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MY FIRST DAY AS MY BOSS' FEMINIZED ASSISTANT

"This is what you're going to wear now," my new boss, Helena, told me as she held up a sheer black negligee with frilly white ruffles along the bottom. The fabric shook with her petite arm like little waves and it made me think about how I was going to look in such an outfit. I felt ridiculous, but Orders were Orders, after all. I was self-conscious, sure, but mostly I was scared that I was going to like wearing it. 




To think this all started with an ad on Craigslist.




Not one of those that offer ridiculously unfair trades, or the ones ran by bots, or even the deviously seductive no strings attached offers by gorgeous women looking to have a good time, no. This started with what seemed like a simple enough posting for an open administrative assistant position at a non-profit agency downtown. I sent in my resume, heard back the same day, and met directly for an interview the following day. The interview went well, if not a little odd as when I arrived at the office the whole place seemed dead. The renovated warehouse it was in was decorated and designed beautifully, there just wasn’t anyone in it. Helena was the only person in the office other than myself, and as she later explained to me during the interview, she was the only employee–founder and CEO and director and janitor, etc. This was a labor of love for her, as she had more money than she knew what to do with so she spent her days giving back to the community through her work. I thought working for a non-profit normally meant my wage would be a pittance, but she assured me she paid really well, as she wanted to keep the best talent. And from what she saw, she told me, I was Grade-A fantastic talent. Flattered, I accepted the position on the spot, despite the fact that an administrative assistant was a position far out of my comfort zone.




I had no idea how far out of my comfort zone this job would end up taking me.




“Well?” she asked, shaking the nightwear some more. Annoyed curiosity sparked across the sharp lines of her face from beneath her stark black, shoulder-length hair.




I walked up to her meekly and took the sleepwear, then turned towards the bathroom to put it on.




“Nuh-uh." 




"Yes, Mistress?" I asked.




"You're going to stay here and change in front of me. Do you understand, Pet?" The cold words made icicles drip off her tongue. I suddenly felt stuck underneath her thumb.




"I understand, Mistress."




"Good." Her face was impassive. "Go on then."




I lifted my shirt above my head and dropped it to the floor. In the mirror behind Helena I saw myself lift it off, muscles flexing like I was at a body-builder competition. I had worked hard for this body through hours of practice every day, from swimming to cycling to football to weight training. I looked every part the athlete: remnants of my time in college. I've been used to wearing tight clothing to show off my body but what Helena ordered me to do was different enough to send the pit of my stomach into a free fall. Wear women’s clothing? And lingerie at that? Yeesh.




The job posting hadn't mentioned anything about Helena requiring a man who was in good shape to take the position–some sort of legality and discrimination issues, I'm sure–but she sure as hell made that clear when we met. Her lips curled into a smirk as she looked over my body closely for the first time. "I think you are exactly what I'm looking for.” For a naive second I thought she meant because of my qualifications, but as I came to find out shortly thereafter it was nearly alllll about my body. She wanted an All-American, athletic man to turn into a feminized little sissy for her own amusement and pleasure. At least you can say I knew what I was getting myself into.




I looked to her to find her hawkish green eyes flared wide almost as if she was devouring every inch of me through sight alone. My heart fluttered.




"Carry on." She flicked her hand in my direction.




I swallowed hard. It seemed as soon as I swallowed an excess of saliva another batch cropped up even bigger than the last. I decided to deal with the permanently wet mouth. My clammy hands found the waistband of my slacks, clutching the black fabric with an intense grip and a whole lotta hope that I wasn't making a mistake. I stripped them down to my ankles, surprising Helena with what came next.




She dropped the stoic, placid, and unflinching front for a split second as my cock waved. As soon as her wall disappeared, however, it returned; her composure surefooted and stable. 




"Decided to go commando today, I see?" She raised an eyebrow. “And on your first day at work and everything?”




"Yes, Mistress. When it's hot outside I like to keep my boys free. Helps when it's a little breezy."




"Of course." She rapped her fingertips along her cheek as if it was a piano. Helena closed the distance between us, circling as she came nearer. For several long moments she didn't say anything at all, just traced her hands along my naked body, pinching and squeezing and scratching whatever she pleased. Her scent filled my nostrils, perfume that smelled of cotton and flowers and spring floating into my nose. I flinched and bit my cheek as her fingernails dug deep into the muscle around my shoulder blades, drawing thin droplets of blood out into the open air. I knew I was in over my head but I suppressed the pain reaction as best as I could. I had a feeling she wouldn't be very forgiving if I showed a weakness. 




A shrill giggle, more wicked amusement than innocence, filled my ears. "What a strong man you are, Jason. I'm going to thoroughly enjoy testing your limits." She trailed her nails down along both sides of my spine, stopping once she reached my firm glutes to squeeze them tightly in her grasp. More nails, only this time not as deep. A tingling, warm remnant of pain throbbed at my cheeks. I still held the negligee.




"One more thing before you put on your new work outfit..." Helena circled back around to my front, lightly dragging her hands across my hips until they teased the middle of my trimmed happy trail that led up from my cock to my taut stomach. A shiver ran up my front until gooseflesh broke out. Her fingers ran in circles amidst the soft flesh, dipping down farther and farther but always avoiding touching my burgeoning growth. Her touch went from just above my base, to the sides, to the inside of my thighs, never coming closer than an inch away from my member or balls. The teasing created a pull inside of me, originating from my cock, that craved to feel her slide over just a bit more to finally touch me where I wanted it the most. 




That touch would have to wait.




Her fingers at my belly button, she pulled back, taking several slow steps backwards while never taking her eyes off of me.




“If you’re going to be the feminized little sissy I want you’re gonna have to be hairless down here, Pet. I like my boys shaved.”




“Yes, Mistress.”




Her eyes narrowed like a hawk hunting for prey. "Put it on. Now."




I nodded, leaving my shorts on the floor as I walked out of them. I held the negligee out at arm's length. The piece looked foreign to me. Memories flooded back into my head of being a child and coming across the Victoria's Secret catalog my sister received, flipping through the pages and gaping at all of the drop-dead gorgeous models. More than that however, I remembered a long since buried thought: the tingling that came out of my groin whenever looking at the catalogs, thinking closely about the clothing and what they would feel like in my hands or on my body. Those memories laid dormant for years, but now I recalled the fantasies. I’d imagine I was wearing one of the sexy pieces, reveling in every smooth and sensual touch as the fabric fell upon my skin. The models all looked so beautiful and radiant wearing the nighties, perhaps I could feel the same glowing goodness if I were to put one on...




I snapped back to reality in an instant. Helena's foot tapped impatiently along the hardwood floor. "Do it, Pet. You have work to do." Her black hair reflected the yellow sunlight that came through the window, giving her a holy aura. If she stripped down this moment, I thought, she'd look like one of those Victoria Secret models I fantasized about growing up.




12-year old Jason wouldn't believe this...




With slightly trembling hands I took the negligee and put it on, letting the delicate texture of the fabric tease my hardened muscles like it was a ticklish feather. Tight at the shoulders but loose at the bottom, the negligee felt almost like a dress. A foreign sensation of feeling just right took over me in a swell. 




This feels good. Surprisingly good. But I bet I look silly, I thought, suddenly remembering there was a mirror right behind my boss. Helena watched me closely, appraising the fit of the outfit she chose.




"This is... acceptable." She nodded once with her chin pointed towards me. "You look like a natural. Are you sure you haven't worn one of these before?" Her palm touched my stomach through the sheer negligee, rising upward to rest at my pecs. Her breath smelled of cinnamon and cloves. 




"I'm sure, Mistress." I held off divulging my secret for now. I didn't want to tell too much about myself and have her lose interest. The money was good on its own, but dressing like a femmy slut was like a receiving a bonus check every day of the week. 




Though I quickly took to wearing the nightie, I forced myself not to think about what it would be like if someone else came into the office to see me sitting behind the desk, decked out in full lingerie and make-up. The future embarrassment turned my face red.




"Hm." She frowned with her eyes drawn down towards my cock. "I can see you're liking this though, aren't you?" Her eyes bulged along with my growth, the free-hanging stiffness turning harder and harder as the lingerie massaged like soft hands. "Now, now, now... What to do? Should we leave you bare or make you wear panties to cover this thing up?" She reached out and grabbed my stiffness by the tip. My breath caught in my throat, sharp and short. I said nothing save for a low moan as she guided my length side-to-side with a wavering hand. Her grin spread as my knees buckled from the sudden, unexpected pleasure that shot from the tip of my cock to the base. She let go, leaving my stiffness raging and poking  outward like the tip of a tent. 




"I leave that up to you, Mistress." 




"You bet your tight little ass you do," she whispered in my ear, hot breath tickling my lobe. I caught sight of myself in the mirror. Lightweight lingerie clung to my muscles like it was painted on. A warmth swelled up from my stomach seeing myself feminized like that. I had to suppress the smile that followed.




I could get used to this. I bit my lip. Add that to the list of things I never thought I'd like...




"Here. Put these on." Helena held out a thin pink thong. The underwear was practically no more than a couple pieces of string tied together. The most expansive part, the front, seemed barely large enough to contain me when I was flaccid, much less as rock-hard as I was now. I was familiar with the piece, obviously, as it was the panties of choice for nearly all of the women I had slept with, but holding one now that soon would be on me was enough to make my head swim. 




This would transform me, I knew it. Putting it on meant the end of who I was before and the introduction of the New Jason, the feminized little worker pet of Helena.




After the discoveries made today I didn't find it surprising that this didn't bother me. I would allow her to change me for the better. I just had to submit.




So submit I did.




"Yes, Mistress."




I took a deep breath. The thong scratched at my thighs as I pulled it along the rippling muscles of my legs, the thin fabric suddenly feeling much more substantial than it had when I held it. I pulled it slowly all the way up to my waist until the string circled my hips. My cock poked right out of the side, twitching for attention. I reached into the negligee and corrected its direction, bringing my stiffness into the thong but allowing it to point up towards my stomach as it caught underneath the tiny thread of the waist. The final piece tickled me as the thin string at the back ran up my crack, clinging tightly between my cheeks like it alone spread them apart. The feeling was an uncomfortable reminder of my feminization, which only turned me on further. 




"There. Much better," she said. The pink from the thong underneath the nightie was so obvious it was as if I wore it on the outside. I was grateful I would spend the majority of my time behind a desk. Or so I hoped, anyways. "Follow me. Come along." 




Without waiting for a reply she turned and set off through the door frame on the opposite side of the room. She led me back through the brick-lined walls of the hallway we came through until we arrived back the airy reception area. The desk was as it was before: barren and lonely underneath the wall of glass that streamed in light. Sitting at this desk meant that to the city outside you were fully on display. A nervousness spread through me as the ramifications for what that meant with my new workwear settled into my mind. I had no option but to be in view of anyone who looked up or aimed their binoculars to the glass panels. A minimalist silver laptop sat in the middle of the desk next to the only other accessories: a cell phone and a jar filled with pencils and pens. Paper was nowhere to be found. 




I hadn't realized on the initial walkthrough but the desk was just a glass tabletop and four thin metal legs fashioned into vees along both short sides. Nothing covered up the back–or the front, meaning my lower half would show to anyone who came into the room.




Shit. I gnawed on the inside of my cheek, my heart beating faster while my stomach sunk. I'm going to have to get used to being on display real quick.




She gestured behind the desk towards the ergonomic task chair that looked more befitting for a spaceship than a renovated warehouse. "Sit, Pet."  




I took to the order quickly. The mesh seat and plastic-formed back dug coolly through the sheer fabric of the negligee almost as if I wasn't wearing anything at all. The stares of imagined people bore holes through the glass walls and shone on me like a spotlight. My palms turned clammy as I rested them along the glass-topped desk.




"You'll find my calendar in the computer. You need to stay on top of this as you will usually be the one to schedule me for meetings and lunches and plan my trips out of town. Become intimately familiar with how I like things done."




"I understand."




She sighed lightly, scanning her eyes over my sitting form. Her reaction was passive and unable to be deciphered. I had no idea whether she liked what she saw or not, and hell, at this point I didn't care. The reality of the real work I needed to do overshadowed any embarrassment I harbored over being on display. At least for now. The time would come later where I was paraded around like a sissy and forced to perform and be naughty for Helena's enjoyment. 




"I'll leave you to study the calendar to get a feel for how my days typically go. If by chance someone calls looking to set a meeting, put them on hold and ring me before doing anything. I am quite particular on when I take appoints and with whom."




"I will."




"You will, what?" Her eyes narrowed.




"I will, Mistress."




"I'll allow you to slip-up every once in awhile, but if you make it a habit I will need to teach you again how a proper sissy speaks with their superior. Understand?"




"Yes, Mistress."




She nodded and took off into her office, closing the opaque glass door with hardly more than a dampened thud. The quality of the furnishings made it painfully obvious that she spent more money building this place than I would likely ever make in my entire life. 




I was greeted by her calendar set to full screen as I opened the laptop. Helena's morning was mostly open until lunch where she met with an investor downtown, and then a few sporadic phone meetings throughout the afternoon and then a two-hour block at the end of the day set aside for “Free Time”. The upcoming week would not be so easy, but at least today seemed like it would be slow.




Slow: yes. Easy and simple: no. While Helena didn't have many plans entered into calendar for the day, she certainly had other things planned for me. I was naive for thinking otherwise.




As I spent more time on the computer I soon forgot what I was wearing, save for the times when I'd move and the negligee would softly graze against my muscles or the thong would dig deeper into my ass. I was always aware, however, of my hardness that just would not go down, even with time. I began to worry if I should become troubled at the erection lasting more than four hours, or if that was solely a Viagra sort of thing. As the worrying thought throbbed along with my stiff length, Helena came out of her office holding a stack of papers.




"I need you to copy these," she said, the hard lines of her face making it known she considered this a profoundly annoying imposition on her day’s plans.




"Yes, Mistress." I stood up from the chair and as I did so my cock flopped out from underneath the waist strap of the thong, sticking up and outward into the negligee. The tip of my bulge pressed through the fabric like it wanted to break free.




Red-faced, I moved my hand down to put the stubborn hardness back in its place but Helena grabbed me by the wrist and stared sternly into my eyes. "Don't." Under her gaze I felt small, powerless, and out of control. The honest–and more than a little intimidating–bit of it was that I was all of those things under her. Never in my life had I been so cowed under someone's presence, much less–don't hate me–a woman's. It just wasn't what happened to the fittest guy on the football team or the guy who could chug down beers like they were water. 




The copier was about a ten foot walk to a nook in the corner along the far wall of the room, although it felt like a hundred as I slowly walked barefoot along the hardwood all done up in my slutty feminized outfit. I knew Helena stared as my ass passed right by her, the nightie clinging tightly to my muscular glutes in a hug that moved the fabric up and down with each step. I could practically hear her thoughts that belittled me and called me a man-whore as I walked by.




I flipped open the lid to the copier and set the first sheet down. The touchscreen display that controlled pretty much everything of the copier was blank. I tapped the power button once, twice, and a third time before mashing down on it as if pressing harder would actually turn the damn thing on.




"Oops," Helena spoke flatly, "I don't think it's plugged in. Maybe you should check for that. The plug is behind the machine, close to the ground. You're going to have to bend over to check it out."




I sighed. Still standing, I reached around to the back of the machine, hoping my arms would be long enough to reach the power cable. They weren't.




I turned my head to the side, eyeing Helena with her manipulative, steely gaze, and sidestepped over to the back of the machine. With the side of my body facing my boss, I squatted down nervously.




"Uh-uh." She wagged a finger. "Don't squat. You need to bend over. Like you're trying to touch your toes."




Heat flashed through me like a supernova explosion. I licked my lips frantically side-to-side. I wanted to protest, to say that my years of athletic training have led me to never bend down like that unless I'm stretching, but I knew the effort would be fruitless, or even make things worse.




"Yes, Mistress."




"And turn so your back is facing me directly. I need to supervise every step of this process."




The negligee suddenly felt very heavy and even more revealing. I was aware of every rise and fall of the fabric, of every inch of me barely covered by sheers–and also the parts not covered at all. I never minded showing off my body at parties in front of women, but there was something profoundly different about strutting around in lingerie in front of Helena. 




With my legs set shoulder-width apart I bent over to reach the empty socket, practically hearing Helena salivate as her Pet obeyed her order. There was no doubt in my mind that Helena had a clear view of my manhood inappropriately sticking out, the thought of which made my face turn even redder. I grabbed the power cord as quickly as I could and plugged in the machine. The copier wound up seconds later.




As I began to stand upright again Helena's hand came to the small of my back just above the cusp of my ass. "Don't stand up until I say you can." Her body weight shifted, pressing herself against my nearly-naked form with an aura of dominance that made me cower, yet also sent my head swimming with forbidden want. "That was very skillful of you, Pet," she said, running her long nails up and down the backs of my thighs and ass cheeks, sinking her claws into me just enough to really feel the sting from her nails. "You looked quite sexy bending over. I chose your outfit well. If I didn't know any better I would say that you crossdress all the time." Her hands moved to the insides of my thighs, gripping the softer flesh there. She forced my legs open wider until I needed to stabilize myself with my hands against the wall. Her roaming touch carried teasingly upwards to my cock and balls. 




One hand cupped my balls, alternating between holding my heavy sack in her palm and gentle scratches with the tips of her nails, while the other hand ran a teasing line up and down the length of string shoved into my ass crack. Each time she passed my tight hole she applied a bit more pressure until there was no doubt at all in my mind about where her intentions were going to take her. 




She wanted my ass.




Her hips pushed up against mine as if she was about to fuck me. A moment of panic sparked when I thought she may have somehow put on a strap-on without me noticing but that subsided quickly as she bent down to whisper in my ear. "I could take you whenever I want, sissy. Every inch of you from your cock, to your balls, to your legs, to your shoulders, to your head, is mine. I own you now, Jason. Don't forget that." The pressure at my asshole increased and became much more real as she worked past the tiny string of the thong and applied her touch directly onto my tight knot.




"Yes, Mistress. I understand," I said, cognizant of how much my voice wavered along her pressure.




"You know what?" Her voice's pitch raised higher, almost cheerfully so. "I think now is as good a time as any to give you some hands-on teaching for the kind of work that's expected of you here." Her hands left my body, followed by echoes of her heels clacking down the hall. "Stay there!" she yelled as she turned out of earshot.




I followed the order by staying in the same spot, but I elected to stand up. My back was starting to ache and throb from the stretch, not to mention my hamstrings. Most of all, however, I felt too vulnerable. The way she spoke made me nervous. I didn't know whether she was going to inflict pain on me, degrade me, or something else I didn't even know to expect. Most mind-wracking of all was that I was scared of loving what she would do. 




 Standing up proved to be either a mistake or a blessing, depending on your outlook.

 

Helena's heels rapped against the polished hardwood floor like they were firecrackers. Leaning against the copy machine, I saw her stalk back down the hallway towards me, holding a beige object steady in her left hand. I couldn't make out at all what the item was until she was a bit closer, and even then I just barely caught a glimpse of it before she erupted with emotion.




"I told you not to move, Pet." She threw the object down with a thud. Her frame stomped towards me until her face was merely several inches away from mine. Every ounce of rage in her body showed through the lines of her face, eyes boiling with disbelief as she fumed. I barely had time to flinch before she wound her hand back and smacked it flat across my cheek. The sting of the hit flashed red-hot and vibrant, blood quickly flooding to the spot to pulse. I winced. "Unacceptable," she spat.




"Yes, Mistress." My jaw turned sore, which while that did suck, the worst of it all was I was embarrassed for fucking up so quickly in front of my boss and–let's face it–Domme. I just got this damn job: I didn't want to get fired, nor did I want to upset her enough to where she made my life a living hell. Besides, as I grew more and more accustomed to wearing lingerie the more I wanted to keep it on. There was no doubt in my mind that Helena would dress me to the nines in expensive and decadently-fine clothes if I stayed on her good side. 




She clicked her tongue against the roof of her mouth. My cock shrunk in my nightie, finally falling back in line underneath my thong's embrace. "Turn." Her hands grabbed me by the shoulders and spun me around so my ass was pressed up against her hips. "Spread them." She smacked the backs of my thighs harder than I would have asked for, but it got her point across. I put my palms on top of the copy machine for balance while my feet were beyond shoulder-width apart.




Still pressed against my hips she reached for the bottom of my negligee, taking it in her soft hands with a trace of anticipation. Gradually she lifted it up, inch by inch until the sheer fabric wasn't covering my ass at all. Her breaths were soft, long exhalations at the back of my neck. Tiny hairs stood up all over my body. My breaths turned shallower.




"I can forgive you for moving. This time, at least. My instructions obviously weren't clear enough for my new Pet and thus what I wanted from you wasn't clear enough either. I take full responsibility for that mistake."




I tensed as her hand came down to my thong. A finger dipped itself underneath the string of fabric to tease at the slight string at my crack. Her finger hooked the fabric and in one quick burst of speed pulled down my panties until they were clear away from my ass. The tightness of the thong clutched at my thighs. "One thing you need to know about working for me is that I like to be fair. I don't take pleasure in being cruel–truly, I don't," she hastily added. "But for my lessons to be seen as fair I need to have my rules clear." She took a deep breath.




"So," Helena continued, "when you're on the clock you work for me. During that time you'll be required to follow all of my orders, even if they seem ridiculous. I allow you to question me, but once I answer your question my reasoning is final. I do not wish to be argued with over what I'm asking of you. Understand?"




Her fingernails scratched light teases on the soft flesh between my balls and ass. It was more than a little distracting. "Yes, Mistress."




"Good. Secondly, as I've explained already, I will have your day's outfit waiting for you either by the time you come in in the morning, or if I'm running late, when I get in. Your outfit–makeup included after today, I think-is the most important task you must complete upon starting your day. I want my feminized pet dressed and ready to be objectified before I've had my first cup of coffee. Understand?" The teasing at my taint went wider now, dipping close enough to tease the back of my sack as well as the valley between my ass cheeks. With each passing second my palms turned sweatier, the anticipation in my body building and building on top of itself as if it was a structure made of brick.




"Yes, Mistress."





"Lastly–for now at least–I have one more final order that needs to be clear. I am not cruel, but I have certain... sexual predilections that I will expect you to fulfill alone. You are hired as my assistant but, to put it bluntly, I've always liked fucking my assistants so in your case I'm just going to make it clear that if for any reason you aren't interested in engaging sexually with me then you should strip out of your outfit, put your clothes back on, and walk out that fucking door right now." There was a long silence as Helena waited for a response. She was certainly attractive, with her jet black hair that framed her oval face and deep set green eyes that shone like emeralds above delectably plump lips, but I had to admit she scared me a little. If she was willing to force me to dress up in women's underwear without knowing me well enough to see if I'd, I don't know, sue her or whatever, then she likely had other darker and more eccentric, sexual preferences. 




"You can kiss the money goodbye. Kiss the clothes, makeup, and whatever else goodbye. You could leave and never know what kind of toe-curling, mind-bending, body-shaking orgasms I will give you. Or you could stay and service me like a slave, getting rewarded handsomely for it." 




Her hand held my balls now, tugging down on my sack with just enough pressure to spark pleasure from where my sack connected to my body. The sensation made me exhale a sharp breath through my teeth, whistling. 




I had nothing to go on here but to trust my gut, and my gut was telling me without trepidation to go along with whatever Helena wanted. The outcome of this decision was as opaque to me as the future always was, but I felt deep down that working for–and sleeping with–Helena would more than pay off in spades.




I swallowed hard. "I'll stay."




The decision was made.




The air changed palpably around us. Helena exhaled with an excited moan. "Mark my words, Jason. You won't regret this." She reached forward, shoving her hand between my legs some more, to grab hold of my cock and give it a good squeeze. My fleshy-rod shifted in her hand, responding to her touch with a bit of stiffening. The sudden onrush of blood to my cock felt so good I couldn't help but groan in strained delight. "Ooooh. I can see you like that. My little feminized sissy isn't such a woman after all..." Even though I couldn't see her face I knew she grinned wickedly from the way she spoke. "Do you want me to stroke you some more?" Her voice dripped like honey while her hand jerked me off from the base to the tip of my length. My manhood stiffened harder and harder, even as she teased up and down the entirety of my ass crack. 




My head swirled with heat and passion. The combination of pleasures on my cock and the growing familiarity–and want–of her finger at my asshole almost overwhelmed me, but I held on all the same, riding the growing wave as it beckoned me to lose myself in its sinful delight.




"Yes. Yes, please."




"And how about I sweeten the deal for you even more?" She didn't wait for a response this time. Her index finger circled my tight asshole like it was a whirlpool, all the while applying more and more pressure until her digit grazed against the inside of my clenched sphincter. "Have you ever played with your ass before, Pet?"




"No, Mistress." The words caught in my throat.




"Inside of your tight hole here you have a teensy-tiny little spot that, when pushed juuuust the right way, can buckle your knees and leave you unable to think straight. Milking the prostate, they call it, and it is one of my many specialties..." She pulled her finger away and licked and sucked on it until it was slickened enough for insertion. I tensed as I felt its wet presence tease my asshole, but relaxed a bit as her breath warmed the skin at my neck. "Just go with the flow, trust me on this one. I will make it worth your time."




"Yes, Mistress." I released the tension with a deep exhale, trying my hardest to let go of the tight grip my sphincter had on my hole. Through all of this she stroked my cock expertly, alternating her strokes in firmness and distance traveled, sometimes twisting her hand as if she was spinning a dial. As I focused on the attention my manhood received she grew bolder and bolder at my virgin hole, dipping just the tip of her finger in to break the clutching grasp of my sphincter. 




I gasped as the initial penetration opened me up. I had never, not even at my drunkest, put anything inside of my ass before, even though I heard so many incredible things about ass-play for years. I never fashioned myself the kind of guy who wanted to be fucked, is all. The sensation was totally strange and foreign, which I expected, but what I didn't expect was how quickly I became comfortable with the unforgiving fullness that pulsed and stuffed me delightfully. 




"Mmm," she moaned, laughing the chuckle of the sexually-satisfied. "If it feels this good for you with just the tip, imagine if I pushed in deeper..." And so she stayed true to word, pushing her digit in to the knuckle and then beyond. I clutched the copy machine harder as she filled me up, the sudden fullness even more pleasurable than I could've imagined. 




"Oh... Mistress..." I moaned, struggling to stop my voice from cracking as she finger-fucked my hole, all the while still jerking me off. The two movements of her hands were arrhythmic and entrancing, both paces separate like I was an instrument to be played.




"Do you feel that?" I couldn't tell exactly what she was doing inside of my ass but I knew that I had the feeling like I needed to piss. I scrunched my nose and clenched my kegels. The new feeling annoyed and distracted me. Why couldn't it all be pleasure? Now is not the time to piss, J!




"Feel what?"




"I'm working your spot now." Her fingertip rolled over the sensitive, milking spot in my ass. If I tried not to think of the need to pee it felt really good. Easier said than done. "You may feel the need to... relieve yourself. It's normal. You actually don't have to. Ignore it."




I pushed the thought out of my mind, focusing instead on how deep the pulsing felt within my asshole, like it came from the center of my body. The pleasure flickered and beat constantly, quickly drowning out all but the thoughts of my sex and the need to get fucked.





"Ohhh God," I moaned, losing myself in the bliss that Helena gave me at my previously-forbidden hole.




As the pleasure crested to an all-time high, nearly dizzying me and buckling my knees, she ceased her finger-fucking. "Pet?"




I opened my eyes, waking up to the reality that my boss had her finger stuck deep in my ass like she was giving me a prostate exam. I shook my head to clear the bright spots in front of my eyes. "Yes?"




"My training requires we go further. Do you understand?"




I didn't.




"What I mean is the finger was just the beginning in your feminization lessons..." She removed her finger from my slot and dragged it up my crack before reaching around and grabbing one of my pecs. Helena squeezed me closer, bringing our hips together again like she had a strap-on buried deep in my ass. As she held me against her she moved her hand up from my chest to my mouth to trail her delicate fingers along my lips. "Suck them, Pet."




Caught up in want and desperate need, I opened my mouth without thinking, taking in every single one of her fingers as deep as they would go, including the one that mere seconds ago had been fucking my ass. I sucked on them like I needed nothing more in my life, unbidden thoughts entering my mind that imagined her fingers weren't fingers at all but a nice, thick cock that I could suck and suck until it blew its load down the back of my throat. 




I froze as the realization of what I had been fantasizing about struck me. Did you really just think that, J? What the fuck....?




"You suck so well, Pet. I have something else for you to take," Helena said.




Before I could do anything but go "huh?" she left me standing there, half-naked and horny. There were a few clacks of heels again as she picked up the item she dropped to the ground when she came in, and then another few more as she came back into my personal space. Her movements behind me came off as practiced, though she forbade me to look or turn around. 




What I didn't see was that she stripped down to her own set of lingerie, revealing an ornate violet corset with black frills along the top and bottom, paired with black hip-hugging boyshorts and a garter that led to black fishnet stockings. More important than that though was what she put on. Helena fit a harness to her waist, a thin black leather number that hugged her hips tightly. Attached directly to that harness was a cock. More specifically, a fake, flesh-colored cock, veins and all. My first sense of what was behind me came as she grabbed onto my hips and drove her petite frame against mine. The thing between her legs prodded into my ripped glutes like I owed it money, shocking me so much I jumped forward and smacked my knees against the metal side of the copier. 




"Ow!" I grimaced. My knees throbbed with the intensity of new pain.




Helena chuckled. "Turn around Jason, and meet your newest coworker…”




I slowly spun to face the hardness at her waist. I had only caught a quick glimpse of the dildo from before, but between that and the prodding at my backside I knew what was coming. Nervousness pricked at my nerves, dropping my heart into the bottomless pit of my stomach. The inside of my right wrist tingled with the sharp, stabbing pain that always accompanied my anxiety.




I looked back and forth between her and her faux-manhood with nervous eyes. I heard her command, but the excitement and lust pounded through me so hard it left confusion in its wake. The huge dildo stuck out erect. I couldn't avoid its meaty girth.




"Go on," she said as she held its big length by the base, slowly shaking the fake cock left to right like a metronome, "suck me." 




I had no idea what I was doing when I leaned in to kiss her dick on the tip, but I did it anyways. I parted my lips just enough to take its head into my mouth, inching my head forward just a bit to engulf the mushroomed bit with a sigh. 




Should I use my tongue? I uhhh–have no fucking idea.




She reached down and ran her hand through my hair, smiling at me the whole time as I kept her locked in my mouth. I decided to act like it was a real cock. It was strange at first, but soon it was almost as if some instinctual, primal lust kicked in and I devoured her length as best as I could, turning it slick with my saliva.




"Oooooh. Good Pet." She gradually rocked her hips back and forth, following along with my bobbing head. I couldn't fit the entirety of the dildo inside of me, but I got pretty damn near close to the base before my gag reflex kicked in. Her hand clutched at the hair at the back of my head now, forcing me to take her deeper. Her thrusts picked up pace, ramming her fake manhood in and out of my mouth like it was a pussy. She groaned over and over. First, low and punctuated with long gaps between each aching breath but soon they turned frantic and higher-pitched, almost desperate. I wondered if she was actually getting physical pleasure from this, but then shook the thought away. I moaned reflexively. It felt remarkably better taking a stiff rod in my mouth than I expected, evoking deep, immensely satisfying urges within me.




My asshole yearned to be filled.




"Stand up," Helena ordered. I pulled the cock out of my mouth with a smack and stood, feeling a bit unsteady on my feet. I sucked in deep breaths. "You did very well, my Pet. Very well indeed. I almost came, did you know that?" She raised an eyebrow.




Wha–? How? "No. I didn't, Mistress."




She grinned mischievously. "There are many things you will learn. I didn't want to get off like that though. I wanted to save it for something really special, like taking your anal virginity."




I froze. It almost felt like my heart stopped beating. Everything went silent except the panicked voices in my head.




"My what?" I whimpered.




"Your anal virginity. You don't think I took this thing out just to make you suck it, did you? Silly little Pet. My feminized boys do much more than just suck my dick every so often. You have to take it, too."




My mind raced at a million miles an hour. Escape routes popped up in my head. Nervousness tinted my skin red. 




"Are you uncomfortable with that?" she asked with a warm reflection. "Cause you certainly seemed comfortable enough when I had my finger buried past the knuckle in your ass..." Helena licked from my neck up to my ear lobe. "If you liked that... I promise you'll love this. And since when have I steered you wrong?"




She was right. All of the things she introduced me to so far, from the lingerie, to the anal-fingering, to being her Pet struck at pleasure centers I didn't even know I had. 




"I'm not here to hurt you Jason, trust me. I'll make you cum harder than you ever have before in your life." Sensual longing oozed from her words like molasses dripping off of a spoon. She used her voice as another teasing limb, urging me forward to follow her along to whatever crazy destination she desired. Her pleading words knocked down the remaining barrier walls that had been stopping me. I knew if I wanted to continue learning and exploring more about myself–besides keeping the job, as well–then I needed to do whatever Helena wanted.




It was just a convenience that I now wanted this, too.




"Yes, Mistress."




Her cock pressed against my own. I felt like less of a man confronted with her giant member poking into my skin, especially knowing that soon that cock would be inside of me. I could fuck her ass all the same, but I wouldn't be hefting the same size member as she could. I felt small and inadequate.




If this was how Helena wanted it though this is how it would have to be.




"Yes, Mistress, what?"




"Yes, Mistress, I want you to fuck my ass." My voice wavered along with my composure. Newfound excitement flooded through me like a dam broke deep within. The yearning in my ass grew even stronger, blocking out the nervousness with a vigor for penetration. My cock stiffened in anticipation.




"I knew you would, Pet. Now, make yourself comfortable against the copier. I need to grab some lube."




I assumed the position along the same side of the copier that I was finger-fucked against. I didn't think it was possible for my palms to sweat any more than they had been but I was proven wrong. I wiped them off on the negligee only for my palms to turn clammy again seconds later. Holy shit this is really happening. What the fuck happened today?




Helena returned with a lubed up strap-on and an urge to fill me to the gills. The long, slicked cock landed on the small of my back as she came behind me. "Give me your panties, Pet." Without thinking I grabbed them off the floor and handed them to my boss. "Open wide," she said.




I followed her order and within a second she took the pink panties and shoved them in my mouth. My own musk resonated through my taste buds as the muffle did its desired job. "Now you can yell and scream all you want and no one will ever know..."




I mumbled a reply but it was hopeless to imagine she understood what I said. It was happening. It didn't matter now. All that I needed to do was relax and take the fake cock like I wanted. Helena's commands in one day had done more to awaken me sexually than nearly all of my previous years combined.




"Bend over, my little feminized cock-whore,” she said, rather sweetly. 




As I grabbed hold of the copier again the tip of her monstrosity teased at my crack, sliding up and down and back again as she applied a generous helping of lube to help it along.  With so much lube at my backside she wasted no time in pushing forward slowly, letting the thickness of her cock gradually open up my sphincter to go into my tight hole. I shuddered as the length dug inside, quickly filling me up to the point where I thought I would break. 




My Mistress was far too much of an expert to let me crack under the pressure though.




"If it starts to hurt too much tap on the copier three times, ok?" she asked, carefully maneuvering her length in deeper. My depths throbbed with pleasure, a wholly breathtaking sensation that then coursed through my whole body. There was something incredibly satisfying and intimate about being penetrated, about accepting someone inside of you. The closeness between Helena and I grew exponentially when she shoved her cock in as deep as it could go, sending heated waves of bliss outward. Low, deliriously hot, moans came out of her mouth like a cat in heat.




"Oh, Jason... fuck. Fuck this is good."




She was right, again. Even just holding her inside of me was a incredible experience, not even taking into account what it would be like once she started to thrust and rock against my prostate.




I soon found out.




Her hands grabbed hold of my hips, squeezing as tight as she could onto my muscles for stability as she slowly went in and out of my boypussy. I bit down–hard–on my panties, groaning muffled pleas for release seconds later. She barely had time to fuck me before I felt the need to blow my load. Helena wouldn't let me cum so easily, however.




"You better not cum yet. I'm not ready." She grit her teeth and plunged into my ass faster and faster, her big fake balls swinging with the motion and colliding into mine. "And don't you dare touch your cock. Not until I say you can." Her exhales, strained and forced, blew into my back as she rocked her body with enough force to move me. I was grateful that the copier was so heavy otherwise I certainly would've been flung forward, too.




Stiff beyond belief, my manhood twitched horribly. It burned hot with want of release. Several times I caught myself reflexively reaching down to stroke my shaft but stopped myself as I remembered her words. She had the power to make this very painful for me so she was not someone I wanted to cross. Besides, orgasming in unison was something I always wanted to do.




Helena's moans turned more into primal grunts. Desperate, forceful moans of lust and power that made me even hungrier for my own release. I grunted as well, completely blown away by how amazing it felt to be taken, shoved up against something, and fucked until you could hardly stand. My legs quivered as she railed me from behind, the whole time keeping one hand on my hip and another entwined with my hair, pulling on it every so often while she took my anal virginity.




Soon her breaths were as short as mine. I shook my head vigorously, trying to keep my orgasm at bay. No matter what I did the growing wall of pressure inside of my ass and deep within my balls kept on building higher and higher. I was weak compared to it. I couldn't stop the intensity. I had to tell Helena.




Just as I was about to remove the panties from my mouth she pushed my shoulders down into the copier and screamed my name. "OHHHHH FUCK! IT'S HAPPENING!" And with that her orgasm exploded, quivering and bucking her legs as the intense pleasure rode through her body and shook her muscles to their centers. I reached down to stroke my cock the rest of the way but I was already too late. My build-up crested to the edge and stacked on top of itself even higher before blowing with an intensity I didn't know was possible. The pressure overcame my senses. I had no choice but to give myself to the bucking orgasm and hope I made it through. 




For several long seconds my release was strictly internal. It went from my ass and sack to my stomach, chest, and head, spreading like wildfire. The bliss pulsed and pounded that for a moment I thought that was all that would happen.




I couldn't have been more wrong.




With a buck of my hips my first blast of cum shot out of me and sprayed against the copier like a water cannon. Many, many more cumshots followed until the side of the copier was filthy with dripping cum as evidence for what happened today. So much cum came out of me I ended up dehydrated. Really, it was an absurd amount. Gobs and gobs of the thick white liquid rocketed out of my balls onto the copier, the wall, the floors, myself. Helena moaned along with my uncontrolled, unstoppable muffled yells. Every muscle in my body strained with exertion as I submitted to my insanely-powerful orgasm. My Mistress came even longer than I did, her squeals carrying like long-held musical notes through the reception area.





Our orgasms wound down. I nearly fell. If it wasn't for her hands holding me up–somehow–I certainly would've collapsed onto the growing pile of my cum and passed out. At that moment I wouldn't have minded either.




I was speechless. I wanted to tell my Mistress how remarkable that experience was, how invigorating and eye-opening it all was, how I've never gotten off like that before, but the words smacked against an invisible wall inside of me that stopped them from coming out. All I could accomplish were a few labored breaths–gasps for air more likely–as I struggled to return to normalcy.




"And I don't need to ask if you liked that, do I, Pet?"




I shook my head from side-to-side. She sighed, leaning into me to wrap her arms around my chest and hug me closer.




"That was even more fun than I thought it would be. It's been ages since I got off like that."




Broken by deep breaths and a mind lost to the fog of post-orgasmic bliss, I spoke slowly. "I... I...have never... never... had an orgasm... like that."




The reality of this realization was sobering but also an erotic awakening of sorts. There was more to sex than plowing away, flaying my limbs and hips with reckless abandon, into some cheerleader or sorority girl's–or both!–pussy. A mental element that was somehow even more arousing than feeling my partner's curves. And not just a mental element, but a physical one as well, one where I took pleasure in being taken and made into a feminized cock-whore. I vibrated with the sexuality of it all.




Helena controlled my mind. She told me when to be aroused, when not to be aroused, when to cum. I submitted my desires to her and she rewarded me with the freedom to just... be. Pleasing her gave me more satisfaction than I ever thought before, especially given my selfish tendencies.




As I stood with my forehead pressed into the wall, my chest rising and falling with each huge, panting breath, Helena stroked my back. Her sweaty hands slid up and down my solid muscles, kneading and rubbing with tender care. In these moments I knew that I chose correctly in taking this job. 




I intended to stick with Helena for as long as she would have me, learning and pleasing and growing along the way. 




"Pet..." she said softly. "Do you want to go shopping for some more lingerie? I want you to try on some pieces that I think would look amazing on you."




A smile came unbidden to my lips as sunlight soared in my chest. I think I'm going to love working for my new Mistress.




Our sex stuck to us like we were covered in glue. I needed a shower now like I had just finished a particularly strenuous work-out session. "I would love that. Can we get cleaned up first, Mistress?"




"I'm half-tempted to take you out into public with my scent all over you, but you deserve a shower after today. Keep this kind of work up Jason and we're going to have a long, long, loooong, and satisfying relationship ahead of us."




I certainly hoped so.




                                        




The End




Liked this story? Do you want more? Check out Kimbra Clausen’s author page on Google Play for many more steamy, sensual, and deliriously erotic tales. Tap here to go to the erotica!
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