I still had no responses...

It had been three days since I posted the profile on KinkFinder, 507 views, but still no responses. I guess three days isn't that long...  Especially considering it's the middle of the week, but I was kinda hoping for a couple quick replies.

Subby otter boy, looking for a 

dominant master to teach me my place

27 years old, 5'8”, 130 lbs

Looking for any species, can handle any size,

Age doesn't matter, big dick is a big plus

I look forward to receiving your command.
Included with the message was the most flattering picture I could manage, without violating the site's ToS. I chose one of myself climbing out of a pool, still dripping wet, with my dark fur completely matted down, showing off my slim frame, and every bit of my body, save for the bit concealed by the red speedo I had on at the time.

Honestly, when I first posted it, I was a little embarrassed, thinking that I came off sluttier than I was aiming for. Now, I can't shake the feeling that...  maybe I wasn't slutty enough...?

It was my first time posting a profile to the site, so I didn't know if three days was standard, but I was starting to get antsy, around half of the 507 views were probably just me refreshing the page. Hell, I'm sure I refreshed it at least 10 times in the past hour...  Which is likely the reason that I just got called into the boss's office...
I'm a mailroom assistant at Shiftwell Inc. Basically, I have the same duties as an intern. I'm at the absolute bottom of the corporate ladder, hell, I’d probably have to climb 10 feet to even reach the bottom of the ladder. So, getting called in to speak to an executive is not something that I expected to happen today.
My mind defaulted to the negative. I had been checking the website, using my personal phone all day, there was no denying that. That's what this had to be about, right...? I mean, my position can easily be replaced, probably by some kid who'll do the job for less money and no benefits. It only makes sense that they'd get rid of me at the first opportunity.
“You here to see Mr. Patton?”
I was too lost in my own worries to realize that I had made it to the office, a young gazelle girl sitting at the secretary's desk, looked in my direction, waiting for a response.
“Uh, yeah...  Corey Harris...”
She pressed a small button on the phone which I assume activated the intercom, “Mr. Patton, there's a Corey Harris here to see you.”
“Ah yes, send him in.”
The voice came through the intercom, and the girl made a hand gesture as to grant me access to the large door past her desk. I took a deep breath and entered. I tried to keep a confident demeanor as much as I could, but my heart was beating like a drum as I strode across the expensive looking floors.
I had only seen Mr. Patton around the building a few times, with his position in the company, and mine being such stark opposites, our paths rarely ever had a reason to intersect. Still I recognized the canine.
He was a husky to be specific, covered in silvery, light-gray fur. He stood around 6'8” give-or-take an inch, and was rather muscular. All-in-all he was a very impressive specimen, and I would be lying if I said that I had never thought about him in an impure way...
He looked to be typing something on his computer as I entered. A few steps in, and he turned to me, inviting smile on his face. “Mr. Harris, is it? Do you mind if I call you 'Corey'?”
“Of course, sir.”
He stood from his seated position, and moved around to lean against the side of his desk. Waving an arm, he motioned for me to have a seat in one of the chairs that he had set up for visitors. As I sat down, he began to speak again.
“Corey, you're currently a mailroom assistant, correct?”
I swallowed hard, and nodded, “Yes, sir.”
“And, is it your desire to keep that position...?”
I could feel it coming, he had to be about 5 words away from firing me. He was probably deleting me from the company database as I walked in...  I knew my only hope was to apologize profusely, promise to never do it again, and beg him to not fire me. I literally opened my mouth to begin my plea, but before I could produce a sound, he continued on.
“Ever given any thought to a promotion?”
I blinked a few times. I was caught so off-guard that my vision blurred for a moment there...
“I...  Wha...  I'm sorry...?”
“You do good work, Corey. I was hoping that you'd give some consideration to being my personal assistant instead.”
My mind was still reeling from not being fired, and now I'm being asked if I want to accept a promotion. My brain literally couldn't keep up with what was happening, but once it did, I couldn't respond quick enough.
“YES! Err...  (cough) Y-Yes...  I'm very interested, sir.”
“That's very good to hear. Now, don't get too excited, it's not really a glamorous job, it'd be fairly similar to your current job, just with more personal tasks. Plus, there's a pay increase and you'd be working on the upper floors.”
It was by far the best news I'd gotten in a long while, and for the first time in a few days, I wasn't even thinking about the website. I was just beaming, listening to the canine speak.
“The job does require that you handle some pretty big tasks, but I'm sure you're up for it...”
Then with his next line, all the enthusiasm in my expression drained, and was immediately replaced with horror.
“... Since your profile did say that you 'can handle any size' right...?”
He didn't break his eye contact with me at all as he said that, his expression didn't change, it was as if he had said something completely normal, and he was waiting for my response.
“I-I...  I uh...”
“Don't get nervous, Corey...  I'm just letting you know what kind of assistant I'm looking for, and your profile really stood out...  Do you still think this is a job that you might be interested in?”
I thought for a second, glanced around the room trying to clear my head. The amazing view out the window, the San Montana University diploma mounted on the wall, the photo of Mr. Patton with his wife and son on the desk, everything just bounced off of my mind. I just sat there in shock, unable to come up with an answer.
“How about this...”
He reached into his pocket and produced a small card. It looked to be around the size of a credit card, but with a very distinct logo on it.
“This key card unlocks the Imperial Penthouse at The Galadria Grand Luxury Suites. I'm sure you know where that is?”
Of course I knew where it was. The Galadria Grand was easily the most luxurious hotel in the state, maybe even the country. Either way it was a hell of a lot nicer than any place I've ever stayed, and this key was for a penthouse?!? I had never found out first hand, but I was pretty sure that a single night there costed more than I make in half a year...
“Yes, sir...  I do...”
He placed the card in my hand, “Excellent. It is just past 1 PM right now, I am giving you permission to take the rest of the day off, and consider your decision. If you accept, make your way to the penthouse by 7:30 tonight. If you decline, that's fine. Just place the key card in my mail slot when you come in tomorrow, and we'll act as if this never happened.”
With another nervous breath, I took the key card, and stuffed it in my pocket.
I didn't know what to say in this situation...  Maybe “Thank You” or something like that, I opened my mouth to speak, not even sure what I was going to say, but once again, I didn't even have time to produce sound.
“Mr. Patton, you have a call from Neutron Star Securities on line 1.”
“Thank you, Judy.”
He grabbed the phone, and brought his hand up to press the button, but stopped just short as he looked back towards me, “We're done here.”
His voice had such an authoritative tone to it, at times it was comforting, and at times it was intimidating, and he seamlessly transitioned between them, not even changing his demeanor. This time, it was definitely more of the latter.
“Oh!”
I hopped up quickly, and made for the doorway. Feeling a slight vibration in my pocket as I exited the office, my phone alert was going off. Not the best timing, but whatever...  I took out the phone and read the message displayed on the bright screen.
Notifications: You have 3 new responses on Kinkfinder!
…
“I...  guess I should remove my profile from the site...”
~~~~~~
I glanced at my phone. 7:15, and I still hadn't made my decision...

As time was running short, I had already made my way to the hotel, otherwise I wouldn't have had time to get there if I decided to accept the offer. As I entered the hotel, I was struck with awe.

The place was massive, everything looked beyond expensive, there was a huge fountain in the middle of the lobby, with crystal sculptures adorning it. Huge glass tanks filled with exotic sea life, a giant chandelier that I'm pretty sure was made of real diamond...  In short, the place was like a royal palace. 

As soon as I entered the front doors, I was approached by someone in uniform. Quite clearly, they could see that I was not someone that would be able to stay in a place like this. Fortunately, once I showed them the key card, and made a single mention of Mr. Patton's name, they treated me like I was royalty.

“A million apologies sir! I was not aware that you were a guest of the esteemed Mr. Patton. I sincerely hope that you can find a way to forgive me.”

The elk that had stopped me was literally bowing his head to me, and I'm just some random nobody that works under him. It made me curious as to how they treated the actual man...

“It's really no problem...”

I made my way past the overly-apologetic employee, and into the elevator. Looking at the buttons, I then realized that I didn't even know what floor the penthouse was on. There were standard elevator buttons labeled 1 through 10. I was about to just guess 10, assuming that it was probably on the top floor, but then I noticed the elevator panel also had a swipe card reader, and on the reader, was the same distinctive logo that was on the card. I was under the assumption that the card was just a standard key card for a door, but seeing that...

** FWIP **

I slid the card through the reader, and immediately the elevator doors closed, and it began moving up.

“This building is huge...  The penthouse can't possibly be the entire top floor...”

I was quickly proven wrong...

The doors opened up, and “amazement” wouldn't even begin to describe how I felt upon seeing the place. It was monumental, my entire apartment would barely even qualify as a single room for this mansion of a hotel room.

I was just a few steps into the first room, and I'm sure I was far more entranced by the sheer elegance of my surroundings than I should have been. A moment later, that thought was proven to be true.

** RRRRRRINGG **

I hopped back, nearly jumping out of my fur at the startling sound.

“ACK!”

It took me a second of darting my head back and forth in search of the source before I spotted the black phone handset on the wall. It rang a few more times, as I continued walking through the room, as soon as I reached the opposite end of the room, I was startled again.

** RRRRRRINGG **

“Oh, jeez! What the hell!?”

This time, the sound came from directly behind me, I spun to see another phone, identical to the one on the other wall. Though, the first phone was no longer ringing. Gears were turning in my head as I considered what was actually going on.

“Is...  someone calling me...?”

I looked around, now a bit apprehensive that I might have been being watched. The phone kept ringing, and I didn't see anyone around, nor did I see any surveillance cameras or anything.

Reluctantly, I reached over and picked up the phone...

“Uh...”

Before I could even say hello, there was a command issued to me.

“Go down the hallway to your left, last door.”

** klik **

Was that...  Mr. Patton? The voice sounded off, but it was definitely similar. Also, it had the same authoritative inflection that the Husky had. I was in the right place at the right time, so I assumed it had to be him...  I chalked it up to a bad phone connection, and shrugged it off. There was indeed a hallway to my left, so I went along with it.

“I guess, I'm really going through with this...”


I spoke out loud, realizing that I had apparently made my decision. I mean, it was a promotion, so it meant more money...  Plus, Mr. Patton was pretty impressive. I wasn't seeing a downside to the situation as I made those last few steps, mentally preparing myself to see Mr. Patton, but no amount of mental preparation could have prepared me for what I was actually about to see.
“About time you got here!”

“I-I…  Wha…?” The voice sounded off again, and this time it definitely wasn’t a bad phone connection. I looked towards the bed to see someone laying there, someone that definitely wasn’t Mr. Patton. “You’re not Mr. Patton…  You’re…  a kid…?”

It was still a husky, but that was about the only detail that coincided with what I had assumed to see. The canine laying there was a kid, in maybe his young teens. Though, the most concerning thing about him was that he had nothing on, except for a pair of very form-fitting boxer-briefs.
“You thought you were here for my dad? He’s a married man! What kind of pervert are you!?”

“Oh! N-No! I didn’t mean any—wait…  YOUR DAD?!?” Of course, it seemed obvious after hearing it. I had even seen the picture of him on Mr. Patton’s desk earlier. Unlike his father, he had golden fur, a trait likely inherited from his mother, who if I remember correctly from the photo, is a golden retriever.

He dismissively waved, clearly not concerned with my response, “Whatever, just take off your clothes.”
“WHAT?! What’s even going on!?!”

An annoyed look spread over his face, “Ugh…  My dad doesn’t want me fucking girls, and risk getting them pregnant, so he said he’d get me a nice slutty femboy for me to feed my cock to, and that’s you.

My mind was racing, this didn’t make any sense, “N-No…  He didn’t say anything about…  I mean…  You’re a kid!”
“I’m thirteen, bitch! And you’ll find out exactly how much of a kid I am when you’re choking on my cock!

This was insane, in an instant, I had a very absolute answer to the decision that I’d been struggling with all day. “No, no I gotta get out of here. This can’t happen.” I turned to leave, but before I even got back past the door into the room, I heard the kid yell out, using the same authoritative voice that his dad had.
“I guess you don’t care about having a job any more then.”

That caught my attention, “What…?  Your dad said that it was no big deal if I declined!”

A smirk grew across the kid’s face, like he had secret information that I wasn’t even aware of, “He said that if you accept, then be here at 7:30, right?”

While I was a bit curious about how he knew the exact wording that his father used, I couldn’t deny it. I nodded, and he motioned to the wall clock, which read ‘7:26.’ 

“You made it here on time, and the key card log will attest to that, which means that you accepted the offer. Like my dad said, if you had turned down the job, it would have been no problem, but accepting it, and then trying to back out of it is an entirely different story.”

What the kid was saying was not untrue, but that couldn’t possibly be all there was to it, I mean, I walk into a hotel room to find a barely-even-teenage kid telling me to strip?!? Knowing that this had to be some kind of misunderstanding, I pulled out my cell phone, hoping that I had saved Mr. Patton’s number at some point.

The kid just rolled his eyes and leaned back, as if he knew what I was doing, and was just completely unconcerned.

Let’s see, Nelson, Quaid, Parker, YES! Patton!
I was probably more excited than I should have been, but this was likely my only hope to get this figured out, there was no way that my boss had assigned me to be his son’s slut, right…? I hit the ‘Call’ button, it rang one, two, three times, and then…
“This is Patton.”

My eyes lit up as I heard the familiar voice, “Mister Patton! Sir! It’s Corey Harris, I uh…  Just got to the penthouse and—” 

I was all prepared to explain the whole situation, but I was never given the chance, and the husky voice interjected, 

“Ah, Corey. I’m in a meeting right now, so I only have a moment, but it’s good to hear that you made it. I assume this means that you’ve met your new supervisor, Randy. I want you to give him the same respect that you would give me. He has full authority; anything he says is to be treated as a direct order from me. I hope that clears up any questions you may be calling about. Have a good evening, and give my best to Randy.”

** klik **

And just like that, the call ended. I lowered the phone from my face and looked back over to the thirteen-year-old on the other side of the room. I swallowed hard, afraid to ask the next question, “You—uhh… Your name is Randy, isn’t it…?”
He nodded, still with that smirk on his face, and leaned forward, “Now that we have everything figured out…  As I was saying earlier, take off your clothes!”
He said it with an even more authoritative tone this time; honestly, it’s generally a turn-on for me when guys are dominating, but this was just ridiculous. What choice did I have though? I just heard straight from the boss that whatever Randy says goes, and I had no doubt in my mind that that extended to getting me fired. 
“I don’t want to have to repeat myself.”
I flinched at his added comment. Even doing as much as I could to figure out something, I couldn’t think of a way out of this situation, or at least one that involved me not losing my job. And incidentally, it didn’t help that the kid’s forceful attitude was actually starting to get to me…  Reluctantly, I pulled off my clothes, one article at a time, until I was standing there clad in just my white briefs.
“Heh, kinda wish you wore that tight little red thing, but whatever, just remember it for next time.”
“R-Red thing…?” It took me a moment to realize that he was referring to the swim trunks that I had on in my KinkFinder pic, “Wait, you saw my Kinkfinder profile?!?” 
“Of course I fuckin’ did…  How do you think I found you?”

I knew that Mr. Patton had seen it of course, he made that fact fairly obvious in his office earlier, but I hadn’t even considered that Randy had. I had just been assuming that his father had noticed it and came up with this whole idea.

“He gave me the app, had me pick someone, and he was just gonna find the guy and offer him this promotion. I picked you.”
“Uh, oh…” I thought about the explanation for a moment, something not quite adding up, “But wait…  How did you know I even worked for your dad?”

“Dude, do you know who my dad is? If you work anywhere in this town, there’s like a 90 percent chance that my dad has the authority to fire you.”

I knew that Mr. Patton was somewhat of a powerful figure, but apparently, I was way off about the extent of his authority. If what Randy was saying was true, then not only would I lose my job if I didn’t go through with this, there was a good chance that I’d be more-or-less blacklisted from getting another job.

“Now, enough chit-chat, hurry up and get those off!” He looked down at my briefs, “I want to know what kind of a bitch boy I picked!” 

He scooted a bit closer to the edge of the large bed, making sure he had a good view for the reveal, I gripped the waist of my underwear, trembling as I hesitated to pull them down. I don’t know what I was waiting for, some kind of miracle, or for a loophole to suddenly pop into my mind. Either way, I didn’t have more than a few seconds before Randy began getting impatient.

“Fuckin’ do it! NOW!”

“Yes sir!”

I just blurted it out, I wasn’t even thinking about what I was saying, he was just so commanding, and so clear with his orders, it just came naturally. Without holding out for another moment, I shucked my briefs down, revealing my, admittedly, less than awe-inspiring size, embarrassingly, already erect, largely from the dominating manner of the teen.

“You sure you’re a femboy? Fuck, that’s small, and you’re already hard…? Your profile said you’re 22, and my eight-year-old brother’s packing more than that.”
I felt a blush creep over my face. I knew that at just about three inches, Iear over the horizon.

ive speed if it were perfectly natural, Goku hopped up on it an wasn’t particularly huge below the waist, but still. Being size-shamed by a thirteen-year-old is not something that I would have predicted was going to happen today.
“Jeez…  No wonder you advertise as a little slutty sub; I don’t think anyone would even be able to feel that thing inside of them.”

“S-Sorry, sir…”


I don’t know why I had apologized, and I don’t know why I was continuing to call him sir, but he seemed to approve. He smirked at hearing the respect I was showing him.

“Heh…  No need to say sorry. The more girly you are, the better. It’s gonna be so hot seeing my man-sized cock next to your little boy wee-wee.”

He had hinted at it a couple times now, and I started to get curious about how well-endowed the kid actually was. I let my gaze wander lower on his body, stopping over his tight boxer-briefs, and I swallowed hard upon seeing the outline of what was clearly his cock through the fabric, either that or a can of tennis balls that extended down his right thigh.

I quickly ripped my gaze away, hoping that my glance was discreet enough for him to not have noticed, though based on his next words, that didn’t seem to be the case.

“Heh…  Well, since you’re clearly interested in it, you might as well take a closer look.”

He sat on the edge of the bed with his legs spread conspicuously, making sure it was exceedingly obvious what was forthcoming.
“Waiting for an invitation or something?”

Apparently, I was taking too long for his liking, “Oh! S-sorry, sir.” I kept catching myself a second too late after calling the kid sir. It was something about the kid’s demeanor that just demanded respect, so it just felt far to natural.
Not wanting to risk further upsetting him, I didn’t waste any more time following the young husky’s command. With a grip on his underwear, I tugged down, and I almost dropped my jaw as I saw exactly what he was so proud of. I kept lowering the boxer-briefs, and kept revealing more and more of the organ, he wasn’t lying about his man-sized organ, that much was for sure. It was easily twice as long as mine was, even a bit more, and he was still soft.
“Told you it was fuckin’ huge.”

I swallowed hard, “A-Absolutely, sir…  I-I don’t know if I’ve ever seen one as big as this…”

He liked that. Though he still wasn’t showing any real signs of erection, but I definitely noticed it twitch, following my praise. It seemed apparent however, that that only made my new supervisor even more eager.

“Well, quit fuckin’ staring, and get to work already!” 
