

Things were tough for Sean and things were about to get a lot harder. Recently, he had been fired from the best job that he was able to scrounge up in his life. The job wasn’t great by most standards, but for him, that was his life. It was the first time he didn’t feel like he was totally constrained by his finances.

In the past, when Sean would run into obstacles, he would just turn to Jessica. With her blue eyes that were always understanding toward his plight, Jessica was the one person who he always knew that he could turn to! That was all over though when she raced off with a burly construction worker that apparently was more of a man than him.

Things happened so fast that Sean still could barely understand what had happened to him. He looked in the mirror, running his fingers through his blonde hair and scrubbing the side of his jaw, noticing that he had already built up three days worth of stubble. He laughed to himself and caught a glance of his arm tattoo in the mirror.

A twinge of regret pricked his mind. Jessica wasn’t coming back anytime soon. He was going to have to accept that and just move on without her. Nothing had really happened between them that was big. Nobody was torching clothes in the backyard or slashing tires. Sean just got a text one day that Jessica wouldn’t be coming back to the apartment.

In the text, she explained that she needed a guy that was more assertive and could actually take control of situations. Sean had no idea how he could change his base personality. What was he going to do? Start bodybuilding and grow a beard to show that he was a real man?

There was a chirp on his phone and Sean walked over to check it out. It was from Jessica. A wave of relief went through his whole body. She was finally going to come home. This was what he had been waiting for!

The first message included a picture and Sean furrowed his brow. What exactly was this? The picture displayed his greatest fear. Jessica was with the muscular construction worker on the beach in a gorgeous bikini. She had never worn things like that around him!

Jessica winked at him in the first picture, blowing him a kiss that showed off the nice cleavage she had in the red bikini. The construction dude behind her seemed to be checking out her ass as she was bent over, his wide face filled up with a smile that stretched from ear to ear.

“That fucker,” muttered Sean, pissed that Jessica would rub it in like this. “What a bitch,” was the only thing he could muster up. He didn’t deserve to be treated like this.

More messages were pouring in and they all included pictures that showed off all the gifts that her new man could provide for her. There were diamond earrings, rings that glittered with gold color, and high heels straight from Italy with red bottoms that apparently made them very expensive.

One of the worst messages included an engagement ring brought into clear focus.

“He will get me anything I want. Something you could never do for me.”

“Fuck,” muttered Sean, looking around his small and cramped apartment. She was right and that made the insult sting even more. He really did not do a good job of providing for his former girlfriend. It wasn’t his fault. Not everybody was born with talents.

Now everything had fallen apart and Jessica was with a guy in Mexico that could provide for her. It seemed like they just started dating and already they were engaged. With him, she had never brought up the idea of marriage. Maybe the whole time they were dating, he was just a man of convenience for her, the fill in guy for the time before she found her real man.

Sean imagined himself with his old girlfriend, running on the beach and watching her ass in a sweet thong. He licked his lips, fantasizing about her rubbing all over his thick arms and stroking his rock hard abs.

In reality, Sean was a pretty skinny guy that still didn’t have his abs visible. There wasn’t really any girls that would be drooling over him any time soon. Coupled with the fact that he also didn’t have a job at all now, it was going to be really difficult to get any pussy.

He sighed, feeling dejected and low. Maybe he could look on social media for a girl that would be down for a one night stand. Sean chewed on his bottom lip and thought about that for a second. Most likely his issue was not improving himself. He needed to start working out and he needed a good job before he would start to attract quality girls. That would help to build the confidence that he needed.

Dropping down to the floor of his small apartment, Sean knocked out ten quick pushups, feelin the burn travel up both his arms. He tried to do more, but his skinny arms started shaking since he wasn’t able to keep going. When he looked down at his right arm, he saw the name of his ex in a tattoo and cringed. He would need to have that removed as well.

Flopping on the bed and pulling out his laptop gave him the opportunity to start looking for a new job. A real job that would bring him respect! He didn’t have many skills so more than likely it would be an assistant position at a place.

He scrolled through so many job listings, writing down the ones that seemed interesting until he finally came to one that intrigued him. Honestly, it could have been the strangest posting he had seen for a job in a long time.

The job called for a young man. That was not an issue for him. He was young and a guy. The post went on to describe how a powerful female led law firm was looking for an assistant. Several times the ad mentioned that the male assistant would need to be comfortable with females taking the lead and being in charge. No male egos were allowed and the person chosen would have to be willing to cross lines they didn’t think they would cross before.

What did that mean?

There was only one way to find out. Sean dialed up the number, laid back in the bed, and held his breath. The voice on the other side picked up very quickly. “This is the office of Slade, Whitaker, Sloan. How can we help you?”

In a tentative voice, Sean asked to speak with somebody in HR that could help him with the application for assistant. The voice on the other end almost chuckled when she heard that he was applying for the job as assistant which seemed very odd to Sean. Was he coming across too nice and too relaxed? He probably needed to sound more assertive and just take control of the situation.

“Put me on with the person that is in HR. I want to speak with the hiring manager right now.”

There was a pause and then the voice came back on. “Sir, I don’t really know you, and that is why I probably should not say anything, but you need to drop the attitude that most men have, because if you bring that in here, Ms. Sloan will tear you a new asshole and then fuck that asshole with a strapon while she chokes you.”

Sean blinked a few times. “Did you just say…?”

“Don’t worry about what I just said ok? Listen, the last three guys that all applied for this job didn’t last fucking a week. I am getting sick of always answering calls for this shit. Drop the attitude with the whole application process. Every guy comes in, waving their dick around and acting like a hotshot to get the big paycheck.”

“There is...a big paycheck?” asked Sean, kind of surprised that he was applying for a position where he might not be destitute anymore.

“Of course. Did you not read the listing all the way through? My friend, if you manage to last longer than a week, you are looking at a six figure salary. I mean, that is if you can last though. We had one guy go for a full year but it almost drove him insane.”

Sean was nervous now. What kind of job was this? What was going to be involved?

“Like, what exactly do you guys need me to do? Why is this job so hard? I am not very good at math so, if this is like accounting or something, I can just apply for another job.”

There was a sharp laugh on the line as the receptionist tried to control herself. “Honey, the only math you need to worry about is how fast you will have your clothes subtracted and then you have a dildo added to you, while multiple woman fuck your brains out.”

Sean was totally silent. Did she just say what he thought she said? This had to be some sort of prank. There was no way that anybody would say something so controversial over the phone like this before a job interview.

“Listen lady, I don’t know what your problem is, but I already had my freaking car repossessed because I lost my job. Joking around like this is not appreciated at all. I don’t have to put up with this and I would appreciate if you would stop messing around. Really not funny at all.”

“I can assure you this is no joke. For men that are comfortable with a woman in charge, they stand to make a considerable sum working for Ms. Sloan in particular.”

Sean looked around his apartment and the huge stack of bills that were piling up on his green counter. Water bill, electricity, and garbage had not been paid in several weeks now. All of them were threatening to shut off services if he didn’t come up with something fast. A panic began to run through him when he thought about sitting in the dark with no water and trash piling up outside his door.

He licked his lips and smoothed back his blonde hair. “I can do whatever is needed as long as you guys are paying. She can paddle my ass in the public park for all I care if that is what she is into. Right now, I need money.”

The lights overhead flickered a few times, on and off. Sean jerked his head up and started sweating. How long had it been since the electric was paid? The lady on the other end of the phone cleared her throat and asked for his address.

Sean assumed it was for the application and quickly spouted off his residence address. She told him that a car would be stopping by soon and then set the phone down into the receiver. Sean was sure he had heard her wrong, but there was just a dial tone.

It was at that moment that the lights flickered again and then shut off, along with his home phone.

“Fuck,” groaned Sean. They had really just shut off his electrical. He moved outside and pulled out his cell phone, intent on calling back the law office. Just as he was about to finish putting in the number, he canceled the call. They were just screwing around with him. If he was going to get a good paying job, he was on his own now.

Sitting down on the curb, he started to browse more job listings on his phone. While he was caught up in the job hunt, a black luxury car pulled up, sliding to a stop next to him.

The rear door popped open and Sean looked around before shouting at the driver he didn’t order an Uber.

“Pickup for Sean,” said the driver nonchalantly. “They must really want to hire you because they had me speed over here. They said you were one of the few not scared off entirely by the interview process.”

Sean sunk into the gray leather seats, looking around the nice interior of the luxury car. This was the nicest car he had ever been inside, complete with heated seats, an umbrella holder, and lambskin rugs. It didn’t get much better than this.

With impressive silence, the sleek luxury car weaved through traffic so fast and with so much fluidity, Sean arrived in front of the office of Slade, Whitaker, and Sloan in some sort of record time. He stepped out and felt under dressed. His sweatpants had stains and his top was just a simple white t-shirt.

He pulled open the giant glass door in front of him, stepping out onto green marble that glimmered with the reflections of gold inlays and rich mahogany beams overhead.

“Here to see Ms. Sloan for the interview sir?”

“Uh, yes,” said Sean, still looking around the very expansive building.

“Step into the elevator then. Third floor. You won’t miss her.” The woman behind the desk chuckled when she said that and buzzed Sean through the security door. Bewildered, Sean walked past several guards and rode the shiny elevator to the third floor. Both doors slid open with a whoosh and he stepped out to meet the first of many dominant women that were in charge here.

Ms. Sloan was a knockout. Blonde ringlets curled her shoulder-length hair in a way that framed her smooth face nicely. Thick, black framed glasses seemed to amplify the color of her ice cold blue eyes. Those eyes studied him carefully, as she pressed her pink lips together.

She whistled at him with a smirk and walked toward him, balanced on firm, fit legs that were tan and gorgeous.

“Right this way sir. I will be conducting the interview. My name is Ms. Sloan and we will get this interview underway in just a moment. Go ahead and close the door behind you.”

Sean was quick to obey, eager to please his potential employer. After all, he didn’t even have electricity back at his place or a car. This was his one big shot. At the very least, this would be a great place to get some experience.

Ms. Sloan folded her thin arms in front of her royal blue dress, smoothing out the silk hem as she set down in an expensive looking Aeron chair from Herman Miller. She giggled at how out of place Sean looked in front of her.

“Go ahead honey. Just have a seat. You look so awkward just standing there like that.”

Sean did as he was told and the interview began as Ms. Sloan fixed her glasses and looked over her questions.

“First, do you have any issues with public nudity?”

“What?” said Sean in surprise. Was this actually a job interview or a hidden camera show?

“Do you have issues with being naked in public?”

“Uh, I mean...I guess not. Never really thought about it.”

She nodded and checked a box, moving to the next question.

“Would you be willing to have sex in front of strangers?”

Sean looked around. Maybe he had stepped into the wrong office by accident? This was more like trying out for a porno or something. As he was looking around the sleek and modern office, Ms. Sloan became more impatient and demanded an answer. She stood up, walking around the desk and putting a hand on his shoulder.

“Sex in front of strangers is fine I guess,” said Sean with a stutter that betrayed him.

“This next question is not on the application dear,” said Ms. Sloan with a slight grimace. “Do you always wear such disgusting clothes to interviews? I must admit, it is very odd to see a man dressed in such a slovenly fashion when you already knew that you would be applying for this position.”

Sean tried to explain himself in his own defense, but it seemed the high powered business woman didn’t want excuses. She wanted results. With a dainty hand, she plucked a pair of stainless steel shears from her office supplies and grabbed his thin white shirt with painted red nails.

“Sure you won’t mind if I make some alterations?” she said with a shake of the head as she slid the blades right through his t-shirt and pulled it off him. “Not a bad body,” she said, rubbing her fingers along his chest. “Could use some bulking up to be frank, but when you work for me, I will whip you into shape. Literally.”

Ms. Sloan dug her fingers into his blonde hair and pulled him out of his chair. “Up boy,” she said with a snarl and grabbed his sweatpants, slicing right through the fabric like a knife going through butter. In seconds, he was down to just boxers, his cock slightly visible against his blue underwear.

Sloan reached out and grabbed his cock hard, making Sean twitch in response, surprised that she would be so forward. “Pretty small. I really hope you are more of a grower Sean. I need to see much more out of you if you want this job.”

“What do you mean?” said Sean in a trembling voice. “I thought that I would be an assistant here.”

“Oh you will be my assistant. That includes making copies and getting me coffee. The thing is though, I have other needs as well. I enjoy humiliating men and showing them what it is like to be under the strong thumb of a professional business leader. Why don’t you go ahead and get down on your hands and knees and we can really get this interview started.”

Sean shook a little as he got down onto his knobby knees and palms.

“Not there Sean. Crawl over here for me.”

He did what he was ordered to do, moving in front of an open window that would put his body on full display for anybody that looked over from the skyscraper that stretched out across the divide. There were people out on that roof of the other building, milling around and sipping on cocktails.

“I am sure you noticed that there are people located on the roof of that hotel. In just a moment, I am going to call over to that building to let them know the show is about to start.”

Sean stared at the costly rug, still on all fours as Ms. Sloan picked up the line and advised that she had an applicant that wanted to make a good impression. When she was done the call, she pushed a chair closer to Sean, settling in and propping up her feet on his back, using the man as a footrest.

“It is so good to prop my feet up at times Sean. How do you feel about being on display in front of the people over there at the hotel? Right now, several sets of eyes are watching you with binoculars, enjoying my domination of you.”

“Whatever I need to get the job. My lights got cut off. I really need this.”

Ms. Sloan laughed and dug her heels into his back, enjoying his look of pain as she prodded him with high heels. “You should probably get more skills in life so you don’t have to experience things like this for a paycheck. Next question on my list honey, are you ready?”

“Yes,” he grunted, feeling the pressure of her heels on his weak back.

“Are you comfortable with a woman fucking your ass?”

“What kind of question is that?”

“Answer.”

“I guess. Never tried it before. Doesn’t seem like it would be that bad.”

Ms. Sloan buzzed in a secretary, but Sean could not see the woman’s face from his position on the floor, just her suede, gray, ankle high boots and part of her nice look calves.

“It seems the applicant is fine with anal play. If you would Winter, go ahead and remove his underwear. We want our friends on the other side to get a nice look at this asshole. He said it was virgin, but I am not sure I believe him.”

Sean felt his boxers slip down as the heels dug into his back even more, holding him in place. Someone spit on his ass and he could feel saliva slipping down his ass crack. The spit was warm and actually felt good against his skin. A strange feeling was building up in him, even though he knew so many people were watching his humiliation.

Before Sean could really understand what was going on with his body, fingers began to probe at his ass, tickling his sphincter and stroking over his hairy balls. His cock jerked and began to throb. This was not normal. He should not be turned on by this. His little, pink ass was exposed to probably a dozen people right now.

There was no denying that Sean liked what was happening though as fingers began to run around the rim of his ass before sinking in further, pressing in just an inch at first, and letting it wriggle around like a worm on a hook. Sean gasped and said that he wanted more before he even could stop himself.

Ms. Sloan continued on with the interview and he could feel her feet shifting on his back as she started to spread her legs. He looked over and he could see that her hand was between her thighs. She was enjoying this!

“Are you comfortable with being fucked by multiple women as once?” asked the high powered executive as she masturbated to the sight of Sean getting a small finger in his ass.

“That is fine Ms. Sloan. Whatever you want of me.”

“Great answer,” said Sloan, bringing in several more girls. “Sandy and Marcia are from accounting. If you ladies would, go ahead and get comfortable with Sean here. He is doing a great job of being my bitch, but he has a little trouble admitting he likes the ass play. Go ahead and give him a little encouragement Marcia.

Sean heard someone moving in under him and then somebody above him, straddling his head. Before he could question what was going on, his ears were in between two hot thighs as they held him in place. The finger in his ass went deeper and then a second one was introduced, this one hooking into his anal passage like the letter “C” and pulling on his pink ring.

“He is tight back here,” laughed one of the women as another licked at his cockhead with expert skill. Sean jerked, trying to pull away as he was pleasured orally while two other women began to open up his ass.

“This is crazy,” he declared, firmly held in place by Ms. Sloan who was masturbating while using him as a footstool.

“You want this job? Show me you want this,” ordered Ms. Sloan as she rubbed on her clit like she was about to come at any moment. “My nasty little boy has to earn his orgasm. Get that face on my carpet and stick your ass in the air.”

Sean could only obey, pressing his head to the soft carpet while a soft, leather heel was put on the back of his head, holding him in place as his ass was used further from behind. A tongue licked across his ass and he jumped, his whole body feeling electric as he was used by the most women at a time he ever experienced.

As fingers continued to give him a rectal exam, he felt fingers circle around his dick and start to jerk him off. Ms. Sloan smiled as she continued to balance her feet on his back and rub her extended clit. The fist jerking his cock felt so good, Sean jerked and shuddered, almost falling over.

A hand slapped his ass hard for squirming around and the foot on his head pressed in harder.

“Do not mess up by masturbation session you worm,” demanded Ms. Sloan. Sean settled down and did his best not to jerk about as the warm hand on his cock continued to pleasure him. He was breathing hard into the carpet when his eyes rolled back up into his head and he began to squirt his load all over the carpet like a cow being milked.

Sloan enjoyed seeing the semen squirt out and her fingers worked her clit even faster as she watched everything pouring out with big pumps of the cock that was at her beck and call. Sean finally stopped after thirty seconds of non-stop shooting semen. It had been the best orgasm of his life!

The fingers in his ass pulled back and the foot on his head let him up. Ms. Sloan stared down at him like a predator sizing up prey. “Clean up the mess you made on my rug slut.”

Sean knew exactly what she was talking about and ducked his head low, slurping up his own semen. All the women in the office clapped and cheered as he sucked up his own load. They laughed as his throat worked and the jizz slipped down into his stomach.

It seemed that watching the humiliation got Ms. Sloan excited and she was finally able to reach orgasm, shooting out a solid stream of vaginal liquid right onto the chest of her new hire. She was yelping with pleasure as her g-spot orgasm squirt liquid all over the subservient man in front of her.

“What a good male slut you will make,” said Ms. Sloan, pushing Sean down with a foot as she rose up from her chair. “Looks like you finally got in and passed the interview. I expect you to arrive here tomorrow looking much more presentable. If you ever show up in sweatpants and a disgusting t-shirt again, you can be assured that the fucking you get on my desk will leave you unable to walk straight for a full week.”

Sean assured his new boss and lover that he would keep that in mind and then hurried to try and cover himself with what was left of the clothes on the floor.

“I just told you, do not touch those dirty things. You will walk naked through the hall until you reach wardrobe where you will be outfitted with clothes that do not make me want to vomit.”

Sean stepped into the hall, totally naked and covered in the squirt juice from Sloan. He felt eyes judging him as he walked the halls naked, trying to get over to the room where he would have a new outfit provided.

Each step of the way he felt humiliated. The only thing was, he also was turned on by all of this. It was exciting to be used like a sex toy. As he continued down the hall naked with all eyes on him, Sean felt a boner starting to rise. This was going to be the best job he ever had.

TO BE CONTINUED

Looking for further FemDom stories? Check out Trained by Her. It has a little bit of everything from foot worship to a guy getting pegged in the ass. Domination as its finest for our pussy boy.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B083P416CN/ref=sr_1_2?keywords=trained+by+her&qid=1578594439&sr=8-2

OEBPS/image_rsrc49.jpg
BY MY FEMALE BOSS
Victoria Midnithr





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




