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"We all have to start somewhere." 


That is what I kept telling myself as I walked up to the office building to start my second day of what would be a three month internship, all of it unpaid. As if it didn't need saying, the prospect of working for three months with exactly nothing to show for it wasn't something I was looking forward to. However, I desperately needed the experience on my resume, and this was the easiest way to get it. 


The job itself didn't appear to look too bad. There were only a few dozen people employed in the building, and everybody seemed nice enough. Mostly I was shown around by the boss of the company, Ms. Steel. She seemed like a nice enough boss, although spending the day having to fake laughter at her jokes and bad puns was a little bit much. I figured if that was the worst part about my Boss though, that I wouldn't have anything to worry about. 

There was one woman in particular who did catch my eye. It was his secretary. She was one of the first people I saw as soon as I walked through the office doors, and she had made it a point to say hello and address me by name, which threw me a little off guard. Her smile was absolutely intoxicating. She had one a sweater and a pair of work slacks. Much to my surprise, I could see her thong slipping out ever so slightly from the waistband of her pants. I didn't expect to see something like that in an office, of all places. If the boss had noticed she didn't say anything, as she approached me with a firm handshake. 

One thing that I didn’t quite want to admit was I still had no idea what it was that they were actually expecting me to do whilst at the company. As badly as I wanted to ask them, I feared that doing so might highlight how ignorant I actually was, and so I opted instead to simply keep my mouth shut. 

For the most part the tour around the company was as typical as one could possibly expect. The only thing that seemed a little out of place was the amount of times she hinted at 'employee trust exercises' as well ‘introductory bonding protocols’. She didn't really elaborate what exactly it was she meant when she talked about these exercises, but I gathered they must be very important. I swear that when I heard her mention it around her secretary I heard her giggle a little bit. That definitely piqued my curiosity, and I wondered momentarily if their might be some office esque prank in store for me. 


After getting a tour of the office, I was taken to my 'cubicle'... if you could really call it that. It was the size of a small closet, just barely large enough for me to squeeze into and sit down in. It wasn't exactly a room with a view, but what can you really expect when you are an unpaid intern? After the tour, the rest of the day went by quickly and without much event. 

Waking up early the next day, I brushed my teeth and dressed myself preparing for work. I definitely wasn't used to having to wake up so early in the morning, so I downed a few cups of coffee and hopped in my aging Corolla to begin my drive down to the office. I briefly went over what I could expect from my second day, based on what little information I was given the day before. There wasn't really much from my 'tour' that I could extrapolate from. Everything seemed completely normal to me, though I still had to admit I had very little idea as far as what they were actually going to expect from me. Perhaps I would be given some actual tasks today. 

After parking, I hurried into the building, not wanting to be late. Once again, the first sight that greeted me was the secretary. Given that it was a small office, everybody else seemed momentarily busy somewhere else and so it appears to be just her and I in the room. To me this seemed like as good a time as any to make some small talk and hopefully learn a little bit more about the internship I had just been hired for. As I went up to strike a conversation however, I realized that I neglected to learn her name yesterday. Whoops. Thankfully she had a name tag adorned on her shirt, just below her cleavage. I have to say, the amount of boob that she was showing surprised me. It was certainly more than I had ever seen in an office environment. Her brown hair was tied back neatly in a pun, with a pencil sticking out of the center, and her grey suit fit her figure perfectly. 

Hearing my footsteps, she looked up with a big smile. 

"Well hello Benjamin! Back for your second day, I see. I'm glad Ms. Steele didn't scare you off yesterday." She said with a giggle. 

Not wanting to be rude, I tried to hone in on her name tag so I could respond with her actual name. This was, as it turned out, not one of my finest moments. What I didn't at all realize was that in the pause where I should have been responding, it appeared as if I was instead staring directly at her tits. After a few seconds of silence I finally made out the name on the tag, "Lauren", but by then it was too late and the damage had already been done. She looked up at me with a raised eyebrow, in an expression that perfectly conveyed "are you seriously staring at my tits right now?" My face went beet red, but before I had the chance to apologize she spoke. 

"So tell me, Benjamin, yesterday your eyes were glued to the thong sticking out from my pants, today you don't seem to be able to tear yourself away from my tits. What gives?" 

Her tone was completely neutral, it was impossible to tell if she was actually offended or just fucking with me. I immediately felt sweat form on my palms, this was definitely not how I had anticipated starting my day. Unsure of what to say or how to respond, I stammered, choking on my own words. 

"I, uh, well, um..." I said meekly. 

She seemed unimpressed. 

"Do you know how long I've worked here for?" 

"I, um, I can't say that I do, Ma'am." 

“Do you have any idea what a pain in the ass it is to work in a thong? You think I sit here with a string up my ass crack for your benefit?” 

I was hoping that she was merely pulling some kind of prank on me, but there was no way that I was able to tell for sure. 

“Um, I cannot say that I do.” I responded, quietly. 

“Well, I think that might be part of your problem. You see, here we believe in empathy. That’s a good company policy, wouldn’t you say?” 

I opened my mouth to respond, but she simply continued on before I had time to actually speak. 

“And do you know what a great way to learn empathy is? I would say that it would be walking a mile in somebody else's shoes. And by shoes, I mean thong.” 

“I, um, beg your pardon?” I said. Now I was almost convinced that this was all part of some sort of prank on the new guy. It simply had to be. 

She seemed to smile ever so slightly when she heard the word 'Ma'am' come from my mouth. 

" I’ve worked here since I was but 17. I'm 28 now. That's a long time, wouldn't you agree?" 

I have to admit, she looked far younger than 27 to me, if anything she just looked a few years older than me. 

"I would have to say so." I said, averting my gaze from her. 

"That means that I have seniority around here. It means that I am Ms. Steele's right hand woman, and it means that you definitely do not want to find yourself on my bad side." 

There was a tone of confidence that she spoke with that I found beyond alluring. I wasn't accustomed to women being so forceful, so clearly in charge of the situation. 

"No, I definitely don't want that," I said, my voice taking on an embarrassing high pitched tambre. "I didn't mean to stare at your breasts, I was just trying to--" 

But before I had a chance to explain she cut me off once again. 

"Didn't mean to, didn't mean to. I've heard that excuse a thousand times. Are you trying to imply that I don't know how to tell if a man is currently staring at my tits? As if you're somehow the first person to try and steal a glance. Tell me this much, give me one good reason why I shouldn't go to Ms. Steele and have you fired right now? 

My mind went blank, I couldn't believe how quickly I had found myself in hot water. And yet, somehow, here I was. I definitely didn't want to lose my only internship on my second day over the secretary complaining about sexual harassment. I hadn't even done anything! I had no idea what to say next, all I knew is that I needed to rectify the situation, as I needed to do as soon as possible. But what did that look like? Apologizing didn't seem to go very well for me, and neither did trying to explain that I wasn't even looking at her tits! She might have had a point on the thong, but how could I be expected not to at least steal a glance? What was even stranger was that her tone of voice wasn't angry or upset, but rather a matter of fact and stoic. There was a part of me that wondered if she was enjoying having me so thoroughly cornered. I wondered if she was secretly enjoying flaunting her power of me, and reveling in how helpless I was now that I was in her court. Thankfully, I didn't have to provide an answer. 

"I'll tell you what" Lauren said with an air of confidence, "how about we strike up a little deal?" I can officially say that I have no idea where this is going. I was completely dumbstruck, so in response I simply nodded my head to see what kind of 'deal' it was that she had in mind. 

"Do you like seeing my thong and tits in the office? Is that why you can't seem to keep your eyes off of me?" 

I still had no idea how to respond. I could feel my cheeks turning red as I nodded my head. I mean, she wasn't completely wrong. It was kind of a thrill to see her thong sticking out of her pants, and I can't say that I didn't steal a little glance at her tits while I was trying to read her name tag. Still though, having to actually admit to her was beyond embarrassing. Little did I know that my humiliation was just beginning. 

Seeing my head nodding, she started speaking again. 

"Good, that's exactly what I thought. Well, in the case you're going to have to come with me." 

"Where is it that we're going?" I asked, meekly. 

"Mr Steele's office. He isn't due to come in until noon, we've got a few hours to have fun in his office." 

What on earth had I gotten myself into? Now I was sneaking into my new bosses office to do... what exactly? In truth I was too scared to ask her what she had in mind. All I knew was that I needed this internship and following Lauren appeared to be the only way to keep it. 

With a devilish smile, she grabbed my hand and away we walked. Steele's office was on the other side of the office, so it was pretty drawn out. Lauren didn't say a word the entire time we walked over, and with every step that we took the tension built. 

Eventually we approached a door with an engraved plaque on it that had 'Steele' inscribed on it. As if it wasn't already obvious, Lauren broke the silence by saying "We're heeeeeeeee" in a mischievous tone of voice. 

She reached behind a potted plant that sat to the right of the door and produced a small silver key, giving me a wink as she unlocked her bosses door. My heart was beating at a million miles an hour. 


As soon as I stepped in I heard the door shut behind me. Without breaking eye contact Lauren locked the door. Desperately wanting to break the silence, I opened my mouth to speak. 

"So, uh... what exactly did you have in mind for me." 

As she said this, she lowered her thong down around her ankles, and gracefully stepped out of it. 

She walked up to me, as I was still motionless with shock. Opening my hand, she put her tiny black thong inside of my palm. 

“You have thirty seconds to put this on, or you’re fired.” 

I looked at her with a face of incredulity. Surely she was joking. However, the stare that she gave back to me was deadly serious. It didn’t seem like she was kidding. At all. Did I really have to wear some strangers thong if I wanted to keep my job? 

Not know what else to do, I slowly lowered the slacks that I had bought for work. Shimmying off my shoes and boxers, I stood there totally naked from the waist down. Lauren stared at me, a huge smile plastered on her face. 

I slid her thong up, feeling more embarrassed with every passing second. I felt the string come to a halt in my ass crack, a wedgie that was impossible to ignore. Even worse, the front of the thong constricted tight against my admittedly unimpressive package. I could feel the lacey material pressing against my balls. If it hurt when I had just put it on, how on earth was I going to manage to make it through the entire day? Lauren seemed to be loving the show, as her smile spread until it practically occupied her entire face. 

“Now, about that empathy. It seems as if you are seriously undervaluing the importance of the secretary staff here. I think it’s only fitting that you spend the day as a secretary.” 
I nodded my head. That didn’t sound so bad, after all. I mean, how hard could being a secretary actually be? 

“You’re in luck, I just so happen to keep a spare dress in my car, just in case. It never hurts to be too prepared, ya know.” Lauren said with a wink. 

“A spare…. What?” I asked her. 


“Why, a dress of course! You don’t think that you can really be a secretary and wear all of that, do you? No no no, don’t be silly. That outfit is far to masculine for a secretary. No, I think a dress will suit you just marvelously.” Lauren responded. 

And with that she was out the door, leaving me alone with my thoughts in Ms. Steele’s office. I still had the frilly thong that was two sizes too small on, and I nervously shifted back and forth from one leg to the other as I waited for Lauren to get back from her car. 

When she finally came back, sure enough she had a dress in her hands, still in the plastic wrap from being freshly dry cleaned. 

“I assume that’s for me?” I asked, as if there was any other option in store for me. Lauren didn’t respond, other than having a huge smile on her face as she handed me the dress. It became evident that she was expecting me to change in front of her. 

Lowering my slacks around my ankles and shifting them off, Lauren helped me into the dress. I’m not sure if I had ever been more humiliated in my life. 

For starters, the dress itself was so tight that it was a wonder that I was able to get inside of it at all. It certainly wouldn’t have been possible with Lauren forcing the zipper up. 

“There we go! Do me a favour and turn around, why don’t you?” Lauren said, as she took a step back to admire her work. 

Not knowing what else to do, I obliged her request, rotating my body in a full circle as she clapped and laughed with amusement. 

“I can’t wait till everybody else in the office gets a load of this!” She said. 

My eyes went wide. I had still been holding out some vague hope that at least this humiliation would be private, taking place in the refuge of Ms. Steele’s office. However, it appeared that Lauren had other plans in store for me. 

“There’s just one thing that we need to take care of before we go. You see, now that you’re wearing my thong, I don’t have anything to absorb the sweat in my ass. I’m sure you don’t expect me to work under such conditions, so I’m happy to volunteer your face to absorb my ass sweat.” 

I thought for sure that she must be kidding, or that I must have misheard her. Surely this was all some kind of elaborate prank, or employee hazing. Yeah, this must be some kind of new person hazing routine, that would explain it. In a second my coworkers were going to appear with high fives laughing about the surreal prank that had just pulled on me. 

However, before I had time to formulate that thought any fuhrer, Lauren's dress was suddenly on the floor. I couldn't believe my eyes. It was clear she thoroughly enjoyed my shocked reaction, that much was obvious. She gingerly walked over to Steele's desk, placing her hand palm side down on the hardwood of his desk. As she did this she bent over, her butt cheeks separating as she arched her back. 


"I believe you heard me the first time." Lauren said. She was now forceful, almost scary in the way she was delivering her words. It became clear to me that this was not a prank or hazing. 

"You want me to..." My voice trailed off, even finishing the sentence seemed too embarrassing for words. Thankfully I didn't need to finish, because she completed the sentence for me. 

"Sniff. My. Asshole." She said, staring at me. 

I had only had one girlfriend before, I definitely wasn't used to suddenly seeing a beautiful naked woman in front of me. I felt a surge of blood rush to my cock, which strained against both the tiny thong that I was wearing as well as the dress. Here was this woman I had only met once before, wanting me to have my face in her ass at nine in the morning in our bosses office. Not knowing what else to do, I slowly walked up to her. Once I was right behind her, I kneeled down on my knees, staring straight into her ass. Her cheeks looked absolutely delectable, that much was for sure. I could just barely see the outline of her asshole peeking out. Sadly, I can report that she wasn’t exaggerating one bit about the sweat. 

I was still working up the courage to actually stick my face in there, but it would appear that she got impatient with how long it was taking. I felt her reach her hand back and place it on the back of my head, and then without warning she suddenly thrust my face in her ass! I felt my nose lodge thoroughly between her cheeks. I couldn't see anything, my face was thoroughly mushed between her butt. I soon realized that I couldn't breathe either, as my nostrils were clamped completely closed from the force of being pressed in between her ass cheeks. It suddenly dawned on me how screwed I was if she didn't decided to let me breath soon. After all, I hadn't taken a breath before she had shoved my face! 

I had no idea how much time had gone past, it could have only been ten seconds but it felt like an eternity. I could feel blackness creeping in around my consciousness. I struggled against her hand but it was to no use, I couldn't give myself even an inch to breath. 

Finally, when I was sure that I could take no more, she relinquered her grip on the back of my head. Acting from a point of pure instinct, the second I was able to I took a deep breath in. I could hear her laughing from above me as I inhaled deeply. As soon as I opened my eyes, I saw what she thought was so funny. 


She had spread her cheeks thoroughly, and nose was hovering just an inch away from her asshole. I could smell the sweat that had formed in her buttcrack. I don't think I have ever been more humiliated in my entire life. It was more than obvious why she wanted me to sniff her ass, she was positively glowing in the power that she had over me. 

She reached a hand onto Ms. Steele’s desk, and to my horror she dialed the intercom, calling an emergency meeting in Ms. Steele’s office. 

I wanted to beg her to stop, but there was no way for me to speak. When I tried to open my mouth, she simply slammed her ass in my face and grinded against me, ensuring that I was able to make no noises except for the occasional sputtering sound. 

Within moments, the office flooded with a sea of faces. Some of them I recognized from my tour yesterday, others were completely new to me. One thing was for sure, which was that they were all staring and laughing at me as Lauren continued grinding her ass on my face. I could hear the sounds of laughter from above me as she relished in the sensation of it. 

"Good boy." She said maliciously. Thinking that I had had enough, I got up off of knees. I didn't really know how to feel. On one hand I was definitely rock hard inside of my pants, or at least as hard as I was able to get given all the restraints that had been placed on my cock. 

Even as I was in the middle of the act, I was aware that I probably could have said no to her, but for some reason chose not you. I had never particularly considered by under a woman, serving her like this. And yet, something about it seemed natural, as if it was all second nature. 

It certainly seemed second nature to her, that was certain beyond any shadow of a doubt. She was beside herself with joy at the prospect of having my crouched down with my face lodged thoroughly in her ass. I couldn't see her face, obviously, but occasionally when she would let me resurface to breath she would look back at me, an evil smile plastered across her adorable face. 

After a few minutes of this, she thrust my face away from her and turned around. Her breathing had increased, and she had just started sweating. She was standing there before me in nothing but her work blouse . 

I heard the voice of one of my coworkers behind me shout “look at that! The sissy has a thong on!Look at its whale tail!” 


Humiliated, I realized that they were talking about me. I’m sure that as I had been bent over with my face in Lauren’s ass, the thong that she had made me wear was sticking out from the skirt that I had put on. 

“Oh, she just loves thongs, isn’t that right, sissy?” I heard Lauren say, from above me. 

Hoping that if I just went along with her, that the punishment would be over sooner I nodded in agreement. This seemed to delight the onlookers, especially the women who cheered and clapped. 

One woman in particular walked up to me. I recognized her from the tour of the company that I had gone on yesterday. She was also wearing a dress, and she had something clutch tightly in the palm of her hand. I had a feeling that whatever it was, it was going to end up involving me somehow. 

She was taking her sweet time, slowly extending her hand and opening her palm, showing her own thong clasped between her fingers.I had no idea what to expect next, though I was sure that I was about to find out. 

My suspicion was proved correct when finally broke the silence by saying: 

"Open your mouth." 

Without any second thought I dropped my jaw as far as it would go. I could see her smile, realizing how thoroughly under Lauren’s spell. I was totally in her command, her toy that she could do with whatever it was that she wanted and she knew it. What was it that she wanted though? My mouth was now wide and gaping open but I still had no idea as to why she had issued the order. 

She slowly stepped up to me, and lifting her hand she placed her thong inside of my mouth. I felt the lacey material occupy any free space and was flooded with the scent of this smiling woman whom I barely knew. I felt completely humiliated, standing there with my cheeks puffy, breathing through my nose. 

Noticing that I was using my nose to breath, she raised an eyebrow to me and slowly pinched my nostrils shut. Needless to say, she had made it clear that me using my nose to breath was not an option. I inhaled through my mouth, fully taking in her smell. It was intoxicatingly overpowering as I tried not to gag. 

“Alright everybody! I think we’ve had enough fun for the morning. Time to get back to work, and let the sissy do its job!” Lauren said, as people dispersed back to their various corners of the of the thong was still in my mouth, but this not nobody knew, only the people who had happened to watch me in Ms. Steele’s office. 

Thankfully I was able to just barely keep my mouth closed when the other coworkers waved hello to me. They pretended not to notice the ridiculously tight dress that I was in, but I could still hear the sounds of muffled laughter from behind me whenever they were out of my field of view. I was screwed if anybody decided that they wanted to talk to me, so I tried to look busy, as if I didn't have any time for small talk.. Looking up at the clock, I realized why it was that everybody had suddenly gotten back to work. Our boss, Ms. Steele, was due to arrive in twenty short minutes, and somehow I very much doubt that we would appreciate being greeted with the site of his latest intern having has face in the ass of his secretary! 

I never made it to my desk, however. Just as I was going to turn I felt a tug at my collar. It was clear Lauren still had other plans for me, even if we could no longer use Steele's office as a hideout. It was pretty obvious by her gesture that I was supposed to follow her, but follow her to what I did not know. 

Following her lead, I soon found myself at her desk. Because she was the secretary, her office was open, and faced the entire office floor. Her desk was also one of the first things that one saw as soon as they entered the building. I could feel the blood surge to my hard cock as I thought about the fact that I currently had a strangers thong panties in my mouth, and not a single person besides her had any idea. I was lucky in avoiding any sort of small talk. Normally everybody would want to talk to the new guy, but something about Lauren's demeanor made it clear that she had plans with me. There was something ineffable in the way that she walked that made it clear that I was hers without ever needing to utter a single word. 

To my horror, there was Ms. Steele. Lauren gestured for me to come closer to her. 

“Ms. Steele, I’m not sure if you’ve had the opportunity to meet the newest intern yet. I know that you two may have exchanged pleasantries briefly, but I thought now might be the perfect time for a more proper introduction, wouldn’t you agree?” 

Ms. Steele nodded, a huge smile on her face. I could tell from their demeanor that Lauren and Ms. Steele were definitely close. 

“So, how are you liking things so far?” Ms. Steele asked me. “I can see already that you’ve undergone quite a transformation since you’ve started here. It’s amazing how much progress can be made in just a few short shifts!” She said. 

I stood there, frozen, unsure of what I could possibly do. There was no way for me to open my mouth without exposing the fact that my face was currently stuffed with one of my coworkers thongs. Lauren watched me in my predicament with a face of delight. 


“Well? I do believe I asked you a question.” Ms. Steele said from her, stifling laughter. Lauren had given up all hope of not laughing, and instead of chuckling with tears down her cheeks behind Ms. Steele. 

Not having any other choice, I opened my mouth to try and say something back. Of course, all that happened is that when I opened my mouth the thong that was stuffed in my face became apparent.               

Ms. Steele burst into laughter, pointing at my face. 

“Oh lord Lauren, you really do know how to welcome in a new hire, don’t you!” She said. Even though the other people in the office were pretending to be working, they did little to hide the fact that they were loving the free entertainment that I was providing them that afternoon. 

“Oh, I’ve trained her quite well. She’s a natural sissy, really.” Lauren said, an air of confidence surrounding her words. 

“Oh really?” Said Ms. Steele. “Care to show me a little demonstration?” 

The way that they were speaking about me, it was as if I wasn’t even present at all. 

Lauren pointed to the ground, in an area that was directly behind her chair. I already suspected where this was going. She had an office swivel chair that by construction left a large space right behind her ass. Kneeling down, I saw her skirt go up in a flash so that the way she sat, her entire ass was perfectly on display in the back. If you were watching her from her desk however, you would have absolutely no idea. Everything looked completely normal at a glance 

"Open your mouth." 

I did exactly as she commanded, and as she did she reached into my open mouth and pulled out the thong, now soaked with my saliva. I could see the pleasure on her face as she retrieved her panties. Speaking slowly, savouring every word, she said: 

"Now lick my ass." 

I tried to hide the look of disgust on my face. It was bad enough to have to that, but it made it even worse having to do it while my new boss watched me. I slowly stuck out my tongue and ran it up and down Lauren’s ass crack.She had completely broken me, I was not hers and hers alone. 

She resumed sitting on her chair, and I resumed my rightful place sitting behind her. I saw her crack open up as she leaned into the chair, her puckered asshole staring me straight in the face. I hadn't yet had my face in her ass when she was naked. I felt a shiver go up her spine when my outstretched tongue graced over her perfect asshole, and it made me feel proud to know that I was going a good job. Ms. Steele seemed fairly impressed with the display as well. 

As lauren settled into her ass licking however, it became apparent that the other people walking into the office to start their day had absolutely no clue that I was beneath the desk, hidden in plain sight. 

After deciding that enough foreplay had gone by, I finally plunged my tongue deep inside of her open asshole. I could tell that she was trying to stay stoic so that nobody else in the office would have any idea what was going on, but I could feel a slight moan escaped her lips, which she quickly played off as of it was a cough. 

“You really know how to create a positive work environment.” Ms. Steele said, as she walked off and into her office. “Send the new sissy secretary my way when you're done with her, I could use a little bit of that myself.” Ms. Steele said. 

“Sure thing, boss!” Lauren responded, with a smile and a wink. 

. After all, this was only my second day. I had an entire summer to look forward to. I wondered if Lauren had ever done this with anybody before. I decided that she must have, after all she was so confident and sure of herself as she commanded me. She held the sort of confidence that suggested that this was something that she would do all the time, or at least whenever she wanted to. 

And to think that this was still only my very first day on the job, as a Sissy Secretary! 

END. 
◆◆◆
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