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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Lan’s heart raced as he rode up the elevator to the floor where he was having his final interview, which was something of a workshop. Alice, the woman who had invited him, wasn’t clear on the details, but Lan figured it would involve dressing up like a girl. 

Wanna get in touch with your feminine side? Exceptional pay for the right candidate.

That was all the job advertisement said when Lan came across it online. It was tucked away on a local internet board where people posted jobs or items for sale in the area. Lan called the number on the ad and spoke to Alice, and the final question during their quick chat before she scheduled the first interview was if Lan was willing to wear a dress, to which he responded yes.

Lan thought the job was a joke until his conversation with Alice. She didn’t ask for any personal information. No bank account numbers. No IDs. Nothing creepy. She only asked to schedule a video call.

The first call was a rather normal interview. Lan had to answer questions about his hobbies. Whether or not he smoked. How much alcohol he drank. Things people could easily lie about, but Alice told him that she would test his pee before he signed the final paperwork, so it was better for everyone that he be honest.

Lan didn’t do drugs or anything, though. He barely even drank. He enjoyed spending time outside, hiking through the woods. Playing video games with his friends. He was twenty-one and worked at a fabric store to get discounts.

Lan loved to sew and knit and create things from nothing. He even crocheted dolls that he sold online. He made different animals, like pandas, seals, bees, and whatever else came to mind. People loved his dolls, but Lan could also see himself learning carpentry to design furniture or throwing fabric around a mannequin to make a shirt.

Lan was happy with his simple life, but he was also anxious to find out more about this job. His heart was racing as he ascended higher within this skyscraper near Lake Michigan. The building reeked of money, which Lan was desperate to have.

He wanted money to start a design firm. Maybe he would design houses. Maybe he would do fashion. What would stop him from doing both if he had enough money?

Alice mentioned during the second video call that Lan would receive one million dollars a year if he got the job. He couldn’t stop himself from gasping when she said the number, but she only laughed and agreed that it was a lot of money, but the job wouldn’t be easy.

Lan gathered that he would basically be agreeing to become a rich man’s on-call girly boy. Alice said she would explain everything once he got to the final interview, and the day had come. Lan still wasn’t sure if he really wanted to go through with this.

He was so innocent and only twenty-one. He had no idea how old this billionaire was or what he looked like, only that he was offering one million a year to turn Lan into a girly boy, which wouldn’t be the end of the world, but there were so many questions.

The elevator came to a stop before Lan was ready to face the reality of his situation, one he’d put himself in, but would he be here if the people had offered less than a million a year? Could he really become some man’s girl? How far would he want him to go?

Lan swallowed as the elevator doors slid open. Alice was standing there waiting. She had on a black pencil skirt with a matching blazer and a white button-up shirt on under that. Her red hair was tied into a knot at the top of her head. She threw open her arms when she saw Lan.

“I’m so glad you’re here, Lan! Right on time!”

Lan swallowed and let Alice pull him out of the elevator, feeling like he might faint. Alice was all smiles as she pulled him toward a door. Lan’s heart raced as Alice went to reach for the knob, not knowing where this would lead or if he even wanted to continue.


 

CHAPTER 2 

 

“In you go, Lan.”

Alice pushed Lan through the door. It was a lot larger than he was expecting. It was stuffed with several different stations, and Lan realized it was probably set up just for what he was expected to do. They were all different areas to turn him into a woman.

A mysterious girl with dark skin and a white dress appeared from the shadows, moving her legs with soft, gentle strides. She kept her shoulders high, and it wasn’t until she got a little closer that Lan noticed she wasn’t a woman at all.

“Lan, I would like you to meet Peach. She’ll be teaching you everything you need to know about becoming a woman.”

Peach winked at Alice as she turned to exit the room, leaving Lan alone with the crossdressing man. His heart raced as he digested the fact that he would soon have to turn himself into a woman, but then he remembered the fifty thousand dollars he would earn just by going through with the final interview.

“My, aren’t you a treat?” Peach said as she stepped forward and stood above Lan, staring down at him with a gaze he couldn’t quite read. He didn’t want to know what was going through Peach’s mind, though. Not when she had that look in her eye.

A laugh erupted from Peach’s lips. The laugh dripped with confidence, like Peach could do whatever she wanted and not care about the consequences, and that frightened Lan. He always followed the rules. He never colored outside of the lines, but Peach seemed like someone who would burn the page before she even picked up a crayon.

“Are you mute or something, handsome?”

Lan swallowed. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You agreed to this interview, didn’t you?”

“Yes, but it’s a lot. I never thought I would do anything like this, you know?”

Peach shrugged. She glided across the room until she was at a large vanity. Lan was still standing in the middle of the room, unsure where to go or what to do, but he scurried over to Peach when she waved in his direction.

“You’re going to have to relax, or you’ll never get the job. Boss doesn’t like a timid girl, but he does like an innocent girl.”

Lan didn’t understand how those two types of girls were different, but he could hardly concentrate on a single thought before panic overtook his mind. Everything in the room was so stimulating, and all Lan could think about was how the dominoes would fall. 

What would happen if he put on the dresses and wigs and jewelry around the room? What would this ‘Boss’ guy make him do? Was Lan really prepared to handle it?

“You’ve met the guy?”

Peach chuckled. “Yeah, we actually used to have a thing, but it fizzled out. Now I’m more of his assistant.”

“Oh,” Lan said. “How’s that?”

“It’s fine,” Peach said in a sugary sweet voice. “I bet he would love a little girly boy like you. Twirl for me!”

Lan swallowed before slowly spinning in a circle. Peach cheered and clapped her hands.

“Girl, you have a bubble butt! Come over here and let me slap it!”

Lan blushed before slowly walking over to Peach and bending over in front of her, yelping when Peach placed a firm hand on the outline of his cheek. Lan rushed over to the makeup chair when Peach pointed in its direction and told him to get moving.

“Are you naturally this hairless?” Peach asked and brushed the back of her hand along Lan’s jawline.

“Yeah, I never have to shave.”

“My,” Peach said in a breath. “Aren’t you lucky?”

“I guess,” Lan said with a shrug. “I always used to be jealous of the guys who could grow beards, but I guess this is nice too.”

“It’s basically two extra points, and you’ll need those points in this game. Boss is picky.”

“Does he do this a lot?”

Peach shook her head as she opened the drawers of the vanity and grabbed some bags. She put a punch of stuff on the countertop before going around the room to pick out a dress, lingerie, and a bunch of other stuff she would need to turn Lan into a girl.

“Boss likes to have a steady girl. Most can’t handle him, though, is the problem. You have to have a backbone, or he’ll walk right over you. He’s a bit of an asshole if I’m being honest.”

Lan swallowed, worried that he wouldn’t be able to stand a chance against some macho billionaire. He didn’t have a backbone when it came to random strangers telling him to do something, so how would he ever be able to have one when a man was paying him a million dollars a year?

“How long did you last with Boss?”

Peach shrugged. “He still calls me to his bed sometimes, but we were mostly exclusive for about a year. I’ve probably lasted the longest out of all his girls. I’m the only one right now.”

“When was the last time you guys… uh?”

Peach chuckled and shook her head. She had everything she needed to transform Lan into a girl. Alice had picked well because the boy didn’t need much work at all. He was so smooth and slender, and his blue eyes sparkled like sapphires.

“Just worry about your date, dear. You’re going to have to speak in a feminine voice if you want this job. You do want it, don’t you?”

Lan had to ask himself that very question, but when he thought about it, he knew he wanted the job, even if Boss made him do wild things. If Peach had survived this long and was sticking around for more, it couldn’t be so bad, right?

“Yes,” Lan finally admitted.

“That’s all that matters. I’m going to transform you into a sexy girl, and then you’re going to meet Boss. He expects perfection, but you have twenty-four hours to get there.”

“Twenty-four hours?” Lan squeaked.

“Yep,” Peach said. “Now, why don’t you stand up and strip naked?”

“What?” Lan asked in a breath.

“You heard me, girl! We don’t have all day! I need to make sure we don’t need to shave any delicate areas.”

“But… you can’t see me naked!”

“Oh, please! You act like you have something I haven’t seen before,” Peach said with that confident laugh that sent a chill down Lan’s spine. He’d always feared people like Peach, who seemed to know what they wanted and how to get it. “If you don’t hurry, I’ll just tell Boss you weren’t cooperative. You’ll never get the job then.”

“No! Okay, fine.” Lan thought of the million dollars that were on the line as he pulled off his shirt. He hesitated a moment before undoing the button to his jeans to push his pants and underwear to the floor.

His heart raced as he stood naked in front of Peach, but Peach looked unphased. She gazed at Lan’s slender body. Then she crouched in front of him to get a better look at his leg hair. She pulled on it roughly and made Lan yelp.

“Turn around, girl!”

Lan hated how Peach kept calling him girl, but wasn’t that what he’d signed up to become? He’d always been curious about what it might be like to be a girl, but he kept having second thoughts. Was all this worth it to make his designer dreams come true? 

At least the fifty thousand. Stick around for the fifty grand.

Lan told himself that he could do so much with that money, and all he had to do was get through the interview. It didn’t matter what the man looked like. Alice had already told him that the interview was just to get to know Boss and that he wouldn’t be expected to do anything he wasn’t comfortable doing, but refusing Boss wouldn’t get him the job. It would get him a denial.

Lan gasped when Peach spread his ass cheeks. She snickered.

“Damn, if I weren’t working, I would eat this smooth hole right now. Fuck, it looks good.”

Lan’s eyes widened as the words registered. He’d never had anyone touch him while he was naked, and he’d definitely never had a girly boy tell him that she wanted to lick his butthole!

“Uh, thanks.”

Peach stood and smiled as she turned Lan around to face her. They both looked down at his cock, which was about five inches long and stiff. Peach bit her lip as she stared at it, and all Lan wanted was for his manhood to go back to normal.

“Boss is going to love your little cock.”

“Shut up!”

“It’s hot, don’t worry.”

“What? Are you hung or something?”

“You can take a look if you’d like,” Peach said with a devilish grin.

Lan was having serious second thoughts about all of this. He kept glancing at the door, wondering if he should just cut his losses. Did he really need that fifty-thousand dollars?

Fuck yes, he did.

“Do you get paid a lot, Peach?”

“Let’s just say I’ll never have to work again if I ever lose this work,” she said with a laugh.

“What are you going to do to me?”

Peach picked up some of the makeup she’d put out and smiled as she moved closer to Lan’s face.

“I’m going to turn you into a pretty girl, duh.”


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Lan felt so strange. He was wearing a bra with breast forms on his chest. He had on a tiny little white thong to match the bra. Peach had picked out a skimpy pink dress for him to wear and had an assortment of jewelry. They were mostly diamonds, which Lan hoped were fake, or he would be in big trouble if something happened to them.

“These are fake, aren’t they?” he asked and gestured at the diamond earrings Peach had just put into his ears. Alice had him get them pierced after the first interview as a prerequisite for the second, and Lan had thought about stopping then, but then he somehow ended up in the mall at one of those cheap jewelry stores.

“Fake?” Peach snorted. “You clearly haven’t met Boss yet. He doesn’t do fake.”

“These must be worth thousands of dollars.”

“Probably tens of thousands, but Boss likes dressing us in expensive clothes. You think that little number Alice had on was cheap? This dress I’m wearing is one-of-a-kind and vintage. Some famous actress wore it on the red carpet.”

“And he bought it for you?”

“That’s how Boss is, and he’ll buy you whatever you want if you’re good to him, but you have some competition. The last girl Alice gave me was a lot more eager than you. That might work against her, though.”

“You mean the last girly boy to interview?”

“Yeah,” Peach said with a laugh. “Boss likes to meet a few girls before he settles on one.”

“Do you think I have a chance?”

“Definitely. Are you ready to see yourself in the mirror?”

Lan glanced over his shoulder at the floor-to-ceiling mirror in the opposite corner. They’d been off in the changing area, and Lan hadn’t seen himself at all. In fact, he was trying not to see himself because the makeup was heavy, the wig on his head just didn’t feel right, and the filled bra under his dress seemed strangely large.

“No,” Lan admitted.

“Oh, come on, girl! You’re sexy!”

“You think so?”

“Absolutely! You look like a hot ass fucking actress, like you should be strutting down the street while the paparazzi hides in the bushes.”

“Shut up,” Lan said. 

Blush rushed across his cheeks, which Peach found absolutely adorable. Peach was certain Boss would pick Lan if he acted like himself, and she could only hope Boss would share, as she was developing a little crush on the blonde-haired boy.

“Let’s peek in the mirror! You’ll have to recreate the look tomorrow by yourself, but I’ll leave out everything. Boss wants a girl who can take care of herself. One who doesn’t need constant attention.”

“Okay,” Lan said as he let Peach drag him to the mirror, but when he got a look at his reflection, he could no longer think of himself as a boy. There was nothing boyish about him. He had long blonde hair, blush cheeks, lengthened lashes, and gorgeous breasts.

“Don’t you love it?” Peach asked.

Lan softened as he stared at himself in the mirror. There was something he did love about it, a sensation that made him feel butterflies in his stomach. He couldn’t wait for the following day, when he could finally meet this man that they called Boss.

Lan wanted to see the look in Boss’s eyes when he saw how much he looked like a girl. Lan was confident he could pass anywhere he went, but he would have to stop going by Lan, wouldn’t he?

“Call me Taylor!”

Peach hooted and hollered. “Girl! I knew you had it in you! Give it up, y’all! My girl Taylor is in the house!”

Taylor threw out her arms and spun in a circle as she let her head fall back, feeling like she had indeed arrived.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Returning to that skyscraper was like driving back home on the second day after a move. Something about it felt right. Lan entered that building with his shoulders square and held high. He checked in at the front desk and rode up to Boss’s floor, feeling confident that he could do this, even if it was the craziest thing he’d done in his life.

“Right on time,” Alice said when the elevator doors slid open. She was wearing a tight red minidress and tall black heels. She had on a diamond necklace with a ruby pendant, complete with black jewels scattered throughout it. “Boss will arrive soon, so be quick.”

“I will,” Lan said in his newly feminine voice. He’d been practicing nonstop, wanting the job more and more as the minutes passed. He couldn’t lose out on a million dollars a year and the chance to get fabulous jewelry like Alice and Peach!

“Excellent.”

Lan stopped at the door, looking over his shoulder at Alice, staring at her square in the eyes. “Please call me Taylor from now on.”

Alice grinned. “Will do.”

Taylor grinned to herself and stepped into the room that was a girly boy’s paradise. The room had countless dresses and heels and a collection of expensive jewelry nobody seemed bothered to hide. The entire city was happening around Taylor, but she was off in her own little world.

The room had a view of Lake Michigan. Taylor could see the waves crashing along the shore. She occasionally glanced out at them as she got ready, putting on the same pink dress and white lingerie she’d tried on the night before.

Taylor had also watched a few makeup videos, but she only applied a bit of foundation and lip gloss. The stuffed bra and wig would do a lot more than the makeup to frame her face, which was already pretty girlish on its own, and Taylor wanted to showcase the fact that she only needed a light dusting of makeup to pass as a girl.

Taylor had never noticed how much she looked like a girl until Peach transformed her the day before. Now all she could see was a girl when she looked into the mirror, and for whatever reason, there was something comforting about her newfound femininity.

There was a knock on the door just as Taylor was slipping the diamond earrings into her ears. There was also a matching necklace and some perfume that Boss had picked out for her to wear.

“Are you almost ready?” Alice called.

“Yes, only a few more seconds!”

“Hurry! Boss is on his way home from a meeting, and he’s expecting you! He doesn’t like waiting!”

Taylor raced to finish getting ready. She checked herself in the mirror, taking the time to add a little more makeup to her eyes. She wanted to make sure her mascara and eye liner were womanly and seductive.

“Taylor!”

“I’m coming!”

Taylor ran over to the pink heels she and Peach had picked out the day before. She slipped them onto her feet, and then she raced over to the door. She opened it, eager to leave, but Alice frowned when she saw Taylor.

“Where’s your purse?”

“My purse?”

“Yes! You need a purse! Grab a black one!”

Taylor raced back into the oversized room that was really just a closet, and she grabbed a small black clutch from the wall. 

“I don’t have anything to put in it!”

“Doesn’t matter! Let’s go!”


 

CHAPTER 5

 

Taylor took a short ride down the street to Boss’s residence. The driver opened the door for Taylor and Alice. They went toward the entrance, and the doorman recognized Alice right away, bidding her a good afternoon.

“Remember, Boss will be evaluating you. It’s important to be yourself, but let’s just say, he’s a bit difficult.”

“So I’ve heard,” Taylor said in her girly voice. “I’m ready.”

“You sure?”

Taylor sucked in a sharp breath and nodded. She’d already come this far, so there was no turning back now. She was all dressed up and beautiful and eager to see if she could be convincing enough as a girl to get the job.

Alice led Taylor to an elevator. She stopped in front of it and turned to Taylor, looking at her for a long moment.

“This is where we part ways, I’m afraid. You’ll need this key to get to Boss’s floor. It’s the penthouse.”

“Is this safe?” Taylor asked.

“Yes,” Alice said confidently. “Boss won’t hurt you. He’s a nice guy, but he’s also picky. The man knows what he wants.”

“Do I need to call him Boss?”

“He’ll tell you what to call him once you get to his floor. This is your last chance to turn around, Taylor, so what will it be?”

Taylor glanced at the key in her hand and then at the elevator. She looked at Alice for guidance, searching her eyes for any hint of the real truth, but they were as blank as Peach’s the day before. They’d both stuck around with Boss, though, so Taylor stepped toward the elevator.

There was only one way to go.

Up.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

Taylor knew who Boss was the second the elevator doors slid open and she saw him standing by the kitchen island with a rocks glass in his hand. He was wearing a gray suit that hugged his muscular body and cupped his crotch, which looked overly big.

“Hello, beautiful.” Boss set his drink on the counter and stepped toward Taylor. He had a watch on his wrist and stylish leather shoes. His beard was trimmed to perfection, and there wasn’t anything gross about him. Taylor would drop to her knees to suck his dick for free! Not that she would tell him that. “They told me your name is Taylor.”

“That’s right,” Taylor tried to say in her practiced voice, but it cracked. She froze and cleared her throat. “My name is Taylor.”

Boss grinned. “I like that. So, Alice had you sign the non-disclosure agreement, right?”

“Yes, I won’t tell anyone a word of my whereabouts.”

“Would you like a drink?”

“Gin martini.”

“Coming right up,” Boss said and walked over to the bar he had at one end of his kitchen. There were tons of bottles of liquor above the mixing station. He grabbed a few ice cubes and fixed Taylor a gin martini.

“Why don’t we take this to the terrace?”

“Lead the way.”

Boss turned and walked ahead of Taylor. She couldn’t help but notice how big and bubbly his ass looked in those tailored pants. They were hugging him in all the right places, and Taylor was hot just thinking about the chance to make love to this man.

She’d never really felt like a girl before all of this interview madness, but all Taylor wanted now was for Boss to dominate her. The payment would only be like the cherry on top, and what was a million dollars to a man like Kirk Burns?

Taylor had seen Boss, aka Kirk Burns, in countless news stories. He’d learned how to generate electricity from the air coming off Lake Michigan and was in the works of making an invention to cleanly store the energy generated, and that was only after he created a new water filtration device that was insanely popular and had made him filthy rich.

The man was a genius, yet he was as sexy as he was smart, and it looked like his package didn’t disappoint. Taylor was feeling a slight obsession growing within her. She just wanted to please this man, but he had other ideas.

There was a table on the terrace with random flowers and an empty vase. Boss gestured for Taylor to go to the table.

“I want you to arrange these flowers in a way you think is most beautiful. You can use as many or as few flowers as you’d like.”

The smells of the flowers were overwhelming as Taylor approached the table. It was late afternoon, so the sun had yet to set, but it would soon disappear. Taylor figured she didn’t have long to do this task, so she followed her heart.

Taylor was a simple girl, but she loved contrast, so she picked two gorgeous flowers and set them with a backdrop of green filler. She took a step back to admire her work, not liking that she’d placed even numbers of the colorful flowers, so she switched it up, adding more purple than white, and it worked.

“There!”

“You’ve finished already?”

“Yes,” Taylor said confidently. “What do you think, Boss?”

Taylor stared at Kirk, and he knew that she knew who he was. He walked over to the table and stood opposite Taylor to examine the flowers. He loved her work, so he took her by the side and turned her toward him, pressing her body up against his.

“If you become my girl, I might take you to parties. Do you think you can handle that?”

“Yes,” Taylor said in a breath.

“You know who I am, don’t you?” Kirk asked as he let his hand slide all the way down to her ass. Kirk squeezed it as he pressed her up against his hard body.”

“Yes,” Taylor said in a lighter breath.

“Just so we’re clear, you know this deal comes with a little extra, don’t you? You’re okay with that?”

Taylor couldn’t even speak she was so astounded. She just nodded. She let Kirk hold her against his body, squeezing her ass gently, showing her that she was his in this moment, and she was okay with that. In fact, there was nothing she wanted more.

“Good,” Kirk said. “Are you ready for your next task?”

“Yes,” she said.

“I might need my girl to go on international trips, so I’m going to show you some photos, and I want you to tell me what city they are, and if you don’t know the city, I’m hoping you at least know the country.”

Taylor’s heart raced a little faster, but she was ready for whatever tests Kirk threw her way. She wanted this job almost as much as she wanted to ride his dick. She was feeling more like a girl the longer she spent around this hunky alpha who couldn’t stop looking at her like he would bend her over in a second to fuck her brains out.

“Paris! Milan! Tokyo!”

Kirk kept showing Taylor photos, but the test was a lot easier than she was expecting. He asked her some cultural questions about different places. They were mostly general knowledge, and Taylor figured it was appropriate considering his international persona.

Taylor knew that his mother was from India, and his father was from Ohio. He went to elementary school in India but came back to the United States for middle school through university, where he obtained a doctorate degree in renewable energy science. He called it sustainable energy, but Taylor didn’t really know the difference. She’d taken a few classes at the community college and decided to stop going for good.

“Well done, Taylor.”

“I like trivia shows,” she said with a smile.

“I hope you like cooking because that’s your next task.”

“You want me to cook?” Taylor asked in a high, surprised voice. “I’m terrible in the kitchen!”

“Just like the flowers, you can make something simple or elegant, but there are ingredients to make a sandwich in the fridge over there, and I expect something on my plate in the next fifteen or twenty minutes, and it’d better be warm.”

Taylor swallowed as she glanced at the outdoor kitchen, wondering how she would ever pass this test, but she had to try before giving up. Failing was one thing, but not trying at all was entirely different, and she wasn’t about to do that.

“Don’t keep me waiting.”

Taylor nodded and ran over to the outdoor kitchen. She opened the fridge. There was a loaf of ciabatta bread and a bunch of different ingredients. Taylor looked at everything and decided she would make a BLT with chicken and avocado. It was something she ordered all the time, so she really hoped she didn’t mess it up.

“Smells good! No more than ten more minutes!” Kirk hollered and laughed.

“Shh!” Taylor hissed and waved at him to stop. She went back to cooking the chicken and bacon, making sure both of them were cooked thoroughly. The last thing she wanted to do was serve Kirk raw meat and get him sick. She’d never get the job then.

“Five minutes!”

“I’m almost done!” Taylor groaned.

She spread mayo over the toasted bread, imagining she was a cook in one of the restaurants she frequented. She added the lettuce, avocado, and tomato next, finishing off with the chicken and bacon. There was a bag of plain salted chips on the counter. She grabbed a handful to toss onto the plate.

“Bring it over to me,” Kirk commanded.

He was sitting at the table on his terrace that overlooked the lake, and Taylor felt like she was an actress on set as she walked the plate over to Kirk, but then she remembered that this was her life, that she could get a million dollars out of servicing this man just as she was doing now.

Taylor set the plate down gently in front of Kirk. She grabbed the napkin by the side of the plate and flipped it open, setting it gently on Kirk’s lap. He grinned like a fool as he looked up at Taylor, staring into her sapphire eyes, looking so sexy in that blonde wig.

Kirk had to resist the temptation to reach up her skirt to grab her girly dick. He turned his attention to the plate in front of him instead of doing something he would regret, like showing Taylor how weak Kirk felt in front of her beauty.

He honestly couldn’t believe there was a dick under all that woman, but he couldn’t wait to discover it. 

“Let’s see how this sandwich tastes.”

“Yes, let me know.”

Kirk picked up the sandwich and bit into it, juices running down the side of his face. Taylor cupped a hand over her mouth, worried that would get her in trouble, but Kirk didn’t care. The chicken and bacon were cooked to perfection, and the avocado was a nice touch.

Kirk patted his lips with the napkin, smiling at Taylor. “It’s delicious.”

“Really?”

“Yes, I love it.”

“Good,” Taylor said with a sly smile. “Do you have any other tests for me?”

“Only one.”

“What is it?”

Kirk put down his sandwich before standing to pull Taylor up from her seat. He placed his hand on the side of her hip and stared into her gorgeous eyes, wondering where they’d found this beauty of a woman and so happy that they’d brought her to him.

“A kiss,” Kirk said as he reached to cup the side of Taylor’s face.

Taylor relaxed her body, falling gently against Kirk’s burly frame. She moaned lightly just before their lips touched. The kiss was gentle, and then it was a little rough, yet it never felt uncomfortable. Kirk pulled away before the kiss went too far, leaving Taylor wanting more.

“It’s your time to go, Taylor. Take the elevator down. My driver is waiting for you in the lobby, and he’ll take you home.”

Taylor looked at Kirk with longing eyes, but their night had come to an end. There was nothing Taylor could do to change Kirk’s ways, so all she could do was grab her bag and head to the elevator.

“Please leave my key with the driver and thank you for the sandwich.”

“You’re welcome,” Taylor said in a shaky, feminine voice. “Bye, Kirk.”

“Bye.”

Taylor raced out of the room before she fell into a mess of tears. Luckily, the elevator was still there when she hit the button, and somehow, she kept it together until she was in the back of the town car, heading to her tiny apartment on the other side of town, far away from Lake Michigan and the beautiful penthouses.

Taylor really fell apart when she got to her room, still feeling that kiss on her lips, wishing she could have another taste, pained knowing that she couldn’t tell a soul of its magic.

Above all, though, Taylor was afraid it would never happen again. She shook with fear at the thought that Kirk wouldn’t choose her, and then she remembered that she had become she.

Taylor. 

Not Lan.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

Taylor had done some shopping with the fifty grand Alice deposited into her account, but not even that life-changing amount of money could keep her thoughts off Kirk and his seductive masculinity. Taylor had Kirk on her mind each time she flipped through a clothing rack, wondering what he would like most, hoping she would be lucky enough to get chosen.

What were the other girly boys like? Were their sandwiches and kisses better? Why in the world hadn’t anyone called with some news after a week? Taylor was going mad.

Even a no would put Taylor’s restless mind at ease, yet she was still waiting. Every time her phone buzzed or vibrated, she raced to grab it, but it was always a friend who she didn’t want to hear from, someone who wasn’t Alice or Kirk.

When Taylor closed her eyes, she could still feel Kirk’s lips against hers. His hand on her side. His intoxicating smells floating into her nose. Taylor just wanted Kirk to rob her of her innocence. She didn’t care if his cock was huge and would hurt like hell.

Taylor needed it.

She was currently sitting on the edge of the tub, shaving her legs and body, preparing herself to put on one of the outfits she’d bought. She’d been dressing up nonstop, no longer caring about her job at the fabric store now that she had fifty grand.

It was closer to forty-five grand after everything she’d bought, but Taylor would worry about the money if and when it became a problem. She still had hope that she would get chosen by Kirk and given her million-dollar salary, but there was always the chance he would say no.

Taylor whimpered every time the thought crossed her mind. She stopped with the razor halfway up her leg, groaning from the pain of her worry. She stared at her phone, willing it to ring, but it remained silent. It taunted her.

Taylor finished shaving and turned on the shower. She washed her body, paying special attention to her bussy, pressing her finger against it firmly each time she passed it, wishing Kirk were there to spread her cheeks and tell her to bend over, thong pushed to the side.

He would smack her ass. 

Taylor pushed herself up against the shower wall and smacked her own ass, getting carried away by her fantasy, her girly dick growing hard. She moaned and wrapped her hand around it as she imagined Kirk pushing his thickness into her.

Taylor screamed as she fingered herself and stroked her girly cock, completely lost in her vision of Kirk using her smooth bussy. She came seconds later, painting the shower with her creamy goo. Taylor gasped as she slowly slipped her fingers out of her ass, wondering what in the world had gotten into her.

Who was she becoming?

Had this entire interview process awakened someone who was already there silently lurking beneath the surface?

Taylor washed herself off and got out of the shower, spent from her orgasm and confused about her desires. She went over to the pile of clothes she’d laid out, and they still called her, but Taylor also thought about grabbing some boy clothes from her drawer.

She went back and forth about what to do but eventually settled for the girly outfit she’d put out. It was a fabulous calf-length pencil skirt the color of lavender. She was matching it with a plum shirt with short sleeves.

Taylor went over to the mirror to do her makeup next. She put on a simple layer of foundation. A touch of blush. Then she grabbed her blonde wig and donned it on her head, finishing off her look with a purple lip gloss. She didn’t bother with lipstick since she was sitting around the house, but then her phone rang.

It was Alice!

“Hello,” Taylor said in a loud voice. She cleared her throat. “Sorry, hi. What’s up, Alice?”

“It’s been a busy week! We’ve been doing so much over here at the office, but I have some good news!”

“Really?” Taylor asked in a rising tone.

“Yes! Boss chose you. I meant to call yesterday, but we’ve honestly been so busy. That being said, I need you to come to the office now.”

“Like, right now?”

“Yes! Drop whatever you’re doing and get down here! Boss is taking you to a party tonight.”

Taylor looked down at herself. At least she’d just gotten ready, but she had a feeling she would have to do it all over again. At least they had a bathroom and anything a girly boy could need at the office.

“I’ll be there in a second.”

“Get here now! You’re already late!”

“I’m coming!”

Taylor’s heart pounded as she raced around her room to gather everything she needed, but she also felt like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. Now matter what happened, Kirk had chosen her, and that was enough to thrill Taylor.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

“You only took forever to get here!” Alice screamed when the elevator doors slid open.

Taylor apologized, but she couldn’t stop smiling. It felt so amazing to be back in the office, to be back in Kirk’s domain. His money paid for all of it, and now Taylor was basically his girl. Did that make her a princess? A queen?

She sure thought so.

“What are the plans for tonight?”

“Kirk will be here in two hours to pick you up, but you have to get ready, and I need you to read over this binder.”

Alice went over to a desk in the corner and grabbed a heavy binder, jutting it out toward Taylor.

“You want me to learn all of this in two hours? That’s impossible!” Taylor didn’t even have to open the binder to know she wouldn’t be able to complete the task. “Isn’t it better that I focus on getting ready?”

“You’re working, girl! I’m sorry I couldn’t call you yesterday, but it’s showtime. You need to be ready around the clock!” Alice snapped her fingers and pushed Taylor toward the room that was also a closet.

Taylor stepped through the door with the binder clutched to her chest, feeling overwhelmed and overjoyed all at the same time. Now she was one of like five people who had access to all these fabulous clothes and jewels and everything anyone could need to feel like the most extraordinary woman in the world.

There was an outfit for Taylor hanging alone on a rack next to the vanity. It was a white dress with silver jewelry and black heels. The white dress was about knee length and had short sleeves. There was also a lacy c-cup bra and a skimpy white thong.

Taylor didn’t have much time, so she cleaned off the makeup she’d put on before leaving her tiny apartment and went for a smokey eye to contrast against the white and silver of her outfit. She didn’t want the white to wash her out, and the smokey eyes along with some bright blush did just the trick.

She looked like a sexy pinup doll once she was all dressed and finished, and Taylor couldn’t see a man at all when she looked in the mirror, and she kind of loved it that way. She didn’t want to go back to her old life and all those boring clothes.

She could design dresses and skirts and blouses and heels. The shoe collection at Kirk’s private office made her a little hard every time she passed it, but she didn’t have much time to spend admiring the clothes. She had to study the binder.

“Are you almost ready in there? Boss will be here in fifteen!”

Taylor had only studied the binder for like thirty minutes. There was so much information. Stuff about Kirk’s many companies and major investments. Facts about the people who would attend the party. Taylor tried to remember some of the names of people she saw, but she knew they would slip from her mind.

She got more nervous as the minutes passed, and then Alice barged into the room, telling her that her time was up.

“Where are your heels? Your purse?”

“Right over there,” Taylor said and pointed with a shaky hand to the table a few feet from her.

“Put them on! Have you lost your mind? Boss is almost here!”

Taylor jumped up so quickly that the binder flew to the floor. Alice cursed at her and raced to pick it up while Taylor stumbled to put on her heels. Everything was moving so quickly, and she just wanted to catch her breath, but Alice wasn’t about to give her the chance.

“Out the door you go!” Alice hollered and pushed Taylor into the open elevator.


 

CHAPTER 9

 

Taylor gripped the white linen scarf Kirk had included with the dress as she waited on the sidewalk outside of his office building for the town car to arrive. Taylor enjoyed the cool breeze whipping around her while the city passed by.

It was only a few minutes before a town car pulled up. Kirk revealed himself by rolling down the tinted window slowly. He flashed his bright white teeth and waved. His hand looked so big and manly, and Taylor just wanted it all over her body.

Every thought she had about this man was dirty. He’d corrupted her with that kiss, and all she wanted was for Kirk to send her further down the rabbit hole. She was tired of living in a nine-to-five reality, and Kirk was her ticket out.

She curled her fingers to wave back at Kirk, her diamonds glinting in the light. Kirk waited as his driver got out to open the backseat door for Taylor. She slid in next to her billionaire, feeling a million butterflies in her stomach.

“Hello, gorgeous.”

“You chose me.”

“I knew you were the one from the moment I saw you.”

“Really?”

Kirk cupped the side of Taylor’s face as she leaned closer to him, their lips only centimeters apart.

“Yes, Taylor. You’re my girl.”

“All I want is to be your girl,” she said. 

“Are you going to be on your best behavior tonight?”

“Yes, but if I’m not?”

Kirk grinned. “If you’re not, I’ll whip out my belt and make your ass red.”

Taylor moaned as her girly dick throbbed in her skimpy white thong. All she wanted was for Kirk to dominate her to show her how much of a girl she really was. Put her in her place and make her stay there. She wouldn’t be bad, though.

“How about you do that if I’m good? If I’m bad, you give me nothing,” Taylor said in a girly voice.

Kirk growled and smiled like crazy as he pulled Taylor into his arms. She lay atop his brawny body, feeling his hard cock jump against her stomach. He was so big, and she felt tiny compared to him, like his little girl, and fuck it made her hot.

“You’re a naughty girl, aren’t you?”

“Maybe.”

Kirk kissed her deeply until they arrived at the dock. They got on the boat with everyone else, and then they were out on the lake. Kirk stayed by Taylor’s side the entire time, except when he went off for a few minutes with the people who were big movers in the city.

Taylor stayed out and chatted with the wife of one of Chicago’s moneymakers. They talked about fashion and celebrities and a bunch of stuff that wasn’t in the binder. In fact, the binder was a big waste of time. People were more than willing to talk about anything except business, which Taylor loved. She felt like she’d been her authentic self the entire night and had even made a friend or two, and these were friends in high places.

“You did great tonight,” Kirk said to Taylor as they stepped off the boat.

“Thank you,” she said.

“I’m serious. You were amazing.” Kirk lifted Taylor into his arms just as the driver was pulling up with their car. Taylor moaned and wrapped her legs around Kirk, staring into his eyes.

“Does that mean I get a treat?”

“Whatever you want, baby girl.”

Taylor let her blonde hair fall into her face as she leaned down to kiss her man, feeling her hard girly cock jumping against Kirk’s muscular frame, but he only kissed her a little harder every time it did.


 

CHAPTER 10

 

Kirk pulled Taylor into his penthouse when the elevator doors opened, and he pushed her straight to the floor after kissing her deeply. Taylor sank to her knees without question, willing and ready to please Kirk however he wanted. She watched with glee as he reached down to unbutton his jeans, slowly pulling down the zipper, teasing her with that sexy look in his eyes.

“You want this cock?” he asked.

“I need it,” she said.

“Take it out.”

Taylor’s girly cock throbbed in her skimpy white thong as she lifted her hand to pull Kirk’s zipper down all the way, carefully pulling out his cock. His underwear cupped his balls as his enormous cock dangled in Taylor’s face.

“Fuck, it’s so big.”

“Shut up and put it in your mouth.”

Taylor moaned as she held Kirk’s heavy manhood in her hand. Its tip was already oozing precum, so she stuck out her tongue to lick it, giving herself a taste to see if she could really do this, and fuck, the precum tasted like bliss.

Taylor opened her mouth wider, intimidated by Kirk’s size, but there was no going back now that she’d come this far. She wanted this, even though it was as terrifying as it was delightful. She spread her lips as wide as they would go to fit Kirk into her mouth, and she couldn’t even get half of his shaft in before she was choking.

“Open your throat, girl!” Kirk rocked his hips, pushing his fat dick against the back of Taylor’s throat.

Taylor coughed but she didn’t stop trying to suck Kirk’s dick. She wanted to please this man and let him know that she was serious about becoming his girly boy, so she breathed through her nose and did everything she could to fit Kirk’s thickness down her throat.

“There you go! Loosen up that throat for me!”

Taylor moaned as Kirk reached around to place his hands on the back of her head, pushing her even further down his cock, much further than she ever thought she could go, but Taylor was entering another realm. One where she was a submissive slut. 

A world where she could finally become who she was meant to be.

“Fucking hell! Damn, girl!”

Taylor had lost herself and had Kirk’s dick halfway down her throat with her lips nearly at his base. She wasn’t even thinking how it was possible. She couldn’t. All Taylor could do was bob her head, taking all of Kirk, submitting to him fully.

Kirk moaned and groaned as he let Taylor use his dick, watching his cock disappear into her mouth. His balls were so tight seeing her on her knees like that, taking him like a proper slut, giving him everything he could ever want.

“Pull out your dick, girl! Let me see it!”

Taylor kept Kirk’s dick deep in her mouth as she used a hand to push up her white dress, revealing her skimpy white thong. She moved it to the side and let her hard, five-inch cock fall out the side.

“Fuck, that’s so hot!”

Taylor moaned on Kirk’s cock, knowing she had to keep her mouth on his dick, or her jaw would snap shut. She closed her eyes and went back to blowing Kirk, her girly dick jumping each time Kirk’s cock pushed into her throat.

“Stroke your cock! I’m going to cum all over you!”

Taylor reached down to grab her sensitive cock, afraid a single stroke would send her over the edge, but she just focused on Kirk’s manhood throbbing between her lips as she stroked her girly dick. Kirk said nasty words, but Taylor was in a trance. She was in her happy place, ready to cum for her man whenever he gave the word.

Kirk held Taylor’s face and fucked her mouth a minute longer before pulling out, beating his cock quickly. 

“Open your mouth, slut!”

Taylor parted her lips and stared up at Kirk with glossy eyes, ready for him to cum all over her face, excited to feel the warmth of his hot goo on her skin. 

When Kirk finally came, Taylor gasped and moaned, holding out her tongue as far as she could. She closed her eyes but held open her mouth, catching Kirk’s nectar. She didn’t see it though when Kirk shoved his cock back into her mouth, giving her the final pumps of his seed.

Taylor grabbed her dick and stroked it once, moaning loudly on Kirk’s cock as she came hard, shooting load after load of hot cum all over the floor. Kirk pulled out to get a look and rubbed his thick shaft as he watched Taylor milk the last of the seed out of her womanhood.

“Damn, girl. That was just what I needed.”

“Me too,” Taylor said, even though her hole was throbbing for Kirk’s cock. She wanted him to fuck her so badly, but she knew she wasn’t about to get it until he said it was time.

“Let me show you to your bedroom.”

“I have my own room?”

“Your own bathroom too. Don’t take it personally, but I like to sleep alone.”

Taylor felt a little sad, but maybe it was for the best. Her room wasn’t lacking in features, and her bed was extra comfy, and Kirk told her she could wake up whenever she wanted as long as she worked out once a day and completed her chores.


 

CHAPTER 11

 

Months passed, and Taylor couldn’t believe how much money there was in her account each time she looked, but the money didn’t matter much at all. She was doing her best not to fall completely, helplessly in love with Kirk, who was a touch distant.

Kirk was loving when they were together, but he could go days without saying a word to Taylor, and they were living in the same apartment! Sometimes it felt like Taylor was all alone in the city, but then she calculated how much she was getting paid a day just to cook a simple meal, just to be on call for Kirk, her solitary billionaire.

Taylor missed her coworkers at the fabric store. Not that she would return, but she missed being herself. She missed having goals. Visions. Sometimes it was hard to think when she could just spend the afternoons shopping for expensive dresses without putting a dent in her bank account.

The sex was incredible, though. 

Kirk had finally pulled down Taylor’s panties and made her take his manhood after a week of driving her crazy. He shoved his cock into her and was dominant and unforgiving the first time he fucked her, and then he fucked her again the next night, but he was much gentler the second time.

Taylor’s bussy was all sore by the third night of fucking, so Kirk left her for a week, and then they made love on his terrace. He bent her over a chair halfway through their first glass of wine. There was even a cook in the kitchen, but Kirk didn’t care. He fucked Taylor hard and came deep in her ass, making her cum in her panties, but he didn’t let her change into a fresh pair.

Taylor had to wear the soiled panties all through dinner, and it made her so hot that she offered to suck Kirk’s dick for dessert, to which he agreed, as long as she did it on the terrace.

The cook had gone home by the time Taylor got down on her knees to get to work. There was no telling if the cook had seen them the first time, but Taylor honestly didn’t care. All she wanted was her man’s dick, which was exactly what she got.

It took him about forty-five minutes to cum from that blowjob, but it was so sweet when he finally did that Taylor came in her panties all over again, soiling them beyond repair, but neither of them cared. They could buy all the panties they wanted in the world.

Taylor was sad when they parted ways that night before bed, but she was growing used to it. All she could do was enjoy Kirk for as long as she had him and stay ready for him to drop her at a moment’s notice. She wouldn’t be surprised if Kirk brought a new girly boy into the mix, as he’d done when he added Taylor after a year with Peach, but even they were still fooling around. Maybe he dreamed of having a harem of girly boys to spoil and fuck.

Taylor heard Peach and Kirk fucking one night and had to talk herself out of the intense feelings of jealousy that arose when she heard Peach screaming Kirk’s name, probably taking his big dick. The only way Taylor found to beat her jealousy was to join them from the other room.

She stroked her womanhood, listening to each scream and moan, cumming at the exact same moment they did. Luckily, she had a private bathroom to clean up the mess she’d made.

A lot happened over the past few months, but Taylor had grown comfortable in her new reality. She would pick up her hobbies again and was even looking at different mannequins and sewing machines online. Kirk even talked about getting her a studio, but he wanted to see her knit him a sweater first, and she hadn’t even had the energy to pick up her needles.

In her defense, Kirk did give her a lot to do, and today was no different. Taylor had woken up an hour earlier and was already behind schedule. It was about ten in the morning, and she needed to get ready to take Kirk his lunch and pick up his dry cleaning. She was also meeting Peach at the restaurant where she was buying Kirk’s lunch because she had some documents for him.

Taylor groaned as she downed the rest of her coffee and went to the bathroom to freshen up with a shower. She dried off quickly, placing a wig cap over her hair. She went to the mirror next to do her makeup, using classy makeup since she was going to Boss’s office.

She wanted something that would match the black pencil skirt and white blouse she was going to wear. It was a classic look, and it was exactly what Kirk had requested. He’d even sent her to the salon the day before to get her nails painted with a French tip. He’d also requested Taylor put on a dark red lipstick with some lipliner.

She finished her look with big silver hoop earrings and black stilettos. She was wearing a d-cup breast form that nearly made the buttons of her blouse pop, but Kirk would love it. There was nothing Boss loved more than a pair of big breasts, which was why Peach had gotten a pair of extra-large c-cup titties when she got a boob job.

Taylor was thinking about getting her boobs done too, but Kirk wasn’t rushing her. He said she could wear bras with forms as long as she liked and that he was willing to pay for her surgery if she ever wanted to go all the way, which Taylor loved.

She honestly loved Kirk but was being careful with her heart. She didn’t want him to destroy it. Taylor constantly told herself that it was better to enjoy what they had now and not expect Kirk to change. The man was guiding a solo ship through life, and everyone who got on his boat were merely guests, but was Taylor not blessed to be one?

She sure felt so as she strutted down the street in her designer heels with an equally fabulous handbag to match and more money in her account than she could have ever dreamed.


 

CHAPTER 12

 

“Oh my god, girl! Look at you! Twirl, bitch!” Peach snapped her fingers.

Taylor played along and twirled in a circle for her friend slash sister wife, but if anyone should have hated a person, it should have been Peach, yet she’d been nothing but helpful, so Taylor swallowed her negative feelings and opened her mind.

“Fuck, girl! You look good!”

“Thanks,” Taylor said as blush spread across her cheeks. “You don’t look too bad yourself.”

“Correction! I look great, bitch! Don’t get it twisted,” Peach said with a laugh as she held out her arms and twirled in her plum velvet dress. It clung to her body and accented her smooth, shimmering skin.

“You’re right.”

“Sit, sit! Spill the T. How have you been doing with Boss?”

Taylor sighed. It’d been a long few months, but she wasn’t tired of Kirk. She wished she had more of him. Every day was an adventure, even if Kirk couldn’t give her his time. She had enough money to go out and explore the city and not worry about work. She had been to more museums than she could count. She had stopped at every mall she could find on the online maps.

“Things have been good, but I worry he’ll dump me.”

Peach shrugged. “There’s no telling with Boss, it’s true.”

“Do you always call him Boss?”

“Depends on my mood. Why? Do you call him Kirk?”

Taylor nodded. The server came over with the drinks they’d ordered a few minutes before. Taylor had a Mai Tai, and Peach had a whiskey on the rocks.

“That’s a strong drink.”

“So, what? Cheers, bitch! To the fabulous life!” Peach hollered and held up her drink.

Taylor clinked her glass with Peach’s and took a sip. The drink was delicious, almost as yummy as Boss’s cum sliding down her throat. She was excited to visit him in his office, especially since he’d requested Taylor wear a tiny thong beneath her skirt. He only made lingerie requests when he wanted to have a bit of fun.

“You really aren’t jealous, are you?” Taylor asked.

“Jealous? Of what?”

“Me? Boss seeing other girls.”

“He’s the boss. If I had his bank account, I’d act just like that. You can’t take it personally. Some guys are just wired that way. Forever single.”

“I’m living with him, though.”

“No, you’re working for him, and the sooner you realize that the happier you’ll be. Boss doesn’t like feeling like he owes anyone anything, which is why he doesn’t have sex he doesn’t pay for.” 

Peach shrugged like it wasn’t a big deal, but Taylor’s feelings had been growing stronger with each day that passed, and she worried she was losing herself. She worried the guards around her heart wouldn’t be able to hold much longer. Taylor loved the money and freedom her relationship with Kirk provided, but what was she giving up?

“Look,” Peach said when Taylor didn’t speak. Peach took a quick sip of her whiskey before continuing. “I’ve been in love. I’ve had a whirlwind romance, but love ain’t shit if you’re broke. Dennis and I couldn’t get enough of each other, but he still cheated on me. He hit me. As much as that man loved me, he also didn’t give a fuck about my heart. You know? At least with Kirk we get to live like queens.”

Taylor let Peach’s words sink in, wondering if she could be a girl who got paid for companionship, but was it really so bad? Kirk didn’t hit her. He didn’t even yell at her. He only wanted to have fun and leave all the drama behind, and he needed help with some errands, but that was about it.

“Just give in, girl. If we can keep him happy, maybe he won’t even go looking for another girl. At least not for a few years. That would give us both plenty to live on, don’t you think?”

“What are you saying?” Taylor asked.

Peach grinned as she picked up a piece of bread from the center of the table and spread butter over it, opening her mouth seductively as she stared into Taylor’s eyes. Taylor’s girly dick jumped when Peach bit down into the bread. She chewed slowly, moaning every few seconds. Taylor looked around, but nobody was paying her any attention. Peach finally swallowed, giving Taylor a chance to take a breath.

“I’m saying we should work together.”

“How?”

“My, you’re innocent. Boss will hate it if I corrupt you, but he’ll also love it. The man is a freak between the sheets, as they say.”

“He told me to wear a tiny white thong to his office.”

“You should always wear a thong! He loves them, and he might surprise you. You never know.”

“So, are you saying we should fool around with him together?”

“Now you’re getting it. Why don’t we order our food to go and have lunch with our man?”

Taylor’s lips spread into a wide smile. “Let’s do it,” she said and picked up her glass of wine to take a sip, realizing that she was much better off working with Peach instead of against her.


 

CHAPTER 13

 

Alice was sitting at her desk outside of Kirk’s private office. They had an entire wing of the suite, so Kirk could have plenty of top-secret meetings, but Alice knew all his secrets, so she smiled slyly when she saw Taylor and Peach walking her way.

Peach’s purple dress was tight on her body, and she was wearing a dark purple lipstick to match it, and she’d told Alice on their taxi ride over to Kirk’s building that she had on slutty black lingerie, and she was so excited for Taylor to see it. She’d whispered the words into Taylor’s ear and nibbled on her lobe, getting Taylor incredibly hard.

“Girls, how are you today?”

“Fabulous,” they said at the same time and laughed.

Kirk emerged from his office, grinning like he’d just closed another billion-dollar deal. 

“I didn’t know you would both be visiting today,” Kirk said, but he looked far from disappointed. “I thought you had something to do, Peach?”

“I moved some things around,” she said softly.

“We brought lunch,” Taylor said and lifted the bags of takeout into the air.

“Excellent. Come into my office. Alice, could you—?”

“Right away, Boss!”

She went to seal off his wing of the floor as Taylor and Peach stepped into his office. Kirk followed them, closing and locking the door behind him. Taylor and Peach shared a knowing glance, ready to please their man. Ready to lock him down and make sure he didn’t need any other girl, at least not long term.

“Girls! I can’t believe you surprised me like this?”

“Are you angry?” Peach asked in a soft voice.

Taylor glanced at her, beyond impressed by how quickly she could change, like a chameleon climbing through a forest, ready for whatever situation the world threw her way.

“Why would I be angry?” Kirk asked as he let Peach fall into his arms.

Taylor stood off to the side timidly until they waved for her to join them. They opened their hug to include her, but the tension between them was far more sexual than friendly. 

Kirk moved his hand down their backs until he had one hand on each of the girls’ asses. They moaned and pressed themselves up against his manly body, both submitting to him, ready to take whatever direction he wanted to give.

“You girls are making my dreams come true.”

“What dreams are those?” Taylor asked in a soft, girly voice.

Peach glanced at her with a devilish smile, pressing her hand against Kirk’s chest and sliding it south. “Do they involve two girly boys like us?”

“Yes,” Kirk said in a breath.

“What do you want us to do, Boss?” Peach asked.

“Tell us,” Taylor begged as she hooked her finger into Kirk’s beltloop, pulling him toward her.

“Strip down to your lingerie,” Kirk commanded. He broke contact and took a step away from the girls, letting them take off their clothing. He rubbed his cock through his suit bottoms, getting stiffer and stiffer the less the girls were wearing, and he was raging hard by the time he got a glance of their girly cocks in those tiny thongs.

“What now, Boss?”

“Come over here and suck my dick. Both of you.”

Peach and Taylor glanced at each other before walking over to Kirk, falling to their knees in front of him. Peach reached up and unzipped Kirk’s pants. She reached into them and fished out his huge cock.

Taylor parted her lips as Peach held Kirk’s thickness. Peach stroked him as Taylor worked his head with her tongue, feeling her own cock throbbing wildly in her panties.

“I don’t have all day girls! Take off my pants!”

Taylor rushed to unbutton Kirk’s pants and pulled them to the floor. She took them off as Kirk ripped off his shirt, leaving him naked and so fucking sexy. All Taylor wanted to do was blow him, but he swatted away her hand when she tried to reach for his dick.

“Get on my desk! Peach is going to fuck you.”

Peach smiled and winked when Taylor looked at her. Taylor remembered their lunch and knew everything would be okay, and honestly, it would be pretty hot getting fucked by Peach. From the looks of it, she had a long, thick dick tucked away in that tiny black thong.

Taylor went over to the desk, which had been cleared, probably in anticipation of this moment. She climbed onto the desk. She waited there on her hands and knees as Kirk fetched a bottle of lubrication from his drawer and passed it to Peach.

She got to her knees on the desk behind Taylor. She moved Taylor’s thong to the side, lowering herself until her face was right behind Taylor’s bussy. Taylor moaned out when Peach lapped at her hole.

Peach lifted herself a moment later and stuck a finger into Taylor’s hole. Kirk moaned from the side of the desk as he watched and stroked his dick, horny for more. 

“Put your dick in her, Peach!”

Peach covered her cock in lube and then she pressed her wet fingers against Taylor’s hole. Taylor bit her lip and moaned as Peach massaged her hole, getting it ready for her cock, which looked huge when Taylor glanced over her shoulder.

Peach had also taken off her bra, and her breasts looked so beautiful. She was a black goddess, and Taylor felt so lucky to have her as a friend slash lover slash whatever they were.

The thong was still covering Taylor’s throbbing girly cock when Peach pushed into her, and fuck, her dick felt so good. Her cock was a bit thinner and shorter than Boss’s, so it slid around with more ease, and it was hitting Taylor’s spot every time Peach went deep, and fuck, the sensations had her legs wobbling.

Taylor was so lost in the euphoria of Peach’s girly dick that she hardly noticed when Boss climbed onto the desk in front of her. He squatted until his dick was at the perfect level to stick into Taylor’s mouth.

“That’s right, slut! Suck this big cock!”

Taylor moaned on Kirk’s cock, knowing she was only moment’s away from cumming, especially now that she was getting stuffed at each end, overwhelmed by the sensations of orgasmic pleasure. Taylor never would have imagined herself getting split roasted like this months ago, but this crazy job had saved her.

It'd brought out the girly boy who she always knew she was but wasn’t quite willing to acknowledge.

“Fuck her good, Peach! Push that dick deep!” Kirk commanded as he watched Peach fuck Taylor, her black dick disappearing into Taylor’s creamy white ass. The sight was as sexy as those plump pink lips wrapped around his own dick.

Kirk was about to explode.

“Pound that bussy!”

Peach grabbed Taylor’s hips and picked up speed, her balls slapping against Taylor each time she went deep, and her breasts were swaying like crazy.

Taylor closed her eyes as she took the pounding from both ends, concentrating on the dicks inside of her. She would burst if she didn’t, and she just wanted to last a moment longer.

“I’m getting close,” Kirk admitted.

“Me too,” Peach said in a breath.

“You cum first! Now!”

Peach fucked Taylor harder, so hard that Taylor was seeing stars in her eyes, but she was taking it. She couldn’t go anywhere, and why would she want to? It was magnificent getting fucked like this in Kirk’s office overlooking the city.

Peach hollered out after a moment, and she came so hard that Taylor felt the pumps of cum dump into her ass. She moaned as Peach filled her, nearly cumming herself as her legs shook violently, but she was waiting for Boss. She needed him to cum before she could release.

Kirk pulled out of Taylor’s mouth and hopped off the desk, racing around to where Peach was standing.

“Pull out slowly,” he commanded.

Peach did as he said, and just as soon as Peach’s dick fell out of Taylor’s ass, Kirk entered her. He pushed his dick deep and hit Taylor’s spot in just the right way that she came without touching herself.

The first gush of cum dumped into her panties, making her ass tighten and release around Kirk’s dick, which was just what he needed to cum. He rocked his hips as Taylor came some more, fucking her slowly until he was dumping his load into her ass, mixing his seed with Peach’s.

Taylor gasped when Kirk reached around to touch the outline of her girly cock. She came a second time when he rubbed it gently, dumping even more cum into her soiled panties, and that pressure was enough to push Kirk out of her ass, and all he could do was laugh as he stumbled backward.

Taylor turned over and lay on her back to catch her breath. Peach stood in the middle of the room, naked and half erect. She walked over to Kirk and grabbed his hand to guide him to his chair. She sat in his lap after he took a seat. Taylor turned her head to look at them, knowing in her heart that she’d found her people and that there was nowhere else she should be.

“So, Kirk, did we make your dreams come true?” Peach asked in a purr.

“More than you know.”

“I’m glad. Aren’t you, Taylor?”

Taylor nodded, still too drained to speak, but they could see the truth in her eyes. The three of them were a team, even if their alpha was a bit solitary and distant, they knew he needed them.

Kirk reached out to brush Taylor’s face with the back of his hand while he used his other hand to rub up and down the spot right beneath Peach’s bosom.

“You two are my girls, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.”


 

CHAPTER 14

 

One Year Later

“Isn’t this the life?” Peach asked as she sipped a coconut rum cocktail. She was wearing a white bathing suit with a transparent white throw around it.

Taylor had on a matching outfit but in pink. She’d also grown out her hair and bleached it blonde and was seriously thinking about getting a boob job soon but hadn’t yet gone under the knife. She was just enjoying life, taking things one day at a time.

She and Peach were relaxing on the beach in front of Kirk’s villa on the Italian coast. It was a luxurious property in a small town with the cutest market. Taylor and Peach often went together to pick out fresh produce, bread, and wine for the night, especially when Kirk was in town.

They didn’t have housekeepers, but who needed them when they had all the time in the world? If they had a party or left the villa for months, they could always hire temporary help.

“It certainly is the life,” Taylor said.

“When is Kirk visiting again?”

“He said he’ll get here in three or four days.”

Peach sighed and shook her shoulders, relaxing into her chair. “Should we have a party tonight?” Peach asked in an easy breezy voice.

“Sure,” Taylor said. “I’ll see what people are doing.”

“Thanks,” Peach said and took another sip of her cocktail. “You’re the best.”

Taylor sent off some messages to locals they’d met. They’d been taking Italian classes every morning to better integrate into the community where they’d been spending so much time, but most of the friends Taylor and Peach had met spoke a little English, so they just put together the pieces and had a good time.

“Done,” Taylor said and placed her phone on the small table between their lounge chairs. Taylor picked up her drink and took a sip before getting comfortable in the seat. “Back to relaxing.”

“That’s my girl!” Peach cheered and picked up her drink. 
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