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FEMDOM BOSS

PART 1: SPANKED INTO SUBMISSION

CHAPTER 1

When I was called into the Cave that Monday afternoon, I knew I was in trouble. 

“Mrs. Winter wants you,” Steve sang in my ear as he breezed past me, juggling a pile of reports in his hands. “And watch out, she’s in a foul mood.”

Steve was my coworker and he was a mitch. A male bitch. I sprung up from my seat and attempted to flip him the bird, but my arm knocked against the cup of coffee on my desk and the liquid—stale but thankfully cold—lurched out and splattered all over my trousers. “Dammit,” I muttered, trying to fan the fabric dry with my fingers. When I looked up, my eyes met Steve’s bespectacled ones. He was now watching me by the elevators with a smile that reeked of…what was the word? Schadenfreude. Yeah, that.

“Karl! What are you waiting for?” Steve yelled so everyone in the office could hear him. “Mrs. Winter wants you—right now!”

“I heard you the first time,” I shot back. Grabbing a few tissues tucked inside my desk drawer, I dabbed desperately at the coffee stain, which had now formed an unsightly spot on my polyester dress pants. I sighed. There was nothing I could do about it now.

I did the walk of shame up to the elevators, trying to ignore the stares from practically everyone in the hundred or so cubicles grouped together on the floor. I glared at Steve, who didn’t hesitate to glare back, and jumped inside an empty open elevator after speed-scanning my employee card. Punching in the button for the thirty-first floor, I tried not to look at my pasty, terrified face in the plush interior mirror. I had good reason to be terrified. Victoria Winter, the CEO of Cloverdale, was easily the scariest woman on Earth. 

As the elevator rattled upwards, I tried to come up with a game plan. I knew I was in trouble—you don’t get called into the Cave unless you were—but the problem was I didn’t know what I did. I’d never been called into the Cave before, not once in the entire year I’d been working at Cloverdale.

In fact, I’d had a pretty chill experience until now working for the prestigious, award-winning creative agency under Jim, my easygoing manager. In July the previous year, Cloverdale rocketed into superstardom after we were able to secure a specific German luxury automobile brand as one of our official clients. I didn’t get to work on the exciting stuff though—the blow-up ads, the marketing, the brainstorming, the client partnerships. I was in recruitment. I spent each day monitoring our application numbers and sending little scripted emails to candidate inquiries. The job was so easy, in fact, I could finish my work in about three or four hours and then spend my time playing PacMan until the day was over. Jim didn’t give a shit what I did as long as the work was done and I’d looked at our recruitment dashboard at least once a day. Besides, he was often too busy flirting with Cynthia, the girl in sales who never wore a bra. 

I’ll act stupid, I thought. I know I didn’t do anything wrong anyway…

The elevator doors parted with a squeak and I stepped out, beginning my nervous walk to the end of the corridor. The legends were true. The whole corridor was shrouded in darkness except for the cold white light at the very end. If I didn’t know any better I would’ve thought I’d been zapped inside of a horror movie. That was why it was called the Cave—Mrs. Winter liked to work in the silence of isolation and she kept to herself on the thirty-first floor on most days. Typically the only time she ventured out was when we had group stand-ups or she met with our partners. On those days, she’d come down to the twelfth floor where she had her own room. 

People who like the dark were that way because they usually held secrets they wanted to keep hidden. I had a hunch that Mrs. Winter had a whole horde of them. I didn’t know all that much about her personal life, and in fact I didn’t know anyone else I worked with who did. The only things I was sure of was that she was married and extremely devoted to her work. And of course…she was very, very wealthy. 

I spotted Rosie, Mrs. Winter’s secretary, who had her own desk right outside her office. She was pretty with gorgeous blue eyes but I hardly ever saw her. She was too busy serving Mrs. Winter and mostly refrained from socializing, though whether that was due to shyness or arrogance, I didn’t know.

Rosie smiled her bright smile when I approached. “Hi, Karl. You can go straight through. Good luck.”

“Thanks,” I whispered. “I’ll need it.”

I took a deep breath and pushed open the door, finding myself inside Mrs. Winter’s office for the first time in my life. Unlike its surroundings, her office was bright, spacious, and tastefully decorated. Free-standing bookshelves showed off an impressive selection of succulents and cacti, and two glass walls were hidden behind pristine blinds. The third wall held a striking gallery of photographs: landscapes of willowy fields and deep blush-red sunsets, as well as several portraits of a classically beautiful woman much older than Mrs. Winter, sporting a thick coat of red lipstick in each shot. 

And there, seated smack dab in the middle of the room, was Victoria Winter herself. A twisting bronze floor-to-ceiling lamp stood majestically to the side of her desk, and seated in front of her was another man with a slightly balding head…

“Jim?” I blurted out in shock. “What are you doing here?”

Mrs. Winter’s head turned and she gave me a heated glare. There was anger and annoyance written all over her face, and it was enough for both my palms to get a little wet. I wiped them sneakily on the back of my pants. 

“Close the door behind you,” she instructed. “And sit down. Hurry up, boy.”

My pulse quickening, I reached back and closed the door, waiting for it to click before walking over and sitting down on the chair next to Jim. The room grew quiet. Mrs. Winter did nothing but stare at us with those still gray eyes. She was wearing a blue velvet top and her shiny dark hair was combed to perfection and styled in a low bun. 

I could barely blink. I was practically frozen with fear. Jim and I had both been brought here, and though I didn’t know what the hell was about to happen, I knew this was bad news. Very bad news. 

“Mr. Gordon? You were saying?”

Jim twitched like he’d been poked in the face with a needle. The tip of his nose had gone red, and I could smell the nervous sweat evaporating from his skin. “I’ve been monitoring our acquisition channels for quite a while now, Mrs. Winter,” he said with a meek, uncertain shake of the head. “I’m afraid we haven’t been able to increase our applicant numbers as drastically as we’d planned.”

“Is that so, Mr. Gordon?” Mrs. Winter said softly. She clasped her fingers together, and the big green stone on her ring glinted under her bronze lamp. “Is it because you’ve been spending your time on more…shall we say…trivial activities?”

Jim swallowed thickly. “I’m not sure what you mean, Mrs. Winter. I’ve never had a day off in years. I’ve always been very conscientious about our output.”

Mrs. Winter looked down at her dossier and spoke to it. “I’ve received several complaints of you creating disruptions, Mr. Gordon. And all of them say the same thing.”

Jim’s eyes bulged. “Disruptions?”

“Disrupting and distracting the sales team. The office is not the place to have a fling, and the last time I checked, Miss Cynthia Fraser is not your wife.”

My mouth dropped open, but I had to force myself to shut up and listen to this very thorny conversation. I hoped the only beef Mrs. Winter had with the recruitment team was Jim’s affair, and the only reason I’d been brought here was because she wanted my take on the whole thing. 

Jim spoke up in a panicked whisper. “There is absolutely nothing going on between Cynthia and I—”

“Don’t speak to me like I’m an idiot, Mr. Gordon,” Mrs. Winter hissed. “I have my sources and I’ve verified that you’ve been having inappropriate relations with Miss Fraser for the better part of the year. Is it any wonder why your 2022 acquisition strategy has been nothing more than complete poppycock?” She banged the dossier shut and sighed. “You and I both know this is the third time I’ve had issues with your performance, and to be frank, I’ve considered you a very mediocre employee for a long time now.” 

The words stung me, and I couldn’t even begin to imagine what Jim himself was feeling. Jim was one of the best managers I’d ever had, and he was genuinely a nice guy. It sucked that Mrs. Winter saw him as ‘mediocre’.

“I’ve made up my mind.” There was a sound like bird wings flapping, and I realized that Mrs. Winter had taken the dossier and tossed it in the trash can that was by my side. Several papers slipped out and fluttered onto the carpet. She sat back and studied her nails as she delivered the final verdict. “Jim Gordon, you’re fired. I’d like you to pack your belongings and leave the premises immediately.”

Jim blanched. I blanched too. He tried to summon up the courage to protest for a long time but failed. Finally he just mumbled, “It won’t happen again.”

“That’s nice to know, but my decision is final,” Mrs. Winter said smoothly. “You can leave now.”

“Understood.” Jim stood up and shot me a sad look. “Goodbye, Karl.” And then he was gone. The door swung shut with a creak. 

I couldn’t believe it.

Jim, my wonderful manager, had been fired. 

And now it was just me and Mrs. Winter alone in her office, and I had no idea what was about to happen. 

“If you could fill me in, Karl, what do you do all day in your cubicle?” she inquired. “Is it anything of substance?” 

It was the first time she’d said my name, and the way it rolled off her tongue dripped with disapproval. I shuddered and tried to swallow away the massive clump in my throat. “Um, I look at the application numbers. I check all our portals daily and deal with applicant communications too.”

Mrs. Winter pulled out a bright yellow file from under her desk. She flipped through it, her nails clacking as she drummed each page. “According to this report, applicant engagement has been down from 73% to 55% this quarter,” she muttered. “In fact, a whopping 50% of our candidates gave our application process only three stars. Three stars! Clearly you’re doing something wrong.”

My mouth suddenly felt very sour. Is this it? Is my time at Cloverdale coming to an end? 

“I-I-I try my best, Ma’am,” I said. “I work really hard, you have no idea—”

“I think I have a very good idea,” Mrs. Winter butted in icily. “We’ll hire someone to replace Mr. Gordon. And as for your position…it’s been scrapped.”

No. No. No. This isn’t happening. 

“Please, Ma’am, I’ll be better. I’ll work day and night. I promise, just please don’t let me go.” To my horror, I started to sob. “I need this job. It’s all I have.”

Tears streamed from my eyes, though I tried my hardest to stop. Mrs. Winter was looking at me curiously as I sniffled and I quickly covered my face. The room was quiet again, but I felt something grow right at that moment. It was weird, because I felt horrible and ugly and totally helpless but there was something different underneath the harsh glare of the uber-powerful woman that was Victoria Winter. It was like my crying had kindled something long lost inside her. Longing. 

I’d had plenty of fantasies about Mrs. Winter before. She was hypnotizing in a way girls my age just weren’t. But in my fantasies she was so different. She didn’t talk to me with her eyes narrowed and her beautiful mouth tense with irritation. She would smile at me and say my name like it was the only thing that was giving her life. Then she’d pull her tight skirt up above her knees, kneel down, and worship my dick. 

In the end, even though I hated the fact that I broke down in front of her, I think it was the only thing that spared me from the same fate as Jim. 


CHAPTER 2

That night, I stayed wide awake in bed, wondering what life was going to hold for me. My time at Cloverdale was about to change drastically, and I was scared. 

Scared because I was going to be working for Mrs. Winter.

Not like before though. This time, I was going to be reporting directly to her. Working with her. All day long, taking care of her needs and demands.

The day before, after I’d managed to get a handle of my emotions, I made a plea. I promised Mrs. Winter I’d be a better person. Better than Jim. Better than whoever she considered to be her best employee. I told her I needed another chance, and I was prepared to show her how much I was committed to working at Cloverdale. Mrs. Winter actually listened to what I had to say without even interrupting me. And then, to my surprise, she appeared to be deep in thought. 

“Rosie and I have been trying to hire a personal assistant for me,” she finally said. “We’ve gone through three cycles without success. I need someone special, someone who goes above and beyond and isn’t afraid to get their hands dirty. I’m not convinced you’re the kind of person I’m looking for. There’s nothing extraordinary about you, is there?”

I spoke through a fresh slew of tears. “I am that person, Ma’am. You don’t know me. Let me prove it to you. Just give me a chance and I’ll show what I can do for you.”

“Alright,” she said. “You have three weeks. Three weeks to prove it to me, and if you mess up along the way I won’t hesitate to show you the door.” She glared at me again. “You will be reporting to me from now on, working with me here on the thirty-first floor. There won’t be anywhere to hide, my boy. No more slacking off. Either you’ll work hard and obey…or you’ll pay. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma’am!”

The truth was I didn’t want to be someone’s assistant. And I definitely didn’t want to be Victoria Winter’s personal assistant—I knew that would involve a new kind of hell I wasn’t even able to imagine yet. But I didn’t care because she’d given me the lifeline I needed. Sure, there’d be no more whistling while I worked, no more Reddit binge-browsing or taking impromptu naps in the lunchroom. Maybe even no more Pac-Man, which would kind of suck, but hey, at least I still had a job.

When my alarm blared at seven in the morning, I dragged myself sleepily into the shower. I dried myself off and got dressed in my navy dress pants and threw on a white shirt. After packing my lunch, I spritzed on cologne and used a little gel from a nearly-finished tub to smooth down my blond hair, realizing I really needed a haircut. My presentation could be a lot better, but this would have to do for now. 

It was nearly nine when I walked through the main entrance of our office. When I passed my cubicle, I felt a twinge of sadness. My space had already been cleaned out and emptied, and so was Jim’s two desks down. The history of Jim and Karl at Cloverdale had been erased forever. 

The elevator grated up to the thirty-first floor, opening itself onto the dark, unwelcoming corridor of the Cave. And just as I’d expected, there was Rosie, seated at her tiny desk, tapping away on her keyboard. I supposed that was one positive in all of this—maybe Rosie and I could get to know each other and become good friends. 

“Early start to the day?” I asked when I neared her table.

“Mm-hm.” Rosie flashed me a smile. “New beginnings for you?”

“Yep,” I said. I shifted uneasily and looked around the corridor. “Hey, I’m not sure where I should be sitting. Should I grab a chair from downstairs and sit next to you?”

“Oh no,” Rosie said and sprang up from her chair. “I’ll show you to your desk!”

“Thanks, Rosie,” I said appreciatively. 

Rosie opened the door to Mrs. Winter’s office and flicked on the lights. My heart sunk. There, in the front corner of the room, was the barest of setups: a small desk, a stool, a laptop whirring on stand-by, a notebook, and one of those retractable multi-colored pens. 

“Make yourself at home,” Rosie beamed. She slipped me a small piece of paper. “This is the password to your laptop. Don’t lose it!”

I sat down on the stool, my butt squishing down into the hard metal, cursing under my breath. My laptop screen would be visible to Mrs. Winter all the time. I knew what that meant. No more Pac-Man.  

I woke up the laptop screen and keyed in the password. There were just two files on the desktop. A link to Mrs. Winter’s calendar and a folder containing various miscellaneous documents. 

I glanced at the clock. It was ten minutes past 9 a.m. and Mrs. Winter was surely on her way. I decided to study her schedule until she arrived. It was full of meetings, events, and dinners, but there were so many acronyms the entries barely made any sense. I clicked out of the tab and decided to doodle in the back of my notebook instead.

Thirty minutes later, I’d sketched out both of the back pages with drawings of Pikachu and Jigglypuff, and Mrs. Winter still wasn’t here. Time was really dragging. Sighing, I got up, opened the door and poked my head out.

“Any idea when Mrs. Winter would be coming in?”

Rosie shrugged. “She’s held up. Some kind of emergency with her daughter, I think. She’ll be here soon, though.” 

“I see. Thanks.”

I was frustrated. It was my first day working under Mrs. Winter and I hadn’t even considered the possibility of being bored to death. I sat back down and rested my head against the desk. Mrs. Winter floated into my brain and I felt the pit of my groin tingle. She wore a stylish blouse and a skirt tight enough to make any guy’s imagination soar. Pantyhose that stretched desperately around her big buttery thighs. Polished black stilettos as sharp as her tongue. Her arm stretched out to me, and she whispered…

“You chose the wrong time to doze off, boy!”

Pointy fingernails raked my cheek and I woke with a start, gasping for breath. I was in an empty room. Mrs. Winter wasn’t here and I’d just had a horrible dream.

I rubbed my eyes, rested my head back against the desk, then snapped back to my senses. I couldn’t think of anything worse than her striding into her office to catch her assistant snoring on the first day of his job. I slapped my own cheeks to wake myself up. I needed something to keep my brain occupied. 

I scooched forward in my seat. My fingers had traveled underneath my desk. I hastily unzipped my trousers and before I knew it my dick was in my hands and I was stroking it. My thoughts returned to Mrs. Winter. This time she was spread out on my bed waiting for me to pleasure her. I imagined taking off her underwear—she was wearing those sexy lacy ones, so light I could see through them—and sniffing her dark mature cunt. I started to throb and stroked even faster. My cock flexed and I gripped myself harder as the need to enter her overwhelmed me. I wanted to blow her back out, watch her breasts bounce and show her what a good asset I really was.

My mind stilled and all the pent-up tension I’d been feeling disappeared. Suddenly nothing existed except my heated desires, my boss’s beautiful seductive body, and my craving for her touch. I clutched her soft waist, pressing deeper into her as she screamed, “Karl! Oh Karl!” 

Precum burst out of me and flowed down my hand. I shook it off quickly, flicking it onto the carpeted floor and went right back to stroking. I was so close to the top of the hill now and any moment I was going over. Oh yes, this was exactly what I needed to feel bright and awake and alive…

With a terrible long creak, the door flew open and there was Mrs. Winter. The real Mrs. Winter. 

I sprang upwards, blood pulsing in total fear. Can’t stop. Can’t stop. I’m screwed. I shot my load, moaning at the giant release of pure pleasure, lacing my laptop keyboard with cum. 

Mrs. Winter crossed her arms and glared at me with a disgusted face. She stepped inside and swung the door shut. “Karl Parsons,” she sneered. “I believe it’s time we had another talk.”


CHAPTER 3

“Clear out my calendar, Rosie. I’ve got something urgent to deal with.” Mrs Winter sat cross-legged and comfortable in her giant office chair, casually thumbing through a book. “You’ll also have to clean up Karl’s keyboard. I’m afraid it’s become a little sticky.”

Rosie made a face and stepped out, bringing back a dusty old rag a minute later. Holy shit. What had I done? I flushed, completely mortified, as she bent over and began wiping the liquidy crust off my keyboard. I could see she was trying hard not to gag. 

“Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” Mrs. Winter’s face was oddly devoid of expression, but I could feel the sickening hatred she had for me as she uttered each word with perfect enunciation. “Do you? You’ve disrespected my company, and you’ve disrespected poor Rosie here who’s now having to deal with your ugly mess. But the issue I struggle with the most is that you disrespected me. How dare you, Karl Parsons. I think the best outcome for both of us right now is if I let you go.”

Something sank to the bottom of my stomach. It was my pride and dignity. “No, Ma’am!” I blubbered even though Rosie was right there to witness my breakdown. “You can’t do that!”

“Trust me, Karl, I can do this and more.”

“Please! This job is my livelihood. I can’t afford to—”

“Well, you certainly don’t act that way,” Mrs. Winter spat. 

I felt myself crack in two. My lips quivered and my eyelids fluttered, but it wasn’t like I was doing it consciously. I guess some part of me, though, knew that crying the first time had worked. Triggered an ounce of kindness in her. Could it work again? 

Fat splotches of tears fell down onto my shirt. “It was my fault. I got carried away because…” I shook my head. “It doesn’t matter. I’ll make it up to you, Mrs. Winter. You can punish me. Punish me any way you like. I’ll take it in stride and I swear to you, I’ll make sure it never happens again.”

“Punish you?” Mrs. Winter laughed. “Be careful what you wish for, boy. You don’t deserve the luxury of being punished with my hand.”

From the corner of my eye, I saw Rosie slink backwards and quietly exit the room on her tiptoes, my cum-stained rag over her shoulder. 

“You can do anything you want to me,” I said earnestly, cringing inwardly while I placed a hand over my heart. “I want to show you how sorry I am.”

“Your words mean nothing to me,” Mrs. Winter said, the corner of her lip curling like she thought I was a piece of dirt. “I’ve had all kinds of people—men with obscene net worths, experts, friends who I once trusted with my life—tell me all sorts of tales. Convincingly elaborate tales, but they’re tales nonetheless.”

“Then let me prove it to you,” I said. “Give me a chance to prove I’m not lying.”

Mrs. Winter’s lips twitched. Something told me she was enjoying watching me beg. “Alright then,” she said, uncrossing her legs and standing up. “Let’s see if you can put your money where your mouth is.”

She stepped to the front of the room and locked the door, then rubbed her palms together as she walked back to where I was standing. My heart pounded, half in fear, half with hope that whatever she was about to do would give me another lifeline. She rapped on the desk with her knuckles sharply. 

“Bend over, Karl,” she said.

I sat there, frozen, feeling like a mouse who was being challenged by a cunning feline. Did I really just hear her say that?

Mrs. Winter rapped on the desk again, her mischievous smile making my heart skip a beat. “Do it, Karl. Bend over for me.”

Punish you? Be careful what you wish for, boy. Her words drummed inside my brain as I leaned over her desk and hunched myself over it. The dark cherry wood was oddly cool when my face settled over the top. My stomach acids were beginning to gurgle with dread, filling my mouth with that awful sour taste. Yes, I thought defiantly. I’ll prove it to you, Mrs. Winter. I’m not the lying dimwit you think I am. 

With a quick, firm jerk, Mrs. Winter pushed the side of my leg with her heeled foot, closing off the space between my legs. “Stretch your back,” she said, her hands pressing into my lower back. “Hold on tight.”

I kept my mouth shut and obeyed her. A drop of sweat fell down my forehead and pooled into the inner corner of my eye. I blinked rapidly, trying to make the salty sting go away. What the hell was my boss about to do?

I felt her fingers snatch hard onto my hips and then she drew closer, her crotch overlaid on my behind. I think I lost consciousness for a second there. This really can’t be happening, can it? Her fingers tugged on my zipper and then she pushed down my trousers violently, causing them to drop to my shoes. With another tug my boxers were pulled down. Her hand rubbed across my ass, caressing it almost, and then with a WHACK! she struck her palm straight across my butt cheek.

“Apologize to me, Karl. I want to hear it.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am!” I said breathlessly.

My bottom flared with pain as she hit me again on the very same spot. Her palm was soft but it stung like a leather whip. 

“Say it again, boy.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am!”

She delivered several smacks, each one more forceful than the last, making me apologize to her every time. I bucked against the rim of the wood, clenching my cheeks hard, but it was useless against the pain. I felt each slap reverberate up the desk surface, making my jaw shake and chatter. But even though I wanted to cry again like a timid schoolgirl, I did nothing more than let out little sorrowful whimpers. I was too ashamed to do anything more, but maybe the bigger reason was that I was scared Rosie would hear us. Because I knew Mrs. Winter was doing something terrible but I also knew it was meant to be a secret between us. A secret that would stay inside the Cave. 

After ten swats, Mrs. Winter paused and rubbed my ass again. With my sore skin burning and smarting, her massage actually felt really good. In fact, it was so good that I couldn’t help but get a little hard. She didn’t seem shy at all about touching and patting the butt of her brand new personal assistant. 

“I think I should go a little harder,” she murmured, bringing her hands up toward my naked back. “Don’t you think you deserve it?"

“I do, Ma’am,” I said instantly, though I wasn’t sure what kind of death wish I had in me to say that out loud.

I was spanked again. Left cheek, right cheek, then left again. I couldn’t keep count, but when she stopped, my ass had gone numb. 

“Get dressed,” she ordered.

I hurriedly pulled my boxers up, relieved that I wasn’t naked anymore. It was when I went to draw my trousers up that something horrible happened. The back end tore open with a loud rrrrrrip. Mrs. Winter’s eyes flicked back at me. I turned scarlet. 

Could this day get any worse? 

“How cheap are your clothes?” she asked. 

“I…I bought them at Goodwill,” I admitted sheepishly. “I’m so sorry. I’ll go home real quick and change—”

Mrs. Winter held her hand up. I couldn’t help thinking that the very same hand had been on my ass just a minute earlier, and I blushed even harder. 

“If you’re going to be my personal assistant, Karl, you’re going to have to dress better than that,” she said sharply. “Do you see how well dressed Rosie is? Not a hair out of place and she wears stylish, well-fitting clothes that don’t have stains or, god forbid, tears on them. The other day I saw you, you had a large urine stain on your pants!”

“It was coffee, Mrs. Winter!” 

“I don’t care what it was, boy!” she snapped. Her eyes narrowed and traveled from the top of my head to my shoes and I suddenly had the uncomfortable feeling that she was trying to picture me naked. “Tomorrow you’ll be given a new set of work clothes. I expect you to wear them and take good care of them.”

“Oh,” I said, surprised. “Thank you, Ma’am, for your generosity.”

She waved me off with an irritated sigh. “I don’t want to see your face again for the rest of the day. Go home and come back tomorrow. I expect you to engage with some soul-searching tonight and think about much you disrespected me with your vile behavior.”

I nodded and quickly left the office, shutting the door softly behind me. I finally felt like I could breathe. Then I locked eyes with Rosie. She was blushing hard, trying to focus on her screen but sneaking glances up and down my body. Somehow, I could tell that she knew what Mrs. Winter had done to me. 

Maybe she’d been disciplined the same way too…


CHAPTER 4

I went home that day with my tail between my legs. So much had happened on my first day as Mrs. Winter’s personal assistant that I couldn’t even wrap my mind around it all. I had failed epically in impressing her, but the last thing I’d expected was for her to spank me. 

Then again, maybe spanking had really been the most fitting punishment for the crime I’d committed. I had embarrassed Mrs. Winter in the worst way possible…and she’d humiliated me in return. 

I’d told her to do whatever she wanted to me after all. Who was I to complain?

Well, I definitely wasn’t complaining. That night, I lay in bed and had a fruitful ‘soul-searching’ session, playing with my dick, touching the tender spots on my ass where she’d brutally struck me. I was sore and red and felt like a sinner, but I was also undeniably aroused. Extremely aroused. I couldn’t stop thinking about how powerless I’d felt in front of her, and how after a while I’d begun to maybe enjoy the pain…

The next day I threw on my black trousers—they were old but the color on them was still good and the marks barely showed—plus the nicest shirt I owned—a crisp pale blue button-down—and added an extra dollop of gel to my hair. It was nice of Mrs. Winter to gift me some clothes, but I didn’t want to depend on her generosity and wanted to be prepared in case she changed her mind. I’d always had a bit of a tough time understanding girls, but Mrs. Winter was really an enigma. One minute she was a vicious queen, hard as nails and terrifying, but the next minute she would show me a tiny bit of sympathy. She could have fired me yesterday, or the day before along with Jim, and yet she didn’t. She chose to listen to my story instead and decided it would be worth it to work with me. That told me she wasn’t some stone-cold bitch with a shriveled heart. She was just a strict, domineering businesswoman who believed in old-school discipline, and, well, I had to respect her for that.

On my commute to work, I prayed that today would go smoothly. I made a promise to myself that even if an apocalypse rained in and it would be my last day on Earth I would not beat my meat.

Nothing could have prepared me, though, for what waited for me at the Cave. Mrs. Winter was in early, and the first thing she did was call me up to her desk and hand me a pile of freshly laundered clothes, still in their hangers and in clear polythene bags.

“There must be some kind of mistake,” I mumbled as I took them off her. I could tell immediately that something was wrong.

Mrs. Winter folded her arms across her chest—she was wearing a push-up bra under a silky red top today and it showed—and simply said, “Mistake? I don’t make mistakes, Karl.”

“You want me to wear…this?” I held up one of the items for her. Through the bag you could see, as clear as day, that it was a billowy cream blouse with a bow on the front. In other words, a woman’s blouse. I showed her the second item. That one was even worse. It was a hot pink skirt in one of those luxuriously thick cross-weave patterns. The skirt alone must have cost hundreds of dollars.

“Yes, that is exactly what I’d like you to wear today,” Mrs. Winter smirked. “Is there a problem?”

There was an unexplained chill in the air as I cycled through some of the other things she’d given me. A black shopping bag contained a matching hot-pink belt and a pair of nude heels. The heels were at least four inches long. When I ruffled through another bag—a gift bag of some kind—I caught a peek of red lace.

I stared at her. I must’ve looked like a deer caught in headlights because I was so confused. How was she serious? She couldn’t be, and yet there she was, her face sterner than ever, her mouth poised like she was ready to tell me off any second. There was no way I was going to be wearing women’s clothes at work. And lingerie! Lace lingerie! I’d be the new joke in the office. I’d never be able to live it down!

As soon as I started to speak however, to tell her none of this made sense, I stopped myself. I’d caught the wicked excitement in her expression—those thick lashes blinking slowly as she anticipated my reaction. Then, quite abruptly, she ran the tip of her pink tongue slowly and seductively over her full lips as she kept her gaze on me. 

Fucking hot.

This was some weird power trip for her. She wanted me to protest, to kick up a fuss and say I wouldn’t do it.

I underestimated her. She’s still punishing me.

What the hell, I thought. Maybe if I stayed here on the thirty-first floor, no one else would see me right? No one except for Rosie, but let’s face it, she’d seen much worse. At five, I could change back into my normal clothes again and run out of the building and my coworkers would be none the wiser.

I sucked in a breath and said, “No problem, Ma’am. There’s no problem at all.”

She didn’t even flinch. “Good,” she said. “There’s a bathroom outside where you can get changed. Off you go.”

I shuffled out of the office with my gifts in tow. Rosie, thankfully, was nowhere to be seen. Passing through the corridor, I eventually found the bathroom and locked myself inside it. It was a lot nicer than the disgusting men’s toilets downstairs, with a vase of fresh flowers, scented candles, and the good kind of toilet paper.

I decided to take a piss first. I flushed and washed my hands before unbuttoning my blue shirt and unzipping my pants, letting them both fall to the floor. What do I wear first? I swallowed, realizing I was practically clueless. Start with the underwear. Right. I grabbed the little gift bag, separated it from the wrapping, and unraveled the red lace garment I’d seen earlier.

It was a goddamn teddy. I don’t think I’d ever seen one in person before. The top was in the style of a corset with boning and garter straps sewed on, and the bottom was just about the thinnest scrap of lace you’d ever seen. I scowled. This had all been my fault. If only I hadn’t fallen half-asleep at my desk and hadn’t thought of the genius idea of jerking off in Mrs. Winter’ office, she wouldn’t have spanked me and my pants wouldn’t have fucking ripped. I really had no one to blame but myself. 

Just do it, I thought. Don’t overthink this. I brought the panties up my legs and let it snap into place on my hips. I refused to think about the fact that it was a perfect fit—tight around my ass, comfortably snug around my dick and balls. Next, I rolled the corset top through my shoulders and arms and nearly strained my wrists trying to hook the clips all the way down my back. 

The stockings went on next, and hooking the garter belt onto it was easy enough to figure out. By this time I was pretty much covered only by lace and netting and I was faced with the compulsion to look at myself in the mirror. I did and immediately regretted it. I was a guy with a dick who was wearing lingerie. My blond hair was long enough to make me look like a girl with cute short hair. It was all so wrong, and yet a sliver of pleasure ran through me as I savored the sensation of my skin in lace. 

Hurry up, Karl. She’s waiting. 

Waiting to eye fuck you in that slutty, girly outfit. 

Blushing hard, I hurriedly buttoned up the cream blouse and wore the pink skirt. The blouse had sheer sleeves and the skirt was thick enough to hide my bulge, and they both fit me like a glove. I dumped my old pants and shirt inside one of the plastic bags and tossed the empty bags and packaging in the bin before I squeezed my feet into the pair of nude heels.  

Grimacing, I opened up the bathroom door and gave a loud yelp. 

Because Mrs. Winter was standing right there, her arms crossed and her expression somber.

“What took you so long?” she hissed, yanking on my arm and bringing me out into the light of the corridor. 

Her gaze circulated up and down my newly feminized body. For a horrible second I thought the teddy was visible underneath my blouse and that was what she was staring at. I would’ve rather died than have my boss see me in lace lingerie. But thankfully, when I looked down I could see the lining of the blouse had covered everything up. 

Mrs. Winter cupped my chin and forced me to look at her. Our eyes locked and I felt completely powerless again, like a lost little girl in the woods. Her glare was making me feel some type of way. “We’ll have to do something about that face of yours,” she murmured. “Rosie will help you.”

She let go of my face and I staggered back. She slipped into the bathroom and closed the door with a thud.

Clutching onto my boy clothes, I walked back to the end of the corridor, but Rosie was still missing. Hesitantly, I called out, “Rosie?”

There was a door behind Rosie’s desk that I hadn’t noticed before. As soon as I spoke it opened up and Rosie’s head popped out. When she saw me, she blinked in surprise, then burst out laughing.  

“Do I look that bad?” I asked. 

“Not at all!” Rosie backed up. “You just look different, that’s all. I could hardly recognize you.”

I didn’t know if that was a good thing or a bad thing, but a ripple of excitement passed through me. “Um, you’re supposed to help me with my face? Mrs. Winter said—”

“Oh! Let’s go back into my closet then!” Rosie ushered me inside the room she’d just come out of. 

“Wait. You have a closet in here?”

I stopped in my tracks to take everything in. It wasn’t a closet, not really. It was a large dressing room and it was every woman’s dream. Spotlights threw perfect lighting at the neatly arranged and organized clothes—and there were oodles and oodles of them stacked high and hung in never-ending sections. Dresses of all colors and lengths on one side, jackets and blouses on the other, and like two long rows of just jeans and denim wear. And these weren’t just everyday clothes either. They were all designer wear, made to pull together an outfit where every stitch told a story. 

Rosie beamed when she saw my stunned face. “Yes! Mrs. Winter’s closet is next door. This was one of my rewards.” She dangled a finger adoringly through a line of dresses, the way a music fanatic would strum a guitar. “These were all gifted!”

“Rewards?” I repeated. 

She nodded. “Well, the thing is, I know Mrs. Winter can be tough at times, but if you do your work well and be good she’ll reward you. She’s not like other bosses—she’s very generous with her gifts. That’s why I love working for her! Anyway, sit down, Karl.” She pushed me playfully by the shoulder toward a makeup vanity equipped with a large gold-framed mirror. “It’s time to do your makeup.”


CHAPTER 5

Rosie took her time with my makeover. She first slathered lotion on my face, followed by sunscreen, chiding me for the little eye wrinkles I’d already formed at my age. Using a thick brush, she started to stipple on makeup, giving me a makeup tutorial while she was at it (“Foundation, concealer, contour, blush. In that order!”). I played along even though I didn’t know why she felt the need to do it and I wasn’t going to remember a single thing anyway. She shook a small bottle of eyeliner and lined my eyes with it before applying two layers of mascara. She finished everything off with a pink lipstick that matched my skirt. 

“Now let’s do something about this,” she said, making a face at my unruly hair. 

She gave me a neat middle part and clipped on two butterfly clips on either side, combing it down and spritzing the strands with hairspray until it was all smooth. When she was done, she said sweetly, “I hope you like your makeover.”

“I…I do,” I said. Rosie still looked much nicer than me, but the truth was, I looked nice too. Maybe even more than nice. And…it frightened me and excited me at the same time. If that person wasn’t Karl, who was she? I’d never thought too highly of myself—I was just your average guy who was maybe a tad socially awkward—and now that I looked completely different, it was like I had hope I could start over…

“Mrs. Winter must be waiting for you,” Rosie said, breaking through my thoughts. “Go!”

I rushed out of the room and stumbled my way into Mrs. Winter’s office. The door was open and when I walked slowly inside, Mrs. Winter put her pen down and stood up. 

“Come here,” she ordered.

My breath quickened as I stood rooted in front of her. She circled around me, her eyes like a hawk, her big push-up breasts barely an inch away from me. “Nice,” she said. “Very nice. I’m impressed. You look much better like this.”

She sat back down and smiled at me. “Ready to start working?”

“I think I am, Ma’am,” I said, even though that was a total lie. 

“Very good,” Mrs. Winter said. “There’s a pressing issue I’d like you to deal with first. Our cleaner, Amanda, has been out sick for almost a week and unfortunately, the earliest our cleaning company can send in a replacement is tomorrow morning. The problem is, I’ve had a few complaints that the men’s bathroom has become quite filthy.” 

My eyes widened. 

Mrs. Winter gave me an eager smile. “I simply can’t wait for the replacement any longer. Something must be done about the filth now.” She leaned back and swiveled her chair around lazily. “I apologize in advance, Karl, but your first task is to clean up the men’s bathroom for me. Don’t worry, Rosie will provide you with all the cleaning tools you’ll need from the supplies closet.”

I’m still being punished, I realized. What else would I have to give up by the end of these three weeks? My soul?

“What’s the matter, Karl? I thought you weren’t afraid of getting your hands dirty.”

“I-I’m not,” I stammered. “But…wouldn’t the others see me? And…well…wouldn’t they wonder what was going on?”

“If they ask you, I’m sure you can tell them about your promotion,” she said with ice-cold sarcasm. “Do you have any idea how many applications I received for your role? Anyone would want to be in your position, Karl. I’m sure you’ll make the men jealous.”

My heart sank. She just didn’t care. 

“Of course, Mrs. Winter,” I said quietly. “I’ll get to work right away.”

She smirked. “Attagirl! That’s what I like to hear.”

Outside, Rosie was already waiting for me. She took me to the supplies closet, where I gathered a bucket and a mop plus a cleaning caddy full of products. She plopped a couple of extra towels into the caddy and then I was on my way. As the elevator grated down to the twelfth floor, I just wanted to be angry. Mrs. Winter was pushing me around like she owned me or something, and she was getting some kind of sick pleasure out of embarrassing me.  

By an amazing stroke of luck, I was somehow able to pass through the rows of cubicles and sneak into the men’s room without bumping into anyone. Fuck, it stinks in here. I pinched my nose and cranked open a window to let in some fresh air. Rosie had said I’d find the ‘CLEANING IN PROGRESS’ sign in the small cupboard by the door, which was exactly where I found it. I wedged the sign outside the door and breathed a sigh of relief. Now I just needed to survive this cleaning job and get the hell out of this floor before anyone saw me. 

Somehow, the men’s bathroom was even filthier than I remembered. The urinals and floor tiles sank of piss and the sinks were discolored and stained with scum and spit and god knows what else. 

I squirted some cleaner into the toilet bowls and urinals and got to work. As I scrubbed and wiped, I couldn’t believe how low I’d sunk since Jim had gotten fired. It was taking everything in me not to puke on myself. I washed down the walls then filled up the bucket with water and started mopping. Hang in there. My back and knees were hurting already and I just wanted to get this humiliating chore over with. 

I was just about done when the door flew open and loud, splodgy footsteps squeaked from behind me. I whipped around and there was Steve, happily muddying up the spot I’d just cleaned up with his disgusting shoes. 

“Hey!” I called out angrily. “I just cleaned the floor there, idiot.”

Steve ignored me and walked up to the mirrors. He exhaled into his glasses, fogging up the frames and started to clean them slowly on his shirt. “Sorry, bud. Guess I didn’t see the sign outside.” He wore his glasses and smirked, squinting at me with those annoying brown eyes of his.  

“Oh, hello there,” he said, his voice suddenly smoother. Deeper. “You new here?”

I glared at him. “Why do you care?”

“I’m sorry about the mess,” he said apologetically. “But when you gotta go, you gotta go. I’m sure you know how it feels.” He dropped his pants right down to his fucking ankles and took his cock out. “I hope you don’t mind,” he added, smiling. 

I tried to look away as he pissed. I was suddenly feeling shy only because I was now dressed in a skirt and heels. Weird. 

Steve gave his cock a little shake before he tucked it inside and zipped up his pants. I swallowed hard.  

“I bet your life is so much easier than mine,” he said. “You don’t have to constantly hang out with sweaty execs and managers who always like chew your brain out right? I thought so. I’d much rather hang out with someone…nice…and simple…like you.”

I didn’t reply but continued mopping up the floor.  

“You know, stranger, you look much too nice to be in a place like this,” he added. “Has anyone told you you have beautiful lips?”

What a sexist creep. 

“And you have an ugly face,” I couldn’t help saying. 

Steve blanched, and for a split-second I felt truly satisfied. But that was when it hit me.

He didn’t recognize me. Holy shit. 

“Alright, I’m an ugly dude,” he muttered once he’d recovered. “But I’m hella nice. Why won’t girls like you ever give me a chance?”

I stared at Steve. Was he really coming onto me? Now I really wanted to gag, but something deep inside me was coming alive. He wants to fuck me. Fuck. Me. No. Yes. 

Yes he does. 

My cock stirred with excitement. No, I was not going to get hard for Steve. He was my work enemy. He was a mitch. I hated him. My cock only liked the attention he was giving me. I glanced up at his brown mop of curls and the way his glasses sat on his long nose. His lips were nice. Kissable, almost. Maybe he wasn’t ugly at all. Maybe he was even kind of good-looking. 

Steve’s eyes suddenly narrowed. “Wait. Do I know you? You look familiar…”

“Um, I don’t think so!” I blurted out. I grabbed the caddy off the counter and dashed out the bathroom as quickly as I could. 

“How did it go?” Rosie asked when I was finally upstairs. 

I thought about it for a second. I’d done of the most disgusting things of my life, my back ached, and I’d just gotten treated like a sex object by my archenemy. 

“Terrible,” I said, panting.

Rosie giggled. “Well, at least you got the job done, right?”

I nodded. “All done. I hope I’m lucky enough to never have to clean a urinal again.”

“Karl? Rosie?” Mrs. Winter’s sharp voice cut through our conversation. “Both of you. Come here at once.”

We both flinched and entered her office. To my surprise, our boss was smiling brightly.  

“You’ve both worked hard today, and I thought that calls for a reward,” she said. “I’ve received a last-minute invitation to a fundraising dinner tonight and I’d like to get something new to wear. Something formal and glamorous—I think I’m feeling green or blue tonight. Rosie, you and Karl can take my car and go shopping. I expect you both to be back in three hours max.” She handed Rosie a credit card. “Go crazy, girls.”

Rosie grabbed the card and started jumping up and down. “Oh yes! Oh yes! Thank you, Mrs. Winter!”

I raised an eyebrow at her. This was a reward?

She wanted me to shop around in public like this?

“Karl, it goes without saying but I’d like to make it clear you’ll be in that outfit for the rest of the day,” Mrs. Winter added leisurely.

You’re still being punished. 

My fate was sealed. I gave her a timid nod and exited the room with her very energetic secretary. 


CHAPTER 6

Rosie and I made our way downstairs and out into the parking lot. I covered my face with my hands, terrified that someone would recognize me. Even though Steve could barely tell it had been me, I was pretty sure that with my height and shoulders, a person with actual brains could easily figure out I was a guy dressed up in a women’s outfit…

In the parking lot, we were ushered inside Mrs. Winter’s sleek white Bentley by her chauffeur, Rahul, a jovial-looking guy with a mustache. 

“Rahul, this is…” Rosie began but hesitated, giving me a side glance. “This is Karly.”

“Hello, Karly. Nice to meet you,” Rahul said politely.

“Oh, same,” I said, and we awkwardly shook hands. 

As we drove to the mall, I tried to make myself comfortable and make some small talk with Rosie. 

“So how long have you been working at Cloverdale?” I asked. 

“More than five years now,” she said. I could detect a hint of pride in her voice. “I never went to college. Cloverdale is all I know.” She placed her phone inside her handbag, zipped it back up, and smiled. “I plan to start my own business one day.”

“Wow, that’s awesome,” I said, though I never would’ve pegged Rosie as an ambitious entrepreneur or businesswoman. She seemed much too subservient and meek for that—but then again, who was I to judge her?

“Do you…uh…have a boyfriend?”

Rosie went pink. “Um, I don’t.”

The car grew unpleasantly quiet, but then (thankfully) Rahul blasted some kind of dizzyingly loud, head-bopping music track and started singing along to it. I glanced at Rosie, who was now just staring out the window. She was not just subservient, apparently. She was really shy. I decided I really liked that about her. She probably hadn’t dated many guys and was most likely a virgin. 

I made up my mind to ask her out soon. Maybe I could even teach her a few things…if she was up for it. 

“Hey, could you tell me more about Mrs. Winter?” I shouted above the music. When Rosie turned and gave me a questioning look, I added, “I guess I need some tips. I have a feeling I’m not her favorite person.”

Rosie giggled and I smiled. “Yeah,” she said. “She can make a lot of people feel that way.”

“She gives us the worst jobs too.” I cleared my threat. “Sorry about her making you clean up my…splooge that day. I felt really bad.”

Rosie quickly averted her big blue eyes and gave me one of her beautiful bashful smiles. “Don’t worry about it,” she mumbled. 

“So,” I pressed. “Any tips for me?”

“Well, I guess it wouldn’t hurt to know that Mrs. Winter really likes compliments and flattery,” Rosie replied after a thoughtful second. “So if she’s giving you a hard time, try giving her a compliment.” She laughed, seemingly relaxed again. “I know I’ve done it plenty of times before. Her mood can change in an instant!”

I laughed along with her. “Be honest. Are you scared of her?”

Rosie’s eyebrows furrowed like she looked offended. “Of course not,” she said sharply. “I love her.”

I nodded hesitantly. Had that been a weird choice of words? How many of us could honestly say we ‘love’ our boss? Either way, the tone she’d used had rubbed me some kind of way. It was like she meant she loved Mrs. Winter…as in, she was in love with her…

Before I could ask her any more questions though, the Bentley sped down into the mall’s underground parking lot and Rosie clapped her hands in excitement. “We’re here!” she shrieked, and jumped out of the car. “Rahul, we’ll be back in less than two hours! I’ll call you when we’re on the way!”

“Y’all take care.” Rahul nodded happily and reclined his seat, presumably to doze off until we were back. 

Rosie made a mad dash to one of the luxury department stores, and I rushed behind her with great difficulty. It was hard to walk in high heels, let alone run in them. Rosie was wearing pink heels herself, but hell, she’d probably been wearing high heels her whole life. 

We went up the escalator straight into the designer women’s section, where Rosie made a beeline for the evening dresses. Mannequins posed confidently in a wide variety of styles, all of them elegant and outrageously expensive. 

“What do you think?” Rosie was holding up the longest blue strapless gown. It flowed to the ground like it was the Nile. 

I coughed. “It’s pretty,” I said, not knowing what else to say. 

“And this?” This time it was a gold regal dress with a cape draped over the top. “The cape is cute! Mrs. Winter goes gaga for really well-done embroidery.”

“It’s cute,” I mumbled. 

I was just completely out of my element, but more than that, I was exhausted. My back still ached and my toes felt cramped inside my heels. I wished I could turn back time and Jim was still my manager. If that was the case I’d be snoozing at my cubicle right about now after a good round of PacMan.

“Maybe you should wear it,” Rosie suddenly said. “I want to see how it drapes on the body.”

“Oh.” My throat had gone dry. “Uhh…I’m not so sure…” 

“Don’t be a scaredy-cat, Karly. Come on!”

Before I could even react, Rosie had grabbed my hand and was running towards the women’s dressing room. 

“How many?” the salesgirl at the front drawled, pointing at us. She had talons for nails.

“Just two,” Rosie said. 

The salesgirl handed us a tag and we both made our way into one of the spacious changing rooms. My heart was still pounding because I was sure at one point that salesgirl would sniff me out and call security or something. 

“You try this,” Rosie said, handing me the long blue gown. “I’ll try the other one.”

“Okay,” I croaked. 

She stripped down in front of me. I tried not to stare, but I couldn’t help admiring her body. She still had her bra and panties on, but she had very pretty hips, a cute little bottom, and her breasts looked downright sexy inside their pink polka-dotted cups. 

I wish I was that pretty. 

The thought came and went quickly, but I’d already started to feel hot and embarrassed. I wish that underneath the blouse and skirt I’m wearing, I was just as cute and curvy. 

STOP IT, KARL!

“Verdict?” Rosie called, jolting me back to reality. She swept her bangs to the side and pulled her hair up like it was in an updo. 

“You look beautiful,” I said honestly. My voice had gone all hoarse. 

“Why thank you,” Rosie said, beaming. “Your turn!”

That was when I remembered what was actually lying underneath my blouse and skirt. A red, honeymoon-ready, fuck-friendly lace teddy. Gulping, I unbuttoned my top as slowly as I could, realizing I had no choice but to get this over with. 

“What are you waiting for?” Rosie chided. “We’re running out of time.”

She started to help me unbutton, but when the lace teddy began revealing itself, she stopped and gasped. 

“Mrs. Winter made you wear that?”

I nodded, feeling myself flush with humiliation. “Crazy, huh?”

“That’s really weird.”

“Tell me about it.”

Rosie kept staring at me. I wasn’t sure why, but it was enough to make me feel really self-conscious. “I think she likes you,” she said quietly a minute later. She quickly looked away and studied my reflection in the mirror, her face pinched and looking kind of tense. “Maybe it’s because you don’t look half bad as a girl. Maybe even kind of hot.” Then she started laughing. The awkward tension quickly dissipated away, and her giggling made me burst out laughing too.

We spent the next hour and a half cycling through a myriad of couture gowns and dazzling dresses. I was blown away by how different I looked in each dress, and I couldn’t help but wonder what I’d look like if I got oomph-ed up by an actual makeup artist and had my hair done too. Though I’d found it kind of fun, waiting for Rosie to make up her mind got pretty tiring. When she finally decided on an emerald green off-shoulder dress with gold embroidery (which cost $849 and was out-of-this-world stunning), I was just about ready to drop dead.

“Now for the most fun part,” Rosie said eagerly, turning around so I could zip up the sleeveless dress she’d worn to work that day. “Shoes! That’s upstairs.”

I inwardly groaned. We walked out of the changing room and reached the escalator, but I didn’t get on it. 

“Hey, Rosie? You go ahead. I’m pooped.”

“Oh.” Rosie’s face fell. I guess she really wanted to spend time with me. “Are you sure?”

I nodded. “I’ve just had a tough day today. I’ll just…look around here. Just buy anything you want. I’m sure Mrs. Winter will love whatever you get her.”

Rosie had already hopped on the escalator and was halfway up. “You’ll meet me upstairs when you’re done?” she yelled.

“Sure!”

“Okay. Come soon!” 

As soon as she disappeared out of sight, I let out a sigh of relief. My back and feet were killing me and I knew exactly what I needed.

A goddamn nap. 


CHAPTER 7

Where do you go to have a nap at a mall? After blindly stumbling around in my heels and getting some weird stares—I must’ve looked drunk or something—I wound back near the women’s dressing room. And by some miracle, the snooty salesgirl we’d interacted with earlier was nowhere to be seen. I snuck inside, went to the furthest room on the right, and locked myself inside. Dropping myself to the floor, I groaned with relief as I removed my heels and set them aside. I quickly set a twenty-minute timer on my phone and closed my eyes. The promise of sleep was heavenly. 

Just twenty minutes. 

I had a strange dream. Mrs. Winter was smiling at me. She was wearing a lace teddy herself, except hers was black and her firm breasts bulged out of the bra top. She dropped down to her knees and I got extremely excited. She stuck her tongue out, but that was when it stretched out like a tentacle and wrapped itself around my dick. She yanked at it, and her wet grip around my shaft was bliss…until she started pulling too hard. I asked her to stop because I had a bad feeling she wanted to take my manhood away from me but all I could hear was her laughter. Doesn’t it feel good, she was saying, though I had no idea how she could speak. Doesn’t it feel good to be my baby girl?

The very next second, my timer went off by mistake. 

“What the hell…” I muttered groggily, punching the snooze button. 

The timer went off again. 

“You broken piece of shit.” 

I glanced down at the screen. That was when I gasped. It was ten minutes past four, which means my ‘nap’ had lasted two hours. 

Two whole hours. 

Fear swept through me like a tidal wave. Where was Rosie? Why hadn’t she called me? 

She doesn’t have your number, idiot. 

Heart thumping, I hurried to the underground parking lot, totally barefoot with the heels in my hands. When I got there, though, the Bentley wasn’t there. 

They’d left. Without me.

I started to tremble uncontrollably. How had I managed to fuck up so badly? For the second time in a row? I considered cutting my losses and just taking an Uber home. What was the point in going to the office when Mrs. Winter was going to fire me anyway?

When the Uber came, however, I just said, “Cloverdale on King’s Street, please.” 

The dark reality was that I couldn’t afford to quit. I was barely making rent as things were and it wasn’t like I had a network I could tap into to quickly land myself another job. No. Quitting was not it, but I did have another option. I could just lie. Make something up. I could say I slipped in my heels and hit my head and got knocked out or something. I could make that sound believable. 

The only thing was: did I really have the balls to lie to Mrs. Winter?

When I staggered into office and reached the thirty-first floor, Rosie was just walking out of Mrs. Winter’s room.

“Oh my god!” she cried. “Thank god you’re here!”

“Sorry,” I said. “Is she mad?”

Rosie nodded and my heart dropped to my feet. “I was doing everything I could to find you. I asked that salesgirl if she saw you and her friend said she was positive she saw you go into one of the changing rooms. But she said it was against company policy to open the door from outside.” She rolled her eyes. “Anyway, I kept banging on the door but you were a goner.”

“Yeah. Um. I…I think I fainted,” I said. 

“Fainted? Karl, I could hear you snoring!”

My heart sank even further into the ground. “Did you tell Mrs. Winter anything?”

Rosie nodded sheepishly. “I told her everything. I’m sorry.”

***

When I pushed open the door, Mrs. Winter was standing near her desk, studying her angles in front of an oval mirror. She was wearing the dress we’d chosen for her. It flowed like green silk over the delicate curves of her body and her hair was brushed out and loose around her shoulders. Underneath the hem, I could see that Rosie had bought her a matching pair of emerald heels. When she saw me peeking through the reflection, she waved me over. 

“Come on in,” she said. 

My chest clenched as I approached her. She was simply perfect. Tall, tempting, and seductive, yet as lethal as poison. I wanted to bury my face in her bosom and suck on her forbidden nibs.

“I’m just trying this out before I head to the salon,” she told me, smiling at herself. 

She seemed strangely calm, which of course scared the heck out of me. Then I remembered what Rosie had told me—Mrs. Winter loved compliments. 

“You look very nice, Mrs. Winter,” I said, trying my best to sound confident. 

“You’ll have to speak louder than that, Karl,” she said, catching my eye in the reflection. “And for goodness’ sake, wear your heels. I despise seeing unpolished toes.”

“Sorry,” I squeaked and quickly put them on squeezing my cramped toes back inside their torture boxes. 

“What were you saying before?”

“That you look very nice, Mrs. Winter.”

Her eyebrow arched up. “Oh? Does that mean I don’t look nice the other times you see me?”

“No, no!” I said hurriedly. “That’s not what I meant at all!”

She looked contemplative. “Hmm. If you really mean it, you’d be able to tell me what exactly makes this dress look nice on me.”

“Oh, um, the shape is nice,” I began hesitantly. “It makes you look tall and ethereal. Like a goddess.”

She stood over me and hunched down so her half-open tits were in my face. I almost stopped breathing. “Really? Then what do you think of the way it shapes my breasts?” 

I quickly flicked my gaze to the floor. 

“Eyes up, Karl,” she said sternly. “You’ve got to look at the thing you’re complimenting.”

Gulping, I raised my eyes slowly. Stared at her tits. My mind had gone blank.

“Well?” 

“I think they’re the best, um, breasts I’ve ever seen, Ma’am. The dress makes them look so round and, well, juicy. Not that they aren’t already!”

“Okay. How about my legs?”

“They look heavenly peeking out of that slit, Ma’am.”

She spun around and rested a hand on her buttocks. “And my derrière?”

Was she trying to give me a heart attack? “You have a beautiful ass, Ma’am. It’s so big.”

“Hmmm. Hand me my brush.”

I grabbed the brush next to the mirror and handed it to her. She picked a few of the stray hair strands stuck to the bristles and passed it back over to me. “Brush my hair,” she said simply.

She sat down on the edge of the desk and fluffed her hair for me. Brushing your boss’s hair was a strangely intimate task, but I tried not to read into it too much. It was nothing sexual. I was her personal assistant and, well, wasn’t that what personal assistants did? There were a few tangles and I gently removed them, taking my time with it. Her hair smelled like sunshine and daydreams, and it took me all the willpower in the world not to plunge my face in there and just fall asleep in her curls. 

What happened to my punishment? I thought. Maybe she’d forgotten all about it with the fundraising dinner on her mind. Maybe the compliments worked…

“What’s that scar?” she asked suddenly. She was looking at the burn mark I had on the side of my forearm.

“Um, my mom was ironing clothes one day—I was four or five— and I wanted to know what the hot iron felt like. Before I knew it, I’d burned myself. I know, I was a stupid kid.”

Mrs. Winter began rubbing on the burn with a finger and I blushed. 

“I bet your mother was horrified when she saw the scar,” she said, and then she did something that shocked me. She lifted my arm up to her lips and kissed my burn mark. I just froze, completely tongue-tied as she kept kissing me. “Did she try to make you feel better?”

I struggled to speak. “Yeah, but I suppose she was mostly just angry.”

“I see. I bet she didn’t kiss your scar like this, to help the pain go away.” She left a big wet splotch on my scar. “Did she?”

I shook my head. I had a huge hard-on now and the only thing keeping me contained was the thickness of my skirt. 

“Poor baby,” she murmured. I thought she might burst into song with ‘hush little baby’ any second now. “I’d have done things differently.” She finally let go of my arm and slid down from her desk. “Help me take this dress off.”

Wow. It was like she didn’t see me as a straight guy at all. There was just a zipper down the side of her dress and I helped tug it down, relishing the feeling of being so close to her  body as my penis throbbed away. We had to violently pull the dress down her waist and hips to get it off, and Mrs. Winter seemed to have a lot of faith that the dress wouldn’t rip. It was after she handed me the towering pile of glittery green cloth that it registered to me she was just in her bra and panties.

The sight really took my breath away. She was wearing a pale pink set with a satin finish—just as glamorous and expensive as I’d pictured in my daydreams.

Here I was, in a room with a nearly-naked woman who could make any guy fall in love in an instant. Heck, I was falling in love with her…

“I’ve got an appointment with the salon. I need to get ready.” She tossed a dossier at me and began dressing up in the skirt and red top she’d been wearing earlier. “That file contains important information about one of our target clients. I’d like you to gather more details about each of the people listed in there. Use your detective skills. I’ll check your work in the morning.”

“Will do, Ma’am,” I said, feeling relieved.

Maybe I wasn’t going to get punished after all. 

Mrs. Winter scooped up her handbag and phone and strutted toward the door. I held my breath.

She was just about to step out when she stopped and twisted around. “Oh. I almost forgot,” she said. “You’ll need to stay behind tonight, Karl. I’ll be returning to the office around eight, and then we’ll have a think about what we can do about these constant naps.”

Then she slammed the door, leaving me slumped and shivering. 


CHAPTER 8

She was going to spank me again. I was sure of it. 

That night I was all alone in the Cave. Everyone I knew had gone home, including Rosie. I could barely concentrate on doing the internet research I was supposed to be doing. I kept thinking about being punished, presenting my ass to her for her to unleash her sadistic hand on me like she did the first time. 

But she’d also kissed me. My arm, technically, but the fact remained. She’d teased me with her beautiful body. I was so confused. Clueless. Mrs. Winter was speaking a womanly language I didn’t speak, and I had no idea whether she liked or hated me. 

One thing was for certain though. If I didn’t make my boss happy…do as she said…tonight could very possibly be my last day at Cloverdale. 

Fuck. I couldn’t bear to stay holed up inside these four walls. It was much too anxiety-inducing. My coworkers had all left for the evening so I felt safe stepping outside for a couple of minutes. I swapped my heels for my shoes and did a quick walk around the parking lot. The walk turned into a run, and though I felt ridiculous doing it in my skirt, twenty minutes later I’d spent up most of my nervous energy and was feeling a lot better.

Back in the office, I finished up my work. When eight o’clock came around, I was feeling jittery again. The waiting was hell on earth.

Man up, I scolded myself. What’s the worst thing that could happen?

When I heard the rattle of the elevators and the screech of the elevator doors parting, I held my breath. Mrs. Winter stepped into the office like a vision, more beautiful than I’d ever seen her—if that was even possible. Her neck and collarbones shone with speckles of glitter and luminous pearls erupted from a chain that was twisted twice around her neck. Her hair was fit for a wedding, styled in a voluminous low bun with a few soft curls falling over her temples. 

She’s not human.

I stood up as she walked in and handed her the dossier she’d given me with trembling fingers. 

“I’m all done, Mrs. Winter,” I said.

She didn’t say anything at first. She just clutched her earlobes and removed her earring studs, tossing them to her desk. Then she turned around and pointed to her necklace. “Help me,” she said. 

She was tall with those heels on. I lay my fingers on her necklace, the sight of the soft nape of her neck making me bite my lip with longing. I just want to kiss her there. I unscrewed the back end, hoping she wouldn’t notice just how slimy my fingers had gotten. When I carefully handed her the pearls, she looked at me sharply and said, “You look awful. What have you been doing?”

“Oh, um,” I said, wiping the sweat off my brow self-consciously. “I went on a run…outside.”

“How many times do I have to tell you?” she snapped. “Your appearance is one of the most important things here, and as my personal assistant I expect you to not only look acceptable, but to look good at all times.”

Is that why you turned me into a girl, Mrs. Winter? So I can look pretty for you?

“Now follow me,” she said, and slipped past me. 

Mrs. Winter strode toward the elevator doors. She was so graceful she almost levitated, unlike me, who—despite being dressed up in an expensive skirt and heels and lingerie—had an obvious clumsiness and stiffness about me. Where were we going? I had no idea, but at that moment I knew I was the luckiest boy on earth. 

Who cared what she did to me? She was fucking hot.

Mrs. Winter pressed the button for the basement. We stayed still in awkward silence until the elevator opened. I stomped noisily after her to one of the many rooms along the hallway. Taking a key out of her bra, Mrs. Winter unlocked the room and ushered me inside. It was a dark and dingy space filled with bookshelves and stacked boxes. 

Why was she bringing me in here?

“Are you ready, Karl?” Mrs. Winter whispered. “To be punished by me?”

“I…I think I am, Ma’am.” My stomach did a little somersault. She still terrified the daylights out of me. 

“Get rid of the blouse and skirt. Just be in your bra and underwear for me.”

The request made me freeze. She wanted to see me in lingerie. God. If I’d been embarrassed to show Rosie what I’d been wearing underneath at the mall, I was positively petrified to show Mrs. Winter my body. 

“You don’t need to be shy, Karl,” she said, leaning back against the wall and folding her arms across her chest. “I know you’re a shy guy, but it’s not needed right now. There are no cameras here.”

I nodded. No one else had to know about this. It would be our secret. Feeling scared and nervous and excited all at once, I stripped. I handed her my blouse and skirt and stood there shyly in just my lace teddy, grinning at her. 

Mrs. Winter brought the blouse to her face and inhaled. She lifted up the sleeves and inhaled the thin fabric attached to the armpit area, her eyes half-closed like she was truly savoring the smell of my now worn and sweaty top. 

She let my blouse drop to the floor and stepped on it before raising my skirt to her nose, her shoulders raised as she gulped down my pheromones. She let loose a little, satiated sigh, and even though I’d never been able to fully figure her out until now, something told me she was getting aroused by my smell. 

Sweet Jesus. What was she doing? It was like she was in a trance. She was meditating on my smell. I felt my cock thicken and swell, watching my gorgeous boss continue to sniff and sample my natural odor. If wanted me helplessly aroused, she’d succeeded. If she wanted me to discipline me, well, she’d completely missed the mark. Didn’t she bring me in here to punish me? I felt all the anxiety that had bubbled up earlier drip back into me. I tried to silence the alarm bells ringing in my head. Something was…wrong. I could feel it. 

Mrs. Winter tossed my skirt aside and advanced towards me. A little chill brushed down my spine. My breath came in little gasps as I braced myself for her touch. Was she going to hit me? Spank me? Kiss me? 

“So what do you think we should do about the naps, huh?” she asked softly, getting closer and closer. “How dare you fall asleep while you were supposed to be working. You keep disrespecting me, Karl, and I’m not going to take it anymore. Should I fire you? Tell me. Are you giving up?”

“No, Ma’am,” I mumbled. “Not at all. I’m not a quitter.”

“Oh really?” She took out a claw clip that was in her hair and shook her head. Her hair tumbled down, sucking all the air out of me once again. “Then maybe I should do something to wake you up a little…”

Her body was almost crushing me then. She was shoving me back against the concrete wall, squeezing her flesh into mine like she wanted to merge our bodies together. I could feel the fire of her unbridled lust but I still gasped from the cold on my naked back. When her long nails tickled my stomach and then her arm draped around my waist, I moaned. 

“I’ve been wanting to do this for a long time,” she said, her eyes feverish now. “There’s something about you, Karl. Or should I say Karly? There’s something magnetic about you. And you might not look your best right now, but you’re still lovely.” She smoothed her hands over my teddy, up and down, making my skin tingle. “You look so good in lace, darling.”

My mind whirled. This couldn’t be my punishment, could it? What in the world was going on? 

Mrs. Winter wouldn’t let me think. She cupped my face and rubbed the top of my head lovingly. Her fingers intertwined in my long blond hair and then she leaned down and softly pressed her mouth on mine. My heart pounded uncontrollably. I’m really going to have a heart attack. As her lips heated mine, fireworks went off inside me, and it was like I was high up in the sky, my head in the clouds. Her hand drew downwards and began fondling my balls through my panties. All my resolve and confusion shattered into dust…

“Will you be my good little girl, Karly?” she asked when we broke apart. Her hand was around my cock now, lightly massaging me there.

“Always, Mrs. Winter,” I whispered back. “I’ll always be good. I’ll always listen to you. I’ll be the best assistant you’ve ever had.”

She seemed pleased by this because her fingers found their way to the tip of my cock. She began pinching it through the lace, her eyes lighting up as I groaned in pleasure. She kissed me again and this time her tongue found mine and I lost it. I melted into her passion. This was way, way better than anything I could’ve imagined. Our tongues twirled and danced together, and then hers pulled mine into her soft, hot mouth and our tongues made love there. She soaked up all my spit, sucking on my tongue with an energy I’d never seen before on a woman—it was the hottest thing I’d ever had done to me, hands down.

“You’re going to get rid of this hair,” she murmured when we broke for air, rubbing through my pubic hair. “You’re going to remove all of it. Under your arms, in between your legs. You’ll be smooth for me, won’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, feeling drunk and useless.

“Good girl.” She ruffled my hair. “Shave it all off and you’ll be so much prettier. You know, you’re very lucky. There was a man at the fundraising dinner tonight who wanted to take me home. He wasn’t even my husband, but I was very tempted, Karly. He was so charming. A real gentleman who I knew could bend me in all sorts of ways in bed. But I thought of you and made up my mind. Tonight, I could only be with you.”

I closed my eyes and shivered at her words. To think he could’ve taken her…I felt a pang of jealousy. I was jealous of all the men who had seen her at the gala and had been honored by her beauty and presence. And even though I had no idea who her husband was, I hated him too. 

“Kiss me, Mrs. Winter,” I pleaded. “Please.”

She did. Over and over again, rubbing and fondling my crotch while our tongues flirted with each other. My boss was making my once silly and boyish fantasies come to life. In a haze, I pulled up her dress. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. I felt along her thick pussy lips, soft and slick like they had been freshly waxed. 

“Feel my cunt harder,” she ordered fiercely. “See how wet it is for you?”

I nodded breathlessly, parting her pussy lips to feel the soft cream building in her folds and her big erect clit. My finger just slipped inside her, and her velvet-smooth depths made my prick harder than it had ever been in my life. She gave a gasp and pushed me away.

“Sissy, get down on the floor,” she hissed. 


CHAPTER 9

I didn’t complain as I lowered myself onto the cold cement floor. Mrs. Winter had teased me without mercy and got me hot and hard and sweaty. Surely it would only be a matter of time before she allowed me to fuck her…I just had to be patient. Do whatever she wanted. 

Mrs. Winter crouched down and I slid myself in between her feet. As she dipped down further, she held onto a crack in the wall for balance. I held my breath as her strong thighs closed in and then suddenly I was surrounded just by darkness and her heavy musk. Her natural musk was so fucking powerful. I’d never smelled anything like it before. It flooded my nostrils and kindled something so deep and primal within me that I felt like I was being dragged upwards by an invisible force. 

When she settled her weight on top of my face, my tongue just knew what to do. It ventured upwards until it hit the raw silky nub hidden underneath her slit. I started to suck there. Her clit was big and kind of poked out, which made the task fairly easy. Mrs. Winter’s hips shuddered and spasmed as I tasted her. She yanked at my hair and bumped down harder on my face, howling, “Suck, sissy, suck it like a cock!”

I did just that. Her juices began to gush down. Feeling her get wetter and wetter gave me the most insane high. Yes, I might’ve zonked out at work, and I might have almost destroyed company property when I touched myself on my first day on the job, but here I was, worshiping my boss’s pussy like my life depended on it. At least there was one thing I was good at. 

As I continued to pleasure her, Mrs. Winter was gasping like she was about to pass out, and I could tell she was doing her best to keep her volume down. My dick was jutting out of my panties now, iron-hard and craving wetness. But I had to focus. I’d never known such pleasure from giving pleasure before…I sucked and sucked, pushing, sliding, licking inside her peachy core. Her sharp nails burrowed into my hair and she began pulling on it like she wanted to yank my hair from their roots. 

When Mrs. Winter stood up to adjust herself, her thighs were quivering and I helped her widen them again when she squatted over me. 

“Tell me what a great boss I am,” she ordered. 

“You’re the best boss I ever had, Ma’am,” I breathed. 

She smirked. Even while she was baring her most intimate parts to me she still wanted to make me feel small and useless. My cock was pounding so hard by then it was painful. I knew I needed to let go. Needed to squirt like a hose all over myself, but I clenched all the muscles in my body so I could focus on making her cum. Because something told me she was going to be angry. She didn’t say I could cum…and besides, this was her time now. 

It was only when Mrs. Winter climaxed that I realized that I’d never witnessed a real female orgasm before. Because this was different. There was nothing dainty or delicate about it but it was out of this world. Her legs placed me in a chokehold, her body twitching and twisting and bucking as I held onto her clit for dear life. It was like the floodgates had opened, and I had no choice but to gulp down her cum. 

Once it was all over, Mrs. Winter sat back on my stomach, stroking the side of my reddened face, and whispered, “Good job, Karly. You did really well. Now let’s see if you can keep up being my favorite little girl.” 

I beamed. I was Mrs. Winter’s favorite girl and nothing else mattered.

“Would you like to fuck me, Karly?”

I nodded so hard I almost sprained my neck. Fucking finally. I thought about how good my finger felt sliding into her pussy hole. Can you imagine how amazing intercourse would feel? 

But Mrs. Winter just laughed and said, “You would? With your hot little prick? I’m sure you would, Karly. I’m sure you would.”

She glided down my body until she was right over my groin. She started to grind on top of me. She was still wet, far too wet, and her pussy was so close. So damn close. My willpower was weakening…

“I don’t think now’s the time, sweetheart,” she said. “After all, we’ve got to…” Her voice trailed off and all I could do was look at her with a goofy grin on my face because I’d let go. I felt my fluids trickle and spread around my crotch, and I was still going. 

“Someone is lacking a little in the self-control department,” she said.

“I’m so sorry,” I said meekly. 

She huffed and stood up and I had the sinking feeling I’d pissed her off again. She bent down, gripped my face hard and ordered me to open my mouth. She spat into it. “Say it again,” she said. 

I swallowed down her saliva. “I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

She hoisted herself up on one of the long tables that sat against the wall. She pulled me over and I spread myself over her lap. With one violent swipe she’d ripped open my garter belt and had attacked my soiled panties, her nails scratching over my bare skin. I gritted my teeth, holding in the pain.

“Is your sissy ass sore from yesterday?” she cooed.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She hit me so hard my ass wobbled like a bowl of Jello. My cock was getting stiff all over again. 

“Poor Karly,” she whispered. “I bet it hurts a lot.”

She spanked me again. My whimpers rang in the air. I couldn’t bear to think that I’d let her down so soon after she’d trusted me enough to tell me I was her favorite. What the fuck was wrong with me?

“I’m sorry for making you angry, Mrs. Winter!” I cried.

“Oh, I’m not angry, Karly. You don’t want to see me angry,” she murmured. “But all naughty girls need to be spanked and you’ve been very naughty. If you even want to dream of fucking me one day, you have no choice but to listen to me. Listen to every word I say and obey my every command. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am!”

Smack! Smack!

She reached in between my legs and squeezed my balls hard. “I didn’t hear you.”

“I’ll be good, Ma’am! I’ll be your favorite girl! I promise you!”

When she spanked me again I let out a defeated moan.

“We’ll have to do something about your self-restraint, Karly. Or it’s going to be a serious problem for me.”

At that moment, the door to the basement creaked open and I stared, dazed and dumbfounded, as someone strolled into the room. 

“There you are, Rosie. Just in time,” Mrs. Winter said.

“Rosie?” I mumbled in shock, embarrassed that she was seeing me in this position. “What are you doing here?”

But Rosie refused to look at me. She hauled the backpack she was wearing up onto the table. “Is Karly ready?”

“Ready than she’ll ever be,” Mrs. Winter said, massaging my tender ass once more.

I twisted to the side to glance at my boss, the woman I was sure I was in love with, and I was suddenly terrified that I’d do anything to please her again. Her touch was like fire but it was also her way of controlling me, wasn’t it? I already knew the lengths she’d go to humiliate me—it gave her a strange, twisted kind of pleasure to play me like a toy. I thought I’d lose my soul at the end of the first three weeks I’d be working for her, but was it possible I could lose something more?

I eyed Rosie, whose lips were pinched as she unpacked the contents of her bag. A lurch of adrenaline swept inside me. I was feeling it again. That uneasy feeling that something was wrong. A feeling that things at Cloverdale were not really as they seemed…
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