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1.

“Have you got that report ready, Jenson?”

"Not yet, Mike," I reply. Michael Demmick is one of those bosses who hates that offices ever switched to the less-formal practice of everyone being on a first-name basis with one another. He also hates being called Mike. But I don't care. I'm no brown noser. If I lose this job, at least I can say that I had a little fun at it. A little fun is exactly as much as the company allows.

“Well, you’re going to have it for me tonight, right? You’re going to leave here, grab dinner, and have it waiting before I get home, right?”

“You seem to have a pretty good idea of what’s going to happen,” I want to say but don’t. You can only push your luck so far around here. So, instead, I say, “Yes, I will do that.”

“It’s not like I enjoy pushing you around,” he says. He’s not being literal, since Mike has about as much chance of pushing me around as I have of shoving aside the snack machine to retrieve the lost coins underneath. He’s got a frame so slight that a gust of wind could knock him over. I think that’s why he’s such an obnoxious tool. Getting picked last for football gave him a chip on his shoulder. Blah, blah, blah. The guy is a tool. That’s all you need to know about him.

“I understand,” I say. “I’m an analyst. So either I do the analyzing or else you’ll have nothing to executivize.”

“The word is execute,” he says reflexively, unaware that I was trying to be cute. Executives never fail to amaze me with what they don’t know or else intentionally fail to understand. “And as it is, I’m on a tight schedule with my bosses. So, help me out? Don’t give me a hard time.”

He looks at his watch. It’s one of those huge timepieces that are totally unnecessary and so are worn by all effete men with thin wrists to make them appear more powerful.

“I’ll help you out, Michael,” I say.

“Thanks, Jenson,” he says. Then he gives a nod to Oscar, the first time that he’s acknowledged him. “Oliveira.”

“Night, Michael,” Oscar says. Of course, as soon as he’s out of earshot we compete to point out which part of his outfit was the most ridiculous.

“The shoes!” I insist.

“It’s his tie! Are you blind?”

“Well, now that you mention it I was just blinded by a flash of pink and yellow.”

Oscar grins.

“But, no, the shoes were the worst,” I say. “He wears wingtips so narrow I couldn’t find them in the men’s section if I went down three sizes.”

“Guy’s got small feet,” Oscar nods in agreement. “He’s not wrong about that report, though. You do slack off a lot.”

“Guilty,” I say. When he’s right, he’s right. Oscar’s a straight shooter who is usually done with his work before I even really get started. Never has Facebook open on his computer, or Minecraft. He’s diligent and too smart for his position, which ensures that he’ll never get promoted.

“So, what are you doing after that report?”

“Probably same thing that I’ll be doing while I’m writing it.”

“Jerking off?”

“Please, you think I want to use only one hand and make the stupid thing take twice as long? I only watch porn while I’m working when there’s no deadline. No, as soon as the report is filed, I’ll sit around bored and wish I had a different life. Then once I get tired of that, I’ll jerk off.”

“Ever think about getting a date with someone other than your hand?”

“Meh. Too much effort.”

“Not if you got what I got.”

“Whatta ya got?”

He turns to his computer and pulls up his email.

“I’m gonna send you this, but don’t open it. Just resend when you’re ready.”

“Resend to who?”

“Any woman you want. It’s a hypnotic command video. It’ll make any woman you show it to desire you completely. She’ll be obsessed with you. She’ll follow your every command.”

“Like a slave? Get out!”

“Not like a slave,” he says defensively. “Anyway, she won’t even know that it’s happening. She’s yours at night, and then in the morning she forgets the whole thing.”

“No way that could work,” I say.

“I’m telling you, bro. It works. Trust me. I’ve used it myself and I’ve got this girl now, and it’s like every night. She shows up at my place wearing something slutty and begging for sex. Then, when we’re done, she leaves and she’s none the wiser. It’s like they don’t remember, ya know? They’ve got this urge to come over but they don’t know why. And then later they forget about it.”

“Sounds monstrously unethical,” I say. He shrugs.

“So, delete it then.”

“Well, hey, I never claimed that I was the most ethical guy or anything,” I say, curious. I look at the email in my inbox, the little blue dot beside it showing it as unread. There’s not much clue about what’s inside. The headline reads, “YOU NEED TO SEE THIS.” Sounds clickbaity and stupid.

“You’re messing with me, right?”

He takes out his phone, shows me this little hottie posing in her underwear, making love to the camera.

“I used it on her last week, and since then she’s been mine. I promise you it works.”

“Alright,” I say. “Thanks.”

“Use it well, my friend.” Oscar powers down his computer and slings his messenger bag over his shoulder. “See ya tomorrow, yeah?”

“I’ll be here,” I say, still transfixed by the email and the power that it holds. I stare at it a little longer. Molly Harlin. I could send it to Molly. She works in a different department at the same company. Long legs, red hair, and I think she wears at least a D-cup. I’ve seen her at the company Christmas party, tried to flirt with her, gotten turned down. She flirts with the other guys. She’s not a lesbian. She doesn’t have a boyfriend (that I know about) and she doesn’t have any really good reason not to get with me other than standards, or whatever. If she hooked up with me but didn’t remember it, would that even be wrong? I mean, yes, if I gave her some disease or got her pregnant or something. But if I don’t do either of those things, then really what’s the harm? I could have Molly Harlin every night. What straight man would pass that up?

A devious little smile creeps across my lips as I think about watching those cascading locks rising and falling as she sucks my cock. Jesus, it’s been so long that just the thought of it has me hard already. What choice do I have? I’m a man, and men have certain needs.

I make a promise to myself that I won't abuse this power. I'm not going to do weird stuff to her body or make her bark like a dog, or something. I'll use it well like Oscar said. Molly Harlin, I will treat you well. Though not as well as you'll treat me!

Shit. I forgot about the report. I'll get that off first. Molly can wait. I don't know why I always procrastinate with this stuff. It always ends up costing me valuable personal time. Most of the office has probably already left. I sit there listlessly plugging in numbers and then double-checking them. When I'm finally done, I hit send on the report for Demmick. Here ya go, douchebag!

Then, I send the hypno command video to Molly’s email. She’s probably not checking her mail after 5:30, but we’ll see. Oscar said she’d show up at my place on her own. Not sure how she’s supposed to know where I live, but I guess that’s one of those things that just works itself out.

After I leave the office and start walking to the bus, I contemplate the very real possibility that my friend Oscar is just fucking with me. I mean, a hypnotic command video? How is that even possible? People can’t just be brainwashed like that, can they?

I guess I’m like Pavlov’s dog because I can’t resist checking my email as soon as I snag a seat on the bus. This is waiting for me in my inbox:

From Molly_Harlin@XLPLimited.net

Re: Q3 Review

Hi Kirk,

I think you mailed me your report by mistake. Somebody’s probably missing it! :)

Oh, shit!

I check my messages again. The attachment that was meant to go to Molly actually got sent to– Michael Demmick.


2.

I crack up. Honestly, I can't even help it. Everyone on the bus is looking at me, but I don't care. I'm still chuckling as I get off at my stop. I feel weirdly good. It's bizarrely liberating to know that you've already fucked up as much as you possibly can and there's nothing you can do that will make the situation worse. I walk upstairs to my apartment, open a beer, and send a quick thank you email to Molly explaining away the mistake and apologizing. Then, I send another one to Michael so that he knows to disregard the first email. If he hasn't checked his mail yet, then there's the chance that I could get off scot-free and not have to think about it again. If he has seen it, he will probably respond in a few minutes and I'll play the whole thing off as a prank. And if he fires me, so what? I can't stand that job anyway. I've got a little savings built up so it's not like I'll be out on the street next month.

I kick off my shoes and put my feet up, putting the beer to my temple to staunch the headache that I can feel coming on already.  What was I thinking? I should have never let Oscar talk me into sending that thing in the first place. Why do I always fall for his little schemes? Then, I take a sip. Oh, hell. It doesn’t make a difference anyway. So I sent a hypnotic command video to my male boss. It’s almost too stupid for him to get genuinely mad. He might even decide that the whole thing is funny and take it in the spirit of a big joke. Not likely, I know, but the guy has to have some sense of humor, right?

I drain the rest of the beer in a couple big gulps and set the empty bottle on the coffee table in front of me. Time for another. I rise, but I don’t make it as far as the kitchen. There’s a ring at the door.

Molly? No, it can’t be. I cross over to the front door and check the peephole.

It’s a woman alright. She’s got long black hair and appears to be wearing some kind of a black coat. It’s slim cut and meant to show off her chest, which is ample. I can’t make out her face, but she’s alone. For a second, I wonder if she could be a stripper. They sometimes still send strippergrams, right? It’s not my birthday. Maybe it’s some prank that Oscar’s playing, part of the same elaborate game he was playing earlier. He could have sent her here to make me think it was Molly. But Molly’s a redhead and this woman is a brunette.

Ding, dong! 

Shit. She’s seen my shadow pass across the keyhole so she knows I’m inside. Better answer.

“Hello?” I say, opening the door a crack. She steps inside without waiting to be asked in. I still haven’t caught her face yet.

“Uh, hi,” I say. “Can I help you?”  

She turns. She’s done up in full makeup, hair framing her face. Still, it’s the same face that I can’t help but recognize.

“Michael?” I ask, stunned.

“Who? Me?” my crossdressing boss answers. His voice is high-pitched, but not quite convincing. I’d be able to clock him on that alone, but I have to say that I’m not sure if I’d be able to spot Michael on the street like this. The makeup is a little overdone, but not too much. Actually, I think he’d probably pass with most people. He always did have a slim frame and lissome legs that strut nimbly in those heels.

“Is this about the email?” I say, not sure how else to respond. “Because it was just a mistake. A prank, ya see Oscar–”

‘Michael’ puts a finger to his ruby red lips.

“I’m not here about some email. I’m here for you, baby,” and the way he says it stirs something in me. I mean, I know this is my boss. I can tell. But he doesn’t look like a man, doesn’t sound like a man, and definitely doesn’t dress like a man.

I’ve never been turned on by a crossdresser before. It’s not that I’m against them. I’ve seen crossdressers around and they’ve never bothered me. I’ve just never encountered one who looked feminine enough to turn me on. And I’ve never considered doing anything with a crossdresser before. Especially not one I know from the office.

“Uh, well...look, Michael.”

“I’m not Michael,” he says.

“Fine, Michelle–”

“I’m not Michelle.”

“Okay, so what do you want me to call you?”

“My name is Silvia.”

“Oh, okay,” I say, surprised at just how elaborate this hypnotism stuff can get. “I’m sorry to tell you that there’s been a mistake. That email? It wasn’t meant for you. It was meant for someone else, so you– ”

“I told you before, I don’t know anything about an email,” Silvia says. “I’m here because I heard there was a hot young man here in need of a good time.”

“Right, well as I’m trying to explain, no good time needed here.”

Silvia starts undoing the buttons on that coat. It slinks off and I'm floored by what I see. Silvia's body is not at all what I was expecting. Instead of some hairy guy stuffed into lingerie, Silvia is slender and smooth and surprisingly curvy in just the right places. There's just a hint of a bulge tucked into those panties, but somehow it doesn't look strange there. I can make it out, but more noticeable is the shape of those hips. 'She' could probably pass anywhere. How the hell has Michael made himself so convincing?

“Silvia–”

“Shhh,” Silvia says, prancing theatrically towards me, heel to toe in a straight line so that ‘her’ hips jut out with each step.

“Don’t say a word. You don’t need to do a thing. Leave it all to mama.”


3.

I can feel myself getting hard, my erection pressing against my inner thigh. Sure my brain knows that this is Michael Demmick, but my cock hasn’t been given any such information. And right now my cock is seeking out exactly what it wants.

Silvia kneels in front of me, looks up with a shy grin. It’s now perfectly obvious that I’m rock solid. With one of those delicate hands, she undoes my fly and wraps her lips around the head of my cock.

“Jesus,” I sigh as she begins to blow me in the middle of my living. I worry that this is still somehow all some sort of elaborate game. But, so what if it is? Should I refuse this blowjob right now just to prove that I’m straight? What kind of straight guy would do that? Silvia blows me like she’s never felt anything so delectable on her tongue as my smooth, hard cock. She hums gently as she bobs up and down. She wasn’t lying. I really don’t have to do anything. My eyes flutter as I’m transported by the pleasure of it. Between humming she makes little smacking noises, perhaps exaggerating just how wonderful having my dick in her mouth is. But maybe not. Those puffy lips that I’ve seen curled into a self-righteous sneer so many times are actually being put to use. The thought of it makes me smile. Who knew?

Silvia sucks cock like a champ. She manages to switch up the pace so that I can barely even hold out for ten minutes before I cum in her mouth. She’s delighted when my semen spills into her mouth, thick and gooey. She licks my head clean, only finishing when my chub is receding.

“That was...thanks.”

“Thank you,” Silvia says, resting her head against my knee for a moment. It’s at this point that I notice how the wig has managed to stay on the entire time. That’s pretty impressive in itself. I offer Silvia a hand and she rises from her knees.

“So, what now?” I ask.

“Now it’s time for me to go,” Silvia replies.

“Already?”

“Well, there’s always tomorrow night, right?”

I hadn’t really thought that far ahead. But it’s not like I’m about to object. Not after a blowjob like that.

“So, that’s it? We just go back to work tomorrow like nothing happened?”

She looks at me, uncomprehending.

“Oh, okay. I guess I’m not supposed to bring that up… Anyway, uh, get home safe, I guess. Oh, let me help you with your coat.”

“Thanks,” she says as I pick the coat off the floor, bat at a patch of dust, and then help her into it. “This was fun.”

“For me especially,” I say. She grins, and I wonder whether that’s true. She definitely seems pleased with how the night went. She. Wow. Mike, I never could have imagined.

“See you tomorrow,” she tells me, then I’m on my own.


4.

Christ what a night. I stayed away half the night thinking about it, remembering. I had to jerk off again just to get to sleep. Laying in bed, playing with myself, I replayed the whole thing in my head. The doorbell, seeing her outside. Then letting her inside. Discovering that she's my boss, and at the same time not my boss at all. Those expert lips on my erect rod. I'm finding it harder than usual to concentrate. I've already had two cups of coffee and a Redbull, but even though I'm wired my thoughts are still scattered. Oscar has been pumping me for details since he got it (the first time I can remember when I was already sitting at my desk when he walked in) but I've refused to give him anything.

"Come on, you're seriously holding out on me? Who am I going to tell? I'm the guy who gave you the link in the first place, remember?"

“It was no big deal,” I say.

“What was? You won’t even admit what happened.”

“Let’s just forget it and do our work, okay?”

“You? You’re actually telling me to get back to work, you’re the one–”

But Oscar’s unable to finish his thought, because just then Michael enters.

“Jenson,” he says in a tone that’s less than friendly. He’s trying, and failing, to maintain the facade of professional courtesy. “What happened?”

Is he asking about last night? Oh, shit. He can’t know it was me, right? Or he is understandably curious about why he woke up wearing a bra and panties with smeared makeup on his face and cum on his breath?

“Uh, Michael, I–”

“I need that report, man,” he says, once again trying to adopt a casual attitude with the ‘man’ business. “I’m really screwed without it. You were supposed to send it to me last night. What happened?”

“I, uh, forgot,” I say, relieved that he seems to have no memory of last night. I guess that hypnotism really is powerful stuff. “But I have it.”

“Well, send it to me now,” he says. I quickly comply. I check the attachment (carefully this time) and with a whoosh, it’s off. He opens it on his phone, inspects it, and appears satisfied. Without a word, or so much as a ‘thank you,’ he turns and exits.

“What an asshole,” Oscar says quietly after Michael’s gone.

What an asshole indeed. I think tonight I’m really going to pound it hard as punishment.


5.

I can hardly even get through the day. Every passing moment that gets me closer to quitting time has me thinking about sex more and more. I picture different positions, making Michael into my submissive little sissy. You think you can push me around now, just wait until the white collars come off and we're alone in the dark together. We'll see then who the big man is then, won't we, Michael? Or should I say, Sylvia? The thought of him on all fours begging for my cum is enough to make all the bullshit that I've ever had to take from that jerk worth it. Almost. 

With just fifteen minutes left in the workday, I power down my desktop and stuff the remaining papers in my desk drawer.

“What’s your hurry?” Oscar asks knowingly.

“What do you mean? I’m just trying to get out of here, same as you,” I reply.

“No plans for tonight? Nothing that you’re rushing home to?”

“Screw off.”

“Actually, I’ve got something else in mind,” says Michael. The bastard really does know how to make an entrance. He’s got a stack of papers in his hand. Perfect. “I’m sorry to do this,” he says. He actually has the balls to pretend he’s reluctant. “But since I got such a late start this morning, I had to play catch up. I’m gonna need you to take some of my load off.”

“You’re gonna be taking my load soon enough,” I mutter, sotto voce.

“What was that?” 

“I’ll get it done,” I say, accepting the folder thick with papers. Michael turns and exits.

“Dude, you’re screwed,” says Oscar.

“You think so, huh?”

“What are you thinking?” he asks.

“I’m thinking that I’m going to get it done in my own way,” I say, stuffing the folder into my backpack and slinging it over my shoulder.

“Enjoy your late night,” Oscar says. 

“Oh, believe me. I’ll enjoy it more than you think.”
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Silvia groans as I press my thick rod deeper inside her, stimulating her as I plunge inside. I’ve got her down on all fours on the bed, just like exactly like I pictured it. Only now I’m angry. I won’t go gentle. I won’t let up until I’ve made her sweat. I want it to hurt. I want her asshole so raw that Michael will get the bright idea to get a standing desk. He’ll tell himself that they’re healthier, better for your posture. But that will just be a rationalization. He’ll conveniently ignore the fact that his asshole is on fire and he can’t stand to sit for more than a minute. The wonders of hypnotism.

“Oh, yeah,” Silvia says.

“You like that, you filthy slut?” I ask. 

“Yes, daddy,” Silvia replies.

“That’s because you’re a dirty little whore. I should make you pay me.”

“Anything you want,” Silvia says, pressing herself against me so that I’m spreading her ass as far as it will stretch. I smack her tight glutes hard, so hard that she has trouble keeping up the rhythm. I hit her again, this time in the same place. I do it over and over. 

"You like it rough?" I say, really enjoying myself. She gasps in ecstasy, unable to answer. My smacks are now starting to really sting. I can already see that the red spot on her lower thigh is starting to bruise. It's going to leave a mark alright. Satisfied, I press my shaft deeper, enjoying the tightness as she clenches. Then, I cum hard, shooting my load up inside her.

As I pull out, Silvia is still in the same position.

“What’s up?” I ask.

“Do I have master’s permission to come?”

This brings a smile to my face. Has she been holding back all this time? 

“Yeah. Sure, sissy. Daddy says it’s time to cream in your panties.”

She grabs hold of her cock and with a few quick pumps lets out an exaggerated moan that lets me know that she’s cumming hard. I look for a discarded t-shirt to wipe myself off with.

“Jesus,” I say. “That was even better than the first time.” My rage is starting to dissipate a little, now that I’m satisfied. “How did you like it?”

“Better than last time,” she agrees.

"Yeah?" I say. For some reason, it's suddenly important to me. A second ago I was so selfish that I would have been happier if she reported that she didn't like it. But I'm starting to separate my anger towards Michael from my feelings for Silvia. Even when I take my aggression out on him, it's her that ends up happy with everything that I give her.

I offer her the t-shirt to wipe herself down with. She’s got cum pooling in her panties, and I want to give her the chance to get cleaned up.

“You can use my shower,” I say. She nods, walks over to the door. Then, I think better of it. “Just rinse off your junk and then get back out here. I don’t want you messing up your hair and makeup.”

“Okay,” Silvia says.

“You don’t have to wear those panties home. You can come back for them later.”

The thought of her dick flapping around under her skirt almost stirs me again. While she’s cleaning up, I wonder whether I’m starting to take this thing too far. I mean, I did make a promise to myself that I wouldn’t do anything to violate Molly. But, then, Molly never made my life a living hell at work. And the fact that it’s Micheal dressed as a woman does change things. I know that it doesn’t make it okay. I just feel a little better knowing that it’s my asshole boss instead of a woman that I’m taking advantage of.

But I also don’t want to stop. I can’t stop. Not now. It’s all just too delicious. The sweetest revenge is some rough sex, it seems.

I also have the thought that Michael must have been a crossdresser before. I mean, if you think about it there's no way that he'd be so convincing from the moment he showed up at my place. The clothes, the voice, the mannerisms, and the name Silvia? How could he have come up with all of that on his own? How would he have even had the time to go shopping for women's clothes between the time when I sent that video link and when Silvia arrived at my apartment? Let alone the breast forms, the makeup, and all the rest of it. Yes, I think that Michael has been hiding this secret for quite a while before I ever got involved with my little hypnosis trick. This too makes me feel a little better.

Silvia exits the bathroom, dressed in the same skin-tight dress that she arrived in. She walks in such a way that her bulge is hardly even noticeable. A big overcoat will conceal it the rest of the way.

“Listen,” I say. “I hope I wasn’t too rough with you.”

“It’s okay,” she says, smiling coyly. “Don’t worry. I’m a big girl. I can take it.”

“I want you to have a good time.”

“I did,” she insists.

“Good. There’s just one more thing. I’m gonna need you to take care of these reports,” I say, handing Silvia the same stack of papers that Michael handed me a few hours before. There’s a post-it attached: From Jenson.

“I’ll need you to finish them before tomorrow. Just put them in your briefcase when you’re done so that you can find them later.”

“Yes, sir,” she says.

“I like that. Keep saying that, will you?”

“Okay.”

“That’ll be all, Silvia.”

“Goodnight, sir.”
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Back at work, something’s not right. Michael didn’t come in this morning. Everybody in the office is wondering where he is.

“I thought you’d be happy not to have Demmick breathing down your neck,” Oscar says when he tells me the news. He’s almost gleeful. Me, I’m worried. This isn’t good. What if the hypnosis is wearing off? What if Silvia can’t snap back into ‘Michael mode’? What if they send someone to his house and they find him in a silky negligee doing my work? Or worse, what if something really bad happened to him? 

But it’s not like I can call Silvia. I might get Michael instead. Maybe he really is sick. Or maybe he's realized that something isn't right and is using the time to get to the bottom of what it is. All day long, I sweat it out. I keep waiting for the shoe to drop. I'm afraid that I'll get the news that Michael jumped off a bridge or something. Instead, I get an IM from Molly.

Hey Kirk,

Could I get your help with something? I need to have a report ready to corporate and it’s really not my area. I’m working on it now, but when it’s done could I send it to you? I’d really love another set of eyes on this thing. Think you could lend me your baby blues for a minute?

Molly

Holy shit! This is exactly the opening that I've been waiting for. Molly needs my help. I guess that screw-up with the email wasn’t such a bad thing after all.

Hey Molly,

I’m happy to help. Just send it over to me when you’re done and I’ll take a look.

She sends the document and I look it over. But before I get the chance to respond, the phone rings.

“Kirk, are you there?”

“Silvia?”

“I need to see you.”

“How are you– hold on, I can meet you at my place.”

“No, don’t. Come over to my apartment, will you?”

“Fine. Send me the address. I’m leaving now.”

“Thank you,” she says gratefully.

I knew something like this was going on. The hypnotic command must have gotten turned around somehow. I just hope that I can fix it fast. I don’t need my dirty little secret turning back into my boss while I’m in Demmick’s apartment.

“Hey, I’m going to Starbucks,” I say.

“Cool,” Oscar says without looking up.
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I send a text announcing, “I’m here.” The apartment complex is pretty nondescript and actually a little sad. Somehow I had it in my head that Michael Demmick makes a lot more money than me, but I guess that’s probably not true. Anyway, this apartment doesn’t look any more expensive than mine, and may even be less. I hate myself for getting entangled with any of this. Sure, it was fun when Silvia arrived at my place after dark and I didn’t have to do anything. But what’s the point of having a hypnotized sissy who obeys your every command if you have to leave work to handle little complications? I wait about 90 seconds and knock on the door. It opens.

“Come in.”

It’s not Silvia extending the invitation. It’s Michael, fully back in his male form. He regards me with a kind of disguised glee. I step inside, wary.  

The interior of his apartment is at least clean, but dark. Without signaling to me, he walks down the hall. I follow. The door at the end of the hall turns out to be a bedroom. It's sparsely decorated with a black bedspread and a window with black curtains that he peels back.

“Uh, hey. So, we missed you at work, Mike.”

“I called and requested a personal day,” he responds. “There were a few things I had to work out.”

He points to a bench at the foot of the bed.

“Sit down.”

I do.

“Listen,” I say, worried now. “I don’t know how much you know.”

“Much more than you,” he says. He goes over to the nightstand and retrieves the stack of papers. He drops it in my lap.

“I suppose that you’ve probably figured out that I’m a crossdresser.”

I don’t say anything.

“I’ve been dressing as Silvia every evening after work for years. Some may call it deviant, but nobody would call it wrong. I mean, I have rights. I’m not hurting anyone. I’m not forcing anyone to act against their will. Not like what you did to me.”

“Listen, Michael– uh, Mr. Demmick, I want you to know that link wasn’t meant for you. It was a mistake–”

“Like this?” he says, tossing the stack of papers at me. It bounces off my nose and falls to the floor.

“You’ve been using me. You’ve been screwing me, and screwing me over. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, sir.” I hear myself saying, although I’m not totally convinced that I’m the only one in the wrong here.

“You think I wasn’t going to notice that I had a welt on my ass? I wake up and find my handwriting on a report I told you to write and you didn’t think I’d put it together?”

“Well, you have to admit that you’ve really been riding me hard at work,” I say.

“Not nearly so hard as I’ll be riding you now.”

“What do you mean?”

“I have a girlfriend. A woman I’ve been seeing for a few months now. She knows about my dressing habit and she’s supportive of it. It turns her on to see me dressed like a sissy. And she wants to see me with a partner next.”

Oh, shit.

“That’s right. Molly has got a voyeuristic side, and she likes the idea of two sissies screwing each other’s brains out.”

“You can’t,” I protest.

“It’s already done. What do you think I brought you here for?”

“But Molly–”

“Think about it, Jenson. What was in that file that Molly sent?”

Panicked, I search my brain but I can’t recover the information. I remember opening the email, but then it’s a blank up until the phone call. Oh, shit!

“She sent you the same link that you sent me,” Michael says with obvious satisfaction. “You’re now under the same spell as me. And that means that you can’t resist this–”

He throws open the door to his closet with a dramatic flourish. The closet is huge, well-lit, and covered from floor to ceiling with dresses, panties, skirts, blouses, bras, nightgowns, negligees, nightgowns, shoes, and just about every girly accessory that you could think of. The assault on my senses is spectacular. I can't help but imagine myself wearing every item that my eyes fall upon. I imagine the feel of the fabric against my skin, the way that a pair of heels could show off the curve of my ass, or the way a tight little skirt would hug my hips.

I’m horrified but amazed, and even a little turned on. All these could be for me? I hear a voice in my head say. I’m practically drooling at the cornucopia of sissification. 

“You like?” Michael asks, smiling wickedly. I nod without conscious effort. I’d look so good wearing these things that I can’t help but consider the possibility with wonder. “Okay, sissy, let’s get you dolled up.”


9.

“You make a lovely girl, Kira,” Molly says. I blush, giving her a little curtsy. I’m wearing a school girl’s outfit with breast forms that give me the impression of having huge assets. The heels are a little too small for my feet, but they make my ass stick out. The frilly thong running up the crack of my ass looked so good in the mirror that I can’t wait to bend over and show it off.

Molly is reclining on the couch, decked out in all leather. A leather whip twirls in her hand.

“Now, my little sissies, let’s see Silvia mount Kira, shall we?”

Silvia approaches me. I feel her hands run up my leg and squeeze my ass. My cock is already rising, the pain of it pressing against my tight thong making the sensation all the more pleasurable. Silvia wears a strap-on dildo since the mistress insists that she never be allowed to use her own cock on me, only on herself.

My heart pounds as the knowledge that I’m about to be penetrated fills me with anticipation. This part always makes me feel so girly. I bend over, spreading my legs and splaying myself as widely as possible to allow for Silvia’s silicone dick to get deeper inside me. Molly watches with rapt attention as Silvia pulls my underwear down, freeing my cock in the process.

“Mistress,” I ask. “May I please play with my cock?”

“Yes, my pet,” she tells me. “Go ahead and rub yourself as much as your little sissy heart desires.”

Eagerly, I begin stroking myself while Silvia lubricates my asshole. The cool gel is exhilarating and signals what’s about to begin. I moan as her dildo forces its way between my cheeks, stimulating my prostate as it burrows deeper within me.

Silvia bucks hard against me, making me shiver with pleasure as she goes deeper and deeper. I forget about my own small cock, overcome by ecstasy.

“Slap her ass,” Molly commands. Yes, slap my ass!

Silvia hits me hard on my right haunch, mimicking the same move I made to her.

“Harder,” I beg.

“Silence, sissy!” Molly bellows. “You’re not the one in control here. I am. Slap her harder, Silvia!”

Silvia smacks me again, this time delivering a satisfying burst of pleasurable pain. I want to be smacked, I want to have my sissy little ass pounded for the amusement of my mistress. It’s all so foreign, but at the same time so right. 

“How is she, Silvia?”

“Tight, Mistress. Very tight. And eager.”

I remember my cock and begin to stroke the head of my shaft again as Silvia plows me in the ass. My strokes become desperate, I’m so horny that I feel like I’m about to explode.

“Slow down, Kira. We don’t want you finishing too quickly,” Molly commands.

“Yes, Mistress,” I say, taking my hand away from my cock. It’ll only make it all the sweeter when I finally do come. I can feel the pressure building. In the meantime, my prostate is sending waves of pleasure through my body with each thrash of the dildo inside my colon.

I cup my balls, squeezing them hard as Silvia fucks me. When she makes me orgasm anally, I ejaculate all over the floor, mouth curled into an ‘o’ as I howl with delight.

“There, aren’t you glad you waited?” Molly asks.

“Yes, Mistress,” I say.

“Very good job, girls. That will be all for tonight.”


10.

“I thought five o’clock would never come,” I say.

“You said it, brother,” Oscar agrees. “You wanna go to O’Malley’s and grab a beer?”

“Nah, I think I’ll probably just head home early.”

I don't tell him that I don't feel much like going out because my asshole is on fire. I swear, I thought that hemorrhoids were just for old people but I guess I was wrong. I can't believe how quickly they can come on. I think I'll get a standing desk. They're all the rage, apparently. If Oscar asks, I'll tell him that the reason is that they're better for your health, which they are, I guess.

“Hey, Kirk,” says Michael, peeking his head in.

“Yes, Michael?”

“Great job on that last project. I’m glad to see you on the ball. Keep it up and you’ve got a promotion in your future.”

I give him a little mock salute. 

"Kiss ass," Oscar says after Michael is gone. Actually, I'm glad we're getting along better. He's not such a bad guy, after all. I don't know why we didn't get along from the start but for whatever reason, I'm starting to warm up to the guy.

“So, you’re really gonna pussy out?” Oscar asks. “Is a date with your hand better than drinking with your friend?”

“I dunno,” I say. “I just have a feeling I’ll have more fun if I stay home.”

“Suit yourself,” Oscar says, throwing his messenger bag over his shoulder.

“See ya tomorrow, yeah?”

“Where else would I be?” I say, powering down my computer and preparing to head home.


The End


Shaping Up: My Roommate Feminized Me

What do you do with a roommate who leaves dishes everywhere? Who leaves his beer cans in a pile by the door? Who never cleans the shower drain and steals your razor to shave his pubes? Who is piggish, arrogant, lazy, selfish, and downright crude?

What do you do with a roommate who when it’s already the fifth of the month says, ‘Mitch, I got you, man. I’m gonna get a maaasive check from this next show. For real, bro.”

What do you do with a roommate who brings girls home to party and do coke on your coffee table at four in the morning? What do you do with him when those bimbos he’s brought over don’t leave? What about when he pisses in the kitchen sink because you were in the bathroom for two minutes and he can’t hold it? What do you do when you notice that your wallet is a little light? That he’s been eating your Frosted Flakes and filching your weed? What could you do with such an obvious waste of a human being? 

I don’t know what you’d do in my situation, but I know what I’m going to do. I’m gonna turn my roommate into a woman.

Not just any woman. A gorgeous, petite, sexy little thing who is crazy about me. Who will do anything for me. A woman who not only knows how to dress herself but can show off those assets of hers without being too slutty about it. She’ll have taste and style. She’ll have the looks and the brains. Okay, maybe not brains. The warning label on the package didn’t make any promises about that. But, hell, any change over what Kyle is now would be an improvement. The most important thing is that she’ll be all mine. She’ll pleasure me day and night. We’ll pleasure each other. And best of all, I won’t have to put up with Kyle’s smells, or his garbage, or his hairy body clogging the drain. He’ll be gone and in his place will be a considerate, compassionate, submissive sissy I can call my very own. Guaranteed.

Yes, I realize that it's a little– unorthodox. Some might even say sleazy. I mean, shouldn't I find a girlfriend from among the world's available women before I go and sissify this poor bastard? Well, in theory, that would be one way to go. But then I'd still have Kyle to deal with. And honestly, it's a challenge finding a quality woman who will set foot in this place with him living in it. Besides, shithole apartment aside, attracting real women is something of a challenge for me lately. I've put on a few pounds, which is the whole reason I proposed the weight-loss challenge to Kyle. But that wasn't the only reason.

See, what he doesn't know is that the protein shake I'll be mixing for him has a little something I picked up from witchofatime.com. That's right, witchofatime.com for all your magic potion and unguent needs. Yes, black magic may be spooky, I know but you're not going to find potions that will make a stunning hottie out of your douchebag roommate on Amazon.com. You've got to go where the pro warlocks shop. At only $166.99, I'd call that a hell of a bargain for something 100% guaranteed to show results within just 12 hours.

All I've got to do is make sure he drinks them and within a week it's goodbye, Kyle, hello Kylie. At least, I think that's what her name will be. Who decides, her or me? Anyway, it doesn't matter. I'm tingling with excitement already, but I've got to get a hold of myself. If I seem too eager, he's bound to catch on that something's funny. I plan on just leaving the shake out on the counter so he can grab it on the way to the gym. It's so simple it's practically flawless.

My hand is trembling as I pour the powdered potion into the blender along with three raw eggs, a banana, oatmeal, strawberries. I add some kale too, just to make sure to mask whatever flavor this stuff might have. It’s white like salt crystals, so who knows? Naturally, I’ve mixed my own shake first. I wouldn’t want to accidentally ingest any leftover residue. Note to self: clean blender thoroughly before reuse.

When the shake is finished, I pour it into his Hydroflask, grab a spot on the couch, and wait. About ten minutes later, he emerges from his room with his gym bag. He’s wearing a black tank top that shows off his ribs and a pair of basketball shorts. The uniform of a tool.

He snatches the bottle off the counter and gives a little salute in thanks as he walks out the door. I look up from my phone to give him a bro nod in acknowledgment. Once he's gone, I feel a flood of relief. Soon, very soon. It's supposed to take effect immediately. I just hope he drinks the whole thing. I imagine him at the gym, dropping weights loudly against club rules.

“Whoa, bro, I feel all weak all of a sudden,” he’ll say, surprised that something has been sapping his strength. By the time he makes it home, we might even see some curves emerging. Long hair, maybe?

I better just be patient and let the potion work its magic. Besides, I’ve got a workout of mine to get started on. Better hit it if I’m going to say goodbye to this gut by the time my ‘new girl’ is ready for me. He he.

Continue reading by downloading Making Partner: My Roommate Feminized Me, available for free through Kindle Unlimited. Own Making Partner for just $0.99 until August 7th! Follow the link in the Books by this author section.


Books By This Author

Shaping Up: My Roommate Feminized Me

Available for $.99 until August 7th 2021!

What do you do with a roommate who is impossible to live with? Mitch has a plan, and it’s a little twisted. He’s going to turn his roommate Kyle into a sissy for his own enjoyment. The plan is full-proof. All he needs to do is slip a little magic potion into Kyle’s protein shake and the magic will take care of the rest. What Mitch doesn’t notice is that his own body is feminizing. So, who’s the sissy in this relationship? And will Mitch care when he realizes the trick that Kyle is playing on him? Roommates can get along only when both of them understand each other.

Lexi's Best: An MTF 10 Book Bundle 

Lexi's best is her thickest ever collection. A mix of crossdressing and magical gender swap stories, this bundle's got sissies, femboys, trans women and tgirls something for everyone. Ten tantalizing tale to twist off to! 
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