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FEMDOM BOSS

PART 5: SERVING THEIR LESBIAN DESIRES




CHAPTER 1

With my back to her, I started to confess.

Once I started speaking, it was like I couldn’t stop. Everything spilled out of me like a broken dam, though there was a real possibility she’d whack me off to another planet even before I was done.

I told her everything.

How scared I’d been. How I’d crushed the trust she’d had in me. How sucky this had all made me feel, but in the end, how I had to think about her and Rosie. How I felt guilty as hell knowing I’d kept someone away from the person they loved the most. How the hell was I supposed to be happy knowing that it was all my fault?

When I finally stopped, I felt so light, like I’d just shrugged off a hefty backpack after a hike. I wiped some of my tears with sweaty fingers and turned around only to see that Mrs. Winter wasn’t there. The stall door had been left wide open and it was eerily quiet in the restroom.

Heart racing, I rushed out and sighed with relief when I saw her by one of the sinks. She was fixing her lipliner with an expert hand, her eyes focused on herself through the mirror. She pretended she didn’t see me.

“If you want to spank me right now you can go ahead, Mrs. Winter,” I said, my voice choked and broken. “You can do whatever you want to me. I know I deserve it and I’m sorry I had to say all that but it was eating me up inside.”

Mrs. Winter smacked her lips and opened the tap to wash her hands. She studied her hair in the mirror. Her coiled-up hairstyle looked like it had just been done. She shut off the water and sighed.

“Well, you know I’ve always appreciated honesty,” she said. Then she whacked on the dryer at full blast. I stood there silently, stewing in what she’d just said.

“Get your cage,” she demanded.

I hurried into the stall and fetched it. We were silent as she adjusted the device, pushing my balls through with a firm hand and sliding the cage onto my clitty without a hitch. I lowered my skirt and inhaled deeply when she was done.

“You’ve had a long day,” she said. “You need rest. Rahul will drop me at the office, and then he’ll take you home.”

I nodded. I hated the way she was talking to me, like I was some kind of stranger.

She’d been so happy with me just minutes ago.

No one spoke on our way back to the office. The faint purr of the engine was the only sound keeping my thoughts company. This hadn’t been what I’d expected. I was sure she’d yell at me, pinch my balls or hit me on my ass with those whip-like slaps of hers. Somehow, her silence was even worse. Because it just made me feel a thousand times more guilty.

How could I even show her how sorry I was? There was no ‘sorry’ that could fix this mess. Nothing I could say or do would change what I’d done.

The sky was darkening by the time we reached the office. Right before she got out of the car, Mrs. Winter hurled her handbag over her shoulder and pursed her glossy red lips before she spoke. “Everything you do is a choice, Karly. And choices have consequences, whether you like it or not. We had an agreement you wouldn’t contact Rosie, but not only did you break it, you went and did something far worse. If you thought that you could bring Rosie back, you’re much more naïve than I thought.” She squeezed her handbag strap with whitened knuckles and exhaled sharply. “Listen to me. Rosie’s chapter is closed. Do you hear me? Closed. She’ll never come back to us. So don’t you dare talk about her—or what you said to me in that stall—ever again. Understood?”

“Yes…” My voice trailed off as my throat clogged up. The words were sinking in like a rock, filling me up with shame. “Sorry, Mrs. Winter,” I added meekly.

“Don’t say that.” Her nostrils flared. “You know I don’t like words of apology.”

Then she abruptly turned around and left.

***

I was miserable.

Cloverdale was becoming more and more of a hellhole, and it wasn’t even because of my problems with Mrs. Winter. I had been outed. Everyone on the twelfth floor knew who I was now—that awkward guy in recruitment who’d been transformed into the sexy office pet.

And…no one liked the sexy office pet.

Sometimes when I went downstairs I’d hear people whispering and snickering. Some of them were even downright pervy, ‘complimenting’ me on how pretty my hair was or how great my outfit looked on my body. There was even a guy from sales who kept calling me ‘Big Tits’. It wasn’t just humiliating—it was workplace bullying.

But what had I expected? A bed of roses? People to roll out a red carpet just because I was fucking the CEO? So I kept my mouth zipped and continued to work—even harder than I had before. I kept Mrs. Winter’s office spotless and arranged for fresh flowers to be delivered every morning so the Cave didn’t look so much like a dark, festering…well, cave. And when it was time to work, it was time to work—PacMan had long become a thing of the past.

More than that, though, I paid attention to how I looked. I woke up two hours early every morning to take a shower and do my hair and makeup. Since I’d come to hate my own sweat, I showered both at night and in the morning and doused myself in body creams to fix the dryness. In the evenings, I taught myself lessons in femininity. I practiced walking in heels and tried out different styles of makeup and even learned how to French braid my wigs. I’d flip through Vogue and other magazines to draw inspiration for my own looks. Mrs. Winter and I had progressed to me buying my new outfits myself, which I did almost exclusively online using a company credit card. I loved it because I could privately measure myself to make sure the advertised clothes were a perfect fit.

Mrs. Winter was also busier than I’d ever seen her. If she wasn’t on conference calls or product launch discussions with our managers, she was out at lengthy external meetings or marketing events. This was disappointing. We’d often have to resort to five-minute sex in between meetings which didn’t really satisfy either of us. If she was bored enough though she’d cancel a meeting and we’d skulk off to her fave restaurant where she’d fuck me inside a fully private booth.

Those days were a lot better, of course.

Mid-week, I was busy working on editing a report when Mrs. Winter came up to me and said she’d be going out for an unscheduled lunch meeting with Mr. Schlesselman, the CEO of a large fashion retailer.

“You can go home if I’m not back by five,” she said. “I might go home directly after the meeting.”

I tried to hide my disappointment. I’d worn my stilettos along with a butt-hugging crocodile-skin skirt and a boob-squeezing blouse, hoping to seduce her that day. The worst part was she looked extra hot—she was definitely trying to impress Schlesselman.

“I expect you to be starting on your latest assignment,” she continued. “Recruiting people for our focus group.”

I inwardly groaned. Great. I’d have to weasel my way down to talk to the twelfth-floor bullies again.

Mrs. Winter closed the office door with a heel. “Rahul will be here in twenty minutes to pick me up,” she said.

My eyes widened. That was code for ‘bend over’. “Where do you want me to…?”

Mrs. Winter stepped over to her desk and rapped on it. “Right here.”

She undressed me quickly but made me leave my stockings and panties on. I crouched over the glazed surface as she pulled down my underwear. Her sticky lips felt like honey as she bit down on one ass cheek, pausing to hear me yowl before she bit the other. She slapped my ass hard enough to make my teeth vibrate. Then she penetrated me. Long, hard thrusts that fogged my vision and left me hot and full and dizzy.

“Your cunt is getting looser by the day,” she commented. “Any man who fucks you now will find out just what a whore you really are. Isn’t that nice, sissy?”

I moaned, not sure if it was true or whether she was playing mind games with me. Mrs. Winter didn’t say much after that. She hugged my breasts tight and cried out when she came, then instantly pulled out and got changed. When she left, I was leaking and gaping and my prostate needed more. Would’ve killed for more.

Sometimes I wished I could remind her about Rosie just so she could get angrier and fuck me for longer.

Sex was different now, but it was hard to put how exactly it was different into words. Ever since that day at Sterling, Mrs. Winter had become kind of disconnected with me, and I’d notice that the most during sex. She was cold and distant, using me like I was a plastic object with no feelings attached. She hardly kissed me on the lips or called me ‘darling’. I knew I had to be patient though. She needed time to recover, and I needed time to win back her trust.

If I could turn back the clock, though, and get us back to where we’d been before…there was no question.

I’d do it.


CHAPTER 2

Two hours after Mrs. Winter had left, I was on the elevator grating down to the twelfth floor. I’d wanted to get my assignment over with as soon as possible, but a few other tasks had kept me busy.

The purpose of the focus group was to get feedback on a new employee survey before we rolled it out to the masses. My plan was to ask someone from each team to collect names of volunteers and email me the final list. That way I could get away with talking to as few people as possible…which was always a plus in an environment where few people liked you. As long as I lay low and did everything quickly enough, I could hopefully whiz back upstairs in one piece.

As the elevator doors slid open though, my heart started to thump. I had this awful feeling that something was waiting for me down there. Maybe it was because I hated bullies. I was bullied all throughout high school and it was the kind of shit that stayed with you forever.

Shut up, brain, and breathe, I told myself. Don’t be such a baby. Just get the names and get the hell out of there.

I breathed a sigh of relief as I stepped out. The floor was quieter than usual, and I could hear voices booming from our conference rooms. I’d come through during some kind of big stand-up or town hall meeting, and the guy who kept calling me Big Tits was nowhere to be seen. Perfect. I headed over to the large desk where the sales team worked, thinking I could start there because they were mostly girls and some of the nicer people at Cloverdale.

“Hey,” I asked Lauren, the 4’11” girl seated at the head. “Could I get five minutes of your time?”

“Sure!” she said, springing up. Her eyes brightened—a lot like Rosie’s—except hers was a warm, deep brown. “Shoot.”

I explained the need for a focus group and how she could help me.

“You got it,” Lauren said. She scribbled something into her planner. “Would it be alright if I send it through by EOD?”

I smiled. “That would be perfect.”

“Great!” Wedging her planner under one arm, she glanced down at my stilettos, her generous gaze traveling upward. “Oooh, I love your skirt, by the way.” She stroked the crocodile skin on the front. “You have good taste, sis! I can only imagine what this must’ve cost you.”

I blushed. “Thank you. I got a great deal on it.”

I moved on to the set of cubicles where our account managers sat. The only guy sitting there was focused intently on his computer. I faintly remembered his name. Was it Jon? Or Don?

“Um, hi,” I called out, tapping him lightly on the shoulder. “Jon?”

“Hey,” he said with a deadpan expression.

I forced a smile. “I just wanted to—”

“Oh look who it is!”

My heart sank at the voice. Keeping my face still as stone, I continued talking to Jon. “I’d like your assistance on a focus group we’re building.”

“Damn! Nice bubble butt.”

A giant whistle—a literal catcall—pierced my ears.

I spun around, and sure enough, Steve was grinning back at me. It wasn’t a friendly grin. It was a sly, holier-than-thou smirk that made his long face and long nose even uglier. In the few times we’d bumped into each other after I’d rejected him, Steve had been acting pretty sour towards me.

“Can I help with the focus group or whatever it is you’re doing?” he asked loudly. “You must need some help if you’re dressed like that.”

“That’s pretty crass, even for a lowlife like you,” I hissed, turning back to Jon so his stare wouldn’t linger on my breasts. Except now he had a full view of my ass, which was maybe worse. Heat pooled into my heart as I heard him take a sharp breath. God, he knew. He’d held me that day…felt me. Even after all that he still wanted me…badly. And he was bitter.

I tapped Jon on the shoulder again. He’d already mounted his massive headset and returned to his screen. “Hey, Jon? Jon?”

Coarse hands grabbed my arm and whirled me to the side.

“Who are you calling lowlife?” Steve growled, spit flying into my face. “At least my dick isn’t defective. By the way, his name is Don, Blondie. Don. Suffering from short term memory loss? I heard sleeping with the boss can do that to you.”

I wanted to slap him so hard. My hands shook as I forced them down to my sides. “My sex life is none of your business,” I hissed.

“It is if Victoria is playing favorites,” someone butted in.

My eyes flitted and fell on the last person I wanted to see. The creep who was obsessed with my chest. I didn’t know his name but his shaggy hair was looking extra pudgy that day, rising out the top of his head like a mushroom cloud. He had his arms folded and was already staring below the V-neck of my blouse. “No offense,” he added, pointing shamelessly. “But those are really, really big.”

“Will you both just shut up,” I snapped. “I’m trying to get some work done here and you guys are harassing me.”

Steve took a step forward. For a split second, I thought he was going to shove me. But his arms went behind my back and down my butt instead. He helped himself to a handful of ass and squeezed. A fiery current zapped up my spine as he leaned in and his whole body embraced me. If Mrs. Winter hadn’t left me so horny, maybe I wouldn’t even dream of spreading my legs right now…

“Harassing, huh?” Steve whispered. “Then what do you call what you did to me that day in that room? Harmless flirting?” My face flushed maroon as his hands flew up and squeezed my breasts. “Don’t tell me you don’t like this.”

I moaned. I did. I really did. Mrs. Winter, what have you done to me? I’ve become an animal!

“Cut it out,” another guy piped up. “If Victoria sees this, we’re screwed.”

Steve’s ugly pale mouth twisted into a smile. “Lucky for us, she’s not in,” he said. “I saw her leave.”

“Oh,” the guy said. “In that case is it okay if I join you guys?”

“Help yourself,” Steve said.

“Get the fuck away from me, assholes!” I spat, trying to walk backwards in the direction of the elevator. Except I lost my sense of direction and bumped hard into a wall. My heart thudded as I surveyed the male party before me wandering closer like a pack of zombies drawn to fresh food. All I could imagine was them all undressed, their hands pumping their cocks, making them juicy and hard just for me.

Jesus. You trained me to crave men and then you railed me so hard and just left me. Now I’m not just looking to be fucked. No. I want to be bent over and ruined.

“What’s the problem? She hasn’t fucked you enough today?” Steve smirked. “I think you’re gonna need a real man to cheer you up.”

He laughed and the other guys laughed along with him.

“I’m a virgin, actually,” I said.

It was such a stupid lie. But at that time it just popped out of my mouth. Maybe it was because I thought these guys were stupid enough to believe me. But the real truth lay somewhere far beyond that.

I’d wanted to titillate them. Make their meal worth it. Men loved virgins. Creepy men adored them.

“A virgin? I don’t believe it,” Steve said gruffly. His eyes lingered over me, taking in the curve of my hips. If he looked hard enough, he could probably see my bulge. “Impossible.” He shook his head.

I folded my arms. “Believe what you want to believe, sir.”

Steve chuckled. I could feel his desire frothing on his lips with each noisy breath. He ran a hand through his long hair. Eyed me in a way that almost made me lose my cool. God, why did I find him so manly today?

“In that case, maybe we can help you,” he said finally. “Don’t worry, we’ll look after you until Victoria comes back.” His expression darkened, hinting at the evil thoughts that lurked just below the surface. He lowered his voice to a whisper. “I’ve been daydreaming about stuffing your mouth full of my cock, Karl, and I know you have too.”

I flinched. So he didn’t even see me as a girl, even though he wanted to fuck me? I didn’t think I was Marilyn Monroe, but it was so embarrassing to know I was just a sissy to them—no, just a hole. A hole that looked pretty enough to scratch an itch.

Steve hurled me past the edge of the wall and into the men’s restroom. The creep with shaggy hair stumbled in behind us, followed by the other guy who’d tagged along for the joyride. For a second I was gripped with fear, haunted by the possibility of Mrs. Winter finding out about this. I wanted to be loyal—I’d promised I’d be—but the more my body was responding to the tension hanging in the air, the more I knew that it was going to be impossible to hold back. I was trapped in a cage of my own desires and it was going to ruin me.

Steve put his rough hands on my shoulder and pushed me down to my knees. The others crowded beside us. Zippers hissed open and pants were pulled down. My favorite scent wafted across the air.

Mmm. Yummy.

I knew these bullies were going to get what they wanted.

Because I was going to give it to them.


CHAPTER 3

Sucking cock just felt better and better each time I did it.

I was kind of amazed by how good it felt to be jostled around by three guys, their penises rammed down my throat, their fingers gripping my face and shoulders like steel clamps. I felt hot and sexy and—truthfully—just as feminine as Marilyn Monroe, giving these men what they wanted, treating every word they uttered like they came from the mouth of a god. Steve, who finally got what he’d been craving from me, forced my jaw open so wide I thought it would get locked into place. I let Shaggy play with my tits (over my bra of course—I wasn’t going to give away any of my tricks) and rub his meat over my lips until he smudged all my lipstick away. The other guy—he said he was Liam—kept slapping me and calling me some of the worst blush-inducing names. Honestly, after spending several days being downright miserable, it was like therapy to me. They all saw me as a sissy, but it was still okay. I was happy to serve them even if they barely respected me. I didn’t need anything in return.

When they all rained down on me, I cheered inside. My face was hit with spraying dollops of soft serve cum cream. As I licked whatever I could, Steve undid my skirt and peeled off my underwear. I stood shyly, ashamed, with my skinny thighs pressed together and my microscopic clitty on display along with my tiny balls.

Shaggy’s eyes bulged. “Fuck. What the fuck! I didn’t want to see that. That’s fucking ugly!”

Liam pinched his nose. “How do you even clean it? That must smell fucking rank.”

“I keep myself very clean,” I said haughtily. “Anyway, I don’t think you sweaty jocks have any business telling me I stink after I’ve just blown you all.”

“I can confirm she doesn’t smell,” Steve said. He used a finger to swipe behind my balls, then buried his nose underneath there and took a big sniff. “Yup.” Okay, no guy had ever done that to me.

“You’ll come with me, Blondie,” he snarled and suddenly pushed me, pinning my arms against one of the sinks. “You two fucking help me hold her. I don’t want to see her move an inch.”

I held onto the ice-cold porcelain bowl as Shaggy and Liam’s arms clamped down, immobilizing me. My reflection breathed back at me. Fuck, I looked awful. So trashy. It was going to take me at least an hour to clean all this gunk off before Mrs. Winter came back from the meeting. Though it was unlikely she was going to, considering how late it was.

Steve sank his hand into my wig and yanked hard, grunting as his moist penis pressed slowly inside me. I gritted my teeth but there was no pain. My ass was throbbing like a wet pussy—god, was it possible to be this horny? Possible, maybe, but definitely not healthy. My ribs heaved as we started to fuck, both of us groaning like a sloth of bears. Shaggy’s and Liam’s gazes were fixed on the violation taking place in my ass. They were obviously getting aroused by the sight, judging by the stunned silence.

I cried out as I felt my prostate being massaged. Steve held me by the hips and he was going really hard—harder than he should’ve if he really thought I’d been a virgin. I was falling…falling…sinking…drowning…unable to save myself.

“Fuck Victoria,” he said in a breathless grunt. He curled an arm around my tits possessively. “I’ll give you what you want any day. You’re mine now, bitch. I’ll fuck your cute little hole better than Victoria ever could.”

“No!” I cried. “No…that’s not true…”

“Shut the fuck up,” he said. “It’s true and you know it.”

“No. Please…”

He’d taken his cock out. My little ass was whimpering. I was past the point of caring, past anything that could remotely resemble human decency, but that was not a line I was willing to cross.

“Say it!” Steve screamed in my ear, hugging me tighter, twisting my head around. “Let me hear you say ‘fuck Victoria’, bitch!”

My lips parted. Closed. My mouth tasted vile and slippery, like I’d drunk oil. Fear and guilt smashed through me so hard I couldn’t breathe. But I couldn’t pull away.

Steve started fucking me again, and it felt so fucking good.

“I’ll never say it,” I said. “Because it’s not true.”

“Fuck that old hag,” he spat. “I’ll make you say it. I’ll make your tongue say whatever the fuck I want.”

My body began to shiver. Goosebumps pricked up on the back of my neck. “Fuck you for saying that, you fucking ugly psycho.”

He went in hard, and it was like a punch to my special spot—the most sublime mix of pleasure and pain and total elation. He wanted to hurt me. I knew that. The orgasmic feeling within me was feeding off his anger.

Steve’s nails grazed past my neck and scratched my collarbone, drawing blood.

“Unnnhhh!” I cried out. Hating him so much, but loving what he was doing to me.

“Can someone explain what the four of you are doing here?”

The face of Mrs. Winter materialized on the reflection in front of me. I blinked at the mirror, my head pounding. No. This isn’t real. I couldn’t feel my legs.

Mrs. Winter repeated the question. Her voice shook. I couldn’t bear to look at her as she took in the scene before her. Her steely eyes were black, full of hurt and rage. Brows drawn down, her lips twitching. No one answered.

“Answer me!” she screamed.

Everyone flinched.

“Get off her!” she snarled, her eyes rabid as she stepped forward and pushed Steve off me.

Steve gasped and stumbled back drunkenly. He quickly fixed his pants and the boys scurried away like rats, flinching as they slipped past the CEO.

I turned to face Mrs. Winter in my near-nakedness, tears in my eyes.

What the hell had I done?

What had I done?


CHAPTER 4

Mrs. Winter hurled me on top of her desk. Locked the door and closed the blinds.

She slapped me hard on the face. Then slapped me again.

Slap. Slap.

God, it hurt.

She’d dragged me up to the Cave holding my arms behind my back like I was a criminal. An uncomfortable silence had filled the air as I walked in front of the entire floor, still with my skirt unzipped and my bra exposed, straps hanging down. People stopped working and looked up from their cubicles, schadenfreude written all over their expressions. Cloverdale’s office pet was no longer the office pet and they all loved it.

I wanted to burst into tears so badly but I didn’t. I didn’t deserve the release from crying. I didn’t deserve my boss’s sympathy.

“Idiot!” she rasped, her hand digging under my skirt to pinch my privates. “You thought you could be the boss here? You thought you could do what the hell you wanted? Spread your legs!”

I shuddered, obeying her almost on autopilot. I sat and brought my skirt all the way up to my waist and opened my legs, placing my feet on the table so I could give her access to the part of my body she wanted. I was still holding onto my tears, but they were threatening to fall any second now. The last time I’d seen this kind of venom was when Rosie had told her what we’d been up to. But she’d had a layer of calmness over her then, a composure I didn’t see now. Today? She was bare and hurt and exploding with passion. 

Mrs. Winter sat on her chair and rolled forward, pressing her palms on both of my inner thighs so I was forced to open them wider. The hair stick in her bun loosened and fell, causing her wavy hair to bloom out in shiny rings. I swallowed hard and leaned back on my elbows, too scared to be too close to her. The anger was radiating off of her in waves and she was more beautiful and terrifying than I’d ever seen her.

“I’ve been patient with you for so long,” she muttered, opening up a bottle of lube and spreading it over her fingers like it was hand lotion. “But now you’re leaving me with no choice. You’ll pay for this, girl. You’ll be sorry you ever acted on the whims of your whorish blood than your brain. You’re a fool, that’s what you are.”

The pain in her eyes made my heart twist with shame and regret. Fuck. I really was a fool. I thought she’d take out one of her strap-ons next, and some sick part of me was excited for that kind of punishment. Yes, I was sick, and still horny, infected by the lust she still had for me. I squirmed when she simply began rubbing my rosebud, so lightly it tickled. My balls clenched and the sickness inside me grew stronger. I needed her so bad.

“I’ll finish what they started,” she hissed. “You belong to me, Karly. Did you forget that? I’ll take care of your needs. You should’ve just been honest with me instead of being a slut behind my back and embarrassing me. You think I couldn’t give you what a man can? Talk to me!”

“Not at all, Mrs. Winter,” I began and flinched as a cold finger penetrated me.

“Then why did you do it? Why?” she spat.

“I…I was stupid…” I breathed. “I wasn’t thinking…oh god…”

Her expert hand was making me lose it. She was alternating her fingers, slipping one in at a time as she teased me with her harsh stare. Then she started adding digits in until I groaned at the stretch, her chiseled face tightening with pleasure at my shallow breaths.

“I’ll give you what you want, darling. I’ll give it to you until you scream for me,” she whispered. “That’s what you’re going to get for sneaking around and bending over for random men without my permission.”

What did you expect, Mrs. Winter? I wanted to ask. You made me into this. You made this monster.

She paused. Slid her fingers out and re-applied lube. Then with a steady hand she pushed all five of her fingertips inside me, laughing as I gasped. My pussy was getting wider and wider.

“You couldn’t hold it in, darling? Your cunt wanted dick? I’ll give you dick, alright—I’ll give you more than dick!”

My toes clenched and I whimpered, nodding slowly, biting my lip until it started to bleed. My defenses were weakening under her glare and I was swallowing her up, knuckles and all, opening up wider than I ever thought possible. My head flung backward and I moaned at the pressure. She narrowed her eyes and stood up, inching closer, and then the next thing I knew her entire hand had disappeared inside me. I could feel her fingers fanning inside me, stretching and twisting, and it was the most orgasmic sensation ever. She started to move inside me, fucking me without pulling her hand out.

Was it worth getting into trouble for this? Yes. That was the most fucked up thing here.

“Moan for me,” she hissed. “Let me hear you.”

I moaned. I wanted her to kiss me so bad. I missed her lips. But I knew I didn’t deserve it.

My body softened and let go as she fucked me with her fist. The more I looked at her eyes, the hornier I felt. They were so focused they weren’t building. A light sheen of sweat was beginning to sparkle on her chest and all I wanted to do was lick it.

“I saw how much you enjoyed him putting his rotten pecker inside you,” she shouted. “You almost looked cross-eyed in the mirror while you bounced for him. So go ahead. Show me that same enthusiasm! Moan for me!”

I moaned even louder. I felt so dirty. So sexy. Mrs. Winter forced my legs open in a V as her hand dug inside me, almost violently pleasuring my prostate. Glass ornaments and folders shook and splattered onto the floor. She shoved my head into her shoulder as she attacked and unhooked my bra. My breast forms fell out and I whimpered, too shy to show her my true form. I imagined this was what tiny-titted girls felt like when she shed their push-up bras in front of men. It was when she went ahead and pinched and squeezed my nipples before laying her tongue on them, that it dawned on me she really, truly liked me. The whole me. The unfiltered me. She was teaching me a lesson while punishing me.

Nothing could’ve turned me on even more, and having her skilled fist stretch me—hot and thick, better than any cock—I was this close to nirvana.

Fuck Steve. Fuck everyone else.

She’s all I need.

Her grip was tight on my neck when I came. My gaping hole throbbed, lurched, throbbed again as cum shot out of me like hot silk. She panted right along with me and in those few seconds of near silence we just breathed together, staring into each other’s eyes. Then she slowly pulled her hand out of me and reached for the box of tissues.

“Clean yourself up and clean this room,” she said.

I scuttled off her desk, gathered my skimpy belongings, and limped to the couch before she left, giving me a hard stare before she slammed the door and locked it with me inside.


CHAPTER 5

It was eight by the time she came in again. She was holding up a black sparkly A-line dress by the hanger, and it looked like she’d gone for a hair appointment because her hair had new golden highlights and was arranged in large, dramatic curls. She’d also changed into an all-black outfit: a strapless black silk dress that flowed at the bottom.

“Get dressed,” she ordered.

I changed in front of her and quickly fixed my hair. She used a curler on the ends and sealed it with some hairspray. I had no idea where we were going, but I knew better than to ask.

The place turned out to be one of those upscale restaurants where everyone wore business suits, located in one of the twin towers of downtown’s snazziest business complex. Even with the romantic atmosphere and glitzy decor, I couldn’t snap out of the fog I’d slipped into. I looked pretty in my sparkly black dress but felt like shit inside. I’d spent the hours waiting on the office couch, drifting in and out of light sleep, thinking over and over again about what I’d done. How many times was I going to do this? Put my needs above hers and tested her patience? Even a patient woman had her limits.

We made our way through the appetizers. I held my head down, not really wanting to see her because I knew my heart would ache. Mrs. Winter barely spoke, and I wasn’t sure if that was because she was still pissed off or if there was something on her mind. When the soup came, I tried to enjoy it, but my nerves just wouldn’t let me. I was so sure the game was over now. She hated me. Hated all the bullshit I’d put her up with.

“Eat your soup,” Mrs. Winter said, taking one glance at me before returning back to her phone.

I shook my head. “I’m not hungry.”

“I don’t care,” she said. “Eat your soup. All of it.”

I choked down the French onion soup, the hot broth steaming my nostrils with every spoonful. More awkward silence. I slipped my heels off under the table and began rubbing my feet together to fend off the jitters.

When the waiter took away our bowls, Mrs. Winter looked at me and said, “I fired them.”

My soup-filled stomach dropped, filling my throat with a nice, sour aftertaste. “Fired?” I asked hoarsely. “Who got fired, Mrs. Winter?”

“All three of them,” she said, blotting the edges of her red lipstick with a napkin. “Steve. Liam. Ronald.”

My mouth gaped open. She’d fired them?

“I did my own investigation.” Her eyes flickered in the low lights. “Karly, as long as I’m the CEO you’re not going to be mistreated by anyone, and especially not by a man, let alone three of them. And I suppose I shouldn’t be mad at you for giving in to their demands when I haven’t…well, I haven’t been taking care of your needs recently. You did nothing wrong.”

Her words sent a shiver through me. Oh god. Steve and the rest had been let go because of me. Sure, they were lousy people, but did they really deserve that? Did Mrs. Winter know I’d actually enjoyed them…ruining me? I was so full of shit, sitting here acting like a victim.

“But—” I started.

Mrs. Winter held up a hand. “No buts. The matter has been resolved so we don’t need to talk about this ever again.” She took a sip of her wine. I followed suit, the bitterness on my tongue making me a little nauseous. “I have some good news. I received a call this afternoon from Sterling.”

“And?” I breathed.

Mrs. Winter smiled. “I’d like to ask the account managers to do their resource planning and reach out to them on Monday for introductions.”

I cheered. I’d done it. We’d done it, both Rosie and me. I felt a pinprick in my heart and swallowed down the memories with more wine. “I’m so relieved!” I said. “And we won’t have to worry about your mom anymore!”

Mrs. Winter’s expression darkened.

“I’m so sorry,” I quickly said. “I shouldn’t have said that, Mrs. Winter. It’s none of my business.”

She sighed. “No, you’re right. Partly, I suppose. Unfortunately I don’t think this is the last time I’ll hear from her.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, her earring dangling back and forth. I had the sudden urge to suck on her earlobe. “But it’s okay. I’ll manage.”

Across the table, my hand ventured out to hers. My heart beating fast, I held it, her warmth pooling through my palm and into my veins. “We’ll manage,” I said. “You won’t be alone.”

“Have you ever been in a relationship before, Karly?”

I grimaced. The question had come out of nowhere. “I’ve had two girlfriends. They both didn’t last very long. I’ve never been in something like this before, though. It’s…amazing.”

“Do you like being a sissy girl?”

I couldn’t help but blush. “I think it’s the best thing that ever happened to me.” A question was tickling at the back of my mind, and I hoped it wasn’t too intrusive. “Does your, uh, husband know about me, Mrs. Winter?”

Her lips pressed together in a tight line. “Our relationship has always been rocky, but we’re both determined to make it work,” she said. “We’ve got a daughter together. She’s the light of my life.”

It was the first time she’d even told me she had a daughter. I was happy about that but a pang of jealousy twisted through me as I thought about her husband. Here was a man who woke up and went to bed with her at night, who probably cooked her meals and saw her without a lick of makeup and bought her gifts and clothes and took her on luxury vacations. Goddamnit, he was fucking her. Had impregnated her. I would’ve done anything to swap places with him. To be a part of her whole life.

Life is so unfair.

“To answer your question…” Mrs. Winter continued. I’d totally forgotten about my question. “Yes, my husband knows about you. I’ve made sure he’s okay with it.” She chuckled, the corners of her eyes crinkling. She seemed genuinely loosened up for the first time all night.

I snatched onto the opportunity to ask her the question that had been eating me up inside.

“Mrs. Winter, why are you being so nice to me?”

She scoffed. “Nice? Do you think I’m being nice to you? Even after what I did to you today?”

My cheeks heated up. I glanced at her hand and my heart skipped as I remembered how it had had entered me. Stretched me until I came so hard. “I feel awful about what I did,” I said. “I should say sorry and apologize to you in a thousand different ways but I know you don’t like empty words of apology so…I’m kind of going crazy. I just don’t know what I should do.” I sighed. “I don’t feel like I deserve you, Mrs. Winter. You’ve kept up with my bullshit for so long and I’m not sure you should.”

“What do you do when you care for someone?” she asked me sharply.

I looked away guiltily. “I guess…you try to be patient with them. And…if you care about them enough, you don’t care about anything or anyone else. You try to help them through their issues.”

“Well,” she said. “There’s your answer.”

A flood of happiness burst inside me and all my muscles started to tingle and shake. What a difference a few weeks could make. My boss…cared for me. She liked me. Maybe even loved me? Maybe…just maybe she was getting there. I kicked myself under the table just to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. It had been years since I’d had this feeling, and it felt pretty dang good.

Mrs. Winter suddenly leaned across the table and kissed me. Her lips burned through mine and she wove her fingers through mine. Shocked, I kissed her back, trying hard to suppress a moan for the benefit of the very conservative-looking people at the restaurant. God, I wanted to surrender to her. Bow down and lick the soles of her feet. Get down on my knees and suck her cock.

“May I serve the main course, ma’am?”

We both broke apart and turned to face the blonde waiter, who was smiling like she’d just witnessed a proposal.

“Yes, please,” Mrs. Winter said. “Thank you.”

I beamed at her. Couldn’t stop beaming as the hot plates arrived at our table.

The coq au vin looked fucking delicious.


CHAPTER 6

I took a deep breath and walked behind a delivery driver into Crestwater Residences. I gave the guy a big smile inside the elevator while I punched in the button for the twenty-eighth floor. The button pinged and lit up green.

I thumbed through my phone as we floated upwards.

Hey Rosie, I’m here. You don’t have to let me in if you don’t want to. We got the contract with Sterling. You worked hard and I’m proud of you. I wish you were with us. I’m coming over right now. -Karly

I’d sent the text ten minutes before. Oddly enough, it had been Mrs. Winter who’d pushed me to make the final decision. Because what do you do when you really care for someone? You be patient and try to help them. End of story.

I stepped out onto the silent corridor and walked up to Rosie’s apartment and knocked on the door. Something or someone rustled inside and my stomach did a little flip. I breathed noisily right in front of the peephole like a total creep. But that was okay. I could care less what I looked like right now.

The door opened with a click.

And there she was. It was like a breath of air.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hi,” I said.

She looked at me for a long time. Then she said, “Come on in.”

I was surprised to see the state of the apartment when I shuffled inside. It was…messy. Cardboard boxes littered the floor and clothes were piled high on counters and draped along the couch. The walls were bare and cold-looking. The colorful décor I’d remembered was nowhere to be seen. A lump formed in my throat. Holy shit. It can’t be. My worst fears had come true. She’s moving.

“You’re leaving?” I whispered.

Rosie nodded. “I’ll be out of here on Saturday. I’m moving in with my dad.”

“Where does he live?”

“In the country. I’ll be seeing the sky for a change.” She smiled, the twinkle in her eyes returning. “Can’t wait for the fresh start!”

She sat down on the floor and began folding a big pile of clothes that were rumpled across the coffee table. For a few minutes, I just watched her, her posture relaxed as she sat cross-legged in her baggy overalls, her bandana framing her makeup-free face, seemingly free of worry. Ugh, she seems happy. I felt my heart get ripped into shreds. Maybe I should just let her go.

I spotted my drawing of her on the kitchen island among a pile of magazines. “You better take this, babe,” I said, holding it up and then placing it carefully inside one of the open boxes.

Rosie laughed. “I am.”

I sighed and sat behind her on the couch, straightening out the long ruffled skirt I was wearing. Rosie rested her head back on my lap and looked up at me, her blue gaze close to making me lose it. “Shit, babe,” I murmured, stroking her hair. “What the hell are you doing?”

She gave me a squinty smile. “I’m sorry about the other day at the club,” she said. “I was just trying to forget about everything and then you came along and shoved your big fat face at me.”

“Don’t you want to stay?” I asked, blinking away the tears. “Have you talked to her at least?”

“Nope. I mean, we’ve emailed, but that was just to deal with the formalities and stuff.” She let out a slow exhale. “My relationship with Victoria…it wasn’t the healthiest, so maybe this is for the best, you know? It’s gonna take a long time for me to heal. In any case, I don’t think she wants me back. Why would she?”

“Don’t say that. Please,” I said, stroking the side of her soft face. “She misses you. She hates talking about feelings but I see it everyday. Why would she want you back? Because she loves you. Simple as that.”

“Then why hasn’t she tried to talk to me?” Rosie asked, her voice becoming shrill. “Why?”

I swallowed. The truth was I had no fucking idea. The woman was sometimes harder to figure out than a Sphinx riddle. “I…I’m not sure,” I said. “I think you should at least talk to her. In person. Air your feelings. If anything, at least to say goodbye.” The words pricked me like an ice pick. “You’re not a country girl, Rosie. You hate dirt. You don’t know the first thing about, um, raising chickens and shit. You busted your ass for Cloverdale and now it’s going to become a success because of you. You’re really going to throw that all away? Not even reap the rewards?”

“Shut up,” Rosie said icily. “Just shut up, Karly.” She whipped around and then she was sitting on my lap. She almost chewed my lips out before our tongues met.

We kissed all the way to her bedroom.

I tried to help Rosie unbuckle her overalls, but my fingers were shivering and pretty much useless. She flung me down on her bed and groped me, just in her T-shirt and underwear. Seeing the way her little striped pink panties hugged her hips made me horny as hell. In a pinch those panties were off though, and instead I got to see those thick dark straps encasing her ass cheeks and waist from the back, the front of showcasing her beautiful curved dick.  

“Show me your panties,” she demanded, rubbing her cockhead with one oiled palm.

I rolled my skirt off my hips because it was way too long to do anything with it. Underneath I was wearing a very pretty silk number decorated with embroidered leaves and flowers. It wasn’t like I’d thought ahead…no, that was a lie. Maybe I had. Just a little. Rosie started to stroke me over my panties, tracing the curves and ridges of everything I was hiding underneath. I squirmed underneath her, my desire rising up almost to the point of exploding. I’d missed this so much—her warmth, her scent, those powerful eyes.  

“Will you let Mommy fuck you like the girl you are?” she whispered, finally pulling the panties off me and rubbing my tender rosebud with a fingertip. “You’ll let her put her cock inside your tight little pussy?”

“Oh god.” Shivers ran down to my clitty. “Please. Go for it.”

Rosie hoisted my legs up on her shoulders and whacked each ass cheek hard enough to let it sting. “Call me Mommy!”

“Please, Mommy! My pussy is so wet for you!”

“Oh yeah? Mommy’s cock is coming for you, baby…”

I relaxed back into the pillows as Rosie lined her penis against my hole. I’d been so hungry. So hungry for that cock of hers, and here it finally was. It could very well be the last time we fucked and if that was the case, I was going to make sure that every second would last a lifetime in my memories. Rosie penetrated me easily and brushed her face against mine as she started to thrust. We swayed together and kissed and moaned. She was sexy without a cock but with one attached? Oof. She took her time at first with careful thrusts before she picked up speed and unleashing the gates of heaven on me.

“Ask Mommy to fuck you,” she rasped. “I want to hear it.”

“Mommy, please fuck me!” I cried. “Please, please, please. I’m your bad little girl, Mommy. Please punish me.”

She went even deeper then and I cried out at the feeling of my insides being filled and massaged. My forehead was already dripping with sweat and I was thankful I hadn’t worn a wig that day, though my hair was already long enough that I sweated if it got too hot. I reached underneath Rosie’s t-shirt and tugged and squished her puffy nipples, feeling it sway and harden. Then I just touched her—the soft path between her breasts, the bend of her stomach, her cute bellybutton. Rosie hissed and started to rail me with a whole lot more energy than any dude. She looked so fucking sensual, watching me moan and cry like a helpless girl, watching me as—little by little—my body took over my mind.

When we’d fucked like that for a good ten minutes or so, she abruptly grabbed me by the arms and pulled me to the side. With her cock still inside me she started to hunt underneath the pillow for something. For once, the bedroom curtains had been drawn and the room was getting dark, so I could hardly make out what the small thing she’d clasped onto was.

But when she suddenly bent down and I heard a click, I felt weird. My chastity cage was gone.

“Wait—what the fuck?”

Rosie smirked and just resumed fucking me.

“You have the key? How?”

“I stole it,” she said shamelessly. “I knew where Mrs. Winter kept the spare so I just took it before I left. Hey, don’t you dare question Mommy’s actions, okay?” She gripped my clit and started to pump downward. I gasped as shock and pleasure flooded into me. Ah, fuck! I was going to spray my sissy cummies everywhere and it wasn’t going to take long at all. 

“Mommy, look out, I’m gonna cum soon…” I moaned.

Rosie stopped. I stared at her as she pulled out, the way her cock emerging out of my hole filling me dirty shame. Then she removed her harness like it was a pair of panties and lay down on her back beside me. “Fuck me,” she said. “Hurry. I’m so close.”

I flipped onto my knees, my balls churning, sweat dripping down my neck and back. I slipped a finger inside her and held back a gasp because she was so much wetter than I’d thought. I held the whole of my puny clit in my hand like it was a tadpole, biting my lip. I’d forgotten how all this worked…all I knew was I had this overwhelming need to pierce through the soft mound between her thighs…

“Fuck Mommy with your clitty,” Rosie urged. “Don’t keep her waiting.”

She grasped my clit and helped me penetrate her. She held me as I started to thrust. I imagined my clit was nothing more than a strap-on because I was a real girl. I pressed against her soft chest as I pleasured her and listened to how fast she wanted me to fuck her. This was bliss. It was the most beautiful feeling when we both came at the same time. Her juices coating my clit, my milk exploding into her pulsing walls, our cum mixing and blending together into one hot concoction…just two girls probably fucking for the very last time.

Fuck.

By the time I headed home, my brain was mush. I should’ve been feeling sad but strangely enough I didn’t, but maybe that was a delusion because of how good the sex had been. I heated up a bowl of ramen and gulped it down before hitting the sack, too exhausted to have a shower or even do my night-time skincare routine.

I fell asleep replaying how amazing Rosie had felt, not really ready to think about the future.


CHAPTER 7

“Karly, come here.”

It was two days later. I stood up in attention and walked up to Mrs. Winter’s desk.

“I’ve emailed you an important document,” she said. “Print it out and bring it to me.”

Her lips were curled in a playful smirk, and it had me on edge. Was I in trouble? Had she somehow found out about my sinful encounter with her ex-secretary two nights ago? When I opened up my email, though, I literally wanted to sing out loud. Fuck yeah. Here it was, what I’d been waiting fucking weeks for. My new contract.

Smiling shyly, I handed the printed document to Mrs. Winter. She put on her glasses, looked through the pages once, signed it, and set it aside. Then she stood up. “Follow me.”

I followed her out of the office. The fabric of her dress latched onto every line and curve of her body—I could see her toned thighs slipping past each other as she moved and the lining of her thong trailing down from her waist. Thoughts of grabbing and sniffing her ass swam inside my guilty mind.   

“I’m sure you know by now what that document is,” she said, turning her ass around and stopping at the door to Rosie’s closet.

“Yes, Mrs. Winter,” I said, my heart thudding faster and harder.  

She opened the closet door. I’d only been there once or twice since Rosie left, never staying for long because it reminded me too much of her. Hell, the whole place still smelled like Rosie.

“One thing you should know is that when you work with me you’re entitled to rewards,” Mrs. Winter said. “This is one of them.” She handed me a key. “You can go through the clothes already in here and pick out what you like and donate the rest. Or you can start ordering things from scratch. Think of your closet as an art studio—it’s the place where you can get creative with your looks.”

I took the key and curled my fingers around the cold metal. We both surveyed the outfits hanging neatly from inside shelves, painstakingly organized by style and season. A small tight knot had formed in my stomach, but I tried to get excited. It was every woman’s dream to have something like this. Wasn’t it? I could already picture all of the sexy stuff I could buy to excite my boss.

We left the closet and stopped at Rosie’s desk. Some of her papers were still on there, along with the teddy bear pencil I always made fun of because of the way the pencil end was attached to its crotch. Mrs. Winter rapped on the surface. “From tomorrow, you’ll be seated here,” she said crisply. “You can order yourself a new laptop and a chair, but in the meantime, you can use what you have.”

My heart sank.

I didn’t want to sit out here alone when I could be in the same room as her. Still, I forced myself to smile. It’s not too bad. You’ll be able to play PacMan again. Even take a nap or two when she’s OOO.

“That would be wonderful, Mrs. Winter. I really can’t wait,” I said, and suddenly I didn’t even feel like myself. I felt like I was a sock puppet just trying to kiss ass.

“I’ll be giving you access to our security footage,” Mrs. Winter continued. “Sometimes I’ll ask you to watch things out for me. You know how I work—I like total trust and transparency with my employees. I’ll expect you to keep the things we discuss completely confidential. Understood?”

I nodded, and we slowly circled back to her desk. She took my contract and flipped through the pages absent-mindedly. Then she opened up her desk drawer and handed me another key.

“What’s this for?” I asked breathlessly.

“Your new apartment,” she said. “Your first year’s rent is all paid for. You can move in by Sunday.”

“Oh shit!” I said excitedly, then clamped my hand over my mouth. “Sorry! But this is so cool!”

“You will of course receive a pay bump, reflective of the expanded responsibilities and scope of the job.”

Mrs. Winter handed me the contract and I turned the pages, my mouth dropping when I noted the figure under ‘Pay’. “Oh my gosh,” I muttered, turning a few more pages until I landed on the address of my new home. That was when my heart stopped. There it was. I would be living in fancy Crestwater Residences…in the exact same apartment Rosie was moving out of.

Guilt cracked in me like a thunderstorm. Had Rosie been forced to leave because of me? Was I taking her place? Of course I was. It would’ve been silly of Mrs. Winter to continue paying rent for someone who wasn’t working for her anymore…wouldn’t it?

Maybe Rosie didn’t even want to move in with her dad. Maybe that had been her only option.

I gripped the edge of the chair as I leveled my eyes at Mrs. Winter. She looked so…cool. Didn’t she care about Rosie? Had it all just been about sex for her? How could she be so cold-blooded? I was about to go batshit insane trying to figure this all out.  

Mrs. Winter flipped to the last page of the contract and held out one of her pens. “There’s only one thing left to do, Karly.”

I took the pen and tried to stop my hand from trembling. The pen hovered above the page, a fat blob of ink just about to drip from its tip. I looked down and imagined scribbling my signature on there, the knot in my belly easing as I thought about how my life would change. With my rent paid I’d actually be able to save a sizeable chunk of money every month. For the first time in my life. I did a quick calculation in my head, taking my new pay into account. That was a lot of money. Enough to make anyone cry.

“We don’t have all day, darling.”

A warm fire glowed in my chest at my boss’s tender voice. She cared about me. I knew that. I wasn’t just a shiny new toy. Rosie had been wrong about that.

That was why I was probably the stupidest girl alive.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted out. The pen dropped from my hand.

Mrs. Winter gave me a brutal stare. She let out a slow exhale before she spoke. “What?”

“I can’t do it, Mrs. Winter,” I said, my voice ringing louder than I meant to.

I can do this, I thought in a frenzy. I can brush up my resume…sell some of my stuff…live on beans and ramen until I find another job…I can do it. For Rosie. For them.  

“I don’t deserve this job, Mrs. Winter. Rosie does. She’s always worked so hard for you. I can’t… heck, I can’t move into her place. Rosie’s still in love with you. She’s crazy for you. And I know that because…” I lowered my head in shame. “I visited her two nights ago.”

“I told you not to talk about Rosie again,” Mrs. Winter spat. “I told you not to visit her!”

“But I had to,” I said gently. I tried not to stare at her too much because her rage was my weakness. One look at those seductive grey eyes, fierce as a lioness, and all my logic and resolve would go out the window.

“I had to because I care for her,” I said. “And I care for you. And as much as I would love to do this, I won’t be able to live with myself if I do.”

“Get…out…of…my office,” Mrs. Winter said, teeth gritted.

Her anger was so visible this time that I stumbled out of my chair and dashed to the door. I closed my hand around the knob, desperately wanting to obey her. This was it. I’d fucked everything up. Jesus. A part of me had thought she’d take me in her arms and kiss me furiously. She’d always done that when she was pissed off, hadn’t she? Kissed me. Fucked me. But what did I really expect? I’d ruined her plans.

The funny thing was, even when I’d hit rock bottom—and there was no question about where I was: I was whooshing straight down the playground slide to hell—I still needed her to take me. Dominate me. I don’t know what kind of demon took over my mind at that point, but I did something incredibly stupid. I stayed there by the door and started to slowly shed off some of my clothes. I took off my scarf, then my blouse, then unbuttoned my black tapered pants. Eventually I was standing there in just my bra and panties. Mrs. Winter had been watching me like a hawk. When I hugged myself and shivered, she swallowed and ran her tongue along her bottom lip.

Fuck. She’s so fucking hot. Am I really leaving all this?

She stood up and silently floated toward me.

I could see the lust written all over her.

Are you tempted? I asked her with my mind, raising my brows.

She pulled at my arms, forcing me to show her my sissy body. Her hand landed on top of my bra. I trembled in front of her. She edged closer, one arm winding around my waist. My skin burned. Her hand let go of my bra and reached inside my panties, wrapping itself around the full perimeter of my cage.

“I want to hear you cry,” she whispered.

I squeezed my eyes shut. I was ready. So ready. I didn’t want to think about anything else but the blazing fire between us and the high she was giving me.   

Ruin me, I thought.

That was when someone banged on the door.


CHAPTER 8

My first instinct was to panic. I thought I’d forgotten about a meeting or something else Mrs. Winter had scheduled. And for some dumb reason, I also thought about Steve. Maybe he was barging in here to get some revenge.

“W-who is it?” I asked lamely.

The person didn’t answer. The door simply swung open…and Rosie stood there, staring at both of us. I shrank back, unable to read her expression. Her gaze was sweeping over my lingerie and I was so embarrassed, standing in the room barely wearing any clothes when every inch of her was covered in a giant wool jacket. My pulse thumped inside my head as I battled with her presence. Could I even handle two potentially hostile females?

“Hi, Mrs. Winter,” Rosie said, flicking her attention away from me. “Remember me?”

Mrs. Winter stayed put, her arms folded across her chest. “How could I forget you,” she said in a low voice. Her eyes flitted to Rosie, then me, then back to Rosie again. Goddamnit. We were both her lovers. We’d both worshiped and submitted to her and she still owned my body and played with me however she liked. It was then that I realized just how powerless Rosie and I were. Mrs. Winter was the only one who could pull the strings, and whatever she wanted was what was going to happen.

“Could I have a private moment with her, Karly?” Rosie asked.

“S-sure,” I said, and darted out of the room, not even bothering to grab my clothes.

I sat down on Rosie’s old desk and tried not to throw up. I had no idea how long she’d been in here, listening to what was going on behind that door. How much had she heard? Maybe the best thing I could do right now was run away like she’d done. Then they’d have one less thing to worry about, right? I glanced down at my skinny shaved legs and my panties and the part of me that still belonged to Mrs. Winter. I jumped off and ran to the closet that would never be mine. I found an old fur-lined robe in one of the shelves and quickly wrapped it around me.

Then I leaned against the door of Mrs. Winter’s office, straining to hear what was going on.

“But why didn’t you call me?” I heard Rosie saying.

“Because I thought that’s what you wanted, darling. I thought were done with me.”

“You could’ve fought to have me back. I was hoping you’d do that.”

Silence.

“That would’ve been selfish.”

“Not at all. You could’ve at least showed you still cared.”

“You know I have trouble with feelings. It’s not my forte.”

Rosie sighed. “Sometimes I’ll never understand what you do.”

“Darling, kiss me. Please.”

I flushed when I heard them kissing. God, it was such an instant turn-on to listen to them kiss and make up, surrendering to their lesbian desires. Could this possibly have a happy ending?

I felt a sudden lurch in my gut as I realized only two people on this floor could have that. A happy ending.

“Karly?”

I froze. It was Rosie. She stood beaming, her lipstick gone, her skin kind of pale but still radiant.

“You know, I really thought this was gonna be goodbye,” she whispered, taking my hand in hers. “I never thought you’d give up the job for me, Karly. Thank you. I’ve decided to accept the position.”

“Of course,” I said hoarsely. “You deserve it.”

Rosie nodded.

I shuffled my feet awkwardly. I tried to look peppy but just felt exhausted and droopy. “Both of you look beautiful together,” I finally said. “Like soulmates.”

I guess my journey ends here.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Mrs. Winter asked sharply. “Come here at once.”

She made her way to the sofa and settled down, motioning Rosie to sit down next to her. One step at a time, I walked towards them, stopping a few inches away from their feet. I watched as Mrs. Winter took off Rosie’s jacket and placed a palm on her thigh, caressing that spot as she leaned in to kiss her. I felt the color leave my face as if they were drawing all of my heat. Hadn’t I been wanting this forever? To see these two gorgeous women lose themselves to temptation?

I was a silent witness as Mrs. Winter and Rosie began undressing each other. Rosie unzipped Mrs. Winter’s dress and Mrs. Winter peeled off her t-shirt, followed by her jeans. It took a minute before their bras were tossed onto the carpet. For the first time in my career at Cloverdale, I saw both pairs of breasts popped out side by side, leaving my mouth watering. I loved seeing the contrast between them—one pert and round with pinker nipples and the other heavy and voluptuous with dark, swollen nips.

“You’ve been a bad girl, Rosie,” Mrs. Winter whispered, running her tongue up the side of her neck. “You left me. I should punish you.”

She held both of Rosie’s nipples and pinched them hard. Rosie moaned. She bent down and took one of Mrs. Winter’s nipples in her mouth and started to suck. I just stood in awe. Were they really going to have sex right in front of me? It was so hard to control myself. If I was free I’d have been hard as a rock right now.

Rosie stopped when Mrs. Winter directed her to remove her panties. With a firm hand, she spread open Rosie’s thighs until we had a full view of her pussy. Her fingers eased in and started to vibrate over her clit. Rosie trembled and shook, holding onto our boss’s arm for support. My own panties were getting wet—had that been Mrs. Winter’s plan? To make me jealous? I was jealous, alright…and so fucking turned on seeing Rosie’s pussy lips splayed like that with her unmistakable horny scent taking over the room.

With her thumb anchored to her clit, Mrs. Winter slipped two fingers inside Rosie’s hole and started to pump. The sounds of skin forcefully hitting against wetness left me weak as a leaf. I was a bystander in this amazing lesbian porno and furious at myself for not being able to do anything more worthwhile than watch.

Rosie began to cry out as her nub kept getting rapidly massaged, resting her head on Mrs. Winter’s shoulder like she couldn’t take a breath without the extra support. Her upper body shuddered as she inched closer and closer to the peak. The orgasm tore through her quickly. Mrs. Winter popped her sticky fingertips inside her mouth and licked while Rosie recovered.

“You’re delicious, darling,” Mrs. Winter murmured, and then her eyes flashed at me with her fingers still in her mouth.

Something in me lurched when she did that. Well, I guess she hadn’t forgotten about me. She really did want to make me watch or make me jealous, or both. I wanted to do the same thing to her—rub her raw until she climaxed holding me—and prove I was still worthy enough.

But they had other ideas.


CHAPTER 9

Rosie smiled and got down on her knees in front of Mrs. Winter. Our boss gave her a captivating smile, one that made all the blood rush to my core. I gulped. Watching their every move was serving as a poignant reminder of just how different and sacred their relationship was. There was a natural feminine rhythm to their intimacy that just wasn’t there with mine and I kind of hated it. Like how they spoke to each other without words and had an intuitive sense of what the other person wanted. There was no bossing around and no stern instructions like Mrs. Winter usually did with me.

I didn’t have that kind of expertise yet, but I could only hope I could hone them in time.

If she lets me.  

Rosie’s hoisted Mrs. Winter’s legs onto her shoulders before diving in. I moved a little to the left so I could get in on the action. Rosie was great at blowjobs, but she was fucking magical at licking pussy. She circled her tongue all around our boss’s mature folds and lapped at her clit like a thirsty bitch, driving Mrs. Winter crazy.

“You! I wasn’t expecting you to just stand there.”

Mrs. Winter’s harsh tone made my ears burn.

“Take off my heels.”

Without wasting a second, I entered the scene, kneeling down right behind Rosie. The curve of Rosie’s delicately arched back looked so sexy. Carefully, I removed the shiny red pumps laying across her shoulders. The pumps had this cross-strap design on them that had to be unstrapped which took a while. I held her soft, soft foot in my palm and tried my best not to cream myself. Instead of waiting for more instructions, I put the big toe in my mouth and started to suck. Mrs. Winter made a whimpering sound that I hoped was my doing. I massaged her soles while I licked her toes, looking over to see Rosie still hard at work, licking every nook and cranny of Mrs. Winter’s red pussyhole while her hands played with dark pubic tuft lining the outer lips. I desperately wanted to lick every part of her. Wanted to bend over and sniff that musty shiny mound. Wanted to kiss her all the way from her foot to her inner thigh. God, I was ready to do anything.

“Karly, I would love to see you eat some ass right now. Could you show me how you’d eat Rosie’s beautifully petite bottom?”

You know I’d fucking love that. I lowered my head until it was just above the carpet and parted Rosie’s peachy ass cheeks. She giggled as I took the first lick. She tasted sweeter today and I knew that it was down to the way Mrs. Winter was watching me. I teased her little hole with my tongue until it shone like a tiny star and when I could feel it soften, I pushed my tongue inside very slowly. I rubbed her entrance again until it was soft enough for me to tongue fuck. Then I went to town like a slut who’d eat nothing but ass for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.

For those precious minutes I forgot the mess I was in, and how I had no idea if I still had a job or not. Why would that matter when I was high off serving these two women like the horndog I was?

Mrs. Winter came so hard after she enjoyed watching me licking and enjoying her secretary’s asshole. She didn’t even need a second to recover, because she yapped at me to bring out two harnesses and fix them up. I felt like jelly as I prepped them, popping dildos into rings and adjusting the belts until they were secure. I planned to stick my nose wherever they were going to fuck.

“How do we look?” Rosie asked.

“Uh…” My mouth felt dryer than sand. “I have no words.”

There they both were, two women with huge cocks protruding out from their crotches. Then it hit me that they both didn’t need to be wearing dildos at the same time. Unless they were going to be doing anal, of course. Unless…

“Karly? Over here.”

My head snapped up at Mrs. Winter seated on the couch.

“Give it the job it deserves, girl.”

“Of course, Mrs. Winter.”

I was shy all of a sudden. I was about a mile outside my comfort zone, because even though I’ve sucked their cocks before—and felt sexy and confident while doing it—I’d never done it while the other was watching. I was determined to give it my best shot, though. I swallowed the fleshy thing and pumped the base as I sucked, loving how Mrs. Winter released these breathless groans as I did. The more I got into it, the more quickly my nervous energy faded away. I only wished she could really feel every one of my hot, dirty licks.

Rosie wasn’t like me at all—she wasn’t a watcher, so she forced me to get rid of the robe while I was busy. She began to slap and pinch my ass while I acted like a slut. They giggled at each other and again, it was like they were sharing an alien psychic language and I was kind of lost in the middle. I couldn’t help feeling like they were laughing and telling each other: “Look at what we’ve created! He really thinks he’s a girl!”

When Mrs. Winter had had enough of my licking, she grabbed me by the neck and told me to lay down on all fours on her desk. When I did, she whispered sultrily, “Do you remember your first time, darling?” And again, both of them laughed. I shivered as the memory came to me. How a young and impressionable Karl got initiated in the office basement by none other than Rosie. I’d been so anxious then, but now? All I could think of was the pleasure of my ass getting stuffed.

The dildo was buried to the hilt on Mrs. Winter’s first try. That was how horny I was. I let out a big cry of happiness and steadied myself as my boss started to fuck me. The stakes had never been higher but that just charged me to be the best, most submissive ass slut. There was no way my boss would let go of me if I felt great for her, right?

Mrs. Winter’s perfume floated over me, smelling like roses and rainwater. Incredibly, she was going hard but I needed her to go harder—I was a bottomless pit that could’ve taken three cocks at once right then. My cries grew louder and louder. My chastity jiggled underneath me, reminding me that my clitty was nothing more than decoration.

I wasn’t surprised when Rosie skipped forward and sat on her knees on Mrs. Winter’s executive chair, flashing me a smirk.

“This is what you get for sleeping with my lover,” she hissed. Her cheeks were red with lust. “Do you want to taste my dick? Mmm, I know you do, you filthy slut.”

She knew that anytime I saw her grasp her cock like that it was game over. I just nodded like an imbecile and her shaft rode inside my open mouth. None of it felt real…I’d always wanted to be spit-roasted by them but now that it was actually happening everything felt so surreal. It was weird how life handed you the things you’d always dreamed of but at the worst possible timing.

Rosie leaned forward and held Mrs. Winter’s hand while she fucked my mouth. Then they actually kissed and I could hear their soft tongues exchanging spit if I strained hard enough and filtered out their moans. Ugh. It reminded me that even though I was the person on the receiving end this wasn’t about me. Not really. This was all about their reunion and their love for domination and I was just their lucky toy…


CHAPTER 10

I was hot and weak by the time Mrs. Winter got satiated. It was Rosie’s turn to fuck me then, and when she got started, Mrs. Winter just sat down on her chair with her cock springing up. She didn’t make any attempt to fuck my mouth with it. I locked eyes with her while Rosie smacked into my prostate again and again and again. I was so turned on showing my beautiful boss what I was made of and how naughty I could be. I needed her to call me a slut and tease me and torture me but she didn’t utter a word. It was then that I realized she was trying to see how comfortable I was bending over for Rosie…and she wasn’t pleased. Even though this had completely been on her terms.

I just knew she was imagining all the times we’d cheated behind her back.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Winter,” I whispered earnestly just as Rosie jostled me hard. I let out a chortled gasp.

Mrs. Winter folded her arms across her chest. Her glittering eyes squinted at my flushed face. “You know I don’t like that.”

“I know,” I breathed.

Out of nowhere, I remembered this old piece of advice that Jim used to drill on me repeatedly. If you’ve fucked up at work, stop apologizing and ask your boss: ‘What can I do to make this right?’ So I did just that, except the words came out garbled because I was gasping for air.

But somehow, Mrs. Winter caught onto my slurred speech. She smiled.

She leaned in and planted a kiss on my forehead.

“Be the best slut you can be,” she mouthed.

“Thank you, Mrs. Winter, for giving me the chance,” I panted. A little sliver of euphoria snaked up my spine and my balls grew heavier. “But I’m so close.”

She slapped my red face and angled my chin up. “You better not be. I’m not done yet, cocksucker,” she snarled.

As if on command, Rosie pulled out and gave my ass a harsh slap. I whimpered like a spoiled brat while Mrs. Winter continued to berate me under her breath. My boipussy was gaping and all I could think about was how desperate I still was for a cock. God, I’m such a hot mess. Mrs. Winter pulled me by my bra strap and made me sit on her lap. My cheeks grew hot as my naked crack pressed against the hard ridges of her cock.

“I’ve made up my mind,” she whispered, loud enough for Rosie to hear.

I looked at her darkening eyes and lost it. I was such a crybaby but I didn’t care. I knew she was about to seal my fate. Deep down, I was okay with whatever I was about to lose—as long as she and Rosie were happy.

A cold hand dug into my back. It was Rosie. I felt her stiffen as she blinked up at our boss. I reached out and held her hand for support. Mrs. Winter registered the action with a snort.

“Quit your sulking,” she chided, frowning in my direction. “Who do you think I am? A witch?”

Rosie gently let go of my hand.

“Anyway, the truth is…” she began, sighing. “I’d be foolish to let any one of you go. You both belong to me and nothing—and no one—will ever change that. Karly, you’ll continue working for me as a PA and Rosie, you’ll also become a PA. You’ll get an updated contract.” Her arms wound around my hips and she drew me close, burying her face in my bra and taking a deep breath before speaking. “One more thing. Both of you will move in together. But since you’ll need a bigger unit, I’ll have to call my realtor and see what’s available.”

My jaw dropped. Rosie’s hand touched mine again. She squeezed it tight.

I stared down at Mrs. Winter and raised my brows. What? Rosie and I are going to live together? You know that means we could fuck anytime we want, right?

“Wipe that giddy smile off your face, girl,” Mrs. Winter said. “That wasn’t an invitation for whatever it is you’re thinking. Really, where’s the fun in doing what you want?” She smirked. “Remember, darling, your boss is the one who calls the shots here.”

I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not but my smile stretched wider and wider until I looked giddy as fuck. Mrs. Winter seized our coupled hands and kissed them. It was a tender, motherly kiss, one that filled me with a surge of wanting. Maybe she really was joking.

All I wanted now was to submit to her. Cry for her. Be her perfect sissy girl.

Slowly, I eased myself onto her cock and started to bounce.

“Take me,” I croaked, blinking through my wet lashes. “Please, take me, take me, take me. Oh god.”

I arched my back and moaned. Mrs. Winter’s lips tensed seductively as she watched me. She was staring at me so boldly that I knew—for once—exactly what she was thinking. She was so hot for me she was on fire. She looked down at my little caged clitty bouncing for her and my ass sliding up and down her slippery shaft. She drew me close until I was breathing next to her ear and then my arms were pushed up above my head. She pinned both my wrists together in the air with her hands.

Something big and tight was squeezing into my hole. I trembled at the mounting pressure, scared to look behind me to see what was going on.

“Ram it in, Rosie, ram it in,” Mrs. Winter urged. She tightened her hold on my wrists and turned to me. “You can take it, can’t you darling?”

I felt dizzy as I realized that I was getting DP’d. Holy shit. I leaned all my weight on her, trying to rock myself a little higher so Rosie could enter me more easily.

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered. “It hurts a little.”

Mrs. Winter kissed me on the lips and squeezed my hands hard. “Do it for me, darling. I want to see this. I want to see my baby’s butthole taking both our cocks.”

I moaned and nodded. The thought of being fucked by the two women I loved was more than enough to dull the pain. I decided to do exactly what I needed to do: surrender. I focused on the stream of air whistling through my teeth and tried to relax. I don’t think my asshole had ever been stretched this tight before. Rosie grunted and kept her cock moving as I loosened. Eventually, though, the tightness was taken over by this incredible feeling—like there was a flood of endorphins gushing and swimming inside my brain. It made my vision hazy and my head light. I bit down on my bottom lip with all my front teeth and relaxed my hips. Mrs. Winter’s cock stayed still inside me as Rosie started to thrust.  

“Wish you could see this view,” Rosie whispered, her nails tickling across my waist. “Such a good girl, letting your Mommies use you like this.”

I let out a high-pitched moan and arched my back some more.

“Oh, darling, you are such a whore,” Mrs. Winter said. She coughed up a big wad of spit and twisted my neck so she could spit in my mouth. “You like that?” she rasped. “You like getting fucked like this? Yes? Then show me! Show me by cumming for me!”

The taste of her saliva in my mouth was making me so fucking horny. Slowly, I started to bounce again, my body aching with pleasure as the force of two cocks slammed against my prostate. Rosie clung to me tightly and picked up the pace. It took less than a second after that for me to get pushed over the edge. My girly climax began to ripple through me, building and building until I could feel it rattling through every bone in my body. Mrs. Winter’s whole face lit up as I orgasmed. Oh my god. I felt as though I’d run through quicksand and walked barefoot over hot coals to see that look.

She was happy.

Shit, I’d made her happy.

I gasped as I floated upward and my body shook with more waves of pleasure. Rosie hugged my back as Mrs. Winter started to kiss my belly.

I guess I really was a lucky sissy girl because I had my happy ending too. It had been a hell of a journey for me at Cloverdale, but really, wasn’t this just the beginning?


THE END
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