Let me get this drive over with and if you're lucky I'll remember to be a good girl for you when I get home."

The three little dots appeared immediately, a digital tell of her typing, then vanished. They appeared again, a hesitant dance on the screen. My own breath caught in my throat. Had I overplayed my hand with my little comment about her being lucky?

The silence stretched, each second a small eternity in the cool darkness of the alley. Then, my phone buzzed, the vibration a sudden, sharp jolt against my thigh.

"Fair is fair, sweetheart. Get home safe."

A low, breathy laugh escaped my lips, a sound I barely recognized as my own. It was a mix of relief, exhilaration, and a dawning, terrifying thrill. She hadn't backed down.

The walk to my beat-up sedan felt like a victory lap. The world seemed sharper, the colors of the neon signs from the nearby bars more vibrant, the distant chatter of students more alive.

The drive home was another blur of racing thoughts and anxious fidgeting. I navigated the familiar streets on autopilot, my mind a whirlwind of possibilities. What would I even send her?

A flash of purple and black crossed my mind and I knew immediately what I'd send her. Five months ago, a silly mistake was made by my friend Heather while she was crashing at my place while we worked on our group project. I knew it was mostly an excuse for her to get out of the dorms for a while and that was fine by me. Besides, while I wasn't the type to act on it, I did find her incredibly easy on the eyes, especially so when she loved lounging around in panties and her t-shirt because everyone assumed I was gay.

I didn't mind. I liked the freedom that came with the assumption. I could admire her, the easy grace in her movements, the way she'd bite her lip when she was concentrating on a textbook, without the pressure of having to perform a certain kind of masculinity. It was a safe, distant admiration. Like looking at art in a museum.

And she'd left them behind, forgotten between my washer and dryer where they must have fallen when she was changing the laundry over. A pair of simple, purple bikini-cut panties with delicate black lace trim at the waist and legs. I should have thrown them away, or texted her, or done something other than what I actually did, which was to wash them, fold them neatly, and tuck them away in the back of my sock drawer... for all of a few hours before I was putting them on.

I pulled into my designated parking spot, the engine's sudden silence in the quiet lot feeling deafening. My apartment was on the second floor, a small, boxy unit that I'd tried to make my own with posters and fairy lights, but tonight, it felt like a stage.

My hands were shaking as I unlocked the door, the key rattling in the lock. Inside, the air was still, the only light coming from the streetlamp outside, casting long shadows across the living room floor. I didn't bother turning on the lights. I moved through the darkness, a familiar ghost in my own home, straight to my bedroom where I shut the door behind me and turned on the light.

I stripped off my work clothes, the tight, worn hoodie, the skinny jeans, the plain t-shirt. Each piece shed felt like a layer of armor being removed, leaving me more vulnerable, more exposed. I stood in front of my full-length mirror, the cool air on my skin raising goosebumps. I looked at myself, at the skinny frame, the soft curves of my hips, the undeniable, inconvenient reality between my legs.

My eyes struggled to pull away from the scarlet panties I had on. The color was bold, a stark, unapologetic red against my pale skin. They were cut high on the hips, a style that made my legs look longer and more slender. I ran a finger along the delicate lace trim, a small, private smile touching my lips.

I liked how I looked in them. I liked how they made me feel. But tonight, they weren't right.

Tonight was for Marianne. Tonight was for the purple and black panties that inadvertently set all of this into motion in the first place.

I went to my dresser, the top drawer sliding open with a familiar, soft groan. Tucked away, hidden beneath a folded pile of old band t-shirts, were the panties that were a tiny bit too tight for me. I pulled them out, the fabric soft and pleasant to the touch and held them up for a moment, the purple and black a stark contrast to the red I was wearing.

I took a deep breath and changed into them, pulling them up over my hips. The fit was snug, the fabric stretched tight against my skin, a constant, gentle pressure that was strangely comforting to me. I turned back to the mirror to admire how flat my front was with Heather's panties on. Wearing them all day wasn't exactly comfortable, but damn did they make me feel like having my hair wrapped around someone's fist while they buried their cock in me.

Fuck...

My cheeks flushed with heat at the thought, the sudden, vivid image of a faceless man, a stranger, taking me with a rough, possessive force. It was a fantasy I'd indulged in before, a dark, secret thrill that I kept locked away.

I shook my head, trying to clear the thought, to focus on the task at hand. I had a picture to take.

I propped my phone up against a stack of books on my nightstand, the screen glowing in the dim light of the room. I set the timer, then scrambled into position, my heart pounding in my chest. I knelt on the bed, my back to the camera, my body angled just so. I looked over my shoulder, a practiced, sultry pout on my lips. The timer went off, the flash a brief, blinding light.

I snatched my phone, my fingers fumbling with the screen as I pulled up the picture. While adorable, I felt entirely too wrong when I was about to send it to Marianne. She was so much more reserved with hers and it still drove me wild... there was something to be learned there.

I set about trying again. Instead of trying to find a perfect pose, I instead rummaged through my closet to find a pair of my thigh high socks and then grabbed a slightly oversized t-shirt. After getting the clothes on, I tried to find a good pose on my bed again. This time I laid down on my side, pulling my knees up towards my chest, the oversized t-shirt riding up to reveal a sliver of skin and the waistband of the panties. The thigh-highs added a touch of innocence, a hint of vulnerability that I hoped would be just as enticing as the more overtly sexual pose. I set the timer again, then lay still, my breath held tight in my chest.

The flash went off again, and I rushed over to grab my phone, my hands trembling with anticipation. I pulled up the picture, and a slow, satisfied smile spread across my face. This was it. This was the one. The soft light of the lamp cast a warm glow on my skin, the shadows accentuating the curves of my body. The purple and black of the panties peeked out from under the hem of the t-shirt, a tantalizing hint of what lay beneath. The thigh-highs added a touch of playful innocence, a sweet, seductive contrast to the knowing look in my eyes.

I opened my messages with Marianne, my thumb hovering over the send button. I took a deep breath, then typed a quick message to accompany the photo.

"Is this what you were looking for, ma'am?"

I hit send, then tossed my phone onto the bed, my heart pounding in my chest. I didn't want to watch the three little dots appear and disappear, a digital tell of her reaction. I wanted to savor the anticipation, to let the suspense build, to imagine her face when she saw the picture.

I lay back on my bed, the cool sheets a welcome relief against my heated skin. I closed my eyes, my mind a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. I thought of Marianne, of her knowing smirk, of the way she called me "good girl."

My phone buzzed on the bed beside me, the vibration sending out a jarring thrum against the mattress. I squeezed my eyes shut for a second, a silent prayer sent to whatever deity presided over mortifying, life-altering text messages. Then, with a deep breath that did nothing to steady the frantic hummingbird in my chest, I reached for it.

The screen lit up, casting my face in a cool glow.

"Before I say anything else, I need to know... is it okay if I show you something? Something I've never shown anyone else from the cafe."

My breath hitched. The vulnerability in her words, the raw, unfiltered honesty, was a punch to the gut. My thumbs hovered over the keyboard, my mind racing. A dozen responses flickered and died.

My lips curved into a small, shy smile as I typed, "I would appreciate that trust very much, ma'am."

The reply came back almost instantly, a single, decisive word.

"Okay."

And then, a picture.

The image loaded, and the world tilted on its axis, then slid completely away.

It was her office. The same tired beige walls, the same scarred metal desk, but the lighting was different. Softer. The warm glow of a desk lamp she must have turned on after I left, casting everything in a hazy, intimate gold.

And there she was.

Marianne was leaning back in her chair, the way she did when she was stretching after a long day, but this was entirely different. Her head was tilted back slightly, her dark hair spilling over the chair's back, her lips parted in a soft, inviting sigh. Her green blouse was unbuttoned, just enough to reveal the black and white striped bra and the delicate swell of her breasts, the silver necklace glinting in the low light.

But my eyes didn't stay there. They were drawn, with an irresistible, magnetic pull, down, down, past the soft curve of her stomach, to where her blue jeans were unzipped and pushed down just over her hips.

And there, nestled against the fabric, were her panties. They were a simple pair of cotton blend boyshorts, black and white to match her bra. They seemed far less meant to be sexy and much more for the practical purpose of struggling to contain what was inside them.

My breath caught in my throat, a sharp, audible gasp in the silence of my bedroom. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic, desperate drumbeat. I knew what I was seeing. I knew, with a certainty that settled deep in my bones, that the beautiful, intoxicating woman who had been the star of my every waking fantasy was a lot more like me than I could have imagined.

The cotton of her panties was stretched taut over a thick, heavy shape. It was the clear, undeniable outline of a cock. A wonderful, perfect, desperately wanted cock. My own, smaller counterpart, trapped in the snug confines of Heather's forgotten panties, throbbed in response, a sudden, aching pulse of pure need.

All the little things, the way she treated me, the way she looked at me, the way she called me "good girl," it all clicked into place with a stunning, breathtaking clarity. She hadn't just been teasing me. She had been seeing me as something far more appealing than I could have realized.

She saw me the same way I wished so many others had. And... she had the tool I needed to solve the questions that kicked around in my most private fantasies.

My phone buzzed again, and I looked down, my eyes still wide with shock and wonder.

"Too much?" the message read.

It took me a moment to deliberate before I settled on saying, "It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen.”

The three little dots appeared, a hesitant dance on the screen, then vanished. They appeared again, a longer, more thoughtful pause this time.

"Are you still wearing those adorable purple panties, sweetheart?"

"Yes, ma'am," I replied back almost instantly.

"Good girl," she wrote, and the words, the same words that had sent me into a panic just an hour ago, now felt like a reward. "I want you to do something for me. Before I do, I think it's only reasonable to acknowledge that this isn't something we can share with anyone else at the moment."

As much as I didn't want to think about what would happen tomorrow or the days coming after, she wasn't wrong for bringing it up... but I didn't really care who I could or couldn't talk to about the fact that my boss had a cock I wanted buried in my throat.

"Of course. Anything for you, ma'am."

"I'm glad you feel that way, pumpkin," she typed, the three little dots appearing again as she seemed to be formulating her next request. "I want you to touch yourself for me. But I want you to do it through your panties. Tell me how it makes you feel."

My breath hitched. My cock, already straining against the tight fabric of Heather's panties, throbbed with a fresh wave of need. The idea of it, the deliciously tantalizing command, was a spark to a powder keg.

A shudder, deep and involuntary, ran through me. The phone trembled in my hand. *Touch myself.* For her. The words echoed in the silent room, a directive that was both terrifying and electrifying. I lay back on the bed, the phone resting on my chest, the screen a cool rectangle against my heated skin.

Shame was a cold knot in my stomach, a familiar, heavy weight. It was the ghost of every snicker in a locker room, every questioning glance, every unspoken rule of what a guy was supposed to be. It was the voice that told me this was wrong, that this was a perversion, that I should be thinking about girls, not… this.

But arousal was a wildfire, hot and hungry, and it was consuming the shame from the inside out. That fire was fueled by the feel of the tight panties against my skin, the memory of her smirk, the image of her perfect cock straining against the black and white cotton.

The urge to be a good girl for her won out.

My hand, seeming to move of its own volition, drifted down my stomach. My fingertips hesitated at the hem of the oversized t-shirt, then slid beneath. The skin there was warm, hypersensitive. I could feel the frantic flutter of my own pulse. My fingers traced the delicate lace trim of the purple panties, a feather-light touch that sent a jolt straight through me.

I was hesitating, my mind a battlefield. The shame was a familiar, heavy blanket, smothering and safe in its misery. It told me to stop, to put the phone down, to pretend this never happened. But the arousal, the desperate, yearning need that had been building for months, was a roaring inferno, and her permission was the gasoline I needed.

My fingers dipped lower, brushing against the base of my own cock, still trapped and confined. A choked gasp escaped my lips. The touch, even through the fabric, was electric. It was both a violation and a validation. The shame was still there, a sour taste in the back of my throat, but it was being drowned out by the intoxicating rush of pleasure.

I curled my fingers around the shape, the fabric of the panties creating a frustrating, delicious barrier. I started to stroke, slowly at first, my movements hesitant and unsure. The sensation was muffled, indirect, but it was no less potent. I knew that I wouldn't be able to satisfy myself, not really, and that soon had me whimpering in bed as I lifted my hips to grind against my hand as if that would solve my need.

With my hips elevated, I could feel the hem of the oversized t-shirt slip further up my stomach. I looked down to confirm that I was essentially flashing a ghost of a camera as I continued to masturbate. I could almost imagine Marianne watching, her dark eyes filled with that same knowing amusement, her lips curled into a small, satisfied smirk. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through me, and my strokes grew bolder, more confident.

My phone buzzed again, and I fumbled for it, my movements clumsy with lust. The screen lit up, and I squinted to read her message.

"Would you rather finish the rest of this in person or is it more comfortable for you to stay there?" she asked, her question a gentle, probing nudge.

My breath hitched. The idea of going back, of seeing her again after this, after everything, was terrifying. But the idea of staying here, of finishing this alone, was suddenly unbearable. I wanted to see her. I wanted to feel her. I wanted her.

"I think I'd rather be with you, ma'am," I typed back, my thumbs trembling with a mix of fear and anticipation.

The reply came back almost instantly.

"Then come back to the cafe. I left the back door unlocked for you. Just try not to be too surprised when you get what you know is coming, baby girl."

I read the message again, then a third time, the words sinking in, a sweet, poison promise. *Baby girl.* The shame was gone now, completely consumed by the wildfire of arousal. I was hers. I knew it, and she knew it.

I scrambled off the bed, my movements clumsy and desperate. I looked down at myself, at the oversized t-shirt and the thigh-highs, at the purple panties that were now stretched tight and damp with my desire. A fresh wave of heat washed over me, and I knew I couldn't go back like this. I needed to be respectable, at least for the walk to my car.

Well... I mean, once I stood up my t-shirt did reach far enough to cover my upper thigh. That was respectable enough for the situation at hand, right? The thought was a fleeting one, a weak attempt at a rationalization I didn't really need. The truth was, I didn't want to wait. I didn't want to waste a single second. I wanted to go back to her, just like this. I wanted her to see me, to know that I'd come for her without a second thought.

I grabbed my keys off the nightstand, my fingers fumbling with the small, jagged piece of metal. I took a deep breath, then another, trying to steady the frantic hummingbird in my chest. It was no use. I was a bundle of raw, exposed nerves and all I could do was hope she treated me with some level of care.

I slipped out of my apartment, the door clicking shut behind me, the sound a final, irrevocable seal on the life I had known. I moved quickly, my steps light and silent, a ghost as I hurried down the stairs to the parking lot. In the reflection of the cars I walked by, I could see a cute piece of ass in a t-shirt and thigh-highs, an adorable femboy on his way to be dicked down by a woman who was a lot more than I could have ever guessed her to be.

The drive back to the cafe was a blur of streetlights and racing thoughts. The city was a muted painting outside my car windows, the familiar buildings and landmarks passing by in a haze of meaningless shapes and colors. The only thing that was real was the pulsing ache between my legs, the frantic, desperate beat of my heart, and the image of her, burned into the backs of my eyelids.

I parked in the same spot I'd left just a short while ago, the world now a completely different place. The back alley was quiet, the only sounds the distant hum of the city and the frantic, desperate thumping of my own blood. I got out of the car, my legs feeling like they were made of jelly, and walked towards the steel door.

My hand was shaking as I reached for the handle. It was cool to the touch, a stark, grounding reality in the midst of the surreal dream I found myself in. I took a deep breath, then another, the cool night air doing little to quell the fire that raged within me. I turned the handle, the door swinging open with a soft, welcoming sigh.

The kitchen was dark, the only light coming from the office, a warm, golden glow that spilled out into the darkness, an invitation I couldn't refuse. I moved through the familiar space, my steps hesitant and unsure, the clatter of my shoes on the tiled floor a loud, jarring sound in the quiet.

I reached the office door, and my breath hitched. It was slightly ajar, a sliver of light cutting through the darkness, a promise of the world that lay beyond. I could hear a faint, soft sound, a rustling of fabric, a quiet, almost imperceptible sigh. She was in there. She was waiting for me.

I pushed the door open, and my world flipped on its head as I saw Marianne lounging in her office chair, one arm draped over the back of the chair while her other hand rested in her lap, gently stroking her thick, perfect cock through the black and white panties I’d only just seen a picture of.

The sight of it, of her, was a punch to the gut. She was even more beautiful, more intoxicating, than I could have ever imagined. Her dark hair was a wild, messy halo around her head, her lips parted in a soft, inviting smile. Her green blouse was still unbuttoned, revealing the black and white striped bra and the delicate swell of her breasts. And her cock, her beautiful, wonderful cock, was a heavy, thick shape that strained against the fabric of her panties, a promise of the pleasure that was to come.

My legs felt like they were going to give out from under me. I just stood there in the doorway, my mouth agape, my eyes wide with a mixture of shock and wonder and a deep, aching need. I was a moth drawn to a flame, and I didn't care if I got burned.

“Are you just going to stand there and stare, or are you going to come in and close the door, baby girl?” she purred, her voice a low, velvety rumble that sent a shiver down my spine.

I blinked, then blinked again, the words slowly registering in my lust-fogged brain. I took a hesitant step into the office, then another, my movements clumsy and awkward. I reached back and fumbled with the doorknob, my fingers clumsy with adrenaline, and finally managed to push the door shut, the soft click echoing in the quiet room.

The world narrowed to the space between us. The scent of her, of lavender and vanilla and something else, something musky and undeniably her, filled the air, a potent, intoxicating aroma that made my head spin. I could feel the heat radiating off her body, a warm, inviting presence that drew me closer.

“That’s a good girl,” she said, her smile widening as she watched me. “Now, come here.”

It was a command, not a request, and I obeyed without hesitation. I moved towards her, my steps slow and deliberate, my eyes locked on hers. I could feel the weight of her gaze, a physical touch that made my skin tingle. I stopped in front of her, so close that I could feel the warmth of her breath on my face.

The arm on the back of the chair moved. Her hand came to rest on my shoulder before she gently started pushing down. I didn't fight her silent suggestion to kneel, and in the span of a second, I went from being anxious to being fully terrified as I was face-to-cock with my boss.

"Don't worry, princess, I'm not going to force you to do anything too wild just yet," she purred as her hand shifted from my shoulder and gently traveled up my neck until her fingers started sifting into my hair.

A whimper poured out of me as I waited in desperate anticipation for her to grab a fistful of my hair and snatch me into her crotch, but the expected jerk didn't come. Instead, her fingers continued to gently comb through my hair while her other hand started to slowly slide along the length of her shaft through her panties.

"I knew I had to have you the second you started trying to be pretty," Marianne's purr was almost intoxicatingly husky. Her eyes, half-lidded and dark with a desire that mirrored my own, watched me with an unnerving intensity. It was like she was looking directly into my soul, seeing all the secret, shameful things I'd kept locked away. "But how could I have guessed that you would actually be okay with how I am?"

Her thumb, still stroking her length, paused to press against the head, a firm, deliberate pressure that made her cock twitch against the fabric. A soft sigh escaped her lips, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure that sent a fresh wave of heat through me. I watched, mesmerized, as a small, dark patch of dampness began to spread across the black cotton of her panties, a tangible proof of her arousal.

I wanted to lean forward, to press my lips against that damp spot, to taste her. The thought was a bolt of lightning, a sudden, shocking clarity that both terrified and exhilarated me. I was on my knees, in my boss's office, face to face with her beautiful, perfect cock, and all I could think about was how badly I wanted to worship it with my mouth.

But I waited. I was a good girl, and good girls waited for permission.

The fingers in my hair tightened their grip, not painfully, but with a firm, possessive pressure that sent a jolt straight to my own trapped cock. It was a silent command, a non-verbal question, and my answer was a soft, breathy moan that I couldn't hold back.

"Such a good girl for me," Marianne murmured, her voice a low, velvety rumble that vibrated through my entire body. "You have no idea how long I've wanted this."

Her other hand, the one that had been stroking herself, moved to the waistband of her panties. She hooked her thumb under the elastic, then paused, her eyes locking with mine. The question was there, unspoken, hanging in the air between us.

*Are you ready?*

I answered with my body. I leaned forward, my lips parted, my tongue darting out to wet them in a silent, desperate plea. I could feel the heat radiating from her, the musky, intoxicating scent of her arousal filling my senses. I was so close, so incredibly close to the thing I'd fantasized about for months. I desperately wanted to know exactly what that cock felt like, what it tasted like, how long it would take me to adjust to it being inside me...

A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face. She liked my answer.

She pulled the fabric down, slowly, deliberately. The black and white cotton slid over her hips, revealing inch by inch of the smooth, pale skin beneath. And then, it was free.

Her cock sprang forth, heavy and thick and perfect. It was bigger than I had imagined, a beautiful, formidable thing that made my own ache with a mixture of envy and a deep, desperate longing. The head was a flushed, angry red, a bead of pearly fluid glistening at the tip. I stared, mesmerized, my world shrinking to this single, perfect sight.

I watched, entranced, as she used her thumb to spread the bead of pre-cum across the sensitive head, her breath hitching in her throat at the contact. The scent of her, now free from the confines of her panties, was stronger, more potent, a musky, intoxicating aroma that made my head swim.

"Like what you see, sweetheart?" she purred, her voice a low, husky rumble that vibrated through my entire body.

I could only nod, my mouth suddenly dry, my tongue feeling thick and clumsy. Words were beyond me, a useless collection of syllables that could never hope to capture the sheer, overwhelming reality of this moment.

Her fingers in my hair tightened again, a gentle, insistent pressure that guided me forward. I went willingly, eagerly, my eyes never leaving her beautiful cock. I was close enough now to feel the heat radiating from it, to see the intricate map of veins that traced a path along its length.

I leaned in, my lips parting in a silent, desperate offering. The first touch was a revelation. The soft, velvety skin of the head against my lips was a lesson that I would never forget. No matter how shameful, no matter what anyone said, no matter what I would feel like after whatever this was ended... I needed cock in my life if I was supposed to be happy.

I felt a deep, primal ache, a sudden, overwhelming need to take all of her, to worship her with my mouth. I pressed a soft, tentative kiss to the tip, my tongue darting out to taste the salty, slightly bitter tang of her pre-cum. A soft moan escaped my lips, a sound of pure, willing submission. She felt me, she felt exactly what I wanted, and rather than pull my head down onto her cock, she let her fingers unwind from my hair.

"Enjoy yourself, Jasper. When you think you're ready for me to take back over, let me know, alright?" Marianne's words were a gentle permission, a key to a cage I hadn't known I was in.

I didn't hesitate. My hands, which had been resting limply on my thighs, came up to rest on her hips. I could feel the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her panties, the subtle, flexing muscles beneath. I leaned in again, my lips parting to take the head of her cock into my mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming. The weight of her on my tongue, the silky smooth skin, the slight, salty taste of her. It was everything I had fantasized about and more. I swirled my tongue around the head, exploring the sensitive ridge, my movements clumsy and inexperienced but filled with a desperate, eager hunger. I could feel her body tense, a soft, breathy sigh escaping her lips.

It didn't take long for me to get more comfortable using my tongue to tease her cock, to press against her so that I could give her a tighter fit. The world outside this tiny office ceased to exist. There was only her, only the taste and feel of her, only the desperate, aching need to please her.

"That's it, baby girl," she murmured, her fingers now gently stroking the back of my neck. "You're so fucking cute, you know that, don't you?"

Her words were a caress, a validation that sent a fresh wave of heat through me. I redoubled my efforts, taking her deeper, the head of her cock brushing against the back of my throat. I gagged, a sudden, reflexive constriction, but I didn't pull back. I wanted to take all of her, to show her that I was worthy of her praise, that I could be the good girl she wanted me to be.

I looked up at her, my eyes watering, my lips stretched wide around her thick shaft. She was watching me, her dark eyes filled with a look of fierce, possessive desire. Her bottom lip was caught between her teeth, a small, almost imperceptible tremor running through her body.

She liked what she saw.

The thought was a potent aphrodisiac, a fresh surge of confidence that gave me the courage to try again.

I pulled back, gasping for breath, a string of saliva connecting my lips to the head of her cock. I took a moment, my chest heaving for a few seconds as I struggled to remember that I needed air more than her cock, then leaned back in, this time with a newfound determination.

I took her deeper, the smooth, velvety skin of her shaft sliding over my tongue. I could feel the thick, prominent vein that ran along the underside, a pulsing, living thing that seemed to thrum with a life of its own. I bobbed my head, my movements still far from graceful, but with a growing sense of purpose.

I was learning her, mapping the sensitive spots, the places that made her gasp, the movements that made her fingers tighten on my neck. It was a lesson in pleasure, a crash course in the art of worship, and I was an eager, willing student.

"Fuck, Jasper," she breathed, her voice a low, strained groan. "You're a natural."

My own cock, still trapped and aching in the tight confines of the purple panties, throbbed in response. Her praise was a drug, a potent, addictive substance that fueled my desire, that made me want to do more, to be more, to be the best goddamn cocksucker she'd ever had.

I took her even deeper, the head of her cock pushing past the resistance of my throat. This time, I was ready for it. I relaxed my muscles, my eyes watering, my nose pressed against her soft groin. I held her there, my body trembling with the effort, my mind a blank, blissful void.

She was inside me. She was claiming me. I was hers.

"Look at me, baby girl," she commanded, her voice a low, authoritative purr.

I looked up, my eyes locked with hers, my vision blurred by tears. What I saw in her eyes stole my breath. It wasn't just desire, though there was plenty of that. It was a look of… reverence.

"God, you're beautiful like this," she whispered, her thumb gently stroking my cheek, wiping away a tear that had escaped. "On your knees for me, taking my cock so well."

I had never felt more seen, more understood, more… myself. All the confusion, all the shame, all the fear, it all melted away in the face of her acceptance, her desire.

My vision was starting to blur at the edges. My lungs burned with the need to take a breath, but I didn't dare move. I needed her praise, apparently more than I needed to breathe...

I pulled back slowly, my tongue swirling around her shaft as I went, savoring every inch of her. I wanted to memorize her, to learn the unique taste and texture of her, to make this a part of me that I could carry with me always.

When I reached the head, I lingered, my tongue probing the sensitive slit, tasting the salty, slightly bitter tang of her pre-cum. I could feel her body tremble, a fine, almost imperceptible shudder that ran through her entire frame. She was close. I could feel it in the tension of her muscles, in the ragged quality of her breath.

I could feel her approaching the precipice, her control fraying, the careful, composed persona of my boss giving way to something more primal, more desperate. Her hips began to move, a slow, shallow rhythm at first, then growing more insistent, a silent demand for more. Her fingers, which had been stroking my neck, tightened their grip, a possessive, controlling pressure that sent a jolt of electricity straight to my own aching cock.

"That's it, baby girl," she breathed, her voice a low, strained groan. "Right there. Don't you dare stop."

I didn't. I couldn't. I was a moth to a flame, and she was a supernova, a brilliant, explosive force of nature that was consuming me whole. I doubled my efforts, my head bobbing faster, my tongue working feverishly, my hands gripping her hips, holding on for dear life. I could feel the coiled tension in her body, the gathering storm that was about to break.

I wanted to taste it. I wanted to feel her explode in my mouth, to swallow every last drop of her, to claim this intimate part of her as my own. It was a hunger, a deep, primal need that eclipsed everything else.

"Fuck, Jasper," she gasped, her body arching, her back bowing off the chair. "I'm... I'm gonna..."

The words were a warning, a last-ditch effort to give me a chance to pull back, to spare me the ultimate intimacy. I didn't take it. Instead, I took her deeper, my nose pressing against her soft skin, my lips wrapped tightly around the base of her shaft. I was a sacrifice, a willing offering on the altar of her pleasure.

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. A sharp, guttural cry tore from her throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated release. Her body convulsed, a series of violent, shuddering tremors that wracked her from head to toe. And then, she was flooding my mouth.

The first pulse was a shock, a sudden, unexpected rush of heat that splashed against the back of my throat. The second I almost managed to catch in my mouth in time as I pulled back, but that too got swallowed. The third was the delicious treat that I worked so hard for.

It was thick, salty, with a slightly bitter, almost sweet flavor that was uniquely, undeniably her. The continued pulses followed quickly, each one a fresh, copious wave of her essence. I swallowed, my throat working frantically, trying to keep up with the overwhelming amount of her cum.

Some of it escaped, a thin, milky trickle that ran down my chin, but I didn't care. I was greedy, insatiable, determined to take as much of her as I could. As the convulsions subsided, her body went limp, a boneless, sated weight in the chair.

Her fingers, which had been gripping my hair like a lifeline, relaxed their hold, now stroking my head with a slow, gentle rhythm. A deeply satisfied sigh escaped her before she mumbled, "And here I was thinking I was going to hold out until I could fuck that beautiful ass of yours..."

Her words, spoken in a lazy, post-orgasmic haze, sent a fresh jolt of pure, undiluted desire through me. I hadn't even realized that my own hips were grinding against the empty air, seeking a friction that wasn't there. My own neglected cock, still trapped and aching in the tight confines of Heather's panties, throbbed with a desperate, needy pulse.

I pulled back slowly, my lips releasing her with a soft, wet pop. A thin, milky string of saliva and cum connected us for a brief, beautiful moment before breaking. I looked up at her, my face flushed, my lips slightly swollen, my chin smeared with her essence. I was a mess, a beautiful, debauched mess, and I had never felt more myself.

A slow, lazy smile spread across her face, her dark eyes softening with a look of tender, possessive affection. "Look at you," she murmured, her thumb gently stroking my cheek, wiping away a stray smear of cum. "My pretty little cumslut."

She brought the thumb to my mouth and I accepted it willingly, eagerly, my tongue swirling around the digit, cleaning it, savoring the last vestiges of her taste. The action was intimate, possessive, a quiet claim that made my own cock twitch in response.

"I'm not done with you yet, baby girl," she purred, her voice a low, velvety rumble that vibrated through my entire body. "Far from it. But first..."

She stood up, her movements fluid and graceful. I remained on my knees, looking up at her, my world completely and utterly revolving around her. She stepped out of her jeans, the denim pooling around her ankles, leaving her standing before me in nothing but her black and white striped bra and the panties that were now hopelessly tangled around her thighs. She kicked them aside, then stood before me and took off her bra, completely and beautifully naked.

Her body was a masterpiece. Soft, rounded curves that spoke of a mature, confident womanhood. Her breasts, full and heavy, were held captive by the striped bra, the delicate fabric straining against their weight. Her stomach was soft and smooth, a gentle slope that led down to that massive cock that seemed almost out of place between her legs.

She turned and walked towards the desk, her back to me. The view was just as intoxicating. Her ass was full and round, the soft flesh jiggling slightly with each step. I wanted to reach out, to sink my fingers into that soft, yielding flesh, to feel the weight of it in my hands.

She leaned over the desk, her movements slow and deliberate, giving me a perfect view of her ass and the heavy, beautiful cock that hung between her legs. She picked up a small, clear bottle with a black lid that I recognized as lube immediately from the cluttered surface, then turned back to face me.

"Lie on the floor," she commanded, her voice a low, authoritative purr that sent a jolt straight to my own aching cock.

I obeyed without hesitation, my body moving on pure instinct. I lay back on the cool, linoleum floor, my hands at my sides, my body trembling with a mixture of fear and anticipation. I was a sacrifice, a willing offering on the altar of her desire.

She knelt beside me, the bottle of lube in her hand. I expected her to start taking off my clothes, but instead, she placed the bottle of lube down about four inches away from my head. Her hands then made for my thighs and she let out an approving huff as she kneaded my smooth legs, "Such a good girl, keeping smooth and soft... except for that."

Marianne's right hand moved for my cock, and in her smaller hand, my size almost like it wasn't so damn pathetic. Almost.

She let her fingers press down individually, applying a rolling pressure along my length as she purred, "Seeing as how I'm going to need a second before I can breed that beautiful ass of yours, why don't I show you a reason to keep listening to me?"

I couldn't speak. I could only nod, my breath catching in my throat as her fingers continued their torturous, teasing dance along my shaft. My hips bucked, a desperate, involuntary motion seeking more friction, more pressure, more of her.

A soft, breathy laugh escaped her lips, a sound of pure, uninhibited amusement. "Eager, aren't we?" she purred, her dark eyes sparkling with a mischievous light. "Don't worry, baby girl. I'm going to take care of you."

She guided my cock towards the waist of my panties. Thankfully for what remained of my pride, I was at least long enough for the head of my length to be trapped by the black lace. With my cock pointing to my belly button, she rocked forward back onto her knees before swinging her left leg over my waist.

I still didn't understand what was happening as she mounted me, her perfect ass wiggling for just a second before she trapped my angrily throbbing cock between her cheeks. Her hips pressed down a bit more, applying further pressure to my shaft as she started grinding back and forth.

Her movements were slow, deliberate, a deliciously teasing rhythm that had me panting and writhing beneath her. The heat of her, the soft, yielding flesh of her ass, the friction of it all, was a sensory overload that threatened to send me over the edge right then and there.

"God, you feel so good," she breathed, her head tilted back, her dark hair spilling down her back. "So hot and hard for me."

Her hands came to rest on my chest, her fingers splaying outward, her palms pressing down, grounding me, holding me in place. She was in control, and I was hers to do with as she pleased. The thought was a terrifying, exhilarating thrill.

I could feel the coiled tension building in my own body, the desperate, aching need for release that was growing with every passing second. My hands, which had been lying limply at my sides, came up to rest on her hips, my fingers digging into the soft, yielding flesh.

"I-I'm going to cum if you keep going," I whined, not wanting for her to be off of me just yet. As curious as I was as to how I would feel if I was actually inside her, I really just didn't want to cum so quickly from something as trivial as grinding.

"I know, baby girl," she purred. "Go ahead. Cum on your cute little tummy for your Mistress."

That was the push that I needed. Her words, a soft, possessive command that was both a permission and a demand, unlocked the dam. My body tensed, my back arched as high off the cool floor as my lithe frame could manage while a sharp cry tore from my throat.

My orgasm hit me like a freight train, a violent, explosive release that stole my breath and shattered my senses. My cock throbbed, a series of frantic, desperate pulses that sent hot, sticky ribbons of cum shooting across my stomach before she quickly lifted her hips and adjusted my cock so that I was cumming into Heather's panties. It was an overwhelming, all-consuming pleasure that left me gasping and shaking, a boneless, sated wreck in her arms.

As the convulsions subsided, my body went limp, a puddle of contented bliss on the floor. I could feel the warm, sticky mess on my stomach, a tangible proof of my release. I felt a sense of shame, a familiar, heavy blanket, but it was quickly overshadowed by a deep, profound sense of contentment.

"Now, be a good girl and roll over onto your belly," she said in that low tone of hers.

I almost asked for a second to recover, to at least clean the cum off myself before I had to roll over and... it dawned on me right then that Marianne wanted exactly that. She was using me for her pleasure. Not just my hole like I fantasized about over and over, but using everything she knew about me.

My Mistress.

So, I didn't ask for a second to recover. I didn't ask her to please hold on. I rolled over as I was told and made myself comfortable with my face resting against my forearms and my knees pulled under me.

I heard the click of the lube bottle opening, then a soft, wet squelching sound as she squeezed a generous amount. My body tensed, a fresh wave of anticipation washing over me. This was it. This was the moment I had been fantasizing about for months.

Her fingers, cold and slick with lube, traced a slow, deliberate path down the cleft of my ass. I shuddered, a soft, breathy moan escaping my lips. Her touch was electric, a current that ran through my entire body, igniting a fresh fire in my loins.

"Relax, baby girl," she murmured, her voice a low, soothing purr. "Let me in."

I took a deep breath, then another, forcing my body to relax, to surrender to her touch.

A finger slipped inside me. The sensation was strange, a fullness that was both foreign and intensely arousing. I gasped, my body tensing again, a sudden, reflexive resistance.

"Shh," she soothed, her free hand coming to rest on the small of my back, a warm, comforting weight. "It's okay. Just breathe for me, Jasper."

I took another deep breath, focusing on the warmth of her hand, the soothing sound of her voice. I could feel her finger moving, a slow, gentle exploration that was both a violation and a validation. She was learning me, mapping the inner landscape of my body, preparing me for what was to come.

Another finger joined the first, the stretch a little more intense, a little more demanding. I could feel my own cock, which had been lying freshly limp and sated against my thigh, beginning to stir, a slow, lazy awakening. The shame was a distant, fading echo, a ghost of a feeling that was being replaced by a deep, growing hunger. I barely cared about how desperately I would need a shower or how I would get home without making a mess of my car seat. But... who fucking cared?

"God, you're so tight," she breathed, her fingers scissoring, stretching me, preparing me. "It's going to feel so good to be inside you."

Her words were a potent aphrodisiac, a promise of the pleasure that was to come. I wanted it. I wanted all of it. I wanted to feel her thick, perfect cock stretching me, filling me, claiming me in the most intimate way possible.

She added a third finger, and I couldn't help the sharp, breathy gasp that escaped my lips. The burn was a little sharper now, a delicious, slightly painful stretch that made my own cock ache with a fresh, desperate need.

"Please," I whimpered, my hips pushing back, a silent, desperate plea for more. "Please, ma'am... I need it."

A soft, satisfied chuckle escaped her lips. "I know you do, baby girl. And you'll get it. But not yet. I want you to be ready for me. Not trying to brag about how thick I am, but this part takes a little patience."

Her fingers continued their work, a relentless, teasing rhythm that had me panting and writhing on the floor. She was a masterful musician, and my body was her instrument, and she was playing me with a skill that left me breathless and begging for more. Even as a third finger pressed into my accepting hole, all I could think about was how badly she needed to replace her fingers with her goddamn cock.

She curled her fingers, a deliberate, knowing motion that sent me into a blissful spiral. I cried out, my body convulsing, a sudden, explosive wave of pleasure that crashed over me and pulling me under, leaving me gasping and shaking.

"There it is," she murmured, her fingers stroking that magic spot again, and again, each touch a fresh, exquisite torture. "That's the spot, isn't it, baby girl?"

I could only nod, my face buried in my arms, my mind a blank, blissful void. Words were beyond me, a useless collection of syllables that could never hope to capture the sheer, overwhelming reality of this moment. There was only her, only the feel of her fingers inside me, only the desperate, aching need for more.

She finally withdrew her fingers, leaving me feeling empty and exposed, a sudden, aching void where she had just been. I whimpered, a soft, pathetic sound, a protest against the sudden loss of her touch.

"Shh," she soothed, her hands coming to rest on my hips, a warm, grounding weight. "I'm not going anywhere. I'm just getting ready to give you what you really want."

I heard the click of the lube bottle again, then the wet, slick sound of her coating her beautiful cock. My body tensed, a fresh wave of anticipation washing over me. This was it. This was the moment I had been waiting for.

I felt the head of her cock press against my entrance, a hot, heavy pressure that was both terrifying and exhilarating. My body tensed again, a sudden, reflexive resistance.

"Relax, baby girl," she murmured, her voice a low, soothing purr. "Remember what I said. Let me in."

I took a deep breath, then another, forcing my body to relax, to surrender to her.

She pushed forward, a slow, steady pressure that culminated with the head of her cock slipping inside me. A sharp, burning stretch made me gasp, my fingers clenching into fists against the floor. It was more intense, more overwhelming than her fingers, a fullness that threatened to split me in two. The cum smeared across my stomach from my own orgasm was a slick, sticky reminder of the pleasure that had come before, a stark contrast to the sharp, biting pain of the present. I bit my lip, trying to stifle the whimpers that threatened to escape, not wanting to seem weak, not wanting to disappoint her.

She paused, letting me adjust, her body still and patient above me. "You're doing so well, Jasper," she praised, her hands gently stroking my back. "Just a little more. You can take it, baby girl."

Her words were a lifeline, a soothing balm on the raw, burning pain. I took another deep breath, focusing on the gentle stroking of her hands, the reassuring warmth of her body. I could feel her moving, a slow, deliberate advance that pushed past the initial resistance, sinking deeper into me. The pain began to subside, replaced by a dull, aching fullness that was strangely, intensely arousing.

I looked back over my shoulder, my hair falling across my face, my eyes wide with a mixture of pain and wonder. Marianne was watching me, her dark eyes filled with a look of fierce, possessive desire. Her bottom lip was caught between her teeth, a small, almost imperceptible tremor running through her body. She was enjoying this, enjoying the feeling of my body yielding to her, enjoying the power she held over me.

The thought sent a fresh surge of heat through me, my own neglected cock stirring pitifully in my panties as the desire burned hotter and hotter. The shame was a distant, fading echo, a ghost of a feeling that was being replaced by a deep, growing hunger.

She started to move, a slow, shallow rhythm at first, then growing more confident, more insistent. Each thrust was a lesson, a crash course in the art of pleasure, and I was an eager, willing student. I could feel the thick, prominent vein that ran along the underside of her cock, a pulsing, living thing that seemed to thrum with a life of its own, dragging against my walls with every movement.

Moans and whimpers started to pour out of me again, my body responding to her thrusts, a slow, undulating wave that matched her rhythm. I pushed back against her, a silent, desperate plea for more.

I wanted to feel all of her, to take every last inch.

"Marianne," I whined, my face buried in my arms. My voice was muffled, but the need was clear.

"Marianne, please," I whined again, my hips pushing back more insistently. "Please... I want all of you. Please let me have all of you."

Her movements faltered, a brief, almost imperceptible pause. Then, with a soft, satisfied chuckle, she obliged. She pushed forward, a slow, steady advance that sank her to the hilt inside me. The fullness was overwhelming, a beautiful, stretching ache that made my own cock throb with a desperate, needy pulse. She was so deep, so impossibly deep.

I was so full, so perfectly, beautifully full.

"God, Jasper," she breathed, her body a taut, trembling bowstring above me. "You have no idea how good you feel. So tight, so warm, so... perfect."

Her words were a drug, a potent, addictive substance that fueled my desire, that made me want to be more, to give more, to be the best she'd ever had.

She started to move again, her strokes longer, deeper, more confident. Each retreat left me feeling achingly empty, each advance filled me to the brim. She found a rhythm, a slow, sensual rocking that built a deep, coiling tension in my core.

She leaned forward, her body blanketing mine, her breasts pressing against my back. Her lips found my ear, her warm, breathy whispers a secret, intimate communion that made my skin tingle.

"You like this, don't you, baby girl?" she purred, her hips continuing their relentless, rhythmic assault. "You like being on the floor of my office, with my cock buried in your tight little ass?"

I could only nod, my face buried in my arms, my mind a blank, blissful void. Words were beyond me, a useless collection of syllables that could never hope to capture the sheer, overwhelming reality of this moment.

"Tell me," she commanded, her voice a low, authoritative purr. "Tell your Mistress how much you like this."

"Mistress," I whimpered, the word and what it meant still a little new to me. "I love it. I love your cock. Please, please don't stop."

A triumphant, almost predatory smile must have spread across her face as she pulled back slightly, changing the angle of her thrusts. The new angle was a shock, a sudden, explosive wave of pleasure that crashed over me and pulled me under, leaving me gasping and shaking. She had found it again, that magic spot inside me, the one she had discovered with her fingers, the one that was now her personal playground.

"That's it, Jasper," she breathed, her pace quickening, her thrusts becoming harder, more demanding. "Taking my cock like the precious little slut you've been begging to be."

Her words, raw and possessive, were the final push I needed. The shame, the fear, the confusion, it all melted away in the face of her raw, primal desire. This was who I was.

I was her sissy barista, her good girl, her cumslut. I would be anything she asked me to be so long as she kept fucking me like this.

My own cock was now rock hard, trapped and aching against the sticky mess on my stomach. I wanted to touch it but my hands were pinned beneath me, useless. I was at her mercy, completely and utterly.

The office was filled with the wet, slick sounds of her cock moving inside me, the rhythmic slap of her hips against my ass, the ragged, panting breaths, the soft, desperate moans that escaped my lips.

She leaned down again, her lips brushing against my ear, her warm breath sending shivers down my spine. "Baby girl, I'm going to make you cum all over my floor, without you even touching that cute little clit of yours."

The word "clit" wasn't expected, but how much could I even argue with her?

She picked up the pace, her thrusts becoming harder, more demanding, a relentless, punishing rhythm that pushed me closer and closer to the edge. Her hands, which had been resting on my hips, moved up my back, her fingers digging into my shoulders, holding me in place as she took me with a primal, possessive force.

Each vicious thrust of her cock reminded me that I was made to be her good girl. The blissful, humiliating thought of what someone would see if they walked in on us now had my aching length twitching.

"Please," I whimpered, my face buried in my arms, my voice a muffled, desperate plea. "Please, Mistress... I need... I need..."

"What do you need, baby girl?" she purred, her hips never ceasing their relentless assault. "Tell me what you need."

"Let me... please let me cum for you," I begged. "I want to be a good girl and cum for my Mistress."

"Such a fucking good girl," she praised, her movements becoming even more focused, more deliberate. "You've earned it, baby girl. Fuck, I don't know how much more of this ass I can take before I have to fill it..."

Her words were the key that unlocked the floodgates. A desperate cry tore from my throat as my cock throbbed and sent hot, sticky ribbons of cum shooting across the floor beneath me. The second orgasm in the last ten minutes was more intense than the first, a mind-shattering release that left me a panting, boneless wreck on the floor.

I could feel my hole clenching around her cock, a desperate, rhythmic milking that seemed to pull her even deeper inside me. I was still in the throes of my own orgasm when I felt her body tense.

"Fuck," she gasped, her hips snapping forward, burying herself to the hilt inside me. "All for you, baby girl."

Her orgasm hit her with a force that took my breath away. A series of sharp, powerful pulses that sent hot, thick waves of her essence flooding my insides. She was so deep, so impossibly deep, and I could feel her everywhere, a hot, heavy presence that filled me to the brim and beyond.

She collapsed on top of me, her body a warm weight that pinned me to the floor. I could feel her heart hammering against my back, a frantic, desperate beat that mirrored my own. We were a tangled mess of limbs and sweat and cum.

We lay there for what felt like an eternity, our bodies slowly cooling, our ragged breaths the only sound in the quiet office. The world outside ceased to exist. There was only this, only the warmth of her body, the weight of her on my back, the intimate, sticky evidence of our shared pleasure.

I felt her lips press against the back of my neck, a soft, lingering kiss. "My perfect girl," she whispered, her voice a low, contented murmur that vibrated through my entire body. "You did so good for me, Jasper. So incredibly good."

The praise was a warm, soothing balm, a final, perfect note to the chaotic symphony of pleasure we had just created. A slow, lazy smile spread across my face, my body humming with a deep, sated contentment. I was hers. Utterly and completely.

She shifted her weight, her softening cock slipping out of me with a wet, squelching sound that was both obscene and deeply satisfying. I felt a sudden, aching emptiness, a void where she had just been. I already missed her…

She rolled off me, her movements slow and graceful, and lay on her side beside me. She was beautiful, more beautiful than I had ever seen her, and I felt a surge of pure, adoring affection.

"So," she said, her fingers tracing a slow, deliberate path down my spine, sending a fresh shiver of pleasure through me. "What do you think, baby girl? Ready for your workdays to get a whole lot more exciting?"

"Y-Yeah, I'm pretty damn sure that I am, Mistress!"


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!

For more short stories themed around my fixation on femmes, here you go.

Futas and their Femboys

Fertile for the Futa

Emo Futas and their Angst

Looking for something a little longer?

An Unexpected Change

Dedicated to Her

Talk about a blast from the past, I wrote this short story so long ago!

Anything for a Raise

For all of my other stories, follow the link below!
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