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Femdom In The Office

I was alone in my room wearing my favorite miniskirt, the one Mistress bought for me, and a floral pattern tank top. I had already cleaned most of the house, my chores done, there was nothing left for me to do. Mistress was still at work so I figured this was the perfect chance to enjoy some private time.

Mistress was rather pleased with how well I took care of her friend the other night. The two of them were ruthless in their use of me, but in the end, I guess I took it well enough to satisfy them because Mistress decided not to put the chastity cage back on my cock.This means I can finally start touching myself again after Mistress’s endless denial of my self-pleasure.

Technically I’m not allowed to play with my cock unless Mistress says so since she’s the one who truly owns this sissy cock of mine. But she’s at work, she wouldn’t find out. Besides, I did all my chores, so it’s not like I was neglecting Mistress’s orders in favor of my own selfish desire. What could possibly go wrong?

Before starting my transformation into an obedient sissy boy I would normally put on some porn for moments like this. But ever since finding my true self thanks to my seductive succubus of a Mistress, these women I used to jerk it to just don’t excite me like they used to. Only Mistress excites me. Her sultry MILF body, her dominating personality, the way she bends me over and spanks my naughty sissy ass. Spilling my sissy cum to anyone else but her just didn’t feel right.

 I hopped off my computer and laid down on the bed. Then lifted my skirt, pulling the thong Mistress forced me to wear to the side. My cock swelled to its full albeit pathetic size as the thought of my dear Mistress filled my mind. Thoughts of her bringing me to my knees, pressing my face to the floor, spreading my ass, and holding her buttplug in hand ready to penetrate me.

One by one I curled each finger around the shaft of my sissy cock. Sighing softly, sinking into the bedsheets. I really needed it. I hadn’t fully realized how tiring it is sometimes to keep up with all of Mistress’s demands, how stressful it can be. Sometimes I feel like I’m not allowed to feel stressed. I don’t work as hard as Mistress, I’m not the one with a full-time career, she is. I felt guilty for feeling stressed, I guess. But I shouldn’t, everyone's experiences are different.

For some strange reason, this feeling of guilt however turned me on. I pictured Mistress in my mind, her standing disapprovingly over me, her blouse unbuttoned baring her supple cleavage. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” I whispered under my breath and stroked the short length of my cock. I can’t handle this world as Mistress can, I’m weak, for that, I apologized to her. “I’m so sorry, Mistress. Please forgive me.” My cock ached in my grasp, throbbing for more.

Then my phone rang. My phone never rings. It’s not like I have anybody to call me. I wanted to just ignore it and keep thinking of Mistress sitting that round booty on my face letting me lick it all up. But I couldn’t ignore it, I kept having this feeling that if I did something bad would happen.

“Hello?” I answered, audibly confused.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” It was Mistress. And she did not sound too pleased.

My heart caught in my throat, silencing me.

“Did you really think I wouldn’t find out?”

I frantically looked around the room, pacing, and spinning. How did she know? How could she possibly know what I was doing?

“I knew I wouldn’t be able to trust you enough to resist touching yourself. That’s why I had nanny cams installed in the house.”

So that’s how she knew. She was spying on me. Watching me. I looked up and down the walls, inspecting the corners and ceiling.

“Don’t bother looking, you’re not going to find them.”

“Am I in trouble?” I asked. 

“Oh yes… but perhaps this could work out for the both of us. Since you’re obviously so horny and can’t help yourself, and I’ve just had the worst interaction with one of the corporate douches who works on the floor above mine… I’m thinking you should stop by my work so I can relieve some stress.”

“Say no more, Mistress, I’ll be right there.”

“Very good, but first I need you to grab my bag from under my bed, you know the one right?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I did indeed know that bag very well. It was where Mistress kept all her fun sexy toys. Where she kept that buttplug she and Veronica forcibly stuffed into my tight sissy ass.

“And don’t you touch anything else, I’ll know if you do.”

I kept my eyes peeled for any hint of a camera as I made my way into her bedroom. I found nothing. It was a hopeless pursuit. Even if I did find any, what could I possibly do about them? If I took them down she’d just put them right back up in an even harder-to-find place. Perhaps I could at least settle in on knowing that Mistress would always be watching me. That, even when she’s not here, I wouldn’t really be alone. That should be comforting, right?

I grabbed the bag from under her bed. I was tempted to look inside it. To see all that Mistress kept in there, what other surprises might await me. But I didn’t. Because what if Mistress didn’t want me to?

I hopped in her car. Mistress has me drive her to and from work now. Or really everywhere that desires to go. Which sometimes means driving her to some guy's house while I wait outside in the car until she finishes getting fucked. I hate that part but driving her is really the only time I leave the house.  

I couldn’t believe she was inviting me into her office. In a way, it made me feel special. And then, as I was approaching closer and closer to her building I became frightened and scared. I’ve never been to a public place dressed like this before, like a naughty sissy slut, but it’s the only way I’m allowed to dress and I had no choice.  

I was shaking as I exited the car, the bag trembling in my hand. I just needed to focus on Mistress, keep my head down, and get into her private office as fast as possible, and hope to god nobody there notices me. Who am I kidding, who’s not going to notice a sissy boy dressed in a mini skirt carrying a woman’s bag?

I entered the building. I had a general idea of where the elevator should be. I took no notice of my surroundings as my heart beat heavily in my chest, sending the anxiety swarming throughout my body. I could hear voices, but I did not look up from the ground. I didn’t want to see anyone’s face, nor did I want to see my shame reflected in their eyes as they would undoubtedly and silently judge me.

Nervous, I swayed from side to side, skirt flouncing about my hips, as I impatiently waited for the elevator to arrive. The doors slid open and I was more than relieved to find it empty. I quickly skipped inside, repeatedly pressing the door close button, cursing under my breath that these doors were not closing fast enough.

When I arrived on Mistress’s floor I nearly tripped over my own feet exiting the elevator. I stumbled forward, then brushed my palms off on my skirt as if I could possibly wipe away the embarrassment by doing so.

As I regained my balance and lifted my gaze my eyes met with those of Mistress’s most beautiful secretary. Well, truthfully, at first my eyes met with her cleavage, her small yet very perky tits. She was young, had to be in her mid-twenties, her nails painted the same neon pink as mine. Unlike me, however, she had a job and at the very least some semblance of self-pride.

“Ah, you must be here to see Sarah,” said the Secretary, switching the pen in her left hand to her right.

I froze. Mumbled inaudible nonsense under my breath.

“Her office is in the back, just down there,” she leaned over her desk, those perky young tits hanging sweetly from her chest, pointing past a clump of cubicles with her pen.

Unable to speak, paralyzed by this woman’s beauty, I nodded. Which more than likely looked more like a nervous twitch than a nod.

Shuffling away from the secretary’s desk, her giggles pierced through my chest and stung my poor weak heart. I did not dare to see if there was anyone else in the office, remaining as far from those other cubicles as possible.

Mistress had her name hung on a golden plaque in black lettering on her door. There was something rather imposing about that. She wasn’t just my Mistress. Here, she was also the boss. The one in charge, with her own private office, with all the power that comes with that. I decided to knock first, to show my respect to her position.

“Come in.”

I opened the door and closed it behind me. Feeling a bit of relief knowing that the outside world could not see through the solid wood door. It was just me and Mistress in here, no different than if it was the two of us back at home. Just the two of us, alone, together.

“Took you long enough to get here,” said Mistress, resting her hand on her cheek.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. Please, forgive me.” I offered her a curtsy, lifting the edge of my skirt, bowing slightly at the waist.

She pushed her chair back and stood up. Walking around her desk, trailing a single fingernail across the mahogany top, Mistress moved in behind me as I stood there. Mistress dragged her long nails across the back of my neck. A shiver ran up and down my spine.

“Why is it that some men think they’re entitled to sex? Just because I enjoy getting fucked, doesn’t mean I want to get fucked by just anybody.”

“Of course not, Mistress. You deserve only the best.”

“See. Now, why can’t more of these men be like you and understand how little they’re actually worth. Money can not make up for what they lack down here…” Mistress slid her palm down my back. Lower. Lower. Reaching under my skirt, she grabbed my cock and balls, squeezing hard. “But you already know that.”

I winced from the shooting pain but sighed from the sweet pressure of her rough touch.

Mistress grunted as she tugged at my sensitive balls. She was definitely frustrated, there was no denying that. Whatever this guy did, she was not happy about it, and she was looking for anything… anyone, to take her frustration out on. And who better to provide that release than her ever-loyal sissy. This was my lot in life, to be there for Mistress, in any way she sees fit. In this way, I had purpose, a reason for being. It made dressing up like a slut, embarrassing myself in front of Mistress’s coworkers, worth it.

“And then I come to find out my own sissy decided to stroke his nasty little cock without my permission.” Mistress pushed against my back, bending me over her mahogany desk.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. Really, I am.” I dropped my forehead onto my arm.

“Are you though?” Her hands caressed up my thigh. “Because if you were, I don’t think you would have done it.”

“Please, Mistress…” I whimpered under my breath, her nimble fingers moving farther up my leg. “It’s so hard without you around.”

“But you’re not allowed to get hard if I’m not around, now are you?”

“No Mistress, I am not.”

Mistress lifted my skirt over my back and palmed my tight little sissy ass, “No, you’re not. And that’s why you need to be punished.” I knew this punishment wasn’t just about what I had done. But also whatever this other guy had done. As her obedient sissy, it was my job to take his punishment as well as my own. I gripped the edge of her desk, ready to suffer her discipline.

“Nnnghh… Mistress…” I bit down on my forearm, my ass stinging from the pain of her strong hand.

“What’s the matter? Does it hurt when I do this?” She reared her arm back, spanking my ass again.

“Yes Mistress,” I cried out, knees banging into the desk, her decorative newton’s cradle clattered, the tiny metal balls knocking into one another.

“Good. Maybe the pain will help remind you who it is that you belong to.” Another painful slap, then another quickly following after.

“You Mistress, I belong to you.”

Mistress backed off me, but not without leaving a bright red mark on my ass first. She was by no means finished with me yet, she was just getting started.

“Where’s my bag?” Asked Mistress.

“Oh… um..”

“What oh? Where’s the bag?” She repeated.

“It’s… I… uh… must have dropped it when I got out of the elevator.” I hoped beyond all hope that Mistress would not send back out to get it. I couldn’t handle that. There’s no way they didn’t hear Mistress slapping my naughty sissy ass. How could I possibly look her beautiful secretary in the face after that?

“So useless,” Mistress muttered under her breath. She reached over my back and grabbed the phone off her desk. “Hey, Amber is there a purple bag by the elevator?” Amber… that must be the secretary. I couldn’t make out what she was saying and honestly, I don’t think I wanted to. “Ok, good. Can you bring it in here for me?”  A short pause. “Perfect, thank you.”

I stood up straight and fixed my skirt, not wanting Mistress’s secretary to see me in such a compromising position.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Mistress placed the phone back on the receiver. “I didn’t say you could get up, did?”

“No, Mistress. You did not.”

“No, I did not.” Mistress placed a hand on the back of my head and pressed my face to the desk.

I knew I was in for another spanking when Mistress lifted my skirt and bared my ass. I didn’t expect Amber, her secretary to walk in when she did.

“Oh my… I’m sorry… I…” Amber froze her eyes unable to look away at the horrid sight before her. Oh god, why did she have to walk in? Why now? I would have run if it wasn’t for the fact that Mistress’s inevitable retribution would be far worse than the embarrassment of Amber seeing my red sissy ass bent over her boss’s desk.

“Don’t be,” said Mistress, closing the door to her office. She took the bag from Amber and plopped it down on the desk beside me. “Just a little disciplinary meeting.”

“Oh, I see,” Amber blushed. She looked so cute blushing. Why did she have to blush like that? And why did she have to have such cute perky tits? And why… why did it have to make my cock so hard?

“Are… are you getting turned on by my secretary?” Asked Mistress. I was, there was no way I could deny it, not with such obvious evidence swelling between my legs.

“Yes,” I mumbled under my breath.

“Ew, you dirty little perv,” Amber recoiled at the sight of my stiffening sissy cock.

“I’m very sorry for this. Would you like to punish him for it or shall I?” Mistress asked Amber.

Amber thought in silence for a moment. Just one moment. “It sure beats having to go back to work.”

And just like that, all I could think was, fuck me. Were all women like this? Just waiting for the chance to find a pathetic man they can dominate, use, and humiliate. Or was it something about me that awakened this sort of behavior out of them?

“I see you’ve already done a number on his sissy ass. I think the root of this problem stems from here,” Amber shot her hand between my legs, grabbing my dangling balls. The sweet sensation of Amber’s delicate hands touching my balls did not last long and was quickly replaced by the pleasing pain of her powerful grasp.

“F-f-f fuck,” I whimpered, legs shaking.

“Aw, does it hurt?” Amber mocked.

“Y-yes,” I cried, digging my nails into Mistress’s desk.

“Good,” she gave them a twist and a tug.

Amber let go. I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with oxygen, trying to take my mind off the pain.

“So what’s in the bag?” Amber asked, swatting my balls with her open palm.

“Just some toys. I’ll let you pick,” Mistress unzipped the bag and held it open.

“Oh, this one looks like fun.”

“Good choice.”

I couldn’t see what Amber had found in that bag that had excited her. But in a way I could feel them grinning, the air filled with their mischievous plot.

“It’s too bad you only have one. I’ll let you do the honors since he is your sissy,” said Amber.

“How kind of you.”

“Here, let me help you get it on.”

I wanted to turn around and see what they were planning. But I kept my eyes forward, lest I risk receiving another painful slap to the balls. I could hear Amber removing Mistress’s skirt, sliding it down those beautiful legs.

“How’s that? It’s not gonna slip off?” Amber asked.

“It’s perfect.”

“Fuck, that looks hot.”

Mistress’s heels tapped upon the floor as she came around her desk. “What do you think, sissy? You like my big hard cock?”

And there it was. Between her legs, a very large and very thick strapon cock.

“Of course he does. I bet he just can’t wait to have you fuck him in his sissy ass… Isn’t that right?” Amber lifted my chin off the desk and forced my head into a nod. “I thought so. Now open wide for your Mistress’s cock.”

Amber forced my mouth open and grabbed the back of my head. Mistress stepped forward and waved her thick cock over my lips. She slipped the tip over my tongue and between my lips.

“That’s it, suck on it, suck on her cock,” Amber whispered into my ear, her words tantalising the senses. “Come on, you can do better than that. Really suck on it.” Amber pushed against the back of my head, forcing me farther down the length of its shaft. Choked by the size of it, I gagged, sputtering and drooling over Mistress’s cock.

“Mmm, that’s it. Get it all nice and sloppy so I can slide it right in that sissy ass.” Mistress thrusted her hips, fucking my open mouth with her big cock. Choking me, gagging me until her hard cock glistened with a thick coating of spit.

“I hope you’re ready,” said Mistress, slipping her cock out of my drooling mouth.

“Doesn’t matter if he is,” Amber added, tilting my head, wiping her hand over my mouth, spreading the spit all over my face. “Because she’s going to give it to you whether you want it or not.”

As wrong as it may sound. I wanted it. I wanted it so bad. I wanted Mistress inside of me. I know it won't really be her inside of me, but it’s the closest I’d ever get to it. Mistress placed one hand on my ass, spreading it, the other on her cock. She teased her cock between my cheeks, coating my sissy hole with my spit as it dripped off the shaft of her strapon. Mistress pressed the tip of her cock to my asshole. Then pressed harder. Then harder.

“Oh god… fuck…”

My knuckles turned white as I gripped the edge of the desk, taking Mistress’s cock from behind. The girth stretched me open. Mistress may have forced a buttplug in my ass once before, but that was nothing compared to the size of her cock. She grabbed my hips and pulled back, thrusting forward, driving her cock deeper into my ass.

“Oh, Mistress… please-” I wanted to ask for her to be gentle. But if I had, I had every reason to believe the opposite would happen.

Amber clasped her hand over my mouth, “Please what? Please fuck my sissy ass harder? Is that what you wanted to say?” She forced my head into a nod. “I thought so.”

Mistress rammed her cock into my ass. Repeatedly pounding me from behind, the top of her thighs slapping into the back of mine, my words muffled by Amber’s hand. And when she finally let go, moaning like a sissy bitch was all I could manage. The harder Mistress fucked my ass, the harder my cocked throbbed, and the more I wanted it. It felt so good, so right, to have my ass filled with her cock. My greedy sissy ass happily gobbled up every inch that Mistress forcibly fucked inside.

Mistress pulled out of my ass and slapped her cock hard against my behind, “Damn, look at that sissy ass gape for me.”

It felt so empty without her inside me, without her fingers gripping my hips and commanding my ass down the length of her cock. I wanted it back in, desperate to feel and endure all of Mistress’s rough love.

Amber spat into my gaping ass, “Keep fucking him.”

My most beautiful and dominant Mistress had no qualms with that request. She Shoved her cock back in, filling the emptiness inside of me, filling and stuffing it full with her mighty cock.

“Oh god, yes Mistress, I love it. I love your cock in my ass.”

The desk screeched and scratched against the floor as Mistress rammed inside with the full force of her strength, so much power behind each thrust. Her heavy breathing warmed my back. Fucking me, using me, to release all her frustrations, all her hatred for the men she despises.

These sissy balls of mine filled with sissy cum, swelling, tightening. Precum drooled out of the tip of my cock, slinking down spilling onto the floor below.

“I think he’s enjoying this a little too much. It looks like he’s almost ready to cum,” said Amber.

I was so ready to cum. To blow my sissy seed, allow for every drop to be given up as an offering to honor my Mistress. Mistress filling my ass, spanking me, growling, growing more animalistic in her pursuit to punish my ass. How could I do anything else but beg for more… and more… and more… Until finally…

Amber grabbed my dangling balls, squeezing them with her full strength. I shrieked, the pain immense.

“On second thought. I’m not quite so sure he deserves to cum,” Amber gave my balls a painful twist.

“Please… please let me cum,” I begged through clenched teeth, the pain of Amber’s grasp shooting into my core.

“I’m still not convinced you really deserve it.”

“Please, I’ll do anything… anything… I need it so bad. Mistress please, let me cum.”

“That’s not up to me today, you need Amber’s permission if you wish to cum.”

How was I to convince Amber? At times she appeared even more sadistic than my own Mistress.

“Let’s see… You can start by getting down on your knees,” said Amber.

“Yes, of course, as you wish,” I got down on my knees in front of the two of them.

“Now suck on her cock, I want you to taste your own ass.”

I had to do it. I had to obey. As gross and humiliating as it was I opened wide and wrapped my lips around the strapon.

“Suck it all up. Get every inch of it,” demanded Amber.

I forced myself to choke down what I could, and when I couldn’t anymore Amber pushed and pulled on the back of my head, forcing the tip of that mighty cock down my throat. More gagging. More choking. Tears of the struggle welling in my eyes.

Amber yanked my head back then spat on my face, “Still want to cum?”

“Yes, please…”

“Then you need to…” Amber lifted her skirt over her hips, pulled her panties down, “eat my ass.” She pushed her hips back, sitting her tight little ass over my face. Reaching back she held my face in there, practically suffocating me with her delicious booty. “Get that tongue in there, sissy. Lick my ass up.”

I obliged out of pure obedience. Lapping up her ass with my tongue, sliding it into her tight puckered hole.

“Oh yes, nice and deep. Eat that ass for me,” she bounced a little, ass shaking, clapping against my face.”

I gobbled and slobbered her perfect ass up, continuing despite the bitter taste. Anything to make her happy. Anything to convince her that I do deserve to cum.

“Keep going. If you do a good job I’ll even be so kind as to stroke your sissy cock for you.”

Hearing that was enough to fuel my determination to its maximum level. I’ve never been so blessed as to have a woman fully jerk me off before. A woman that’s willing to touch my cock until I came. I darted my tongue faster in and out of her ass. Spit dripped down my chin, down her thighs. A mess, I was a total mess.

“That’ll do,” said Amber, pulling my face out of her ass. “Now get on the desk so I don’t have to bend over to touch it.

I got to my feet and sat on  Mistress’s desk. Amber pushed against my knees and separated my legs. It was really happening. She was really going to touch it for me. My heart pounded with so much excitement. The very thought of it was almost enough for me cum but I fought that urge, tensing every part of my body.

“Are you really going to touch it?” Asked Mistress.

“I’ve dealt with losers like this before. It’s not a big deal… not big at all.” One by one Amber wrapped her fingers around the shaft of my cock. A shiver of such wonderful delight ran up my spine. I sighed deeply, sinking into that blissful feeling that only partly overpowered the soreness of my used-up sissy hole.

Amber cupped her other hand over the tip of my cock. Stroking, she egged me on, “Hurry up and cum. We don’t have all day for you.” Faster, her hand moved up and down. “I thought you wanted to cum? Are you this pathetic? Cum already you little sissy slut.” Twisting, tugging, working the tip.

“I said, give it to me,” Amber stomped her heel on the ground. And it happened. There was no fighting it. The urge, the need, it was all too powerful. I erupted my seed, spilling it into her palm. Throbbing, thick streams of sissy cum poured out, pooling into her hand. “Fuck that’s gross.”

“Look at this. Look at what you did,” she shoved her hand under my nose, the sweaty smell of my cum filling my nostrils.

“What are you gonna do with all that cum?” Mistress asked.

“Give it back to him, of course,” Amber grinned, planting her palm on my face, spreading the cum around. She peeled her hand off, leaving me a sticky, whimpering, mess. “Feel better now that you’ve had your release?”

“Yes, thank you, thank you so much.”

“Then you can leave,” Amber pulled me off the desk

“But-”

“But what? I’m done with you. Go home. I think your Mistress and I would like to spend some time alone. And I don’t need you huddled in the corner jerking your sissy cock while you watch.”

“Oh, that does sound nice,” said Mistress, wrapping her arms around Amber from behind, grinding her strapon cock against that tight butt. “Go on, sissy. You can leave us.”

I hung my head. Used up and tossed away. And worse of all I had to go out looking like this; my skirt a mess, my ass red and gaping, my face covered in my own cum. There was no way to hide this shame. I grabbed the door handle and braced myself for the laughter, the shocked faces, and the pain of absolute and enduring embarrassment.
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