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PART 1: SPANKED INTO SUBMISSION




CHAPTER 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mr. Gordon? You were saying?”

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

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

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

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

Jim’s eyes bulged. “Disruptions?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t believe it.

Jim, my wonderful manager, had been fired. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No. No. No. This isn’t happening. 

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Ma’am!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks, Rosie,” I said appreciatively. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I see. Thanks.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Bend over, Karl,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Say it again, boy.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Get dressed,” she ordered.

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

Could this day get any worse? 

“How cheap are your clothes?” she asked. 

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

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

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

“It was coffee, Mrs. Winter!” 

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

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

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

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

Maybe she’d been disciplined the same way too…


CHAPTER 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fucking hot.

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

I underestimated her. She’s still punishing me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hurry up, Karl. She’s waiting. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do I look that bad?” I asked. 

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

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

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

“Wait. You have a closet in here?”

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

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

“Rewards?” I repeated. 

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


CHAPTER 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come here,” she ordered.

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

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

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

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

My eyes widened. 

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

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

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

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

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

My heart sank. She just didn’t care. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I glared at him. “Why do you care?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

What a sexist creep. 

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

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

He didn’t recognize me. Holy shit. 

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

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

Yes he does. 

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

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

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

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

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

“Terrible,” I said, panting.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She wanted me to shop around in public like this?

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

You’re still being punished. 

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


CHAPTER 6

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you…uh…have a boyfriend?”

Rosie went pink. “Um, I don’t.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So,” I pressed. “Any tips for me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s cute,” I mumbled. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just two,” Rosie said. 

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

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

“Okay,” I croaked. 

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

I wish I was that pretty. 

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

STOP IT, KARL!

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mrs. Winter made you wear that?”

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

“That’s really weird.”

“Tell me about it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure!”

“Okay. Come soon!” 

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

A goddamn nap. 


CHAPTER 7

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

Just twenty minutes. 

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

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

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

The timer went off again. 

“You broken piece of shit.” 

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

Two whole hours. 

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

She doesn’t have your number, idiot. 

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

They’d left. Without me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sorry,” I said. “Is she mad?”

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

“Come on in,” she said. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What were you saying before?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I quickly flicked my gaze to the floor. 

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

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

“Well?” 

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

“Okay. How about my legs?”

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

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

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

“Hmmm. Hand me my brush.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 8

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She’s not human.

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

“I’m all done, Mrs. Winter,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Why was she bringing me in here?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 9

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Would you like to fuck me, Karly?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m so sorry,” I said meekly. 

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Ma’am!”

Smack! Smack!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


END OF PART 1
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PART 2: TAKEN LIKE A TOY




CHAPTER 1

Three bodies.

Arms wrapped around one another.

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

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

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

“She’s ready!”

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

What did you do to me, Victoria Winter?

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

Almost like it had happened again. 

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

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

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

Why? I still didn’t have any answers. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stay still, pet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now, Karly, do you know what to do?”

“No, Mrs. Winter.”

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

She was right. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, Ma’am.”

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

“I promise.”

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2

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

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

“Good morning, Mrs. Winter.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sit,” she demanded airily.

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

“You almost tripped, Karly.” 

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

“Look at me, Karly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I just needed her to touch me again…


CHAPTER 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Quit stalking me,” I whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, whatcha doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh, sure!” I said.

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

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


CHAPTER 4

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

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

“Where the hell were you?”

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

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

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

“U-understood, Ma’am.”

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

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

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

She hung up. 

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

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

Office surveillance footage.

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

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

No, not him. His surroundings. 

That was my cubicle.

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

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

KARL_PARSONS_HIGH_PRIORITY.

My heart plunged to my stomach.

Had Mrs. Winter been spying on me?

What the hell was going on at Cloverdale?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Shake harder. Harder.”

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

“Enough!” Mrs. Winter hissed. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh hell. 

Mrs. Winter jabbed me with her cock.

“Yes, Ma’am!”

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

“O-okay,” I managed to muster. 

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

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

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

“That’s not true,” I moaned.

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

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

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

“Mrs. Winter, I—” I began.

“Did it happen again?” she hissed.

“I’m sorry,” I said quietly.

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

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

“I need that. Come here, Karly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, I will,” I said automatically.

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


CHAPTER 6

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

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

I should’ve seen it coming. 

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

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

I was going to see Rosie. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wanna join me?” she asked.

“No, thank you,” I said. 

“You’re so boring!” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“3100,” she said. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Bomp?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 7

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yeah, and I have more than one. 

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

“I…I don’t know what you mean…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 8

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I froze. “I can’t.”

“What? Don’t you want me?”

“It’s complicated.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What was she going to do?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 9

Rosie smiled. “Yes?”

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

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

Shame colored my cheeks, but my silence spoke volumes.

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

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

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

“Get dressed. Hurry.”

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

You shouldn’t be doing this. Traitor.

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

How could pain feel this good?

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

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

Traitor. Traitor. Traitor. 

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

I wanted to kick. Scream. 

Cry. 

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

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

Traitor. Traitor. Traitor. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I pouted. “I thought we were friends.”

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

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

Just how much worse could things get?

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

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

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

“I promise,” I said sincerely.

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

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

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

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

The answer couldn’t have been more complicated.

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


END OF PART 2
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CHAPTER 1

“It’s late. Don’t you want to stay the night?”

Rosie rolled off my bed, grabbed her tank top and pulled it down her shoulders. Picking up her ripped jeans from the floor, she reeled it up her legs and hopped about as she tried to squeeze her sizeable ass into it.

“No, I don’t think so,” she finally said. “I’ve got some stuff to do.”

“You sure?”

“I’m sure.”

Rosie fixed her eyes on the floor for a split-second. I knew she was thinking of our boss.

I was too.

“I guess I’ll see you at work tomorrow then,” I said, rubbing my lips together. The lipstick I had on tasted like blueberry pie. “I had a ton of fun today, Rosie.”

She smiled. “Me too. Goodbye, Karly.”

“Wait. You forgot something.” I grinned at her and passed along the piece of paper I had on my bed stand.

“What’s this?” Rosie murmured. She unfolded the paper and stared at the contents.

“I hope you don’t think it’s creepy or anything,” I mumbled.

The paper held a drawing of a sleeping Rosie. Sprawled comfortably on my bed, the sheets only coming up to her waist, her hair pouring all over my pillows. My fingers had been itching the moment she’d dozed off after we’d fooled around together, so I’d grabbed a piece of notebook paper and got to work, trying to capture the easy sensuality of her naked body.

“Oh my god,” Rosie whispered. “This is really beautiful. Thank you.”

“That’s a given, considering how beautiful you are.”

Rosie rolled her eyes. “You’ve told me that like ten times today already. You’re beginning to sound like a broken record.”

I laughed. “Can’t help it, babe.”

It was only when she left and I was home alone that the guilt rose inside me and I had no idea what to do with myself. Rosie and I had had a heck of a lot of fun that day just messing around and experimenting with each other. She’d shoved a vibrating plug inside my ass and practically tortured me with it all evening—all while she made me eat her out until she climaxed three times in a row.

Rosie and I had been doing this routine for the past couple of days— either she came over to my place or we headed to her apartment straight after work. I had no idea what we were. Just friends? Friends with benefits? Something more? All questions beyond my ken but for now, I guess I was satisfied with whatever we had going on—in a very loose sense of the word.

After aimlessly pacing back and forth in my living room for several minutes, I decided to do my laundry.

Even something as small and boring as laundry was so different for me now. Rosie had helped me out by teaching me how to sort my new clothes and figure out what mode they’d go in the wash. Still, there were lots of little rules to remember. Bras don’t need to be washed until after about four wears. Lingerie should be air-dried if possible, and the same goes for any expensive denim. And practically anything soft in womenswear should be handled with extreme care because it was way too easy to wreck them.

Laundry was complicated but I’d decided it was a good skill to have anyway—if and when I ever get married, at least I’d know how to take care of my wife’s shit.

I began sorting all the outfits I’d worn for the week out of the special laundry basket I had in the corner of my bedroom. After placing my first load in the wash, I gathered the items I’d decided on dry cleaning and bundled them up inside a clean garbage bag. I quickly got dressed and combed down my hair, which was getting way too long and unruly. With the garbage bag in tow, I headed out of my apartment into the blistering cold air and started the short walk to Benny’s, the 24-hour dry cleaning service I was using. I was pretty sure the person at the counter thought I had a really hot sugar mama.

Which…I guess in a way, I did.

When I came back from Benny’s, I sat down on the couch and instantly felt the aching pulsing inside my ass. Rosie had taken the vibrating plug with her because she wanted me to be a chaste little sissy when she was gone—she loved tormenting me that way—but that was fine because I had my own handy-dandy steel plug now. Back in the bedroom, I took it out from my dresser, pulled my pants down and stuffed it inside me, releasing a little groan as it wedged tightly in place.

When Mrs. Winter locked me up, I really had no clue what this chastity business was all about. I thought it would just teach me self-control and silence my sexual desires over time. I couldn’t have been more wrong. Being in chastity really translated into being uncontrollably horny 110% of the time—with no means of relief.

In other words: hell.

I pressed and twisted the plug’s end deeper into me. As the bulb tensed, I let go, sighed, and put on a comedy show on TV. Trying to get any kind of relief now would be a fool’s errand. I was better off simply not trying.

I curled up on the couch, closed my eyes, and tried to fall asleep.

***

I snuck up to the thirty-first floor at work early the next morning and made myself up in the bathroom.

Even though Mrs. Winter had given me explicit instructions to dress up before I came in, I didn’t have even half the courage I needed to actually do it. Could I really face my former colleagues with a flashy dress on, heels, and pouty red lips? No. Not yet, anyway. The thirty-first floor was different, however. It was like my brain somehow clicked into the right zone whenever I stepped into the Cave. This was the place I could crossdress, be my feminine alter-ego, and secretly enjoy it. It was all pretty low-risk anyway, because Mrs. Winter typically came in late and never really used the bathroom in the morning, which gave me more than enough private time.

That morning, though, things took a little longer than usual because I messed up my makeup. I washed my face with soapy water and re-applied everything. Makeup was so much harder than it looked. There were maybe a 100 million different ways you could apply your foundation, concealer, bronzer, blush, and eyeliner, and sometimes there were days where I felt like I did everything right but still ended up looking like a clown’s nutsack. 

When I was finally done, I rushed out of the bathroom and walked up to Mrs. Winter’s office. The door was closed and Rosie wasn’t at her desk. She was either inside in there or in her closet. I smoothed down the long pencil skirt I was wearing and tucked a strand from my blonde wig behind my ear. I was just about to twist the knob open when I heard someone sobbing from inside.

I froze, my fingers still glued to the knob. The sobbing grew louder and was followed by several drawn-out sniffles. My heart started palpitating as I pressed my ear against the door. It was Rosie.

She was crying.


CHAPTER 2

A pang of sadness flew through me as I listened to the commotion behind the door. My first instinct was to open it, run up to Rosie, and comfort her. And I would’ve done just that if only I hadn’t heard Mrs. Winter whispering to her.

I cupped my ear even harder into the door and strained to listen.

“No, Rosie. Listen to me right now. There’s no one else. Only you. I’d be crazy to go anywhere else when I have you.”

Rosie mumbled something I didn’t catch. Then she was sniffling again.

“No, Rosie,” Mrs. Winter said again, more firmly this time. “You know I love you…”

“I know you do, Mrs. Winter.”

Soft smacking noises reached the door. Fuck. Were they kissing? As light moans and more breathless smacks wafted through, I froze. There was no mistaking that.

Two beautiful women were kissing…just barely out of my sight.

A funny tingly sensation was spreading right below my ribs. I struggled to pinpoint what I was feeling. Was it jealousy? Did I want to be Rosie? Mrs. Winter was clearly kissing her to make her feel better. I was aching to see this gentle, caring side of my boss again. I remembered when her strong arms had grabbed me by my waist to stop me from falling. How she’d held me in her satiny bosom so I could feel safe.

God. I wanted her to console me and tell me she loved me.

Rosie gave a sudden gasp, and then she moaned. The smacking sounds morphed into thick, wet, smothering sounds that sent a chill down my spine. Closing my eyes, I bucked against the door, feeling my cock strain and push against its prison cell, my brain exploding with fantasies of what both of them were doing in there in secret heat.

Fuck, if only I could be a fly on that wall…

I jerked against the door, biting my tongue to stop myself from moaning out loud, knowing that any second now I’d be leaking straight into my panties.

Rosie’s cries grew louder and louder. Keeping my eyes shut, I tried to really imagine what they were doing in there. Maybe Mrs. Winter was penetrating her with a strap-on, massaging her core until Rosie dripped onto the floor. Or maybe she was smothering her face into a topless Rosie’s chest, licking her nipples until they bruised. Judging by what she’d done to me, I knew my boss was a perverted woman, but her lust was addictive. I was positive Rosie was loving being on the receiving end of whatever treatment she was getting.  

Helplessly, I let out a wobbly moan, jerked again…and fell forward.

“Careful!”

My eyes fluttered open at the sound of that chirpy voice. I was in Rosie’s arms.

Our boss was watching us just feet away.

Rosie smiled sunnily, though I noticed her eyes were red. “I’ll be back,” she whispered and flew past me, leaving me to deal with Mrs. Winter alone.

Blushing hard, I walked into the bright office, then stopped abruptly.

Because the whole room just smelled of sex.

And I hate that.

“Hello, Karly,” Mrs. Winter said, locking her steely eyes on me.

My throat instantly went dry. Every time I saw my boss it was like I was seeing her for the first time all over again.

“Hello, Mrs. Winter,” I said hoarsely. “I hope I didn’t intrude.”

“Oh no,” she said. She kept looking at me as she dipped one of her long fingers into her mouth and casually sucked it, twirling her tongue around like it was a lollipop.

Where had that finger been?

I went to my desk and sat down awkwardly. I booted up my laptop, wishing the sex smell would go away so I could focus on my work. A flustered thought popped into my head as I keyed in my password. Had Rosie smelled Mrs. Winter and me in the same way after we’d fooled around in this very room? Did she have any idea how far we’d gone?

“I don’t like what you’re wearing.”

I froze. I hated this. Hated doing this guessing game each morning to figure out what I had to do to impress her.

What was the point when she was going to point out my faults anyway?

“Stand up, Karly. Let me see you properly.”

Swallowing hard, I got up and walked to her desk and let her look at my body.

Her glinting, razor-sharp gaze could’ve easily cut me into pieces.

“Remove the jacket,” she said slowly. “And those stockings. You can’t expect to just put clothing items together like soup and hope they blend together. You’ve got to think about color. Shape. Angles. Contrast. Sometimes less is more.”

She stood up and rounded her desk. A bead of sweat fell down my back as she hovered over me. No matter how hard I tried to be confident in front of her, she always ended up making me feel so small.

She’s driving me insane.

“For God’s sake,” she snarled. “If you’re going to tuck that blouse in, at least bring the skirt up to the waist. And stop wearing these damn stockings all the time.” She bent down and pushed a fingernail through my thigh-high stockings. They ripped easily. “Haven’t you shaved today?”

I stared down at the carpet. “I have, Mrs. Winter.”

“Good.”

I stepped out of my heels, quickly slid down my stockings and balled them up in my hands. Mrs. Winter leaned in closer, making my heart shiver. “Why are you trying to hide your body, dear?”

I flinched, not knowing what to do or say or think. My mouth was becoming dryer than a wad of cotton.

Mrs. Winter smirked as she quickly unbuttoned the top two buttons of my blouse, exposing the top of my blue padded bra.

“There! Much better,” she said. “You should show off your body more. It helps relieve my stress.”

She let out a mocking laugh. The gleam of lust in her eyes was so obvious.

She loved hurting me.


CHAPTER 3

I breathed in shakily, feeling pathetic and about as strong as a pet bunny under her gaze. The door swung open and Rosie walked in, her hair now in a neat French braid and the redness in her eyes completely gone. She’d also apparently spilled a bottle of perfume on herself because the whole office smelled like a bouquet of roses when she entered.

“Sit down, both of you,” Mrs. Winter ordered.

Rosie skipped over to the big couch and sat down. I sat back down on my stool.

Our boss sat on her desk and beamed. “Rosie has some good news to share with us.”

We both stared expectantly at Rosie’s gorgeous face. Her smile seemed to stretch from one end of the room to the other. Her mood had twisted a 180 degrees in the time she’d freshened up in the bathroom.

“After a lot of back and forth, I can officially announce that I’ve been able to snag a meeting at Sterling!” she blurted out. “A representative will be visiting us for an introductory discussion this Wednesday at 9 a.m. If everything goes well, we’ll be able head over to their headquarters and talk about campaign ideas with their team!”

Mrs. Winter began a slow clap. “I knew I could always count on you, Rosie,” she said. “Could you explain to Karly who Sterling is and why this all matters to us?”

“Sterling could become one of the most important clients we have. No, no…” Rosie shook her head and pressed her hands to her temples like she was trying to manifest something. “I want us to think positively. Sterling will become our most cherished client. They’re one of the biggest players in medical imaging, making all sorts of scanners. CT, MRI, ultrasound, you name it! Medical manufacturing is an untapped industry that’s easily worth billions. It’s also something we’ve never done before. Something no other creative agency has really been able to corner, let alone be successful with it.”

Rosie went on talking animatedly about how Cloverdale could eventually leverage business with Sterling to get more contracts in the medical industry. I was fascinated by how switched on she was. She was every bit an ambitious businesswoman—hell, she could even be a mini-Victoria Winter.

“You missed the most important thing,” Mrs. Winter chided once Rosie was done with her whole business spiel.

“Oh!” Rosie said, blushing. “The CAY Awards! The single most coveted award a creative agency could get! Cloverdale won back in 2016, but that was under a different leadership and we haven’t been able to, um, level up to that point since then. With Sterling under our belt, we think we’ll have Creative Agency of the Year in the bag, spelling a whole new level of prestige for us.”

“We don’t think, Rosie. We will, and you two will be held accountable for the final outcome,” Mrs. Winter said. “Karly, the research I instructed you to conduct that day hopefully acquainted you to some of the people we’ll eventually be meeting.”

I gulped. “We?”

I didn’t even have a fraction of the confidence Rosie seemed to have when it came to business matters.

“Oh yes,” Mrs. Winter said sternly. “Us. What did you expect when you got this job, girl? You’re not just going to sit back and play computer games and doze off whenever you feel like, that’s for sure.” I turned as red as a tomato. “I like to include my closest underlings in all important decisions and in all strategic meetings. Each person in this room has a critical part to play. Rosie, what do I always say about a successful business negotiation?”

“It’s like making love,” Rosie said. “Both parties are supposed to walk away feeling like their needs and desires were met.”

“Truer words never spoken,” Mrs. Winter said, smirking in my direction.

Apparently she didn’t believe I was good enough to be part of that mantra.

She sat back down at her desk and propped open her planner. “Alright, ladies,” she called. “Let’s get this day started. I expect all of us to be working like dogs today.”

Rosie nodded and exited the room with a spring in her step.

“You. Come here,” my boss called the minute I’d turned my back to her.

A surge of adrenaline rushed through my veins as I stood up and walked over to bronze lamp by the side of her desk, my slutty blouse completely on display.

“I want to see your chastity cage,” she said.

Heart pounding, I undid the button of my pencil skirt and rolled it downward, revealing the blue bikini briefs I had on. Mrs. Winter hooked a finger over the elastic band and hauled me forward, lowering my panties to my mid-thigh. Heat pooled in my insides as she silently surveyed my caged genitals.

Would she finally release me?

“Oh, Karly. I love seeing this,” she murmured, polishing the shiny padlock with a fingertip.

Touch me then.

Please.

I bit my lip. My feelings could become the end of me if I wasn’t careful.

Mrs. Winter grabbed me by the hips and moved me closer to her face. She inhaled, her thick lashes flashing, her nose barely touching my balls. “You know, you’ve been such a good girl these past few days. I think you could my favorite.”

I beamed. “Thank you, Mrs. Winter. That means the world to me.”

A corner of her mouth twisted up. “But you’re not my favorite anymore. Do you know why?”

My face fell.

“A little birdie told me you’re not listening to me. You’re not dressing up before you come in to work like I told you to.” She sighed. “You keep disobeying me, Karly. It’s infuriating. Why? Do you want me to be sad?”

“N-not at all, Mrs. Winter.”

“Oh but you are. You’re making me very, very sad.”

Her voice sounded anything but sad, though. In fact, she sounded like she was practically high from Rosie’s announcement just minutes earlier. She slid her finger over the lines of my cage, eagerly watching the impact her close presence had on me. My wrinkly dick was growing and growing, only to shrink pathetically when it was confronted with the bars of its clitty prison, like a restless little kitty. I was so embarrassed.

I wondered who the heck had told her I was getting ready in her bathroom each morning.

The answer came to me almost instantly.  

She had to be watching me from the cameras…

“So, sweetheart.” Mrs. Winter reclined in her chair and studied me. “How will you cheer me up?”

“I’ll come into office wearing my new clothes like you told me to, Mrs. Winter.”

“Good girl. And?”

“And…” I strained my brain.

“And you will work hard. I want to see you working like you’re on the firing line.” She handed me a huge pad of documents, thick as an encyclopedia. “We’ll start with sorting these. You have under an hour.”

“Yes, Ma’am!” I said at once, scrambling to pull my panties up with one hand. I was thankful she was in somewhat of a good mood today.

“Wait,” she said.

She took my free hand and coerced my fingers inside her blouse, peering at me seductively. I reached past her bra cup and touched soft flesh, jolting my heart into overdrive. The fire in me was starting to sizzle. I caressed her breast, relishing in the way those plump curves warmed up upon contact, swelling almost in response to my hunger. She moved my hand gently to one side until my fingers grazed a big, hardened nipple.

“Oh, you feel good,” Mrs. Winter whispered. “Let me feel you pinch it hard.”

I took her bulging nipple and squeezed it hard. It budded to a size even larger than before.  

“Harder.”

Breathless, I pressed and pulled even harder on her nipple.

My mouth was watering.

“Oh yes, yes…” she moaned quietly. “Such a dirty girl you are. I hate how much you distract me with that innocent façade. If only I could take a day off today.”

Take a day off and fuck me? Then do it, Mrs. Winter. You’re the fucking CEO. You can do anything you want.

To my disappointment, Mrs. Winter gently pushed my trembling fingers out and tsk-tsked.

“At least you’ll teach me patience,” she murmured.

I wanted to drop everything and just hold her and kiss the shit out of her.

Instead, I went back to my desk and sat down, still shaking from the electricity I felt underneath my fingertips.

She was a master at pushing my buttons.

“Keep going, Karly,” Mrs. Winter called. “You won’t believe the rewards if you just do what I say.”


CHAPTER 4

“I kissed a girl and I liked it…”

Rosie’s sultry singing voice made my arms prickle with goosebumps. She edged closer and our lips met. “Mmm,” she whispered as we parted. “I like the taste of that blueberry chapstick.”

“And you taste like roses,” I said, then belted out: “Baaaabyyy, I compare you to a kiss from a rose on the gray…”

“Shut up!” Rosie smacked me on the thigh. “Do you want her to hear us?”

I shut up and Rosie giggled.

I could hardly see her because we were inside the dark, hot, but spacious supplies closet. We both knew we shouldn’t be in here, and we definitely knew we shouldn’t be kissing during our lunch break. We were skirting close to danger but it was hard not to give in to temptation, especially when Rosie looked fucking hot in the skimpy spaghetti strap dress she had worn that day.

After a hectic morning, Mrs. Winter had gone out for a lunch meeting with the Cloverdale managers. It was kind of a rare occurrence for her to take her employees out, considering she spent time at the Cave like she was forced to quarantine in there. But with her calendar blocked out for two hours and no cameras spotted in the vicinity of the closet, I figured Rosie and I were safe enough to take a little risk.

I scooched closer and gave Rosie a peck on the cheek. It was a soft, searing kiss—the kind of kiss you’d expect from a woman who’d fallen head over heels for you. A feminine kiss. Things were so weird now. I hardly felt like a guy, not even a guy who crossdressed. I didn’t feel like a real girl get, but some part of me was hoping I could cross the bridge to get there. One day.

I ran my hand over the knots in Rosie’s French braid, admiring how seamlessly she could do her hair. A French braid was something I’d never be able to do. It was like womanhood held an ocean of secrets I had yet to unlock.

Damn. Becoming a girl is hard.

“We should probably get back to work,” I said, taking the last bite of my cheese sandwich and tossing the wrapper.

“Not just yet,” Rosie said, locking the iPhone she’d been scrolling through and curling her arm around my neck. “I’m feeling frisky today.”

“Ooooh. I think I know why,” I teased.

“Why?” Rosie asked, her tone suddenly sharp.

“Because…ahem. I heard you and Mrs. Winter in her office today,” I admitted. “You both sounded like you were getting it on. Sorry, but I’m dying of curiosity. What did you both do? Did you like—”

“She made me cum,” she said abruptly.

My chest tightened. “She did what?” I breathed.

“She just put her finger in me because I was upssss…never mind.”

It sounded like Rosie was about to say ‘upset’. I pinched my lips together, itching to ask her what had made her cry and if there was anything I could do to make her feel better. But it was obvious she didn’t want to talk about it.

“Anyway, whenever she does that I swear it’s like her finger is a vibrator. I can cum in like seconds.”

“Wow,” I said.

In the dark, I could almost see it. Mrs. Winter’s face locked on Rosie’s, her stern features alive with passion as she edged her to let go and experience what bliss would be like under her control. My crotch started to tingle. If only I’d been there to see it. That was a movie ticket I’d pay a million bucks for.

I’d definitely have spurted all over myself watching them, cage or no cage… 

“I bet she likes to see you cum,” I finally said, grinning. “And believe me, that makes two of us.”

“Does that make you jealous, Karly?”

I could see Rosie squinting, like she was trying to make out my expression.

“Yeah,” I said. “Babe, I’m human.”

“Well, you don’t have to be,” she said. “She seems to like you.”

“Nah. You’re like her other half,” I insisted. “And I mean, you’re gorgeous. She can’t take her fucking eyes off you, and I don’t blame her. She wants you to follow in her footsteps, doesn’t she?”

“Yeah, but not so much since she’s got a new toy to play with,” Rosie said, and suddenly my stomach squeezed with worry because of the cold spite in her voice.

Did Rosie hate that Mrs. Winter was giving me attention?

No way, I thought. You’re just a sissy. She’d be insane to get bitter over you…

I decided to change the subject. “What’s with Victoria and the spy cams?” I asked.

“Spy cams?” Rosie sounded genuinely confused.

“Yeah, I’m positive she spies on us,” I said. “She knew I was getting ready in the bathroom every morning instead of coming in wearing a dress like she’d asked. How could she know when she wasn’t even in the building?” I shuddered as our conversation unlocked another memory. “You wanna know something? The other day I was cleaning her desk and I came across footage of two secret cameras at my cubicle—my old cubicle, I mean. It creeped me out. And she’d labeled it something weird like ‘high priority’ with my name on it. I hate to think she was surveilling me while I was goofing off at work.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

This time I squinted at her. My heart skipped a beat. “But, Rosie, I saw you looking at the cams that day. You knew about it, didn’t you?”

The closet was silent for a long second, and then Rosie sighed. “I’m not supposed to be telling you anything,” she mumbled.

“I’m not leaving here until you tell me everything,” I said, laying a hand on her shoulder. “We’re friends. More than friends. We’ve seen each other naked, fer god’s sake. That counts for something, doesn’t it?”

Rosie laughed. “I guess.” She took in a deep, shuddering breath. “Back when you were working under Jim, Mrs. Winter was looking for a personal assistant. When Aleesha didn’t work out, I guess she got desperate. She had a lot of boxes to tick, you know. It couldn’t just be any girl off the streets. She needed someone extraordinary.”

I shivered when I remembered the very first conversation I’d had with Mrs. Winter. She’d told me outright she hadn’t seen anything ‘extraordinary’ about me. She’d made it feel like she was doing me a favor giving me this job.

Had that just been another one of her games?

“The hire had to be obedient, and well, have the right kind of looks,” Rosie continued. “She didn’t want a know-it-all. She wanted someone with potential. Someone who was innocent and who could be…trained. When we couldn’t find someone from the outside, Mrs. Winter circled back round to the people already working for her. We spent hours scouring through footage, seeing if we could single out someone who…well, had it all.”

“Sheesh,” I breathed. “I feel like one of these days Hagrid’s going to visit me or something.”

Rosie giggled.

“What about Jim getting fired, though?” I asked. “So that was just collateral damage?”

“No, not exactly. Jim Gordon had a target on his back for ages. If there’s one thing Mrs. Winter hates, it’s interrelations between her employees. She doesn’t like them getting too close. Says it distracts them from working.”

I sighed. I guess part of me had suspected that something devious like this had been the case all along. But that didn’t mean things were any clearer. Things were still just about as clear as mud.

Why me? And what was the hurry?

“So there’s no such thing as privacy at Cloverdale, huh?” I mused.

Rosie gave me a weak smile. “There’s no such thing as privacy in any corporate company,” she said. “I think the sooner you can understand that, the better.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but the sound of footsteps made us both jump.

The footsteps clacked toward us, seemingly pausing right outside the supplies closet.

“Oh shit,” I mouthed.

Rosie’s cold fingers twined around mine and we huddled together, praying for those familiar clacks to recede.

I couldn’t believe we’d lost track of time.

The footsteps started back up again, going in the direction of Mrs. Winter’s office. As soon as we heard the door click, Rosie and I scrambled out of the closet and smacked the dust off the back of our skirts.

The adrenaline still hadn’t died down as I walked back to my work station. Back to where the lethal woman who’d singled me out for training was waiting for me. The woman who was driving me crazy.

Mrs. Winter had ordered Rosie not to tell me why I was really here. What other secrets were being kept in the dark in this terrible place?


CHAPTER 5

I woke up early the next morning with bad work jitters. It was Wednesday. The day of the hyped-up meeting with the Sterling rep. We all had only one goal: to impress the hell out of the guy (or girl) who we were hosting.

After a shower and shave, I got ready, putting together an outfit I’d painstakingly planned many days earlier. A black thong and a plain nylon bra underneath with a simple cream-colored stretch dress on top. I paired the outfit with a brown belt and black pumps. Nothing flashy, and definitely nothing slutty, but very put-together. You could even call it stylish.

I straightened the ends of my wig, smoothed on a little conditioner, and smiled at myself in the mirror. Did I look good? Hell yes. And that made me so proud.

As I drove to work, however, the jitters got even worse—my stomach was like a rock trying to claw its way up my throat. I didn’t know why I was so nervous. The hard work was almost over: Rosie and I had spent the last two days helping Mrs. Winter put together a deck that illustrated what our company could do. Today, the pressure was mostly all on our boss, who held the entire future of the company she ran on her shoulders.

I just had to stand there and look pretty.

When I stepped out of the elevators at work, I could instantly see that the door to Mrs. Winter’s office was closed again.

I frowned. Rosie was nowhere to be seen.

Heart hammering, I walked up to the door and turned the handle. Locked.

That was when I heard the scuffle.

I pushed my ear against the door, trying to ignore the sinking feeling in my gut.

Something had gone terribly wrong.

“I don’t know how it happened, Mrs. Winter!” Rosie was saying, sniffling noisily. “It was just so unexpected and I was caught off guard. I just want to know how to make it up to you. Please!”

Oh shit. Had the rep canceled again?

“Mrs. Winter, I know I’m been bad,” Rosie sobbed. “I know you want to punish me. And to be honest, I deserve it. I deserve anything you do to me.”

“Stop talking, Rosie.”

The order made my knees turn to jello. Her voice was cool and tight, yet seething with anger.

“Take off what you’re wearing.”

I gasped. Oh god. What the hell was going on?

After an excruciating pause, I heard zippers being dragged open and the ruffle of shifting garments. Rosie wept.

“Your body is a temple,” Mrs. Winter hissed. “It’s sacred. To think that you shared it with someone else was more than disloyal. It was dishonorable. A vile act of sin.”

My heart iced over. Somehow I didn’t like the direction this conversation was taking. Had Mrs. Winter somehow seen what Rosie and I had done in the closet the previous day?

“No one else should touch you other than me,” Mrs. Winter said. My blood pressure was hiking with each word she uttered. “But given what you said, I don’t think this was entirely your fault. So just this once I’ll accept your apology.”

Another pause. Was Rosie being spanked?

“I’m more cross at the homewrecking harlot who kept doing this behind my back. Where is she? She’s late.”

I clutched the door handle with bone-white fingers, knowing in my blood that the harlot was me.

I rapped on the door like a puppet, feeling totally numb.

“Oh, um, I locked the door,” I heard Rosie saying. “Let me open it…”

Minutes later, the door opened to Rosie’s messy hair and reddened cheeks. She was clothed, at least.

I raised an eyebrow and gave her a what the hell is going on? look.

She shot me an apologetic look. “I’m sorry, Karly. I told her everything,” she said.

“What do you mean?” I whispered frantically. “You told her?”

“Rosie.” Mrs. Winter’s stone-cold voice broke through the room. “Leave Karly and I alone for five minutes.”

Rosie leaned closer. “I couldn’t lie to her,” she said, her lips trembling. “I hope you understand.”

I stared at her and her face seemed to break down like a clay sculpture. Then she smiled for just a split-second. It took some time for that smile to trigger a reaction in me. Shock. I’d seen that kind of face before.

On crime documentaries.

It was called ‘duping delight’. The fleeting smile of a criminal who believed he’d gotten away with his manipulation.

I blinked and Rosie had gone, shutting the door behind her, leaving me alone to confront the fury of the scariest woman on earth.

Mrs. Winter stood up, peering down at my outfit. A rush of air expelled out of me. She was wearing a low-cut blouse and a red woven skirt. Pearls glistened off her ears and neck. Her hair spilled down the front sides of her blouse in glinting whorls.

Would she ask me to strip too?

I didn’t have to question for long. She didn’t even speak. Just motioned for me to take off my cream dress. I stood in the middle of the room like a mannequin in just my bra and thong.

Mrs. Winter shook her head and sighed, pressing her fingers to her chin.  

“Do you have something to tell me, Karly?” she asked in a low voice.

My brain zipped through all the possible scenarios, each one as frightening as the next. How much did I have to tell her? How much had Rosie—the person I’d trusted the most in this company—given away?

How had things turned so bad?

Mrs. Winter sighed again.

“I don’t think you understand,” she said, walking slowly towards me. “Five minutes before the most important meeting we have this month—maybe even this year—I learn that you’ve been a whore behind my back.”

I froze as her hand clamped on my ass cheek.

“I thought we had an understanding,” she murmured. “When you work for me, you work for me with your entire being. Your heart, your soul, your body. Who would’ve thought I created a monster, huh? Answer me. Do you like sharing and abusing this sweet bottom of yours?”

She began jiggling my ass. My crotch vibrated with both shame and desire.

“You like stretching your little slut-hole for other girls? How dare you!”

I winced as a finger penetrated me, right to the edge of Mrs. Winter’s ring. She started to fuck me right in the middle of the room. I moaned, parting my legs involuntarily and bouncing ever so slightly into her hand. My heart glowed and ached, needing her to make me explode right then and there.

Her finger slid out.

“Turn around!” she hissed.

She slapped me on the face.

My vision blurred.

Someone knocked on the door.

Mrs. Winter didn’t even blink. She grabbed my arm and held on, digging her nails deep enough to cut my skin. “Do you know what I want to do to you, girl?” she seethed. “I wish I could take you on right now, fuck that sweet hole so hard with my cock and turn it inside out. I’d go feral on you, Karly, if it wasn’t for Sterling’s appointment. Consider yourself lucky. Consider yourself immensely lucky.”


CHAPTER 6

Mrs. Winter let go of my arm and pointed at my dress. My legs weak, I stumbled back and almost fell flat on my ass.

“Come in,” she called, striding back to her desk.

I’d barely got the dress down my hips when the door opened and a man entered along with Rosie.

She beamed at us.

“Hi, Mrs. Winter,” she said brightly. “This is Quinn Park. From Sterling.”

Mrs. Winter motioned for him to sit down. “Welcome, Mr. Park. What shall I get you to drink? Some tea? Coffee, perhaps?”

Quinn loosened the collar of his shirt and sat down. “Oh, a glass of water would be great.”

Mrs. Winter signaled to Rosie and she disappeared while I tiptoed to the back of the room as they talked. Quinn was an Asian guy who was about forty years old, with a sleek, handsome face. He looked like he could’ve been the dad of a K-pop star. His voice was deep though, and the wrinkles around his eyes said that he was either chronically sleep-deprived or a workaholic. Or both.

After I was satisfied I’d faded away into the background, I set up the TV that was by the door. I hooked it to my laptop and opened up the slide deck. Content that everything was working, I went back to listening in on the conversation. There was something mesmerizing about watching Mrs. Winter work under stress. It was sexy. The warning she’d given me echoed in my head, making my asshole twitch.

I was going to be punished as soon as Quinn left the building.

It was as simple as that. There was no escaping her wrath now. Not after what Rosie did.

“So, about this contract…” Quinn was saying.

“I’m not happy about the fact you wanted to cancel on me,” Mrs. Winter interrupted. “I’m not one to waste time, and I’d hope that a potential client of ours would extend me the same courtesy.”

Quinn laughed nervously. “I understand, Mr. Winter, and I apologize for the muddle. We’ve had another agency get in contact with us.”

“I thought it’d be something like that,” Mrs. Winter said. “I really don’t care who else you’re talking to. The problem is when I first called you, you made a promise to me, Mr. Park. You promised you’d set up a meeting for us at the headquarters.”

“I acknowledge that, Mrs. Winter. I do. But—”

“You see that woman, Mr. Park?”

Quinn and I both turned to look. Mrs. Winter was gesturing at the portrait picture of the older woman with red lips. The woman whose stern eyes seemed to spy on anyone left alone in the room.

“That’s my mother.”

I exhaled silently. Of course. How had I not made the connection before?

“The greatest businesswoman there ever was. She taught me young to never turn back down on our promises. I wonder how your team would feel knowing how treacherously you’re handling Sterling’s business connections.”

“I am so sorry, Mrs. Winter. It was an oversight on my part—”

I chewed the inside of my cheeks, thankful I was just watching this very uncomfortable conversation from the sidelines. Rosie came in at that moment with a glass of water. Quinn chugged it down noisily and set an empty glass aside with a quivering hand.

“You seem thirsty, Mr. Park. Another glass of water, perhaps?”

Quinn nodded wordlessly. He took out a handkerchief and wiped the sweat glistening on his forehead.

“Now, what will it take for us to get the ball rolling?” Mrs. Winter’s tone had turned mellow. A little flirtatious. “I’m prepared to do anything. Anything, Mr. Park.”

Mrs. Winter leaned forward and Quinn’s gaze reflexively fell on her cleavage. Something inside me twitched. Quinn swallowed and dabbed his handkerchief down his neck, never lifting his eyes off her breasts.

“Are you married, Mr. Park?” she asked softly.

He coughed for a good while and cleared his throat. “Got divorced when I was twenty-three.” He chuckled and made eye contact with me for the first time. I took a step back towards the wall. “A word of advice, Miss,” he told me. “Never marry your high school sweetheart.”

I stayed tight-lipped.

“I see,” Mrs. Winter mused. “What a pity. I’m sure you have a hectic schedule with Sterling. With your work commitments and no wife to perform a man’s womanly duties, I don’t doubt you go to bed starving every night.”

“I…I’m not sure what you mean.”

Rosie came in and served a second glass of water with a glittering smile.

“You don’t know what I mean?” Mrs. Winter asked mockingly. She knew the guy was under her spell, and maybe he did too. And if I knew anything about the way she worked…it was now time to strap him in and play him like a marionette.

She stood up and sat on her side of the desk, watching him intently as he drowned his second glass of water. She picked up the napkin, leaned in close and wiped the sides of his mouth. Her full lips parted slightly as she patted it across the slight stubble over his chin. Quinn stared at her, clearly hypnotized. His gaze was stuck to the tempting curves of her body as she sat with the skin of her thighs exposed.

And then there it was again, the stamp of her tongue as it slid seductively over her alluring bottom lip.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” he said again.

“Let me clarify then,” Mrs. Winter murmured. “Rosie?”

Rosie stepped forward and dropped down on her knees right in front of Quinn. She smiled up at the man, a fake virginal innocence written all over her.

He hacked out a cough and stirred in his seat, a half-giddy smile blooming over his own face.

What the hell…

Rosie pulled down her top, exposing her breasts. Quinn’s eyes bulged at the sight of those perky mounds. He widened his stance on the chair and Rosie entered the triangle of space he’d created for her. She slowly unbuttoned his pants and giggled as she brought out a semi-hard cock.

I just stood, rooted to my spot by the TV, my hands balled into terrified fists behind my back.

Rosie wet the tip of Quinn’s cock before sliding his foreskin back and swallowing the head. She moaned hungrily as she began sucking. Oodles of saliva coated his shaft until it glistened under the office lights. I could feel the need radiating off of him, his will becoming weaker and weaker with the treatment of Rosie’s tongue. With his arms gripping the sides of his chair, he bucked his hips toward her mouth.

I wasn’t sure what I was feeling watching all this unfold. Shock? Horror? Envy? Fascination? Maybe all of the above. What struck me the most was that Rosie was clearly a star at giving head. Lipstick smeared? Drool dripping down her chin? She didn’t give a damn.

Fuck.

My own clitty was crying out for me. Pretty soon, it would be screaming. 

Rosie stopped. Quinn’s dick looked as hard as stone. She stared at Mrs. Winter as if on cue.

“Mr. Park?” Mrs. Winter called softly. “Back to the discussion we were having?”

Quinn looked like he was taking his time floating back down to earth.

“I’ll speak to Barry,” he muttered. “And…uh, we’ll be sure to slot you in by next week.”

His eyes flitted to me again. It was just for a split-second, but it was a move that my boss didn’t miss.

“Pretty, isn’t she, Mr. Park?” she said. “She’s special too.”

Quinn stared me down in a way that made me uncomfortable. “Special in what way?”

“Why don’t you show him, Karly?”

Embarrassed, I shook my head, but the sudden silence in the room only got louder. Everyone was looking at me. Hot flashes of adrenaline blew through my veins and I swallowed away the thorns in my throat. I didn’t have to look at Mrs. Winter to feel her seductive stare penetrate me.

Did she really want me to expose myself to this strange Asian dude?

I’d go feral on you, Karly.

This was madness. Insanity. Why would I want to ruin my pride and ego in front of this man?

“Do I have to, Mrs. Winter?” I whispered under my breath.

My boss didn’t answer me. Smiling calmly, she just came to my side and pulled up my cream dress. I was so embarrassed as she slid my thong down enough to reveal my secret little limp dick inside its steel bars.

Quinn sucked in a breath. “He’s a sissy!”

“She’s a sissy, you mean,” Mrs. Winter said. “What do you think?”

“He’s hot. She’s hot, I mean.”

Mrs. Winter let go of my underwear and sauntered back to her desk. She dragged her legs from one end of her desk to the other, letting them swing directly in front of Quinn. “I think you can speak to Barry right now, Mr. Park,” she said. “Get the date confirmed. My pretty personal assistant has all the time in the world. Speak to Barry now and she’ll show you what real Cloverdale hospitality is like.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Mrs. Winter wanted me to pleasure him?

Quinn had already taken his phone out. Mrs. Winter’s twisted smile spread wider and wider as he fumbled with the buttons at first. The conversation barely lasted five minutes and we had a confirmed date to meet up with execs at the Sterling headquarters the following week.

“Amazing,” Mrs. Winter said. “Now, as promised…Karly?”

I staggered forward, feeling far from sexy. My boss wanted to watch me humiliate myself on this man’s cock. Could I even do it? How could she even had put me in this position?

Why was I getting turned on?

Was it crazy to want to know what it…tasted like?

Quinn wasn’t a big man at all, but kneeling down before him, he looked pretty powerful. My stomach gurgled at the slight tangy smell of his crotch. I put his cock in my mouth and closed my eyes. It throbbed and grew, and for a moment I just stayed still, wondering what I should do next. I decided to just follow in Rosie’s footsteps, using my tongue to drench him before I sucked. Quinn took my hair and gently moved it behind my back so it would get out of the way. It was such a small gesture but fuck it made me feel so feminine.

I purred nervously as the cock grew bigger and bigger, precum oozing onto my tongue. And as it did my performance anxiety went down. Clearly I was doing something right. Even though I had my beautiful boss watching me deliver this blowjob, it was strangely soothing to have my mouth filled with a cock. I made things really wet and sloppy, fondling his hairy balls while my head rocked at a fast tempo. I knew I needed to show Mrs. Winter what I could do. Show her I was as good as Rosie.

But as I kept sucking, those thoughts faded away into the background too. I forgot about all my problems. I was lost in the pleasures of serving a real man.

Quinn grunted when he emptied himself into my mouth. I squealed, not expecting it to happen so soon. But he held me by my head to stop my mouth from springing back, forcing me to stay still until all his proteins were transferred into me.

I felt the bitterness as it went down my throat, a film of cum staying behind, seemingly stuck to my tongue.

“Whore,” Quinn mouthed at me as soon as I opened my eyes.

I blushed.

“That’s the good thing about sissies,” Mrs. Winter said coolly. “They always swallow.”

I flicked my gaze at her but she didn’t even look at me. My heart sank. I wasn’t even expecting a ‘good job’ or a ‘well done’ but at least an acknowledgement would’ve been nice.

She’s still pissed off. She wants me dead.

I turned back around and with trembling fingers, cleaned Quinn up with a napkin and then zipped his trousers back up.

Quinn and Mrs. Winter shook hands.

“A pleasure to meet you and your staff,” he said heartily. “And I, uh, mean it.”

“Until next time,” Mrs. Winter said. “Don’t say goodbye, Mr. Park. We’ll see you soon enough.”


CHAPTER 7

“Rosie? Karly? Both of you here.”

Our boss glared at us. Her jutting tits made me quiver in my heels.

“You will stop talking to each other,” she said. “You will both stop looking at each other. Break that rule and I’ll break your bones.”

We both nodded.

“Rosie, get back to work. Clear out my calendar for the next two hours.  Karly, you will come with me.”

I followed her to the elevators, my thighs hard as lead, sweat brimming through my wig cap. Where was the hell was she taking me to now? To the basement again where she could punish me in that dark, godawful storage room? I rushed stiffly behind her as she hurried out of the elevator and out the building and into the parking lot. We were headed to her Bentley.

Swallowing thickly, I half-ran, half-jogged behind her. I wished I could down some soda to get rid of the taste of cum and cock in my mouth.

“Get in,” she barked.

We sped through the lot and side streets and onto the traffic-choked main road.

I couldn’t help glancing at Mrs. Winter beside me. Couldn’t help but notice how surreal she looked when she was pissed off. Her low blouse was riding down even lower, and my heart skipped at the thought of burying my face inside her tits and licking her hot, hard nips.

She just made you blow a man to snag a meeting and she’s probably going to spank and punish you, and that’s all you can think about? You’re sick.

Blame my chastity, was all I could think of.

Rahul’s eye caught mine at a stop and he blinked impassively. Did he know what was about to happen to me? He’d figured out she was fuming at least, because he wasn’t speaking much and he definitely didn’t seem to be in the mood for his ear-blasting music today.

Rahul brought the car to a stop in front of a line of shops.

“Do not move,” Mrs. Winter said to me before banging the car door shut.

She went inside a shop. Though the name didn’t give much away, it was pretty clear to me what they traded in. Bald mannequins in lingerie flanked the entrance door and black curtains lay just beyond, obstructing the view of their customers.

What was she doing in there? At this point I started to bite my nails. It was going to chip off the light pink polish I had on, but desperate times called for desperate measures.

Mrs. Winter came back less than five minutes later with a black shopping bag. We cruised along again, the silent tension in the cabin getting thicker and thicker. It was thirty minutes later when we stopped, right in the snazzy driveway of a hotel.

“My briefcase, Rahul.”

“Yes,” he nodded and brought out a slim briefcase from the back of the car.

The briefcase was handed to me. Mrs. Winter motioned to me and we both walked through the revolving doors. We were inside an elegant lobby, draped in soft amber lighting with oversized flower arrangements sprouting from every corner. We headed to the reception, our footfalls softened by the thick rugs underneath our heels. Manning the desk was a skinny guy with a beard talking to someone on a corded phone. When his eyes caught Mrs. Winter’s, he hung up instantly.

She smiled at him appreciatively.

“Mr. Litnick,” she said.

That was all she apparently needed to say, because the guy nodded and started punching at the keyboard. I stood awkwardly just watching him, until his head lifted and he took a good look at me. His gaze flitted to Mrs. Winter once again.

She breathed in sharply. “This is my new personal assistant, Mr. Litnick. She’ll be assisting me with a new project.”

“Good day to you, Miss,” Mr. Litnick said to me.

“Hi,” I squeaked.

He handed Mrs. Winter a keycard. “Tenth floor, Madam. Take the first left and you’ll see the suite.”

“Thank you.”

We were greeted by the pristine smell of a rigorously cleaned hotel room when we took the elevator and walked into the suite. I’d never been in such a nice hotel before, let alone a suite like this. The sitting area was huge and the bedroom, located behind an open sliding door, had an all-white four-poster bed that made my chest tingle. With an arched headboard made of cushioned velvet and fluttery sheer drapes hanging from each post, that bed definitely gave off luxury honeymoon vibes.

Mrs. Winter threw the black shopping bag at me.

“Wear this,” she barked and disappeared into the bathroom.

She was definitely in no mood for talking.

I headed to the sitting area to open what she’d given me. My breath caught in my throat as I unraveled all the garments.

I shouldn’t be so surprised. I shouldn’t.

Not with everything she’s done to me so far.

But when I slipped the clothes on, my body went stiff with dread. I was too shy to even look at myself in the mirror that was positioned behind one of the couches. Instead, I sat down and waited, feeling like some kind of sex object just existing for my boss’s perverted gaze, and yet too self-conscious and insecure in myself, wondering in what world I could ever be classed as sexy. My chest sported a pink low-cut bra filled with fake tits that were at least a DD in size. My bottoms consisted of a black thong with a tiny pink diamond for the crotch area. Pink lace thigh high stockings stretched up my legs, followed by pink strappy pumps. A thin sparkling silver chain wound around my waist, tickling my skin.

I could see the briefcase Mrs. Winter had tossed onto the bed. What was inside it?

I shook my head and rested my head on the arm of the couch, willing my heart to slow down. I’d be a fool to try and predict what was going to happen to me in this hotel room with my controlling boss.

Mrs. Winter came out of the bathroom ten minutes later, her dark hair brushed back into a slightly messy low bun and wearing a robe.

“Sit down, Karly,” she said, tapping the side of the bed.

I walked toward her, my bulging breasts bouncing with each step. It was like all the times I’d crossdressed before had been erased from my memories. I was learning to be feminine all over again, and the stakes had never been higher.

“Did you like it?” she asked when I sat down next to her.

I stared down at the embroidered hotel logo on her robe instead of making eye contact. “Liked what, Mrs. Winter?”

“Having a penis in your mouth?”

My mouth watered at the words. “I…I don’t know, Mrs. Winter.”

“Don’t lie to me,” she chided. Her gaze could’ve left more burn marks on my body. She lifted a finger and started tracing loops on the side of my left shoulder, running it down my bare arm. “You were having fun with that erection filling your pretty little sissy mouth. You loved the taste of his disgusting sperm going down your throat, didn’t you? Tell me the truth Karly, or I’ll flog you right now.”

My clitty jerked in response. “Yes, I think I did, Ma’am.”

In one fell swoop she yanked me by the hair and pushed me onto the bed, belly down, and got on top of me. Her robe must have fallen loose because her soft skin made contact with mine, making it prickle with excitement. Her hand dug into my right butt cheek and squeezed it painfully hard. “You think? You think?” she rasped. “You lying wench. What a pity. We were doing so well. You were doing so well. But now you’ve gone and disappointed me by sharing your body with Rosie. How dare you disrespect me like that!”

She squeezed my ass with even greater force and I yelped out in pain. That just made her go in harder.

“You made me angry and that’ll be the biggest mistake of your life,” she gritted out. “Today’s the day you’ll know what it’s really like to have me as your boss.”

She pinned my arms down with hers and started to hump my ass. There was a little stubble on her pussy which grated on my skin and it was so arousing I found myself moaning. She moaned right along with me, humping me faster, her breath flaming down the back of my neck.

God. She knew I wanted it.

“I can smell your fear, sweet Karly. Mmm. It turns me on so very much.”

Trapped in her arms, I pushed back, eager to feel her prickly drenched pussy bump against my bruised ass. The pull I was feeling towards her was crazily strong. But all she did was yank me by the hair again and make me sit back up. I shivered, feeling cold in the room wearing so little. She thrust her briefcase onto my lap.

“949,” she said with a smile.

Adrenaline thrummed inside every muscle of my body as I slotted the code in and snapped the case open. My thoughts were going a million miles a minute trying to guess what the heck she was going to do. How much further she was willing to bend me. Take me.

When would this insanity stop?

Do I even want it to stop?


CHAPTER 8

“Do you like what you see?” Mrs. Winter asked.

I struggled to speak, staring down at the case contents. “There’s rope…and handcuffs…and blindfolds…”

She smirked, the wicked flecks in her eyes glowing brighter. “I know what’s in there, darling. You don’t have to tell me.”

I stayed silent.

“I think I’m in the mood for the rope tonight,” she murmured, taking it in her hands and coiling it ceremoniously between her palms. “Yes. Rope it is. Don’t worry, we’ll have plenty of time later to try the others out.”

She got up and retied her robe before patting the front edge of the bed.

“On your knees, assistant.”

I took my position, balancing myself on the edge of the honeymoon bed. Mrs. Winter slipped a silk blindfold over my eyes. In the darkness, I waited, my heart pounding so hard I felt dizzy. Jesus Christ, I wanted her with every fiber in my feminized body. How could I crave a punishment so much?

I gasped at the sudden feel of the line of rope behind my neck. She dragged it down my spine and back up again, making my caged crotch shiver and pulse.

“Which wrist do you want me to tie up first?” she murmured. “Left or right?”

“The left, Mrs. Winter,” I whispered. “Thank you.”

A minute later my arm was bound to the left bed post, and another minute later, the other was bound to the right. I held onto the rope with my arms stretched, feeling like any moment now I’d fall backwards onto the floor.

I waited for several more excruciatingly long minutes.

“Do you want to know a secret?” Mrs. Winter was behind me now, her robe brushing my back. “I would’ve loved to see a penis like Mr. Park’s take you from behind. Watch you as your pretty smile fades from the pain.” She laughed menacingly. “Maybe another day, Karly. You wait and see. I will get lucky.”

She gripped my chin harshly and kissed me, her possessive lips burning onto mine. I leaned back into her embrace as her moans pulsed through my lips. Her lust rippled through me like shockwaves. Her mouth tasted so divine in the darkness, her lips like satin. She tilted me to the side and planted kisses down my neck, down my arm, lingering at the point where I’d burned my arm. 

“Never again,” she whispered. “Promise me. You’ll never be unfaithful to me again.”

Everything that I’d done with Rosie flashed before me in the darkness. I’d been a slut with her—heck, we’d been sluts together. Guilt and shame made bile rise up my throat. “I promise, Mrs. Winter. I’ll be yours. Only yours. Please just kiss me again!”

She slapped my face hard, making me bend backwards and almost slip off the bed. “I won’t do what you want, you pathetic sissy whore. Who do you think I am?”

“I-I’m sorry,” I sobbed.

“Stop talking.” One hand pulled on my thong, digging deep into my brown crease. The other dug into the front and cupped my balls. She started to shake them violently, causing my padlock to jingle. “This is all mine now, Karly. Every single cell in your pretty little body is mine. I’m the one paying you. I’m the person you depend on. I will control everything you do. And you will obey me the way a bitch obeys her trainer. Do you fucking understand?”

“I understand now. I’m sorry, Mrs. Winter…it won’t happen again…” I whimpered. My balls churned at her touch and my clitty was inflating inside its cage.

“I don’t believe your stupid words of apology,” she said. “Anyone can spin lies and say sorry. Show me with your actions that you’re mine and then maybe I’ll believe you.”

The bedsprings creaked as she leapt on top of the bed. She was rustling around, getting ready for my destruction. When I felt the cockhead brush against my lips, I thought for a shocking moment she was playing a prank and had replaced herself with a stranger, a man. Then I smelled her. I’d know that scent anywhere. As she slid her flesh-like cock roughly between my lips, the heady musk of her vagina entered my nostrils, jolting me awake with her desire to fill me.

“Let me see you suck mine like you sucked his,” she snarled.

Squirming, I started sucking. The moisture in my mouth from my heavy breathing gathered and heated up its long shaft. I let my tongue find the little slit up its head and to my horror, I couldn’t help but moan. I stopped for a second, stunned by the girly voice coming out of me, and that was when Mrs. Winter slapped me, egging me to continue serving her. The thick cock invaded my mouth again along with the shame of what I was really doing.

“Show me you’re mine, Karly. Show me how much you love sucking me!”

I stuck my tongue out like a thirsty whore. Mrs. Winter began smacking her penis on top of my tongue and pushed it in until I almost gagged. I couldn’t believe it. I’d transformed into a sissy cocksucker in under a day and I felt so fucking dirty.

I sucked and sucked until my jaw ached and my throat was sore. Bobbing my head back and forth, I tried to show my boss just how turned on I was to be submissive for her.

When she finally pulled out her cock, my tongue was practically numb and I had saliva smeared all over my lips and chin. I heard her leaping onto the floor and positioning herself behind me. My thong was stretched to the side and she opened up my little butthole with one wet, cold-blooded finger—except, well, I guess it wasn’t as little anymore.

“Oh god!” I breathed as she added another finger in and dug deep in there like she was mining a cave. I wriggled and writhed from the pressure, the weight of my bound arms pulling on the bed posts.

“Don’t move, you stupid insolent girl,” Mrs. Winter hissed and squeezed the flesh of my waist to keep me still.

Her fingers slid out, only to be replaced by the slippery length of her cock. Her thighs whacked onto the back of mine as she started to thrust. The sounds of us fucking blew up into the air, so obscenely loud that I was sure the guests in the surrounding rooms could hear us.

“Take it, darling,” Mrs. Winter growled in my ear. “Just like that. Open yourself up to me. Let me hear how you like me taking over your body and soul.”

I moaned. I was soaking up every word, every gasp from my boss and it was charging me up. Training me. Like the good sissy girl I was, I took on every bit of her rage, her deviant desires, and the erotic abuse she was piling up on me.

I took it all on and I’d never been so turned on.

This was no doubt the thickest cock she’d ever tried on me—probably three times the width of my own. As she rammed it in me again and again, holding onto my hips, I hunched back and she hunched forward and we melted into one being. It was beautiful. It was surreal. Both of us reached a flow and we ascended higher and higher into the clouds.

Being pegged had felt good before, but never this good. Had I sprouted more nerve endings inside my ass? Was that even possible?

"Oh, Mrs. Winter! Mrs. Winter!” I cried out. “I love you! I love your cock! You’re the best boss anyone could ever have!”

I was so embarrassed by what came out of my mouth and yet I kept doing it. What was this insanity? I was crazy. She was making me crazy.

She suddenly raised one of my legs higher up on the bed, making my ass stretch even wider. She fucked me like that for several raging minutes and then—with zero warning—she gripped me by the waist and completely suspended me off the bed. I was floating, the sensation of being stretched and stimulated overtaking all the other firings in my brain.

Mrs. Winter grabbed onto my fake heaving breasts as they bounced. My tiny pathetic clit was angry. Incensed. It was hurting more and more as it grew inside its little prison. As she rammed into me again, I started to leak. Her arms twirled my blubbery legs around her waist and fucked me. I felt so light. So sexy. So hot.

After she pounded me into batter she came suddenly, her sweat-coated body pressed into mine and her appendage twisting deep inside my forbidden depths. Her cries made me want to weep.

I’d given her a release, allowed her to use me—but would she give me that privilege?

“I want to see you cum from my cock,” she breathed. Her hand cupped my balls and tugged them. “Let me see you do it for me. Feel that? Go on, darling. Do it. Do it now. My cock is all you need.”

She never touched my cage, let alone my cock. I think I screamed. I let go completely, felt myself fall back on Mrs. Winter, and suddenly my little flaccid clit was shooting out its milk. So much milk.

It was amazing.

“Open wide,” she said and slathered my own cum inside my willing mouth.

She took off my blindfold and I slowly let myself come back into the light. I saw the mess we’d made together. Saw her radiant face and the cock she’d fucked me with for the first time.

Mrs. Winter ordered room service. She didn’t untie my arms. But she ate and fed me and cleaned me up and took care of me like a pet.

Then she smiled.

“I have a meeting to be at now,” she said. “I want you to stay here. I want you to think about me and what you’ve done.”

I nodded. Couldn’t even speak. I’d been used until she was satiated and she’d only come back to me when she needed me again.

“Goodbye.”

She locked the door and left me in there like nothing had even happened.


CHAPTER 9

I lay there, bound to the bed, for what felt like an eternity.

Over and over, I replayed what had happened between us in my mind. I could still smell the sweet sweat off her skin, mingled with her perfume. Could still hear her husky voice in my ear. Could still feel her drilling in my ass.

There was no need to beat around the bush anymore.

I had become her whore.

This hadn’t ever been about hiring a ‘personal assistant’. Mrs. Winter had zeroed in on me, seen something in me from the moment she’d noticed me on that security camera. At first sight, she’d resolved to strip me of my manhood and make me her personal sissy.

And it was terrifying.

Terrifying because this was the scariest time of my life but also hands-down the most exciting time of my life. Who had I even been before Mrs. Winter had entered my life?

I loved her.

I thought about Rosie, and wondered what she was up to now. Whether she was wondering about where I was. I still cared about her. I just didn’t understand why she’d given us up. Dammit. She could’ve just stayed silent. She couldn’t seem to keep a secret around our boss.

Maybe actions speak louder than words.

I stared at the oil painting framed just above the bed until the details of the brushstrokes blurred before my eyes. The more I mulled it over, the more I was positive that there could’ve only been one motive.

Rosie wanted me punished.

Maybe she even wanted me fired.

The thought made me feel sick. Rosie, my good, beautiful friend wanted to destroy me and I had no clue why.

Feeling woozy, I closed my eyes, my brain still swimming with those painful thoughts. Pretty soon I fell asleep, my head resting on my arm. I dreamt of nothing but when I woke up, I had a dull headache.

I opened my eyes to see Mrs. Winter sitting on the bed nursing a drink, her back supported by all the pillows. She was still wearing her heels, with one leg crossed over the other, watching me with an amused expression.

“Mrs. Winter,” I gasped.

“You look so pretty when you’re asleep,” she said.

I reddened. “I…uh, I didn’t mean to doze off. Sorry.”

“Don’t be,” she said. “I bet you’re exhausted.”

I stared out the windows, but with the curtains closed I had no idea whether it was still daytime. “How long had I been…” I mumbled.

“Long enough,” she said. “We better get back to the office.”

She untied my arms and checked them for any bruises. “I might have been too harsh on you, Karly,” she said softly. “I have a bad temper and it overtakes me sometimes. And having someone like you there at my beck and call…it was an easy choice.”

“I don’t mind, Mrs. Winter,” I said honestly. Then I added, “It’s my job and I’m proud of it.”

She smiled, pleased. “Yes it is, Karly. I’m glad you understand. Believe me.” She cupped the side of my face with the rare gentleness I’d craved for all day long. “But what happened today will just be between us. You can’t tell a soul. You understand that too, don’t you?

I nodded. “I promise I won’t tell anyone.”

She smiled. “Good girl. Now go freshen yourself up. We’re running late.”

She sent me off to the bathroom. I changed back into the cream dress I had on that day and fixed my wig and makeup. I desperately needed a shower but I knew there was no time for any of that now. As soon as I stepped back into the bedroom, Mrs. Winter handed her bags to me.

We went to the suite door.

Mrs. Winter opened it, then she sighed.

She locked the door back up again.

I blinked at her, wondering what was going on now.

“Mrs. Winter?”

“Get back on the bed,” she said, her eyes blazing on me.

I shivered with excitement at the force behind those words. Was she serious?

It didn’t take long at all to find out, because she threw me back onto the bed. She lifted up my dress and my thigh felt the touch of her hand roaming up and down my smooth, perfectly hairless skin. When she took me again with her strap-on she left it inside me for several seconds and just heard me breathe like I was running out of oxygen. When she began to fuck me it was even better this time around. My slutty asshole was ravenous for her cock, consuming it with raw, hot hunger. It was massaging and stimulating untouched spaces within me and all I could do was whimper.

My whole body moved to her rhythm, my breasts bouncing. Mrs. Winter went faster and faster, her fucking becoming more and more unrelenting. Neither of us were naked this time around but it was the sexiest I’d ever felt.

Her hand cupped one of my tits as she came, and when it was all done she kissed my ass over and over again.

“The next time I do this, it’ll be an even bigger cock,” she whispered.

I moaned, feeling so fucking sexy.

She flipped me on my back and buried her hand inside her bra, pulling out a small key. The shock hit me like a truck as she unlocked my steel cage, and I stayed there with my mouth open like a fish, feeling frozen by desire and what was to come. 

She rammed her cock in me again, but this time she started to pump my clit while she fucked me. Pleasure zinged through me at once and I almost passed out. Her touch was exquisite. I moaned as my clit began to tingle after been starved for so long, my balls feeling heavy and loaded all over again.

“Cum on my cock,” she ordered me. “Do it now.”

My body lurched as I flew up to heaven. I started to thrash and shiver but Mrs. Winter pinned me down, forcing me to look at her as I climaxed. I squirted violently onto her cock like she wanted, crying and screaming as I stared into her eyes. When I’d emptied myself I fell back, my vision darkening as if I got knocked out cold.

I felt like the most special person in the world.

I felt like she loved me.

By the time we exited the hotel, I could see it was dark.

“Can I take you home?” Mrs. Winter asked.

“No, it’s fine, Mrs. Winter. Thank you,” I said.

The last thing I wanted was to end the night with her seeing the ratty apartment I lived at.

Rahul drove us back to the office. I was floating in the car while she took a couple of calls, not even grasping who she was talking to and what for. My brain simply wasn’t functioning. When we arrived, the building was mostly silent. No one batted an eye as we walked up to the elevator. I was surprised to see Rosie still at her desk when we walked out, working on a huge pad of files.

Mrs. Winter gave us a nod and disappeared into her office.

Rosie narrowed her eyes at me. We looked at each other in thorny silence. We weren’t supposed to be talking, but how could we not? There were so many questions I needed to know the answers to. Had our entire friendship been a farce?

“Thought you guys were never coming back,” Rosie said.

“Sorry. Time, uh, flew by,” I muttered.

The last time I’d felt this awkward with someone was when I’d run into an ex with her hot new boyfriend a year ago. Rosie fidgeted in her chair like she’d just drunk ten cups of coffee in a row.

“So did you guys have fun?” she asked quietly.

I badly wanted to tell her what we’d done. I looked down at her big blue eyes and sweet glossy lips. How many times had we made out? Fucked? How many times had she stretched my asshole and we’d had a blast doing it? Had that all counted for nothing?

I opened my mouth only to shut it back down again. Because I’d remembered what Mrs. Winter had made me promise. Tell no one.

I felt fucking awful.

“Rosie…” I started.

She gave me an accusing stare. It was like she could see through me. She knew Mrs. Winter. She’d worked with her for five years. Heck, my boss had probably taken her to the same hotel. Maybe had sex on that very bed.

“You guys fucked, didn’t you.”

I felt sick to my stomach. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t lie to Rosie.

I just nodded.

Rosie stabbed through the pad of paper with the pencil she had in her hand. Then she stood up and her shoulders quivered. Tears ran down her cheeks. “I knew it!” she screamed.

I rounded her desk and touched her hand. It hurt me so bad to see her in pain. It didn’t matter what she’d done. When I tried to hug her, she flinched and ran away from me, storming down the corridor through to Mrs. Winter’s office. She threw the door open and legit screamed, like she’d just let out a volcano of built-up emotion.

“How could you?” she sobbed. “After you told me you loved me?”

Mrs. Winter was seated at her desk. I didn’t even see her bat an eye. Completely stoic, she gestured Rosie to come inside.

But Rosie didn’t. Right at the doorway, she flung the jacket she’d been wearing onto the floor. Underneath, she was wearing the loose top and striped business pants she’d worn to the meeting. I stared in shock as she unbuttoned her pants. Stripped off her top and underwear and stood buck naked in our boss’s office, sobbing her heart out.

“Look at me, Mrs. Winter. Don’t you want me?”

My heart thudded as I focused on her pert butt.

I could see Mrs. Winter’s eyes drift up and down, swallowing slowly as she took in her beauty.

“You’re overreacting,” she said after a prickly moment of silence.

“No!” Rosie cried. “No. No. No!”

“Stop it,” Mrs. Winter said icily. “Stop this madness. I’ve dealt with your tears for long enough.”

I wanted to look away. Give them their privacy. This was none of my business.

But wasn’t it? Hadn’t I caused it?

“Tell me the truth, Mrs. Winter,” Rosie demanded. “Have I done anything wrong? Are you done with me?”

“Of course not.” Mrs. Winter’s lips were pressed into a thin line. “I love you.”

“Apparently not enough because you’re fucking her!” Rosie screamed, pointing at me with vengeance. Hatred.

“Don’t you dare swear at me, girl. I’m your boss.”

“You’re a crappy boss. And a crappy lover,” she sobbed. She picked up her jacket and wrapped it around herself. “Yes, you are! It doesn’t matter what you say. I can’t do this anymore. I quit!”

“Rosie!” I said but she just ran past me, the clacking of her heels echoing after her.

I slipped my heels off. My first instinct was to run after her, of course. Rosie couldn’t quit. She just couldn’t. This was all a terrible mistake and I had to do something to fix it.

The elevator grated as it started to descend with Rosie in it.

I ran and began furiously punching the elevator button, but Mrs. Winter’s order stopped me dead in my tracks. I whipped around to see her expressionless face. Her eyes were as cold as empty stone pits. My heart thumped so hard I felt dizzy.

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


END OF PART 3
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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.


END OF PART 4
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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

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,

Rae
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