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FEMDOM BOSS

PART 2: TAKEN LIKE A TOY

CHAPTER 1

Three bodies.

Arms wrapped around one another.

Mouths glued to skin, fingers fluttering and roaming over every inch of our bodies.

My boss is sprawled out on the bed, thighs open as her loyal secretary sinks her head in and out to pleasure her. And then there’s me, my teeth nipping the tender skin of her firm, burgeoning breasts. Her lashes bat at me with brutal authority. I kiss her, I serve her, I yearn to make her happy.

It’s time. Her hand tingles along my spine and then my bottom. Reaching into my crease, she saturates it with saliva and I bend over, cowering with both shame and excitement and a kind of fear that freezes the very core of my bones. 

“She’s ready!”

I woke up in a pool of sweat, my pulse beating in my ears. My soul alive and craving to be filled, to have something swelling and throbbing inside me. 

What did you do to me, Victoria Winter?

I rubbed my eyes and grabbed my phone, squinting at the screen. It was almost seven. Canceling my alarm with a tap, I slipped out of bed and stepped into the shower. Time to get ready. My cock bobbed and strained under the lingering effects of the dream I’d just woken out of. My lips were as dry as paper, and as I glided one finger across my crack, dipping it inside the hollow of my cheeks, I flinched. My ass felt different. Tender. 

Almost like it had happened again. 

The hot water was burning my skin but I let it. I hadn’t forgotten what Mrs. Winter had told me. Shave it all off, she’d said. You’ll be prettier if you do. Her tongue had been inside my mouth just seconds earlier, and we’d kissed like we were soulmates. 

I had to obey her. Nothing would make me happier, even though it would be a sacrifice to my manhood. 

I plucked my razor off the ledge and ran it up my leg. Closing my eyes, I let the smoothness of my skin guide the blade. Minutes later, my arms and legs were free of hair and so were my armpits. As I angeled the razor over the clump of hair above and around my cock, I imagined it was Mrs. Winter holding the plastic stem, her metallic eyes gleaming as she shaved it all off, robbing me of my masculinity. She was so determined to transform me into a girl. 

Why? I still didn’t have any answers. 

I squatted down in my shower stall and slid the razor through into the deep crooks of my ass. Feeling my way through the unruly hair, I used small strokes to lift them off. Running my razor under the water, I repeated the motions again, making sure I’d caught every stray tendril. My cock was aching with need. It was hard not to get turned on while I did something so shameful for a powerful woman.

Was I still being punished? Again, I had no idea. 

My mind drifted back to the punishment I’d had the night before. The memory was so intense it was like I was reliving it all over again. I could feel the squint in my eye underneath the glare of the basement lights, the taste of sweat on my tongue. The weight of my balls swaying rapidly back and forth. I was on Mrs. Winters lap, my ass sore and bare when Rosie had come strolling in. She seemed a little agitated but she wasn’t surprised at all to see me half-naked like that. I’d kind of suspected she knew what Mrs. Winter had been up to. She knew her secrets—and she probably had a few of her own too. 

She ignored me the first time I talked to her and emptied her backpack, arranging a series of boxes and objects in discreet black packaging into neat rows. She asked Mrs. Winter if I was ready. 

“Ready than she’ll ever be,” Mrs. Winter had said. 

It was after she tossed the backpack underneath the table that she spoke, turning to me.

“Well, Karly, I live just five minutes away in Crestwater Residences,” she said. Her blue eyes were almost luminescent in the shadows. “I wanted to shower so I could get ready for this.”

Ready for what?! I wanted to shout, my stomach roiling from being squashed onto Mrs. Winter’s knees. Another question was bubbling underneath me. How the hell can you afford to live in Crestwater, that fancy building complex reserved for the filthy rich and their spawn?  

“Stay still, pet.”

Mrs. Winter slid off the table, positioning me so that my ass dangled over the edge. My panties were dragged down to my ankles. “It’s your lucky day, Rosie,” she said. “I told you to be patient and the day would come.”

She stepped back and smiled at Rosie. “What do you think? Isn’t it magnificent?”

The businesswoman and her protégée made their way back to the table to get a better look. Hands sweeped and roamed over my backside, rubbing and exploring in a way that had my thoughts spinning. I could feel the slightly smaller fingers of Rosie, the dainty pads soothing my roughened cheeks, and the long fingers of Mrs. Winter, her acrylic nails tip-tapping so, so close to my hole. Two women were inspecting and talking about my ass. I couldn’t believe it. 

“It’s so soft,” Rosie whispered in awe. “I don’t know, Mrs. Winter. How is he so feminine?”

“Born that way,” Mrs. Winter said. “He’s really a girl. I know one when I see one, and I’m really going to have a wonderful time preening him to his full potential. For now, though, I’m determined to do something about his disobedience. I can’t have him not listening to me, Rosie, I really can’t.”

“Of course not, Mrs. Winter,” Rosie piped in. “You need to punish him. Punish him so he’ll never do it again.”

“I’ve trained you well,” Mrs. Winter said dreamily. “Karly, my dear, I’m doing this for your own good. But I’m afraid some punishments don’t work unless you really want them, and this is one of them. Tell me, Karly, do you want this? Are you willing to get really dirty for me?”

The words echoed in my head. I had no idea what they were going to do to me, but at the same time my body knew. It was like intuition, and my asshole was already puckering away. “Yes, Ma’am. I’m ready.”

“It might even hurt, since it’s your first time…” Her face bent down and studied me, and I could see the wicked gleam in her irises. 

You like hurting me. “I’ll be fine, Mrs. Winter.”

“Good girl,” she said, and gave me a pat on the back. Something warm and fuzzy oozed into my heart. “Rosie, can you take out the smallest one?”

“Yes, of course.” Rosie walked to the front and took out of the packaging from one of the black boxes. It landed on the concrete with a thud. In her hands, looking totally out of place, was a dildo. She fingered the realistic ridges built into the shaft, studying it under the light like it had just come out of the British Museum. The tip of the cock was blanketed in foreskin and I shivered as she peeled it back down, revealing a fat, fleshy cock head.

“Five and a half inches,” she said with an eager nod. “And here’s the harness. Do I wrap it around my waist or…?” 

“Yes, just how I do it,” Mrs. Winter said. “Remove your jeans, and keep your panties on if you wish. Strap the harness around your waist.”

What did she mean, just how I do it? Did Mrs. Winter and Rosie have sexual relations with each other? My rod went stiff at the thought. So dirty. That was the truth. Mrs. Winter was one hot dirty woman.

“Beautiful,” Mrs. Winter said when Rosie got strapped in. She was wearing a pair of white panties with little daisies printed on them. Cute, of course, except for the penis. That image of sweet, innocent Rosie with a fat cock jutting out of her hips was going to be burned into my brain forever. Forever. 

“Now, Karly, do you know what to do?”

“No, Mrs. Winter.”

“I don’t believe you,” she said in a no-nonsense tone. “I think you know exactly what do to.”

She was right. 

My punishment couldn’t have lasted for more than five minutes, but to me it felt like an eternity, lying down there still half-wearing a red teddy but my ass naked and vulnerable. I remembered my shoulders trembling with the rush of adrenaline flooding inside me, fear mingled with excitement at the thought of my boss orchestrating my degradation. 

When Rosie breached me for the first time, I was holding on so tightly that one of my fingertips burst open on the splintered wood. The pain of the cut merged with the tightest of pressures on my backside—it was the most magical kind of torture. How was this even happening right now? Just hours earlier Rosie and I had just been giggling together at the mall and now she was bossing me about, claiming my body with an uncut penis to please our boss. I found myself wishing I could experience the full length of that cock, feel each one of its grooves and ridges grit against my little stretched hole, and though I knew I wasn’t quite ready for that yet I began bouncing back and forth to help Rosie spear me even more. I just wanted to be stuffed and…oh god, I was so hard. So hard.

“Spread your legs!” Rosie kept shouting. “No. I need to enter you. Further! Further! Can you even hear me?”

I was awkward and listless as she fucked me, not as graceful and feminine as I’d hoped to be for Mrs. Winter. The lubed-up dildo traveled further up my inner depths as I gyrated my body, wanting to feel its entire girth inside me plus three times that. I was just a budding slut and I was taking on more than I could handle. Rosie’s hands slipped as she clamped down harder me on my back and her thighs began to slap onto the bottom of my ass. I could feel my anus getting more and more sensitive and it all just felt so mind-bogglingly good that I started to moan. 

All I could think of was: I thought we could be friends, Rosie. But we can’t be friends. Not after this. 

And Mrs. Winter was there, right there, witnessing everything. Getting off on my humiliation. I inhaled her sweet perfume as she bent down and kissed me, this time on the crook of my neck, her arm wound around my shoulder, gripping me tight and staring into my eyes as I bucked against the force of Rosie’s cock. I whimpered when she bit me sensually, leaving her mark on my neck. Letting me know that even though Rosie was the one defiling me, she was really the person in control here. Controlling both of us like puppets for her entertainment. 

“Prove it to me, Rosie,” she murmured. “Prove to me you’re the best employee in the world. Prove it by fucking her hard and making the bitch scream.”

Those words were so spell-bindingly powerful that my balls lurched and I came violently on top of the table. And I remembered thinking: Ohhh, Mrs. Winter. What have you done? What have you done to me? 

She rolled me onto my back and held my spent cock in between two fingers, scowling like it was a chewed up piece of gum she’d found under her heel. She tsk-tsked. “What a pity,” she said. “I think Rosie was just getting started. Get dressed, you worm.”

Shakily, I slid off the table and pulled up my panties. 

“You’ll need to work on your self-control, Karly. We don’t want this to be a pattern, do we?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“Promise me you won’t spread your spoiled milk the next time I have a little fun with you.”

“I promise.”

“I don’t think I was as good as you, Mrs. Winter,” Rosie blurted out from nowhere. 

Mrs. Winter’s next words were also singed in my memory. 

“No one is as good as me,” she’d said with a haunting smile. 

Back in my bathroom, I soaped myself up one last time before rinsing off and wrapping myself in a towel. I walked into my room and got dressed in a plain shirt and trousers. I adjusted the collar, which barely hid the bruise on my neck. The blouse and skirt Mrs. Winter had given me were in my laundry basket. The truth was I didn’t know how to properly wash them—just throwing them in the washer wasn’t going to be it. The last thing I wanted to do was destroy them. 

On the way to work, one agonizing question simmered at the back of my mind: after what happened in the basement last night, how could I even face my boss? How could I face Rosie?


CHAPTER 2

I rushed through the corridor of the Cave, averting my eyes when I reached Rosie’s desk. I wasn’t going to talk to her. I couldn’t. Not after that. 

Pushing open the heavy door to Mrs. Winter’s office, I slid through and stood tentatively until my vision adjusted to the bright lights. Yes, she was there. She looked different. Her hair had been straightened and it cascaded over her chest in pristine streams of brown gloss, making her smokey eyes stand out even more. 

“Good morning, Mrs. Winter.”

“There you are,” she said, and goosebumps budded over both my arms. I couldn’t help but be paranoid that she hated me. She nodded at the giant shopping bag on her desk. “Get dressed first. Then we’ll talk.” 

I took the bag, trying not to groan at how heavy it was. So making me crossdress was apparently the most important thing on her list. 

How long would I have to dress like a girl to keep her happy?

I hurried to the bathroom and quickly locked myself in. Rosie had been at her desk on a work call, but even if she’d seen me, I’d refused to even look at her. I opened up the bag and took a deep breath, scooping out the various smaller bags squeezed inside and setting them gingerly down on the floor. 

I had to take a nervous piss before examining the contents. At first glance, today’s outfit seemed like your average work-girl getup: a long-sleeved white blouse and a pleated gray skirt. That mask of professionalism wore off, however, as soon as I unraveled the lingerie assigned to me. Tangled up in my palms was a heavily padded blue bra and a tiny-as-fuck thong. I stared at the items in disbelief and then gave the bra a squeeze. The cups were as thick and dense as a slab of concrete. I bit my lip, fighting the surge of shame billowing through me. 

Wearing this blue bra would not only give me massive breasts—there would be a good possibility I’d end up being the bustiest girl in the office.  

What had I done to deserve this? I must have done something to piss Mrs. Winter off so much that she wanted to humiliate me like this! 

You only jizzed in her private office on your first day on the job, you big doofus. Right. Of course. But as I brought the bra up my arms and clasped it behind my back, I felt the thrill of anticipation travel down my spine and the back of my neck. The cups, I realized, were filled with a jelly-like substance that simulated actual breasts. Shivering lightly, I walked back and forth in front of the mirror, observing how my boobs actually bounced with each step. 

“Three weeks,” I whispered to myself. That was all it was going to take anyway. I could handle it. Yes, I could. 

Grabbing the thong next, I hoisted it up my thighs and let the elastic band fall into place on my hips. I let out a hiss of surprise as I smoothed my hands over my naked butt and tugged at the string that was now guarding my brown crease. Are you going to offer that precious fat ass to your boss and her secretary today, too, Karly? Of course you are. You’re the biggest slut in the world and you’d love nothing better. 

Heat simmered underneath my ribcage as my cock stiffened with arousal. My rod stuck out of the blue cloth and the sight of it made me want to moan. There was my dirty secret—as clear as day. I was a man dressed in a slutty thong and G-cup bra for my demanding boss. 

In a rush, I put on the skirt and blouse, terrified that Mrs. Winter would knock on the door any moment and order me to come out half-dressed. I was buttoning up the blouse when I realized something was terribly wrong. The top three buttons were missing. My eyes widened as my fingers petted the three tiny pinholes on the column of white fabric—the only evidence there had once been three of those crystal-like shank buttons as part of the top. My head whirling, I tried adjusting my bra cups, but no matter how hard I tried to shift them down my chest, they wouldn’t budge. I was going to walk around with a cleavage. 

My cock pricked up again, the head swollen and sensitive as my tight thong tickled and caressed it. Was I going crazy? I wasn’t supposed to like this. But in a weird, dark, twisted way, I did. 

Yes, I was my boss’s toy. She was going to play with me however she liked. And the worst thing was I was going to let her. 

I still wasn’t done. I neatened up my hair and created a middle part with my pinky, hating the way it looked so feminine. Inside the shopping bag there a makeup palette along with a few brushes held together by a rubber band. I knew the sensible thing to do would be to get Rosie’s help, but my wounded ego wasn’t going to allow me to. Foundation, concealer, blush, contour. At least I remembered the correct order. Or did I? Clenching my jaw, I snapped open the palette and got to work. I didn’t have time to fucking worry. 

No less than thirty minutes later, I left the bathroom and began my walk back to Mrs. Winter’s office. Rosie wasn’t at her desk, but I didn’t feel any relief at all. I was sure my heart was about to explode out of my mouth.  I was about to face Mrs. Winter in this get-up and I had no idea how she was going to react. The only thing I was confident about was that I didn’t look like a clown. 

The door screeched as I pushed it open and entered the office. Mrs. Winter was wearing her glasses and absorbed in some kind of document. 

“I’m back, Mrs. Winter,” I said, resisting the urge to nervously lick my lips. The pink lipstick I’d put on still felt wet on my mouth.

She looked up. “I thought you were never coming back,” she bit back reproachfully. She took off her glasses and tossed them aside, her eyes narrowing. “What took you so long?”

I winced. “I was trying to figure out how to do my makeup and—”

She interrupted me with a dismissive wave of her hand like she’d done many times before. “You know what, I don’t care. I have better things to worry about. There’s a very important meeting coming up which you’ll help me prepare for.” She pointed to the space in between her chair and her bronze floor lamp. “Bring your chair here. You will sit next to me all day.”

Sit next to her? All day? Swallowing away the lump in my throat, I walked to my stool, carried it in my arms and clumsily placed it next to Mrs. Winter, a little unsteady on my feet. My new heels were at least two inches taller than my previous ones and they weren’t doing me any favors. Mrs. Winter had her back turned to me, her sweet-smelling hair calling me out to have a feel of her silk-smooth strands. My fingertips twitched and I took a step forward, feeling winded already—and it wasn’t because of the heavy lifting. 

Mrs. Winter gave a little sigh and flipped a page in the document she was reading. Then she picked up an envelope and poked her long nail through it, ripping the edge in a smooth line. For some reason, that sent my heart into a frenzy.

“Sit,” she demanded airily.

Biting the inside of my cheek, I took my seat. Except I sat on a cloud of air. Pain shot up my ankle and I was falling…falling backwards. Time slowed. I braced for impact, my stomach lurching. But then I felt two strong arms grab me by my waist and hold me. 

“You almost tripped, Karly.” 

I burrowed my head into her bosom, the silk of her hair warming my face. The rise and fall of her chest was so comforting. Ugh, she was so strong, so fucking intelligent, and it pained me she had no idea how I was feeling about her. 

“Look at me, Karly.”

I shuddered. Her stare was like liquid metal burning into me, hot as magma, and I was about to drown in it.

“This won’t do. You’ve got to be more careful.”

“I’m so sorry, Mrs. Winter. It’s just that these heels…”

“I understand. Your new clothes will need some getting used to, but I need to see you putting in the effort they deserve.” She let go of me, and I stumbled back, praying I wouldn’t fall again. “You do look very pretty today. You really like that bra, don’t you? Do you like flashing your breasts to distract me, dear? Is that what your whole plan is?”

She was looking straight at my exposed bra. My heart skipped a beat.

She patted the stool. “Alright. Back to business, sweetheart. Sit down. Now, I have a very important meeting coming up with a potential client. This is a high-stakes meeting—possibly worth ten million. Maybe more. The work you’re going to be doing is very important. I want you to go through these files and make these edits…”

I just sat and drank up the scent of her skin as she spoke, not having a clue how I was even going to remember a single word. There was no way I could be this close to her and still act normal. Like she hadn’t just called me pretty and made my day. Like she hadn’t just made me feel like a slut. She never mentioned how I’d made her orgasm, or what happened the night before, and it was pure torture.  

I just needed her to touch me again…


CHAPTER 3

Gold-dusted sticky notes. A paperweight in the shape of a gargoyle. A book titled ‘Corporate Wolves: Inside Stories of Ambition and Dominance in the World of Business ’. Looking at Mrs. Winter’s desk, there was no doubt she was an eccentric woman. 

It was a week after the incident where my boss had saved me from falling, and I was cleaning up her desk. She’d left an hour or so before for a meeting at an external site, but not before giving me a monster to-do list. Twelve tasks in total, and I was still on Task Number 3.

Rosie and I, unfortunately, were still on one-word speaking terms. It was just that I could never muster up the guts to talk to her. I still remembered how her hands had been like claws down my hips and back, her thighs loudly slamming into me each time she drove that thick dildo up my backside in that darkened room. More than anything, I was embarrassed. Mortified that she’d seen me like that. 

Sweeping my long hair to the side, I adjusted my short polka-dotted dress before returning to Mrs. Winter’s desk. Yes, I was wearing a wig. It had been a recent addition to the personal dress code I had going as her new personal assistant. Over that week, I’d worn so many different styles of outfits—it was a maxi dress one day, the shortest of minidresses or a French maid’s uniform with sexy black fishnets on another—that I felt like a fucking doll. My body just an inanimate canvas to be manipulated according to her moods and whims. I went along with all of it, of course. I was drunk in love, completely infatuated, and the fact that I’d survived in this job for more than a week kept me giddy with happiness. 

I gathered all the stray paperclips off her desk (all gold-plated of course) and put them back in the little storage container she had by the side. Dumping the leftover muffin crumbs she’d had for breakfast in the bin along with the plastic fork, I started humming to the tune of Spaceman by The Killers. That was when I felt the pair of eyes watching me from a hidden distance. 

My bones shook as I stood rooted to the spot, not knowing where to turn my head. Finally, I looked up and made contact with the woman on the wall. The portrait was like a painting you’d see at an antique shop—airbrushed to the point where she didn’t even feel real. Her eyes were ghostly and unsettling, and thick gray hair tumbled out from her crown. Her red lips were full and slightly puckered as if she was trying to appear youthful for the photo. 

“Quit stalking me,” I whispered.

When I glanced away, I got the creepy feeling that her eyes were moving in my direction. I wondered who the woman was. Whoever she was, she definitely had a lot of authority. 

I leaned back and shook my head to toss all my hair to the back. I was still getting used to having long, lush blonde hair. 

Turning my attention back to my cleaning, I picked up the pile of documents Mrs. Winter had told me to sort through.She’d marked the ones she wanted me to shred with a red ‘X’. There was a ton of junk mail and invoices and printouts of old emails and correspondences, plus lots and lots of Gantt charts. I paused when I came across a copy of an employment contract. Someone had signed it, though the original name has been blacked out with a marker. I held it up against the floor lamp and I could just barely make it out: but holding it up to the lamp I could make out: Aleesha. The date? Exactly four weeks ago from today. 

I frowned. Hadn’t Mrs. Winter told me she’d never hired a personal assistant before? If this girl had only started four weeks ago, she must have left pretty quickly. Or maybe she was fired.  Then I shrugged. Who cares? It wasn’t any of my business anyway. The only thing that mattered was that I had lucky enough to snag the coveted personal assistant role.

“Bye Aleesha,” I muttered as I popped the copy on top of the shredder pile.

I went through the next couple of pages, which seemed to be scans from an industry magazine. Shoving them to the side, I worked for another five minutes before I came upon a card. A birthday card, it looked like, though the only clue that gave it away was the tiny lettering on the bottom. The front just said ‘Daughter’ in gold ink. I brought it up to my nose and sniffed. Yes. Scented paper. Of course. The rich people stuff. 

I opened it up to see a message: ‘Happy birthday Victoria. Bill and I are so proud of you for landing the KABC contract. Keep aiming high. With love, Mom.’ Right next to it was a gigantic red ‘X’.

I couldn’t help but chuckle. So tensions were high between Victoria and Mommy. I tossed the card onto the shredder pile, even though it was a waste of good paper. Then, changing my mind, I picked it up and shoved it inside my bra. The card crumpled but that was fine with me. 

“Hey, whatcha doing?”

I gasped out loud and whipped my hand out from my blouse just as Rosie entered the office. She looked hot. She’d taken the jacket off her white stretchy dress, and I could now see that it was strapless. She was wearing heels so tall she just about reached my own height. 

Even though so many days had passed, the sight of her made me completely lose my composure. I couldn’t stop imagining her with that meaty appendage rising out from between her legs… 

I cleared my throat, feeling self-conscious in my dress and wig. “Just sorting stuff out for Mrs. Winter,” I mumbled. 

Rosie strutted over and flopped down on Mrs. Winter’s giant office chair. She swiveled around and shook the mouse, her eyes lighting up as the screen woke back up. I swallowed. I’d never snoop around Mrs. Winter’s personal computer. That was forbidden territory. 

“So are we never going to talk about what happened that night?” Rosie asked suddenly, her gaze still on the monitor.

I gulped. “I…I don’t know.” My mind had suddenly gone blank.

She finally looked at me, her stare falling on my cleavage. There was a seductive glint to her blue glaze, which made me rub my lips nervously together. It was a habit I’d picked up ever since I’d gotten used to layering my lipsticks with glosses. But in that moment, it was a bad move, because Rosie’s attention shifted to my mouth, and she bit her lips before suggestively laying her eyes on me again. 

Has that pretty mouth been all over Victoria Winter? I know it has…

“If you really want to know, yes, I enjoyed it,” she said. 

“I could see that,” I muttered, feeling humiliated. 

How could I have ever thought that Rosie was shy? She was subservient, yes, but she was far from shy. 

She crossed one leg over the other, causing her white dress to ride all the way up one thigh. I had to fight not to look down to see if her panties had been exposed. If she was even wearing any.

She pulled me closer and ran her fingers through my hair affectionately. Like we were old pals. “Hey, I’m free this Saturday. Wanna come over? We can hang out?” She smiled her bright smile. “I mean, we’re working together a lot. It doesn’t make sense for us not to be friends.”

For once, I could see a flicker of the old Rosie again. 

“Uh, sure!” I said.

“Awesome, what’s your number?” She flipped her phone out of her pocket.

We quickly exchanged numbers, and by the time she left, I found that I was actually looking forward to Saturday. Yes, being friends with Rosie was a good thing and maybe I’d been stupid for avoiding her all this time. 


CHAPTER 4

I was on Task Number 11, watering the group of succulents Mrs. Winter had on a shelf, when the telephone rang. I set the water jug on the floor and thought about what I should do. I’d never answered Mrs. Winter’s personal landline before, and she hadn’t given me any explicit instructions to do so. 

But when the ringing didn’t stop, I walked over to her desk and finally picked up the sleek gold receiver.

“Where the hell were you?”

It was Mrs. Winter. Her choleric tone shocked me. She didn’t just sound pissed off—she sounded like she was ready to kill. 

“I was in the office, I swear,” I said, my voice breaking. “I just wasn’t sure—”

“Stop talking, Karly,” she cut through me. “I would’ve hoped you had demonstrated a little more initiative by now. The next time someone calls me when I’m not in the office, I want you to answer it. By the third ring. Minimum.”

“U-understood, Ma’am.”

“I’m heading back to the office right now,” she said. “I hope you have all your tasks completed, dear, because I’m going to need you.”

“I’m done,” I squeaked. “I mean, I’m almost done. I just have…”

“Almost done doesn’t work for me. I despise hearing almost done. Almost done doesn’t build multi-billion dollar empires, so I don’t really care how you do it, Karly. I just need it done. By the time I’m there.” 

She hung up. 

I dropped the receiver, shaking at how the call had left me. 

I ran to my desk and consulted my task list. I still had one more thing to do and it wasn’t going to be easy to get it done. It was to run a virus scan on Mrs. Winter’s personal computer. I hurried back to her desk and jostled her mouse to wake the screen up. The open window showed a three by three grid containing the sea of cubicles on the twelfth floor. 

Office surveillance footage.

I squinted at the monitor. Wasn’t this what Rosie was looking at earlier? There was even a camera positioned at the front of the bathrooms so you could easily see who entered and left.

The grid shifted, showing a blown-up view of the front and back entrances to the building. Three seconds later it shifted again, showing the video of a guy I didn’t recognize. A split screen, one from the front, one from the back, overseeing his entire workspace from a close angle. From the looks of it, he had no idea he was being monitored. As I watched him furtively pick his nose with disgust, I realized that something about him looked familiar. 

No, not him. His surroundings. 

That was my cubicle.

Used to be, at least. It was now occupied by another employee, but the fact remained. 

Something was flashing on the top right corner of the screen. A label right next to the time and date stamp. 

KARL_PARSONS_HIGH_PRIORITY.

My heart plunged to my stomach.

Had Mrs. Winter been spying on me?

What the hell was going on at Cloverdale?

I didn’t have time to process anything, because someone shouting just beyond the office door made me snap my head up. It was Rosie and Mrs. Winter, and it sounded like they were involved in a brawl. 

“They can’t cancel,” Mrs. Winter said, her voice positively venomous. “I’ve been counting on Sterling. Sterling needs to come or we’ll never reach our revenue target, and do you have any idea what that could mean to Cloverdale? It would ruin us!”

“How could they even think of canceling?” That was Rosie. She was shrieking.

“It doesn’t matter,” Mrs. Winter gritted out. “What does matter is that I know you’ll be solving this problem for me. I’m trusting you, girl, and you know just how sacred trust is, don’t you? Don’t make me regret it. I’m going to need an update by the end of the day.”

I heard her heels clack-clack-clacking and I scurried back to my desk after shutting down the surveillance screen. When Mrs. Winter swooped into the room, the air in the room changed in an instant. It stunk of my fear. She looked gorgeous, as usual, dressed in a stylish blue tweed jacket with fringed edges and her hair in a voluminous bun. 

“You,” she hissed, her stare acidic. “I need you.” 

Something about the way she said that had tingles vibrate all the way down my backside. Seeing her angry was turning me on…bad. I watched in awe as she banged her coffee cup down on her desk and tossed aside her jacket, revealing a slinky black dress underneath. Even though the dress reached her knees, the fit was a perfect advertisement for her shapely legs and smooth, wide hips.  

“Karly? Didn’t you hear me the first time?” she snapped. “I need you.” In one swift move, She grabbed me by the hair. “On the fucking couch. Take that stupid dress off. I need to see you in your bra and panties.”

I met her stare, my crotch thud-thudding with excitement as I just sat on the couch, my legs splayed, the urges inside threatening to engulf me. I pulled my dress up my head, making sure to catch the greeting card I’d hidden inside my bra. I quickly set them aside, showing her my body in bra and panties like she’d wanted me to. She held me, burying my head inside her well-endowed chest. The lust shared between us was so strong I felt deprived of oxygen.

“I need to let off some steam,” she whispered into my ear. There was an underlying desperation to her voice like she needed me to understand her. “I want you to be a good girl for me and spread that lovely big bottom of yours.”

Breathlessly, I said, “Yes, Mrs. Winter. But what about the cameras? You said last time…in the basement…”

“Were you too thick to not get that it was a joke?” she snapped. “I don’t give a fuck about cameras, Karly. Who do you think has access to all the cameras? Now shut your pretty mouth and show me that bottom of yours!”

I turned around and got into position. I was about to be her personal playtoy and I’d never, ever wanted anything more badly in my life.

“Are you going to spank me, Mrs. Winter?” I whispered into the hot leather of the couch.

“Spank you?” Mrs. Winter laughed. “Oh, my poor innocent little Karly. You have a lot to learn, don’t you? We’re far beyond spanking, you and I. But don’t you worry. You’ll let Victoria teach you, won’t you? Yes...I’ll teach you alright. You’re in such good hands…” 


CHAPTER 5

Mrs. Winter flung her satin underwear over at me. It flew past me and landed on the armrest, though I could still smell her wetness. I found myself floating in a haze, both my brain and body entering some kind of erotic paradise. I wasn’t sure which was stronger: the need to please my boss, or the need to let her fierce desire for me wreck havoc on my ass. 

One thing was for sure. This was the point of no return. Things would never be the same again, not between Mrs. Winter and me, and not between my past selves. Karl would disappear forever.

I rubbed my lips and swiveled my neck around. I saw the thick red harness first and then my gaze trailed to the curved cock protruding from her hips, the lower end wedged tight into her pussy. My eyes widened. Oh god. I was about to be banged like a screen door in a hurricane and I was so wet at the thought.

Mrs. Winter climbed on top of the couch and straddled my back. Her muscled shaft skimmed my bare skin. It felt so realistic that I shivered. Memories of that night in the basement flashed before me. Rosie had been nothing but a stepping stone. It had all been to prepare me for this. The touch from a goddess.

“Mmm,” she said, slipping her hand into my panties and clamping feverishly onto my flesh. She rubbed my butt a little before stretching my cheeks wide open. “Oh, look at that pretty pussy wink!”

Blood pounded in my ears. Was she really studying my asshole? Had she really called it a pussy? I felt so humiliated, and yet I’d never been so aroused in my life. 

“Shake that bottom for me, Karly. Quick. Get me excited.”

Heat creeped up my cheeks as I obeyed her. I started to shake my ass, my bad inner rhythm making my movements a little wooden. Of course I’d seen plenty of women twerking, but trying to do it yourself was a whole other ballgame. I felt awkward jiggling my butt and I hated that I did. Why couldn’t I at least have a fraction of the grace my boss did? I wanted to be effortlessly sexy…like a real girl. 

Resting my elbows on top of the couch, I kept bouncing my ass, feeling my thighs twitch. I was using muscles I’d never had before. I could feel the blinding heat of Mrs. Winter’s lust as she watched me and the pressure was nothing I’d felt before.

“Shake harder. Harder.”

I tried. I really tried. And an amazing thing happened. My ass cheeks began to clap. I grew more confident at the sounds, and though my back was aching I kept up my energy. I felt so ashamed at what I was doing, putting on a performance like a stripper at a bachelor party. 

“Enough!” Mrs. Winter hissed. 

She grabbed the elastic of my panties and pulled, causing the fabric to tear open. The aroma of her breath made my crotch throb with need. I need her to enter me. I need her to use me. I’d been waiting for so long. I needed our bodies to be joined forever…

The cock pierced me quickly, and I could feel its swollen curve stretching me to the brim. I moaned loudly. Her fucking was so sensual. Each thrust, each push and pull so deliberate, like she wanted to hurt me and tease me at the same time. Her energy just took over my body, and all I could think of was that I just wanted her to go deeper. I wanted every inch of my stretched asshole to feel every inch of her hot cock.

Mrs. Winter pulled at my hair and her strong arms wrapped around my waist. She started to fuck me harder. Faster.

“Oh, Karly,” she murmured. “You’re so small. So petite. So perfect for me.”

Hearing those words rain down on me made me quiver with happiness. With her cock deep inside me, she sucked on my neck, the same spot where she’d bit me a week earlier. She kissed me there and I let out a sigh as the she made circles with her hips, forcing my hole to widen even more. 

“Karly, I want everyone at the office to see what I’ve done to you,” she said, her voice low and stern. “They all need to see that I own you now. You will dress up for me before you come in to work, not after. Do you understand?”

Oh hell. 

Mrs. Winter jabbed me with her cock.

“Yes, Ma’am!”

“Good. Very good,” she said, licking my neck in between words as she twisted aggressively inside me. “Rosie will help me plan for your outfits and you’ll be given a week’s worth to take home at a time.”

“O-okay,” I managed to muster. 

“I can tell you like my cock a little too much,” she said. Her hand reached out and she started to play with my balls.

“Oh fuck!” I screamed as pleasure shot up my core. 

“Shut up, you whore,” she hissed, trapping my mouth closed with her her hand. “I know you want to be loud. You want everyone to know you’re the office slut, isn’t that right?”

“That’s not true,” I moaned.

“Don’t lie to me!” Her sharp nails struck my face, making me whimper helplessly. She started fucking me even harder. I squeezed my ass cheeks together, filling me with a heavenly rush that caused my dick to throb painfully. Except it was hard to think of it as a dick. I felt like a sexy woman, a beautiful girl being dominated by her lesbian partner. 

Mrs. Winter leaned me into yet another kiss. Our hot breaths merged as she climaxed. She became so rough that it was like she was unloading a year’s worth of corporate stress into my ass. She moaned into my mouth, infecting me with her fevered breath. I could tell she was trying to stifle her cries of pleasure. She didn’t want Rosie to hear us. She wanted this sinful secret to be kept between us. 

As she straddled me harder, squeezing my waist tight between her burning hot palms, I felt my own waves of pleasure reach a crescendo. Cum flushed out of me, and my body just morphed into one pulsing, throbbing, aching ball of pleasure. As soon as the high subsided, however, all that was left was a puddle of shame. I knew I wasn’t supposed to do that, not after what she’d told me that day. I was supposed to have my dirty penis under control by now. 

“Mrs. Winter, I—” I began.

“Did it happen again?” she hissed.

“I’m sorry,” I said quietly.

“Wipe yourself,” she ordered. She got dressed again, quickly zipping her dress back up and tidying up her hair. 

I desperately tried to clean myself up and the couch with a wad of tissues, then slipped my own dress back on. My panties, though, were a goner. I picked them up and carefully tossed them in the bin. 

“I need that. Come here, Karly.”

I hauled my panties out again, blushing, and waddled up to Mrs. Winter at her desk. Walking right after sex with her definitely hurt. I was a glob of soreness, and in fact, I wasn’t sure if I could ever walk straight again. 

“Give me those,” she said, and snatched them right off me. 

She didn’t sniff them this time—just tossed them to the back of her drawer. What the hell was she going to do with my panty rags? Was she going to smell my sissy cum to get herself off? 

“We have a problem, Karly. I can’t have you ruining things every time we try something new.”

She opened up another drawer, and I saw it was filled with objects in the same discreet black packaging. She pulled one and flicked it open with the tip of her nail. 

“Thankfully, I haven’t come across a problem yet that doesn’t have a solution,” she said ominously. 

A shiver ran down my spine as I squinted at the object. A tiny stainless steel contraption that glinted under the lights. 

Before I knew what was happening, Mrs. Winter reached out and tightened the base ring around my balls, her grip tight and possessive. Smoothly and quickly, like she’d only done this a million times before, she squeezed my penis into the tight metal cage. Then she slipped a giant silver padlock through the contraption and locked it, lodging the small key into the warm pocket of her bra cup. 

“This is for your own good, Karly,” Mrs. Winter whispered, staring down at my locked genitals with glee. “I know you’re a good girl at heart and this little device will help bring out the goodness in you. Will you be a good little girl for me, sweetheart?”

“Yes, I will,” I said automatically.

“Excellent. And if you become a really good girl, maybe I’ll set you free,” she said with a little wink that lit the strongest blaze within my heart.


CHAPTER 6

Saturday morning. By the time I woke up, it was sunny outside, which was nice for a change. 

I pulled down my sheets and a shiver ran through me when I saw it: the chastity cage. I reached down and fingered the cool steel and groaned. I couldn’t even touch my cock. Couldn’t fist it and pleasure myself like a man should be able to do. My cock was locked up and Mrs. Winter had the key, and with it, really, all the power in the world. After dressing me up like a slut in the streets, and making me do some very undignified tasks, she’d decided on taking away the tiny shred of masculinity I had left. I felt like a slave, my boss the owner of my body. Still, I knew I shouldn’t be surprised. None of this should’ve been a surprise. 

I should’ve seen it coming. 

I turned over in bed and stroked my ass, feeling sparks of pleasure as I remembered what had happened at the Cave the previous day. I’d never really been fucked like that. Ever. Mrs. Winter had bent me over that couch and kissed me while we had sex like two nymphos. She’d called me the office slut. And I’d loved the hell out of it. As a guy, I’d never truly felt desired. Wanted. Lusted after. But now that I was a girl, I was finally learning what the chase was all about. I’d felt super slutty yesterday, bold even while I clapped my fat ass cheeks for my domineering boss.

But I had to push all of that out of my mind now. 

I was going to see Rosie. 

After a hectic week of work, maybe some socializing was what I really needed. 

It was about noon by the time I got in my car and drove to the address Rosie had texted me the night before, though I already knew where Crestwater Residences was. Everyone knew. Parking in the visitor’s garage, I punched in the buzzer code Rosie had given me at the entrance and stepped into the foyer. The place was just as nice as I’d expected—glass artwork adorned the walls, the snazzy black flooring was polished to a tee, and a fireplace glazed next to the lounge. I was just about to walk into the elevator when I received a text from Rosie. 

“Hey! Come up to the rooftop. Decided to take a last-minute dip!”

Sure, I texted back. I pressed the button for the topmost floor. As the elevator began to glide up, I snatched a second to study myself in the mirror. Even in my jeans and Star Trek t-shirt, I looked so different. More feminine, somehow—with my mouth slightly pouty and the way I stood with my back slightly arched. Had I been this girly all along—and somehow never noticed it? 

It’s all in your head, Karl. You might dress like a girl sometimes but that doesn’t mean you are one. You’ll never be one.

It was windy up on the rooftop. The restaurant attached to Crestwater hotel residences still wasn’t open, and apart from a senior couple sitting by the couches outside, it was just Rosie in the pool. I took a seat at one of the deckchairs and watched her do a few laps. Rosie rose up to the surface, swept her hands back over her wet hair, and inhaled deeply, causing her tits to expand out in the teensy string bikini she had on. 

“Wanna join me?” she asked.

“No, thank you,” I said. 

“You’re so boring!” 

I grinned at her. I was pretty content just to sit there and watch Rosie glide like a mermaid. Not only was she a good swimmer, she looked pretty hot with her hair all wet and that distractingly skimpy bikini on.

“The water’s heated, silly!” Rosie called out when she broke the surface again. “Just dip your toes in.”

“Fine,” I humphed. I guess it couldn’t hurt. The only thing I was a little freaky about was my secret being exposed if my boxers got wet.

“Oopsy-daisy!” Rosie yelled and swam up to me the minute I’d sunk my feet into the water. A slippery tentacle grasped my leg and I screamed. The tentacle—Rosie’s arm—let go and I plunged in, arms flailing, and hit the water with a gigantic splash.

“I hate you!” I burbled as I tried to wade toward the shallow end. “I really, really hate you!”

“Scaredy cat…scaredy cat…” Rosie began to chant. I could hear the splish-splash of her swimming behind me. The moment she got to me she wrapped her arms around me and squeezed me playfully. Then she laughed at me. One small pull and I could’ve unraveled that bikini top and she’d be topless and pressing against my body. My heartbeat quickened. My crotch was tingling. 

“Feels nice, doesn’t it?” she said, and this time her face was dangerously close to me. She started splashing water at me. Since we were at the shallow end now I could see her nipples poking out and they were so juicy and erect. My cock was swelling inside its metal prison, and there wasn’t a single thing I could do about it. 

We got out of the pool a few minutes later. Rosie handed me a towel. I took off my shirt and wrung the wetness off it, then tried to pat down my soaking wet jeans. 

“Take those off,” Rosie said. “You’re gonna spill water everywhere.”

Strip down to my boxers so I could show off my chastity cage? No thank you. “Um, I think I’m fine,” I said, face flushing. 

She rolled her eyes and pulled out two apples from her bag. She handed me one while we walked back to the elevator. My teeth were chattering by the time we reached her apartment. It was pretty big relative to downtown sizes with an enormous kitchen that she’d decorated with flowers and pops of color. I noticed her kitchen island was full of business magazines, and Sheryl Sandberg’s book Lean In was propped up on the small dinner table.

“How much is your monthly rent?” I asked.

“3100,” she said. 

I whistled. “Does, uh, Mrs. Winter pay for all this? If you don’t mind me asking.”

She nodded. “Yes. It was one of her rewards.”

“Jesus,” I said. “I can’t wait for her to snag me a place like this.”

“She’s not like that,” Rosie said instantly. “I think she only does it for someone who’s really special.” There was the slightest hint of animosity in her voice, but it was enough to send a chill down my spine. 

“So I guess I’m not special?” I mumbled, feeling the teensiest bit hurt.

That was when Rosie said something that made my stomach knot up.

“She’s only keeping you around because you’re cute, you know.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, sounding more defensive than I’d planned to.

“It’s okay,” she said, casually tossing away her apple core like she hadn’t just insulted me. She grabbed a granola bar off the counter and perched on top of the kitchen island. “Victoria likes eye candy. She likes all things sweet and feminine. Like you. And, if you haven’t figured it out already, she has an insane sex drive.”

I froze. I could feel how Mrs. Winter had ruthlessly entered me on her couch all over again. The tight swell of her dildo inside me. The salt of her saliva as she greedily licked my neck. I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly feeling pinched. 

“Does she...do you...you know?” The words felt clogged in my mouth as I uttered them. 

“Do we what?” Rosie asked, her big eyes blinking innocently.

“Bomp?” I asked.

“Have we bomped?” She laughed. “Oh, man. What do you think, pretty Karly?” 

Before I could react, she jumped off the island and took me by the hand to her room. She threw open her closet. “Take your pick. I hope you’re alright with something a little girly. Just another day, another dress, right?”

I forced myself to smile, but I was mortified. Rosie was actually picking on me, and there was a biting undertone to the edges of her otherwise chirpy voice. In fact, the girl standing next to me almost seemed like a different person. The more aloof, bitchier twin of the more high-strung Rosie of Cloverdale. Was the Pollyanna personality the effect Mrs. Winter had on her, or was it all a front?  

I hurried inside Rosie’s bathroom after choosing something low-key: a loose cotton dress that could’ve been mistaken for a knee-skimming t-shirt. But I knew I’d made an error as soon as I put it on—without my caged penis contained in something tight, I felt completely exposed. One wrong movement and Rosie would find out my humiliating secret. 

I opened the bathroom door and stepped out hesitantly. That was when my eyes almost bulged out of their sockets. Because Rosie was just here, completely naked, with her back to me. Breathless, I stared at the cutest perky butt I’d ever seen, admiring the way her hips and back curved elegantly with that feminine dip going down the middle. It was admiration, yes, but it was also tinged with envy. 

I sucked in noisily, causing Rosie to whip around. “Oh, sorry, hope you don’t mind,” she said, smiling with her pearly whites on home. “I just like to be comfortable at home.”

She pranced about like a ballet dancer by the window, her freshly dried hair waving about behind her. The blinds were still wide open. “Just girls here!” she screamed through the window to the sea of balconies looming before us. 

I had to try really hard to snap my jaw shut as I watched her tits bob up and down with the slightest motion. 

“Cute dress!” Rosie said, nodding at what I was wearing. “I don’t think you got any of my underwear. Catch!” She flung a pair of frilly pink panties in my direction.

“Uh…” I stalled, not wanting to emasculate myself any further in front of her, even though I badly wanted to hide my chastity with an additional layer of clothing. “Actually, I think I’m okay.”

“No, you’re not,” Rosie said, her eyes narrowing. “Wear the fucking panties, Karl. Or should I call Mrs. Winter and tell her you’ve been a very bad girl?”


CHAPTER 7

I stared at Rosie, who now had her hands on her very naked hips.

Sweet Jesus. Was she threatening me? What was with the women at Cloverdale? Was it something in the water? 

“I’m waiting,” Rosie said. There was a sharp, scary tension to the way she spoke.

A jittery chill snaked around my heart as I held her soft pink panties in my hand, feeling those blue eyes scorch through me. Silently, I bent down and pulled the panty holes up my legs. The weight of my cage bobbing up and down, my balls heavy, filled me with anxiety. The  panty elastic was a little tight; it barely came up the widest part of my hips, so I let it rest right below the curve of my belly before quickly smoothing down my dress.

“Let me see!” Rosie said and sprung toward me. 

“No!” I gasped and wrenched myself away from her. “Please, no.” The contents of my cage thuck-thuck-thucked, almost to the beat of my heart, stirring and straining for space that simply wasn’t there. Rosie had been this close to discovering my secret, and I wasn’t sure I was ready to see her reaction.

“Whoa, easy there, Barbie,” she said, stopping short. 

She grinned. With the sun glimmering over her hair and her bangin’ body, she reminded me of that painting of Venus: a striking vixen who was confident in the beauty she held. If she was standing by her bedroom window like that every day, some rich old dude in one of the neighboring condos was getting very lucky indeed.

Rosie’s eyes tinkled devilishly as she caught me staring at her yet again. I gulped. She grabbed her dryer and motioned me to sit on the edge of her bed. While she dried my hair, my gaze lingered on the little tuft of hair in between her legs. Her crotch smelled clean and powdery.

When she was done, Rosie made me stand up and placed a red velvet headband in my hair. “Ugh, you have no business being this pretty,” she said. 

“Stop,” I said, blushing. “You’re the pretty one.”

She grabbed my hand and squeezed it. “Pretty friends forever! I’m so glad we’re friends, Karly.”

I found myself desperate to get hard and frustrated that I was in chastity. Couldn’t Mrs. Winter have waited until Monday to lock me up? My mind, though, was churning away in the background—there was nothing I’d have liked to do more than blast my milk all over Rosie’s voluptuous booty. 

Before I knew it, Rosie had staggered over and had planted a hot kiss on the side of my cheek. My heart thumped frantically as I went rigid at her soft touch. The tip of her tongue made circles on my skin, making a wet trail up my ear. Gripping my right earlobe with her teeth, Rosie tugged on it gently and began to suck on my earlobe. I suddenly felt drugged, whimpering at the sweet pleasure of the suctions on my skin. She smiled at me seductively and placed her palms on my shoulder, dragging them down to my stomach until she was eye level with my crotch. I held my breath and stayed very, very still, not sure which direction our play was going to go. I’d never felt more frustrated in my life. I had this gorgeous babe squatting before me and giving me sex eyes and my cock was fucking trapped in a no-go zone! 

Rosie looked up at me with that devilish teasing face and whispered, “I want to know what you did with her.”

I had to swallow hard before I could speak. “With Mrs. Winter?”

She nodded, batting her lashes. “You both fooled around that night before I came, didn’t you?” Rosie’s fingers slid further down my body, resting on top of the elastic of my panties.

When I still didn’t say anything, Rosie let out a snort and stood up. I heaved a sigh of relief as she plopped down on her bed, spreading her long legs, her pubic hair swaying to either side to reveal her parting lips. 

“I thought we were friends,” she said. “Friends don’t keep secrets.”

Yeah, and I have more than one. 

“Tell me what you did with Mrs. Winter.”

“I…I don’t know what you mean…”

“Don’t lie to me, Karly!” she said scathingly. “You’re not that stupid. She told you to pleasure her, didn’t she?”

How much did Rosie know? Where could I even start? It had started out innocently enough— with her cruel fingers on my ass, spanking me until I was red and sore. Somehow, things had progressed to the point of no return. 

“I don’t think we have a normal boss and personal assistant relationship,” I said quietly, placing ‘normal’ in air quotes.

“That’s why I asked,” Rosie snorted. “Have you pleasured her?”

“Why? Has she told you to pleasure her too?” I shot back. 

I was being intrusive, but—goddammit— I was curious. And besides, if she wanted to know if I’d messed around with our boss, it was only fair she shared her secrets with me too.

Rosie laughed then. This was no crazy, flirty laugh. It was ominous. “Oh, Karly…you’re so naive, do you know that? So innocent. You shouldn’t be working in the corporate world.”

I folded my arms and gave her a look. “I don’t understand a single thing you’re saying.”

“Just be careful,” she said. “Keep your eyes open. Because the rat race can gobble you up alive.”

I stared at her. “What do you mean? Are you telling me I should be careful of Mrs. Winter?”

Rosie stretched her legs and yawned. “I’m telling you to be careful, period,” she said. “Whatever Mrs. Winter wants, Mrs. Winter gets. And that’s nice and dandy when she’s feeling you up, making you feel all special, but what happens when she gets tired of you?”

The thought was like a stab to my heart. “That’s not going to happen,” I said stubbornly. 

“Don’t worry, Karly,” Rosie crooned, beckoning to me, and I found my legs moving toward her, my body being dangerously tempted once again. “You’ll understand one day. I just hope you’ll still be alive by the end of it all.”


CHAPTER 8

I shivered at Rosie’s warning. I sat down on her lap, winding my legs around her and scooching forward until I felt comfortable. She reached down to kiss me again, this time on the lips. It had been so long since I’d been hugged and held by a naked woman and I decided there was no better feeling in this world than the otherworldly softness of a girl’s body. I could douse myself in a tub of moisturizer the size of a truck and my skin would never feel this soft, this arousing…

“Did she kiss you like this?” Rosie whispered. “Hold you like this? Have her spit all over your dirty lips and make you go insane?”

I nodded and moaned. “Kiss me like she’s kissed you. Please.”

I closed my eyes and felt Rosie’s tongue pushing through my mouth. My tongue crossed with her own, and I tasted her, a gust of her breath making me hum with pleasure. It was like a dream, reliving what happened with my boss but now with another special person—she was the girl who’d taken my anal virginity after all. Rosie stroked my hair as she kissed me, her tongue never letting go. My hands found their way to her mounds and I twisted her big nipples. They were as stiff as pebbles—god she was so fucking turned on. 

“I love you without hair,” she whispered when the kiss finally broke. She cupped my cheek, dragging a fingertip across my shaved face.  

“I’ll never be as cute as you,” I said hoarsely. “Seriously, what does Mrs. Winter even see in me?” When she has you, a girl who’s as beautiful as a fairytale, I wanted to add. 

“Innocence,” Rosie said simply, and there it was again. That little shiver that kept flaring down my spine. “You have a good heart and it’s endearing.”  

She traced her tongue above my cupid’s bow and dipped down to my lips. We kissed again, and even though my heart was full there was nothing sweet about our kiss this time. We were both out of breath, a rapid lust blazing through our veins. She drew me to her and I purred at the velvet softness of her mouth.

Rosie fisted my hair, kissing me so hard my lips hurt. We were drawn together by a connection—connected by none other than cruel Victoria Winter. We both knew what it was like—to be punished by her, disciplined by her, seduced by her. We were both in the same sinking boat. 

This time when we broke apart, we fumbled in the bed together, and then she got on top me, pinning my arms to the top of the bed. I felt so vulnerable, with my secret rubbing against her body. She inched upwards until she settled herself on top of  my face. 

“Show me how you licked her,” she said. “Show me how much you loved her marinating cunt on your face.”

I waved my tongue over her clit, gasping at the feel of her plush rosy flesh. Her butt was almost crushing my neck but I didn’t give a fuck. I just wanted to serve her and show her what I could do. I dipped my tongue down, alternating between licking her hole and her clit. As she hitched both her legs up and began to ride my mouth, my clitty cage felt like it was about to burst. I swallowed her pussy lips, wanting to taste every drop of her hot musky wetness. Who could’ve known that one day I’d have sweet Rosie sitting on my face? 

Sucking in one huge breath, I penetrated her and began tongue-fucking her, her liquids stinging my eyes as they rained down on me. She started to jerk violently as she came with my tongue glued inside her pussy walls. After she came back down to earth, she sat beside me and let out a sigh, her hands running up and down my rigid body. “Am I better or is Victoria better?” she asked softly.

I gave her a twisted smile. It was an impossible question to answer. 

“Ugh. I want you to fuck me,” she said. 

I froze. “I can’t.”

“What? Don’t you want me?”

“It’s complicated.”

For a second I thought Rosie was going to stab me with just her eyes. Then with a forceful yank she lifted up my cotton dress, revealing my panties, and I suddenly felt so exposed. She stared down a bit, eyeing the frills and the ribbon at the front and the way it sat tight right under my belly. With both hands, she jerked my panties down, letting the elastic band rest underneath my balls. 

“Oh…em…gee,” she whispered, spelling out the word.  “She made you wear a clitty cage.”

“Is that what it is?” I asked, nervous because she was now fingering the giant padlock. 

She poked my cock through the cage, making it swell. My balls churned with need. God, I was so horny and I just needed someone to jerk me off. 

“I can’t believe it!” she crooned, letting lose a giggle. “This is great!”

Rosie thought this was funny? I’d never felt so mortified.

“She’s really got you wrapped around her little finger, huh?” she said, making me remember the key that was safely smothered against Mrs. Winter’s breast. “I mean, how do you even pee with this thing on?”

“It took me a few tries to perfect my technique,” I admitted. 

“I can’t lie,” she said. “Seeing you like that makes me hot.”

“Really?” I cocked my head and gawked at her.

“Uh-huh. I feel like I can do whatever shit I want to you and you’ll just have to sit back and enjoy it,” she said deviously, playing with the padlock again. “Since you don’t have a dick…I guess we’ll have to improvise. Stay right there.”

I drunk up the view of her body as she walked to the other end of the room and snuck inside her bathroom. My heart started to hammer in my ribs as I waited. She returned a minute later with a shiny pink jelly dildo.

What was she going to do?

“Say aaaahhh,” she said, pointing at my mouth.

As soon as I opened my mouth, she shoved the dildo head through it and made me suck it. The plastic tasted downright nasty, but my starved little clitty was growling anyway. I couldn’t believe I was stooping so low just to make Rosie happy—and yet I ached to do even more—and my mind was going to some very dirty places. In fact, the dirtier the better.

“You look like you’re enjoying this a little too much,” Rosie teased. “I guess I shouldn’t be too surprised. You loved my cock in your ass the other night, didn’t you?”

I hummed and moaned with shame, even as Rosie started thrusting the dildo deeper into my mouth, so deep I had to fight not to gag. I began to squirm in bed, desperate to feel some sensation in my crotch, but she forced me to stay put. After a while, she tugged the penis out, leaving me gasping for air. But just when I thought the embarrassing ordeal was over, Rosie shoved the other end of the dildo through my open lips. 

“Bite down hard,” she snarled. “If I slip even once I will twist your little sissy balls. Hard.”

I shivered as the wide base of the suction cup slipped further down my mouth, I bit down on it with my teeth to hold the dildo steady. 

“Oh my,” Rosie drawled. “I wish Mrs. Winter was here to see this. I bet she’d love you like this—a pretty little slave girl who lives to help her mistresses cum!”

My mouth watering, I clenched my jaw muscles tight as Rosie sat down on the dildo. I’d never been so jealous of an inanimate object before. The view was amazing—I was mystified as I watched her pussy stretch to take in the sizeable shaft protruding out from my lips. I felt so useless and silly lying down here being forced to hold a plastic cock in my mouth when I had a perfectly functioning set of genitals. Except, I guess I didn’t anymore…

Rosie began to bounce on top of me. The dildo became drenched with her fluids pretty quickly, causing the hard material to become more and more slippery and harder to hold onto. But each time I let my bite slacken, Rosie just reached back and pinched down hard on my balls. It hurt like hell except I loved it at the same time. Learning my lesson, I finally used my hands to grip the dildo in place because there was no way I was going to succeed with just my weak little teeth. 

“Do you wish you could be a man and fuck me?” Rosie moaned, her fingers cupping her jouncing tits. “You wish you had a cock as big as my toy? Too late now, Karly. Victoria turned you into a sissy girl and there’s no coming back from that. You’ll never fuck another girl, ever.” 

I couldn’t answer her, so I just drooled. Each time she came down and twisted her hips around the bulging shaft, a waft of her smell entered my lungs, making me feel dizzy. She was so close to my watering mouth and yet so far away. 

“You look like you’re about to cry! Awww.” 

I looked at her, feeling the desire burn inside me like a volcano. 

She wanted to hurt me. Hurt me and hurt my pained, tormented, caged clitty. I was downright miserable. 

Rosie didn’t take long to cum at all. In the end, I think she loved to see me helpless and humiliated and jealous of her dildo, and it really got her off. 

“You look like there’s something on your mind,” she said when she straightened her legs and pulled the cock out of my aching jaw. 

There definitely was. I was embarrassed but it was consuming my fucking mind. 

“Can I ask you a question?” I finally whispered.


CHAPTER 9

Rosie smiled. “Yes?”

I took a deep breath. “That day at the Cave, when you said you really enjoyed what you did to me…did you mean it?” 

She giggled. “Maybe I did, sissy. Why? Do you want me to fuck you?”

Shame colored my cheeks, but my silence spoke volumes.

“Hmm. I’ll need to hunt around for my harness. Pretty sure I had it lying around somewhere…”

It took her around ten minutes to find one, but it felt like an eternity. I perched on the edge of the bed, conscious of the quivering in my ass as I waited for my fate. I could already feel it…the swollen girth of an undoubtedly male apparatus filling me until I was stretched tight as a drum. 

When Rosie returned with her harness, she was also holding something else. A tube of lipstick and a pair of black pumps, which she threw onto the bed. 

“Get dressed. Hurry.”

The sexual energy radiating from her made me shiver with longing. I forced my feet into the black pumps and coated my lips with a thick layer of red lipstick. Rubbing my lips together, I got into position, a woozy, heart-throbbing current coursing through me. Oh no. Was I falling for Rosie too? That was the last thing I wanted to happen…and yet, how could I not, when we were about to do something so intimate? In some ways, she was so much like Mrs. Winter—fiery and sensual and confident when she needed to be. 

You shouldn’t be doing this. Traitor.

I pushed that small voice in my head away as Rosie invaded me. I brought one knee up to the side of my hips, hoping that access to my hole would be made easier. I was back in the basement again…losing my virginity as I gripped tight onto that broken wooden table. Rosie pressed hard onto my butt just like before as she hammered that dildo in and out of my strained hole. I held onto the bed rails with all my strength, groaning in pain. 

How could pain feel this good?

“Turn around, sissy,” Rosie whispered. “I want to see your humiliated face while I peg you.”

My heart fluttered as I obeyed her. God, I just wanted to make her happy. Serve her. Was it my clitty cage that was making me this submissive? This pathetic? I held my cheeks open in missionary position, savoring the way Rosie’s breasts bobbed each time she thrust into me. The way my constrained dick flapped around uselessly for both of us to see. She was fucking me like the animal I was. 

Traitor. Traitor. Traitor. 

Rosie pinned my arms down as she entered me even further. I balled my hands into fists as my clitty hissed painfully. There was so much pleasure bubbling inside me but there was no outlet. No release vent. The frustration in me building and building…

I wanted to kick. Scream. 

Cry. 

“That’s right, cry like a girl, you stupid sissy,” Rosie gasped. “I love seeing stupid sissies cry. It makes me wet.”

There was no doubt my tears were turning her on. That just made me cry harder. Maybe Mrs. Winter’s secretary was just as sadistic as she was—just in different ways. As Rosie increased her force and tempo, her milky thighs began to slap loudly into me. Her palms were slick with sweat against my hips at the effort she was grinding out. Tears brought out the best of Mrs. Winter—with Rosie maybe it brought out the worst.

Traitor. Traitor. Traitor. 

I hugged her butt cheeks with my heels, pulling her toward me, needing her to pierce me even deeper, to heighten the pressure in my ass that was giving me pleasure. Sex while in chastity was too good but maddeningly frustrating. Rosie suddenly pushed me back so hard my head banged against the bed rails and started to fuck me at the speed of a jackhammer. So fast I could feel my brain wobble inside my skull. 

Is this how Mrs. Winter fucks her? I thought enviously. With so much passion?

“Hooollllyyy shiiiiiit…” I squeaked out, my voice cracking. 

Rosie fucked the breath out of me for a minute or so and then it happened. I cried out as my clit finally frothed over and I leaked onto her once-neat bed. But instead of feeling the happy elation I usually feel when I cum, all I felt was the desperate thrum in my body and the need for more. 

It made me feel like a vile, nasty creature. A sex addict.

When Rosie saw that I came, she laughed. She literally laughed and stopped. Her laugh was humiliating but the way her face lit up made me feel kind of warm. And yet, as I watched her tie up a fluffy pink robe with white hearts around her waist, hiding her beautiful body from view, a torrent of guilt washed over me. Should I have even done what I did? My relationship with Mrs. Winter was so special, so sacred. Would she think I had cheated on her? 

“Wow,” Rosie said, flopping back down on the bed with a sigh. “I guess Victoria was lucky when she found you, huh?”

I blushed. “I hope she doesn’t fire me like the last one.”

Both of Rosie’s eyebrows shot up. “What do you mean?”

“Oh, just a wild guess,” I said, grinning. “I was cleaning her desk today and came upon an old employment contract. Aleesha? She’d been hired like four weeks ago.”

To my surprise, Rosie nodded. I’d thought she was going to answer me in riddles like she usually did. “Aleesha was a bitch. A grade-A bitch. I’m glad Victoria kicked her out.”

“What happened? I mean, not to gossip or anything,” I said. 

Rosie shook her head. “I don’t think I’m supposed to say anything.”

I pouted. “I thought we were friends.”

Rosie laughed. “Alright, I’ll tell you. We had a hard time finding a good personal assistant at first. We had some pretty stringent criteria to work with, and Victoria likes to keep the people she closely works with…well…very close. Aleesha knew that, and well, let’s just say she couldn’t keep Victoria’s appetite satisfied. So she was booted.” She gave me a heated stare, darkness gathering around the edges of her pupils. “You just started out, so you might think you’re doing a pretty good job now. She’s probably giving you compliments and making you feel like her favorite person in the world. But trust me, Karly. This is just the beginning. You must keep up. Because if you don’t…” She shrugged. “She won’t hesitate to show you the door.”

I shivered. I’d seen that happen first hand, and it was not a situation I wanted to be in. 

Just how much worse could things get?

I had so many more questions. Like what was really making Mrs. Winter tick? And what about secret cam I’d found on her computer? Had she been spying on me? 

But I could tell that Rosie already regretted telling me so much. 

“Promise me you won’t tell Mrs. Winter I just told you that,” she said, fear etched all over her face.

“I promise,” I said sincerely.

“On that note, you won’t tell her what we just did, right?” Rosie added, her wide eyes making her look so innocent.

Guilt consumed me again. “I won’t,” I said. “But why? What do you think is going to happen?”

“Because…and I’m sure you’ll find this out soon…Mrs. Winters can be very, um, possessive. She doesn’t like to share, unless it’s on her terms. We both work for her after all. She’s the queen of the castle, Karly, and you and I must both understand we work under her. She’s the boss.” Rosie reached out and held my hand, cradling my fingers between hers as she squeezed them tight, making my heart flutter again. 

“My lips are sealed,” I said, even though I already felt guilty saying that. Who was my loyalty really to? My boss or my friend? 

The answer couldn’t have been more complicated.

“I hope you mean that,” Rosie said, her eyes ominous once again. “Because if she finds out we fooled around without her, trust me. There’ll be hell to pay…”
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