

FEMINIZED BY MY SECRETARY

FEMDOM FORCED FEMINIZATION

Phoebe Pearl


Copyright © 2025 Phoebe Pearl

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

THANK YOU!

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Epilogue

About The Author

Books By This Author

PHOEBE PEARL EROTICA


THANK YOU!

What an incredible year 2024 was! I want to thank all my readers for choosing to read one of my books. We achieved a remarkable milestone with over one million page reads on Kindle Unlimited. 




Thank you very much! I hope you will choose more of my books in the future. Please consider reviewing my book and following me on Amazon.  




Or sharing my book on Bluesky




This is my first published book of 2025, but I haven’t been idle. I am currently editing a Femdom novel that I wrote. Look for it toward the end of June. 










Thank you!




Phoebe Pearl


Chapter One




Gayle

My fingers flew over the keyboard as I desperately tried to finish the report before my boss, Neil Grayson’s, 5 p.m. deadline. My heart raced along with the ticking clock, fueled by the pressure of staying on his good side. As I typed, part of me wondered if this relentless pace was worth the pressure and stress. But what could I do? I needed this job. I mean, I needed it. I knew that if I didn’t obey, Neil would have me violated and sent back to prison.

How did I get in this jam? That’s a long story, but I ended up at Grayson Investment Consultants after my old boss, James ‘Shadow’ Franks, swayed the judge to hear my appeal and offer me a second chance. Shadow had leverage on just about everyone, including judges. Shadow appreciated I didn’t turn on him, so he owed me a favor or two. Part of it was that he wanted to dip his cock in my sweet black pussy. I cooked his books and did shady deals with his portfolio, but I’d never slept with him.

Standing shackled in my orange prison jumpsuit, I recalled the judge’s words, “You’re lucky.” The judge glanced nervously at Shadow, sitting in the courtroom. I wondered what Shadow was hanging over the judge’s head. “I’m going to give you a second chance.”

The judge shook his big head covered in grey hair, rubbing his bearded chin, “Gayle, you’re a genius with numbers. It’s such a shame to let it go to waste. Robert Grayson, who handles my investment portfolio, agreed to hire you as his son’s secretary, which is nothing like what you’re used to, but it’s a second chance. One bad word, Gayle. One sign of misconduct, and back you go to serve the rest of your time. Stay clean for a year, and I’ll wipe the conviction off your record.”

What it came down to was staying out of jail meant making Robert Grayson’s incompetent son, Neil, look good. I’m not sure what Neil’s problem was; one minute, he’s like the nicest, sweetest guy in the world, and the next, pushing me to my limits. Ordinarily, I don’t take shit from anyone. Here, I had to. I vowed that if I ever got leverage on Neil, I’d…. I’m not sure, but things would change, that’s for sure.

Day after day, Neil lumped more shit onto the train wreck of my life. At first, it was getting lunch and getting his coffee. He started having me clean his office, picking up his dry cleaning, and buying him lunch, and then he started making sexual advances toward me. He got braver and braver by the day; yesterday, he grabbed my ass. It took every ounce of self-control not to put my fist into his face. Sometimes, I wondered if prison might be better than the misery Neil put me through.

I glanced up, wondering what the fuck Neil was so absorbed in. Neil’s eyes darted around, but luckily, I returned my focus to my task before he caught me ‘fucking off.’ But I’m curious; I looked back at him, and he shifted his tie nervously. He saw me looking, and moments later, an email arrived.

“Get busy, Gayle. You better make this deadline. Make me look bad, and I’ll make the phone call you don’t want me to make. Or we could make other arrangements for you to keep your job.”

I knew what those other arrangements were. So far, I’d fended those off. I worked like my life depended on it, which I did till lunchtime. I got up and fixed my hip-clinging pencil skirt, which Neil suggested I wear. I sucked in a breath, trying to control my rage. I even had to ask permission to go to lunch. Every other employee simply got up and left for lunch at twelve on the dot.

Five minutes before lunchtime, I approached his office door. Lost in whatever he was doing in there, Neil looked flush, even aroused. One thing I knew he wasn’t doing was his job. I was doing all that.

I tapped on his door. No answer, so I leaned to the side and peeked through the wall-to-ceiling window. I’ll be damned, but Neil’s face was flushed. I tapped again, and remembering how he’d requested that I keep the top three buttons of my blouse unbuttoned, I quickly corrected the error. I tapped again and peeked through the window; he startled and looked at me, acting like I’d just caught him with his hand in the cookie jar. He fidgeted, adjusted his tie, and motioned for me to enter. I did.

He wasted no time busting my chops, “Why are you disturbing me, Gayle? Can’t you see I was busy?”

Busy? Doing what? I’m doing all the work, I thought. But I sucked it in. There was no way I was going back to prison.

So, I said as submissively as possible, “Mr. Grayson, can I go to lunch? I should be done well before the five-clock deadline.”

Neil acted pissed, like, why did I even need to eat. “What? Lunch? You want lunch? Okay, but get me something first.”

Neil rose. “Get over here and get my money.” Neil pulled out his wallet and tossed three ten-dollar bills on the floor at his feet. “I want dumplings and Peking Roast Duck at that place down the street, Silky Roads.”

The urge to shoot this asshole moved to the top of my bucket list. “Mr. Grayson, I packed my lunch. I won’t have time to eat?”

“Well… Maybe you can feed on my meat, which comes with a side of cream if you do it right.” He laughed, grabbed his zipper, and pulled it up and down, laughing like a joke.

I maintained a blank expression and bit my tongue.

“Come on. I know you haven’t had a cock in a while. Being locked up with all those dykes must have been miserable. Come on. Get down on your knees and get a taste of some big white cock.”

Deep down, I wondered if all his bragging was just that bragging. He looked too effeminate to be macho. It seemed more like he hid his true nature under a facade of fake masculinity. It wasn’t even masculinity. It was jerk through and through. Despite all his bravado about his female conquests, which I was tired of hearing about, I’d heard Neil hadn’t had a piece of ass in years. Whatever the consequences, there was no way I was sucking his cock. Before I could stop myself, it came with a flurry of viciousness. “Fuck you. I don’t have to take this shit. Bet your cock’s—” I held up my black pinky finger. “No bigger than my finger.”

I got him. I struck a nerve. The flush of humiliation spreading across his face was worth another ten years in prison. He mustered a smile, but the hurt was apparent. Then I unloaded on him in a three-minute tirade about how I wasn’t taking his shit anymore. Silence enveloped the room for a good thirty seconds.

Neil said, “Oh yeah? Is that right? You’re going to take it or else…. What are you going to do? Report me? To my father? To HR? Who’s going to believe a convicted felon convicted of how many financial crimes and even perjury? Do you think anyone’s going to believe your sexy black ass? Now come on, honey, get over here, get down on your knees, and suck my cock, then get my lunch and then finish the presentation.”

What was I going to do? He was right. I had one option—obey. “Can you pick the money up for me?”

My blood boiled. I vowed if I ever get something I can hang over Neil’s head, I will string the asshole up. “Pick it up yourself.” I stared him down. He stared me down. A game of chicken. In less than ten seconds, Neil lowered his eyes submissively, dropped to his knees, picked up the bills, and handed the money to me. My blood boiling, I headed to Silky Roads.

An hour and a half later, I returned with Neil’s lunch, where Neil again was lost in his computer, so I knocked on the door. He motioned for me to enter and set his lunch up. The way he acted, I fully expected him to make me feed him.

I finished the project at three, with plenty of time to spare. I emailed Neil and reminded him to download it to a floppy disk. At five minutes to five, Neil raced out the door, briefcase in hand, with my hard work, for which he would take credit.

“Clean my office before you go.”

“But, Mr. Grayson.”


Chapter Two




Neil 

I drummed my fingers on my metal desk, fighting the urge to call James “Shadow” Franks. Last night, a guy at the bar told me I had a tip that couldn’t go wrong—a sure thing, he said. Shadow wasn’t a traditional bookie, but he knew someone who could help, and besides, Franks knew my dad, and I really wanted to place the bet. I needed the money badly, and this felt like a sure thing. At least, that’s what I had heard.

I rubbed my chin, trying to decide. Should I make a bet and possibly make enough to pay off the guy Franks referred me to, an uncompromising creditor—the break-your-legs kind of guy? But if I lose, then what? There’s no way I’m stealing more money from Dad.

Whatever I did, I couldn’t afford to lose anymore ‘sure things.’ My thoughts ricocheted from thinking about how winning the ‘sure thing’ would cover the money I borrowed from Dad’s investment company before someone figured out I’d been misappropriating money. Then I’d started worrying about how screwed I’d be if Gayle didn’t come through. The presentation I had her doing was a detailed analysis I would give to a group of new investors tomorrow. Restless and full of anxiety, I turned to my favorite black Dominatrix, Mistress Velvet, and watched her ply her trade on her harem of sissies.

I accessed Mistress Velvet’s kinky website and paid a tribute of $49.99. Since I maxed my credit cards out buying and throwing away women’s clothes, I used my company card for the transaction. The site assured me that the billing would remain discreet, so maybe no one would find out.

With access, I began my indulgence while keeping an eye on Gayle. I had to admit she was a good worker. As I indulged in my secret, taboo fantasy, my savior, Gayle, toiled away on the project Dad entrusted to me.

Thankfully, the tension in my body and mind eased somewhat as I watched Mistress Velvet, in a relentless, spiraling verbal and physical onslaught, degrade and humiliate the sissy schoolgirl, destroying what was left of his masculinity. God, what I’d pay or do to be that guy. Once the sissy had surrendered to the forbidden taboo of no longer being male, Mistress Velvet, clad in tight black leather, bent the little faggot over a school desk and pounded his sexy white ass with a ten-inch black dildo. After an eternity of moans, screams, and howls of pain and pleasure, the pink plastic encasing his caged clitty spurted a long rope of cum. That he’d reached the pinnacle of sissydom didn’t deter her. She continued the onslaught for another five minutes as the rope of cum swung back and forth like a pendulum. Finally, Mistress Velvet satiated her need to emasculate her sissy schoolgirl. As far as I could tell, he’d surrendered every ounce of manhood.

I glanced up and eyed Gayle, wishing she’d do the same to me. Thinking about it caused the fabric of my tight pink lace cheeky hipster panty to be stretched to the limit. My cock, hard and dripping precum, ached for release. With the next video loading, I glanced at Gayle and then back at Mistress Velvet. Mistress Velvet and Gayle could be twins.

When Dad told me about Gayle, I could hardly contain my excitement when I saw a picture of her. At first, I thought it was a practical joke or a way for someone to make fun of me after discovering my secret kink. I mean, it had to be a prank, didn’t it? I mean, what are the chances? A tall, athletically built black woman that looked just like my favorite porn star, and she would work for me? Perhaps an envious coworker hired Mistress Velvet as part of a setup, or maybe my sadistic father was teaching me a lesson.

God, I wanted Gayle and not in the way a man wants a woman, but the way Mistress Velvet would have me. I rubbed nervously on my inner thigh, wanting to grab the flesh throbbing between my thighs and jerk off while watching Gayle work. I glanced between the new video and back to Gayle, back again to the muted porn video of a different sissy, then back to Gayle working.

What a stroke of luck Gayle turned out to be! She was the twin of Mistress Velvet and had a knack for investments—better than I did, anyway. Of course, it wasn’t hard to surpass my skills.

The craving to touch my flesh was too great as I watched Gayle through the window, my hand inched up my thigh. I massaged the head of my cock, in slow, gentle circles. God, the soft, lacy fabric felt so good against my flesh.

My eyes flitted between Gayle working and Mistress Velvet humiliating two pretty sissies dressed in skimpy pink skirts at her Sissy Academy. I was in heaven until worry set in. Gayle had me by the balls. If she didn’t finish by five and the presentation didn’t meet Dad’s unrelenting standards, or our clients didn’t like it, I was in for it.

My cock softened, and reality hit. The day Dad handed me the account, “I’m giving this to you because… well, you’ve become one fine investment analyst. Not sure what came over you in the last six months.”

Gayle was the answer.

“Don’t muck it up, son, like you’ve done everything else.”

What did he mean by that?

That day, when I reached for the disk with all the files and data I’d need, he held onto it like he wanted to give it to someone else. “I want you to remember that this project will determine the fate of our company for years to come.” He had that look—that look he’s had ever since I got caught prancing around in my older sister’s panties. How long ago was that? Like I’ve done for years, I puffed out my chest and clenched my jaw in a determined expression, acting macho. I got good at faking it over the years. “It’ll be done. No worries.”

“Uh… Uh….” There it was. That infamous answer he gave when he didn’t believe you. He turned, then spun back around. “You’re not having any more problems with panties, right? No son of mine is going to be a floozy.”

“No!” I felt my face burning like a furnace. “I told you then, and I’m telling you now, I lost a bet.”

“You and your gambling. Are you gambling again? Going to your meetings?”

“No! I mean, yes, I go to my meetings. I’m not gambling anymore.” That was a lie. I wanted to tell him I only gamble because I can’t express myself how I want. “How long are you going to hang that over my head?”

He shook his head and nodded as his eyes trailed over my body like he was searching for a crack to exploit. “It was Mom’s idea to hire you here, not mine; always been a momma’s boy, even when you were little, always playing with your sister’s dolls and not outside playing ball with the rest of the neighborhood boys. I thought we should just hang you out to dry and teach you a lesson about life, but you turned out to be one fine analyst. And for God’s sake, don’t mess up this account. You are scheduled to give the presentation on Friday morning, so have the details by Thursday at five. I want to look it over.” He paused like he was about to vomit. Then said, “I’m proud of you.”

I snapped out of my thoughts and glanced at the woman of my dreams toiling away. It was a little unsettling to know she was better at my job than I was. Putting me in between a rock and a hard place because I had to keep her under my control or fail. Deep down, I wanted her to be in control and do dirty, nasty things to me like Mistress Velvet does to her sissies. Dad would shit bricks if he knew not only Gayle was doing all my work, and I was passing it off as mine, but that I wanted Gayle as my Mistress.

I shook the worry out of my mind and returned to another of Mistress Velvet’s videos while Gayle labored on the project that would make or break Dad’s firm. Glued to Gayle’s doppelgänger in cyberspace, my cock returns to a swollen state, and my heart races. Anger sets in. Regret and jealousy followed. God if only I could be one of those petite little guys in the video.

As I indulged myself in Mistress Velvet’s sadistic torments, it seemed like whenever I glanced up, Gayle was looking at me. Our eyes locked briefly before I glanced away guiltily. My skin prickled every time our eyes met. I wanted her. Despite wanting her to discover my secret, the weight of her gaze remained, pressing down on me. What if I let her find out about my secret despite wanting it more than anything I’ve ever wanted? The thought sent cold shivers down my spine, even as the video edged me to call her into my office and subjugate myself to her.

I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, feeling the familiar caress of my silky panties, a constant presence that both thrilled and terrified me. Something in Gayle’s eyes today—that knowing smirk made my stomach tighten into a knot. Had she found out I watched porn…

So what? I watch all kinds of porn, even straight porn. Most of my porn history was straight porn, and there’s no way she can know what I’m fantasizing about. She couldn’t know that instead of fantasizing about getting my cock sucked, I was dreaming about being on my knees surrounded by big black cock, and when the thugs cream on the snow bunny’s face, I hoped someday I’d get plastered with ropes of cum, drying on my feminized face.

My throat tightens as I watch her through the glass partition. She’s so sexy with her tall, athletic build, like Mistress Velvet. She’s typing away at those keys with her long red fingernails. How I wish she’d run them down my back. My cock swells at the thought of it. But she can’t read minds. Anyway, I own her. One wrong move, and she goes back to prison. Our eyes meet again, and the look in her eyes makes me wonder who owns who.

The morning drags on. I bounce between arousal and worry. I get aroused every time I look at Gayle. Worry follows closely behind my arousal. How the hell am I going to pay the money I owe? How will I explain if the bookie breaks my legs like he’s threatening to do? Would Dad prosecute if he found out I skimmed funds from his company?

No way anyone figures it out as long as I keep Gayle around. I’m yanked out of the fantasy, which involves me on my knees, feminized and doing such dirty, filthy things, and of course, I’m erect when I hear tapping on the door. I’m unsure what Gayle said, but she’s standing in the doorway. I’m sure I’m flushed with arousal, “Why are you disturbing me, Gayle? Can’t you see I was busy?”

“Mr. Grayson, can I go to lunch? I should be done well before the five o’clock deadline.”

“What? Lunch? You want lunch?” Feeling guilty that I could be sucked into such a dirty fantasy, I tried to recover my manhood. “Okay, but get me something first.”

I got to my feet, hoping my erection wasn’t noticeable, as a wave of unexpected desire washed over me. Once on my feet, I got sucked into a perverted alternate universe, my mind and body no longer under my control, leaving me as a powerless observer. I was the secretary, and Gayle was me, my feminized version. “Get over here and get my money.”

Arousal gripped my body, and my hand trembled, inching toward my back pocket. The pressure in my genitals wasn’t about the power I wielded over Gayle—no, it was my craving for submission, a filthy desire to submit to Gayle or anyone else. I opened my wallet.

The confession rested on the tip of my tongue, burning with a need to be released. “Gayle, I’m not the asshole you see every day. You know about prison—about having a bitch, right?” My heart raced. Confess, Neil. If she tells anyone, deny it. She’s a convicted felon who’s going to believe her. Say it, Neil. Just test the waters and ask, “Will you make me your bitch?”

Instead, the puppet master from another universe pulled out three ten-dollar bills and dropped them at my feet. I stared at the bills, then at Gayle, wishing I was her. I’d do it. I’d get down on my knees. “I want dumplings and Peking Roast Duck at that place down the street, Silky Roads.”

Gayle ruined my fantasy, “Mr. Grayson, I packed my lunch; I won’t have time to eat?”

That’s not what I would do! I’d get down on my knees and crawl over, exposing my ass in the short tight dress I wore. The puppet master from the alternate universe made me say, “Well… Maybe you can feed on my meat, and if you do it right, it comes with a side of cream.” I grabbed my zipper and unzipped it, then zipped it back up and down again several times, teasing her. “Come on. I know you haven’t had cock in a while.”

I stared at her, our eyes locked. What if she does it? “Being locked up with all those dykes must have been miserable. Come on. Get down on your knees and get a taste of some big white cock.”

God, I wish I had a boss like her. I mean, I’d gobble up her cock right here. Right now.

“Fuck you. I don’t have to take this shit. Bet your cock’s—” My fantasy shattered to a thousand pieces as the reality of my little cock hit me. Gayle held up her pinky finger. “No bigger than my finger.”

How could she know? Part of me wants her to find out my secret taboo fantasies, to find out I’m wearing panties, to see what she would do, to feel the thrill of being punished. Yet the other part of me was overwhelmed with humiliation. It spreads across my face. I try to muster a smile, but inside, I’m torn. The anger that spits out isn’t directed at her; it’s at myself for desiring such forbidden, shameful things and yet getting caught wearing panties and confessing the shameful thoughts I’m having. The macho man I want to let go of takes over, “Oh yeah? Is that right? You’re going to take it or else…. What are you going to do? Report me? To my father? To HR? Who’s going to believe you? A convicted felon. You were convicted of numerous financial crimes and perjury. Do you think anyone’s going to believe your sexy black ass? Now come on, honey, get over here, get down on your knees, and suck my cock, then get my lunch and get done with that report.”

What was she going to do? She had no other option unless I gave her one. I’m disappointed. I wanted her to take control and punish me.

After she verbally castrated me, which I found very arousing, I caved and dropped to my knees, picked up the bills, stood, and watched her storm out the door. I was glad she didn’t call my bluff. But a part of me wished she’d pulled my pants down and discovered my secret fetish.

An hour and a half later, she returned with my lunch. I was lost in porn. She knocked on my door. I motioned her to enter and had her set up my lunch.

She finished the project at three, with plenty of time to spare. I got the email, and she reminded me to download it to the disk Dad provided.

I spent the last two hours bouncing back and forth between fantasizing about what it would be like to be the sissy in the porn I’m addicted to and trying to figure out how to pay back the money I stole from Dad. Maybe blame it on Gayle, then bend her over my desk and fuck her pussy till it hurts. I saturated myself in that red-blooded male fantasy for a while, trying to squash the submissive side of me.

As I pounded Gayle’s pussy with a cock that was way bigger than reality, a succubus dressed in black leather appeared on my shoulder, and she looked just like Frankie, one of only three girlfriends I’ve had in my thirty-one years of life. “Come one, Neil. You never made me scream like that? You think you can make Gayle scream like that with that little cock you got. Maybe switch things up, let her bend you over the desk, and you be the girl.”

Frankie’s joined by Dotty, another of my failed relationships. “What were you doing with the panties you stole from me?”

I answered. “I collect the panties of all the women I’ve fucked.”

Frankie and Dotty, two sultry succubus dressed in black leather, holding riding crops, laughed. “I bet he jacks off in them.”

“Licks his cum out.”

“Bet he dreams about it.”

“No!” I said.

My only other girlfriend joined the two on my shoulder. “What do you girls think? I bet he’d make a good bitch.”

I said, “Fuck no. I’ll show you I’m a man. I’ll fuck Gayle.”

Frankie laughed. “She’ll laugh when she sees that little worm, just like I did. Face it, Neil, you want to be a girl.”

Before I knew it, it was time to go, and I was ready to pop. I had to get home and jack off. At five minutes to five, I raced out the door, briefcase in hand.

When I passed Gayle, I said, “Clean my office before you go.”

“But, Mr. Grayson.”

I was out the door.


Chapter Three




Gayle

I wanted to go home. I wanted to scream. I wanted to cry. I wanted revenge. I wanted to go back in time and say no to cooking the books for James Shadow Franks. I wanted to go back in time to the day the feds asked me to testify for a lighter sentence and say yes. Instead, I kept my mouth shut and served my time. What kind of shit was this? I do Neil’s work for him, but what do I get out of it? “Thank you.” “You saved my ass again.” Nope.

“Clean my office.”

I thought about just saying fuck it, turning myself in, and serving my last three years. But I sucked it up. As usual, Neil’s office was a mess; papers were strewn everywhere, and he’d left the disk he needed in the computer.

I hated myself for helping him, but after I cleaned his office, I’d stop by his house and give him the disk. When I went to remove the disk, the screen popped to life, and the shock of my life hit me with some perverted shit. Yet it hit a spot between my thighs that’s been dormant for way too long. That was bad enough, but what was most striking was the woman with a riding crop in her hand looked like me. Seeing a guy at her knees made my muscles hum with a tingle I’d never felt before, and dirty thoughts flooded my mind. Sadistic fantasies about what I’d like to do.

As I watched Mistress Velvet, my doppelgänger, dominate the man at her feet, the years of enduring indignities from men—not just Neil but all men—seemed to find a release. When Mistress Velvet commanded the dainty man to fetch her a drink adorned in nothing more than a delicate, frilly white apron, he didn’t merely rise—he sprang up and dashed out of the camera lens as if his life depended on it. My eyes roamed Mistress Velvet’s leather-clad body. I could almost feel the sensual embrace of the exquisite leather. When he returned, he supplicated himself, presented the red liquid sloshing around in the glass, and only a drop spilled over the lip. Withering under her gaze, he seemed to know what was coming. She reached for the glass, and I imagined myself, Mistress Velvet, looming over a man for once instead of the other way around. His eyes watched her, desperate for approval, as she brought the glass to her lips and drank.

Then Mistress Velvet spread her thick ebony thighs. With no need for further instruction, the effeminate dude in a frilly white apron and nothing else put his hands on her knees, parted them, and, with reverence, waited for permission.

“Do your duty, then if you please me, I shall give you some.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

His hands roamed upward, teasingly brushing along her inner thighs before he plunged into her core. The camera zoomed in to show an expert tongue dancing over her clit, teasing it before sucking it hard into his mouth.

Mistress Velvet squirmed. She arched her back. Just watching the expertise with which he employed his tongue sent ripples of pleasure through me. The wet sounds of his lips and tongue, obediently caressing her ladybits, send shocks of desire, of possibilities through my body. Every woman needs a man like that! How do I get one, I thought? Then anger hit me like a lightning bolt, and I paused the video, pissed. While I slave away all day, he’s watching porn, and the main character could be my twin sister.

Maybe I had some leverage. I’ll tell his father if he doesn’t let up on me. But then it dawned on me that I didn’t have any leverage. He’d deny it. Maybe say something like she’s a felon, a lying, cheating, perjuring felon out to stick it to me. Then, I thought finding this was way too easy. Was I being set up? What do I do?

I grabbed the disk Neil needed, intending to take it by his house on my home when I saw his smartphone. Damn, he must have been in a hurry. He even left his smartphone, and it was unlocked. How stupid was Neil? I already knew the answer to that. I couldn’t help but check out the last message, “Midnight tomorrow.”

I recognized the number: my old boss ‘Shadow.’ The man I did three years for. The man who said he owed me. It was then that I knew I had leverage. I made a stop before heading to Neil’s home.


Chapter Four




Neil 

I spent hours driving in circles, wrestling with the temptation to place a sure bet. My mind was a whirlwind of indecision. Should I go for it or play it safe? And how would I pay off the money I stole from Dad? When I passed the lingerie shop, I couldn’t resist. I bought an alluring lingerie set on impulse, awkwardly telling the cashier and the sales clerk it was for my wife.

My heart pounding, wanting to try on my new lingerie set, I sped home and raced to my bedroom; not wanting to ruin my new lingerie, I stripped and turned on the water. As the water warmed, all I could think about was slipping into my new sexy pink teddy, pulling up one of Mistress Velvet’s videos, and jacking off.

As I stood there, waiting for the water to reach a comforting warmth, my thoughts drifted to Mistress Velvet’s sissies. Each of them was securely locked in chastity, a symbol of their unwavering devotion and discipline and submission to their Mistress’s will. I craved the same experience, wishing that Gayle would choose to do the same to me. The thought hit me with a mix of lust and appetite to be owned by her as Mistress Velvet did with her sissies. Could I make that big of a commitment? I fantasized about being forced into feminization, but if it came down to it, could I do it? Maybe I should just tell her. I had to confide in someone, and Gayle might be a safe bet for me. What could she do? If she even thinks about telling anyone, I’ll turn her in and have her sent back to prison.

As I thought more about it, I admired their endurance, their devotion, and their submission as I pondered how they endured weeks, sometimes even months, without experiencing the release of an orgasm. How on earth do they withstand such restraint? How the hell do they go so long without having an orgasm?

Thinking about chastity should make my erection vanish, but it only makes me swell more. I can’t help myself, so I stroke my hard cock wondering how the hell does someone go a month or even a day locked in chastity? Then I drift back to one of the go-to amateur porn videos, the sissy girl riding her black dildo like a stallion.

As the steaming water pulsed over my tired muscles, the taboo fantasy took over as I imagined myself as the innocent-looking sissy, nude except for a pink chastity belt holding the tiny pink plastic squishing her man flesh flat against her balls. I’ve straddled the colossal black dildo, easing myself down before impaling myself with the black cock. I can feel the thick head lodged inside me. God, I wanted to shed the skin of masculinity I’m wrapped in and cloak myself in feminity and not just any of your garden-variety girly behavior; I wanted to be a whore, a slut, and I wanted Gayle to be my pimp. I’m not sure why, but I do. I never had the guts to cross that line, fearing I might never return.

My finger finds my tight hole, and I press forward, but the tightness I encounter deters me. How does she do it? Take that cock? But it always looks so good. In the video, the sissy bucks and looks into the camera. “I’m cummming.”

And without hands or a mouth or a pussy, from the flesh encased in the pink plastic, cum erupts. The femboy’s face contorts with a visceral, raw expression of pure ecstasy.

Done with the shower and somehow making it without shooting my load, I slide the teddy on my slender arms, and immediately, I feel better with the silky softness against my skin. I run my hand over the fabric, soaking in the delicate lace trim and how it brushes against my chest. I slip into the thigh highs. I love how they cling to my legs, the smooth fabric sliding over my skin as I pull them up. The thong is barely there, a thin strip of cloth between my cheeks that makes me feel exposed and submissive but also incredibly sexy.

I like to walk around the house when I’m dressed sexy, so I head downstairs and get the shock of my life. Gayle is in my living room, sitting in my chair. Her expression is difficult to read, as if she has done something mischievous or regrets a bold decision. But what was she doing in my house? And how did she get in?

I feel a mix of irritation and curiosity. Our eyes meet, and she holds my intense, angry gaze. Then, she tilts her head to the left, directing my attention to the other man in my home—the man I owe a substantial sum of money to.

“Shadow, I’ll have the money. I told you.”

Shadow adjusted the sleeve of his thousand-dollar suit, adjusted his red necktie, and said, “My. My. Look at you.”

I’m not sure how I forgot I was wearing lingerie, but I did. How do I explain this? When I glanced down, not only was I in lingerie, but I also had an erection and a quarter-sized stain, which informed everyone present I found wearing women’s lingerie arousing. I can’t speak.

Shadow said, “Well, this is interesting.”

“Listen… I….” There is no explanation.

Gayle laughed. “This is better than I expected.”

Shadow said, “You have two choices, Neil. Option A is you pay me right now.”

I opened my mouth but found nothing except a tied tongue. Knowing from experience how much Shadow detested disappointment, I untied my tongue and said, “I can’t. Tomorrow. I swear.”

Panic choked me. I’d avoided Shadow’s calls for days but never expected him to show up at my home or with Gayle. What was up with that? The thing I shouldn’t be doing right now was slipping into a kinky fantasy about Gayle punishing me in very nasty, kinky ways for being late on my debt, but in the face of danger, that’s what flooded my mind.

Shadow snapped me out of the nasty thoughts, “I thought as such. So, the other part of option A involves broken limbs. Nasty business. Or we can go to option B.”

A shiver shot down my spine as I waited. I wondered what the hell Gayle had to do with all this. “What’s option B?”

“I owe Miss Gayle a debt for not ratting me out. She did her time and doesn’t deserve the crap your dishing out to her, so from this point on, she owns you, not the other way ’round. Miss Gayle here owns your debt and owns you until she decides it has been paid off.”

Shadow rose and whispered in Gayle’s ear. Gayle nodded several times, and they both looked at me every once in a while. Gayle shook her head and then whispered in Shadow’s ear. Shadow’s eyes bulged, and they both glanced at me greedily, taking me in.

Shadow stood. Nodded and said, “Okay. I agree. But he’s got to look good or no deal. My place Saturday night.” As Shadow walked past me, he said, “If there are any issues, let me know.”

Gayle shifted in my favorite recliner. Then, I noticed the three maroon shopping bags labeled The Velvet Leash, a popular fetish store.

Gayle upended each bag one at a time, their taboo contents spilling over the floor. I knew I should protest and resist, so why didn’t I? I didn’t have a choice, but it hit me I didn’t want one. As bad as it sounds, this was the best thing that could have happened to me. I can erase my debt with Shadow and dive into one of my most secret fantasies. If that’s what she had planned, and by the looks of the toys, that’s what was about to happen. I realized if I didn’t fight back and resist, then Gayle might believe her planned vengeance was a bust, leaving me to deal with Shadow. So I decided no matter how much I might enjoy what she was about to do to me, I had to act like I hated it with every ounce of manhood I had in me.

When my eyes locked onto the array of taboo and nasty toys strewn out across the floor, a surge of arousal shot through me.


Chapter Five




Gayle

Neil’s face flushed a deep crimson, an intense hue that spread from his cheeks to the tips of his ears. He stood there, and there was no doubt in my mind stewing in a whirlwind of emotions, wondering if he should be angry at this intrusion or embarrassed because I busted him dead to rights in a very sexy teddy. Or wonder? What comes next?

Draped in a provocative, slinky teddy that clung to his form, which I should have found revolting on a man. Instead, I found it appealing. The humiliation of getting caught in such an emasculating act seemed to have created not shame, as it should have, but more arousal.

I lowered my eyes, stared at the tent pole, and gaped with the same intensity Neil directed at my big breasts. A passionate resolve fuming within me, hell-bent on reducing him to a mere object, my object just as he had so often done to me at work, each second that passed an affront I was now repaying with equal fervor.

I crossed my arms, soaking the control I had over Neil. Neil’s gaze shifted to the collection of fetish toys strewn over the floor with what was not fear, anger, or revulsion, what I half expected, but curiosity and craving, lingering on each item. His gaze paused on the chastity cage, and then his blue eyes flicked toward me; it was clear how he bit his lip and the slight flush on his cheeks that he was struggling to conceal his urge, exploring the possibilities I was about to propose.

His lips tightened. Was he trying to decide what his options were? He glanced at the toys I’d deposited on the floor, returned his attention to the pink chastity cage, licked his lips, and his cock twitched. His attention scanned the room, looking for a way out. It was his house, so all he had to do was ask me to leave. My instincts told me he wasn’t looking for a way out of the trap I sprung but was doing his best to avoid the humiliation of getting erect at the situation. Despite his best endeavors to control his growing arousal from being caught in such an embarrassing situation, his efforts failed, and I knew I had him. I said nothing, satisfied to watch my new toy squirm, struggle, and resist. I satiated in glory for a few silent minutes, how I had turned the tables, and then disappointment struck. Disappointment because I didn’t want him to enjoy a second of what I had planned.

Nor did I expect to catch him in lingerie. I was on an emotional roller coaster, and it headed back up to arousal. After all, what could be more humiliating for a man than to get aroused by having to submit to a woman? A woman he’d treated like his slave?

Feeling my oats, with his cock throbbing and erect, I said, “Well, Mr. tough guy, it seems you’re looking forward to being turned into my bitch.”

Neil fidgeted, trying to come up with a response. He looked at me. Then the toys. His gaze locked on the big black dildo, and I’ll be damned, but he licked his lips again. As if regretting his blatant display of arousal, his face went blank.

I shook my head while staring at his cock, pouring all my disdain and defiance into objectifying him just as blatantly as he objectified me at work. “I’m not impressed. Earlier today, I commented on your cock size; it seems I’m proven correct.”

Everything was going as planned. Now, to drop the bomb. Or should I let Neil speak first? What would give me more power and control? Sit in silence and let him stew, or just come out and tell him how it would be. I let him stew. Watching Neil curl his fist into tight balls of fury not only gave me a profound sense of control but a sexual feeling of arousal I hadn’t felt in a very long time. I’d been called frigid, and up till this point, I couldn’t understand my lack of desire for sex, but now I understood that sex without dominance wasn’t something I wanted.

Neil slipped into his standard operating mode and broke the deafening silence. He pointed at the pile of toys and said, “So what? You want me to use those on you?” His words said no, but his body language said yes.

“Not the plan.”

“Oh yeah? What is the plan? You want cock. I knew it. You want my cock. You didn’t have to go through all this, honey. I’d have given it to you.”

I stood, grabbed the hem of his teddy, and lifted it. “My, don’t you look pretty in that.”

“What? I… Listen, this isn’t what it looks like.”

“Oh, you being dressed in a sexy pink nightie is exactly what it looks like.”

I rode the crest of the wave of dominance as every nerve in my body lit up with arousal as I teased the hem of his lingerie. “Why don’t you take this off.”

“What? Get naked?”

He was putty in my hands; he peeled the teddy off, standing shoulders caved in and eyes down, fidgeting with the hem of the thong.

“Leave the rest on.”

Now, it was time to rob him of his authority, putting him in a position of submission. Thinking of stripping Neil of his manhood sent goosebumps up and down my spine, and my pussy tingled.

“That’s what you’re offering?” I sighed.

“What? I just got out of the shower. Shrinkage. It gets bigger. Trust me. Play with it.”

I’d had enough of playing games. Time to lie down the law. “Understand this, Neil. You are no longer in charge. I am. I own you.”

Since leaving the office, I’d watched a couple of hours of Mistress Velvet’s videos, so I had a pretty good idea of what to do. At some point, it hit me that buried deep down inside me was a sadistic bitch who had her own kinky ideas.

As Mistress Velvet had repeatedly indicated, consent in her trade was vital. So, I’d determined I’d allow him to consent. “I’m going to keep going.” It came out strained: “Unless you tell me to stop.”

I’d thought about this repeatedly en route to Neil’s home with Shadow. I was getting Neil off my back, that was for sure. I had an inkling he’d go for what I had planned, but when Neil came down the stairs in his sexy pink lingerie, I knew Neil wanted this, and more importantly, I couldn’t believe Shadow agreed to my little scene.

If Neil says no or wants me to stop the kinky, taboo acts I wanted so much to try out, it would be off-limits. I’d still hold the debt over his head, but it would be less fun. Minutes passed between us, and I took his silence as a green light for me to continue.

“Good girl.”

Hearing my intended insult of his masculinity seemed to have the opposite effect, pulling him closer to me like he craved hearing it. I filed it away, but he’d have to earn any more praise. “How ’bout this? Beg me to use you? Beg me. Tell me you’re a worthless man and that you need to obey me.”

Despite my emasculating acts of the last few minutes, Neil remained erect and surprisingly compliant. The power dynamic between us shifted. I was excited and apprehensive. Our eyes met, and then he lowered his eyes in submission. The air of superiority and dominance he maintained at the office was gone. There is a sense of submissiveness in how he bowed his head as if ready to submit to my every command. The other thing I noticed was his cock kicked with arousal, advising me he was relishing losing power more than I was enjoying taking it.

I stared at him. He didn’t look me in the eye but seemed silently pleading. But what was he pleading for? Did he want me to stop? Was he imploring me to stop, to release him from the burden, or was he urging me to continue as Mistress Velvet would?

Finally, he looked up but looked away quickly, “What am I supposed to stand here like this?”

“Yes, and end every sentence with Mistress, please.”

Why did I say please? Damn, Mistress Velvet never said please. I stepped back and raked my eyes over his body, studying it.

“Mistress? What is this a porn video?”

“No, Neil, this is real life and your life now. What you must do now is to learn to embrace your life as my…. Uh….” I paused. I wasn’t sure what to call him.

Neil surprised me by responding. “Sissy. Uh, Mistress. Not that I thought about it or know anything about it. Because I don’t.”

I knew from seeing his porn history he lied through his teeth. I’d let it go for now; he hasn’t asked me to stop. “I want to remind you, if you wish me to stop, I will. You’ll still owe me for the debt, but the payment terms will differ, understand?”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.” He paused. The wheels were spinning in his head. “I need… this, Mistress. I don’t want you to stop. I’ll even pay back the money as a tribute. I want to serve you. Please. Don’t deny me the pleasure of serving you.”

I couldn’t believe what I heard. I didn’t know what to say for half a minute but regained control and recovered my dominance. “Sissy sounds good. What I want from you is to fully embrace your new role of being owned by me, your Goddess, and to embrace the feminity that I shall demand of you. Tomorrow, you will give the sales presentation, and then we get you ready for Saturday.”

Neil bounced nervously on his feet, his cock, all three inches of it straight, throbbing, sticking out the side of the tight thong. “Saturday?”

I concluded at that moment that I had done Neil two favors. One was to release him from debt, and two was to fulfill a long-denied fantasy. Neil glanced down at his cock, then took a deep breath and sputtered out a denial that sounded more like an acknowledgment of a suppressed need. “I’m only doing this because I have to. That’s it. I know nothing about all this. I’ll do it but won’t enjoy it for a minute. I won’t.” The words coming out of his mouth said no, but his body language said yes, especially his cock.

“I think you need to be quiet. See that gag over there.” I pointed to the gag shaped like a tiny little cock. “Get it, put it on.”

“Mistress. Like I said… I need this. I’m trying to obey. I want to. I have always wanted this. I’m sorry about my…”

I held my hand, stopping his sputtering. “I’m not interested in what you need. We’ll cover that later after you have fulfilled my needs.”


Chapter Six




Neil

“I’m going to keep going. Unless you tell me to stop.” The words left Gayle’s lips. Do I put my foot down and pass up on the opportunity of a lifetime? Erasing the debt that’s been hanging over my head and living out a fantasy swirling around in my brain for years, itching to get out, to be released and lived. Honestly, I didn’t know what to say. Or how to react.

I looked at Gayle, quickly soaking in her appearance before dropping my gaze to the floor, already feeling the tug of my natural tendency, submission. As I stared down, past my twitching cock, at the floor, God, I thought Gayle was the spitting image of Mistress Velvet.

How embarrassing it was to be caught crossdressing; yet, it felt like a burden had been lifted from my shoulders. I was relieved. Yet still, I struggled to hold on to what I didn’t want—my masculinity—and submit my mind and body to her and drift into the maelstrom of dominance sucking me in.

Stop? No, I didn’t want her to stop. This was a dream come true. I could feel Gayle’s eyes rake over my naked body like I was hers. I already felt like hers. I wanted to be hers. But did I?

The videos and fantasies that I indulged in while I was supposed to be working and in the privacy of my home were just that—fantasies. What was staring me down right now was reality—a cold, stiff shot of reality.

Was this what I wanted? And I knew what was coming; I’d seen the reality of what it meant to be a woman’s bitch, sub, or property. I’d watched thousands of hours of men being humiliated, trained, and disciplined, so there was no doubt of what Gayle expected of me. Without a doubt, I knew I’d be her property, to serve, to use, and thinking about it flooded my body not with revulsion but a burning heat and energy, every nerve ending in my body alive. My cock stood straight ahead, proudly displaying my willingness to submit.

Could I go through with this? What was going to happen on Saturday? Would she make me a girl all the time? What if Dad or Mom found out?

Stop was on the tip of my tongue, not because I was worried about Shadow or my need for Gayle to stick around and do my work for me, but because I knew if I didn’t tell her to stop, I was entering a rabbit hole I wouldn’t want to exit.

I glanced at the pink chastity device, the plastic shimmering under the light. The keys next to the emasculating device that would deny me of my masculinity if I didn’t tell her to stop. The reaction of a typical red-blooded alpha male wasn’t there. I didn’t think fuck this shit, cunt, break my legs, kill me, put me behind bars. I’m not putting that on. What I thought about was more what a beta would think or a sissy—please and serve Gayle in any way she desired and relinquish the part of my flesh that makes me a man to Gayle. I found it arousing, not repulsive.

Gayle’s loving gaze changed, and her eyes narrowed into sharp slits of retribution. A steely determination to shame me radiated from every pore of her body, telling me what I was about to go through wouldn’t be easy.

A confusing mix of emotions overwhelmed me. On the one hand, knowing what humiliation Gayle would put me through arouses me, and that thought fills my blood with shame. Yet that shame, that knowledge that I was about to be put through humiliating and degrading tasks, seemed only to exacerbate my arousal. I can’t move. I can’t speak. I want this. But I dare not say it.

Again, my focus returns to the contents of the bags spilled out on my floor: the lacey pink panties, the sexy pink bra, the sheer pink thigh highs, the cute little skirt and blouse, and the stiletto heels. Could I even walk in those? Would I look good? I wanted to be sexy, a pretty girl. Would Gayle make me one? Then, more shame seized me. Of all the things to be worried about right now, I’m worried about being pretty.

“We’re going to get you looking pretty for our little gathering on Saturday night. I’m going to show you what a real cock looks like.”

I put up a good fight for several minutes, maybe more for Gayle than me. Gayle won. Honestly, I didn’t want to win. My world changed for the better when Gayle got the ball rolling, “I think you need to be quiet. See that gag over there.” She pointed to the black gag shaped like a tiny little cock. “Get it, put it on.”

“Mistress… I need this.” I did, more than anything else in the world. My mind thought about the future; maybe in ten years, we’d still be together and telling kinky friends about what we meant. What a story we’ll have.

What choice did I have? Even though I didn’t have one, I didn’t want one. I grabbed the gag, shaped like a cock, opened my mouth, and slid the soft yet unyielding rubber into my mouth. It rested uncomfortably against my tongue. The impact of it in my mouth was immediate. Submission. Total submission. My first act of submission was humiliating, but it also gave me the most intense arousal I’ve ever felt.

“I’m not interested in what you need.”

The bitter taste in my mouth, the shape a sign of perhaps things to come, and the uncontrollable drool streaming from the sides of my mouth were a pleasant reminder of my craving to submit to Gayle’s dominance.

“At any point, shake your head if this is not what you desire.” Gayle laid the law down as I listened. I was to nod or shake my head after each. I was to attend the briefing as scheduled and then ask Dad for a leave of absence. I didn’t care why. I wanted her.

It took more than an hour to get my cock caged. Trying to get my balls through the ring was challenging, to say the least; it was a tedious and delicate operation, especially with Gayle watching. I got one ball without a problem but struggled to get the other through the tight ring. With tons of finagling, I finally got the ring on. The tightness and constriction around my groin created even more arousal, so when I tried to get the nub of pink plastic around my shaft, it proved to be another challenge. I would never have imagined getting locked up would be so arousing, but I got an intense erection as soon as the plastic slid over my head. Not knowing what else to do, I pushed until my cock softened, and once I was in chastity, Gayle revealed to me how she wanted me to present her with the key.

As I sank to my knees, prostrating myself before her, I could feel the pressure behind the plastic prison building. Subjecting myself to her was stimulating. I held the key in my flat palm, my head down in reverence to my Goddess, my heart pounding against my chest. This was it. My dream came true. Was it? I hesitated. What if Dad finds out? I glanced up, hoping Gayle understood.

“Don’t worry, Princess. You are mine now. I’ll protect you. You just need to obey.”

I lowered my head, feeling the whirlwind of emotions swirling through me. Should I tell Gayle I’m looking forward to it? If I did, would that spoil her fun? And I so wanted to please her. But as I stared at her feet, doubt swept in, and I thought, God, I can’t do this!

Since I still had the gag in, I wanted to give her the signal, hand up, palm facing out, as the deep-seated discomfort and embarrassment of submission hit me. The clash of the desire to be feminized and the desire to hang onto my masculinity filled me with restless anticipation.

“Make no mistake, sissy. I’m going to drag you through shame and humiliation like you’ve never seen before.”

Did Gayle see my inner turmoil? My worry. My fear. And I’ll be damned, but those words should have concerned me, but the pressure of arousal in my groin reminded me how much I enjoyed the humiliation.

“Trust me, I feel this will be as beneficial for you as it is for me. By the end of the month, you’ll emerge transformed; you will be a better person, and….” Gayle laughed, “Free of debt.”

Gayle left for the night, my cock locked and chastity key in her hand. When I lay down, my mind spinning, my cock straining against the uncompromising plastic I tossed and turned all night. In the middle of the night, I noticed the chastity cage hanging loosely like it didn’t fit.


Chapter Seven




Gayle

On my way to work, I indulged in my fantasy, where Neil submitted to my every whim and desire. I pictured him naked except for an unyielding piece of pink plastic making me breakfast before work. I imagined how sexy he’d look, attired in a tight black pencil skirt, bringing my coffee. The image of me standing, legs spread, a big black cock strapped to my hips, and Neil obediently choking on it sent a surge of power through me. It was exhilarating, creating warmth and wetness between my thighs I hadn’t felt in years. God damn, I couldn’t wait for Saturday. Saturday, I’d satiate the ache, the need I’d never once quenched.

I pulled into the parking lot, my body humming with sexual desire fielded by my newfound dominance. I was ready to unleash it on Neil. I sat behind my desk and started my day’s work. Guilt crept in, and there was a nagging whisper in my mind. The excitement, the feeling of power and control I’d been basking in vanished like a burst of steam, and the anxiety of what I’d done hit me, and a sense of foreboding enveloped me like a storm gathering, waiting to erupt. What had I done? The weight of my actions bore down on me. I forced Neil into becoming my servant, with every intent of feminizing him, embarrassing him, shaming him, and I loved it. My original intent was to exact vengeance. I never expected that in doing so, I’d be aroused. Nor did I expect Neil to enjoy being humiliated.

But the throbbing in my pussy, the swollen lips, the moistness between my thighs, I couldn’t hide. It wasn’t about vengeance anymore. I knew, without a doubt, I’d enjoy every moment of being the puppet master and having a human puppet on my strings. I was going to enjoy every minute of humiliating and degrading Neil. And though I’d turned Shadow’s offers of sex down hundreds, maybe thousands of times, I would enjoy Saturday night immensely because it was on my terms, not his.

Thinking about Saturday and my new life that was within my grasp, every inch of my skin hummed and tingled, and my pussy begged to be touched like it never had before. I tried to work but couldn’t focus, so I lost myself in Mistress Velvet’s site, taking my mind off my rampaging emotions.

Mistress Velvet’s taboo and wickedly explicit Femdom videos were infamous in the BDSM world, but what intrigued me most was the wealth of informative articles, how-to videos, and Mistress Velvet’s journal detailing her journey into the kink lifestyle.

Neil called, wanting me to remove his chastity cage. He sputtered about how it was falling off, so I reminded him it was a commitment. Then, I blew it off. I lost track of time, and by lunch, I had a list of things I’d need for Saturday night. Lunch came. Instead of eating, I hit the local adult shop and loaded up with more kinky stuff.

When I returned, Neil still had not called, nor had his father. What was Neil doing? Had he lost his nerve? What now? What if Neil got cold feet? Or Shadow? I rubbed the chastity key hanging around my neck. He has to call. What if he didn’t call? What then? Disappointment settled in, as I was looking forward to Saturday and beyond. Another nerve-wracking hour passed, and still no call.

Finally, at three, Neil’s old man stormed into my office. “Seems my son has let me down again. He’s going off to find his true calling in life. You’re now in charge.”

A smile played across my lips as I knew what his true calling was, my sissy. I tried to contain my joy, “Wow? That’s a surprise. Did he give any details?”

“No! I’m not enthused about this. There’s a lot to do around her, but I will take my son’s word at face value. You are now the head financial advisor.”

“Thank you, sir. I won’t let you down.”

His brow furrowed, he said, “I wasn’t going to, to be honest, but Mr. Franks demanded it. He has a large sum of money we handle, so….”

“Sir, may I hire a secretary? There’s a lot to do here, and I have someone in mind. She’d be good here.”

“Very well.” He stormed off, and I signed out for the day and headed to Neil’s house.

I raced to Neil’s, my home from now on. I exited the car and headed to the front door, which Neil should have left unlocked if he had obeyed. I grabbed the handle, not nervous, hoping he had disobeyed, dead set on punishing him. The handle turned, the door opened, and disappointment filled me as I had instructed Neil to be naked, waiting for me in the foyer, prostrated.

A smile cracked my face. “Yes!” I yelled to the empty room.

Pumped to get some spanking practice in, I searched downstairs. No, Neil. He’d obeyed and had the bags of BDSM gear laid out on the dining room table. I ran my hand over the smooth leather of the paddle before smacking my palm with it. The sound resonated through the room, eventually settling into my throbbing core. God, I was going to enjoy this. Then I picked up the riding crop, enjoying the satisfying snap. I decided to use my hand for my first spanking encounter. I headed upstairs and heard cussing when I reached the top of the stairs.

“God, Damn. It. Get on. Fuck. Fuck.”

I turned the corner of his bedroom, and there was Neil naked, the pink chastity cage off.

“What the fuck? I told you that you…. I told you, Neil. This is unacceptable.”


Chapter Eight




Neil

I dressed as Gayle instructed for the presentation: panties, thigh-highs, and a pink bra. When I slipped my pants on, a noticeable bulge appeared despite my loose pants. I called Gayle in a panic.

“Gayle, the damn cock cage shows through my pants.” I didn’t tell her the cage was falling off, hanging precariously between my thighs. The ring around my balls was too big, and it was so tempting to remove it, to give a final tug. But could I get it back on later?

“Well, Neil, if anyone notices your bulge, they will think one of two things. One, you’re hung.” Then she broke out in laughter. “Oh, we know that isn’t true, right?”

“Gayle… I mean Mistress. Please. Can you take it off just for the presentation?”

“No. Think of it as a declaration. Every time you look down on it, it’s a reminder of your conviction that you are now my property.”

Torn between the relief it would bring and its commitment, I pulled my pants back up, ready to show my obedience and submission.

As I delivered the presentation, trying to maintain a professional demeanor, excitement and dread coursed through my veins. Twenty managers watched my every move and hung on my every word, their faces blank with corporate politeness. Did anyone notice the secret beneath my corporate attire? Was I showing my arousal? I tried to focus on the presentation, but the way the silky panties clung damply to my skin reminded me of what I was becoming. Each time I turned to the slide presentation, the bra straps dug into my shoulders, a constant reminder of my submission. Each step I took caused the chastity cage to shift against my sensitive and aroused flesh, reminding me of my oath to Gayle.

Despite all my arousal, my voice remained steady, but I couldn’t stop my cock from straining uselessly against the uncompromising plastic confines of my chastity cage. Would someone notice how I shifted my weight when the prison grew uncomfortable? In the end, things went off without a hitch, I think.

When I got back home, I was horny as hell. I stripped, like Mistress commanded, showered, and shaved all the body hair off my body, which wasn’t much. I tried to keep my thoughts off the ill-fitting chastity cage and how easy it would be to pull off. Damn thing kept slipping forward as I washed and shaved. Then the urge, the arousal of all I’d been through today, was too much, and I tugged on it, and it came off.

Oh fuck? I tried like hell to get it back on, but with the lock, it was impossible. Now what?

I called Dad to address the situation. Gayle had given me a cue card with precisely what I needed to say. Although Dad was disappointed, he agreed to let Gayle manage my department.

I’d get to that bridge when it came, but for now, I had to get back in this damn cage before Gayle arrived. As I struggled, I lost track of time, and before I knew it, I heard Gayle.

“What the fuck? I told you that you…. I told you, Neil. This is unacceptable.”

When I turned, cock in one hand and chastity device in the other, Gayle stood hands on hips, looking sexy as hell. Looking at her, I wasn’t worried about anything: not my debt to Shadow, not my Dad, not being macho, not proving I was a man. I cared for only one thing: pleasing her; I would gladly have my legs broken if she wanted it, just to please her.

“Gayle. Mistress, I told you. I warned you it didn’t fit and came off while showering. I think it might be too big.”

Gayle broke out in laughter, shaking her head while staring at my crotch. “You were playing with yourself?”

“No. I swear, Mistress. It came off. I swear.”

She shook her head. “Yeah, right? While I’m sitting in the office all hot and bothered….”

My eyes shot open. Hot and bothered? What was Gayle getting all hot and bothered about? Was all this arousing her?

“I don’t know if they make a cage smaller than that one. We’ll deal with that infraction later; for now, we will deal with you not being at the door as I requested.”

Gayle sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her tight pencil skirt up, exposing the smooth curve of her muscular thighs. I got a tantalizing peek at her black panties and licked my lips.

Catching my wandering eye, she said, “That’s not your purpose in life. Tomorrow, I’ll show why your cock between my thighs is something that will never happen.”

Gayle patted her knee. “Lay down here.”

What was my reaction? To turn and run? Nope. To argue? Nope. My cock dribbled precum and throbbed with arousal. Gayle sucked in a gulp of air. “First, we deal with your failure to obey, then we deal with that.” She pointed at my cock. “I got some good ideas from Mistress Velvet’s site.”

When I across her lap, my cock slid between her thighs. She jumped at first, seemingly as shocked at my arousal as I was. She tightened her firm thighs, squeezing my cock, and explored my ass with her hand, looking for the meaty flesh.

“We’ll start with twenty-five. Count.”

I braced myself, expecting playful slaps. But when the first crack of Gayle’s hand struck my ass, it wasn’t playful, and it stung more than I imagined. My legs kicked up from the intensity of the pain, and my cock dripped precum from the arousal. I wondered how something can be painful and arousing at the same time. But it was.

When two hit home, I yelped, and though I said, “I’ll not disobey again, Mistress.” My throbbing cock seemed to have a different opinion. I was enjoying myself and secretly plotting my next disobedient act. I wanted more.

As we passed a five-count, Gayle asked, “Did that hurt?” Her voice was dreamy and far away, but her tone was mocking, and she seemed to enjoy it more than I did.

She hit me again, this time with even more force. “Seven, I swear, Mistress, I will obey you.” My ass was burning, but I continued to dry-humped her muscular silky thighs.

She seemed pissed but didn’t stop me. As her smacks came down with machine-like precision, each one leaving me more stunned. Underneath the pain, the ache, the burn was a strangely good feeling: submission mixed with a desire, an unquenchable desire to please her, and I couldn’t believe that something that hurt so much would feel so good.

After I called out fifteen, I yelled, “Please stop, Mistress.”

Mistress said, “Stop? What you should do is thank me. You haven’t thanked me for punishing you.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said. I was close to having an orgasm, so close. Aware of what I was doing, she opened her legs up, letting my cock dangle and pulse between her thighs.

Another ten reigned down on my ass before it stopped.

“Now stand.”

I stood feeling an almost exhilarating sting on my ass. I could feel the imprints of her punishment on my delicate, burning skin. On shaky legs, I stood, eyes down, and my ass burned as if I’d just been branded by her hand. I knew then her power to turn pain into submission.

“While I figure out how to keep your cage from ‘slipping off’….” The way she said slipping off, I could tell she didn’t believe me.

“I swear, Mistress. I didn’t cum.”

“We have much to prepare for tomorrow night.”


Chapter Nine




Gayle

Tomorrow night was important, but there’s no time like the present. All this was about flipping the script, turning the tables, and as I thought about it, what better way to do it than to fuck someone rather than getting fucked.

“Turn around,” I said.

Neil obeyed, touching his tender ass as if worried that there was more punishment to come. I said, “Tonight, I’m going to be the man.”

Neil sputtered something out.

“Slow down. Say it so I can understand it.”

“Fuck me and make me your bitch, Mistress.”

“Go downstairs, get the harness and strapon. We’ll start small, so pick a dildo you can take. ’Cause I’m going to mark you as my slut tonight and tomorrow—”

Neil took off like a bat out of hell before I could finish. I stripped down to my panties and bra while waiting for Neil to return. The power I felt rocked the world. Neil raced back into the bedroom, panting, his cock rock hard, the tip glistening with precum.

I smiled, “I see you’re as enthused about this as I am.”

“Fuck…. I’m so glad you blackmailed me.”

We both froze and laughed. But I wasn’t going to let my control slip too far.

“Don’t forget, Mistress.”

Neil touched his cherry-red ass, lowered his head in submission, and said, “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“We’ll let it slide this time, but no more. For now, Present my cock—” saying my cock caused my pussy to shudder “—to your chastity like a sissy slut should and beg for it.”

God damn, the power was intoxicating.

Neil kneeled, holding the five-inch dildo, a bottle of anal lube in one palm, and the harness dangled from the other. “Please, Mistress, break my ass in. Fuck me like the slut I am.”

I wanted to start with maximum intimidation to show my dominance, and what better way than the doggy style? I hated getting fucked doggy style because it’s such a subservient, giving position. I pointed to the bed. “On your hands and knees, ass in the air.”

Neil obeyed with no prompting presenting his ass to me like the slut he was about to become. I slid the harness on, standing behind Neil, staring at the ass I was about to invade. I felt powerful. Once the harness was on and the dildo in its place, I looked down at my phallus and changed from the girl who’d always done as she was told into a symbol of power and control. I tightened the harness; the pleasure of the dildo against my swollen pussy surprised me. I took two steps forward, my body humming with a primal energy.

I teased the tip of the dildo between Neil’s cherry-red cheeks, my handprints visible. “Beg for it, slut.”

“Mistress fuck me. Please.”

I slid the dildo deeper into Neil’s crack as I soaked his tight hole with lube. “Tonight, I mark you as mine.”

Neil fisted the bedsheets and gasped when my cock made it’d initial exploration of uncharted territory. I stared at my new appendage with envy and thought, what an incredible feeling. I’m in control of not only my pleasure but his. I pulled out and lubed up my cock. Then I hit it again. Slowly, I kept inching forward; Neil was so tight it was almost painful to work my way inside. But I pressed on.

At one point, Neil spread his legs further, and when I pulled out, he screamed, “Oh fuck Mistress, don’t stop; I want to feel your cock inside me. Please, I beg you.”

I looked down at my cock, feeling the power of those five inches as it pierced Neil’s tight hole. My hole. My ass. My slut to use as I pleased. With each gentle thrust, I could sense him giving in to my urges, which were his desires, too. I took my time, easing my cock in and out until Neil’s muscles stopped clenching so tightly around my cock. Every time I thought of the dildo as my cock, my pussy pulsed with arousal. Once my cock sunk up to the hilt inside him, I stopped to admire the sight of my hips meeting his ass. The visual pleasure, for sure, was arousing, but the physical pleasure from the pressure of having my hips pressed against his ass was pure heaven. I committed then to hit that spot more often.

Then, all fury broke loose. I pounded his ass, my hips tapping his ass with a rhythm that he could take meant only one thing, I own you slut. As the scent of sweat and sex filled the air, I knew this was only the beginning.

After what felt like an eternity, a blissful eternity, I forcefully flipped him onto his back, commanding him to lift his legs and hold his ankles. After I’d lodged my cock back inside him, his eyes locked with mine. I drove into him with animal fierceness as I stared down at what was unmistakable submission and surrender. I rammed my cock into him, using rough strokes for another eternity. I wanted a grand finale, so I pulled my cock out of my slut’s ass and pushed his legs back as far as they would go, aligning the tip of his cock with his face. Looking into his eyes and grabbing hold of his cock I said, “Open that mouth.”

Neil shivered and opened his mouth as I stroked his pulsing cock to climax. Three strokes later, he blew into his face with the force of a storm.

I stood over him, a shit-eating grin on my face, and said, “Only a bitch would cum on his face. Clean it off. I want you to eat every drop of that slut.”

Neil wiped his cum off his face with his fingers, sucking his gooey discharge off his fingers. What an incredible feeling of power to have a man eat his seed on command.

“Now get some sleep. Tomorrow is a big day for both of us.” I laid a blanket on the floor of Neil’s bedroom and curled into his bed, dreaming of my first scene with Shadow.


Chapter Ten




Neil

In the morning, Mistress had me make her breakfast-naked. She made a quick trip to the adult store and picked up a smaller chastity cage and a strap that assured it wasn’t slipping off again. After she ate breakfast, she spread her legs and pointed to her pussy. At first, I wondered what she wanted; I mean, she’d locked my cock up.

With prompting, she explained my role and that of my tongue. I’m inexperienced in the art of pleasuring a woman with my tongue, but with a commanding voice, she guided my tongue.

She said, “Good slut,” when my tongue flicked in just the right way, on just the right spot, and she smacked me when my tongue and lips strayed. With every flick or suck, the wet heat between her thighs grew, and so did my confidence in pleasing her. Pleasing her and tasting her was the pinnacle of my life. When her inner walls pulsed, she commanded me to suck gently on her clit. I was proud of myself when she screamed like a madwoman, squirming her pussy against my face, and when she came in an explosion of pleasure, I knew I had found my purpose in life.

After bathing her, I served as her footrest as she relaxed and watched her favorite shows. At noon, I made her lunch, still naked except for the pink chastity cage. The day flew by, and when it was time to prepare for the evening events, I still wasn’t sure what the activities would be; Mistress had me shower, demanding I was smooth as a baby’s bottom.

The moment that had been building for years came. She led me to a seat in front of a mirror. She opened a bag of makeup and laid each item out on the table like a surgeon preparing for surgery. I sat patiently, hoping to be pretty when all was done. Or maybe she’d turn me into a slut or, better yet, a pretty slut. Each brushstroke brought me closer and closer to a dream come true.

An hour later, I stared at a creation I didn’t recognize. I was both alluring and bold. As I gazed in awe at my transformation, my imprisoned flesh pressed against the plastic.

Mistress placed her hands on my shoulders. “Now for the rest.”

The rest was a blonde wig with two ponytails, a skimpy schoolgirl outfit, innocent-looking white thigh highs with two bows at my thighs, and MaryJane black patent leather shoes.

Three hours later, we pulled into the driveway of Shadow’s mansion. I still did not know what to expect from the night. Mistress was in a short leather skirt showing off her muscular legs. We went right to the bedroom for the night’s festivities.


Chapter Eleven




Gayle

This was it. Shadow waited for us in his bedroom, and my eyes popped open when I saw the man naked for the first time. I sat in the plush maroon armchair overlooking the bed. My eyes traced the contours of his powerful physique and deep, rich, ebony skin. Every muscle seemed perfectly sculpted, and no one fucked with him, but tonight I owned him.

I reached into the bag and removed the restraints that would secure Shadow to the bed. Then tossed them to my sissy slut, “I want you to tie him down on the bed.”

Neil’s eyes popped open like there was no way I was tying this guy down.

“Do it.” I pointed to the naked hulk and said, “You lie down.”

Shadow’s, and my eyes locked. The raw submission in them was unmistakable. I knew, though, that, unlike my sissy, after tonight, Shadow would go back to being Shadow. As Shadow lay naked, spread eagle on the four-poster bed, my sissy nervously grabbed a giant arm and extended it above Shadow’s head, securing first one wrist, then the other. A surge of power, an unbridled sense of control and dominance filled me, and the unmistakable tingle between my thighs told me I was ready to take Shadows’s cock for the first time.

With Shadow secured, I gave my sissy her instructions. “Warm him up.”

My sissy hesitated momentarily, but the submission in her eyes…. I considered that for a moment. I already thought of Neil as her, my slut. I’d have to get her a proper name, but for tonight, I needed something else.

“What are you waiting for? Get it nice and hard. You don’t expect your Mistress to do it, do you?” The look in my sissy’s eyes told me she knew she was here to do my bidding. My pleasure was her purpose.

Sissy positioned herself between Shadow’s massive thighs. Shadow closed his eyes. Sissy looked at me, “How?”

“With your mouth, of course. Stick out your tongue and run it from the bottom of his balls to the tip of his cock and keep doing it till I tell you to stop.”

Sissy obeyed. Shadow’s cock rose to the occasion after three minutes of sissy’s tongue.

I stood, stripped, and straddled Shadow’s cock. “Now grab it and guide it into me.”

Sissy held it as I lowered my hips; I was wet and ready, thanks to watching my sissy warm up my stud. Shadow pushed his hips up, so I smacked him. “Lay still. Tonight, you are mine. I did three years for you.”

Shadow said, “Yes, Ma’am.”

He was impossibly huge, and at first, I thought he was too big for me, but it hurt so good. Slowly, inch by inch, my insides stretched, and I melted around him. Fucked in every position you can imagine, but this was out of this world arousing.

I turned to my sissy. “I want that tongue busy on my clit and his balls while I ride him, understand?” Knowing I was in control of not one man but two and just saying those words sent convulsive waves of pleasure through me. I started slow, grinding my hips, adjusting my position, and with a cock in my pussy and my sissy’s tongue flicking had every nerve ending in my body quivering.

I rode Shadow like a stallion. I satiated my needs like a mad woman. The first time didn’t take long. The second time was a white-hot climax. The third liquid fire streamed through my body. Satisfied, I rose and told my sissy to finish Shadow off while I watched. My sissy stared down at the throbbing cock the size of sissy’s forearm, wondering if it would fit.

“Go on,” I said.

I watched, my heart racing, as sissy’s tongue made the first tentative contact with Shadow’s massive cock. The sight was mesmerizing, knowing that both men were doing as commanded. I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

“That’s it, slut. Do what sluts do, suck it. All of it.”

With a moan, sissy opened her jaw and wrapped her lips around Shadow’s big black cock.

“Suck it slut. Prove to me your worth.”

I watched with delight as sissy took more and more in her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed out, and Shadow moaned and drove his hips up. Sissy’s cheeks hollowed out as Shadows’s cock pushed deeper inside her mouth. Sissy gagged and pulled back.

“Get back on that cock, slut. Sluts suck cock.” God, talking dirty was getting me horny again.

Sissy went back at it, bobbing her head frantically, tears streaming down her face, smudging all the mascara caked on.

“That’s my good girl.”

I stood, grabbed the back of sissy’s head, and pushed until she choked. She’d almost had it all swallowed. I could tell that the sweet suction of my slut’s mouth was too much, Shadow’s body tensed, and he exploded as a hot blast of male seed shot down my slut’s throat.

The night ended with a few hugs and kisses and Shadow begging to do it again. I patted his cheek, “If you earn it.”

I was staying in control.


Epilogue




Miss Nova (Formerly Neil)

Six Months Later




I got up early before Mistress as usual. After showering, I did my makeup; I was so surprised at how good at it I’d become and how much I enjoyed doing it. After applying my makeup, I headed to the kitchen, naked except for my little pink fig leaf. I’m on a twenty-four-day stretch without an orgasm.

I put on my frilly white apron, made breakfast, and woke her. She entered the kitchen dressed in her white blouse, pencil skirt, and black blazer, looking sexy. I served her breakfast this morning. I wasn’t required to bring her pleasure with my tongue, so I headed back upstairs and dressed in my secretary outfit.

We arrived at the same office we started at, but our roles were reversed. Mistress toiled away all morning, doing the job made for her, an investment advisor, while I did what I did best: serve her. I got her coffee. At lunch today, she had a special treat for me—my favorite role-playing scene.

Lunch arrived; I locked the door to our corner office and unbuttoned my blouse to show off the top of my all-too-realistic breastplate. I knocked on the door and entered.

“Mistress, I’m done with my work. May I go to lunch?”

“Lunch? Do you think you deserve lunch?”

I knew what the dream meant; I was excited. It had been a while.

“Get over here and get my money.” Mistress pulled a wad of bills out of her purse and tossed three ten-dollar bills on the floor at her feet. “I want dumplings and Peking Roast Duck at that place down the street, Silky Roads.”

As our scene required, I said, “Mistress, I packed my lunch. I won’t have time to eat?”

“Well… Maybe you can feed on my meat.” Mistress reached into her purse, slid her strap on around her hips, attached an eight-inch dildo to it, and waggled it around. “Come on. I know you haven’t had a cock in a while. Come on. Get down on your knees and get a taste of some big black cock.”

Unlike when Mistress Gayle was in the same position, I got down on my hands and knees and sucked on her cock, happy that our roles had been reversed. After I got her cock slippery and wet from my saliva, I hiked up my skirt and assumed the position, hand on the desk, ass up, and she pounded me until my caged cock shot a rope of cum.

I returned to work, thinking I had found my calling in life. I had never been happier, and as I gazed at Mistress doing what she does best—making people money—I knew she was happy too.

THE END
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