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FEMDOM BOSS

PART 4: USED BY HER MEN




CHAPTER 1

“Do not go anywhere, Karly. Let her leave.”

Mrs. Winter’s cold gaze fell on mine, chilling me to the bone. My mind had gone numb; my arms fell to the side. She strode back to her office, heels clacking, leaving me stranded. 

“Mrs. Winter?” I called after her shakily.

I heard the elevator grate up the shaft and, a second later, the doors gaped open. I stared at the empty void. No Rosie. Only the sweet-faced girl in the interior mirror stared back at me.

The doors closed again. 

“You heard what I said, Karly.”

I found my legs moving back to her. My knees hurt. Everywhere hurt. I’d let my friend leave this place—possibly forever—and I couldn’t help but feel like it was all my fault. 

Mrs. Winter was laying down on the long couch, her head resting on the armrest, hair falling down over the sides. Her eyes were shut but she must’ve heard me come in because she murmured ‘come here, darling’ and patted the small patch of leather beside her. I curled up on the couch with my back to her. I was sweaty and kind of worried I wasn’t smelling feminine enough for her—I’d had a pretty long day after all and was really in need of a hot shower. But my boss didn’t scold me. Didn’t even speak as she held me tight, her breath skimming the little hairs on the back of my neck. 

Desire coursed through me as I lay there listening to her slow, relaxed breathing. How was she so…stoic? Didn’t she care about her secretary at all? Her lover? Didn’t it piss her off that Rosie had quit with no notice…after calling her crappy? As I leaned back against the hot silk of her tits I thought that there was no way Mrs. Winter could bet that cold-hearted. Maybe the truth was that she was afraid of showing her real emotions. Maybe she buried them somewhere deep inside her so she didn’t need to go through the pain of opening herself up. She might be the most hot-tempered woman on Earth, but I’d witnessed her caring moments…the times where she’d shown me the softer woman hiding behind the mask.

I held her hand with mine and brought it up my body. Her jade ring glinted under the lights as I moved her hand against my skin and made her rub my exposed belly. Her warm fingers made every nerve fire inside me. I was on a high. Maybe this was even better than the sex. This amazing businesswoman…I was having an affair with her. How many people could say that?

Mrs. Winter’s cell phone began to ring. 

I jumped up, sure that it was Rosie. 

I grabbed the phone off the desk and handed it to Mrs. Winter. 

She glanced down at the screen and instantly pressed the side button to silence it. “My husband,” she muttered. I could finally hear the exhaustion in her voice. “I want you here again, Karly.”

We spooned again on the couch. 

The silence in the room was strangely comforting. 

I fell asleep in her arms.

I woke up later, bleary–eyed, to an empty office. I trudged to the windows and parted the blinds to check out the parking lot. My boss’s Bentley was gone. The clock on the wall read ten minutes past 10 p.m. Sighing, I began packing up my stuff and put my laptop to sleep, only noticing the writing on my open notebook in the last minute. Next to one of my many sketches, someone had written a note: “Goodnight.”

I almost purred to myself as I tucked the note into my bra. 

I finally knew what love from a woman felt like. I just wished I had a key I could use to open up all the secrets she held inside her mind.

I walked out into the mostly empty parking lot. The first thing I did when I got into my car was call Rosie. It went straight to voicemail, though I wasn’t really surprised. Why was the first port of call for many chicks the silent treatment? I texted her instead, saying that I hoped she was okay and that we could talk when she felt ready.

Back home, I couldn’t even look at my bed because all I could see was Rosie in it. Her perfect naked body as she slept and the endless times I’d admired it, wanting to be with her…and be her. It was weird. Even though she probably hated me, Rosie had played a big part in how confident I’d becoming in crossdressing and I already missed her.

Hours later, I had a quick TV dinner and tucked myself into bed, forcing myself to sleep. I could call Rosie again in the morning when she’d calmed down a bit. She had to talk to me at some point, right? Then all I had to do was convince her to come back. Yes. She could apologize to Mrs. Winter and say she didn’t mean what she said. And then they’d kiss and make up and everything would be fine again.

I closed my eyes, and after fighting several long cycles of anxiety, I finally dozed off. 


CHAPTER 2

“Good morning, Mrs. Winter.”

“Just shut up and lock that door.”

As soon as the door clicked, she was onto me within a second, her breathing hot and ragged. Her fingers fumbled on the buttons of my blouse and then she ripped it off me, one sleeve at a time, until it fell to the floor. Whimpering like a kitty, I did the same to her sheer black top and pulled her close until our lips melded together.

It was barely nine in the morning and we were both in our bras, making out in the office like we’d found each other again after a hundred years apart. 

We moaned into each other’s lips. I took her tongue in my mouth and sucked on it like I would suck a cock while my hands roamed up and down her back. I squeezed her ass, hard. Her arms around my shoulders tightened, her nails pinned on my skin. I released one hand to settle it on top of her breast. She was wearing one of those lace bras that offered practically no support, and it felt amazing as I massaged it, the fullness squishing up and down underneath my writhing fingers. Mrs. Winter moaned again, her eyes opening for a brief second, watching me intently as I explored her body. She was going to let me lead for a while but I knew that soon she’d be taking control.

“Kneel, sissy,” she snarled in my ear a minute later. 

She stepped around me as I knelt, her umbrella-style skirt surrounding me like a tent. 

“Do you smell how wet you made me?” she called. 

I shivered. I could smell her, alright. It was the sweet, hot, tangy smell of a mature woman. 

“Smell me, sissy,” she ordered. “I want to feel you smelling me.”

I drifted upwards and held her by the thighs. She squatted a little while I took a big sniff of her panties. My clitty jolted inside its cage at the scent. I would’ve done anything to bury my face in those velvet folds and suck on her flow. With my tongue quivering, I let my fingers wander up and make contact with the dank bottom of her panties. My jaw clenched as I thought about all the wild things I’d do if only she gave me permission to taste her. 

“Not yet, sissy,” she called in her seductive voice. “I want you to kiss my legs.”

Dammit. She knew what I wanted…but hell would’ve frozen over by the time she gave it to me. 

I bent over and began licking up her toned calves before leaving a trail of kisses up her thighs. The skin right next to her bikini line was so soft, so erotic and all I could think of was how her naked cunt was just inches away. Wrapping my arms around the back of her thighs, I tried to coerce her to open her legs up for me. I just wanted to put…something…inside her, and whether that was my tongue, my hand, or my head, I didn’t care. 

I touched her through her underwear and tried to locate her pleasure nub. When I made contact with that pulsing button, I groaned. I couldn’t hold it off any longer. I stuck my tongue out and began licking her right over her panties. The thin lace stuck to me as I got high off her musk, suckling on her clit like my life depended on it. 

“My good little girl…” Mrs. Winter moaned. “Oh, just like that…get my panties all wet for me…”

Fuck. Words like magic. Her praise made me forget all my problems…it was just her and me now, and nothing else mattered. Not even Rosie. We had the whole floor of the Cave to act out our fantasies, and right that second? It was like we had a pocket of heaven all to ourselves too.

As I fondled and suckled her over the hot drenched lace, Mrs. Winter winced and jerked against my mouth. I was sensing a shift in her. She was moaning freely this time, not holding back, letting her cries float out into the ether. There was no one to hear us in here after all. I considered—selfishly—if I should be asking her to release me from chastity so she could milk me again. Have her choke my clitty until I squirted all over myself and screamed in pleasure. But I shrugged the thought away as soon as it came to me. I didn’t have a say in this. My boss owned my cock—my clitty—and that made the fantasy of her setting me free one day…when I actually deserved it…all the more sweet.

“Take off my underwear now,” Mrs. Winter demanded. “With your teeth.”

I whimpered as I obeyed her, removing the mess that was her panties with my mouth and letting it fall onto the carpet. Inside the safe shelter of her skirt, I gave her pleasure. She thrust her hips over my face, not caring that I was working overtime to place my tongue in the right position. I slid between her labia and pushed it inside her hole. Mrs. Winter let out a desperate growl. I started tonguing her aggressively, feeling grateful that that I’d met her. That she’d given me the chance. That she’d made me hers. 

She came thrashing over me, her juices dripping into my mouth like molten lava. I swallowed happily, wishing I could drink it forever. Hitching her skirt up, she stood back up and stepped away from me, examining my red, sweaty, and very un-pretty face with a smirk.

“You’ve gotten better,” she commented. “No spilled milk today.” I looked down at myself and blushed. “You’re learning how to serve me properly, aren’t you, Karly.” She turned around and tapped at the hooks of her bra. “Remove my brassière for me. You’ll help me change and clean up in the bathroom.”

We headed to the bathroom, me still in my bra, and my boss completely topless. This was something she wouldn’t be caught dead doing on any other day, and the thrill of doing something so over-the-top risky with her was exactly what I needed to distract myself from everything I’d been worrying about.

Inside the bathroom, Mrs. Winter made me unpack a pair of her clean undergarments from one of the drawers, and then she lifted herself up onto the counter and bent over for me.

I went to close the bathroom door, but she shook her head. 

“Leave it open, girl,” she said, her eyes bright and reflective under the lights. “I want people to see you being my good little sissy.”

I gulped, excited shivers coursing through my body. Did she want us to get caught? Fuck…

I wet a clean towel with water and started to wipe Mrs. Winter’s crotch, gently parting her cheeks so I could access her pussy. I couldn’t help but stare at her gorgeous ass while I did it. Rosie had warned me my boss had a huge, insatiable appetite. I thought I’d witnessed the extent of her sex drive yesterday, but what if all of that was still just the tip of an iceberg?

Soaping up my hands, I cleansed Mrs. Winter next with a little water. I felt a little ashamed that I hadn’t really considered how women cleaned their private parts before. What did they soap up? Where did they just use water? I guessed as I went along, wetting and cleaning her inside folds before patting everything down with a fresh towel.

“Make sure you clean my buttocks too,” Mrs. Winter ordered as soon as I was done.

I smiled. This I could actually do. I washed my hands and loaded more soap before diving right in, enjoying myself way too much as I served her. I glanced behind us in the direction of the elevators. One wrong move and we’d be caught. It would only take one employee to come upstairs and enter the Cave…and they’d get a full view of their CEO’s ass and her topless form while her assistant was hunched over, busily cleaning out her ass.

My boss was in a dangerous mood for sure…and it was sexy as hell.  

When she was dried and changed, Mrs. Winter sat back on the counter and hugged her knees. She peered at me.  

“Do you miss Rosie?” she asked.

My mind raced. That had come out of nowhere.

Was it a trick question?

“You’ll only lose if you lie to me, Karly,” she said, sounding a little annoyed that I’d even thought about it.

I looked away…and nodded. “What about you, Mrs. Winter?” I whispered. “Do you miss her?”

A pause. I could see her long nails were digging so deep into her knees it looked painful. “You might not believe it, Karly…” she said.  “But I do too.”

“Well, can’t you invite her back then, Mrs. Winter?” I asked, trying not to sound too desperate. “Please?”

“For what, girl? So you can offer your body to her again?” she said, her voice trembling with rage. “Behind my back, like a shameless whore?”

I lowered my head, mortified as my memories with Rosie spun inside my head.

“Maybe it was good that she left,” Mrs. Winter said sharply. “You have to understand that, Karly. Departures can be upsetting for everyone but Rosie left because she no longer wants to work here. If she no longer wants my help or guidance then there are plenty of people who do who I’ll prefer to devote my time to.”

I nodded. I totally understood that. As painful as it was. 

Mrs. Winter slid down from the counter and motioned to her skirt and top, which were lying on top of the toilet. I hurried to help her get dressed.

“From this point on, we will not speak about Rosie again,” she said. “You will not think about her, and you most definitely will not try to contact her. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said quickly, already knowing how pathetic I was for lying.

My only saving grace was that Mrs. Winter couldn’t read my mind. Know what my plans were. And as long as I could keep it that way, the embers of her anger couldn’t glow any brighter.

After she was dressed I hugged her. She stared fiercely into my eyes and held me and I felt myself get lost again in her power. Drugged in her presence. God, everything about her was a dream that could turn into a nightmare if you weren’t careful…and I was prepared to be very, very careful. Today had actually been the most vulnerable she’d been with me, and it made her even more beautiful in my eyes…if that was even possible.


CHAPTER 3

I clocked out that day and drove straight to Crestwater Residencies. I parked on the neighboring street and walked to the entrance, watching as a man in a fur puffer jacket exited right at that moment. I slipped past the open door, relieved, and waltzed straight through to the elevator. 

I knew I was flirting with danger by doing this. Hell, I knew I was letting the devil himself fuck me in the ass by doing it behind Mrs. Winter’s back. But there was no way I was going to leave this place today without seeing Rosie. 

I was pretty sure she’d blocked me. The number of missed calls and unanswered texts I’d sent her had easily reached the hundreds. Maybe she planned on never seeing me again. As sad as the thought was, I wanted us to be together, even if it was for that one last time. If she still wanted to cut me and Mrs. Winter out of her life, well, I had to accept that but I wasn’t going to leave things the way they were without talking to her at least once. I had to at least try, right?

I tapped the number for Rosie’s floor. The elevator pinged but didn’t move an inch. 

“Fuck,” I muttered.

Guess I need a fob to make this stupid thing work. 

I walked back out and flashed the guy at the front desk my prettiest smile.

“Hi, I’m here to see Rosie on Floor 16?” I asked, biting my lip anxiously for good measure. “I can’t get in touch with her for some reason. Could you let her know I’m here?”

A row of pearly whites greeted me as the guy smiled back. “Of course, Miss.” He picked up the phone. “What’s your name?”

“Oh, um, Karly,” I said, then groaned inwardly. 

Should I have given him a fake name? 

A second later Rosie’s voice chirped through the phone he was holding to his ear. Butterflies instantly flitted about in my stomach. Damn, it feels good to hear her voice. 

I waited for the guy to give me the green light. 

But my heart sank when he shook his head at me and whacked down the phone with a thump.

“She’s not in,” he told me with a straight face. 

I would’ve burst out laughing if only I didn’t feel so heartbroken. Damn. 

She didn’t want to see me. 

This sucks.

I got back into my car and thumbed through my phone, debating on whether I should send Rosie another text. No, I decided. I didn’t want to be a thorn on her backside. Not just yet, anyway.

I started to drive back home. The sky outside was a cloudless gray which didn’t do much to help my mood. I forced myself to remember just how amazing my relationship with Mrs. Winter was right now. Everything between us—the chemistry we shared, the sexual tension, the give and take—was something I’d never been lucky enough to experience before. Plus, I was so close to snagging the personal assistant job for real, and maybe then I could put all this drama behind me. 

Back home, I stripped, tossed my clothes into my special laundry basket and went straight to the bathroom. But even as I showered, my stomach was like a rock and I was totally restless. Rosie’s old warnings kept blaring inside my head.

You’ll understand one day. I just hope you’ll still be alive by the end of it all.

Whatever Mrs. Winter wants, Mrs. Winter gets. What happens when she gets tired of you?

That couldn’t happen…could it? Not when my boss and I were getting closer than ever. Not when she seemed to want me every second of the day.

Not when we were soulmates. 

Still in my towel, I sat on my living room couch for the longest time. Dinner was in the microwave, but I just wasn’t feeling hungry. I switched the TV on and searched for a mind-numbing documentary on YouTube that could distract me. The muttering inside my brain just kept going…and going…and going.

Of course you and her have an expiration date. You’re stupid if you believe she’ll be keeping you around for long.

Hours later I was still on the couch, my food untouched, my mind in a haze. I was just so tired of dealing with all this uncertainty. The constant anxiety. I just didn’t know what to do anymore.

I finally ate my dinner and got dressed in a purple nightie. I placed a pink stretchy headband in my hair before I scrubbed my face with a dollop of facial scrub and followed it with a jojoba oil-infused face lotion. My skin was glowing now that I knew how to actually take care of it. I patted my hands dry and yawned. Thank goodness I was finally getting sleepy.

Before I slipped into bed I went ahead and canceled my Netflix subscription. Just in case. 

***

Days passed. 

My boss and I were having lots of sex. Lots of risky sex. 

Our endorphins were through the fucking roof.

Each time she took me, I felt like a new person again. Sure, it might’ve been tough for anyone else to keep up with her, but if there was one thing I had, it was stamina. I was proud I was keeping her satisfied, but more than that, we were having fun. Maybe the road to our eternal happiness was rocky…but she was worth it. 

The fear of losing her became more terrifying as each day came to a close. 

I wouldn’t know what to do if Mrs. Winter wasn’t in my life anymore. She was my Mistress. She took care of me, protected me, disciplined me. Not many men could say they’ve ever met a woman who understood them as well as she understood me. She knew what my desires were…knew how to bring my hottest fantasies to life…fantasies I hadn’t even known I’d had, of giving up control and being vulnerable and feminine and submissive and learning how to push her kink buttons. And my addiction to her was just getting stronger. Her pussy tasted sweeter, her breasts felt fuller, her touch more electrifying and her cock…or should I say cocks? God, those cocks. I was always hungry for them, so fucking impatient sometimes when I had to wait until she’d take me again, bent over on top of her desk with the door unlocked or right in front of the elevator doors so if anyone were to step out they’d see my stretched asshole being bludgeoned by her, my chastity cage jingling like Christmas bells in the air.

We didn’t get caught.

But it was only a matter of time…


CHAPTER 4

On Monday afternoon, I was missing Rosie again. Even though I didn’t want to. She clearly didn’t care about me and she probably never did.

Mrs. Winter had gone out for an external meeting. I always felt kind of lonely whenever I was the only person patrolling the corridors of the Cave. Like a ghost who had unfinished business. 

I really hadn’t expected Rosie to be gone for so long. I thought she’d back in Cloverdale within a week at most.

But now? All the signs were pointing to that never happening. 

My cell phone pinged inside my skirt pocket. It was in my hands within an instant. 

Rosie? 

But of course it wasn’t. 

It was my boss. 

Hello Karly, the message read. It’s Victoria. 

I sent back a quick reply: Hi, Mrs. Winter, how’s the meeting going? Anything I can help you with?

My phone pinged back quickly. I should be back in about two more hours. I’d like you to do a favor for me. 

Ready for anything, Ma’am, I replied. But she didn’t respond until five minutes later. 

Head down to the twelfth floor right now. 

My heart lodged up my throat. Anytime she mentioned the twelfth floor all I remembered was the time she’d asked me to clean the disgusting men’s toilets. 

I put two fingers in my mouth—another weird self-soothing habit I’d picked up—and sucked while I waited for her to finish typing. 

Stop the first MALE employee you see. 

The word ‘MALE’ in capital letters practically burned my eyeballs. What the hell did Mrs. Winter have in store for me now?

Go someplace private and have him explore the secrets you’re keeping in your private sissy parts. The front and the back. Report back to me once you’re done. 

I swallowed hard. I knew something had been up when Mrs. Winter had rammed a butt plug inside me in the hour before she headed out for her meeting. It had hurt just a little because it was so big, but I’d assumed she was training me for another one of her gargantuan penises. Now I knew the truth. She wanted someone at Cloverdale to not only find out my real identity, but she also wanted them to see…everything.

How did she expect me to do that and survive?

There was another text. I won’t give you much time, Karly, it said. I’ll expect a call back within ten minutes.

My ass quivered as I thought about the fact that Mrs. Winter was probably surrounded by executives, talking about business right at that moment as she secretly controlled me for her entertainment. 

Doesn’t matter what you think, I scolded myself. Get a move on because time is ticking. 

I slowly made my way downstairs.

My heart was beating somewhere up in my ears because as soon I walked out of the elevators all I could make out was the sea of men seated in neat little rows of cubicles. I’d once worked here, but it was a strangely unfamiliar place to me now. 

I took a few steps forward, being even more aware of the plug lodged deep inside my rectum. I tried to take another step, but my legs felt like jelly. My asshole wouldn’t stop pulsing and I wanted to melt into a puddle. This was so embarrassing. There were people giving me looks. Wondering who I was and why I looked so panicky. The short skirt and top I was wearing wasn’t doing me any favors. 

Someone whistled off to the side. 

I flinched. 

Who could I target? Lure into the depraved experiment our CEO had come up with today?

“Oh, hey there, Blondie!”

My eyes narrowed at the voice. I could’ve recognized that snootiness anywhere. 

“Blondie? Stuck in the nineties or something?” I snapped. 

Steve rounded the corner and stopped inches away from me. He stretched an arm against the wall and leaned against it, looking me up and down. “Can I help you with something? You look lost. Haven’t seen you around lately.”

I was positive I could smell the dozen layers of antiperspirant he’d applied that morning. “That’s because I’ve been trying to get away from you,” I muttered, scrunching my nose. I crossed my arms and looked back at the sea of men. So…much…testosterone. Maybe the issue was that I had too many choices and too little time.

I would never admit that to Mrs. Winter, though. 

Steve chuckled and adjusted his glasses. “Do you really work here or are you just the boss’s daughter?”

I gaped at him. “What?”

“I mean, I can understand why you’d go undercover,” he said, nodding sympathetically. “But Mom must really hate you if she makes you clean toilets on a Monday morning.”

I would’ve giggled my head off if I wasn’t under so much stress. “Is that what the rumors say?” I asked. “You all think I’m Mrs. Winter’s daughter?”

“Uh-huh,” Steve said. “It’s okay, though. Your secret’s safe with me.”

He shuffled his legs and shifted the arm he was using for support. I couldn’t help but glance at his crotch. He chuckled nervously when he caught me staring. I could feel a flush spreading across my own cheeks. I couldn’t believe the filthy thoughts running through my head. It was like I was actually female, and the presence of a man was kicking my body into responding.

No. Not Steve. Please. Anybody but him. Yuck.

But Steve edged just a little closer. The top of his shirt was unbuttoned, and there was just enough skin and chest hair to make my muscles flex in attention. “Up to much today?” he asked with a little upward tip of the mouth.

“Uh-huh,” I mumbled, turning away. “I’m swamped.”

He also turned away from the wall and stood directly in front of me. Okay, now I could really see his crotch.

“Know what you mean,” he said, nodding. He glanced over his shoulder as if he was trying to see if anyone had noticed us talking to each other.

Maybe he really thought I was Mrs. Winter’s daughter. And…maybe that was something I could use to my advantage…

My phone pinged again in my pocket. I didn’t have to look to know who it was.

My asshole began to twitch frantically, and for a horrible second I thought my butt plug would fall out in front of Steve and everyone else on the floor.

I had to act fast. 

“Actually, I need to ask you something,” I said, biting my lip. “Can we go somewhere private?”

Steve’s eyes lit up instantly. “Private? Like where?”

“Conference Room 3?” I said. 

I reached for his arm and pulled it toward the door of the only conference room that didn’t have glass for walls. I shut it close with my heels and spun around to see him leaning against the wall once again. This was a first. Two weeks ago I wouldn’t have given it a second thought if I was alone in a room with a man. Now? Dressed as a girl with long blonde hair, it was like my heart was vibrating with need. It knew what was meant to happen when a boy and an attractive girl had their privacy. Sexy things. Naughty things. It was basic biology and instincts.

I swallowed hard.

A muscle in Steve’s jaw twitched as his gaze traveled down my body, from my sizeable chest to my smooth, exposed legs. He probably thought I was going to grace him with a blowjob or something.

Which is never going to happen. 

“Touch me,” I whispered as I took two steps toward him. 


CHAPTER 5

Steve drew me close and his hands quickly pressed onto my breasts. He cupped them with hesitant fingers like they’d shatter if he squeezed too hard. He clearly had zero experience with women, and I wasn’t sure why but that turned me on. 

“Fuck. You’re hot,” he murmured.

I sucked in a breath. “Mmm.”

My phone beeped again. Time’s running out, Blondie. With lightning speed, I lifted Steve’s arm and maneuvered his large fingers up my skirt. He growled and squeezed my butt, muttering something like “Damn girl that is an ass” under his breath. My heart pounded erratically as his fingers flew inside my crease and fluttered downward, making my skin tickle. They were this close to my plug.

I had to be extremely careful now…

Steve’s whole face tightened.

My once-archenemy was touching my butt plug. 

I held my breath, fighting to keep my expression neutral. Steve’s face broke into an enormous, stupid grin and I slowly exhaled.

“Kinky girl you are,” he growled. “I like that, baby.”

Part of me wanted to vomit at the way he called me ‘baby’. The slutty part of me loved it. Steve drew in closer and closer and when the light stubble on his face grazed my skin my heart skipped a beat. He took my hand. His warmth sent a jolt of electricity hurtling through me. This was…different. I’d never been touched by a guy before, not like this. 

Steve just looked at me with his fingers roaming up and down my arm. It wasn’t much. It wasn't romantic or anything like that, and he was definitely no lady slayer, but his firm yet gentle touch was so new to me. 

“I can think about a thing or do I could do to you right now,” he whispered. 

To my shock, he started playing around with my plug, twisting the base and forcing it inside even further. I moaned and rested my head on his shoulder, pressing against the hard muscular wall of his body. Was this what Mrs. Winter wanted? For her sissy to experience pleasure from a man? 

“Oh, baby…” I moaned as the plug made my asshole twitch in delight. My passage was pressing down hard on it, pushing and pulsing. I stared up at Steve’s lust-filled eyes and bit my lip innocently.

Unfortunately, Steve took that as an invitation for something else. 

He yanked at his zipper and the next second I was staring at his dick. 

“Um,” I said.

I wasn’t supposed to like this. But the way his dick was hardening for me made a thrill rush through my spine. I imagined it replacing the toy I had inside me. Drilling me like a machine while I was bent over the table in the conference room with his balls whacking into me with each thrust. Maybe a real cock would make me orgasm harder than I’d ever done before…

My phone buzzed, making the clump in my throat return. 

No. I had to stick to the plan. Even if all I wanted was to have a taste of that cock. I had to be a good girl, and I had to be Mrs. Winter’s favorite girl. And that meant being selfless and patient and putting my boss’s needs above my own. 

I inhaled deeply, staring up at Steve’s face as he waited for me to make a move. So far seducing my enemy had been easy. Surprisingly easy, but I didn’t want to celebrate just yet. This was the scary part. 

“Not yet, baby,” I said. 

Steve went red. He nodded and zipped up his trousers. My heart raced as I clutched his hand and guided it inside the front of my skirt. His fingers were now wet and clammy as they ventured inside my panties. He was fully expecting a pussy. I knew that. The shock practically radiated off him as he touched metal. He took in a sharp breath, his jaw twisting into a grimace. In one move he lifted up my skirt and we both looked down. There it was, plain as day, my dinky dong inside a chastity cage. 

He quickly let go of my skirt.

“So you’re trans,” he mumbled, his head turning to the side. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I’m telling you now,” I said. 

I wanted to giggle. It had been scary, but I’d done it. And, weirdly enough…Steve’s shock and confusion was kind of turning me on.

“Don’t you want to take a closer look?” I asked boldly, lifting my skirt back up again. 

“Uh…” Steve stuttered. 

He looked again, his brows furrowed but with a solemn look on his face like he was trying his best not to be disrespectful. The good thing was he didn’t seem disgusted by me or anything like that.

Why am I getting off on this?

“How did this even happen?” he mumbled, finally looking up at me.

“It’s a chastity device,” I said. “It’s what makes me, um, a good girl.”

His brows twisted in surprise. “Do you ever take it off?”

“Only when my Mistress wants to,” I said, deciding Steve didn’t need to know who that was right now. “She’s the only person with the key. Cool, right?”

Steve’s pupils seemed to be getting wider and wider. I wasn’t sure whether he wanted to bolt or still ask me for the blowjob he’d thought was on the menu today. I was still high off the fact that I’d completed the mission Mrs. Winter had set me out on (and was still alive to tell the tale) when Steve abruptly lowered his head and grabbed me by the shoulders. He spun me around and shoved me against the wall. My back whacked against it with a loud thud.

“What the hell—” I cried out.

Steve stopped me short by brushing his lips against mine and then he pressed down hard. His breath was hot and stifling and he smelled like coffee and breath mints. He was so close now I could feel his heartbeat. His breathing turned into shallow rasps as he kept kissing me, and then I felt his tongue prodding between my lips. I opened my mouth to let it in, gasping at the force at which he tasted me. He was holding me like he wanted to swallow me alive. When we finally parted I let out a sigh of relief but he just started to kiss my neck, grabbing me roughly by the waist. I moaned involuntarily. This wasn’t good. We were so close now it was like our minds were floating in one body.

Too far. Way too far.

Steve’s hand shifted to my thigh and it started to creep up. Slowly. The moment it hit my panties’ waistband I knew it was going to happen. I had no control left in me now. We were going to drown ourselves right here in this musty conference room…

My phone pinged. Three quick beeps in a row. 

Abort mission. NOW.

Reality rushed into my head, and I clenched Steve’s hand, stopping him from going any further.

“I'm sorry, I gotta go,” I blurted out.

He placed a finger over my mouth to hush me and moved in closer. “Don’t say that, babe.” He licked his lips, surveying me hungrily. “What if I don’t care you have a cock?”

My eyes flitted to his trousers. His zip wasn’t fully closed and a tiny bit of his foreskin was peeking through. The wrinkled texture made my clitty throb.

Oh shit.

“We’ll have to do this some other time,” I said.

Disappointment flashed through his face as he still held me in a death grip. He leaned in and tried to pull me in for another kiss, but his mouth landed on my cheek just in time.

“Tomorrow?” he demanded.

"I don’t know. I…I don’t think I can," I mumbled.

Then I dashed out of the room and straight to the elevators. Leaving him with blue balls and an erection that will never get touched because my boss is my Mistress. 

"What took you so long?" Mrs. Winter snapped as soon as I phoned her. Her voice made me shiver. “Did you do it?”

“Yes…” I was completely out of breath as I shut myself inside our office and locked the door. I kept panting as I filled her in. She didn’t want me to spare a single detail.

“Tell me how you felt,” she demanded as soon as I was done.

I was honest. It turned me on so much knowing I was giving her the answers she was looking for. Even though Steve and I hadn’t done much more than kiss I felt more like a girl than ever because I rejected a guy for the first time. I did it for Mrs. Winter and I was proud of myself.

“Good,” Mrs. Winter said. “Do you know what I wish?”

“What?” I breathed.

Her voice lowered to a half-whisper. “I wish he could take you in the ass, my darling.”

Numbly, I nodded.

“I want to see you be a cock-lover with no dignity.”

My breath turned into a gasp. I was silent for a long time as I confronted the images popping up in my head. She wanted a man to fuck me. She wanted me to be dirty as sin. She wanted me to serve a man who only thought of me as a pleasure hole.

Jesus.

“But you know that will only happen on one condition,” she continued. “I get to watch.” She laughed like she thought it was hilarious. “I'll be at the office in an hour. I expect you to be done with the tasks I left you with.”

“You got it!”

As soon as I hung up I opened up my laptop and began furiously working on the document I’d been editing for her. My heart kept skipping as bits and pieces of our convo replayed in my head. I imagined being stretched out by a really big cock. A real cock. Would Mrs. Winter make me beg for it? Would she laugh while I got fucked in my tiny little inexperienced pussy?

Focus!

I slapped myself so I could snap out of the daydream. I had stuff to do first. Work I had to execute perfectly to keep my boss happy. I’d been working like a horse ever since Rosie left because I wanted to make sure that the end of my three weeks would fly by with no hiccups.

My job was on the line, after all.

I’ve made it this far, dammit.

I’m going to do whatever it takes to reach that finish line.


CHAPTER 6

On Tuesday night, I was parked in the street right across Crestwater Private Residences. This time, I didn’t get out. I could see the dark looming doorway from where I was, and I watched closely as residents entered and exited the building. I felt like a creep—correction: I was a creep—but I’d been doing this on and off since my last failed attempt to contact Rosie.

I’d officially become a stalker. 

For the last thirty minutes I’d been stuffing my face with a bag of potato chips and a Red Bull to keep myself from falling asleep. I’d almost convinced myself that Rosie was staying somewhere else. Maybe she’d packed her bags and moved out. The thought crushed me, but I wasn’t about to give up.

A guy walked out of the building. A college kid, most likely. Very well dressed though. The people at Crestwater probably burned money for fun. 

Right after him, a girl stepped out into the cold night. 

My breath hitched as I squinted at her face. There was no mistaking those pink lips or those wavy blonde bangs. She was wearing a chunky cardigan and a pair of stonewashed jeans that highlighted every curve she had. Her hair had been straightened, making her look like a living Barbie. The college kid went off in a different direction, and I found myself releasing a sigh of relief. I unbuckled my belt and was just about to get out of the car when I caught the other guy walking behind her. A dark-haired dude with smoldering black eyes and a prissy-looking leather jacket. 

My eyes widened as the two of them walked up to a black BMW parked in the visitor’s garage. The dude opened the door for her and they both slipped inside. Before I could blink again, they’d driven off past me and into the starry night, leaving me in the dust.

What just happened?

I lay my head down and screamed into the steering wheel. Jealousy churned inside me, making bile rise up my throat. I wanted to curl up and cry. Maybe I was being dramatic but I hadn’t expected it to hurt that fucking much. Even the thought of Rosie fucking that stupid rich kid made me feel sick.

Sniffling, I forced myself to stay very still so I could keep from throwing up everything I’d eaten in the last half-hour.

One of the many anti-doze off alarms I’d set into my phone rang. It rang so loud it was like a slap to my face. Wiping my greased sticky fingers on the front of the empty bag of potato chips, I settled my hands on the wheel again. 

Maybe it wasn’t too late.  

I cranked the engine and raced off into the path the BMW had taken. Well, as much as you could ‘race off’ in downtown traffic. I knew it was wrong to follow a random guy’s BMW, but I’d probably crossed into dubious things you should never do land ages ago. 

I felt much better when I spotted the car again, bumping its way through late-night traffic. I kept up with it through several stoplights. Roughly ten minutes in, they turned right and pulled over at the corner of Colson Street. I watched as the pair paid for parking and made their way into a basement club.

I didn’t even think.

I parked two blocks ahead of them and pulled down the rear-view mirror, dabbing on a little more blush and fixing my dried-up lipstick to make myself look somewhat presentable. I was wearing a red peplum dress—probably too formal for clubbing—but at least my pointed five-inch heels gave off the right vibe. 

The bouncer at the entrance eyed me, staring down at my legs longer than necessary. 

Feeling awkward, I cast my gaze downward.

When I looked back up at him again, he gave me a big grin. “Hey,” he boomed. “Welcome to Devil’s Advocate.”

The music, laughter, and chatter ground my ears as soon as I stepped inside, feeling slightly on edge—nothing quite like a club to make you feel alone while you’re surrounded by people having the time of their lives. The place was small but not too packed apart from the steamed-up dance floor. I spotted Rosie and BMW guy ordering drinks at the bar towards the back. Five minutes later, Rosie walked ahead of him in the direction of the lounge. She looked painfully beautiful just sitting there with her legs crossed. BMW guy was doing most of the talking, and it didn’t look like she had any plans to dance. In all honesty it didn’t look like they were having much fun. She just kept fingering her bracelet and glancing away like she had a ton on her mind.

Which was comforting.

Maybe she was still thinking about me. 

Bodies bumped into me as I stood in the dark. A man jostled himself against my butt, his hand sweeping brazenly over my dress. I turned around and scowled at him, which made him scurry away onto his next victim. A trio of girlfriends were walking towards the lounge, and I tried my best to blend in behind them as I drifted off to where Rosie was seated. She was still staring off into the distance, clearly not interested in whatever her date was rambling on about. I slid into one of the couches with my back to her as she finally spoke, but I couldn’t make out what they were talking about. After what seemed like an eternity, the guy stood up and headed back to the bar. 

This was my chance. I got to my feet but then froze because Rosie did the exact same thing. Even in the dim lights I could see the rage etched over her pretty face. I turned away, heart hammering, wanting more than anything to get the hell out the club like the sissy coward I was. Rosie was marching in my direction and I could sense that a confrontation was coming my way. I took a step back, the balls of my feet wobbling inside my heels. My legs were going to give way underneath me any moment now.  

“What the hell are you doing here?” she spat out, her eyes like blue fireballs. 

“I just wanted to talk.” I felt like a freak saying that.

Rosie rolled her eyes. “There's nothing to talk about,” she hissed. “Were you planning to stop following me around anytime soon? How the hell did you even find me?”

I smiled at her sheepishly. “I’ve been camping out in front of Crestwater waiting to see when you’d come out,” I said, sighing. “Tailed the BMW over here. I know this all sounds bad, Rosie. But in all fairness, you didn’t give me any other options.”

“That’s because I…don’t…want to…talk…to you!” she gritted out. 

I lowered my head. That hurt. 

My eyes were beginning to feel heavy, and the last thing I wanted was to be a crybaby. 

“Sorry,” I mumbled.

Stinging tears pooled behind my eyelids.

Maybe…this was all for nothing.


CHAPTER 7

My heart seized at the thought this was really all for nothing.

No.

I took a deep breath and blinked away the tears. I’m not a sissy crybaby. That shit was only for the bedroom. I stared defiantly at Rosie, showing her that I knew I wasn’t the only one at fault here. She had her piece of the pie too.

Rosie’s eyes shut tight and she inhaled slowly, her hands balling into fists. Then she yanked me forward and we moved past the crowds toward the club’s back entrance. With space tight, she couldn’t help but press herself against me, her butt aligned to my crotch. The heat exchanged between us made that familiar flame burn inside me.

This…I can’t let this go, I thought with a lump in my throat. I need this. Even if Mrs. Winter kills me for my stupidity. 

Outside, the blistering air left me shivering. We stood next to a dumpster and Rosie handed me the cardigan that was tied around her waist. I gratefully accepted and wrapped it around myself. For the first time I could sense she was really looking at me. The peplum dress I had on really cut me a nice figure—my breast cutlets were full and round and my long legs were practically showstoppers, in my humble opinion.

Four rowdy-looking men were in the shadows on the other side of the dumpster, smoking and joking around. One of them stared at us and muttered something stupid under his breath. Rosie cursed him off and walked us further back toward a line of trees. 

“Did you want to sabotage my job?” I found myself saying, and then cringed because I hadn’t expected it to come out so dramatic. 

“Don’t be a dumbass, Karly.”

I flinched. “Then what was all that about?” I asked. “You told Mrs. Winter about us, and I know you’re the one who told her about me getting ready in the bathroom. Why would you do that unless you wanted to provoke her? You knew I was already on thin ice.”

Rosie stared at the ground and kicked a pebble. “God, I didn’t want her to fire you or anything. I just wanted her to like you less. I mean, a part of me did hope that she’d treat you so badly after that you’d leave.” Her eyes locked into mine, and for a moment I was just starstruck by how perfect her face looked in the moonlight. It was only a second later that I registered the annoyance. The anger.

“Before you, it was just me and her,” she said, her words jagged like cut glass. “I loved Mrs. Winter, Karly, and I feel fucking broken now because I’m still in love with her!”

“So you slept with me because you just wanted to break me?” My eyes welled with tears again. The hurt was unbearable.

Rosie exhaled. “No. I had to let you go because I was starting to like you too. Happy now?” She snorted. “You got what you wanted, Karly. You have her to yourself and I don’t even have to guess what both of you are doing up there in her room alone. So will you just leave me the fuck alone?”

“Or what?” I asked, stepping brazenly into her personal space. 

“Suck my dick,” Rosie snarled. “Yes, Karly, that’s what I said. I bet you’ve been real thirsty since I left. Did you miss my big cock gagging you? God, you’re such a slut! But you know what?  I don’t care anymore. I’ve moved on.”

I took a few shaky steps back and sat down on the curb. I focused on taking my heels off so she wouldn’t see the fat tears rolling down my face. “I still care about you,” I sniffled. 

“I don’t believe you,” she huffed, hugging herself like she really wanted it to be the truth.

I buried my face in my hands and tried to breathe. “I don’t know what I can do to make you believe me, but I really wish you were back at Cloverdale. I miss you, Rosie. And she’ll never admit it, but Mrs. Winter misses you too.”

“Oh, yeah? You miss me, huh?” Her face contorted into a mocking snarl. “Then get down on your knees and show me your ass.”

My hands dropped in shock and I turned to face her. Rosie’s hair was flying behind her in the wind, and she was standing there with her back poised and arms crossed like a superhero.

“What?” I breathed. 

“Don’t play the innocent act,” she said, the barest hint of a smirk playing on her lips. “I know what you’re capable of. I want you to show your ass and I want you to do it in front of them.” She pointed at the four men smoking by the dumpster.

Oh, fuck. Her steel-edged voice reminded me of the first time we ever fucked in her room and I got to see the wild and dominant side of her. How she’d ordered me to worship and serve her and how amazing I’d felt afterwards.

“Please…” I pleaded.

She shook her head slowly, and I shivered as my clitty came back to life. It wanted me to submit. Wanted me to do the kind of dirty things you’d wake up the next day and regret.

It wanted to ruin me.

I started to tremble all over, trying to come to terms with what I was about to do.

How could I not give in when she was so fucking tempting?

I handed Rosie back her cardigan, then positioned myself on the ground. I swept away some of the dead leaves and dirt with my fingers and bent over and pulled my panties down in the dark. The biting air hit my backside all at once and I huddled over the gravel, bracing my head in my arms for some warmth. I half-expected Rosie to laugh and tell me she couldn’t believe I’d fallen for it. But she didn’t. I could feel her moving around behind me and she was probably studying my ass and the glittery butt plug I was wearing that day. Something tugged on the plug and it slid out of me, leaving my hole empty and puckering. 

“You’ve been having fun with her, huh?”

Rosie came into view with my plug in her hand. She taunted me by holding it near my mouth and then brushed my lips with it. I groaned unhappily and hid my head in my arms again in shame. I heard the soft thud as Rosie hurled the toy in the air, somewhere in the direction of the dumpster. 

The wind stirred behind me as I tried to guess what Rosie would do next. Men’s voices floated in my direction. Oh god. Were they looking at my ass too? I felt so stupid.

Then I felt it. Something small and lean and cold entered me and I gasped in shock. 

“Hold it open.”

I shifted my arms, resting them on my ass and pulled to stretch my cheeks open. At first I thought it could be her finger, because it was so, so cold and kind of fleshy, but when I turned to see what she was doing I puffed out air in shock because Rosie was still standing, her foot buried deep in my ass.

“Come on, Karly, be my little bitch.” Rosie’s toe slipped out and she traced lines up and down my crease. I shut my eyes and surrendered to the feelings of shame and the intense cold invading my body. My teeth cut down into my lip hard as her toe entered me again. A tingling started right down the depths of my belly and I moaned. I felt myself opening up further for her foot as it prodded and probed its way inside me. She began to thrust as the air chilled with a light drizzle, drops falling onto my eyelids. It had been a few days since I’d been fucked—Mrs. Winter had been so busy with prep for the meeting with Sterling—and my ass had become a ravenous beast.

“Please don’t stop,” I pleaded.

“I need an apology, bitch.”

I felt so dirty as Rosie’s toe penetrated me even faster. What was I even doing? I heard a guy laugh, followed by another deeper chuckle. I had an audience.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “Sorry for everything. I hate that I came between you and Mrs. Winter.”

“Oh, pretty Karly,” Rosie mocked. “I don’t think you hate it at all. I think you love the attention.”

The smell of rotting food and crap did nothing to dampen my desire for her. For what she was doing to me. My feet curled against the gravel as I was toe-fucked in front of a male audience. Strangely, I felt at peace with my purpose. I needed to make her happy. Show her I loved her and would walk barefoot over burning coal if it would win her over. If that was pathetic, so be it. I was a sissy, after all. This was my purpose. To be used and abused by the goddesses of the world.  In my mind if I gave her what she wanted she’d come back to Cloverdale.

“Mmm, such a pretty ass,” Rosie whispered. “It feels so fucking warm and tight in there.”

My shoulders shuddered. My feet pressed further into the dirt. I was so horny I could barely breathe. I wanted to cum. Needed to cum. Needed to ride on her big giant strap on like I used to do.

The men began hooting as I moaned, chewing my lips and humping back on Rosie’s bare toes.

“Fuck me harder, please!” I cried out. “Please fuck me with your feet! Let them see what a sissy I am!”

Rosie just laughed and pushed her foot in deeper.

I was so close. So close. My asshole was tingling and heat washed and swirled over me. My balls lurched. Even with the cage in, I managed to cum so hard, yelling, “Is this enough for you?”

My heart shuddered as I turned around and kissed the beautiful foot that fucked me, wanting her to know that I’d already forgiven her. That I loved her. But all she did was smirk and shake her foot away.

“You really are a sissy,” she said. “So pathetic.”

“No,” I whispered.

“Yes,” she insisted. “You liked this? Being humiliated in public? You’re nothing but a sissy slut.” She tightened the cardigan around herself and wrinkled her nose. “Excuse me, but I’m going to go have some real dick tonight. Don’t call me again. I’ll give Victoria another week before she gets tired of you and fires you.”

Then she headed back to the club, leaving me reeling in the dirt and dust.

“Baby doll, you okay?” one of the guys asked, snickering.

“I’m here to help but I got a toenail fungus. Will that work?”

They erupted with laughter.

I adjusted my dress and just started to run away while they kept catcalling me. When I was back in the car I didn’t know how to silence my beating heart. Rage filled me out of nowhere—at myself more than anyone else. I screamed at the steering wheel again. How had I been so stupid? I’d humiliated myself for nothing.

It was over.

Over.

Rosie was never coming back.


CHAPTER 8

“Stop fidgeting, girl. Stand up straight and show me what you look like underneath that skirt.”

“Yes, Mrs. Winter.”

I pulled up the pleated skirt I was wearing and bunched it around my hips, looking away as my boss stared at the lower half of my body. 

“Don’t shy away from me.”

“I don’t want you to see me like this, Mrs. Winter,” I whimpered. 

“And I don’t give a hoot about your feelings.” She held my chin in an iron grip and forced me to look into her eyes. “You will show me every inch of your body if I ask you to.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Besides, with a nude body like yours I don’t see what you’re so worried about,” she added. 

If only she really knew about all my confidence issues. “It’s my chastity more than anything else,” I mumbled. 

“This little thing?” she laughed. Touched my balls like they were two squeaky toys. “Darling, you should be proud of this. Proud of your clitty. This is who you are, you know. Now get rid of that skirt and try this one. Quick.”

I inched away from the full-length mirror and accepted the shorter leather skirt Mrs. Winter threw at me. We were in her office, surrounded by what seemed like an ocean of colors and fabrics. It was the day we were going to the Sterling headquarters—the meeting was set to be at noon, and we should’ve left ten minutes ago if we’d wanted to make it on time. But Mrs. Winter had me changing in and out of outfits like a quick-change act at a circus. She hadn’t been satisfied with any of them so far—either the colors were too bright, the fit too loose, the dress too long, the cloth too wrinkly. 

I had no idea what was going to go down at the headquarters. It was bad enough that I was still trying to process the chaos that had happened at the club that night. But the thought of going to a meeting like this without Rosie there was nerve-wracking. At least if she’d been there we’d have had each other for support. Now I was just by myself…and I was scared shitless. 

“Better,” Mrs. Winter said thoughtfully as she helped me zip up the leather skirt from the back. “Now let’s try it with the underwear and top on.”

I quickly got dressed, tucking and fastening and buttoning as she instructed me to. The lace bra was really tight but definitely looked good on me, though I was worried the jelly breast form were a little too big…unless, of course, my boss wanted men to look at me and think of nothing but sex. I even had nipples that poked out daringly behind the bra cup. Underneath I wore a thong (of course) and my top was a sleeveless blouse with a paintbrush pattern on it. Tucked into the leather skirt, I really looked like an attention-grabbing slut. 

“Now you look like a real woman,” Mrs. Winter said. She maneuvered me toward the couch. “Sit.”

She pulled up a pair of stockings with pretty lace cuffs up my leg, then slipped my feet into wedge heels. After that she sat behind me and brushed my hair. Even though I was so nervous it was heavenly to be primped and prepped by her. When she was done I leaned back and we kissed. I badly wanted to grope her, smell her, feel her skin on my tongue. 

“How dare you distract me today,” she said, pulling away from me and standing up. Then she just stared at me for a long time, lust in her face, as I sat like a meek little thing. Her property. Her thing to show off. There was a hint of smile on her face. It made me almost forget about Rosie.  

That was when she got the call. 

And everything changed. 

When she glanced down at her cell phone her brows narrowed with disapproval. Then she headed out of the office door without saying anything, shutting it close with a slam. 

I clutched at my necklace and fingered it nervously. I thought that maybe it was Rosie. Maybe a few minutes from now I could be sitting here with good news. I got our purses ready and then flipped the mirror to the back so I wouldn’t stare at myself. 

Mrs. Winter didn’t come back until a long time later. 

I sat there, biting my freshly polished nails. Then I sucked on my fingers a little. We were going to get late for the meeting, and that simply wasn’t going to fly. 

When Mrs. Winter came back, I was shocked to see that her face was flushed with red-hot anger. She didn’t speak. Simply grabbed my arm hard and took me to the elevator. 

Had that been Rosie?

“My purse!” I cried out just when we’d reached the ground floor. 

“Get it,” she snarled. 

I rushed back upstairs and got my purse. I almost tripped on the way. Wouldn’t it have been great to arrive at the headquarters with a nasty bruise on my head?

When I ran back to the parking lot, Mrs. Winter was shouting from the half-open car window.

“Don’t you dare make me late, you stupid whore,” she said. “Hold your damn breasts up and get in the fucking car!”

***

Are you okay, Mrs. Winter?

That was what I wanted to ask her, but my boss looked like she could bite your head off if you even tried to talk to her. 

We were on our way to the Sterling headquarters, a two-hour drive of which most had been spent in almost total silence. I sat beside her in the backseat of her Bentley and kept fidgeting with Google Maps on my phone, hoping that the minutes could go by quicker. 

Mrs. Winter’s cell phone rang again.

I adjusted the miniskirt I was wearing and listened while she engaged in what was a very heated phone call. She was too distracted to notice how I was watching her. How her gorgeous lips were pursed and her jaw tense as she spoke, or the way the fingers of her left hand played with themselves.

“Yes, Mom!” Mrs. Winter cried out in exasperation. “There’s no need for this! I know what’s on the line.”

Mom? That jolted me back to reality. 

Mrs. Winter abruptly hung up and flung the phone back into her handbag. 

I bit my lip and stared at her. It occurred to me how little I knew about her, and how I’d never thought to ask about her life beyond Cloverdale. 

I switched off my phone and slid it inside the little leather pocket on the front of my skirt. 

This time, I summoned up the courage to ask her what I really wanted. 

“Are you okay, Mrs. Winter?”

For a second I thought she hadn’t really heard me because she was still gazing out the window at the blurring landscape beyond us. Then she turned back and titled her head at me. I thought she’d look angry or something but all I saw was a woman trying her best to keep it together. 

“Was that your mom?” I asked bravely. 

She snorted. “The one and only Jemma Winter,” she said with spite in her voice. 

I scooted closer to her and laid a hand on her thigh. I wasn’t sure where this courage was coming from, but I just knew it was my place to make her feel better. Yes, sometimes that was through sex…but sometimes it could just be a holding hand. Or a shoulder to lean on.

Mrs. Winter didn’t look like she even felt my hand, but I rubbed my palm up and down her soft thigh. 

“She wants to kick me out of Cloverdale,” Mrs. Winter said suddenly, as if to herself. 

My hands flew to my mouth in shock. 

What?

Why?

“I…I don’t understand,” I said. 


CHAPTER 9

Mrs. Winter turned to stare at me. She looked like was living through a nightmare.

“Jemma doesn’t think I’m good enough,” she said finally. “She never did. She’s the only woman who could do business well enough to succeed...or so she thinks.” She sighed. “Cloverdale used to go by another name. We were very small back then, but my mother was the CEO. She did very well. Back in 2016, she even won the CAY awards. Then she had a bad injury and had to retire early.”

I squeezed her thigh, desperate to make her feel even a little bit better. “But she can’t really do anything right?” I said. “She’s retired. It doesn’t matter what she thinks.”

Mrs. Winter snorted. “I wish. My sweet mother is part of the Cloverdale board of directors. She has more than enough power to strip me of my position if I don’t show her I’m good enough for the company.”

My mouth fell open. I quickly recovered and looked inside my handbag and handed her a fresh tissue. The cabin grew quiet again. I guess the puzzle pieces were slowly starting to make sense. Why she’d been in such a hurry. Why she was willing to do anything to get this contract.

I’d been trying desperately to gain approval from my boss, but all the while, she’d been trying to gain approval from someone too. Cloverdale’s matriarch.

“We’re here,” Mrs. Winter said, looking a little startled. 

It took her just a second to retreat back to the person she’d always been: a strong, confident, no-nonsense businesswoman.

She gripped my arm hard and stared hard into my eyes. “Karly, you’re not going to disappoint me.”

“I won’t, Ma’am,” I said, although I had another million questions running through my brain. 

We’d never explicitly discussed what would happen at the meeting today. My  mind was going crazy with thoughts, each one crazier than the next. 

“Remember you’re doing this for me. Do you understand?” she said, gripping my hand even harder. “And I will only state this once. You will not talk unless you are ordered to talk. You will do exactly what they say. You will probably give up everything today. Remember Karly, I will be watching your every move.”

A flutter of excitement flew through me.

This really was the ultimate test. For both of us.

Rahul parked in front of the entrance and we clambered out. Quinn was there to greet us at the reception and then we were ushered into a conference room. I was so nervous I wished I could have the chance to go to the toilet and fix my makeup. But there was no time. 

It was now or never. 

I had to make my boss happy by giving my body up to the men behind that door. 

The room was larger than I expected, which instantly made me jittery. Seated at a long table were the men I’d invested hours into memorizing: their names, roles, accolades, and background history. At first blush, you wouldn’t believe these guys were in medical manufacturing. Some of them could pass off as underwear models.

Mrs. Winter went ahead and sat next to the man seated at the head of the table—CEO Dr. Adam Stowell. Just the way he sat at the table holding this huge, bejeweled pen made me quiver. A tall, menacing-looking guy in his late forties or so, Dr. Stowell wore glasses and his gray hair reflected under the lights like pure silver. I was pretty sure his perfectly chiseled jawline had garnered many female fans at Sterling.

On the other side of Dr. Stowell was Frederique Beauchamp, VP of Marketing. He was in his late thirties with a dark, perfectly oiled complexion and a set of body-builder arms. Further down was David Vogt, the younger AVP of Marketing. He was very clean-cut with a smile that reminded me of Ryan Gosling. The one in the pinstriped suit was Amir Nagra, CFO. The last man seated was operations manager Mark Frazer, the youngest out of the bunch and probably only a few years older than me. He had long curly hair down to his collar.

I stood off to the side, trying not to look too awkward as I watched the discussion take place. Dr. Stowell shared that Sterling had produced a new scanner that was just about to enter the market, and Mrs. Winter congratulated them. Most of the business speak flew through my head but I tried to listen closely to what was being said.

Soon, it seemed like they’d been talking for hours.

The energy in the room was still intense. Charged. By the way she was laughing and talking, though, Mrs. Winter looked like she was blowing this out of the water and didn’t really need any of my help. My nerves began to relax and my eyes wandered over to the muscular bodies occupying the meeting table. These sexy nerds were somehow all powerful men in business too. My thoughts were drifting. It would kind of be a shame if we left today without me getting to know them, but maybe it was all for the best. These hunks could never be satisfied with a sissy. They deserved someone gorgeous and womanly…someone like Rosie.

“What do you think?”

I exhaled quickly. The most important man at Sterling was talking to me, and I’d completely zoned out during the last thirty minutes.

“Uh…”

“You’re very silent, aren’t you?” Dr. Stowell remarked. “What’s your name?”

“Karly, sir. Karly Parsons.”

“Karly…” he repeated. His gaze fell to my large, commanding breasts.

I swallowed, not sure what to say. Everyone was staring at me now. I shrank back further toward the wall.

“Maybe Karly wouldn’t mind handing over our cups of coffee,” Dr. Stowell said. He nodded at me, his eyes glazed with clear interest. “You look like you could be a good coffee-server.”

They all laughed, including Mrs. Winter. I blushed, feeling like the butt of a joke.

The attention was still on me as I blindly walked around the room. The lights were so bright that I had to squint to check out where the coffee was. Finally spotting the small table with a tray and coffee machine, I headed over and started serving them in plastic cups. I could feel the secretive glances on my ass as I rounded the table.

Mrs. Winter smiled cryptically as I placed her cup at her side. I beamed, hoping she thought I was doing a good job.

“Watch out!”

The shout made me gasp, and the cup I was holding toppled onto the table. Steaming liquid spilled over a stack of papers and dribbled underneath a laptop.

Dr. Stowell’s laptop.

I instantly wanted to cry. “I’m so sorry!” I spluttered. With trembling arms, I placed the tray on the table and tried to mop up the coffee with paper napkins.

Dr. Stowell’s hand reached out and touched my arm. His lips twitched as he spoke. “Don’t be. You don’t have to be so polite, Karly Parsons.” His smile grew wider and my heart skipped a little.

I apologized again and gathered up all the dirty napkins.

“You missed a spot,” Frederique said, glancing at the floor.

“Yes, sir,” I said, and bent down to clean up the spot.

Frederique chuckled and muffled laughter filled the room. Had he just said that so they could all look at my ass? Ugh. This is so embarrassing. I felt like a clueless bimbo in front of all these manly men.

“Very well, gentlemen,” Mrs. Winter said. “If you’ll excuse me. Karly here should be able to help you out if you need any further assistance.”

“Thank you, Victoria.” Dr. Stowell gave her an appreciative nod. “I’m sure our team has questions that your assistant will be able to answer.”

“Oh, she will,” Mrs. Winter said. “My assistant can satisfy almost anything.”

A shiver ran through me as she uttered those words. But I was confused. Was she really going to leave me alone in here—in this den full of beasts? I thought she wanted to watch me? What were they even going to ask? I glanced at her. Tried to read her face to see what she wanted me to do. No signals.

“Goodbye, Karly,” Mrs. Victoria murmured in my ear as she left.

Stunned, I turned to face the Sterling team, who were all smiling—no, leering—at me.

Dr. Stowell’s glasses twinkled. “You’ve been standing all this time,” he said. “You should take a seat.” He waved me over with his palm, his expensive pen still wedged in between his fingers. 

I drew in a deep breath, grateful for the courtesy. If I had to stand any longer my knees were probably going to buckle up. As soon as I neared him, though, Dr. Stowell rolled his chair back and grabbed caught me by the waist and pulled me down onto his lap. I gasped and held onto the table as his arms tightened around me.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost, young lady,” he whispered. “We’re not going to hurt you. Don’t be scared.”

“I’m not, sir,” I muttered, though the words came out almost slurred.

I felt one of his shirt buttons pop open as he hugged me closer. He twisted my face towards him and I gave him an innocent, soul-searching look. He planted a kiss and I could feel him lick my lips as he pulled away. He reached up and wiped away some of my runaway lipstick with the tip of a finger. Something was growing beneath my butt. It was hot and throbbing and sent a thrill flaring up my spine.

“Hmm. You seem shy. Not that it’s a bad thing for a young lady. But you definitely need something to loosen you up.” Dr. Stowell paused, studying me for a brief minute. “Tell me about Victoria. Is she your Mistress?”

“Uh, she is,” I said. “She’s also my boss and, well, I’m her sissy.”

I searched his face for any obvious signs of disgust. There weren’t any, and I released a silent sigh.

“Well, I want to tell you that your Mistress has given us permission to enjoy you.”

“Really?” I breathed.

I knew the whole room could sense the eagerness in my voice. God, that made me feel so dirty and guilty. Was this really what Mrs. Winter wanted me to do?

“Oh, yes,” Dr. Stowell said. He patted my back gingerly. “Why don’t you put your arms around my neck? Show me some of that pretty sissy love.”

I flashed him a timid smile.

Could I really do this?

Could I really let go?


CHAPTER 10

Breathing slowly, I wound my arms around Sterling’s CEO. I liked how strong his shoulders felt. I liked how careful and polite he was with me—he could’ve treated me like a bag of dirt but he didn’t. That must mean he really liked me, right? Even though I’d probably killed his laptop, he didn’t really seem to care. My mind zapped back to what I’d felt with Steve. I was feeling the same thing now, and it was hot and raw and heavy…and it was going to be impossible to ignore.

I leaned in further and my breasts squashed against his chest. His silver-gray hair smelled like freshly washed laundry. The room went silent again. I was breathing really noisily so I pursed my lips to force myself to dial it back in. I wanted to appear demure and pretty. Desirable.

Dr. Stowell tapped on the table with his pen. It clinked loudly. “Maybe you could loosen up on top of this,” he suggested. “Have a stretch.”

I rammed my anxiety to one side and nodded, loosening my arms around him. Before I let go, though, I gave his bicep a squeeze. It was like squeezing a block of cement.

Dr. Stowell helped me on top of the table. Blood rushed to my head as I settled down on my back. It felt strangely good. I was surrounded by suit ties and muscles and a shitload of testosterone. I stretched my arms over my head and arched my back so my chest pushed out. A blur of heads zoomed over me and I almost tittered. My boobs did a little bounce and rested on my chin. God, they were huge. Did they like that they were huge?

Someone reached out and touched my hair, tucking a flyaway strand behind my ear. I looked up at him and smiled. The brown eyes and olive-colored face of Amir greeted me. He had taken off his pinstriped jacket and the topmost part of his shirt was now unbuttoned. I was still feeling a little shy but trying my hardest not to show it. I wanted to be seductive for these men. Pull them in by my easy femininity. Maybe Mrs. Winter changed her mind and didn’t want to watch me anymore. Maybe she wanted me to go on this adventure by myself.

In seconds several hands roamed across my outfit while I writhed along the glasstop. Dr. Stowell bent over and inserted his fingers into the crook of my shoulder. Pressed so tight I quivered. His free hand went up and held my right breast. His hand bobbed when my breast began to bounce obscenely for him. Someone else grabbed my left breast, massaging it roughly, then bouncing it like a ball. I groaned. Just watching my boobs getting fondled like that was going to be enough to cream myself.

Roughened palms slid up my leg. I made eye contact with David, the AVP of Marketing. His Ryan Gosling smile was making me weak. In another world, this guy wouldn’t have given me a second look. But now he was rubbing my outer thigh like he wanted to get a piece of me.

“You are so soft,” he whispered, enunciating each word like he wanted to show me he meant it.

Dr. Stowell appeared next to him. “Help me,” he grunted. His fingers were resting on his unbuttoned pants, showing off a strip of underwear.  

“Of course, sir,” I murmured and slowly slid across the glass table. Things were moving quickly and I had to keep up. I unzipped him all the way and exposed his dark-print silk boxer shorts. Then his thick cock was thrumming in my hand, his balls like velvet across the edge of my palm. The need to taste him erupted inside of me, so strong I could feel it take hold of my soul. I’d been able to resist Steve—even been proud of it. Now? I was powerless. I had no choice but to obey my filthy sissy whims.

“Go on, you dirty whore,” Dr. Stowell said sharply, all traces of his initial decency gone. “I know you know how this is done. You’ve done much dirtier things with men before, I’m sure.”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered and placed my pouty lips around his cock. How could I even tell him that no man had ever put a body part inside my sissy pussy? That I wouldn’t even know how to act if that happened? Maybe he was going to find that out for himself soon enough.

Dr. Stowell’s hip thrust into me until his cock whammed against my soft palate. I tried swallowing but couldn’t. All I could taste was cock and acidic sweat. I gushed in one breath after another, sucking sloppily, holding the base of his penis gingerly like a microphone. His thrusts steadily became more violent until he was slamming his hips into my mouth so hard I couldn’t have resisted him even if I’d wanted to.  

“That’s right,” he moaned. “Keep sucking. You’ll show me and my team what an obedient little whore you are.”

Keeping my mouth wrapped around his hard pole, I forced myself to accept even more of his length. His grunts of pleasure were like drug hits to my brain. Was it official now? Had I transformed into a cock-loving, cum-sucking sissy? A man reduced to a serving whore—and trained to love it? My thoughts flurried away as Dr. Stowell took hold of the lower end of my wig and pulled, causing me to shake like a bobblehead.

“That’s right, cunt,” he panted. “Do it. Choke on my cock.”

I stared up at him. The face of the most powerful man in the building stared back at me. His hold on my hair tightened. I could see that using me was the only thing on his mind right now. I rode on that high as I kept sucking.

Off to the side, I smelled more cock. Frederique’s groin banged into me, his hot black penis cradled in his hand. I’d never seen such a big penis before. Realizing I had to multi-task, I grabbed it with my left hand and started to stroke. Co-ordinating two different jobs was a lot harder than I thought. I was already feeling overwhelmed when something whammed against the other side of my face. It was David. I paused for a moment to do a recon, ending by spitting on both cocks on either side of me before I resumed my handjobs.

Keeping my wrists going at a steady rhythm, I swished my tongue while pressing it towards the underside of Dr. Stowell’s shaft. He moaned, yanking hard on my wig. He was close—I could see it. I wanted to suck him dry. Stare into his face while he spurted into my mouth. Not long now. It wasn’t like I’d had a lot of practice, but I guess I was good at giving blowjobs. He let out a loud yap as he shot his seed down my throat. Kept pumping hard until he was spent, leaving me with the vile aftertaste of semen when he finally vacated my mouth.

I fought the sniffles in my nose as I turned my attention to Frederique.

I was far from pretty now, with all the saliva spilling down my chin and cum-laced breath but when he reached down and tore the buttons off my blouse I felt sexy as hell. He cupped my tits eagerly while I licked his bulbous penis head. Even swallowing half of his length would be one for the books. A real sissy achievement. My lips chafed as I kept sucking. Then I switched to kiss and suck his balls. Fred sighed in pleasure. His crotch was hairy—the sign of a confident man. My hands kept moving but by this time I didn’t even know who I was servicing by now. All I knew was I was surrounded by cocks—and somehow I knew that was exactly what Mrs. Winter had wanted.

To my disappointment, Fred hadn’t cum by the time he’d emptied himself out of my mouth with a ‘pop’ and moved on. But I had no time to be blue—because another man quickly took his place. A glow spread through me at the sight of David’s smile. Even Ryan Gosling wanted a blowie from me today.

I was trying to lure his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth when Fred said something that made my heart go still.

“Everyone stop,” he snarled.

The room grew quiet again except for David’s soft breathless grunts. Feeling nervous, I let go of his cock and turned my head to face Fred. He’d unzipped my miniskirt and gathered it at hip-level with one coarse palm sliding down my ass. He let out a hiss as he took in the view. Then he picked at my thong and pulled it to the side, revealing my fleshy butt crack to all the men in the room.

"Look at that ass. You look like a sissy girl who likes to get fucked hard," Fred said loudly so everyone could hear. "You like getting your ass fucked hard?"

Trembling, I nodded. I mean, he wasn’t wrong, but everyone here seemed to think I was a whore who went to gangbang parties every weekend.

"You’ll let me fuck your cute little ass, then?" Fred asked.

"I…” I couldn’t speak. All I could think of how I was going to lose my anal virginity to a big black cock.

“Babe, it's okay,” he whispered. “Just let me enjoy you. I promise you’ll enjoy it too.”

I nodded again. Holding me firmly by the hips, he wedged his penis into my crack and pushed it in. That first inch made my thighs quiver. My asshole ached as it expanded, stretching wide to fit his sizeable shaft. Then he was fucking me. Actually fucking my little virgin asshole. The tension in me washed away, giving way to a pleasure I’d never known. It was everything I’d expected it to be…and now I was scared it could be even more.

“Oh, fuck…” I whimpered as I felt his member move swiftly in and out of my hole.

“You like being used like this?” Fred demanded. “Like a cheap dumb whore?”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned.

He whacked me on the butt. “Then say it, whore. Say it out loud for everybody to hear.”

“I’m such a w-w-whore, sir,” I stuttered. “All I want is c-cock. All I want is to be abused by men…”

“Men? You have a type?”

“I’m not picky, sir,” I said honestly.

Fred laughed, and so did everyone else. I blushed.

“Think your Mistress would be proud of you? Seeing you bent over like this?”

“Yes…” I said after a pause. “She loves to see me be a slut.”

“I bet she does,” Fred said. “Everyone likes to see pretty girls getting used.”

I moaned, swinging my ass a little to help him fuck me. Everyone likes to see pretty girls getting used. The words echoed like blaring drumbeats in my head and I was rising higher and higher, drifting into space until I was nothing but a weightless ball of pleasure.

Was that really what I was? A pretty girl? Had I somehow entered the mysterious women’s room I’d always thought had been out of reach? Had I crossed the bridge of my transformation? Someone grabbed my head, snapping me rudely back to reality. It was David again. He pulled me towards his waiting cock and didn’t let go until my lips wrapped tight around it. He was a little more rough with me now  that I’d made my dirty admission, egging himself into me until I was ready to gag. But I didn’t stop sucking. No. I was never going to stop.

I was getting fucked from both ends now, and it was heaven.

If only Mrs. Winter had been there beside me to witness just how much I was enjoying all these cocks…


CHAPTER 11

I will never forget the moment I had a man cum inside me. Fred was that person. I’d been worried I was never going to be able to make him cum, because he fucked me for a long time. But when he announced that he was just about to cum, I began jiggling my ass so the visual could help him go over the edge. I could feel every second of his climax as it reverberated through me. My nerves buzzed with a surge of hot, euphoric energy. At the same time, David’s cock lurched in the back of my mouth and I tasted that first drop of his golden cream.

Before long, Fred’s cum was spilling out of my ass and down my sissy balls.

That moment was really the first time I ever understood the essence of the word ‘whore’.

The wheels of an office chair screeched as Dr. Stowell pushed it away before lining himself up against my sore behind. The sexy CEO was next. I curled up against his hot groin when I felt his plump tip press against my cheeks. My sissy pussy was pulsing and twitching frantically, eager for penetration. I didn’t think I’d love cocks this much. I thought of Steve again, half-wishing I had fucked him too. Maybe I could make it happen, but of course I’d have to ask Mrs. Winter first.

This is ridiculous, I found myself thinking. I’m getting ganged and all I can think of is getting more cock!

“Karly, this is a real treat,” Dr. Stowell said briskly right before he entered me. “It’s not everyday we get to hang out with young women like you. An unfortunate fact, but it’s the truth. Did you know that only 5% of Sterling’s workforce is female?”

“No, sir,” I said, propping my right elbow on a stack of books manila folders for support.

Dr. Sterling pushed in hard and I cried out as my asshole accepted him. Who knew that medical manufacturing was a male-dominated industry? I guess that explained a lot.

I was soon surrounded by cock and cum inside that large conference room, pressed from both sides and stuffed to the brim. My limbs were stretched, contorted, and stretched some more. They kept telling me I was a good girl now, and I think I actually started to believe it. There were many, many times where I came close to creaming myself, but I didn’t do it. I didn’t want to hurt Mrs. Winter by letting go like that.

Immediately after Dr. Sterling shot his sour milk inside me, I was thrown on my back and rammed violently again. Close to an hour later, the glass table had become dangerously slippery with sweat and love juices splashed across the surface, and my body was so worn out I couldn’t tell where it began and where it ended. I felt like a toilet, being used and emptied of male waste. A few of the members of the Sterling team were in their second and third rounds of exploiting my ass, but there were still no signs of anyone being satiated. And even though I was having the time of my life, I really missed Mrs. Winter. I was sad she hadn’t been here to witness my special moment. And really, even though real, breathing cocks were awesome, no cock could compare to her cock.

“Our girl looks exhausted,” Fred said. “She needs a break.”

“No, um, it’s okay,” I said. “I can keep going.”

Dr. Stowell reached up and put a hand on Fred’s shoulder. “She can spread her legs for one more, I’m sure. Can’t you, Karly?”

I wiped away the blob of sweat and makeup that had accumulated underneath my eyes and cleared my throat before answering. “Of course I can, sir.”

Fred nodded. He started buttoning up his shirt.

Dr. Stowell looked around the room and smiled. “Who’s going to take one for the team then?”

For a moment it looked like no one was going to volunteer. Then David took a step forward. “I will, Adam.”

“You know what to do,” Dr. Stowell said, then raised a peppery eyebrow at him. I couldn’t help but think they were exchanging some kind of secret message.

David grabbed my hand and helped me off the table. He was naked from the waist down and the only thing he had on top was a disheveled, open shirt. I liked the way his muscles rippled under his shirt even at the slightest movement. We headed over to the chair Dr. Stowell had been sitting on for the meeting. He swiveled it around to face it back toward the wall.

“Sit on my lap,” he said.

Shyly, I did as he instructed. He was no stranger to my body now, but a one-to-one was still different. As soon as I sat down he held my skinny arms in a tight grip and started to kiss my neck. I breathed in and rolled my head back, enjoying the way the outline of his penis underneath me made my clit twitch. I knew he would pump me up with cum soon.

“Ride me,” David said hoarsely.

I bit my lip and raised my ass so he could enter me. He did it easily and held my hips tight as a vice as I slowly began to gyrate over him. I fixed my gaze on the ceiling and moaned. That was when I noticed the blinking light above us. A black ball sliding around in its hinge attached to the corner of the wall. An eye.

Oh shit.


CHAPTER 12

My heart clenched. I would’ve fallen to the floor if David hadn’t been holding onto me so tightly. It all made sense. Mrs. Winter had loved to watch me from behind the scenes from the very beginning. She hadn’t missed my special moment—she’d been there for every single second of it.

“Something wrong?” David murmured in my ear.

I shook my head. With my gaze still fixed to the camera, I started riding David. I played with my hair. Tousled it nicely before sliding my palms sensually over my breasts, which were heaving chaotically like those of a heroine in a romance novel. I upped the speed. The weight of my clit cage and balls hit me with each bounce—an undeniable reminder of who I really was. The pit of my stomach flamed with both desire and adrenaline, spreading tingles all the way to my groin.

I wanted to put on a show for the woman I loved.

“Oh shit,”  David moaned. “You’re so sexy.”

I moaned for him. His musk was getting stronger. Overwhelming. I was so, so close—my tip was leaking lightly and the finish line was getting unbearably close…

When David came he uttered a low, rumbling grunts. I could feel his cock working its quick, powerful thrusts as he squirted, latching onto my neck again. It was a little painful—painful but oh-so-satisfying. My head rattled but I kept my eyes focused on that small black ball on the wall. Sure, David was cute…but I wasn’t doing this for him at all. 

When he was done, I lay on the tiled floor and sucked any remaining cream off his cock. I kissed both his balls and licked them clean too. I was handed some napkins—just barely enough to wipe my hands so I could shake hands with everyone in the room. I was exhausted, but seeing the happy smiles on their faces more than made up for it.

I was escorted out of the conference room and found myself in an empty corridor. Clutching the seams of my blouse together so they’d close over my bra, I limped along, trying to see if I could remember the way out. I didn’t see anybody, but I was going to feel bad if a Sterling employee just happened to stumble upon a nameless ratty girl in torn clothes wandering through their office.

I was just about to make a left turn when something snatched at my skirt and shoved me through a door. The pleasant smell of air freshener greeted me as I turned around to see Mrs. Winter standing in the women’s room.

“Get inside,” she said and pushed me inside one of the toilet stalls.

It was so comforting to see her again that I hugged her tight—only to remember that I was a mess that smelled distinctly of semen. “Sorry...” I mumbled.

Mrs. Winter lifted my face by the chin and searched my eyes. “You enjoyed that, girl? You enjoyed being a slut in there? Being the center of attention in a group of rich men who just wanted to use you for your body?”

I shivered and nodded.

She placed her purse on top of the toilet tank and sat down on the closed bowl, peering at me.

“Did I do a good job, Mrs. Winter?” I asked hesitantly. My heart was revving up again, suddenly unsure of all the effort I’d put in. It was an awful feeling. “I thought you were watching me from the camera…”

“Of course I was,” she said coldly. “I would never demean myself by being in such a room with you.”

“I understand, Ma’am,” I said quietly.

She crossed her arms and stared at me. “You are disgusting, Karly. Just look at you. Your bra is showing. Are you nothing more than a common prostitute?”

“I can take an Uber and go home,” I said, my eyelids twitching.

“No,” Mrs. Winter said sharply. “You will do no such thing.”

There was a pregnant pause. I glanced at the floor, my brain whirring. What the hell was I supposed to say?

“There’s only one thing left to do now, Karly,” she announced as if she read my mind.

I flicked my eyes up at her. My skin prickled as she stood up and approached me. I was lifted into the air and placed on top of the little granite sink next to the toilet. My butt slipped in and my thighs spread wide open so I had no choice but to expose all my private parts to her. I blushed red as a tomato knowing she could see how violated my little sissy pussy was. Traces of half-dried sperm was lodged inside my crack, making trails all the way up to my tortured globes.

“Stay still,” she ordered.

My mouth fell open in disbelief when her hand slipped down her bra and she fished out the small key I knew so well. The next thing I knew my chastity was exposed and unlocked. Desire blew through me, almost crushing me with its intensity. Fuck, I need this. I need this! Mrs. Winter drew me to her fiercely, her fingers caressing my bruised lips.

“You have no clue what you do to me, Karly,” she breathed angrily. “No clue.”

“Oh, my Mistress...”I whispered, inhaling her sweet scent and feeling instantly overwhelmed. “Mistress, I...I’m gonna...”

I couldn’t speak. I just knew if she laid another finger on me and I’d cum so hard I’d see stars in the neighboring galaxy.

Mrs. Winter ignored me. With a firm grip she began pleasuring me. Stroking and squeezing my unconstrained clitty like she was ready to choke it dry. I started to squirm, then held onto her wrist tight.

“Don’t touch me,” she hissed.

I must. “I can’t...” I said, holding onto her slender fingers as my brain clouded at the pleasure swelling behind my balls, which had now probably grown to twice their size.

She let out a curse and yanked at my hand, throwing it violently away from my crotch. “Don’t touch me again!” she said. “Let me do this.”

Letting my arms slacken to the side, I surrendered to her control. I could only watch as the tip of my clitty flushed and reddened before my eyes. I hardened some more, my emotions shooting through the roof. Her touch was electric. No other woman could do this to me. Make me feel like a sinner and an angel at the same time. Make me feel like the weakest yet most desired girl in the world.

If I was a whore so be it. At least I’d get to be her whore.

“Your three weeks are up,” Mrs. Winter murmured as she stroked me. “I have to make a decision, Karly. Do I keep you or let you go?”

I drew in a trembling breath, fear fluttering through me in nauseating waves. This was it. I’d done everything for this. Was I going to lose it all? After everything we’d done together?

Mrs. Winter smiled and I instantly felt comforted again. There was a gentleness in her blazing eyes that I hadn’t seen for a long time.  “The funny thing is...”she said. “You belong to me now, Karly. We’ve bonded so tightly I don’t think one of us could exist without the other. I’ve made you my sissy and I have to say...you’re perfect for me.”

Tears bloomed under my eyelids and I almost screamed at the relief I felt. All the hard work. The uncertainty. It was all over. My role as Victoria Winter’s personal assistant was going to be official.

She picked up the pace of her stroking and I was back in heaven. We kissed as I came, and I held her tight then but she didn’t stop me. I hugged her as our tongues melded and my milk splashed over my own breasts and dripped down my stomach. She fed me my milk and I licked it eagerly before we kissed again, and it seemed like we were both dripping in cum and it felt so darn hot I could’ve melted in her arms.

When we broke apart, all I felt was this awful, lonely emptiness.

“My sweet Karly,” Mrs. Winter purred, lovingly brushing the side of my face. “You’re mine. Mine forever.”

What about Rosie, you selfish a-hole?

How dare you?

Stop, I thought as my vision spun before me. Fucking stop!

Rosie hates me.

She fucked me and humiliated me.

I stared into Mrs. Winter’s face. I saw her struggles and maybe I was the only person she’d ever been this vulnerable with. I loved her for that. But she had no clue that I was thinking of someone else while I was with her. A fresh flood of tears ran down my cheeks, but this time it was because I’d remembered my last encounter with Rosie. I’d been such an idiot. I’d offered my body to her even though I’d promised Mrs. Winter I wouldn’t.

I could lose everything if I brought the subject up again.

I’d definitely lose it all if I confessed what I’d done behind her back.

“Karly?” Her voice was soft now. Motherly. “I can see you’ve got something on your mind. Talk to me, darling.”

The truth punched me in the stomach as I gazed at the toilet roll like it was the most interesting thing in the room. Rosie deserved this too. Yes, she didn’t give a crap about me. But…she deserved to have her lover by her side. Mrs. Winter deserved it too.

But what would that mean for me?

“Mrs. Winter...” my voice came out as a croak. “I have something to tell you.”

Her brows narrowed and a flash of indecision crossed her face. Her fingers fell from my face. “What is it?”

“Please...just please don’t be mad at me,” I pleaded.

My lover’s eyes darkened. “What is it? Spit it out, girl!”

I couldn’t look at her like that anymore. I slid off the sink and hunkered down toward the wall, bundling myself in my tattered blouse the best I could. I took a deep breath. It was time.

With my back to my boss, I started to confess.


THE END…FOR NOW!

Stay tuned for Part 5—the scorching hot finale of Karly’s femdom adventure!

RELEASING SOON!

If you’d like me to personally send you an email when Part 5 is released, you can sign up for my newsletter here.

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY NEWSLETTER

Want exclusive email updates, announcements, and hot new releases? Sign up for my newsletter! You’ll also get to download Transformed By His Online Date, a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story!


HUNGRY FOR MORE?

Also by Rae Robinson:

In Too Deep

 [image: ]

Be careful what you wish for, pretty girl.

Submit once and there’s no going back…

In Too Deep contains five scorching hot stories by feminization author Rae Robinson, now available in a bundle for the first time!

Perfect for obedient first-time sissies waiting for a beautiful woman’s unrelenting demands!

This erotica bundle includes:

Roommate From Hell

Pretty For My Wife’s Boss

Femdom Therapist

Posing For Her

Pleasing The Cowgirl

Themes include femdom punishment and sissy training, first time feminization, cuckolding, chastity, straight to sissy, BDSM/bondage, corporal punishment/spanking, bullying, teasing/humiliation, degradation, strap-on action, bi-action and CFNM.

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!

US

Canada

UK


Feminized: The Complete Series (Books 1-5)
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Grab these five irresistible tales of first time feminization and crossdressing at an exclusive discount price.

You’ll meet Alan, Miles, Hugo, Scott, and Jase, all of whom are about to undergo the transformation of a lifetime. Because when you become a beautiful woman, anything can happen. Soon enough, they’ll become sensuous objects of desire and grapple with unexpected passions and sugar-sweet cravings. But once they get a taste, there’s really no turning back...

This complete five-book series includes:

Feminized & Willing

Feminized & Desperate

Feminized & Innocent

Feminized & Reckless

Feminized & Broken

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!

US

Canada

UK


Also by Rae Robinson:

Total Submission: 15-Book Mega Bundle
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Are you ready to worship her?

Grab these 15 scorching hot stories of femdom feminization, sissification, and crossdressing—now available in a MEGA bundle for the first time at an exclusive discount price!

It won’t be long before you’ll fall down on your knees, spread your legs, and realize your fate as her dolled-up sissy in panties!

This hot 15-book erotica mega bundle includes:

Tamed & Trained

Claimed By Cheerleaders

From Husband To Lesbian Lover

Sissy Behind Bars

Becoming Her Sissy Doll

Sweet Little Sissy Maid

A Very Hard Lesson

Secret Santa’s Sissy

Becoming Her Pet

I Feminized My Fiancé

Serving The MILF

Pleasing Mistress Vera

Valentine’s Day Surprise

Passion Island

My Bossy Girlfriend: A Femdom Sissy Maid Story

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!

US

Canada

UK


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY AUTHOR PAGE

(AKA your never-ending treasure trove of feminization fantasies!)

To check out all my hot new releases, be sure to visit my Amazon Author Page!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.

OEBPS/image_rsrcWJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcWM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcWN.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcWK.jpg
RAE ROBINSON






