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Chapter 1

Emergency

“Today’s the day!”

I looked up from my laptop to see my business partner, Amy, standing at the entrance to our office with her arms raised high and a smile from ear to ear. She was dressed up more than usual today, wearing a blue button up blouse tucked into a black pencil skirt with matching black high heels. Her blonde hair was straightened and hanging down above her breasts, which were showing just enough to balance the line between sexy and professional. 

“What’s today?” I asked in jest. I knew what was happening today, but I enjoyed pretending to forget to get a rise out of her.

“Eric! Come on! Today is our meeting with our potential investor!” she shouted at me. She walked forward and pushed aside the papers on my desk so she could sit on the edge. “Even the smallest investment from this guy’s standards and we could have funding for the next three years. Just think of the possibilities!”

I rolled my desk chair back, kicked my feet up on my desk and I leaned back in my chair. “I know, I know. I’m just joking,” I said. “Would I be wearing a suit if I didn’t know?”

Amy was right, this meeting was important and would be a momentous occasion for our business if it went well. In preparation, late last night I had rushed to a store to purchase the nicest looking suit I could afford just for today.

“I could barely sleep last night,” she said. “I was up all night rehearsing my presentation. I had to get it just perfect.”

“I’m glad it’s you giving the presentation and not me. I can’t stand public speaking. I’ll just be there for support if you need it, though I’m sure you won’t.”

“That’s what makes us a great team, Eric. I handle the outward tasks and you handle the inward.”

“I couldn’t agree more.”

She finally stood up from my desk and went to sit at hers. I readjusted the papers on my desk as she set down her large purse and pulled out her laptop. When I saw her start working I felt a sense of relief that she was preoccupied. As the sole develop of our app, I always had an immense pressure to work nonstop so we could finally get it to market.

That would hopefully change though if we could land our first investment. We could finally hire another developer or two and finally pay ourselves something and stop living off of our savings. We both knew the risks of creating a startup business, but it was beginning to put a toll on each of us.

I was also hoping that we could finally get a bigger office, one where I could have my own space to work in peace. Our current office used to belong to a therapist; it had one large room that was used as a waiting room and a smaller office where he would see his patients. We had set up both of our desks in the waiting room so that neither of us felt more or less important than the other. The office was reserved for meetings.

Amy started up again. “Oh, I just got another message from him. He said his flight will land at noon and he will need a ride from the airport. He’s squeezing us in before  his other business in town and, huh, that’s funny. He says he will expect our secretary to pick him up. Why does he think we have a secretary?”

I looked at her. “Yeah, I guess that is odd. Doesn’t he know it’s just the two of us? Why would we have a secretary for such a young startup company.”

“Let me do some digging,” she said as she turned back to her laptop. 

I shrugged and went back to work. I didn’t have time to get swept up into one of her crazy research projects.

“Oh, no,” she exclaimed several minutes later. “I found an interview with him from a few years ago. Someone asked him what he looked for in a rising company, something that could be a deal breaker if they didn’t have,” she said panicked.

I again turned my chair to look at her. “Yeah, and…?” I said, trying to get her to spit out the answer.

“He answered that a must have for any promising young business is a secretary. He said that he doesn’t want to invest in anyone without enough revenue to have hired at least one employee. He goes on to say that he believes that business owners should be so busy in their efforts of making the business more lucrative and successful that they should need at least a secretary to handle the day to day,” she read off the article.

“That’s ridiculous. We handle all of that fine by working 20-hour days,” I said with a laugh. It was a sad, but true statement.

“He goes on and on about having a secretary. Eric, we need to find a secretary right away!”

“That’s just not going to happen, Amy. You will just have to explain to him that we don’t have any revenue yet because the app is still in development. We need his investment so we can hire more staff and complete the app. How can he argue with that logic?”

“I’m sure he would understand that, but I don’t think he would care. He just won’t think we’re far enough along on our roadmap to deserve his interest.”

I sighed.

Maybe she has a point.

“Alright. Well, it’s 8 o’clock now. How do we get a secretary in the next few hours in time to have her pick him up at the airport?” I asked.

I could see the wheels turning in her mind. One of the reasons she was a great business partner was because she always seemed to find a solution to any problem, big or small. “Temp agency?” she proposed.

“Would you really trust a temp to help us today? What if he asked questions? There’s no way we would have time to explain our business to them.”

“You’re right. What about your sister? She has a basic idea of our business.”

I shook my head. “She’s out of town.”

“We’re fucked aren’t we?” she said, sounding defeated.

I cocked my head to the side and glared at her. “Excuse me?” I asked indignantly. “There’s never been a problem you couldn’t solve. Why are giving up so easily on today of all days?”

“I know, I’m sorry. I guess I’m just nervous,” she said. “But I did have one more idea that could work…”

She paused for a while until I egged her on. “Well? What is it?”

“You could be our secretary for the day."


Chapter 2

Finding an Outfit

After thinking about her idea for a moment, I came to the conclusion that it could possibly work.

“Huh, that doesn’t sound too crazy. I guess I could pick him up from the airport and bring him here. And then what? Just bring you two some coffee on occasion? I wasn’t going to be a big part of the meeting anyways,” I said.

“Really? I thought you would freak out at the idea of being a secretary,” she said hesitantly.

Why would she think that? Have I become so highbrow that I couldn’t pretend to be a secretary for a day?

“Why?” I asked.

She was staring at her hands which where fidgeting with her blouse. She looked up and said, “Because you would have to pretend to be a woman.”

“Oh… OH!” I exclaimed as I realized what she was saying. “Why would I have to be a woman? Men can be secretaries, too!”

“Do you think an old business man like Mr. Armistead would want to meet with a male secretary?” she said.

“Well, that’s what he’s going to get. It’s me or no body,” I said emphatically. “Maybe we should just cancel on this sexist old man and find someone else.”

“Come on, Eric. You know I’ve been trying to find an investor for months. This is the first one that has shown any interest in our business. We’re barely surviving here. If we don’t get some money soon… I don’t know. We’ll have to go sell ourselves on street corners to make ends meet.”

I rolled my eyes at her over exaggerated example. An awkward silence hung in the air. Amy had said her piece and I didn’t have a response.

Does she really expect me to do this? To dress up like a woman and pretend to be our secretary? 

An idea suddenly dawned on me. “You’re already a woman, why can’t you be the secretary?” I asked excitedly.

“I’ve been the one on every correspondence with him, he knows that he is specifically meeting with me. I have to be me,” she said.

My last hope was dashed.

“Well, shit,” I said in disappointment.

“So… what do you say, Eric? Will you be our secretary today and let me turn you into a woman?” she asked. I could see a smile creeping onto her face as if she was starting to enjoy pushing me into this.

I leaned back in my chair and stared at the ceiling, stalling for time while I considered my options.

“I’ve always thought you would make a beautiful woman,” Amy continued. “You have a very petite frame and soft features.”

I sat up straight and furrowed my brow at her. “Is that supposed to be a complement or an insult?” I asked. She laughed in response showing that she was indeed enjoying my torture.

I shook my head in disbelief at what I was going to have to do. In the end, Amy was right. She always was. We needed this deal in order for our business to survive and I had no choice.

I stood up and said, “Fine, I’ll do it. But you better make me look believable!"

Amy’s face lit up with excitement as she clapped her hands. She rushed over and wrapped her arms around me, giving me a tight hug. “Thank you, Eric! Thank you!”

“You’re going to owe me big for doing this.”

She pulled herself away from me. “Or maybe you will be thanking me for opening your eyes to a whole new way of life.”

I let out a loud laugh. “Yeah, sure."

She went back to her desk and started packing up her stuff. “We don’t have a lot of time,” she said. “We should go to my apartment so I can get you ready. It’s not far from here and I’m sure I will have something you can wear.”

I can’t believe I’m actually going to do this. 

I grabbed my wallet and keys from my desk. “Alright, let's go,” I said.

✽✽✽

When we arrived at Amy’s apartment I was surprised by the mess. There was old food containers, dishes, and clothes scattered everywhere.

“Ever heard of cleaning, Amy?” I asked sarcastically.

“I don’t have a lot of time these days,” she said. “I’ve been so focused on finding someone to invest in your app. So unless you want to clean it, I’m content living in this state of chaos for the time being.”

I shrugged it off and continued following her into her bedroom. Over our years of friendship, I had many fantasies of being in the same bedroom as Amy. However, none of them had involved me getting undressed and then dressing up in her clothes. 

I sat down on her bed as she started combing through her closet.

“Let’s see, I know I kept some clothes from a few years ago when I was a little bigger… Here we go!” She pulled out a large trash bag full of clothes and set it down on the bed. “I’ve been meaning to donate all of this, but it’s hard to let go of.”

I peered into the bag as she loosened the drawstring and opened it up. I could see all different styles and colors of clothes. She started tossing clothes out onto the ground. Occasionally would hold one up and if she liked it, she would toss it to me.

“Okay, give me all of that back,” she said as she dumped the rest of the clothes on the ground, clearing space on her bed. She set down all the clothes she had given me and inspected each one. There were several different blouses and skirts laid out. She mixed and matched the clothes until she seemed to find what she wanted. “This is it.”

She held up a white long sleeved button up blouse and a dark purple pencil skirt. “This is what you’re going to wear."


Chapter 3

Feminized

I stared at the outfit in Amy’s hands. It was simple yet professional with a dash of sexy.

“Alright, I guess I will toss it on and we can get going,” I said.

Amy laughed loudly as she set the clothes back down on the bed. “You think it’s that easy to be a woman, do you?” she asked.

“Uhh, what do you mean?”

“Eric, you need to look like a convincing woman. You need to shave your body, put on make up, and wear a wig.”

I closed my eyes and rubbed them with my fingers, frustrated with her revelation.

Just remember, you’re doing this for your business. For your dream. You will laugh about this someday when you have a successful company.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” I said.

“It will be fun,” Amy said with a smirk. “You will get to learn what us women have to do on a daily basis.”

I rolled my eyes at her. “What should I start with?” I asked.

“Shaving. Go ahead and use my bathroom to get started. There should be some spare razors in the cabinet. I have to run out and to get some supplies so don’t worry about me barging in while you’re naked,” she said.

“Great. Thanks,” I said sarcastically. 

Amy hurried off. I heard her grab her keys then exit the apartment. I walked into her bathroom and dug through her cabinet until I found an unopened razor and a bottle of shaving cream. I set them down on the counter as I got undressed.

Once naked, I grabbed the razor and shaving cream and stepped into the bathtub to get started. I sat down on the edge of the tub and lathered my first leg with shaving cream before taking my first swipe of the razor. The razor gave a smooth, clean streak on my leg. I ran the razor over my leg a few more times and then touched the exposed skin. It felt soft and feminine. I continued lathering my legs with shaving cream and then running the razor over them. 

By the time my legs were shaved and I approached my dick, it dawned on me that I this would be an area well covered by the skirt so I didn’t need to shave it. But when I looked down at my now hairless legs in contrast with my hairy genitals, I knew I needed to continue. I carefully shaved my dick and balls and then turned on the bathtub to rinse my body. 

The touch of the cold water on my legs sent goosebumps all over my body. My hairless dick felt suddenly vulnerable without its hair to protect it. I ran my hands along my thighs and enjoyed feeling how smooth they were. I closed my eyes and it was like I was touching a woman.

My eyes snapped back open as there was a knock at the bathroom door. 

“Are you almost done?” I heard Amy shout from outside the door.

Instinctively I covered my privates. “Yeah, I’m done. I’ll get dressed and come out in a minute,” I replied.

“Here, put these on for now. I still need to iron the shirt,” Amy said. The door creaked open several inches and I saw her hand reach in and toss in some clothes.

“Thanks,” I said as I watched her close the door. I stood up, stepped out of the bathtub, and quickly locked the door. 

It’s bad enough that my business partner is going to help me dress up as a woman today, I don’t need her seeing me naked, too.

I grabbed the clothes off the floor and set them on the bathroom counter. There was the purple skirt she had picked out for me earlier as well as a small black thong.

“Do I really need to wear a thong?” I shouted at the door, hoping she could hear me. 

I heard footsteps walking back towards the door. “Yes! You can’t have panty lines showing!"

“Of course, can’t have panty lines,” I grumbled to myself. 

I grabbed the thong and slipped it over my legs and then pulled it up. It felt surprisingly nice. Next, I grabbed the skirt and pulled it on up to my waist. It felt a little tight, but was made out of a stretchy fabric which adhered well to my body.

I looked at myself in the mirror and instantly felt silly. The tight skirt emphasized my lack of an ass and feminine curves. I was beginning to doubt that this plan would work.

Hopefully Amy can make me look more like a woman.

Back in the bedroom, Amy had just finished ironing my blouse. I walked over to grab it, but she swiftly slapped my hand away. 

“Bra first and then you can put the shirt on,” she said as she pointed towards a lacy white bra on her bed.

I picked up the bra and put my arms through the straps. Amy walked around behind me and helped me attach the clasps and adjust the shoulder straps so that it fit properly. Amy was had fairly large breasts so the bra was definitely too big for my flat chest and the cups stuck out a few inches.

“Hold on, let me stuff those,” she said as she walked to her dresser and opened a top drawer. She pulled out a several pairs of socks, folded them, and then stuffed them into my bra, filling up the empty space and making it feel tighter on my chest. 

“These will have to do for now. The shirt will cover them up so no one will be able to tell that they aren’t real breasts. Unless they try to touch them for some reason. If we had more time I would have got you some real feeling silicon breasts. Maybe next time,” she said with a giggle.

“Yeah, right. Next time,” I said sarcastically.

She walked back to the ironing board and handed me the shirt. I put the shirt on and then started buttoning it up. Just as I passed the top of the bra, Amy had me stop.

“No woman would ever button a shirt up all the way. You need to have an illusion of cleavage, even if you don’t actually have any,” she said. “Now tuck it into your dress and we will be half way done.”

“Just half way?!” I exclaimed. “We’re running low on time!”

“I know, but we still need to do your hair and make up. I’ll be fast though.” 

She sat me down at her vanity and started pulling out various bottles and containers of makeup. Watching her work on my face was like watching an artist paint. She worked with ease and confidence as she applied long strokes of foundation, gentle swipes of mascara, and a dusting of eye shadow. She capped it off with a dark red lipstick which looked powerful and sexy. 

I watched her work on my face through her vanity mirror. I knew she was doing a good job, but I couldn’t help but see myself as a man wearing makeup which looked ridiculous. However, that all changed when she pulled out a brunette wig and placed it on my head. 

At first she was blocking my view while she brushed out the wig and fit it properly on my head. But when she finally stepped away and I could see my finished look, I was amazed.

“Wow, Amy. You really made me look like a woman. Well, done,” I said in awe.

“Thanks,” she said. “But you’re going to ruin all my work if you continue to talk in your normal voice. You need to start working on sounding like a woman or else all of this work will be for nothing.”

I cleared my throat and tried out a high pitched, breathy voice. “Like this?” I asked.

“Not bad, but it will probably be best to say as little as possible. Keep practicing though,” she said.

“That sounds perfect to me.”

“Alright, last piece and then you need to head to the airport.” She walked to the other side of her bedroom and grabbed a bag off the floor. She pulled out a box, set it on her bed and removed the lid. From inside, she pulled out a pair of light brown high heels and held them up. “These were all I could find in your size with the time I had.”

“You’re kidding me,” I said begrudgingly.

She walked back to the vanity where I was still sitting as she said, “Sorry, but they’re a must. Don’t worry, you’re a smart guy. I’m sure you will figure out how to walk in them in no time.”

I shook my head as I took the heels from her and slipped them on my feet. I braced my hand on the back of the vanity’s chair as I tried to stand up, wobbling as I did. After several awkward steps I started feeling more comfortable wearing the heels. I did a few laps across the room until I was able to cross without stumbling. 

“I think I’ve got it,” I said.

Amy gave me an approving nod. “Good because Mr. Armistead’s plane will be landing in the next 30 minutes and you need to go get him. I made you this sign so you can hold it up to find him. And here, I put all your stuff in this purse. Text me if you have any issues.”

I grabbed the purse and sign from Amy. The sign read, “Mr. Armistead” in a large print. My heart was starting to pound in my chest as the reality of the situation was dawning on me. I was about to walk into an airport to meet our potential investor while dressed as a woman. 

“I can’t believe I’m about to do this,” I said. “Wish me luck.”


Chapter 4

Mr. Armistead

I arrived at the airport with minutes to spare before Mr. Armistead’s flight landed. I parked my car then rushed inside with my sign tucked under my arm until I reached the waiting area.

Once inside, I looked around at all the people. It felt like everyone was staring at me. As if they could see right through my wig makeup and knew I was a man. It was both embarrassing and exhilarating.

There were several other drivers waiting for their clients. I found a spot away from them and held up my sign so that it covered most of my face. The sign was shaking in my hands so I closed my eyes to focus on my breathing and relax.

After several deep breaths, I was able to open my eyes and regain my composure. I glanced at the arrival screen and saw that his plane had landed.

He’s going to be here any second.

Moments later there was a swarm of people walking down the terminal towards baggage claim. People were cheering as they ran up to their loved ones or reconnected with friends while I waited for the man who could change my life forever. I continued holding up the sign until the crowd started to thin out and a middle-aged man approached me. 

His hair was grey and thinning, his face clean shaved. He wore a full length tan trench coat with a dark grey suit underneath. His dress shirt was white and he had a maroon tie hanging from his neck. Behind him he pulled a small rolling suitcase.

“Are you Mr. Armistead?” I asked the man, using my girliest voice.

He stared at me intensely for a moment then nodded. “Yes,” he said gruffly. 

“Would you like to use the restroom or get anything to drink before we leave?”

“No, I don’t have a lot of time. Let’s go,” he said as he started for the airport’s exit.

Straight to the point. Seems like he’s going to make this easy for me.

I hurried to catch up to him as I did my best to not trip in my heels. I offered to take his bag, but he gave me a scowl and declined. Once we arrived at my car, I again tried to take the bag so I could load it into the trunk, but he again resisted and opted to sit in the backseat with the bag next to him.

As I drove him to the office, I felt like I should try to engage in some small talk and make him feel welcome. However, from the second he sat down, his eyes were glued to his phone other than quick glances at me through the rearview mirror.

We continued in silence as we made our way into the city. I felt a feeling of relief when I finally parked the car and stepped out.

Almost done! I just have to get him inside to Amy and this is all but over!

I opened his door and he climbed out of the car, luggage in hand, and then I led him into the office. Amy was standing in middle of the office, waiting for us.

“Amy, I would like to introduce you to Mr. Armistead,” I said as we entered. Amy walked up to us and offered her hand to him. He studied her for a moment and then shook her hand.

“Thank you for having me,” he said. “Please call me Richard. And as you know, I’m in town for other business and was just barely able to squeeze you in. We should get right to business.”

Amy nodded at him appreciatively. “Yes, and we are so grateful that you could fit us into your schedule, Mr. Armistead. Can Eric, I mean, Erin get you any refreshments while we get started in the meeting room?”

My eyes widened in shock at her name slip. He looked back at me with a suspicious eye and then turned back to Amy and requested a cup of black coffee. She ushered him into the meeting room while I started making drinks.

I can’t believe she almost gave me away after all of this work! I’m pretty sure he believes that I’m a woman so far though. This has gone far better than I expected.

When I entered the meeting room with cups of coffee in hand, I could feel his eyes watching my every move. I saw that Amy had already begun her presentation so I quickly set down the cups in front of each of them and excused myself, shutting the door behind me.

I sat down at my desk with a loud sigh. I was practically done with this crazy day. I opened my laptop and got back to work as I waited for the meeting to end.

✽✽✽

An hour later I heard a creak as the meeting room opened. Amy poked her head out and when she saw me she said, “Oh, good. You’re still here.”

She slipped out of the room and closed the door behind her. 

“How’s it going in there?” I asked her as she approached my desk.

Her eyes drifted away from me and she started playing with her hair; her sign that something was wrong.

“Well, I have good news and bad news. Which do you want first?” she said.

“Good news, hit me with the good news,” I replied eagerly.

“He’s very interested in our company. He said he sees a lot of potential in our app and would like to be involved with it,” she said flatly.

My heart swelled with excitement and I jumped up from my chair to hug her. “That’s great news!” I exclaimed.

“Sit down, Eric,” she said somberly.

I unwrapped my arms from her and slowly sat back down as I studied her face, trying to figure out what was wrong. Her good news was fantastic yet she didn’t look remotely happy.

“What is it? What’s the bad news?” I asked nervously.

Again her eyes drifted away from me. She looked as if she was struggling to say what she needed to.

This must be terrible.

“He said…,” she started. “He said that will only sign the deal if he… if he gets a blow job.”

“WHAT?” I shouted.

“Quiet! He can hear you!” Amy hissed at me. “He said that before he invests in a company, he needs to know that they are serious. And if they are serious, they would prove it by pleasuring him because they would be willing to do anything to succeed."

I was beyond shocked and disgusted that he would hold his power and money over these struggling businesses. “You didn’t do it, did you?”

“Well, no…”

“This is absurd, I have half a mind to tell him how repulsed I am that he would try to make you give him a blow job.”

“He didn’t want me,” she said quietly.

“What?” I asked.

“He didn’t want me to give him a blow job, Eric… He wants you to do it,” she said.


Chapter 5

Making a Deal

“He what?” I asked in shock?

“Apparently he was very taken by you and has a thing for brunettes,” Amy answered as she gave a shrug.

I shook my head vigorously. “There’s no way. I can’t. You don’t expect me to do this do you?”

She had a sour look on her face. “We really need this, Eric. Without his investment we’re going to sink and he will probably just steal our idea and get a large team of developers to finish in in a month."

I felt a pit in my stomach knowing that she was right. This was our last chance.

“What are the terms? Did he at least offer us a good deal?” I asked, hoping to hear something that might persuade me enough to do something so desperate.

“He said he wouldn’t discuss numbers until he had your lips on his cock.”

What a power move.

I sighed, not knowing what to say or do.

“So…” Amy said to break the silence that was building.

I looked up at her. “Would you do it if you were me?” I asked her.

“If it were me, well, it would just be another dick to suck and I could at least imagine it was someone else’s. I would probably do it and ask for a larger stake in the business. But for you… I guess it depends on how interested you are in sucking dick,” she said.

I let out a chuckle. “I have very little interest to be honest.”

She nodded. “Well, then it depends on how badly you want this company.”

Her words hung in the room while I considered them. After a moment of thought, I knew what I had to do.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll do it.”

We walked together into the meeting room where Richard was waiting. He was sitting in a chair around the conference table, reading on his phone. He looked up at me and asked, “Have you accepted my first proposal?”

“Yes, I have,” I said as I walked towards him. I knelt down in front of him, awaiting my task.

Amy walked around to the other side of the table and sat down at her laptop. “May we start discussing business now, Mr. Armistead?”

His eyes stayed on me. “I’ll start when she starts,” he said. He stood up, unfastened his pants and pulled them down to his knees, leaving his dick to hang free in front of me. He sat back down, his flaccid dick now just a foot away from my face. “You’re going to have to help get it started, hunny.”

I looked over at Amy and she gave me a supportive smile and nod, though I know she felt bad for me. I was selling myself to give our business a chance at success. I turned back to his dick and hesitantly reached out and grabbed it.

“There you go,” he said. “Go ahead, it won’t bite.”

I started rubbing it, trying to get it hard. I could hear his breathing get heavier as he watched me. It slowly grew with each stroke. 

“We were hoping that you would consider investing $1 million for a 20% share in the company,” Amy said.

Richard just shook his head and then pointed to his cock. He wouldn’t talk until I got started.

His dick was mostly hard now. It was average in size, with a decent girth. More than enough to fill my mouth and throat. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth as I leaned forward until flesh touched my lips. 

It was hard yet spongy and tasted like sweat. I let it slide deep into my mouth until I felt it hit my throat and I gagged.

“That deal is ludicrous,” Richard said. “You have no active revenue. You’re selling me on potential and you have no fiscal proof that your idea will work.”

It’s working, he’s started talking!

I kept moving my mouth back and forth as I watched Richard and Amy negotiate terms. It helped distract me from what I was really doing. 

Richard’s head suddenly snapped back towards me. “If your business is anything like this pathetic blow job, I may have to reconsider my interest,” he said, wanting more out of me.

You’re already sucking his dick, you might as well do it right. There’s no turning back now.

I grabbed his cock with one hand and started sucking faster, with more vigor.

“Ahh,” he moaned as he relaxed in his chair. “You see, to succeed in business, you need to be a good motivator. I’ve always had a gift for it.”

I saw Amy give him a polite smile from the corner of my eye as she tried to avoid watching me. They continued negotiating while I continued sucking. The more I did it, the more I found myself getting into it. I felt my own dick starting to get aroused underneath my thong and every so often I would let out a moan.

Conversations where starting to get tense between them and I could tell Richard was getting annoyed. Amy had always been a shrewd businesswoman and wasn’t backing down. He suddenly grabbed the back of my head and forced it down onto his cock. I gagged on it as he held me down. 

When he released me I felt his body relax. “Alright, you have yourself a deal,” he said. 

Excitement surged through me. I removed my mouth from his cock and wanted to scream in joy, but I resisted my urge. I looked back at his dick and saw smears of red lipstick on it from what I had just done. Oddly, I felt a faint desire for more.

“Who said you could stop? No body is done until the deal has been signed,” he said sternly to me.

I gave him a nod and went back to work on his cock.

Amy was furiously typing away on her computer, trying to get the deal written up so they could sign it. Richard was fully relaxed now and enjoying watching me suck his cock as he moaned with his head back.

“Almost done,” Amy said.

“Me, too,” Richard groaned.

She hurried out of her chair and over to the printer, grabbing the paper that had just come out. I could feel Richard’s cock pulsing in my mouth as I continued to fill my mouth with his cock. I let out a loud moan as my lust increased and I swallowed his cock with an eagerness I had never felt before.

Amy slammed down the paper in front of him followed by a pen, but his head was still leaning back with his eyes closed. 

Then I felt his cock head enlarge until it burst into my throat, pumping out cum as Richard groaned loudly. Once it had settled, I pulled my mouth off of his cock and licked the saliva from my lips. Richard sat up straight and smiled at me before turning to the document and signing it. 

“It’s been a pleasure doing business with you. My accountant will send you a check within 48 hours,” he said. He stood up, pulled up his pants, grabbed his suitcase and started walking out of the room. “I look forward to meeting with you both again the next time I’m in town. Especially you,” he said as he gave me a wink.

I felt my nerves flutter at the possibility of having to suck his cock again. There was a mix of fear and desire battling it out inside of me. 

The door to our office slammed shut. I snapped out of my emotions and remembered that my mouth was still full of his cum. As I swallowed his load I felt empowered; I now felt like I could make this business work. I now knew for certain that I would do anything it takes to succeed. 

Anything.
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From Intern to Sissy Secretary

Jacob has just started his new job as an intern at a top-shelf sex toy company. He's bursting with ambition, aiming to make it big within the company's ranks. While he's still feeling his way around, a chance encounter with the striking and influential Senior Vice President, Victoria, takes his journey in a surprising direction.

In department dominated by women, Jacob stands out, becoming an intriguing asset for Victoria's needs. She's on the lookout for someone to test a new product line, and Jacob fits the bill perfectly. He's introduced to a prototype chastity cage, and after a bit of persuasion, he's convinced to give it a shot—with Victoria's hands-on assistance, of course.

Unbeknownst to Jacob, he's stepping into uncharted territory, oblivious to the potential of the chastity cage and Victoria's newfound hold over him. Soon, as he earns his promotion to become her personal secretary, Jacob will learn what it means to be a sissy and will learn how good it feels to be a submissive to a powerful woman. 

Forced to be a Sissy Maid

Paul is a nervous wreck. He’s unemployed, uninsured, and has just crashed into the car of Jade Brooks, a powerful and gorgeous woman. When she learns that he has no way to pay for the damages to his car, she is forced to take him to small claims court to collect what is due. 

But in court, Jade surprises everyone when she approaches the judge and convinces her to change her sentencing. Instead of demanding the money due to her from Paul, she allows Paul to work off his debt to her… as her sissy maid.

Paul is bewildered by the judge’s acceptance of this offer and begrudgingly accepts knowing he has no other way to pay off his debt to Jade. However, when Paul arrives at Jade’s apartment the next day, he soon discovers that the judge’s punishment was from the last he would receive. 

Jade quickly becomes a demanding and dominating master for Paula, her new sissy maid. Follow along the story of Paul, as he adapts to his new life as a sissy maid, undergoes training, and succumbs to his mistress. 
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