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My Secretary Turned Me Into A Sissy

I don't think that I could have told you when or how it all began, only that it did.

I was sued to being powerful, to being the one who was always in control. It was a role that I was well suited for, and an attribute that had made me into the successful man that I was. However, I couldn’t help but notice that the more that I climbed to the top of the ladder, the less fulfilled it was that I actually felt. No matter what new position, promotion, or raise I found myself getting, it only served to make the hole in my heart grow just a little bit larger. Something was missing.

I probably would have stayed like that, in a perpetual state of chasing my own tail, had it not been for her. Amanda Herald.

I had an affinity for her since the very first day that she walked into my office. I wasn't in charge of hiring, even though of course as the CEO I had the final say. However, my hiring manager had always seemed to do a good job, and therefore I had primarily taken a backseat when it came to the lower level employees, such as a secretary.

Though, as I would soon learn, Amanda was anything but a normal secretary.

For one, she was quick as a whip, her wit was razor sharp, never missing a beat. She had the sort of playful, no bullshit demeanor that I had come to expect in anybody that stuck around our offices. The more that I saw her, the more that I liked what I saw.

She kept her distance from me at first, and I can't say that I blamed her. After all, who wants to talk to the head honcho, and risk potentially messing something up? I could tell that she had decided that she was much better off simply waiting for me to come to her. I couldn't tell you for sure if that was her exact plan, but what I can say is that if it was, she was certainly successful in her endeavor.

Without even realizing that I was doing it, I found myself starting to gravitate towards her desk, more and more. It started with small things, a request to use her stapler, or general office chit chat. It was just a simple, innocuous question about how she was liking her new position--or at the very least, this is what I told myself.

The reality of the situation, though I had yet to admit it to myself, was that I was growing something of a preoccupation with Amanda. Over what, I couldn't quite say. Merely that there was simply something about her that I just couldn't quite put my finger on. She had some kind of ineffable quality to her that simply drove me wild with wonder and desire.

Now, I had already had plenty of office flings by this point, of course. Perks of being the boss, I suppose. However, something was different about this one. It wasn't just the quick little glances that we would steal from one another when nobody else was looking, or the way that I would catch myself peering down her shirt when walking around the office. There was something deeper here, though what it was I wasn't quite sure. I suppose that you could say that I had some feeling that Amanda was fully capable of doing something that would truly surprise me.

And that is exactly what she did.

SHe had come in that dreary Monday morning, looking especially stellar. Her outfit was immaculate, a bright red dress and a white top. Giving her body a once over with my eyes, I slipped up and gave out a compliment that leaned just a little bit too much towards imprudence.

"My, you look stunning today, the skirt fits you wonderfully" I said.

With no pause, she said "thanks, it matches" with a wink.

I have a confused look. "Matches what?" I asked her. After all, nothing else that she was wearing was red, as far as I could see it was only the dress.

She simply gave a little giggle, and then pranced about on her way. It wasn't until she appeared in my office close to the midpoint of the day that I found out just what she had meant.

"Why hello there." I said, peering up from my desk. "I wasn't expecting to see you today, what's up?"

As I spoke, I tried to hide how flustered I felt. It was so strange, here I was, somebody who had been in countless high pressure meetings with billionaires, and yet I simply couldn't bring myself to meet the eyes of a particularly nubile 19 year old.

"I just thought that maybe you might like a little something to keep you going throughout your day" Amanda said with a mischievous smile spread across her lips. As she spoke she walked towards me, her hand tightly clasped shut.

"Close your eyes" she said, in a voice that was more of a command then I was used to hearing. However, given that I didn't have anything better for me going on, and I couldn't help but wonder just what it was that she had in store for me. So, I played along, clamping my eyelids shut.

Anticipation welling up inside of me, I heard Amanda say "Okay, now breathe in, nice and slow"

I had the vague sense that she was dangling something in front of my face, but it wasn't until I actually took a whiff that I realized what it was. The undeniable smell of her sex came over me, and as soon as I opened my mouth to ask her if it was what I thought it was, she moved the soft cloth inside of my open mouth.

Panties. It was her panties. I suppose that answered the question as to what secret piece of clothing she was wearing that was matching her red dress.

Of course, this only served to leave me with more questions, but as far as what they were I couldn't tell you. I didn't know what her motivations were, and in my current state it wasn't really like i could ask. For some strange reason, I hadn't even sought to open my eyes, opting instead to simply listen to the giggles of delight emanating from above me. There was something inside of me that felt deeply comforted by her in that moment. It wasn't just that she was laughing, it was that she was doing it at my expense.

Even more than that, however, was just how good she tasted. There was no question at all that the lace thong was wet long before it had entered into my lips. The taste was so sweet, and the more that my tongue probed against the soft cloth, the more that I wanted to taste it.

"You can open your eyes now, sillly" I heard her say.

Once again, I followed her command. Seeing her standing above me, a large smile across her face, with my panties still lodged inside of my mouth did more than just pique my curiosity or interest. It made my crotch instantly flood with desire for her. Desire that, at least for now, I was going to have to bury.

"You know, ever since I first saw you, I couldn't get a thought out of my mind." Amanda said. "Would you like to know what is?" She asked.

I nodded my head yes.

"I think you'd look lovely in one of my thongs. Wouldn't you agree?"

Before I had even fully realized that i was doing it, I caught myself nodding my head yes. It was pure insanity, there was no doubt about that. I had always been something of a prude when it came to sexual experimentation. I had slept around, sure, and I'd enjoyed a little bit of power play here or there. But I couldn't say that I had ever really found myself doing anything even remotely like this. It was so foriegn, and yet at the same time it was so alluring.

"Put it on." She said, withdrawing the frilly undergarment from my mouth.

"Here?" I asked. I couldn't believe that I was actually entertaining this. It was nothing short of complete lunacy, and yet here I was, ready to undress myself in front of a woman that I had only met two weeks prior. My own employee, ordering me to spend the day wearing her panties. It was so absurd, and yet, I simply followed along.

Given that I was the boss, I had the corner office all to myself. Walking over to the door, Amanda closed it slowly, obscuring both of us from anybody else's view. Now it was just me and her, alone.

"Here?" I said.

"Why not?" She asked back.

I could have probably thought of a million reasons why not, but none of them escaped from my lips. In that moment, the only thing that mattered to me was that she had given me a command, and it simply felt as if it was the most natural thing in the world for me to follow it.

I got up from my desk. Instantly her eyes lowered down to my crotch, and yet again she drew her hand against her mouth and gave her signature giggle.

I was rock hard in my pants. Normally when such an event would occur for myself at the office I would simply tuck my member into the waistband of my pants. Today however, there would be no such luxury afford for me. Rather, my cock was pointing straight away from my body, giving my pants the effect of pitching a tent.

"I guess you like to wear my panties, huh?" Amanda teased me.

"Maybe I just liked how they smelled." I shot back, meekly.

"I'm sure" Amanda responded, with a distinct note of seduction in her voice.

I loosened my build and let it fall to the floor with a loud ka-chunk. My shoes came next, followed soon after by my pants. the entire time that I undressed myself, I don't think that her eyes moved away from my crotch even once. She was clearly waiting for the final moment, when I awkwardly slid my boxers to my ankles and shimmied out of them.

I don't think that I had ever felt more naked than I did in life than how I felt in that moment. Obviously it wasn't as if she was the first person to see me naked or anything, but there was something about her piercing stair that simply penetrated me fully. And even worse, she knew it.

"Oh my, you're bigger than I expected." She said, her eyes glued to my erect cock.

Surprising even myself, I felt my skin blush under the weight of her compliment.

"Well, go on." She said, motioning for me to put on the bright red lace thong that she had so diligently picked out for me.

I couldn't tell you why I did it, only that it seemed to me that whatever she commanded, that was what she was going to have. She wanted to have it. She had told me that she desired to see me wearing her thong, so that was what was going to happen. It was really just as simple as that.

I felt sheepish and embarrassed as I tried to thread my legs into the narrow material. I had never worn a thong before, and it became readily apparent that her and I weren't exactly the same size.

It took quite a few tries, but eventually I was able to get her thong over my crotch. The fact that I had a raging boner did very little to help my situation, as I'm sure you can imagine.

"turn around, I want to see all of you." Amanda said, not missing a beat. She didn't just want me to be wearing her underwear, she wanted me to know that I was hers to order around and command to do as she saw fit.

"Yes ma'am." I said, obeying her without a second thought.

I could hear her laugh once again as she saw how tight the thong was up my ass.

"Oh, I just know that you're going to love that all day. Every Time you get a little wedgie in my panties, just like the sissy that you are, you can be reminded of me! Isn't that just perfect?" Amanda said to me with a beaming grin.

"Perfect is a word for it."  I said back.

And just like that, she was gone, and it was just me alone in my office yet again. Naked from the waist down other than a thong that was at least two sizes too small. I could have just taken it off. I probably should have. After all, it wasn't as if she could have done anything to me if I did. And yet, even as I tried to pretend to consider it, I knew that there was no way that I could do it. There was some force, deep inside of me, that simply wanted to please her.

And so I found myself pulling my pants back up, threading my belt, and trying to go about my day as usual. As I soon learned, this was a task that I was easier said than done. No matter how much I tried to focus myself on my work, there was simply no avoiding the fact that the more that i tried to not think about her, the more that she came flooding into my mind .I mean really, how could I not think of her? How could I not obsess over everything that had just happened to me. What did it mean? WHere was it all going? There were answers to these questions, I'm sure, but they were answered that I didn't have. Only she did.

I would pass amanda in the hallways a few times during the workday. I swear, that woman deserved an oscar for how well she was able to play it off. Nobody in a million years would have possibly suspected a thing.

As for me on the other hand/ I was somewhere between being a mess, and being a puddle. My mind flickered back and forth alternating between the fact that I was wearing her underwear, and the fact that this meant that she wasn't wearing any underwear beneath her dress. How on earth was I supposed to keep a straight face with all of that going on?

The clock couldn't have possibly been ticking any slower. All I could think of was how it felt to be ordered around by Amanda, even if it was only for a moment.

When the day was finally over, I got up to go find her. After all, I didn't really know if it was proper for me to go home while I was wearing her underwear. What can I say, I'm a real gentleman. Or at the very least, I used to be.

To my surprise, she was standing there in the doorframe, waiting for me. She had some kind of magical capacity to always manage to catch me off guard. It was something that I couldn't quite put my finger on.

"Why hello there. Have a productive day?" Amanda asked me through a smile.

"I can't say so, no. I've just been a little bit... distracted." I responded back.

"I can tell, you seemed quite worked up when I left you. I knew you would be. I know your type. I could see right through you as soon as we shook hands. I could spot one of your type from a mile away." Amanda said. Her tone hadn't lost it's magical feminine quality, but she also managed to have an assertive edge. She wasn't just telling me her opinion. She was giving me the facts.

"Oh? And what am I then?" I asked back, unsure of what it was that she was going to say.

"A sissy." She responded back, staring at me dead in the face.

I could feel my cheeks turn a bright shade of red. I wanted to tell her that she was wrong. The logical thing for me to have done would have been to have pushed back. After all, we were both standing in the office of the business that I owned. This was my empire. I was her boss. I should have been the one who had perfect control over everything.

And yet, even though I knew all of the above to be true, I simply couldn't quite make myself feel that way. The only thing that I could feel was the way that her site bore into mine, the authority in which she carried herself.

The thing about authority is that it can never be taken, only given. And right now, for reasons that I truly didn't fully understand. I found myself giving her full authority over me. I had spent my entire life telling other people who I was. Now, however, I was simply listening to her tell me what I was, and following whatever she said right down to the letter.

Apparently, this meant that I was a sissy.

"You know that it's true. You know that's who you've always been. All of this cover up, all the status and symbols and expensive shit. That might fool all of the other idiots in this office, but we both  know exactly what you are. You're a bitch. Not only that, but you're my bitch. In fact, get on your knees. Now." Amanda said, speaking with such force that she had hardly taken a breath between her sentences.

Without a second thought, I found myself on my knees. This sort of vantage point simply made more sense, with me in a subservient position and her lording over me. Looking down on me, like the little sissy that I was.

She shimmied out of her dress so that she was naked from the waist down. Given that I was currently on my knees, this meant that her crotch was right at the same height as my face.

"Crawl over here, eat it." She said to me, pointing down at her cunt.

On my hands and knees, I started moving towards her. I could feel the sense of pleasure that she was deriving from watching me crawl around on the floor, coming on my way to serve her and give her pleasure.

Once I got back on my knees, Amanda made sure not to waste any time at all in reminding me exactly what I was. She grabbed a thick handful of my hair from the back of my head and thrust my face forward into her cunt.

She was dripping wet and warm. I hardly had time to get my toungue out before the entirety of my face was pressed into her sex. It was clear now exactly what I was to her. I was a tool to give her pleasure, and nothing more than that. I lapped up hungrily, desperately wishing to show her that I was up to the task. I wanted to be worthy of her. I wanted to serve her.

To my delight, I seemed to be doing a pretty good job. I could hear moans of pleasure emanating from above me, right on the verge of being so loud that I was half worried that potentially somebody outside my office might hear us. I could feel her growing closer to orgasm, but before she went over the edge she thrust my face away.

I took in a deep breath of air, my first breath that wasn't obfuscated by her dripping cunt. Her juices were dripping down my chin, evidence of how hard I was trying to serve the purpose that mistress had appointed me with. She had told me that I was to be her sex toy, and so that is exactly what I was.

However, it became clear that her plans for me were far from over. She turned around so that her ass was only inches away from my face. I briefly thought back to all of the times that I had spied her as she bent over a desk, admiring how perfectly toned her booty was.

Her command was just as simple as it was the first time she had told me to pleasure her.

"Eat it."

I had never licked ass before, though I suppose that there is a first time for everything.

Once again, Amanda showed no hesitancy at all in making sure that I knew exactly where my place was. She had given me a command, and it was going to be followed, and that was simply that.

My face was thrust between her crack. Like the dog that I was, I made sure to hungrily lap up at every last inch that I could possibly get my hands on. I wanted all of her, her taste, her smell. Now that I had managed to have a little bit, I knew that I needed more. I needed the entire thing.

Like a woodpecker, I bobbed my head back and forth, back and forth. I seemed to be doing a fairly good job, judging by the fact that Amanda removed her hand from the back of my head and used it instead to spread her cheeks wide open, making her wonderful asshole even more available for my tonguing.

"You like that, don't you, you little sissy slut?" I heard her say from above me.

I tried my best to answer, although in my current predicament this was something that was easier said than done. However, in between hungrily lapping at her butt cheeks, I managed to get out a quick "yes mistress."

I couldn't quite tell what it was that had gotten into me. It was as if there was an entire side to me that I never knew existed, that I had no idea about, was suddenly brought up to the forefront.  I wondered how Amanda had managed to see something in me that I wasn't even able to see from within myself. I didn't know what to make of it, only that it felt right. Natural. Like I had finally found my proper place to be, and that place was none other than at Amanda's feet.

When she had finally had her fill of me servicing her ass, Amanda grabbed me once again from the back of my hair and ripped me away. I had served my purpose. What new task would she have in store for me? There was only one way to find out.

Amanda turned around and I looked up at her, as she was still dominating over me.

"I'll see you tomorrow, sissy. Bring a dress."

And then she simply walked out of the room, as casual as ever.

I can't lie, there was a part of me that was disappointed that this was all that she had said. I didn't know what it was that I had been expecting to happen. After all, everything about how my day had gone had caught me totally off guard. But I knew for a fact that I wasn't expecting it to simply end like that. There was no big bang to cap off our adventures, only the promise that there was more to come.

The last words that I had heard from her rang in the back of my head. A dress?

Suffice to say, I didn't own any dresses. I guess this meant that my day was going to be spent doing a little shopping. After all, I wouldn't want to disappoint my mistress, would I? 
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