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A quick note of thanks


Chapter 1

Mark Allen Anderson smiled as he walked into Bright International with an outlook nearly as bright as the name on the front of the tall building. And, why not? He’d scored a prime position, Personal Assistant to the one and only Barbara Bright, the big boss lady, as his buddy Brad called her, owner of the multimillion dollar operation that was Bright International. 

She was a looker, too, as far as he could tell from the photos on the company literature, the web site. She’d hired him, sight unseen, on the advice of his previous manager, Brad Riley, a buddy of his.

His best buddy. His only real buddy, actually. But, that didn’t bother Mark. He was much more into quality over quantity, at least when it came to friends. He didn’t need the bogus fake ones. Who did?  

He and Brad had been fast friends since the first day Brad came to work with him and immediately asked for change for the coffee machine. Addict, Mark had thought, digging into his pocket and fishing out some change. But, smiling, he decided he’d give the guy a break. After all, it was his first day at a new job and all. Who would expect to have to pay, in coins, for java? 

Didn’t like every other office in the world have at least a ten dollar Wal-Mart model coffee machine? At the bare minimum, which allowed their grateful employees to partake of that beverage of the gods while at work and therefore retain some shred of sanity by Friday? 

Besides, the guy had just gotten married, just before he’d gotten hired. Mark was glad for him, knowing how expensive weddings could be these days, and so he was even more willing to give the guy a break, and his vending machine snack money for the day. He’d stick with coffee, too. It would be enough to hold him over till lunchtime. 

When they’d gotten their lunch break, Brad had asked him where was a good place to eat, then treated them both to Mark’s favorite sandwich shop across the street. Who didn’t need a friend like that? 

And, they’d been best of friends ever since, although Mark wasn’t quite sure about Brad’s wife, Emily, who seemed just a tad overbearing and made him just a bit nervous whenever he had to go to Brad’s house. He much preferred when Brad came over to his place, but, being an old married man now, he didn’t get much of a chance for socializing, at least outside the bedroom. 

“It’s worth it,” Brad confided, slapping Mark’s back heartily when he complained about his buddy not getting to go out, hit the town, do those things Mark still liked to do, if he could get a friend to come along, do them with him. 

Mark raised an eyebrow at his friend. 

“Don’t worry, it’ll happen for you, too, one of these days. You just wait and see,” Brad told him with a knowing look. 


Chapter 2

Mark had laughed it off, of course, but in his heart he wasn’t nearly as certain as Brad was. 

When the company they’d both worked for went out of business Brad had snagged a job at supersonic speed for the main competitor. Although he’d rooted for Mark, trying his best to get him hired on, too, in the end there’d only been one position open, and of course it was Brad’s. 

Mark didn’t envy his buddy, in fact he was just grateful to have such a good friend as Brad looking out for him. He’d worked as an intern for Miss Bright, and so he knew the right buttons to push to get his friend hired in a tough market. Mark owed Brad one, big time. 

Maybe he’d take his buddy out on a night on the town to say thank you and to celebrate both of their new jobs soon. It was the least he could do, right? 

“You’ll love Barbara,” Brad had said, rather mysteriously, then turned, and, with a wink, he’d exited the room promptly with coffee mug in hand. 

They’d been cleaning out their offices just yesterday, each of them starting their respective new jobs today. Fanciful thoughts of at least a little bit of time off flitted through Mark’s head before going right out the window. He shrugged. At least he’d gotten a job, that was all that mattered, right? And a damn good one, too, if his pay was a reliable indicator.

He’d be making a good ten grand more a year at his new job and he didn’t care if he had to do more work for it. He was a hard worker. He didn’t care if he had to put in more hours, either. He didn’t really have a super exciting social life, anyway, and couldn’t actually remember the last time he’d even gotten laid. Literally. 

He’d gone to the bar with Brad, who else? And they’d ended up with a couple of chicks, back at Brad’s place, and Brad and the hot one, Brad always got the hot one, so Brad and the hot one had taken off to his room, and Mark had ended up awkwardly chatting up the bookish one. She was nice enough but had needed a few additional drinks to loosen her up enough to be any fun at all.

Sadly, Mark had downed a few more with her, just being a sport, you know, and the last thing he remembered was sitting on the couch with her, knee to knee, his belly doing summersaults and when the chick reached out, put a hand on his knee, instead of being happy, he’d only felt ill, like he might throw up. He’d had to fight off the urge to make a mad dash for the bathroom to hurl. 

That never makes a good first impression, does it? 

And then he’d, mercifully, passed out or blacked out, and so he couldn’t be quite sure what else they might have done. He liked to think he might have gotten laid, but, he supposed that was probably all wishful thinking. 

Before that, he’d only gotten laid while he was still with his ex, Teresa, and he still couldn’t remember the last time they’d done it. She’d been giving him the cold shoulder for the last six months at least. Maybe Valentines day? Anyway, it was better not thinking about all that shit in the past, he decided. Especially when he had a bright, literally, new future to look forward to. 

Yeah, Miss Barbara Bright, all long legs and luscious curves, green eyes and wavy bleach blond hair was a looker, all right, and Mark knew he’d have to fight back fantasies of doing naughty things with her, and to her, the whole time he was at work. He was excited to get to work, get to his office, and as he took the elevator, getting off on the top level, where all the upper management offices were located he had to grin. 

He figured that must be why they called them upper management, but when he caught a glance towards the big glass wall that gave a spectacular view of the city below he couldn’t do anything but stare. So this was what it was like to have an office with a view. 

“Hello, Mr. Riley,” the perky redhead at the front desk said, lifting her appointment book, as if she had to look up his name.

Well, Mark supposed it wasn’t like he was really someone around here, just the bosses new assistant, probably a title which meant he’d be her new errand boy, gopher, or lower. Shit, well, even if so, the pay rocked, and he’d deal with it. He’d have to. It wasn’t like there were tons of other companies chasing after his ass. 

He smiled, meeting the redhead’s eyes, then dropping his to check her name badge, Misha, but, on the way there he’d gotten caught up staring at the tops of her creamy white breasts and deep cleavage just showing at the top of her otherwise perfectly professional looking business suit. 

He felt a blush creep into his cheeks, felt the burn, and looked up quickly, just in time to see a gleam in her hazel eyes, see a smirk flit across those glossy peach colored lips. 

Oh shit, what a way to start a new job. 


Chapter 3 

“Good morning, Misha,” Mark stammered, feeling like he’d just started eighth grade, not another new job. 

He wasn’t sure if he should use her first name like that, but, since the name badge didn’t give any other name it was the only option he had, unless he was to just call her Miss, or something totally impersonal like that. Since she wore a badge, he felt safe in making the assumption it was what she wished to be called by her fellow employees. 

New jobs could be difficult, but they’d never been this difficult for him. This one was hard, all right, and, he felt himself stiffen involuntarily, feeling his cock brush the front of his pants, the ones he’d just slid into not too long ago and had bought new for this job. They’d fit fine then, at home, but now, here, in front of Misha’s penetrating stare and her slightly amused smirk, they felt way too tight. 

He was suddenly extremely glad the woman was sitting, and that at her eye level she wouldn’t be likely to notice his obvious discomfort. His obvious pleasure, at being in her graceful and, somehow commanding presence even though she was looking at him rather sternly right now, as if she couldn’t quite make out what to do with him, or figure out exactly what he was doing there at all.

But, she’d known his name, surely she knew, then, why he was there. 

“I’m here to see Miss Bright, actually, I’m here to work for her. I’m her new personal assistant.” He didn’t know why he felt like he had to explain himself, Mark was sure the woman must have been expecting him. 

Still, her gaze didn’t falter one bit, if anything, it became sharper, and he felt like she was staring him down. He lowered his eyes, found an interesting pattern in the carpeting on the floor and was tempted to take his time studying it, if only to get away from her glare. He thought about turning around right then, walking right back out the door, feigning illness, saying he’d gotten the wrong address, anything. 

Of course he couldn’t do any such thing, and would not, even if he could. He needed a job, he had bills that would be coming due soon and a car payment, credit cards, the whole nine yards. And, he didn’t need just any job, he needed this job, and the additional income it would bring, not to mention the prestige associated with being Miss Bright’s assistant. 

And, of course, there was the lovely Miss Bright herself. If she looked anything at all like she did in her pictures, in person, Mark knew he couldn’t walk away from a chance to serve a sexy woman like that. Even if it was simply as an office assistant. After all, any woman who looked like she did, and was in charge of her own corporation like she was would be bound to be hitched to some lucky fuck. Surely she was married, or if not, then she had men much more eligible than him lined up the door. 

Still, Mark couldn’t resist holding out the slightest hope that maybe he was wrong. He’d been wrong before, and if there ever was a thing he’d want to be wrong about it would have to be this. But, of course, even if she did happen, somehow, to be single, and looking, well, what in the world made him think she would ever look his direction? 

Mark sighed, and drug his gaze up from the carpet just in time to see Misha stand, glare pointedly at his painful building crotch and stifle a small giggle behind one pretty white birdlike hand, before letting it perch on his shoulder briefly. 

“Come this way, Sir,” another giggle. What the hell was so damn funny? Mark didn’t know, and right now he didn’t care too much. Her touch on his shoulder, even through his shirt and suit jacket was still terribly arousing, as was her tinkling little girlish laugh. 

The lovely redhead lead the way, letting him have a good gaze at her curvy bottom that stretched the fabric of her clingy little skirt so deliciously taunt across the void between her lovely ass cheeks. The thing was strikingly short, short enough to be considered indecent in most places of business, at least in any where Mark had ever been in before. 

He wanted to reach out, run his hand between those creamy thighs, barely concealed in sheer ivory nylon stockings, reach up, slide a warm hand up in there between her legs, feel her heat, feel if he was having the same effect on her as she was having on him. 

Suddenly, he found himself wondering if her hair, down there, was just as red as the hair on the top of her head. It seemed too red, almost, making him wonder if it came from a bottle, perhaps. Not that it mattered, the look was intense, stunning, and it suited her perfectly.

He licked his lips, thinking how he’d like to slide his tongue up there, too, make her squirm, make her say his name, not just call him Sir, make her scream it, rather. Oh, damn, not a good way to get going on your first day, is it? 

He sighed, soundlessly, not wanting to alert her to his naughty thoughts and naughtier desires, ones he hadn’t even thought through completely yet. But, he would, oh, and would he. He could see that working here he wouldn’t have much choice in the matter. 

Misha jutted her hand out, palm out, and shoved open the door, pointing inside to a large room with the biggest desk Mark had ever seen. Talk about men with size issues, maybe Barbara was a closet lesbo and was making up for not having a dick at all with her big ass desk here. 

He strode in, admiring the finish, the stunning detail, the grain. It wasn’t a cheap block of wood, that was for sure. He’d love to have a desk like that himself someday. He held back a whistle, remembering himself, and his place. Here with the cute receptionist staring at him. 

He tried to meet her eyes, told himself to be brave, maybe she’d warm up to him, someday. Though by the feel of his cock trying to burst right out through his trousers, he wasn’t sure if someday would be soon enough, or if he could wait that long. Right now he didn’t feel like he could stand this sweet torture a second longer. 

He cursed inside his head, berating the jackasses at his former company, running the place into the ground. If it hadn’t been for their ignorance he wouldn’t be in this predicament right now. 

Bastards! 

“Have a seat, please. Miss Bright will be right with you.” 

Mark nodded, absently, then glanced towards the desk, looking for a chair in front of it. Not seeing one he turned, scoured the wall with his gaze, searching for chairs there, and seeing none. 

Well, hell, they surely didn’t want him to sit at the bosses desk, in her chair, or on her massive boat of a desk. 

His gaze flicked to Misha who was peeking through the half closed door, on her way out, paused, studying him like it was another one of her oh-so hilarious jokes. He wanted to kiss that smirk right off those pouty little lips of hers right about then. 

“Where?” 

“Why, on the floor, of course. Where else?”              


Chapter 4

The door shut, and Mark stood there staring, not having a clue what to do. His blood was boiling, rushing to his cheeks, heating his already warm skin even more. 

What the bloody hell? 

They didn’t expect him to sit on the floor, like a dog, did they? That bitch surely had to be kidding, playing a dirty joke on him. Maybe she’d been in line for the job, his job, and had been overlooked, passed over for him, and she thought to embarrass him, disgrace him in front of his new boss when she arrived. Maybe she meant to get him fired. 

He didn’t know what was up her cute little ass, or why she had it in for him, apparently, and so soon, but he wasn’t going to let her succeed. He wasn’t going down without a fight. He’d stand his ground, and, well, he’d just stand right here and wait for Miss Bright, he decided. Particularly since there wasn’t any other alternative.

Sit on the floor, my ass! 

Mark wasn’t having any of that. He stood, loud and proud, soldier straight and waited for his boss. He was damn glad that Misha bitch, whoever she was, wasn’t his boss. It would be bad enough having her around anyway. He hoped he could avoid her as much as humanly possible, otherwise he might end up throttling her, or at least putting her over his knee for a good spanking which she so most obviously deserved. 

Mark’s feet were getting tired standing so long. There was no clock on the wall in the office where he waited, and so he fidgeted until he couldn’t stand it any longer and snuck a look at his wristwatch. It wouldn’t do to be caught looking at his watch, giving the impression that he was bored or impatient or any other such thing when his boss, the real one, walked in, now would it? 

He had all the time in the world, for her. And, he was already getting paid, wasn’t he? And so he stepped side to side, trying to keep from falling asleep as well as keep his feet from falling asleep at a bad time. Was there ever a good time for that? Nope! 

Finally, the door slammed open, and he looked to it, eagerly, only to have his face drop two notches right there. 

It wasn’t her. It was, the bitch. 

Misha walked in like she owned the place, without a perfunctory knock or anything to at least alert him to her sudden entrance.  Well, she certainly didn’t own the place, Miss Bright did, but where the fuck was she? Mark felt disappointment, though he felt silly for feeling it. Hell, he hadn’t even laid eyes on the woman yet. Was it such a big deal?

Still, it would have been considerate had she at least let him know she was going to be late, for whatever reason. If they hadn’t anything for him to do here,  now, hell, he could have used the extra time to sleep. He’d slept poorly the night before, nerves, anticipating the new job, the new boss, the new office, getting used to everyone new, everything new. Who could sleep well in such a situation? 

He’d meant to take a sleeping tablet, but, in his rush trying to decide what to wear, last night, he’d forgotten until it was too late. He sure didn’t need to take one too late and oversleep, not hearing his stupid alarm clock. It just didn’t do to be late to a new job. Tardiness was never a good thing, but if you show up late the first day you perhaps shouldn’t even come in at all. 

But, obviously Miss Bright didn’t subscribe to this same school of thought, and, really, did it matter? He was on her dime here, and he’d wait, happily, all day if he had to. 

He looked up, anticipating the sight of the lovely Blonde that would be in charge of him hereafter behind Misha, but there was no one there. 

Instead, Misha had an armful of fancy, frilly clothes in her hands, thrust the armful out at Mark. 

He just stared at her, dumbfounded, not reaching out to take the stuff, not knowing what to do. It obviously wasn’t for him. 

“I’m not going to hold your things for you here all day,” Misha said, sternly, then, when Mark, his feet still frozen firmly in place, still didn’t make a move, she let the bundle drop, unceremoniously, to the floor. 

“What’s that stuff?” Mark managed, finally. 

“Your uniform, Sir,” Misha said, and this time her giggle was back. 

“That’s no uniform,” he began, scrutinizing the pile of glitzy, shiny fabric, pink, lavender, yellow, peach, for god’s sake. Silk, lace. What the hell was it, all? 

“It’s your uniform,” Misha said. She put parked a hand, fist folded, on each lush hip. 

“And now you’re going to have to pick it all up.” 

Mark rolled his eyes and bent down to grab at some of the stuff. As he did, Misha, quick as she was, slid around behind him, gave his arse a little nudge with the bottom of her pointed heel, sending him, splayed out, right onto the heap of girly clothes. 

“That’s for rolling your eyes at me, Sir,” Misha growled. “Don’t let it happen again.” 

Who the hell was she? Mark grunted, and scrabbled his way up to his feet, about to ask, if he could get his nerve up. Suddenly his throat was dry, and he felt small, like a little school boy who’d been reprimanded by his mother, or maybe the headmistress. 

Oh! 

He snatched up an armload of the offensive fabric and stood, spinning on his heel to face the bitch, tell her what for, but, she was already gone. 

Good thing, too. For her sake… Mark tried to tell himself he’d speak up next time, when she came back, he’d make damn well sure she knew she couldn’t just push him around like that. Like some plaything. Hell, he’d tell her right now, he decided, and he tossed the clothes pile onto the desk and stormed towards the door to catch her. 


Chapter 5

Mark rushed the door, and ran right into Barbara Bright, colliding with a hard thunk, in a heated rush, colliding hard against all that soft, soft bosom. Damn, she was even better looking in person than in her pictures. But, the look on her face wasn’t pretty at all. Her frown and pursed lips made him feel small, small indeed, as if he’d been caught stealing the last cookie from the jar when he was supposed to save it for his sister. 

“Where the hell are you going?” 

Mark just stood there, a deer in the headlights, caught in the glare of her hard gaze. 

“Uh, nowhere, Ma’am,” he faltered, knowing he was turning red, beet red, probably, and helpless to do a thing about it. Even worse, his body was reacting strongly to her strong presence, the memory of the way those soft breasts felt when he’d awkwardly rammed into them unintentionally. He wanted to ram something else into her, hard, right now, and it was standing at attention, ready for sure. 

Fuck! 

Down boy! Dammmn!

Mark couldn’t afford to get himself fired, not on his first day at work, besides, after seeing Miss Bright, feeling her, briefly as it was, he knew one thing for sure. He never wanted to get fired. Ever! 

“It doesn’t look like nowhere, “ the seductress in a suit told him, curling the corners of her ruby painted lips upward into the barest hint of a smile. 

It was a tease, a come to bed look if he ever saw one. Just like the low cut camisole under her sexy fitted suit top. The thing was so low he figured if she bent over those babies would fall right out. 

And, damn, he wanted to be the one there to catch them. He’d fall asleep tonight dreaming of one of her huge, ripe melons in each hand, with a satisfied grin on his face. Don’t squeeze the Charmin, yeah, but these, hell, these babies were made for squeezing, for sucking, for fucking. 

Oh, he could fuck those tits good and proper, just like he’d do the rest of her candy sweet body from the sweet spot between her legs to that tight little hole on her backside. Oh, and those lips, imagining those wrapped around his cock had him painfully hard, and needing release so badly he wanted to scream. 

But, he’d rather scream as he fucked her on that big desk, shooting his load right up into her. 

Unfortunately, all he was doing was standing there, staring, with, probably a big, dopy grin on his face, and his imagination going wild, along with other, more solid, parts. 

Hell, she probably thought him daft. 

Shit! Pull it together, dude, before you do end up in the unemployment line!

Then, she touched him, resting one lily white hand on the front of his trousers, making him almost cum right then and there, shoot his load right in his pants. 

Fuck! Oh, please fuck me, Miss! 

His mind, and his body begged for it, begged for her, and he involuntarily leaned into her touch, rubbing himself against her touch, and he saw the glint in her eyes, her lips curve prettily as her smile gleamed white and he wanted to crush his lips to that hot mouth, cram his cock into her as he did it… 

And then, instead of stroking him, as he’d hoped, employee harassment cases aside, hell he didn’t care, she could harass him anytime, anyplace, anyhow. And he’d love it. Hell, yeah! But, no, instead of a stroke as she’d started to do, her hand caught, his massive erection, through the fabric, squeezed hard, so hard he couldn’t help but cry out. 

“Oh!, “ he yelped, trying to jump back, but she had a firm hold on him.

Catch a tiger by the toe, he thought, wildly, but, damn, she’d caught him by a lot more than the toe… 

“Why are you leaving me, already?” she growled, sounding just like a tigress. 

Thank God she hadn’t used those claws on him, dug them in, as he was just noticing she sure had them. Manicured up all pretty, but, now he realized they could be a pretty weapon, and a pretty dangerous one, at that, if she chose to use them. He wouldn’t give her a reason to, that’s for sure. He was kind of partial to all his parts, especially the ones she held so tightly in her hand right now. 

He shook his head as his eyes watered. “I… I wasn’t, please.. you’re hurting me.” 

She backed off, let up the pressure just a bit. “Don’t you like that?” 

Well, he hadn’t thought if it, really, but, it had made his cock even harder, and he felt a tingle down his spine at her touch. And, if she let go, completely, stopped touching him, he knew, without a doubt, he’d want her hands on him again. 

If she could just be a little, ok, a lot, more gentle. That would be heaven. 

Then, she did let go, and the loss of her touch let blood come back to places that had been cut off from circulation, and he throbbed where her hand had been, throbbed for her… 

She turned then, glared at the pile of clothes on the desk, flashed an angry look back at him and tapped her foot, staring at him. 

“Why aren’t you dressed?” she said, frowning. 

“I see Miss Misha brought you the selections I’d chosen for you for today. “ 

She turned, grabbed him by a handful of hair, yanked him by it so he had no choice but to gawk at the frilly pile of sparkly shit on the desk. 

“I don’t know why she brought that,” Mark stammered.

“It can’t be for me.” 

His sexy as hell new boss laughed, low in her throat, a dangerous sound, and Mark found himself cowering just a little, trying to back away, though she still held him fast by a handful of his locks. He couldn’t really go anywhere, and, damn, the smell of her body, her hint of perfume, not overpowering, thank goodness, but light, sexy, musky, barely covering her natural sexy scent. A bitch in heat. 

For him? God he hoped so! 

The woman jerked his head around, forced him to face her, and gazed into his eyes, unwavering. 

“Put. It. On. Now.”

She enunciated each word a separate sentence, and, as he looked at the pile, he knew he had a choice to make, a decision. One that would affect his job, his career, his life maybe. And, damn, he wasn’t ready for something like this. But, he didn’t seem to have a choice, now, did he? 

Put on some frumpy girly shit, which she wanted him to wear, for some damn reason or other, or say sianara sucker, and walk his happy ass right back the fuck out that front door. Assuming, now that he thought of it, that she’d let him. He’d have to get through both her and that Misha bitch who he was certain was probably out there on the prowl. 

He was a man, for God’s sake, though, and he could take either one of them, both of them, if they tried to force him to stay, to do something he didn’t want… but, damn, what exactly did he want? And, what exactly did she want?  


Chapter 6

“Mr. Anderson, do you want this job, or not? Mr. Riley assured me you’d be the perfect candidate, for me, and now, I see you haven’t even followed the most simple, most implicit instructions given to you on my behalf by my lovely assistant, Misha.” 

Oh, Mark had to admit, Misha was stunning, but she was also a pain in his ass, and she was nowhere as stunning as Miss Bright herself. 

Still, Mark felt chided, didn’t know what to do. He’d always been a good boy, wasn’t used to being scolded or, worse, punished. 

Was that it, were these silly clothes a punishment, for something? But, what? He hadn’t done anything wrong, yet, at least he hadn’t when he’d walked in today. 

He lowered his gaze, stared at the sight of Miss Bright’s tantalizing peekaboo toes sticking out of the black patent leather stilettos that she somehow made business appropriate, although he thought they’d look a lot better in bed, his, and on her feet wrapped firmly around his hips, or maybe thrown over his shoulders. 

He’d spread her wide, eat a good lunch, then fuck her senseless until she was begging him for more, not the other way around which was what it felt like he’d be doing now. If she’d let him. Did he want to? Hell, he’d do anything to have that luscious body against his again, even if he had to “accidentally” run into her again… 

Miss Bright caught his chin in her hand, forced Mark’s eyes up, stared him down. “The answer’s not on the floor,” she told him firmly, squeezing her fingers tight under his chin.

He was just glad it was his chin this time and not his cock or his sack. Geez, he wanted to rub there now, the pain had faded, but, the memory lingered of what she could do with him down there if she wanted to. And, he could only imagine all the other sweet, delightful things she might do down there if he pleased her. 

“Yes, Miss Bright, I really do.” 

Her squeeze became a stroke, her glare a look of sheer delight. 

“Ah,“ she breathed, letting her pent up breath out in a whoosh. Her breath was hot, moist, and cinnamon scented like she’d been eating Red Hots, or maybe some other yummy candy. He imagined tasting that taste on her plump lips, teasing them open, working his tongue in there, exploring her mouth with all its flavors, textures, cool, hard teeth, dexterous tongue, plying it with his own, dancing partners in her mouth as their bodies danced in the bed, or on the desk, or on the freaking floor. 

Anywhere. Right now, Mark didn’t give a damn where he danced with his new boss, just that they would. They had to. He needed her, badly, and his body wasn’t going to take “no” for an answer anymore than she was likely to take it from him. It was all good.

There was no way in hell he was ever going to tell her “no” anyway. He wasn’t sure he physically could, at this point, and even if his mouth cooperated, he was damn well sure his body wouldn’t. 

“That’s a good boy,” she murmured. 

“A very good boy.”

And then she leaned in, covered his mouth with hers, and he was in heaven at her rough taking of his mouth, his lips, his tongue, shoving his lips aside, open with her tongue, forcing herself in him, and he let her. Tasting heaven in his mouth, feeling it grow hot and hard in his loins. Desire like he’d never known. Desires that he knew only she could fulfill, and, somehow he knew she would fulfill them, all of them, one by one, or maybe a lot at once, who knew? All he knew or cared about was that he make her his, now. 

She pulled away, finally, and Mark felt like he was going to explode, felt he had to go after her, followed her with his wanting lips, wanting to kiss, to caress to take her, but she stuck her hands out, flat palms up, pushed him back. 

“Ah, ah,” she smiled, wagging her finger, then pointing to the clothes piled on top of the desk. 

“No more until you’ve done what you were told to do.” 


Chapter 7

She was, apparently, set on making him hers, instead of the other way around, and Mark shrugged, not caring as long as it meant he could have her. Besides, no one would see him here in her office except her, right? And if he had to put some silly outfit on to get her out of her outfit, by golly he’d do it. 

And he’d be glad to. 

Determined, he strode toward the desk, grabbing a handful of the filmy fabric and his smile faltered as he held it up, getting a better look and a better handle on the situation. 

Gauzy, flimsy, see through pastel colored shit. What the hell? Even chicks didn’t wear stuff like this, outside the bedroom, he thought, balking in his head, even as his hands let go, dropping the stuff back onto the desk like it was a hot potato. 

He shook his head. “I can’t wear that, it’s girly stuff,” he began. 

“I’ll wear anything, for you,” he began. 

“A G-string, a doctor mask, a kilt, for God’s sake, any kind of outfit you like.” He wasn’t sure what kinks she might have, but he didn’t care. He could do it. 

He was pretty much a vanilla guy at heart, but he was a vanilla guy who wanted to please her. Needed to please her. Right now, his whole world revolved around that, and, really, if he was going to succeed at this job, now that he was starting to learn what all it might entail, he knew he’d have to please her. 

With a laugh, the woman strode to the pile, dug around, plucked out a pink and white striped G-string and dangled it before his astonished eyes. 

“None of those other things are my thing, and so they won’t be yours either.” Her voice was determined, sure of herself, as if she didn’t tolerate or expect any dissention. 

Then she batted her dark, heavy lashes and made his cock jump at the gesture. Her looking up at him like that, like she’d do in bed, underneath him, trapped by his sweaty body, loving every minute of it… 

Yeah, right, in his dreams. 

He was pretty sure it’d be her having her way with him, and he supposed that wouldn’t be such a bad thing. How bad could it be? As long as cock A fit into slit B, just as often as possible who was he to complain how it got there? 

She tossed the teensy bit of underwear at him, girls stuff. 

“Put it on,” she demanded, “and don’t you dare let it touch the ground.” 

He reached out, snatched it out of the air, finding a deep satisfaction in the pleased look she gave him. 

Staring at it, though, he wondered how in the hell he was ever going to get that triangle of shit to cover his cock which was now bigger than he’d ever known it to be, because of her. Shit, well, he’d try, if it didn’t cover all of him, well, she could always put the rest into that pretty mouth of hers. 

On that thought, Mark found himself smiling as his hands found the button to his trousers, unfastening them, let them fall to the ground at his feet, reached down and stepped out of them, not as  gracefully as a stripper, but not too klutzy, either, in his humble opinion. He was pleased, and the cold air startled him awake, making every nerve ending on his overheated overexcited body stand up. 

But, when he bent down, stepped into the circle and pulled the tiny triangle of fabric over his cock, trying unsuccessfully to tuck it all in, and yanking the dental floss like back of the thing up his crack his smile faltered. 

“Oh, don’t you look pretty in those?” 

His boss smiled, stroking his raging hard on with her hands, taking him there in both hands, stroking him, rubbing her thumb over the head, feeling his moisture there, about to burst because of her, dammit. 

And, he had to admit, the feel of the stuff on his hot, taunt flesh was silky, cool, comforting, and so very different from the cotton boxer briefs he’d just discarded along with his pants. 

She stalked forward, pressing her curvy body against his hard chest, shoving her mound against his hard cock, rubbing against him like a bitch in heat. If she’d been naked he knew she’d be leaving him wet, from her pussy juices, too. He knew she must be dripping down there as excited as she was now, seeing him in such a skimpy little thing. 

Shit, if he’d known this shit was gonna have this effect on her, hell, Mark would have worn the things in the first place, and nothing else. Well, maybe he wouldn’t have walked into the building like that, but he’d definitely had worn some kinky shit like that underneath, prepared to strip down for her at the first opportunity. 

Then again, he hadn’t known, and, seriously, had anyone told him beforehand that he’d be wearing women’s underwear before lunchtime he might have just passed, kept looking for another job

But,  now that Mark had seen Miss Barbara Bright, and touched the goddess with his own two hands, well, been touched by her… he couldn’t imagine anything else. 


Chapter 8

The big, bad bossy boss lady snuck both hands around his waist and surprised Mark by grabbing one of his taunt ass cheeks in each of her manicured hands, giving him a squeeze hard enough to make him yelp, feeling those nails was such a turn on, but, daamn they hurt, kind of, too. He didn’t yelp, though, because he didn’t want to bring her displeasure upon himself, especially since she was in such a good mood now. Oh, if only she’d let him fuck her. 

She snuck a finger further behind him, releasing one of his buttocks to glide it towards his hole, shoving aside the string there, the dental floss stuff, and pressing a finger against his entrance. Oh, damn, thank god she didn’t have dragon nails on that finger. Had she left it short, bare and blunt for a reason, for just this reason?

Mark didn’t care to think about that too much, didn’t care to think about anything else right now except how he wanted that probing, pressing finger to go further, press deep inside him, take him, explore him, make him hers as he’d never belonged to anyone else before. He spread his stance wider, spreading his cheeks for her, leaning back into her touch, wanting her. 

“Oh, you want that, do you?” 

She smirked, smiling, trailing kisses along his jaw, finding his tender earlobe, suckling on it, biting down sharply then in the next instant sliding her wet tongue inside his ear, making him want to shriek again, and this time, but he didn’t , wouldn’t. But there was no way he could hold back the low moan that escaped his lips. 

She pulled back, then, studying his face, with one eyebrow arching. 

“I didn’t hear you?” 

“Oh, yeah,” Mark murmured, bowing his head, making for her neck, to kiss, to nuzzle, maybe to  nibble back, too. 

Startled by a sudden sharp smack on his ass, Mark looked up, found his boss staring at him, staring him down. 

“When I address you, you will answer me,” she said, a little haughtily, but, what the hell, she was the boss, right? 

And, after all, he was just a mere employee, bottom of the totem pole, actually, hell it was his first day. What did he care if she had an attitude that could get hot at times? Her body was hotter and she made him melt. He could endure it, for her, he could endure anything.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Mark said, grinning up at her, shyly. 

“Yes, Mistress,” she said, not breaking eye contact. 

“Yes, Mistress,” Mark agreed, with a lowered gaze and, just like that, he had a Mistress in his life, as well as a  new boss. Wasn’t it funny how life threw you these crazy little curve balls? He was just glad as hell that he’d caught this one, and his arms around her gripped tighter, holding his prize. 

As if sensing his possessiveness, the object of his desires backed away. 

“Not so fast, Romeo,” she grinned. 

“You belong to me, not the other way around. And, I don’t give you anything that you haven’t earned. “ 

She reached out, grabbed both Mark’s stunned hands, caught them, brought them to her massive bosom, jiggly tits heaving and dancing with each of her deep breaths. 

“You want these?” Mark, unashamed, nodded. He was too stunned and his mouth was too dry. He couldn’t have answered if he’d had to.

Then she took one hand, lowered it, placed it on her mound, and he felt like his hand would melt off from the sheer heat of her down there, even through the thin fabric covering her. 

“You want this?” 

Oh, God, yes he did. He wondered what, if anything, she was wearing underneath that short, short skirt.  Inquiring minds want to know, and so did Mark. But, would she let him? She had to, didn’t she? Now that she’d gotten him into this ridiculous outfit and gotten him all worked up. 

She just had to. 


Chapter 9

Her voice lowered, and his Mistress pulled away again, pointed to the pile on her desk. 

“Then finish getting dressed.” 

Aww, Mark had been hoping they were about to get more undressed, especially her, but who was he to complain? 

He sighed, and straightened, making his way to the desk, only to receive another hard smack on his ass. 

“Don’t you sigh at me, or roll your eyes, or do anything but my will, happily, if you want to enjoy this job,” the lovely blonde said. 

Suddenly Mark realized that this job maybe didn’t have to be this much fun. It could be a lot less fun, and he realized he’d better stay on her good side. 

“Yes, Maa…Mistress,” he said, almost fucking it up again. Almost fucking it up because he wanted to earn another hard smack on the ass, like that last one that had had his cock bouncing up regardless of the stinging on his backside, responding like a magnet to her touch, begging to be buried in her deep magnetic core. 

He gingerly picked through the outfits, a slinky skirt, a long dress, a frilly white apron, he didn’t know what all was there, only that none of it was his style, not at all. 

Without sighing, he turned to face her, a benevolent smile on his face. 

“Which one, Mistress?” 

She smiled back, reaching up and giving him a little pat on the head like he was a dog or something. 

“Good boy,” she murmured, then, crooking a finger, she beckoned him to her, and he went, moving his face towards her. 

He’d hoped for her heated kiss, those lips on his again, but they just pecked a cheek this time. 

“Good boy,” she told him again, and then turned her gaze to the pile, rifling through it with her long, fingers, and, as he watched, he did notice her index finger, on which the nail had been left short, though still painted just as prettily. That was the one she’d been fingering his asshole with, he mused, feeling excited again at the thought. At remembering the feel of it, and his own longing for it inside him. 

Oh, damn, not only was she turning him into a sissy, making him wear these panties and who knew what else, now he was starting to feel like one himself, wanting sissy, girly things. What was next? He’d be begging her to finger fuck him, instead of what? Pay? Ha. Well, maybe… Shit, he wasn’t sure he liked these new turns of events very well, but, his cock, which was peeking out the side of the barely there underwear sure did. 

Traitor, he thought, and turned his attention back to the woman who’d become his Mistress… his new boss. 

With one hand saucily on her hip she grabbed a teal sparkly thing with the other hand, beaming a wide grin at him as she flung it in his direction. 

“This will look pretty on you,“ she said, smiling, and her eyes were determined. She wasn’t going to take “no” for an answer.

Mark grabbed the thing, couldn’t even tell what the hell it was, but nodded, fiddling with it trying to figure out what it was, how it went on. Finally he found a long armhole, no, leg hole… pants? It was some sheer kind of pants… and so he shrugged, stepping up and lifting a leg to slip his foot into it. 

“Wait,” his Mistress called, startling him with a hand on his chest. 

“You can’t wear that with those,” her hand pointed to his crotch, to the G-string. And then she stroked him there, making him come up out of it anyway, rubbing his cock and making him moan as he rutted into her hand a quick stroke, two, imagining himself rutting into her… 

“Down boy,” she grinned, and gave him a light smack on his rigid cock, one that did nothing to dissuade it. 

She snapped her fingers in front of his face, pointed to the floor, then smiled as Mark hooked his fingers under the sides of the G-string, lowered it, kicking it off. 

“That’s better,” his Mistress smiled. 

Then her breath caught, seeing him all bare naked like that, and she smiled big. 

“Oh, you are a handsome one,” she remarked. “And, so big,” 

She pulled him close, stroking his head, making his cock dance in her hands. 

“And all mine.” 

With her other hand, she held up the sheer teal stuff. “Now be a good boy and put your clothes on.” 

And, Mark, ever the good boy, and the good boy, and now, apparently, the good servant, slipped the pants on, wrapping the other piece of the outfit, a belly baring bit of nothing that showed his shoulders off too, he realized, with a grimace. 

But, then he looked up, saw the look of delight on his Mistress’s face and it was all worth it. 

“Oh, what a pretty little sissy boy you are, “ she crooned, petting him, stroking his shoulder, his arm, down his leg, coming around, stroking his crotch through the see through thin bit of material. 

“Oh yes, that color is perfect on you,” she said, smiling.

“I knew it would be.“ 

Her hand went to caress his face. “With the color of your eyes, it’s just perfect. Just adorable. Like you.“ 

She wrapped an arm around him, let him to the door, and he balked. 

What? 

They were not going outside, not with him dressed like… this! And, especially not with that bitch hovering outside, somewhere, to smirk and smile her dumb smile, to laugh at him. Whatever she might do… 

Oh, not just no, but, hell no!


Chapter 10

A hard smack on his almost bare rump got Mark moving again, against his will, towards the door to the hallway. 

“Don’t be obstinate, boy,” his Mistress warned, as he gazed back, pleading with her with his eyes. 

“I want to show you how good that looks on you,” she smiled, prodding him on with a firm hand on his ass. He shoved open the door, looked both ways, and, thankfully, didn’t see anyone else either way. 

Mark felt a light tap on his left ass cheek, supposed that meant he should turn left, like a horse or something and did so, feeling a little rub there, his Mistress’s pleasure. 

She pointed down the hallway, towards the front door where there was a long mirror on the wall, which, somehow, in his excitement at getting here he must have overlooked. Now he sauntered up to it, feeling silly beyond belief, and opened wide eyes when he caught the reflection that must be his looking back at him. 

He looked like a freaking belly dancer or something, something fresh off of I dream of Jeanie, an extra, maybe or maybe Princess Jasmine from Aladdin. 

He blinked, then felt his eyes begin to water. 

Fuck!

He looked like a goddamn nightmare and, shit, now he was going to lose it all and start crying like a sissy baby. That was all he needed to top everything off, especially with his sappy, sissy ass new look. 

But, then his Mistress’s arms slid around his waist grabbing him tight from behind, grinding into his ass with that hot, insistent pussy of hers, obviously wanting him as much as he wanted her… and, shit, well if he had to wear this in order to make her hot, make her want him, was it really that bad? 

He looked again, shell shocked still, then his eyes flitted away quickly. 

Ok, maybe not so bad as long as he doesn’t have to see it himself. 

Ha, he never had been the type to want the lights out for sex, but he wondered if he just might have to start making that request now. Ha, like his Mistress was likely to grant that wish. He wouldn’t push it and ask. 

Hell, she’d probably punish him for even asking, for even thinking such a thing by redoing all the walls in wall to wall mirror in her bedroom. Hell, she might already have wall to wall mirror, he wouldn’t know, didn’t know. 

But, suddenly, feeling her firm grip on him, her hot desire and his rock hard reaction he knew he wanted to see it, wanted to be in it, with her, whatever the cost. 

“We have got to show Misha how good that looks on you, “ his Mistress was saying, and, with that, just like that, she grabbed his hand, was leading him towards the front desk, where a smug looking Misha sat. 

As they approached a small frown came to her face. What? Mark hadn’t done anything to her. What could she possibly be frowning at him about? 

“Ok, you’re right,” the redhead began, deferring to his Mistress. 

“It does look perfect on him.” 

Miss Bright smiled brightly at Misha, nodding. 

“I knew it.” 

She poked Mark in the ribs, making him giggle, and he found he sounded like a freaking girl in that get up, hell, he meant to chuckle all manly like, but, he just couldn’t do it wearing this shit. This was turning out to be some job, after all. 

“She said pink was your color,” Barbara smiled, and then shook her head. 

“As if,” she grinned, patting a stray strand of hair down off of Mark’s face. 

“We’ll have to let your hair grow,” she commented. 

“But, until then, you can always wear a wig. Wigs can be fun, too. “ 

Mark shrugged. “Whatever you want, Mistress. “ 

Suddenly, Misha burst into laughter, barely trying to conceal it behind her hands. 

“I never thought you’d have him whipped so quickly,” Misha grinned. 

“He seemed more of a man, than that,” she finished, and, with a shrug, turned back to her paperwork. 

Mark wanted to leap across the desk, throttle her, then, making comments about his manhood, at a time like this, but then he found himself laughing, too, despite himself. 

“Well, I had a little convincing from the right woman, that’s all…” 

And his Mistress was stroking his back then, whispering into his ear. 

“Let’s go back to my office, shall we?” 

She stroked his cock through the thin fabric, squeezed. 

“Maybe you can show me what this thing is for,” she grinned, and led him back. 

There was no place to do it but on the desk, and Mark thought of throwing her on it, mounting her and fucking away, but then he wondered if the desk would hold up. Right now he felt fierce as a stallion in heat. 


Chapter 11

But Miss Bright didn’t get up on the desk; instead she perched on the edge, slid back, grabbing Mark’s shoulders and shoving him down roughly. 

She spread her legs wide, and he could see she wasn’t wearing anything under that sexy little skirt of hers, and, furthermore, that her stockings were those thigh high things, held up with sexy ass garters. 

She’d shaved her pussy smooth as silk and it glistened, dew like, with her dampness. For him? Hell yes, for him. Because he was wearing this silly getup? Maybe? Partly? Well, who freaking cared? 

Right now he was getting his lunch break, early, and he had every intention of taking what he wanted, taking what she offered, finally, now that he felt like a blooming idiot and like one of the Disney Princesses to boot, but by God, he could still get a freaking hard on looking at that sweetness, and his cock stood at attention, tenting out, poofing up his front of his pants like a goddamn skirt. 

That’s what she’d have him wearing next, he thought, then, as he lowered his mouth, tasted heaven, felt it in his ears as her moans and squeals rang loud through the room, he realized he didn’t care. Hell, he did look pretty. Pretty as fuck. 

And right now, this pretty sissy boy fuck was going to pound this sweet pussy into oblivion. 

But, he didn’t want to risk her wrath, and his eyes looked up, met hers, as his mouth, wet with her juices, implored her. 

“Can I… fuck you? Please?” 

She didn’t reply, just dropped her gaze from the ceiling to his face, staring. 

He didn’t know what to say. 

“Now?” 

Her lips formed a tiny frown, a worried line across her forehead. 

Oh fuck, was he a damn idiot or what? 

“Please, Mistress,” he added quickly, before she changed her mind. 

“That’s better,” she smiled, stroking his head, grabbing his arms, holding him tight and pulling him up. She spread herself open wider and pulled him to the edge with her, spreading her lips, opening her tight pink little hole right up so wide for him, but, still, it was so freaking small, so tight, and so damn wet. 

He started to pull the gauzy pants down, and Barbara pushed his hands away, fiddling at his crotch herself, finding a hidden flap, opening it, letting his cock free… free to fuck her. 

He let the tip rest rigid at her entrance, swollen so big, and so dripping with precum, he felt her moan and pull him in, moaning himself as he slipped inside that tight hole, heaven, never wanting to come out again. 

Then he was sliding it all the way in, with one huge thrust as his body took over, took what he wanted , took what it wanted, which was her, this, now, all of it, all of her. She’d gotten what she wanted; now it was his turn. She didn’t shy away, she moaned her pleasure and panted, grunting as the pretty sissy boy she’d created fucked her good and proper and finally, without a second’s hesitation came to a shuddering finish slamming hard into her.

He slammed his cock deep all the way, in, as he let loose with a huge jet of sperm, filling her, washing her insides with it, with his seed, smirking , smiling, seeing it come oozing out when he took his cock out, knowing that at that moment she was his, all his, just as much as he was hers. 

Like it, or lump it, he was Barbara Bright’s new sissy office boy, and, right now, he found he was loving it. There couldn’t have been a more perfect job out there for him. 
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