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To my readers, always


Bad Boss

(13,500 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

James

Working in an office with beautiful women was the hardest part of my job. There was one woman who drove me insaner than the others. Her name was Deborah Williams, and I wanted to slide by dick between her pussy lips every time I saw her. She had blonde hair, hazel eyes, large breasts, thick curves, and always wore heels and a skirt. It wasn’t part of the dress code. Most women wore jeans to work, but Deborah didn’t.

My favorite was when she put a pencil in her ear and would struggle to find it. I loved her expression when she found the pencil wherever she had put it that day. A piece of glass separated us. Deborah wasn’t my assistant, but I could see her desk from mine. She worked as a data analyst in my department. I was her boss, but she worked harder than me. If I spent as much time working as I did staring at her, I would probably get a raise and another promotion. It didn’t matter. Bendersville, Missouri wasn’t expensive.

We worked at an office outside of St. Louis in the suburbs. I could see the highway from my window, but the glass was thick and blocked noise. My office was much louder.

Today, Deborah was wearing a pencil skirt and pink blouse. She looked like the flowers blooming outside. With the fresh spring weather, I was feeling hornier than ever too. I wanted to bend Deborah over her desk and split her hole in two. Fuck her while she covered the wood with her juices. We worked on projects together, but I didn’t do much more than check up on her work. Measure the progress. Computer software did most of my job for me, and I verified the results. Read the calculations in print-out forms.

But over the past year as my obsession grew, I had never heard Deborah talk about a man. She didn’t wear any rings on her fingers. I hadn’t had a girlfriend in two years. I was thirty-two, and my last relationship fell apart after the woman accused me of being an asshole. We had been together for years, and I was planning on proposing. The breakup hit my mother hard. Rachel could burn alive for all I cared. She left me without warning and had called me the most vile names the last time I saw her. She had made a list of my ‘faults’. What did she know? I made gobbles more money than her.

Deborah stood from her desk. I was rubbing my erection through my pants while thinking about Deborah’s naked body. How her nipples would taste in my mouth. How her ass would feel cupped in my hands. Deborah had curves, and I wanted to hold her while I pushed deep inside her thick body. Smack her ass and watch it wiggle. Watching Deborah enter the copy room, I knew I had to make a move. There were no cameras in there, and I was tired of waiting on the sidelines. Deborah would become mine, at least for a night.

♦

Deborah

Working in Bendersville had its positives and negatives like anything else in life. I lived closer to the city, but the drive wasn’t bad. The data analyst position has been my highest to date, and I was hoping for a promotion soon. I had been with the company for over a year, and they were talking about expanding. Adding more jobs in the office and renting out another floor of the building. That would be my chance to move up the company ladder. The negotiations were almost finalized, according the head boss Lori.

I focused, worked extra hours, contributed to the meetings, and had private conversations with Lori. Work wasn’t my entire life, but I had ambition. I wanted to run a corporation downtown one day, and this was only a stepping stone.

After hitting print, I went to the copy room to retrieve my paper. Most of my coworkers were kind, but there were a few who stole food from the fridge. Worked fewer hours for more pay. It was the name of the game, and I was only a player in the system; racking up experience points to move on to my next promotions. I wanted to move into project management and was taking extra classes online to enhance my resume when my last day at this job arrived.

While I was bending over to take out my copy, something rammed into my back. It felt like a… penis. It couldn’t have been true, but when I turned around my boss James was standing there with a lopsided smile and a tent in his pants. I wanted to take a hammer and beat his dick with it like a whack-a-mole game. How dare he! In what world was it okay to press his hard penis against me?

I opened my mouth to scream, but James shook his head. “What’s wrong? I just came to fetch my copy,” James said. I didn’t notice the printer send a page out after mine, but it had. James reached around me and took the page off of the tray. “Can’t your boss get a copy from the copy room?”

How he said ‘boss’ was supposed to intimidate me, but I couldn’t tolerate James’ games any longer. I nudged James and marched to Lori’s office. She had to fix this. James couldn’t attack me in the only room without cameras. People had complained, and management never fixed the problem. James blew a kiss my way and didn’t follow me to Lori’s office.

I swung open my boss’ door without a care for what she was doing. Rage filled me like a pressure cooker.

“Deborah,” Lori said. She turned in her chair to face me. All the bosses had glass doors, and I saw she hadn’t been on the phone before barging in. I didn’t want to lose her respect, but I couldn’t let James continue. This was the first time he had pressed his dick against my ass, but it wasn’t the first harassing moment.

He had blown kisses at me more times than I could count. He licked his lips when we were alone in the break room together. I heard him inhale to smell my hair when he placed a report on my desk once. James made comments on my frame too. I loved my curves, but I didn’t need James pointing out my large breasts and ass. He was an asshole, and Lori needed to fire him.

“We need cameras in the copy room. How many times have women complained about this?”

“We’ve discussed this issue in management meetings, but our security team said there was a problem with the electrical in the copy room, and they couldn’t install the cameras. We only rent the space, and making structural changes to the building is out of our budget.”

“But James just sexually harassed me in the copy room!” I said. I had closed the door but wouldn’t be surprised if people heard me. The anger I felt was blinding me. Lori wore her corporate face: thin lips folded together, blank eyes, and her head tilted to the side.

“Do you have any proof of this allegation?” Lori asked.

“It’s not an allegation. He did it! How can you sit there and look at me like that, Lori? You’re a woman,” I said. There was no way to prove James had pressed his dick against me when he came to the copy room. He had printed something himself too, the records would show. Tears swelled in my eyes as the realization washed over me. “But his penis touched me.”

“Now, Deborah. We can’t make these allegations without proof.”

I took a deep breath and didn’t let a tear fall. James wouldn’t make me a weak woman. I was stronger than this and stood from the chair in Lori’s office. “Thank you for your time, Lori.”

“Please let me know if anything else happens, and I’ll keep an eye on James.”

I would suggest Lori by a battery-operated camera for the break room, but the tension was too high. When I returned to my desk, I saw James watching me from his. The smirk on his face made me sick. He knew he had won, and James was my boss too. He was the head of the analytics department. We didn’t have to spend a ton of time together, but I was more disposable than James. I reminded myself of that and turned my chair away from James, getting back to work.


Chapter Two

Deborah

A few days had passed since James pressed his nasty penis against my ass, and things had returned to normal. He still licked his lips at me and stared from his office, but the heaviness in my chest had deflated. My fear of James doing it again had decreased. I was waiting a few weeks before mentioning the battery-operated camera I ordered online to install in the copy room.

Lori stopped by my desk and smiled like it was any other day. I would never forget her expression that spring day. How it looked like light surrounded her face. The office windows were tinted but let in plenty of natural light. Lori asked me to follow her to her office like we were about to have a one-on-one. Those were my favorite with Lori. She had brilliant ideas about the company’s future and how analytics incorporated with the whole picture.

Sitting opposite Lori, my heart raced, as it often did when I was in Lori’s office. The last time I had been here was after James touched me inappropriately. I wouldn’t mention the camera but had the package sitting in my desk for the right moment.

“I want to start off by apologizing for what happened to you in the break room,” Lori said.

“It was the copy room. The break room has a camera,” I said.

“Right, the copy room,” Lori said. She looked in her notebook and changed ‘break’ to ‘copy’. Had she not listened when I told her the first time? Did she not take complaints from other women seriously either? I wanted to slam her head against the window. Didn’t Lori care her female employees had been violated on the job? On her watch? “The problem is, we can’t have employees accusing other employees of alleged sexual attacks without proof. James is a valuable member of our team, and he feels targeted by your accusations.”

“What?” I asked. There were too many words flying through my head to form a sentence. Was Lori being serious right now? James was the pervert. He was the one who couldn’t keep his mouth closed or hands to himself. I wanted to pour acid over James and watch him burn. The words Lori was saying were like cuts across my wrists.

“I’m sorry, Deborah, but your accusations were very severe, and James denies any wrongdoing.”

“What else would you expect? There aren’t any cameras in the copy room!”

“Please, calm down,” Lori said, but who was she? She didn’t care about women. She only cared about her profit margins and maintaining denial. I wanted to dump alcohol over her desk and light it on fire. Cut her hair like a child with a doll and scissors. Maybe I could force her into a corner and show her what James had done. Wear a strap and shove it in her face. Press it against her ass. How would Lori like that? Telling me to calm down…

“Unfortunately, we’re going to have to let you go, Deborah. It was a hard decision for everyone, but management decided it was the best solution to the problem. If you could please pack up your desk and leave in the next hour. Your next check will have a severance bonus, and we’ll give you a good recommendation for your next job.”

“You can’t be serious, Lori. James was the person who violated me,” I said. “He should get fired.”

“James has been here longer, and this is a he-said-she-said case. I’m sorry, Deborah,” Lori said. She avoided eye contact. I was staring at her stapler thinking about how much damage I could do with it. How would Lori like to have staples in her scalp? Before I did something I would regret, I stood and left Lori’s office.

A box was waiting on my desk. I took out the camera from my desk and went back to Lori’s office. “Here’s your fucking battery-operated camera, boss! You’re a horrible example for women everywhere. People have been complaining about that copy room for months. I’m speaking with my lawyer about this too.”

“Like I said, Deborah. This was a he-said-she-said case, but thank you for the camera. I will have maintenance install it today. You left a positive mark on this office, and your recommendation letter will reflect that. Don’t ruin your standing on your last day, Deborah.”

I knew Lori wasn’t the only voice in management, but she could have handled the situation better. I went back to my desk and packed everything in the box they had provided. James was watching me from his desk with a victorious expression. At that moment, I knew he would pay for getting me fired. I didn’t shed a tear while I packed my box and held my shoulders high when I left. My real friends didn’t work in the office, and I would survive.

But James would regret this decision when I served him a buffet of revenge. I didn’t know what yet, but James would not win this battle. He was weak, and I would show him just how puny he was.

♦

Deborah

I had wanted to stay in bed all day, but my friends begged me to meet them to make sure I didn’t hurt myself. I wasn’t depressed enough to self-inflict pain. Lori had done me wrong, and it would rest on her consciousness. I would make sure Lori paid for sacking me like a used container. James would pay too, but I hadn’t figured out what to do with him. For Lori, I would haunt her on social media once I found another job. Make a fake profile. There was a chance I wouldn’t get revenge on either Lori or James, but I loved planning it in my head. Picturing all the ways I could hurt Lori and James like they had me.

It had taken longer than usual to fix my hair and makeup today. I hadn’t left the bed until Polly texted me to meet her tonight. Scarlett and Angie sent follow-up messages to confirm they would meet us too. If it weren’t for my friends, I would have streamed another movie with a pint of chocolate ice cream and pretzels.

Leaving the house, I drove a few miles to meet the ladies at a restaurant closer to the city. We all lived just west of the city limits, and I loved my apartment. I didn’t know how I would afford it three months from now without a job. The severance bonus was substantial, but it didn’t replace a paycheck every two weeks. I parked in the parking lot and went inside. It was still early, and there was a happy hour special written on the chalk board.

My friends were sitting in a booth. They had already ordered a bottle of wine but hadn’t poured any in their glasses. A slice of chocolate cake sat in the center with a bowl of ice cream by its side.

Polly, my friend with long black hair, screamed when she saw me. She slid out of the booth and ran over to hug me. All of my girlfriends wore heels and dresses. We had office jobs and big dreams. Polly kissed me on the cheek.

Scarlett came up behind her. She had red curly hair and porcelain skin. Green eyes. She ran her hand through my hair and asked me a couple questions about the drive over. Her touch was like a rose petal brushing against my skin. Gentle like a breeze holding a kite in the air.

Angie was the other woman there. She and I had met at an internship. We all had met each other through various jobs, but our friendship transcended work. None of us worked together now, but we got together at least once a month.

Angie had long braids. Today she had them pulled back into a tight bun. She always smelled of coconut. Her black skin more beautiful than water sliding over a rock. She had the sleekest, most illuminating skin had I ever seen. I loved to see her in white dresses, but today she was wearing a black one. It looked fabulous nonetheless.

We sat in the booth and poured the white wine and ate chocolate cake. I told the ladies how James had come into the copy room and pressed his penis against my ass. The ladies were disgusted but not surprised. They had all experienced harassment in the office environment and shared their stories. Angie had gotten a man fired once for touching her inappropriately. By the end of our first bottle of wine, we were irritated. So many men got away with touching us and talking to us however they wanted when we were just trying to do our jobs. Working our eight to fives.

“That man needs to pay for what he did,” Scarlett said. “What’s his name?”

“We don’t need to justify his existence by knowing his name,” Angie said.

“I’m just trying to look him up online,” Scarlett said.

Polly was sitting next to me and stroking my hand under the table. Her touch was comforting. An early dinner with the ladies was just what I had needed. “His name is James Montgomery,” I said.

Scarlett had his profile on her screen in lightning speed. I was searching my phone, but she beat me. “Is this him?”

I nodded. Scarlett pointed at the screen. Her softness had turned to venom, “we will make this man pay for what he did to Deborah.”

“What did you have in mind?” Polly asked.

Scarlett looked around the room to make sure nobody was listening to our conversation. We had gotten a few looks. We always turned heads when we went out together. I loved walking around the city or mall with my girlfriends. Four ladies wearing dresses and jewelery and heels. Clutches and purses. Manicured nails and stylish phone cases. “So, ladies… I have a secret to tell you.”

All of us leaned in to hear what Scarlett had to say. She was a woman with layers. There was a red-hot temperament under the calmness. A pot of water simmering over a low flame, waiting for someone to turn the gas to high. Scarlett moved her hair behind one ear and whispered, “I watch porn where men become women.”

Polly gasped. Angie put her hand over her mouth. I wasn’t surprised to hear Scarlett had a kink, but I thought she would have been more submissive than dominant. How wrong I had been. Scarlett continued about how she had seen a porno once where a woman, much like Deborah, was fired by an asshole boss and got her revenge by feminizing the man.

“Feminizing him?” I asked, laughing. “I don’t see James putting on a pair of panties. He’s a man’s man,” I said in quotes. He would always talk about his masculinity. His manliness.

“It doesn’t matter what he wants, Deborah. You make him wear the panties. You force him to wear the lingerie and take pictures for blackmail. James did you wrong, and we need to get revenge. Isn’t that right ladies?” Scarlett asked to a crowd of crickets. Nobody responded to her question. We sat there staring at each other with bug eyes.

“Sounds a little extreme, doesn’t it?” Polly said after excruciating silence.

“What was extreme was when that asshole put his penis on our friend’s ass,” Scarlett said. “What do you say, Deborah? We can do it, just you and me. Forget Polly and Angie. If they don’t want to have fun, then they can hear about it at dinner one night.”

Polly and Angie looked at me, waiting for an answer. Would I agree to the ludicrous plan Scarlett had presented? Did I care enough about revenge to take such drastic measures? When I looked up from the yellow-green wine, Scarlett’s expression filled in what I’d been missing. James had taken advantage of me and a copy room without cameras, so why couldn’t I take advantage of his need to use his dick? His weakness from being a man.

“I’ll do it,” I said.

Scarlett put up her hand for a high five, and the other two grumbled. Scarlett put up her glass after to clink with mine, and the others put theirs up too, but Scarlett wagged her finger. “No, you two can’t have it both ways. You’re in or you’re out, what will it be?”

“You want to have sex with this James guy?” Polly asked.

“No, we want to humiliate him,” Scarlett said. “Make him regret ever rubbing his penis all over Deborah.”

“This doesn’t sound like a good idea,” Angie said.

“We’re all single,” Deborah said. “What do we have to lose?”

They looked at each other and shrugged. None of them were in a relationship right now. They might never have this opportunity again. “What the heck,” Polly said and lifted her glass.

“There we go,” Scarlett said and joined her. I added my wine glass. Angie sighed and joined us. We made a pact. James would pay for what he did.


Chapter Three

James

Two months had passed since the incident with Deborah, and she was a fading memory in my mind. There was plenty of other eye candy in the office to stare at and fantasize about: Tina, Rebecca, Julia, and others. Their names were like lottery numbers. I tried my best to not harass any women on staff, but words slipped. I couldn’t help my dick had a mind of its own. Women were like walking sex sticks. I couldn’t look at an attractive woman without picturing her naked in my bed, taking my dick.

Lori had been cold with me, but she hadn’t been able to win over the other managers when it came to firing Deborah or me. Lori ran the company, but all the other managers were men. The owner was a man. What power did she really have? Now there was a camera in the copy room, so I minded my touching, but women in the office knew who I was. They knew what to expect. It came with the package of working with me. I was a man’s man who liked to touch women; what was so wrong with that? I had a fit body, flat stomach, and broad shoulders.

After returning from lunch, I found a bouquet waiting for me on my desk. I couldn’t think who would have sent flowers, but people were watching from outside my office. Waiting for my reaction. I took the card from its holder and turned my chair away from the office floor, facing my windows that looked out to the highway.

I ripped open the envelope and pulled out the card.

Dear James,

This is a woman you once met, but I won’t tell you who. We met at a bar one night, and I never got your number. I happened to see your profile online and would like to see you again, if you want to take a leap into the darkness.

Meet me at this address next Saturday night, and you’ll have the best night of your life.

XOXO,

Your Secret Admirer

Folding the card, I slipped it back in the envelope. I searched the address. It was a house in the city not terribly far from where I lived. There was no fighting my urges, I knew I would take a leap. Who knew which one woman I had ghosted sent the card, but women couldn’t get enough of my oral services. They always forgave me once I licked between their legs. After a few licks, their legs were always in the air, begging for a good fucking. This woman would be no different. I would show up, lick, fuck, and leave.

I tucked the card in my briefcase and gave the flowers to one of the other employees. What were flowers when I had a date with pussy next week?


Chapter Four

James

The week passed, and my date with pussy had arrived. Using GPS, I drove from the suburbs to the city to the address the woman had left on the card with the flowers. My stomach was in knots. I didn’t know who the woman was, but did it matter? She had a pussy between her legs and was eager to fuck. I couldn’t wait to stick my dick in whoever the woman was and show her what a man could do with his tongue. And dick. Unfortunately, I hadn’t been born with the biggest dick, but I knew how to make women buckle.

Parking my car, I looked up to the house. It was in the city and had a different vibe than my neighborhood. The lights were on in the living room, and I wondered if my mystery woman was waiting inside. I turned off my car and stepped outside. The sun had set an hour ago. The sky was dark, but I couldn’t see through the thick foliage of the trees lining the sidewalk. When I climbed the stairs, I heard laughter. Whoever had invited me wasn’t alone, and the laughter I heard was female.

My dick reacted to the possibility of fucking more than one woman. Who was this person, and where had she been? Why hadn’t I gotten an invite before? Thinking of the women I hooked up with over the past few months, I had no idea who could have been inside. My dick was already hard and ready though, and I wanted to discover what these ladies had planned.

When I knocked on the door, the laughter ceased. I heard stilettos clicking against hardwood floors. A woman answered the door. She was wearing a white mask and black dress. Black heels with nylons under them. I looked over her shoulder, and there were three other women. They were all wearing masks and black dresses. They had on white satin gloves. The woman standing in the doorway was thick and around my height with her heels. She stepped back and wagged her finger at me to step inside.

The other women were sitting on two separate sofas. Nobody had spoken. They were staring at me and waiting for me to step inside. What the fuck was happening? I touched my face, questioning my reality.

“What’s going on here? Who are you?” I asked, standing in the doorway.

The woman pressed her finger against her lips. They had cut holes in the masks to expose their lips. She had on purple lipstick. I looked at the other women, and they each had a different color, different shades of red and purple. My cock was throbbing in my pants, but my mind was telling me not to enter. The woman shrugged her shoulders and started closing the door, but I stopped her with my foot. What if tonight turned out as the best sex of my life?

I didn’t know what these women had in mind for me, but I wanted to take a leap into the darkness. Like the note had said. What was the worst that could happen? I took a deep breath and stepped inside. The woman closed the door behind me and stood behind me when I stopped in the middle of the living room. The house had a masculine feel to it, but there were only women here. No photos. My heart was beating faster than if I had done fifty push-ups.

“Get to your knees,” the woman whispered in my ear. Her voice sounded familiar, but I couldn’t place it. The women on the couch uncrossed and recrossed their legs in unison. I wanted to turn and leave, but I had already chosen my fate. My penis put me in this situation, and now I was more frightened than I had ever been in my life.

When I hadn’t dropped to my knees a few seconds later, the woman pushed me down with her satin glove. Her grip was tight. Her nails dug into my shoulder. I whimpered on the way down, but my dick was still hard. I wanted to show her how my tongue worked. The tricks I knew.

“What do you think, ladies? How does our man look?”

A woman with red hair stood. She walked over and ran her fingers under my chin. I couldn’t see any details of her face behind the mask except for the lips from the holes they had cut. The minor distinctions. All I could tell was three of the women were white and one was black. The redhead stood by me while the woman who had opened the door sat on the sofa and crossed her legs.

“What’s your name?” the woman asked. She didn’t sound familiar like the other woman, and I still couldn’t remember where I knew her voice. The millions of other sensations congested my mind, and I wasn’t great at paying attention to more than a woman’s body. Their words meant little. The redhead gripped my jaw and leaned close to my face, “I asked you a question, sissy boy.”

“Sissy? I’m not a boy nor a sissy.”

“Are you talking back? Sissies get punished if they are bad. Is that what you want?”

“Who are you talking to, bitch?” I asked. I would not allow a woman to speak like this about me. Who was she?

“Bitch? Did you hear him, ladies?” The women hummed in agreement. My heart was racing. I was a man, but there were four of them. The door was locked, and as terrified as I was, I was equally horny. Curious. I was a cat in their den. Would I survive? “Apologize and tell me your name. You’re creating your destiny, little boy.”

“My name is James.”

“James what?”

“James Montgomery,” I said. There was no use in lying. She could look in my wallet. This woman had a power I couldn’t resist. She was training me like a pet, and I wasn’t objecting. She had red hair and a pussy I could fuck if I followed her rules. I would play along until I could take back my position atop the others. The alpha. The man. These women thought they could control me, but I wasn’t putty nor clay.

“Right, James. Do you want to play? We can have a lot of fun tonight, but you have to follow my rules. You can leave now, but if you stay, you’re ours.”

“Yours how?”

“Haven’t you ever dreamed of becoming a doll?”

“A doll?” I asked. This woman was crazier than any I had met. I was staring at the women, judging their bodies. I saw so many beautiful bodies every day, it was hard to keep track, but I normally remembered one I slept with. Keyword: normally. Looking at them, I didn’t recognize one woman. They were strangers behind the white masks. I knew I wouldn’t leave if it meant we would have sex. “Will tonight lead to sex?” I asked.

“You’re eager, but yes, it will. If you behave. Either leave or take off all of your clothes and fold them.”

“What about you?”

“In good time. You have a few things to do first,” the woman said.

“What are you—?”

“Stop asking questions or leave. We don’t have time for these games, James. You’re not in control,” the redhead said. She was squeezing my cheeks between her fingers. I wanted to protest, but my dick blocked my mind. There was no arguing with her. She knew I would do anything to feel her pussy walls for a few seconds. How hard my dick was, I wasn’t sure I would last long if we fucked. “Naked, now!”

My body shook at her forceful tone. I lifted the shirt from my body and tossed it to the side, but the redhead scolded me. She had me fold the clothing, and when I got down to my boxers, she commanded me to take them off. The women laughed when they saw my small cock.

“I know how to use my tongue,” I protested, embarrassed by how hard my cock was. How short it was.

“How many inches do you think he is?” the redhead asked, making me spread my legs.

“No more than four,” the black woman said. The other two laughed and pointed at my cock. I squeezed it between my legs and bowed my head. They weren’t forcing me to stay, and I couldn’t bring myself to leave. These women could do whatever they wanted. I was realizing how weak I was. How desperate for touch and pleasure.

“Who are you?” I asked.

The redhead shrugged her shoulders. The woman who had opened the door disappeared and returned with a bottle of wine and five glasses. She poured one for each of us. Mine had the least. The women clinked their glasses together and left me out. I was sitting in the middle of the living room, legs folded under my ass, and confused about what the women wanted. They paid zero attention to my presence and talked about my small size. Soft jazz played in the background. The wine tasted like lemon zest and green apples. I wanted more, but the women ignored me when I asked.

♦

Deborah

A mask covered my face, but it didn’t shield my heart. Sitting in the same room as James without slapping him was harder than I had expected. He was a vile man, desperate for a female’s touch. Who would agree to what we were doing to him? I must admit I was enjoying James’ agony. James was a man, and we were his weakness. Four sexy women hidden by white masks. Watching him sip his wine in the middle of the living room was one of the greatest joys of my life. The desperation for sex in his eyes. A hunger for the next step.

My friends talked about his tiny cock while I listened. Scarlett had done a number on James, getting him naked like that. I almost wish he had left, so it had could have turned into a girl’s night, but I wouldn’t complain. We had been planning tonight for over two months. Ever since our lunch date after James got me fired for pressing his dick against my ass in the copy room.

My friend, Mario, had driven up to Chicago for the weekend and agreed to let me use his house. He didn’t know exactly what we had planned, but I told him I had wanted to stay in the city for a night. He didn’t question it. Mario and I had a unique relationship. We were friends who had slept together a few times, but Mario was bisexual and had a boyfriend between the times we hooked up. He knew the reason I got fired, but we didn’t tell Mario our revenge plan. What if he hadn’t agreed? I didn’t want James to know where I lived, and Mario was much bigger than James. He had thick muscles and was tall. His cock was a cucumber compared to James’ baby carrot.

After we finished our glasses of wine, Scarlett dragged James to the bathroom. His first task was to shave his body before putting on a pink thong. We hadn’t shown him the thong yet. We would wait until he returned from the bathroom. I would clean everything before we left tomorrow, but the look on James’ face when he left with Scarlett made everything worth it.

Scarlett returned from the bathroom a few minutes later. She took off her mask, and we did too. I was nervous James would leave, but Scarlett had told him no sex was the punishment for breaking her rules, and leaving the bathroom without warning was one of those.

We opened another bottle of wine and gossiped about James. We giggled, high from the rush of ordering James to shave his body. I had taken his cell phone and would hide it with his clothes until he left. I had mine to snap pictures of James’ feminized body. It would start with lingerie, but Scarlett had plans for James. Polly, Angie, and I were enjoying the ride, but Scarlett had found everything we needed to feminize James. She had taken me with her on one shopping trip, and it was fun, but I gave her money to order the rest online after that day.

James knocked on the door almost an hour later as Scarlett had instructed him. We replaced our masks, and Scarlett went to get James from the bathroom. When they returned, James’ body was hairless. He had shaved everything from his legs to his arms. He looked whiter without all the hair covering his frame and much better. His little dick even looked bigger.

“What now?” James asked after he returned to his kneeling position.

I passed Scarlett the shopping bag by its rope handles. Scarlett placed it in front of James. “Open it,” she said. My palms were sweating. Would I have sex with James? Would I let him touch me? I was turned on yet confused. Anxious for James to discover who was hiding under the mask.

James parted the bag and pulled out the pink thong. Lace on the front and a single string in the back. “What am I supposed to do with this?”

“You know what,” Scarlett said. Her laugh echoed from the walls.

James held up the pink thong to his naked body and shrugged his shoulders, “as long as you keep your part of the deal,” he said.

“Of course, my dear. You’ve been good so far. Keep it up, and you’ll have the most memorable night of your life,” Scarlett said. Watching her, I knew she had done this before. It came too naturally to her. Angie, Polly, and I were nervous wrecks under our masks, but it was hot to watch James cower.

James put on the pink thong, and lace covered his dick. It was little yet erect under the lingerie. The ladies and I laughed and pointed at Scarlett’s instruction. James’ cheeks turned redder than an electric stove on high. He tried to cover his dick with his hands, but Scarlett made him move them. She wasn’t letting him off the hook. He had to play his part and entertain us.

“Ready for your next task?”

“What is it?”

“D,” Scarlett said. We were referring to each other by the first letter of our names if we had to talk in front of James. We would reveal who we were in good time, but James had to wait. “Want to show James what he needs to do next?”

“Sure,” I said and stood. “Follow me to the kitchen.”

♦

James

I followed the woman with the familiar voice to the kitchen. Watching her walk reminded me of someone, but I couldn’t remember who. The woman was a foggy memory, and I was worried about what the ladies had prepared for me next. I wore nothing but a pink thong. The sensation along my split was new. The thin strip of fabric slipping between my cheeks. My balls tucked in the pink lace.

The kitchen was large with a gas stove and a wooden table. Grocery bags with ingredients were on the table, and I noticed an apron next to it. It had frilly lace around the hem and matched the lingerie I was wearing. “Is that for me?” I asked.

“How did you know?” the woman had a high-pitch, animated tone to her voice. She passed the apron to me, and I put it on. There was no use protesting. I didn’t want oil to splatter on my skin. I knew what was coming when I looked down at the grocery bags. “How are you in the kitchen?” she asked.

The familiarity to her voice was driving me wild. How did I know her? Who was she? “What’s your name?”

“D,” she said. Thick curves, blonde hair. There were so many women who looked like that in my head. That was my type. I hunted women who had blonde hair with thick curves. On good months, I bedded one once a week or more.

“Is that your real name?” I asked.

“It doesn’t matter, James. You have food to cook. Here’s a recipe. We already bought all the ingredients.”

“I’m a terrible cook.”

The woman scoffed. “Not surprised, but these are easy appetizers. You won’t mess up.”

“Tell me who you are,” I asked and grabbed her shoulder when she turned to leave.

The woman brushed me off and continued out of the room, leaving me alone in a pink apron and pink thong. My dick hadn’t softened since I arrived, much to my embarrassment. How did women dressing me in lingerie turn me on this much? I hadn’t expected this when I came here tonight, but the redhead was correct about this becoming a memorable night.

I heard the women laughing in the living room. Stepping out of the kitchen, I went to peek. I wanted to see if they had taken off their masks. Who was the woman with the familiar voice?

Tiptoeing, I went from the kitchen to the living room. The floorboards squeaked under my feet, but music was playing in the background. The women were talking. When I turned my head around the corner, disappointment swelled within me. The women hadn’t taken off their masks, and I caught their attention.

The redhead stood and pointed her finger in my direction. “You,” she said. “You should be cooking.”

I ran back to the kitchen when she charged after me. I didn’t want to get caught by the redhead. She had directed me more than the others, and I felt a sense of dominance from her that I never had with another woman. What was her name? ‘D’ was the only name I had heard the women use, and that offered nothing of sustenance.

Was it Danielle, Destiny, Debra, Dakota, Donna, or any of the other women I had ghosted over the years? “What were you doing out of the kitchen?” the woman asked. It surprised me they hadn’t taken off their masks while they thought I was cooking.

“I want to know who you are!” I said, whimpering. My voice sounded pathetic. Like a person who had just received a traffic ticket for driving the speed limit.

“If you aren’t patient, you’ll lose your dessert. You wouldn’t want to do that, would you?”

I cast my eyes to the groceries on the kitchen table. The pink apron and thong felt heavy on my body. The woman I knew as D came back in the kitchen. The redhead and D stared at me while I gazed at the bags.

“What do you want?” I asked. I wouldn’t cry, but my mind hurt trying to figure out how I knew the blonde.

“We want you to cook,” the redhead said. “We’re hungry, aren’t we?”

“More than you know,’ D said. She stepped forward and grabbed my face like the redhead had before and spit. Her saliva spewed like a broken fire hydrant.

“D!” the redhead said and pulled her away. I wouldn’t punish D. The spit had turned me on ,anyway. Feeling a woman’s lips so close to my face.

“He deserves it,” she said. The redhead took tDand dragged her away from the kitchen after giving me a stiff warning to do what they asked. I put my head down and got to work on the appetizers. I wouldn’t try the ladies again. They would give me my prize,if I played by their rules.


Chapter Five

Deborah

We waited for half an hour while James prepared snacks for us. There were recipes for hummus, whipped feta cheese, and tabbouleh salad. I could smell the pita bread warming in the oven. James emerged with a tray wearing his pink apron. When he turned around, his ass cheeks were white like the moon on a clear night. Hairless from shaving. It wasn’t a bad-looking ass, but I disliked the man possessing it. James placed the tray on the coffee table for us, and it was time to remove the masks. James had a lot more to accomplish before the night ended.

Opening my phone, I stood and pointed the camera at James. I snapped several photos of James in his pink apron and thong. “Smile for the camera, James,” I said. He ducked his head and tried to leave, but Scarlett commanded him to stay while I snapped pictures of him.

After I had a photo of James from every angle with his face clearly visible, I removed the mask from my face.

“Ah,” I said. The air hitting my face felt like a misty fan on a hot summer day. My friends removed their masks too and stared at James with intensity.

“Deborah,” James said. Panic flashed in his eyes. The reality of his situation sinking in, I assumed. I had compromising photos of him and every contact in the company’s address book. “I, I, I—”

“You what, James? You’re sorry for getting me fired? Sorry for rubbing your dick on my ass? I know these curves are irresistible, but you had no right!” I said. My voice was rising. A tremble had emerged in my body. I wanted to kick James with my stiletto but resisted any violence. We had planned on using floggers to release our pain, not our fists. Not our heels, but James could kiss my feet. “Bend down and kiss my feet before I snap,” I said and looked into James’ eyes.

James dropped to his knees and hesitated to bend down. “Now!” I screamed and noticed my friends jump. Scarlett was grinning like she had received free rent for three months. I shook my shoulders and looked down at James. He hadn’t bent over and followed my command. I stared into his pathetic brown eyes. He had always been so small he had to act the part of a big man. Dick size wasn’t everything, but James’ shortcomings had created an asshole. One I had to put in place. “Kiss my heels, James. You’re a coward and caused me unnecessary stress. You came here without even knowing who I was for pussy. We’ll give you what you came for, but you have to listen. You’re a broken man, and we’re here to fix you.”

James lowered his eyelids before bending his body. Feeling his lips press through my shoe and kiss my toes was the best moment of my life. Realizing how weak James had been all along. Lori would have to live with firing me, but I would always have this memory to cherish on dark days. I popped my lips and made a sound like I had been drinking a can of soda. The ladies smiled and clapped without noise.

“James, what you did was wrong. Wouldn’t you agree?”

He didn’t speak. His mouth closed like two bricks sealed with mortar.

“I asked you a question, James. You can either answer it, or I can send that picture to the entire company. I’m sure Lori would love to see what we’ve made of you. Pink panties and all.”

“People would know you sent the picture. I’ll sue you,” James said.

“Ha! You have nothing on me. I have a plan, and they’ll never trace me to these pictures,” I said. We had been planning this for months, and I set up a fake email address and added every contact from the company where I used to work. I would access that email from a public library, using a VPN, and send his pictures to the entire office if he played games. James was a weak man. He allowed us to feminize his body without even knowing our names. His desperation was more repugnant than trash rotting on a sidewalk. He was a disgusting little man with the cock size to match. No wonder he had to take women by force. Without permission.

“You can’t send out the pictures. Please, I’m begging you,” James said.

I laughed, hearing the insanity in my tone. I had fallen into a role, the dominatrix, and I was loving every second. James was a fly on the window, and I had a swatter hovering over him. He could evade and dodge, but I would win. We both knew it. “I can do whatever I want, James. I have your phone. You’re dressed in a pink thong and apron,” I said, giggling to myself. Hand over my mouth. The ladies joined me, pointing at James. They chanted. “Sissy! Sissy! Sissy!”

“You can say whatever you want, but please don’t send those pictures to the office. You’ll humiliate me.”

I tapped my finger on my chin and hummed a long note. “Humiliate you? You mean like how you humiliated me when I had to pack up my desk and leave the office? Is that what you’re referring to, James?”

“I didn’t mean to have you fired. There was a vote. The managers chose me, and they gave you a severance check,” James said. He was shaking. His voice uneven and stilted. I loved seeing him quiver like an ant encountering an obstacle. Life was probably easy sailing for a man like James. He had his degrees, light skin, and penis. He kept his stomach flat and had defined arms. A man of men yet had the confidence of a spilled glass of water.

“Oh, I’m sorry James. I hadn’t realized this wasn’t your fault. What caused me marching into Lori’s office in the first place? Tell me.”

When James didn’t speak, I screamed at him to open his mouth and use words. “I rubbed my dick on your ass.”

“And what do you say?”

“I’m sorry,” James said, but he had an attitude behind his tone I hated.

“Ladies, did James sound sincere?”

“No,” they groaned in unison. “Sissy! Sissy! Sissy!”

“I’m sorry, Deborah. I shouldn’t have rubbed my dick on your ass.”

“You’re nasty penis,” I said. “You’re disgusting, tiny extension. It’s a pathetic example of a manhood, wouldn’t you agree ladies?”

They agreed and pointed at James. “Small penis! Small penis! Small penis!”

I could see the anger boiling in James’ eyes. He wanted to lash out, but he knew we would overpower him. He couldn’t take four of us at once. We had him in our grips, but he had a choice. Nobody was forcing him to do anything. He had chosen to stay, shave his body, wear his pink outfit, and cook us a meal. Now, James had another choice.

“S, would you mind going for the bag of goodies?” I asked. James could know my name. He wouldn’t have any proof of tonight. I had his phone. We weren’t at my house. There were at least twenty pictures of him in my phone dressed in pink. Shaved from head to toe. Scarlett left the room and returned with the bag of toys she had ordered.

I took the bag and turned it upside-down. Dildos, anal beads, butt plugs, strap ons, floggers, paddles, and lingerie fell out the bag. A dress James could wear later if he stayed. James’ eyes widened as he took in the pile of toys. The ladies were grinning behind me, and James looked conflicted. Terrified and turned on. I saw him touching his dick. It was like a reflex for men to touch their dicks when they thought nobody was looking. Scratch their balls. What if women did the same? How would society look at us?

“James, you have a choice to make, my sissy. You can stay and play, or you can leave. If you leave, I won’t share the videos unless I hear that you touched another woman inappropriately. I have eyes and ears in the office, and you’d be on my radar. There’s nothing I would love more than to share pictures of you all pretty and dressed in pink,” I said and rubbed my hand along James’ chin. He was averting his eyes and ignoring my gaze. I only wanted him to behave. Keep his hands to himself. Not get a woman fired who was on the rise. I had found another job, but it didn’t matter. James deserved this, and the ladies and I were having a blast. If James left, we would have a fun night regardless. If he stayed, we would make James pay in the best ways possible.

“What will it be James, are you staying or leaving?”

♦

James

I was on my knees. Kneeling beneath a woman who had bested me because of my desire to have sex. What man would have resisted a group of women? What man didn’t have the occasional fantasy of wearing women’s lingerie? Up until now, I had thought I would take back the upper hand, but I had been foolish all along. Desperate to feel a woman’s pussy against my lips. Her walls hugging my dick. My mind had been too busy fantasizing fucking four women to recognize the trap they were setting. To remember those curves I had spent so many hours staring at from my office desk. How had I not put the pieces together? I was stupid for not recognizing Deborah behind her mask.

Maybe they were right about me. Maybe I was no good and deserved to have a woman holding me by the neck, ready to wring me dry and expose tonight to the world. Me, dressed in pink, half-naked, exposed. I stared at the pile of toys and could only imagine what the women had planned for me.

I stood and glanced at my pile of clothes in the corner, out of reach. Then, I looked back at the toys. Deborah had her hand on her hips and watched my eyes move from pile to pile.

“We don’t have all night, James. I have what I wanted most. It’s up to you to cash in on your prize for shaving yourself and cooking, but you’d have to play by our rules.”

The redhead stood. Her green eyes were stunning. Her skin white like marble. The other two women were sitting on the sofa, their bodies close. The Asian woman with black hair had her hand on the black woman’s thigh. My dick hadn’t been this hard for this long in years, and if I left, I would only go home and jack off and think about what could have been. Who cared if the women had their way with me? Sex was pleasure, and I was thirsty for pussy.

“I’m staying,” I said with my head bent to the floor. They could dress me up as their doll. Deborah already had the pictures. I would be crazy to leave before the fun.

Deborah clapped. The redhead grinned. The women on the sofa had moved closer together. One unzipped the other’s dress. They lifted their hips and slid out of their dresses. S turned to Deborah, and they kissed. S unzipped Deborah’s dress as her tongue explored Deborah’s mouth. Deborah returned the favor, and their dresses fell to the floor. My ultimate dream was coming true before my eyes. I reached my hand into the pink thong, but S stopped me.

“No touching yourself until we tell you,” she said. I stopped and put my hands up like I was surrendering a fight.

All the women wore lace bras and panties. Deborah had on black. The redhead wore red. The Asian woman wore a plum color, and the black woman had a white bra and thong. The women looked like they had been printed by a machine. Cutouts from a magazine.

“A and P, should we show James what happens to naughty boys?”

The women on the sofa nodded. S went over to the pile and picked up a flogger, pulling the leather laces through her fingers. She held the leather handle in her hand, and my heart ticked faster. My palms were sweating, and my cock was begging me to touch it. Stroke it and let the cum fly, but the women wouldn’t allow that. They had me in their hands like the football of a quarterback.

“James, fetch us a chair from the kitchen. You can leave the apron in there too,” she said.

When I came back with the chair, each woman was holding a flogger or a paddle. I swallowed but placed the chair in the center of the living room where Deborah pointed. I felt exposed with nothing more than the pink thong covering my body. My hard dick wasn’t hiding under the thin lace. Deborah picked up a pair of black tights from the pile and passed them to me. “Put these on, James.”

I thought to protest but couldn’t find the words. Slipping on the black tights, I pulled them up to right below where my legs met, one at a time. They added a warmth and comfort I hadn’t expected.

“Bend over the chair, James,” Deborah said. She had a paddle and smacked it against the palm of her hand. I hesitated before stepping over to the chair. The women were standing in a line behind me. My exposed ass cheeks facing them. The thong did nothing to protect my skin. It held my little dick, but the air tickled my shaved ass.

I stood in front of the chair and stared at the wooden back. The arch at the top where my hands would rest. When I hadn’t moved, Deborah stepped forward. Her hand cupped my ass cheek, and she leaned forward to whisper in my ear, “you know you’ll love this more than we do.”

She wasn’t wrong, but what kind of man would I become if I allowed Deborah and her friends to spank me and dress me up like a doll? Deborah blew in my ear and pressed her body against mine. Her arms traveled up mine, and she grabbed my hands to guide them to the wood. “Hold on, sissy boy. We only want you to have fun,” she said.

Gripping the chair, I closed my eyes as Deborah traced the paddle along my ass. My dick twitched, pushing to escape the lingerie holding it down. Deborah tapped the wood against my ass. Her touch was light and didn’t hurt. The contact sent my cock into a frenzy, leaking and enlarging the stain from precum.

“I want my turn, D,” one woman said while Deborah was taking her time teasing me with the paddle. I held the chair, waiting for the pain to start, but it didn’t come. Deborah bent over and blew along my split. I wiggled, and Deborah held my hips.

“Don’t move,” she said. My eyes were closed when I felt the wetness hit my hole. It was slick like lubrication. Then, Deborah popped something in my ass. I flinched, and she told me to stay still. When she pushed the second ball through my ass, I realized she was using the anal beads. They only hurt for a moment, and then they filled me. I had never felt my body like this with something sitting inside of me. Stretching me.

Smack. Deborah brought the paddle down against my left cheek. It stung worse than the balls hurt passing my hole. I gripped the chair, feeling the wood against my sweaty palms as Deborah smacked my ass several more times. It was burning like I had spent the day in the sun without sunscreen. The tingle both pleasant and painful. Deborah stopped to push the rest of the beads into my ass, the last one hurting worse than the spanking. I felt a tear slide down my face as my ass adjusted to the last ball, bigger than all the ones before it. My ass held the balls inside. Deborah tapped my ass lightly with her paddle once again before stepping back to admire her work.

I looked over my shoulder, and S was standing there. Her red curls wild, jetting out from her head. Her lingerie seductive against her pale skin. “Face forward,” she commanded. S traced her laces along my back. She didn’t spank me but tickled my body for several minutes. She had me squeeze the wood and not move. Every time I flinched would become one lashing. My dick was dripping like a loose hose in my pink panties. I had flinched ten times when S’ timer went off, and she gave me ten lashings. I loved every one more than the one before it. Had I been a sissy all along? Had I been searching for the woman to stand up to me and put me in my place?

P and A went after S. P, the woman with straight black hair and almond eyes, had another paddle. She hit my ass like a bag of solid ice, reddening both my cheeks. A, the woman with long braids and white lingerie, had another flogger. She went to town on my ass. I wouldn’t be able to sit right for days, but staying here had been the best decision of my life.

After the ladies had my ass red and stinging, Deborah passed me a dress. It was yellow and made of cotton. Yellow like the sun on a bright day. Sunflowers in full bloom. A touched the fabric, knowing it would feel amazing against my shaved skin. “Put it on, James. You have more work to do,” Deborah said.

The anal beads were still deep in my ass. They had fallen out once during my spanking, but the ladies put them back in place. I slid the yellow dress over my hairless body, eager for what the women had planned next.

“Ladies, has James been good enough for his treat?” Deborah asked her friends.

The women mulled and whispered, but I was desperate for my treat. I dropped to my knees and clasped my hands together, “please, I want my treat. Haven’t I been a good doll?”

“I don’t know,” S said.

“He tried to sneak in before cooking dinner,” P added.

“Maybe he doesn’t deserve it,” A said.

I dropped my head and fell into a child’s pose like people did in yoga to show my subservience. I only wanted to taste their pussies. They wanted it too. I could see it in how they watched me on the floor beneath them like a vibrator in a box. A secret they kept from their friends. Nobody would discuss tonight if we crossed this line. I wore my dress. I wore the panties. The women had control, and I wouldn’t fight them. They were beauty in every sense of the word. They had put me in my place and shown me my wrongs.

“I am sorry for any pain I ever caused you Deborah. I’m sorry to all the women I ever hurt or touched inappropriately. You must have hated me to go through all this trouble for revenge. You have a great set of friends, Deborah. If you tell me to leave, I’ll leave, but if my treat is what I think it is, I am gifted with my tongue. Am I a perfect person? No, but I’ll return the favor,” I said facing the ground. My words muffled by the floor beneath me.

“Ladies,” Deborah said and circled her finger in the air. All the women stripped naked and sat on the sofas.

S was the closest to me and wagged her finger. I got on all fours and crawled to her, the dress catching on my knees. The fabric in the back sliding between my ass cheeks with the thong and handle from the anal beads. S held her pussy with two fingers while staring at me with her green eyes. She had a red bush around her magnificent hole. Her wonder. The cave I wanted to explore.

I grabbed S’ thigh and pulled myself to pussy height. She grabbed me by my right ear and forced my face in her pussy. Her juices mixing in my mouth. It was better than liquor. Better than water. Better than any beverage in the world. She was like tasting honey straight from honeycomb. S let go, digging her nails into the sofa as my tongue caressed her womanhood. Her clit. She cursed as the cum rushed to the surface, but she was only the first of four.

I moved to P, who was sitting next to S. She had no hair around her pussy. Her breasts were smaller than the others, but she was just as beautiful. She giggled as I pushed her long black hair out the way to take her nipple in my mouth. She pushed my head from her chest to her center. I didn’t resist her command. It didn’t take me long to take P to climax with my tongue working her button.

A was beautiful. I loved her dark skin and pink pussy lips. She smelled of coconuts and had juices that tasted better than dessert. She held my head when she came, digging her nails into my skull. I loved tasting her cum on my lips. The women touched as I moved down to Deborah.

Deborah smiled at me and stood. She held me by my hair and shoved my face in her pussy. She used me more than I pleased her. Deborah took more control than the other ladies had, and my dick responded. It twitched. If I touched it, I would ejaculate. Cover myself in jizz. Deborah came, and I was waiting for permission to touch myself.

The ladies slid on their panties and bras.

“What about me?” I asked.

“Just a moment,” Deborah said and pulled out her cell phone. She threw a towel on the ground in front of me. “Lift your dress and take out your penis. I know you’re dying to cum.”

I nodded and did as she said. My cock hard and leaking.

“Turn to the side. Show the camera your sexy tail. What are those from?”

“Anal beads,” I said. She could record if she wanted. I had to cum.

“Cum on the towel for us,” she said.

I took my dick in my hand and stroked it. After five passes over my cock, wet from the precum, I shot several loads all over the towel. My ass contracted, pushing out the anal beads. They fell to the floor under me as my body emptied itself of semen. The women were laughing. Deborah held the camera in my direction. Shame washing over me as the realization hit that Deborah had bested me. I had to change, or the entire world would know who I was. What I had let this group of women do to me.

Deborah shut off her camera. “You were amazing, James. Things couldn’t have gone better. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I grumbled.

“Now go to the kitchen and fetch us more wine. You’re our hostess for the night, unless you want the world to see this video,” Deborah said.

“Coming right away,” I said and disappeared to the kitchen for the wine.


Chapter Six

Deborah

The night had been a fun start, but we weren’t finished with James. He had given me an honest apology, but it didn’t change the fact he had rubbed his dick against my ass at work, gotten me fired from my job, and smirked on my way out. I had leverage over him for the rest of our lives. I had already emailed all the photos and video to myself.

I woke up earlier than I had expected, and my stomach grumbled. We had made piles on the floor with blankets and slept together, but James had a job to complete. I poked him, and he stirred. He still wore the yellow dress from last night. James tossed and turned for a few minutes before his eyes fluttered open.

“Deborah,” he said. His voice rough like he needed to drink water. “What is it?”

“Time to wake up. You need to cook us eggs and bacon,” I said.

“Right now?” James asked. I nodded. The other ladies were sleeping in lingerie by James.

His eyes were dark brown and seductive. He looked more innocent in that moment than he ever had at the office. Our time as coworkers flashed through my mind. All the instances James had made me feel uncomfortable. The revenge hadn’t solved my past, but I didn’t regret feminizing James. It had been some of the best fun of my life. He got what he deserved, and I hoped James’ learned a lesson about messing with women.

James pushed the covers off his body and followed me to the kitchen. I sat at the table while James prepared hash browns (frozen from a bag), scrambled eggs, bacon, and orange juice. We had bought the ingredients for breakfast too. I helped and made the coffee. The pot was on the table and not the counter.

The ladies slowly emerged from the living room and joined me at the kitchen table. James served us food, but there wasn’t room for him to sit. He stood against the counter and ate the leftovers from our meals.

We took turns showering after breakfast, making sure to go fast to save on hot water. James went last. There wasn’t a drop left of hot water when he went into the bathroom, but we had a schedule to keep. This was Mario’s house, and I wanted to play with James a little longer. He would never see me again after today. The ladies and I would keep this between us and not tell a soul.

James came out with the towel wrapped around his body like a woman, tucked under his shoulders. Scarlett had suggested it. We gave him a white thong and white dress to wear. We had all changed into yoga pants and t-shirts with our hair pulled back in long ponytails.

“Grab a chair from the kitchen,” I said to James. “We have to redden that ass one last time.”

James went for the chair. When he returned, I had him bend over and hike his dress up to his waist. I moved his thong to the side and shoved the anal beads up James’ ass, going much faster than last night. The ladies and I lined up to redden his ass. I let them go first, so I could have the sweet finish.

After Scarlett, Polly, and Angie spanked James, his ass was turning a deep shade of red. I lifted my flogger to bring it down on his ass when keys turned in the doorknob. My heart raced as Mario stepped into an erotic scene. The flogger in my hand. The pile of toys by my side. Angie, Polly, and Scarlett rushed to the sofa to sit. James had his eyes shut but hadn’t moved. I smiled at Mario. We had slept together several times, and he had a kinky side.

“You didn’t tell me you had all this planned when you asked to use my house,” Mario said and shut the door behind him.

I walked over to Mario and wrapped my arms around the back of his neck. He slid his duffel bag off his shoulder and let it fall to the floor. Mario accepted my kiss. The laces from the flogger spread across Mario’s back as our kiss deepened. He was muscular, tall, and thick. He was bisexual too.

“Would you like my turn? I was just about to spank James here. You remember James, right? The horrible boss I used to have,” I said.

Mario narrowed his eyes and nodded. “Oh, yeah. Sure, I’ll take your turn,” Mario said.

The women relaxed and smiled. I held Mario’s shoulder and waved in their direction. “These are my accomplices and good friends. We can call them S, P, and A for now.”

“Nice to meet you,” Mario said and waved. “But I need to get in on this spanking. See how hard I am thinking about it?” Mario asked and grabbed the outline of his dick. It was thick and long and clear through the denim.

♦

James

The man who had just arrived was big and muscular. Taller than me and had thicker arms. The impression of his penis was massive. Much bigger than the little dick I was used to looking at on my body. Watching Deborah kiss him was hot, but when he stepped behind me holding the flogger, my heart dropped to the pits of my stomach. The man unbuttoned his pants and let his huge cock loose. It was oozing at the tip.

“Look forward, sissy,” Deborah said. She turned to Mario and told him it was okay to spank me. I had been a bad boy and deserved it. The women spanking me was one thing, but a man was another.

“What’s this?” Mario asked, tugging on the handle for the anal beads. The balls moved in my ass, pushing me closer to an orgasm. I didn’t want a man to make me cum. Not while I was wearing panties and a dress. What did this man think about me dolled up and feminized?

“Those are part of his punishment. He has to learn what it feels like to be a woman.”

“You’re one sissy bitch, aren’t you?” Mario asked, chuckling. The women joined in laughter. Mario brought the laces down against my cheeks. My ass was sore and burning from the pain. A man was spanking me like a sissy. A bitch. I had fallen from the tough man to the one bent over a chair. Mario reddened my ass until I begged him to stop.

“Maybe you should fuck him, Mario. What do you think, ladies?”

The women agreed, but I couldn’t allow that to happen. I was a man and wouldn’t let another man fuck me. Mario was bigger, stronger, and maybe even more attractive, but they were crossing a line.

“No,” I shouted.

Deborah laughed. “What mercy do you deserve, James? You’re a vile excuse for a human who takes what he wants from women without asking. Why shouldn’t Mario do the same to you?”

Mario was stroking his dick and watching me like an animal in the wild. A man who hadn’t had sex in weeks. The women were at the edge of the sofa, waiting to see what would happen. I turned and dropped to my knees. Mario’s huge dick hung in my face.

“Please, Deborah. Please, no. I don’t want a man to fuck me. I can’t. You have my word that I’ll never touch another woman without permission in my life. I swear,” I said.

“What do you think ladies? Does James sound sincere?”

The women whispered, cupping their hands over the other’s ear before speaking. They agreed I had been sincere after sending my heart into a panic for two minutes.

“Fine, Mario won’t fuck you, but you must keep your word.”

“I will,” I said.

“But that doesn’t mean I won’t fuck your sissy ass,” Deborah said. “Anyone want to help?”

S jumped up to join Deborah. They took off their jeans and wrapped strap ons around their waists.

P pointed at Mario, “I want him, if you’ll have me.” Mario licked his lips and took off his clothing. A said she wanted to join P and Mario, and they had their party off to the side. Mario had the women moaning like no other. He was living my fantasy, but Deborah and S had something different planned for me.

They used me like a split roast, one cock in my ass and another in my mouth. I had never been fucked before, but I loved that a woman was doing it. Deborah used my ass first. S second. When Deborah stuck her dick in my mouth after it had been in my ass, I thought I would puke, but it made my dick harder tasting myself on Deborah’s cock. She held my face and fucked my throat, moving her cock in ways to pleasure herself.

Mario and the other women were busy behind us. Two sex scenes, one room. Six bodies. After the ladies came from fucking me, they made me cum with a butt plug shoved up my ass. I wouldn’t have admitted it then but knew I would play with my ass in the future. I have had the hardest, most intense orgasms of my life since arriving at this house.

We all collapsed to the floor in a sea of sweat and bodily liquids after cumming. The white lingerie and dress clad to my hairless skin. Mario holding the women in his muscular arms how I had dreamed my entire life. He was the alpha I had always wanted to become, but the women taught me my true role in life; the sissy who was born to please.

♦

Deborah

After basking in the euphoria of an orgasm, I wanted James out of my sight. Scarlett crawled over to Mario and Polly and Angie. Everyone was naked except James who wore the white dress and white thong. The butt plug had fallen out of his ass, but we stretched him out and made him feel like a woman.

I stood up and grabbed James by the ear, dragging him toward the door. My friends and Mario watched me with delighted faces. We would have a fun Sunday, but our time with James had ended. Mario could satisfy all four of us if he wanted. He was a stallion with a passion for fucking.

James protested, and I loosened my grip. He fell to the floor, looking pathetic in his dress. He had acted so tough at the office when he was my boss. I couldn’t wait to never see James’ face again.

“Leave James,” I said and pointed to the door.

“But my clothes,” he stuttered.

“You don’t get your clothes back. This is part of your punishment. You’ll show the world just how much of a sissy you are.”

“No, please. Deborah.”

“James, outside now! Or I’ll send the video to everyone. I’m not playing.”

Jame raced to the door on his knees. He opened it and went outside, but the banging started the moment he left. I had felt so good not seeing his face for a microsecond.

“My keys. My phone. I need them, please. Deborah, please,” James said through the door.

I looked over my shoulder and smirked at Mario and the ladies. They were naked and grinning, watching me humiliate James. I took my time crossing the room to fetch James’ keys and phone. He wouldn’t get his clothes. He banged on the door, crying about the cars driving by. We heard a few horns and shouts.

After grabbing James’ things, I opened the door and threw them to him. “See you never,” I said and slammed the door in James’ face. He was like vapor disappearing in the wind.

I turned around and joined my naked friends to have a fun Sunday at Mario’s house.
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