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I rushed up the wide open, red-carpeted stairs in an effort to get to the study before anyone discovered me. You’d think being a billionaire at twenty-five years old would afford you at least a modicum of privacy. But unfortunately, the opposite was true. In fact, I actually hated the publicity. The constant nagging, signing of forms, and dealing with fake people who were just after my money all the time was stressing me out to the point I wished I could turn into someone else, even if for just a brief moment to escape it all.

At first, when the startup company I’d created skyrocketed into fame I was stoked to finally have achieved my dreams. Money was no longer a problem. And from there, I thought things would get easier, and while they did to some degree, my friends and family at the same time became distant. They’d almost come to hate me for my success.

But fuck them! If there was one thing I wasn’t going to do it was let even my friends and family judge me. And just beyond that study door was the exact escape I’ve been looking forward to and I finally have time to try it.

“And where do you think you’re going?” Melissa asked from behind me just as I reached for the door handle to my study in her usual grating tone of voice. “You still have some paperwork left to do.”

I let out a sigh. “As perky as ever, I see, Melissa.”

“Well, you’re the one who hired me to make sure that you got your work done on time. And I’ll be damned if I have to deal with those shark-eyed investors of yours again.”

“Have you ever thought about adjusting your personality to your looks? It’s a shame to see such vibrancy tainted by a not-so-colorful attitude.” I offered with a wink.

And I wasn’t lying. Despite being twice my age at fifty years old she had amazing luscious curves. It was clear she took care of her body based on how well-toned every aspect of it was. Her deep red hair cascaded down her shoulders and over her busty breasts, all the while glowing under the crystal light of the chandeliers above.

She just rolled her eyes. “Look, if you don’t want to finish the work that needs to be done then don’t mind me. Just don’t come crying when the investors are jumping down your throat.”

“Fine, fine. Go ahead and leave the papers outside my door and I’ll be sure to sign them by tomorrow.”

“You better. If you don’t I won’t let it be my fault, you understand?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Aren’t secretaries the ones who should be listening to what I tell them to do?” I asked with an emphasis on ‘I.’

“Hmph, maybe in a hundred years you might have enough experience to be able to tell me what to do. Until then, good luck finding someone as competent as me should you choose to fire me when investors come after your ass.” She said, swishing around as her skirt whisked ever so slightly upwards, though not high enough to see anything, and then sauntered off as if she owned the place.

“Feisty and confident,” I whispered under my breath. “I knew I hired you for a reason.”

***

Upon entering the study I immediately went over to the small bookcase and removed a few books to reveal a small concealed drawer behind them. With shaky hands I opened it to find an unmarked box within and pulled it out.

“Finally,” I said as I set it down on the table. My heart raced as I tore into my latest venture, spurred on by none other than a stranger I’d met online. An anonymous individual I knew would help pull me from the increasing frustration of the everyday life I now endured.

Just as I laid my hands on the fantasy-driven objects I bought, my phone vibrated and I pulled it out of my pocket to see a message that read from user Mistress69: ‘Ugh! My boss is such an asshole!’

I smiled and started typing a response. ‘Maybe you should be his boss?’ I wrote with a wink emoji. ‘Based on what you’ve told me so far, you seem much more capable.’

The ellipses notifying me that she was typing bounced a few times before her message displayed. ‘I think it’d be much more fun to be your boss.’ She added a smiling kiss emoji and a whip after that.

My cock twitched underneath my designer pants. It’s too bad she wasn’t here right now to be using that whip on me. Unfortunately, I knew this was only a fun little fling I’d found to waste time with. It was nothing more than a fantasy, but maybe I could get as close to experiencing it as possible.

‘So… did you get the items I told you to?’ She asked.

‘Yes,’ I typed. ‘What should I do next?’

‘Do whatever you think will make for the best picture to send me.’ She replied with a wink.

I gulped. She was clearly testing my resolve in all of this. Did I even have what it takes to satisfy someone like her? I looked back over at the item my hand rested on... a rubber dildo. Should I start with that? Even that had to be a bit much.

Rummaging through the box I pulled out a small metal chastity cage and a platinum blonde wig. I’d heard of chastity cages before and always laughed them off as some sort of joke. They were always used on pathetic looking men in porn, but no way people wore them for real right? But here I was, holding the small device in my hand, thinking that surely, my cock would be too big to fit in it.

And the wig… it was crazy that a wig could cost so much money. I suppose it being made of real human hair is probably what drove up the price and I had to admit, as I held it in my hands it certainly looked and felt like it was real.

I dumped the rest of the items on my desk. A pair of thigh-high stockings, panties, and a thin white, floral-patterned summer dress.

But as I stood their pondering the emasculating items in my head I began to think that this was ridiculous. I couldn’t wear these, right? And I absolutely couldn’t mess around with some fake cock. Certainly not now that I was a billionaire and had reputation and status to protect. Why was I going through all this effort for a stranger? That said, at the same time, it was just a fantasy… no harm in trying in the privacy of my own study, right?

Just then my phone vibrated once more. Mistress69 posted an image of her knee-high boots with a nine-tail whip trailing down her crossed legs. ‘Well? What’s my slave going to do?’ She asked. ‘Or should I punish you for making me wait so long?’

“Agh, fuck it!” I exclaimed to myself and removed the chastity cage from its box. “I guess I’ll start with this.”

Taking off my pants and boxers I threw them to the side and began to fiddle with the small confining device. With just a bit of lube I was surprisingly able to get the ring part on with little effort. It squeezed my shaft from behind my balls like a normal cock ring, causing my heart to skip a beat as my cock started to grow almost immediately. I’ve tried cock rings before, but there was something different about this one and it was giving me a rush that I’d never experienced before.

Next I took the flat head part of the cage and had to take a couple deep breaths to calm myself. Mind tricks didn’t seem to work as my cock kept hardening regardless. Was the anticipation of being locked in something so small the cause for the excitement I felt? No way, it couldn’t be. This was just because I was trying something new, nothing more, I tried to convince myself.

Despite my rapid-hardening cock I managed to fit the final head piece of the flat chastity cage with ease over my flared head and lock it onto the ring, effectively caging my manhood.

“No way, I am not that small.” I uttered, feeling somewhat peeved at the fact something so tiny fit around my dick which I often thought was big for its size.

True to the device’s promises though, there was no way I was growing under the strict metal shield. In fact, it looked almost downright pathetic caged as it was. Yet my heart fluttered as I imagined someone else holding the key to my pleasure.

I took a quick picture of my caged dick with my phone and sent it over to Mistress69, hoping to get a response. The ellipses bounced a few times as she typed, but then disappeared again. After waiting a few minutes it was clear there wasn’t going to be a reply. Did she not like it? Or maybe… I looked over at the wig and the rest of the things I bought.

With my heart caught in my throat I reached for the feminizing product. It glowed a bright platinum in the golden light of the study. I inhaled and then exhaled one more time for good measure. “Come on dude. It’s just for fun. It’s not like this is serious.”

Before allowing myself to have a third thought about it I put it on my head, adjusting it so that it fit correctly, and let its hair flow down over my shoulders. It was hard to imagine that this did much to alter my appearance. I was a guy after all and there’s no way-

“Holy shit…” I gasped when I turned to the reflective glass of my liquor cabinet. “That’s not me is it?” I questioned, touching the reflection of the girl’s face looking back at me with my fingertips.

But it was. There was no denying it. And somehow, my eyes shone an even brighter blue crystal hue than I’d known them to be previously, perhaps highlighted by the damn near shining blonde hair that now encircled my face.

This was insane. It was just a wig! No way a wig could change this much of someone’s look.

Maybe you’re just not much of a man to begin with.

I shook away the thought. “No, this is just the wig’s doing. In fact, I’ll prove that right now.” I said, unbuttoning my shirt and letting it fall to the floor. But it did nothing to relieve the pulsating anxiety stuck between my lungs. I knew I hadn’t had much time to workout the last couple years, but surely, I had to have bigger muscles than the barely toned stomach that now presented itself as part of my reflection before me!

My phone vibrated and this time Mistress69 said, ‘Surely, you can do better than a small chastity cage?’

The reflection looking back at me was telling me that I could but… it was incredibly disarming to see just how easily I pulled off a girl’s look. From my smooth face to the hair that now turned my appearance into an experimental femininity, my whole outward visage had changed. But as I looked back at the message on my phone the thought hit me: I can do better.

In a rush of provoked adrenaline I reached for the dress and tore it from its packaging. I figured I could save the other stuff for later since the photos I was taking were mainly from the front. Holding up the garment above my head I let it fall over me. As I pushed my head through, the fabric felt soft to the touch. It was different from putting on a shirt. Even the act of putting on something so feminine was causing my heart to race and I almost started feeling light headed. Upon pushing my head through and looking down at my new look, seeing my platinum hair lay atop the flowery dress sent a jolt of electricity through me. This was… exhilarating.

Like some fashion-obsessed, shallow hot chick from a 90’s movie I put my hands on my hips and did a couple poses. Each time I danced in front of the cabinet window so did the tingles across the nerve endings of my skin. It felt less ridiculous each time I struck a new dumb pose. But it was somehow freeing at the same time.

I then glanced back over at the rubber dildo and encouraged by the thoughtless lust that clashed between my body and mind, I took it out of its box. With heavy breaths I set it on the floor and got on my knees, analyzing it before taking its shaft curiously in my hand. It was huge! Even when fully erect I knew this thing had to be bigger than me. The shaft itself was well crafted and even simulated soft veins.

That wasn’t all however. Being on my knees like this while dressed as I was elicited a response within me that was like an earth-shattering drum. It wasn’t easy shaking off the feeling as it lingered like a foggy mist after a storm. I knew there was only one way to break this spell and it was to see my curiosity through to completion. After this, I knew I’d be going back to work which sucked to think about so I pushed it to the back of my mind.

I brought my lips close to the rubber cock’s tip just as my heart began to pound even harder than before. Holding the phone out in front of me it was hard to get a steady shot with the front facing camera, but as my lips touched the tip of the cock and I looked at my slutty 48 MP reflection it was impossible not to see myself as some porn model. Again, I was struck by just how much I’d transformed and how it took almost nothing.

“Who are you and what are you doing in here?”

I yelped in surprise at Melissa’s voice as my finger pushed the shoot button and the loud camera sound went off, taking a picture of me that made it look like I was just about to swallow a huge dick.

***

The carpet scraped against my knees as I yanked my head around. “Melissa! Haven’t you ever heard of knocking?!” I squealed in a higher-pitched voice than I meant to.

She raised an eyebrow and took a couple steps forward. “Conrad?” She asked as she bent over and stared at me. I leaned back under her gaze and shifted my eyes to the side, closing my thighs together before she just burst out laughing. “Holy hell Conrad, it is you! I can’t believe it. I thought I’d come in here to find some prissy chick sluttin’ around only to realize that said chick was you! Even your scream threw me off just now.”

“That’s Mr. Walker, to you.” I said reflexively with a cracked voice, as if it meant anything right now in this predicament. All saying it seemed to do was humiliate me further as she burst out laughing again.

“Hearing you say that while wearing an outfit like that is something else.”

“And once again, I should ask,” I continued, trying to hide my embarrassment and change the subject, “Have you ever heard of knocking, Melissa?”

She wiped a tear from her eye. “I did knock several times. But it seems like you were too preoccupied with other matters that you clearly didn’t hear me.” She said with a smirk and pointed at the dildo that sat just between my legs.

My cheeks burned as I stayed there under her gaze, barely able to move a muscle. This was the worst possible thing that could’ve ever happened to me. How could I get so engrossed into what I was doing to not realize I hadn’t even bothered to lock the door! What was I going to even say or do to get out of this situation?

“You know,” Melissa added as she stepped even closer and examined my face. “You really do have a pretty complexion about you.”

Something jumped in my chest. “Stop joking around, Melissa.” I said, attempting to sound more annoyed than surprised at her comment. “Please just leave so I can get changed in peace.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.” She replied and took a couple steps back, closing the door behind her. “Now that I’ve seen this side of you I need to know more.” A wicked grin spread across her face, sending a fierce pulse crawling up my spine.

I was baffled at this change in demeanor of hers. I knew Melissa was a confident, strong woman which is something I respected about her. But this was different. Her tone was sharp and within that fine-tuned edge was something that lit up my nerves in a way that was somehow familiar. For a moment I lost my train of thought and shuffled my position on the ground, feeling my legs tingle from being on my knees for as long as I had been.

“Fine,” I conceded. It’s not like this could get any worse in any case. “I was just…” I paused for a moment, unsure of what excuse I could come up with. “Experimenting.”

“I’ll say!” She exclaimed immediately.

Goddammit! That was the worst possible thing I could’ve said. I may as well have just told her the truth that I was messaging some stranger online in some pathetic attempt at a fantasy that has now concluded in the most epic fail possible!

“But all that said,” Melissa replied, walking back over to me and crouching so that she was at eye level. With her fingernails she brushed my hair to the side in such a gentle manner that it caught me off guard. “You’re actually quite cute.”

If my heart had been caught in my throat before it was now firmly lodged in my mouth. My heartbeat had become the ellipses of a message board, bouncing up and down erratically as I tried to find something to say. “You think I’m… cute?”

That’s not what you should be asking, you fucking idiot!

She nodded. “I always thought you looked out of place in that stuffy, overpriced suit of yours. Like you were trying too hard to fit in. But this just feels more natural.”

What was she talking about? There is absolutely no way that I was going to believe that putting on a wig and a dress made that much of a difference. I mean, I knew I was posing like some dumb girl just moments prior, and thank god she didn’t see that, but that was just me having some fun. It’s not like I was actually cute or hot. And I for one was not going to buy this whole act Melissa was giving me. She was clearly just teasing me at this point.

I shook my head. “No I… I need to get out of this, this was a mistake.” I said, getting up and nearly falling over, but Melissa caught me before I lost all semblance of balance. Her embrace was so much different than the usual attitude she had when around me as we talked business matters. It was almost… caring.

“Whoa there, can’t have a pretty girl such as yourself falling over now can we?”

“What did you just-” I started to say as I looked up at her only to be met with the most tender smile I’d ever seen her make. She caressed my soul with her soft, curling lips and I found myself being washed over with a sudden calmness. Maybe she meant what she said?

“Oh, what’s this?” She asked, pulling me along with surprising strength over to my desk. Her eyes seemed to examine the items for a moment before she picked up the matching white panties with a pink bow on the waistband I’d bought. “Don’t tell me you’re naked under that dress?” She squinted her eyes at my outfit.

All I did in response was grip the hem of my dress with my free hand and pull it down, looking down at the ground with my shoulders slightly raised as embarrassment hit my entire body in a rush of heat. Normally, I’d fight back at such words, but something soothed me into submission. I didn’t know whether it was from what she’d said earlier or if it was because I felt small underneath her piercing gaze. Up until now I hadn’t noticed how much taller than me she was.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk. What am I to do with you, Con?” She teased in a scolding manner, made even more effective by the nickname she improvised.

No doubt she enjoyed seeing her billionaire boss brought down several pegs by his own accord. But I knew if I let this continue that there was no telling what would happen. So I took a deep breath, gathering as much courage as possible. “Listen, Melissa. Can you please just let me get-”

“Oh! I know!” She exclaimed, letting my wrist go. “Here, put these on and I’ll be right back.” She said, tossing the panties and stockings over to me.

“But you don’t understand, I have work I need to-”

“So now you have work to do all of a sudden?”

I closed my mouth in response. It seemed that no matter what I said all I was doing was digging myself an even deeper hole. Perhaps I should just let her have this one. Though the very thought of her taking control of the situation somewhat irked me.

“Uh-huh, that’s what I thought.” She said. “Don’t worry, it’ll be fun. And something tells me you don’t want this to stop anyways. Be right baaaaaack!”

Her face disappeared behind the door as she closed it, leaving me there with my mouth hanging open and holding my shame in my hands.

“What the FUCK!” I shouted, an array of confusing emotions hitting my insides like a tidal wave.

***

I clenched my fist in a slight victory when I heard Conrad swear from the other side of the door. “Got ‘em.” I said under my breath. It was hard not to let out a small laugh as I walked down the stairs and towards my intended destination. “You’re just too easy, Con.”

It’s taken me weeks to get to this point and I had to admit, it’s been a rough journey. But I knew from the moment he came onto the scene that I’d wanted him. A freshly-made billionaire. The kind that clearly had no idea what his plans were after becoming so successful. He was a cute fool that was way out of his depth. And already, I could sense the other sharks in the pool encircling him. If I didn’t do something soon, he’d be fish food in an instant.

I’d been trying to teach him in my own way that the tough-guy act he hilariously failed at wasn’t working by demonstrating the way he should’ve been handling himself with my own attitude towards him while we discussed plans with investors. But he was too focused on handling everything at once to notice. So I came up with something else and luckily for me, I noticed his foolhardiness first. He was honest to a fault which was a rare and dangerous trait for someone in his position. Of course, he’d likely take up the traditional mantle after being entrenched in the sewers of wealth and power in no time at all. Hopefully, I could change that. It was, after all, what I was best at.

“Excuse me, Miss Marshall,” one of the recently hired maids said as I entered the foyer, “Someone is looking to speak with Mr. Walker, when would be a good time to schedule an appointment?”

“If they aren’t an investor, tell them Mr. Walker is busy and is not able to see anyone at the moment.”

The maid nodded.

Damn roaches, I thought as I turned a corner and walked down the main hall. Large arching windows allowed natural light to brighten the corridor as it deluged into rays of the sun when reflected off the chandeliers. Every single day we had phone calls from both investors and money-hungry assholes. Too bad losers, he’s mine. The funny thing was, I wasn’t even after his money. I had plenty of that given my line of work. There was just something I craved when it came to having cute sexy, powerful men submit to me.

In Conrad’s case, he was definitely more cute than anything else. It was easy to imagine him up there right now, twiddling his thumbs as thoughts rushed through his mind. Maybe he’d grow some courage and toss the dress and wig he’d put on in defiance in display of a backbone I’d yet to see him use. Alternatively, he could be putting on those stockings and panties I threw to him just before I left him to wallow in his situation. Whatever he chooses, the outcome would be the same. Not because I forced him to do anything, but because it’s what he wants.

“Here we go.” I reached the storage room where they kept the uniforms for ground keepers and the like. Boxes were stacked upon boxes that had yet to be fully unpacked. That didn’t matter however as I knew exactly which box I needed and found it quickly. Opening the box I pulled out what I was looking for and checked it to make sure the size was accurate. “Perfect.”

***

After a few moments of furious panting I sat on the corner of my desk, tapping my foot on the carpet as I tried to calm down. “The absolute nerve of her to come barging in like that! Well, I for one, am not going to play her games!”

Reaching for the hem of my dress I started to pull it up and over my head when I stopped. There was still a lingering tension in the air, but it wasn’t because of her… it was my tension and mine alone. Her words echoed in the back of my mind. She’d said I was ‘cute.’ The floorboards creaked under the carpet as I released my floral garment. It was then that I realized I hadn’t even bothered to put down the panties and stockings she’d given me before making her hasty exit.

“What’s her deal anyways? I should just change out of this now before she comes back again.” But again, something kept me from reaching down and grabbing my clothes that I’d strewn about the floor. A feeling within kept nagging at me.

In order to distract myself I grabbed my phone and looked to see if I’d missed anything during that absurd ensemble that just happened. When I saw that there were no messages I breathed a sigh of relief. I’d started to type a response to apologize for being late and was about to reply with the picture I’d taken before I was interrupted, but as my eyes passed over the username Mistress69 for probably the millionth time I stopped. For some incomprehensible reason, all I could think about in that moment was Melissa.

“This is stupid.” I said, putting the phone down on its face on my desk. Despite saying that I started to rip open the panties and stockings, the tugging in my chest becoming stronger by the second.

The womanly clothes were soft to the touch as my fingers moved over them. Taking the panties in my hands and stretching them I could feel my cock twitch in its cage as I stepped into each hole. The lingerie caressed my skin in a way that sent shivers throughout my body and they only got stronger right up until I pulled them over my crotch. They tucked my tiny caged cock inwards which only served to send a pulse of pleasure through me. I was so small that the panties almost made it look like I didn’t even have a cock at all.

Next, I stretched out each white thigh-high stocking. They matched the panties with their pink ribbons. With my toes facing forward I slipped my foot into the first one, pulling it up all the way until it was over my knee. I did the same with the other one and when I was finished rubbed my hands up and down both legs. It was like I didn’t recognize them. The stockings were incredibly tight and smooth and felt as if I had put on a second layer of skin.

Just as I stood up and was looking at my reflection again the door opened and Melissa stepped through with a smile. “Hey! I see you put on the panties and stockings like I knew you would. Good girl.”

My muscles tensed at being called a good girl. But as I was about to voice my retort I saw the maid uniform and bag she was holding and my eyes blinked. “You… you can’t be serious.”

“But I am.”

It felt as if I swallowed my nerves. Putting on a regular old dress in private was one thing. But a maid’s outfit and in front of my secretary no less was another! “If this is because of the way I talked to you before I’m sorry and I won’t do it again.” I finally said.

“Of course this isn’t, silly. But don’t act like you don’t want this.” She replied, stepping closer to me and pushing the uniform against my chest which was now thundering on the inside. “You could’ve been dressed and out of that door before I got back. Yet here you are, looking all dressed up and pretty for me in the panties and stockings I told you to wear. Now, be a good girl for me and put on your uniform.”

Before I had a chance to register what was happening my hands had already taken hold of the maid outfit. My mind was absolutely spinning, unable to process how what was happening could even be real. But as I began to take my dress off and drop it on the floor I knew right then and there that there was no going back.

“What’s that there you have between your legs?” Melissa asked, an intense stare splashed across her face as she examined my panties.

It was then that I remembered she could see the chastity cage that I’d put on beneath the soft fabric. In the midst of everything that was happening I’d somehow managed to completely forget about it. And just the mere fact that it was now under her watchful eyes was enough to send a shock of excitement straight to it. It pathetically pulsated within the cage, hardly able to even move under the restraint, though a small wet patch could be seen at the front of it.

“Wow, you’re so small you can even fit into one of those?” Melissa asked in a tone of voice that wasn’t mocking, but it came from a place of being almost impressed. “You really do have the physique of a girl, don’t you?”

Unsure how to reply to that I just kind of stood there, feeling the heat rush through my cheeks. Never did I think in a million years I’d be in a situation like this. What had started out as a simple fantasy fling had spiraled completely out of control. And yet, in spite of it all, as I remained under Melissa’s watch my hands started to move in an almost instinctual manner. That tugging sensation I’d felt earlier had returned in full force and plucked at the deepest emotions of my soul like harp strings.

***

Melissa pinched and pulled at my hair as she finished tying the pink ribbons into place and set the traditional mobcap atop my head. “There we go. You look adorable!” She exclaimed.

I looked down at my outfit and felt even more feminine than in my previous one. The maid’s skirt she had me put on in front of her seemed to barely grace the upper mid-section of my thigh and I knew that simply walking would raise it well over my ass. The top fit around me like a tight corset, stopping just above my belly button. It even managed to make it look like I had a decent sized pair of breasts!

“Now, just one more piece of your outfit and then we can get to your makeup.” She said, pulling out a French maid choker that had a small O-ring and a bell attached to it. Aside from the bell, it matched the ankle and wrist bracelets she also had me put on earlier.

“Makeup? But I thought we were done?”

“Far from it dear!” Her words dripped with enthusiasm as she placed the choker around my neck and pulled out her makeup kit from the bag. “Now hold still. This shouldn’t take long because if I’m being honest, you already have flawless skin.”

Again, my heartbeat jumped at the comment. When was the last time I’d received so many genuine complements from someone? A desire was beginning to build up within me. One that demanded I see this through to the end.

The bell made small jingling sounds as she dabbed my face with a damp sponge. She then took a brush and tapped it on a pink powder before brushing it across my face.

“And there we go, told you I didn’t need to do much!” She exclaimed after brushing my face a few times. “Take a look.” Reaching into her bag she pulled out a mirror and turned it towards me.

If I didn’t know any better I’d have said the person looking back at me in the reflection was a mirage. Someone I’d only dreamed of being when I started this fantasy adventure of mine with an anonymous user on some lame dating app. But there I was, looking back at myself like I’d been completely reborn as an entirely different person. Any trace of manliness I might’ve had before was now completely gone. My cheeks were glowing with a hint of pink on my fair skin, accented further by my natural pink lips that didn’t even have any lipstick on them!

“That’s… me.” I said at long last, still unable to believe what was happening right now. The pink ribbons in my hair bounced lightly as I moved my head, only adding to the overall look. My cock twitched in its cage as I further analyzed myself. I felt… hot.

“Sure is sweetie.” Melissa replied, putting her makeup away. “Now, if I recall you were up to something when I walked in here earlier today. Why don’t we help you send an even better picture to your online friend than the half-assed one you were trying to send earlier?”

My eyes widened. “But, how did you-”

“Know?” She asked with a wink and then pulled out a leash from her bag and attached it to my French maid choker. “Why don’t you find out? Unless you’d rather put your clothes back on and walk out that door, of course.”

It felt as though my heart fell into my stomach with a loud thump. That tugging I felt earlier on my soul now manifested itself in the form of a leash pull, the very one Melissa used to pull me over to my study chair with. She was right that I could put an end to this right now and she wouldn’t be able to complain about it. Though in reality, if I did just that it was obvious who exactly would be the one complaining. So I let her tug me over to the chair I usually sat in and watched her plant herself in it like she’d taken over someone’s thrown and cross her legs.

“Get on your knees.”

Electricity raised every hair and nerve ending in my body. Something I’ve only ever seen in fantasy exchanges had just been said to me out loud and to me no less! With my cock pulsating in its cage in rhythm with my heartbeat I got on my knees in front of her. The tip of her heel was just inches from my face.

“Lick it.” She said.

The feeling that hit me when I stuck my tongue out and licked the tip of her heal was that of pure adrenaline. I lathered the black heel until the entire tip was cleaned in a matter of seconds before she crossed her other leg over.

“And this one.” She added.

As I licked her heels I looked up at her to see her fiddling with her phone when I suddenly heard the camera sound go off.

“Hey! Are you taking pictures?” I asked. “And wait a minute… that’s my phone!”

“Did I say you could stop?”

Without so much as another consonant escaping my mouth I got back to work cleaning with my tongue. My cock was now fully erect and pushing against the confines of the cage it was in. I could feel some pre-cum also leak through its holes into the panties. How was I so turned on by the mere act of servicing someone else and being photographed at the same time? They were the ones who were supposed to be serving me!

“I think that’s good enough for now.” With a sudden yank of the leash Melissa pulled me up close to her face, causing the bell on my choker to jingle. “How’d it taste, pretty one?” She asked, playing with my hair a little bit.

“Um…” I thought for a moment. “I suppose it didn’t really taste like anything.”

She nodded. “Indeed, it probably didn’t. And why do you think that is?”

I could smell the flowery scent of her perfume as our faces inched closer to each other. Though her face showed some age, it was hard to believe she was fifty years old. The bangs of her red hair fell ever so slightly across her emerald-colored eyes and for a moment I imagined us kissing.

“Because,” she continued, pushing me back down onto my knees, “The maids around here do a lot of hard work keeping this place clean for your benefit. And now that you’ve tasted just how hard they work are you ready to do some cleaning yourself?”

***

It wasn’t hard to figure out what she meant when she started to lift up her skirt. But what I wasn’t expecting was the long, thick bulge that awaited me from behind her transparent panties with a bead of pre-cum sitting at the tip of it.

She put her hand on the back of my head, her nails scrunching up my hair. “Let’s get you started on your first cleaning task.”

I swallowed hard as beads of sweat formed on the back of my neck and licked my lips. Earlier today I hadn’t even been able to finish experimenting with a fake cock and now I was face to face with a real one! It was impossible to believe this was happening, but as she pushed my face closer to her crotch and the scent of her musk entered my nostrils I realized it was. And the moment my face rubbed up against her warm shaft it didn’t take even a second to know that I was going to take that cock in my mouth.

“That’s it, just rub it for a moment with your cheeks.” She said, pushing my face even harder against her cock.

The bead of pre-cum turned into a small stream and trickled onto my face, its warmth and smell causing me to let out a moan. As I continued to rub her shaft my insides felt like butterflies. I was weightless as ecstasy began to consume my very being.

Melissa grabbed the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, putting her dripping head right up against my lips. “Open your mouth sweetheart, let’s see what those beautiful lips of yours are capable of.”

Before I could affirm her demand she was already pushing herself between my lips and into my mouth. Having a warm, pulsating cock on my tongue was surreal to say the least. But as she began to push it deeper my own cock spasmed in its cage. I hadn’t even orgasmed yet and was already cumming like some girl in heat.

“Fuck, that throat of yours feels amazing.”

“Mmmph.” I replied in a muffled moan. I choked and gagged on her thick shaft as she pushed it in even deeper, exploring the depths of my throat while saliva trickled down my chin.

“I take it this was your end goal earlier today, hmmm?” She asked, starting to thrust her cock back and forth between my lips. “Bet you didn’t think by the end of this you’d be gladly throating a real one such as mine, did you?”

I let out another moan as her cock leaked more of that salty cum of hers. With each thrust I could feel myself become lost in the ethereal moment as I began to approach the edge of an orgasm. I steadied myself by putting my hands around the base of her shaft as she increased the intensity of her thrusts. By now any hesitation I might’ve had about sucking a fake cock had been replaced by my lust-filled obsession with her real one.

She let out a grunt. “Goddamn, yes. Just like that! Why don’t you put those hands to work?”

As she continued to plunge her cock down my throat I tightened my hands around her shaft and started to stroke it. The shaft of her cock was so thick I couldn’t even fit one of my hands around it. But as I squeezed and twisted my hands in spiraling motions her cock pulsated even harder inside of my mouth. It was at that moment I heard the sound of a camera going off, but I didn’t care. She could take all the pictures she wanted.

Then without a word she pushed my head all the way down to her base, causing my throat to clench tightly around her head. “Here’s your reward!” She exclaimed as she ejaculated her warm, sticky cum down my throat.

“Mmmmph!” I yelled, though not much good it did with her cock lodged in my throat hole. If anything, it just caused her to pump even harder as I choked and gagged on it again, my throat contracting around her member as she finished dumping the rest of her load into me like I was a fleshlight.

“Fuuuck, that was incredible.” She said, slipping her cock out of my mouth. I gasped for air as she wiped her velvety shaft on my face and cum dripped from my lips.

My mind was a complete mess. Not a single coherent thought could form without thinking about the massive cock that still twitched above my face and dripped its hot euphoric cum down onto my nose.

The vibration from my phone caused me to turn my head and without thinking I grabbed it off the desk. Upon unlocking the screen I was met with a picture of me completely covered in cum after giving a blowjob. But what surprised me even more than that wasn’t that it was Melissa who sent it… no, it was sent from Mistress69 herself!

***

Still feeling her cum drip down my face I looked up at Melissa with eyes as wide as a full moon on a cloudless night. The look on her face was one that I would certainly never forget. Her smile spread from corner to corner. She twiddled with the end of my leash in her hand like it was a magician’s coin.

“But you’re Mistress69?” I asked, my mind now spinning with everything that had just happened. I couldn’t believe it. My own secretary had been the fantasy I was chasing this whole time.

“Surprised, pretty one?” She asked in a gentle voice as she leaned in and stroked my hair like I was her pet.

“That’s one way to put it.” I replied, my heart feeling like it was going to flat-line any second if it beat any faster. I had just been dominated by my own secretary and liked it! What in the world was going on here?

“I know another way we could put it.” She said with a glint in her eye.

Looking down I noticed that her cock hadn’t shrunk at all. If anything, it looked like it had grown even bigger than before! The scent of her musk and cum was stronger than ever as it twitched and pulsated, still begging for a second round.

“Take your panties off.” She commanded. While she still held the other end of my leash she began to pull her own panties down her legs.

Even though I still had much I wanted to say to her and had a plethora of questions, I did as I was told. To my surprise, my panties were damp to the touch even though I hadn’t orgasmed yet and when I stepped out of them a bit of cum still pathetically leaked out of my tiny cock through the holes of the cage it was in.

“Open your mouth.” Melissa demanded.

“Wha-mmmmph!”

My words were cut off as she shoved her panties into my mouth. Taking my own panties from my hand she then wiped her cum off my face and stretched them tightly before tying them around my head, making an effective cleave gag.

“There, that should keep you quiet for the next part. We certainly don’t want any maids to hear you yelping. Now turn around and get on your knees.”

As I swallowed around the cleave gag in my mouth and did as instructed I could taste both her cum and my own seep out of the feminizing clothing that now packed my cheeks.

“These maid bracelets of yours also act as a fantastic pair of cuffs,” she said, grabbing both of my wrists and bringing them behind my back and connecting something metallic between them.

She then pushed my face to the floor and put my ass up. With my hands cuffed behind my back I truly felt small beneath her. The power I wielded before was reduced to nothing as she pulled on my leash in a display of brilliant dominance, giving rise to a blooming pleasure within me.

“Lets get you lubed up first.”

“Mmmmph.” I moaned as I felt one of her cold fingers press on my bud before pushing inwards.

“I can already tell you’re going to be tight and enjoyable.” She said, adding a second finger and thrusting them both in and out.

I squirmed beneath her as pleasure started to build. Her fingers worked their way in, stopping just shy of my prostate before she pulled them out.

“There, that should be enough. Are you ready?” She asked rhetorically as she placed her warm, wet cock between my ass cheeks and swirled it around my hole in a teasing manner. Already, the massive tip of her cock spread my ass cheeks wide and I tensed as she guided it forward.

“Mmmmmmmph!” I closed my eyes as her cock stretched my hole, giving me a sense of fullness I’ve certainly never experienced before. It sent my body tingling with pleasure and pain as her cock explored deeper every second, pushing its way to the absolute depths of my ass.

“Fuck, you are such a tight, good girl.” She said with a grunt, now beginning to buck slowly back and forth.

My mind filled with ecstasy as she continued to thrust inside of me. Her warmth and thickness now dominated my entire being. Every once in a while she’d give my ass a slap and tug on my leash to help get her cock even deeper and cause me to clench hard around her pulsating shaft. I moaned and writhed in pleasure with each thrust.

“Look at you, being such a good girl. I think we can even pick up the pace a bit.” She boasted as she increased the speed of her thrusts.

I could feel my cock spasm in its cage as I approached the edge of an orgasm. My panties now felt damp with my own pre-cum as Melissa rammed into me, putting all of her weight and strength into each thrust. Her balls slapped against my ass as my moans of pleasure responded in kind, matching her rhythm. The bell on my choker chimed out wildly like a wind chime being knocked around by a raging storm.

“Bet you never thought you’d be fucked like a cock sleeve while dressed as a maid, huh?” She taunted, giving my ass another firm slap as she gave another hard thrust, my ass now gaping wide to accommodate her thick shaft. “You really weren’t cut out for this whole billionaire thing, Chloe. Yeah, that name has a nice ring to it for a girl like you, don’t you think.”

“Mmph, mmph, mmph!” I continued to let out exhausted muffled moans as she relentlessly pounded me and all I could think in that moment was that she was right. Being a billionaire was something I clearly failed at. Hell, I couldn’t even call myself a man. She had every right to strip me of my masculinity considering I had no problems letting her fuck me like a horny slut. And Chloe did sound like a great name for my new station in life.

“Fuck, I think I’m going to cum!” She exclaimed just before slamming herself all the way in, leaving me breathless as her cock pulsated and shot hot sticky cum straight into me.

“Mmmmmmmmph!” I yelled in a long, drawn out muffled moan as I also climaxed, feeling the orgasm rage through me in a whirlwind of pleasure. My body convulsed as ecstasy rushed through me. There was nothing else that mattered in that moment. All the worries I had before washed away, made meaningless in front of the woman that was now dumping her seed into me.

She slapped my ass one last time, causing me to yelp. “There we go.” She said as she finished shooting the last of her load. “Such a good girl.” She cooed and pulled out of my ass.

I laid there panting on the ground in a cum-covered mess, my mind still processing what had just happened. It was still impossible to believe any of this was real. But I knew all too well what had just transpired. I let a woman fuck me in the mouth and ass… and it was the best thing I’d ever experienced.

“From now on, you’ll address me as Mistress, do you understand?” She asked, putting her feet on my back.

“Yemph, Mismphemph.” I replied, still in a daze as my thoughts drifted like clouds without purpose.

“Good, I’ll also being taking this.” She added, grabbing the key to my chastity cage and putting it on a chain around her neck. “Since you’re a girl now you won’t be needing any access to your cock like real men do.”

I let out another affirmative moan, lacking the strength to really do anything else. But I knew that I didn’t need to really say anything anyways. Actions had spoken louder than words and I was now hers. A girl to be used as she sees fit and submit at her feet. What I thought was initially going to be just a fantasy turned into something real and I was not about to go anywhere any time soon. Because after all, who needs an escape when you can always just give someone else the reigns?
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