

Chapter One

Though my arms and legs ached, being hogtied was, I’m not sure why, but relaxing. And a huge turn-on! I think I could deal with the stinging in my arms and legs, but my balls… Fuck! How long was she going to keep me caged? There is no doubt that when she releases my cock from its prison, it’ll take no time to become stiff as a board.

As the minutes ticked by, I settled into my restraint. I noticed I was no longer worried about my gambling debt. Proving I’m a man or the general worries and anxiety of daily living constantly plagued my mind. Being tied up was almost therapeutic.

Holy shit, I don’t have to hide my insatiable need to cross-dress because Ms. Shultz enjoyed and used me for who I was, a sissy cross-dresser.

My shoulders started screaming for release, so I took my mind off the discomfort by thinking about how I would please Ms. Shultz. Just like that, the ache of my restraints disappeared, replaced with optimism about my future as a sissy.

The giant pendulum wall clock ticked rhythmically, its pendulum swinging back and forth. I wondered, had it been meant as another subtle form of punishment?

When Ms. Shultz returned, would she release me? Or use my mouth and ass more?

Water steadily drummed as my Mistress showered. Mistress? Was Ms. Shultz, technically my boss, now my Mistress? Am I now a sissy slut? A sissy slave? What does that mean?

I answered my question quickly.

Yes, Ms. Shultz was my Mistress. My transgender Goddess. I gave myself to her tonight, and I had no regrets. Happy to be hogtied. Satisfied with my new role, I waited for the next time she needed my ass. Or whatever other hole she wanted to use.

My thoughts drifted to what Joyce and Anna might require of me. Joyce and Anna were two women who’d filed sexual harassment complaints - justifiably so - against me at work.

In a sense, I looked forward to their punishment, hoping part of it would involve being humiliated and degraded.

The shower continued to pitter-patter, and sweat dripped down my forehead, stinging my eyes. Another stream of sweat coasted down my back, between my tender ass cheeks, slowly seeping between them and pooling under my balls and caged cock.

Stress returned. How long can a shower take? I worried about being tied up for several minutes, and then the shower stopped. I couldn’t see the time, but it couldn't have been more than twenty minutes. The toilet flushed.

After half a minute, Mistress coughed, and the gentle squeak of her footsteps approached. Mistress Shultz asked if my hands or feet tingled and inspected each. Her cold hands gently massaged my feet, then my hands.

I begged. “Please, fuck me again, Mistress. Please. Let me suck your cock some more.”

“Oh, what an eager slut you are. Don’t worry, slut; your mouth will get plenty of workouts this week. As I said, you will learn how to respect women by being one of us.” 

She patted my tender ass and said.  “Tell me if you wish to leave now, and I’ll free you. You accept my company's termination and go on your way. You deal with your gambling debt on your own with Fat Tony. Or you learn what it is to be a woman.”

The rustle of her clothing slid over her soft skin as she dressed.

It wasn’t the fear of being terminated for my misbehavior or dreading what would happen if I didn’t pay off my gambling debt. I loved being her bitch, and didn’t want it to end. “I wish to serve you, Mistress, and do whatever you please.” I meant it.

“Good answer, slut. Joyce will be here soon to get you started on lesson two.” The sexy rhythm of her stiletto heels slowly faded as she left. 

The clock ticked.

With nothing else to do but think, I concluded my behavior toward Joyce and women, in general, was the result of overcompensation. I wanted to be like them, jealous, in a sense.

So, I acted like a macho stud to hide from myself. Maybe if some of the conquests I bragged about were real, I might be able to consider myself a lady’s man or a macho stud. But since they were all fabricated, I was a fake. But I wasn’t a fake sissy. That was for real.

I took a long deep breath, relaxed, and said to myself. “I know who I am now; Mistress Shultz opened my mind to my true nature - I am a sissy slut and proud of it!”

After what felt like hours, without saying a word, Joyce entered and released the clasps binding my ankles and wrists. My hands and feet dropped to the bed; strangely, I didn’t want to be released.

I considered begging Joyce to restrain me again, but I was uncomfortable with the new me. So I remained quiet, laying submissively on the bed as Joyce removed the ankle and wrist straps.

Mistress Shultz returned dressed in her business attire: tight pencil skirt, white blouse, and black blazer. “Get her ready for work, Joyce.”

Mistress Shultz smiled, glanced at Joyce, and said. “I’ll leave her in your hands. Make sure she understands her new role and call me to punish her for disobedience.”

Mistress Shultz left.

I lay uncomfortably on the bed, wondering what to do next. Mostly, I was naked, except for my make-up and the girly clothes Mistress hadn’t torn off during our love-making. Wasn’t love-making, was it? It was more of an ass-pounding, an out-and-out fucking, and I was the fuckee.

Joyce wasted no time. “Get up slut, shower, and shave every inch of that body. I’m going to inspect it.”

I stood, embarrassed, dressed as a woman in front of Joyce. I wondered what punishment Joyce - the woman whose reputation I destroyed with fake stories of my manly prowess - had in store for me. 

Because the roles were reversed, I felt her retribution would include using me, as Mistress had. As I considered the possible scenarios, I grew feverish with lust and desire, and strangely, I couldn’t wait for her abuse.

My heart pounded, and my caged cock tingled. Without knowing what I was doing, I fumbled with the metal cage.  I suspected it’d be some time before my cock was released from its prison.

Joyce laughed. “Not getting out of that for a while.” She dangled my cock cage key attached to a necklace around her neck. Joyce scowled at me and said. “What are you waiting for? Clean up; we’ve got a long day ahead of us.”

Chapter Two

I headed for the bathroom, head down submissively, wondering what was in store. I strolled happily down the hallway, somehow knowing I’d enjoy the day.

I turned on the hot shower, allowing the warmth to relieve some of the tension and ache my body had endured from being hogtied, face fucked, ass fucked, spanked and left. The ache in my body slowly subsided as I realized how much pleasure I derived from losing control. It wasn’t just losing control that turned me on, but the uncertainty of what sexual acts my new Mistresses would ask me to perform next.

As I washed my cock, I fidgeted with my cock cage, wondering if I could get it off and masturbate. There would be no such luck, it was on there, and nothing but pleasing my Mistresses would relieve the ache I felt. 

I shaved every inch of my body, wanting to be smooth for Joyce to prove what a good sissy I am.

I returned to the playroom hoping she planned on dressing me like a girl, like a slut, and as strange as it sounds - I hoped she’d punish me for my prior treatment of her.

My cock nagged at me, reminding me it had been close to twenty-four hours since I’d jacked off. Fantasies flooded my mind of how Joyce would fuck me with a strap-on, make me lick her pussy, or worship her gorgeous body.

I would be wrong on all counts.

Joyce said, stumbling over her words. “Stand here,” She pointed to a spot in front of her. “I want… I need to inspect you. Uh, slut.” Mistress Shultz had experience training a slut. However, I sensed that this was Joyce’s first time. I guess we were both learning.

Eyes down, I stood in front of Joyce because Mistress Shultz informed me looking into Mistress Joyce's eyes would require immediate punishment.

My heart hammered in my chest, my cock dribbled precum, and my body loosened, knowing I had no control over what would come next. All I could think about was how much I enjoyed getting fucked and used like a slut. There was nothing else in life.

I stood silent for half a minute, wondering what the rest of my day would be, as Joyce's quick breaths slowed. “Turn around, slut.”

I obeyed with no reluctance or shame, happy to be under her control. “I shaved my ass, Joyce… Uh, I mean Mistress Joyce.”

I started to bend over, but Joyce stopped me. “Oh, no fucking way am I inspecting that ass or putting my finger in it. God, when I agreed to this, I didn’t realize… this is so fucking sick. You’re a fucking pervert, Todd. Follow me.”

I followed Joyce to the far wall, disappointed she’d used my guy's name.

In front of a small pink dressing table was a chair. My mouth dropped open as I admired the clothes. Stacked and folded neatly on it were: pantyhose, a couple of black thongs, a corset, bra, inserts, a black slip, and of course, a pair of black stiletto five-inch heels.

On the table were a mirror, makeup, and a wig on a wig stand—a skimpy, tiny little black dress hung on a hook on the wall.

My cock throbbed with excitement to be dressed as a woman and hopefully used as a slut. I glanced down at my cock and wondered, how long would they make me wear this?

I stood obediently, naked, waiting for Joyce’s command. I wondered after I dressed where we were going. Maybe, to a nightclub? But it was only early afternoon.

I couldn't wait to feel the softness of the thong on my cock, and have the skinny fabric split my ass. I fantasized about how pantyhose hugged my smooth legs and the comfortable feeling of sensuality when I had them on.

“Well, slut get going. You’ve got lots of work to do today.”

Not knowing what the day had in store, I sat on the tiny chair, having learned how to make myself look good while cross-dressing secretly during my yearly vacations for the last eight years. I'd told everyone I’d spent them fucking women. But, in reality, I mostly dressed in girly clothes and remained in my hotel room, enjoying my feminine side and jacking off. Too scared to venture out and explore my suppressed sexual desires.

I moisturized my face, moved on to my eyes, and applied my primer and foundation.

Joyce said.  “My God, what a fucking slut you are. You’re no man, not anymore. If you ever were. Today, you learn what it’s like to be a slut, working in an office full of macho studs, always hitting on you, rubbing you, and all while you are trying to get your work done.”

I set my foundation and started contouring. I wondered if this was supposed to be punishment. If it was, well, I’m going to enjoy it!

“You are going to be the office bitch today. You are Tiffany Bardot, a transfer from New York City. We’ve been so kind as to spread rumors about you in the office so everyone knows what a slut you are. These guys are going to be hitting on you all day.”

I thought, and that was supposed to be bad?

I checked my look. Satisfied, I looked sexy; I slid the thong over my aching cock, then the silky black thigh-high pantyhose onto my soft and smooth legs. I tightened the corset up as tight as I could get it. I clasped the thigh-high stockings to the straps on the corset.

“This will be an experience for you, and we’ve decided you should meet your sales goals for once. Since you’ve never had to perform before.”

As I slid my bra on, I realized she’d been right. Old Man Shultz had never expected me to make any sales goals, at least the ones Joyce was required to make. I only had to manage laundering money for Fat Tony and his gambling and whorehouses.

After Old Man Shultz kicked the bucket, I had no job. Fucker died and left his brokerage firm to his transgender daughter, Ms. Shultz. Then it dawned on me this was the best thing that had ever happened to me. I’m a sissy slut now and living as I should.

“What a pathetic excuse of a man you are! You might as well leave your cock caged. It’s not big enough to please a mouse.”

Joyce was right; my cock was small, exceedingly small. It didn’t matter now. I didn't need it. I was a sissy slut. I tucked the tiny inserts in my bra, slid into the slip, and then the little black dress.

“Damn, Todd, or Tiffany, you look good. Have to admit.”

I hated that she called me by my guy name, but I didn’t want to argue.

“Let’s go.” Joyce led me to the elevator and hit button thirteen. We were in the penthouse, floor ninety-eight. Which was Old Man Shultz’s home before he died, which included a dungeon - now Ms. Shultz’s, playroom.

She stepped out of the elevator, handed me a slip of paper, informed me where my cubicle was, and laughed. “Have a good day, slut.” She gave me a small purse packed with makeup. “Here, you might need this to keep your makeup looking good.”

Joyce had a smirk on her face as the elevator door slid closed. I opened the sheet of paper that revealed my sales goal for the day. How was I going to achieve this?

What was this shit?

Chapter Three

Suddenly, the thrill of my situation retreated, my stomach convulsed, and my chest tightened. I had hoped I’d get my ass fucked into oblivion by Joyce, Anna, and Ms. Shultz. Instead, they expect me to make sales. And these sales goals were impossible.

The elevator dinged at floor fifty-two, and the door opened. A chunky college-aged guy dressed in a red shirt and hat carrying an empty pizza delivery hot case entered. As he stepped into the elevator, his black eyes hungrily studied every inch of my body. I felt his eyes exploring my ass and his hot breath on my neck as he stood behind me. Very close behind me.

A long silent moment passed. The chunky college guy reached around in front of me, ensuring he got as close to me as possible and pushed “G3.” The third floor of our basement garage.

“Damn, nice ass, babe.” As his arm returned to his side, he grazed my ass.

At first, I felt repulsed, but then a surge of lust flooded my body. I tried my best to be discreet, but the pizza delivery guy noticed when I took a cursory glance at his crotch. He had developed a magnificent bulge and wasn’t trying to hide it.

He smiled with a gleam in his eye when he realized he’d caught me checking him out. I wanted to get out, but the door closed. I prayed someone would enter at the next floor and relieve the tension.

What was he going to do? I got my answer when he cupped my ass.

Was this normal behavior? I realized that it was. How many times had I grabbed a woman’s ass in the office?

He whispered in my ear, his hand massaging my ass. “Damn girl, that’s a nice ass. You work out?”

His hand slid the thin fabric of my thong aside and glided nervously over my ass cheeks, slowly making their way around my hips and toward my…. Caged cock.

The elevator passed thirteen. I realized I’d forgotten to push thirteen again when the Pizza Guy entered. Damn. The other thing I realized when the pizza delivery guy's chubby hand slid hungrily under my tight little dress was that I wasn’t protesting.

I grabbed his hand, not because I wanted him to stop, but because I didn’t want it to end when he discovered I was a guy and had a cock.

He said. “Come on, honey. You know you want it.” He pressed his cock into my ass. Oh my, was it big.

I considered all the times I'd secretly cross-dressed and fantasized about stepping out of my hotel room and being in this situation. Now here I was. My cock fluttered, and my heart propelled adrenaline into my body.

What was I going to do?

The delivery guy grabbed my hand and placed it between his legs. I didn’t resist, staring at the numbers above the elevator door. We passed the tenth floor on our way to nine.

What if someone enters? God, this was thrilling. I realized I was gripping his rock-hard cock.  Massaging it hungrily. His hand returned to its journey toward what he thought was a pussy. I stopped him again, thinking on the fly said. “I like it in the ass.”

“Damn, that’s hot.”

We hit floor eight, the elevator stopped, dinged, and the doors opened.  A middle-aged businesswoman stood at the doorway. She started hitting the button angrily as she took in the situation. She sneered at me as her eyes locked in on my hand, rubbing the Pizza Guy’s cock. Then the door closed, and we started our descent again.

I kept rubbing Pizza Delivery Guy’s cock until the door opened on G3. “My cars over there.” He pointed.

There were rows of cars and trucks. Professionally dressed men and women headed toward the elevators. Several vehicles circled, searching for a spot, their motors rumbling. The pizza guy grabbed my hand tenderly as if he was my boyfriend and guided me toward his car.

People passed me regularly.

Was I going to do this here? Suck his cock? Get fucked in the ass? With all these people around? What if I get caught?

Chapter Four

As I considered the consequences, I realized the possibility of getting caught made this thrilling. I’d never asked the guy his name, nor had he asked mine - this was so fucking exciting.

My cock ached with tension and a desire to be released as I considered who had control over me. I wanted more than before to please my Mistresses. On the other hand, I wanted to please myself and stroke my cock as soon as I went down on this guy. 

Pizza Guy let go of my hand, pointed and said. “There it is.” It was an older model Cadillac. He dug in his pocket for his keys, opened the door, slid into the driver's side seat, and said. “Get in slut.”

I obediently complied. After all, this was who I was now, a slut, a sissy cross-dressing slut.

When I sat in the car, his cock stood straight up. How the hell did he get it out so quickly? God, he must be excited, and more importantly, he wanted me and my mouth.

I stared at it for several seconds, admiring the mushroom head, the thickness, and the length. I shivered. My mind drifted to past experiences, not real-life experiences but porn videos I’d watched of public car sex.

I snapped back to the present when Pizza Guy said. “Well, what the hell are you waiting for slut. Get down on it. I've got like ten more deliveries to pick up. So make it quick.”

Why I felt complete and satisfied at being called a slut, I don’t know. But I did. I felt utterly satisfied with what I was about to do - suck Pizza Guy’s cock in his car. 

I leaned over, parted my lips, and engorged his swollen, throbbing cock. Pizza Guy wasted no time, either. As I swallowed his cock, he grabbed me behind the neck, holding my head and driving his hips ferociously into my face. I gagged and tried to pull my head back. But he was insistent.

He released my head and said with a sharp, angry tone. “Come on.”

I regained my composure and decided a good slut doesn't choke or gag when sucking cock, and I wanted nothing more than to be a good slut. I opened my mouth and swallowed Pizza Guy’s cock. He grabbed the back of my neck and thrust his hips upward, his cock taking possession of my mouth. My right hand clenched his knee as his thick mushroom head slammed into my throat.

He held the back of my neck firmly, keeping his hips up, pressing his cock against my throat. My eyes watered, and drool drained from my lips. He lowered his fleshy hips, giving me a moment to catch my breath.

That moment didn’t last long, as he drove his hips upward again, hammering my throat with his head. Up and down his hips went, face-fucking me. His ravaging actions reflected his intent to cum, and cum quickly, not interested in my needs or desires.

Guess I didn’t have any, really. I wanted to jack off, but other than that, I didn’t care. Because my only needs were to please Pizza Guy and let him use my mouth. My mouth was his toy to achieve one purpose, to cum. I was nothing more than a slut, and I was happy to be used. In and out, he pumped.

The car door next to his car opened. It startled me, and I tried to lift my head. He continued face-fucking me and said. “I’m there. Keep at it.”

I’m not sure what was going on. But Pizza Guy rolled down his electric window and said as he continued to assault my throat. “Never seen anyone get a blowjob before, cunt.”

Then Pizza Guy latched onto the back of my neck. His whole body seemed to shudder, and a gallon of cum shot into my throat. 

He released me. I sat up and swallowed his fatty juices. Pizza Guy slid his cock into his pants. Outside, a woman was talking on her cell phone. I couldn’t hear the conversation but could tell she was reporting our behavior.

Pizza Guy started the car and said. “That was good. Get out.”

Quickly, I opened the door and stepped outside. The woman stopped talking and snapped a photo of me. “I’ve got her picture. I’m pretty sure she’s soliciting in our parking garage.”

Knowing this wouldn’t end well, I headed for the elevator.

Behind me, Pizza Guy's car burned rubber as he headed for the exit. The woman yelled at me, “Fucking whore!” 

These events only added to my excitement. I walked fast to the elevator. My timing was perfect because the elevator door slid open immediately after I pushed the up button. I stepped inside with a broad smile as adrenaline rushed through my body. 

Chapter Five

The only negative: my cock ached with desire. Unfortunately, there was nothing I could do to relieve that tension until Joyce unlocked my cock cage. Knowing that I had no control over when I could masturbate only increased the stress my cock experienced.

I hit floor thirteen. After a brief stop in the lady's restroom to fix my makeup, I realized how badly I wanted to jack off. My balls fucking ached!

I’d never gone more than a day without jacking off. I was now close to twenty-eight hours without cumming. I’ll beg Joyce. Tell her what a good slut I'd been, and maybe she’d let me out of this prison for… hell, it wouldn’t take more than ten seconds.

Yep, that’s what I’ll do, I’ll beg. I’ll plead. I’ll do anything Joyce wants. Just let me cum.

Joyce was on the phone when I entered her corner office, which had a stunning city view. Even Old Man Shultz never let me have an office. She was chatting with someone at The Grainger Investment, and Real Estate firm about purchasing what I know was one of Fat Tony’s properties, The Dirty Secret.

“I’ll run it by Ms. Shultz and get back to you.”

Mistress Joyce gently cradled her phone and grimaced. “What the hell do you want?”

My eyes down, I asked. “Can you please let me out of this… this cock cage? I just need a few minutes.”

Concern in her voice, she said. “Does it hurt? I can imagine it does. Oh, my God. I don't want to hurt you, but this thing Ms. Shultz has me doing. Listen, I hate you for what you did, but….”

“Thank you for understanding. I sucked this pizza guy off in the parking garage, which was so hot. I need to jack off, and you can lock me back up.”

Joyce's eyes bulged, and her mouth fell open. She responded in a shaky voice. “You performed oral sex on some guy in the parking garage? And you want to masturbate? And you found that… what, exciting? Oh, my fucking God, what a disgusting pig you are? I thought you were, or that cage was hurting you or something. But, you want to jack off?”

“Please, Mistress Joyce. Just let me jack off. I promise I'll do anything you ask.”

Joyce's lips curled in disgust as she snatched her smartphone from her desk, dialed a number, and then put the phone to her ear. “Ms. Shultz, listen, I don't know if I can do this. This thing with Todd. It’s, he’s disgusting. He just sucked some guy off in the parking garage and wants me to unlock his cage so he can jack off.”

Joyce nodded and put her smartphone on speaker.

Mistress Shultz said, “Listen, Joyce, she’s, he’s jacked off every day for who knows how long. It’s been twenty-four hours or more, and this terrible habit of jacking off is catching up to him, her now. Do not let her out of that cage. Keep checking with her, follow up on her, and ensure she’s meeting her sales goals. It’s going to be hard, impossible even. She’s going to have one thing on her mind, sex. As this feeling….”

“Ms. Shultz, you enjoy using men like this. I don’t. I’m not sure I want to fuck a guy in the ass with a strap-on or….”

“You like your pussy licked, Joyce?”

“Uh, well yeah. I do. Guys don’t know how to do it. Or they are in a hurry to get to the main event, so they… well, they just skim over it.”

“Joyce, this is what we’re trying to accomplish here. Train her to please, serve, and obey you, me, and Anna. We will train her exactly how to be our slave. Once she is so horny, and once we have her entirely under our control, she’ll beg to do your housework, cook for you, and eat your pussy the way you like it. You will train her. She’ll have to do it just right, or we won’t let her out of her cage. If she performs to your satisfaction, we’ll release her cock for a few moments of pleasure. She’ll realize we have her in complete control. I’m telling you, this slut will be doing all of our housework, cooking, and running our errands, and all we have to do is give her what she wants. Let me tell you, this slut wants to be humiliated and degraded for that pathetically small cock of hers. You hear me slut.”

I leaned toward the phone and said, “Yes, Mistress.”

“And what is it that I have to do, exactly,” Joyce said.

Mistress Shultz laughed. “Don’t you get it? Todd wants to be Tiffany, and she wants to be a slut. She just needed a little push. Our push. But we must keep her horny and only allow her to cum when we want her to or when she pleases us and serves us as we want. We fuck her silly and often and in the ass. What can be more degrading to a man?” 

Joyce sighed and considered this for a moment, smiled, and said. “What should I do? I’ve never done this before.”

“So, you say somebody snapped her picture?”

“Yeah, this dirty slut got busted, and some lady snapped her picture.”

“Okay, tell her to get to work. Reprimand her for screwing off instead of working, and I’ll take care of the rest. You got her between those two sexist bastards. Uh, what are their names?”

“John and Henry. I did as you asked, told them the new girl is a slut, and got them primed with a few juicy stories.”

“Good, get her to work. Slut, you hear me?”

I responded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You don’t meet your sales goals by the end of the day, and that sexy ass of yours will suffer the consequences. Are you enjoying yourself, slut?”

I should have felt worthless, angry, and repulsed at how these two women treated me, but that wasn’t the case. My cock ached even more than it already had. There was no doubt in my mind that if and when my cock was released from its prison, it would waste no time raging to an erection. I wanted to get down on my hands and knees and beg Joyce to let me cum, but I knew I wasn’t getting out of the cage anytime soon.

Joyce returned to her computer, ignoring me. After half a minute, she glanced up and waved her hand. “Get out. You are dismissed, slut.”

Chapter Six

Head down. I headed for my cubicle. My cubicle was between two of the biggest playboys at the firm, John and Henry. I recalled that Old Man Shultz kept this cubicle open for any woman that refused his advances.

I settled in uncomfortably, pulled up my sales screen on my laptop, and stared at the list of cold calls I’d have to make. Then glanced at the paper with the dollar amount I was supposed to meet. There was no way I would meet these goals, yet I wanted to do it to please Mistress Shultz, not let her down.

The dress was extremely short. John took advantage of the bird’s eye view in the cubicle across from me. The way he stared, he had no idea what was between my legs. Unless he liked cock. I'd heard John, a tall, muscular black guy, had a cock a four-hundred-pound gorilla would be proud having hang between his legs.

Henry didn’t wait. He leaned over my desk and said. “Hey, honey. So, you’re the new girl?” He placed his hand suggestively on my shoulder.

Was this supposed to be punishment? I liked the attention; frankly, I had never had so much fun and found it arousing. I had a sense of pride because these two studs had no idea I was a guy, and their stories of conquest were real. So fooling them was no easy task.

I had an idea. I gently caressed Henry’s hand and sighed. “Damn, Ms. Shultz hates me. She gave me this impossible sales goal to make.” I lifted my skirt slightly, giving Henry and John a better view of my legs. I raised my left leg higher than required to tease John as I crossed them. “I  think she hates me. I’ll never make these goals and can’t afford to get fired. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.”

I dropped my head into my hands and ran my hands through my wig. As I did, I realized this was an expensive wig. It had to be a human hair wig.

Henry leaned in further, burying his nose in my hair. The minty fragrance of Henry’s soap and the exotic scent of his aftershave tingled my senses.

“Ahhhh…. Honey, maybe we can help each other? Huh, John, right?”

“Yeah, teamwork. We are a team, right?” John had a crafty look on his face. As a guy, I knew what they were after, but they didn’t know what I was after. I had to ensure they never found out I was a guy, at least not yet. I wanted and needed to make my sales goals.

“Oh my, you guys are so great! Henry, I love your aftershave. It’s so manly.” I brushed his groin, trying to make it seem like it was an unintentional action. “Oh, I’m sorry.”

“No, problem, honey.” Henry straightened and stared down at me. “So, you from the big city, huh? Why did you come here? I know it’s Shultz’s headquarters, but I heard all the action is in the big city. Sales wise anyways.”

They both laughed and high-fived each other.

“Yeah, it wasn’t my choice.” Thinking on my feet, I was always good at that, I said. “Downsized, so I had to take what I could get. So, you all work together here. It wasn’t like that in the city, dog eats dog, backstabbing and all that.”

Henry leaned forward until we were face to face. “Yeah, you help us, we help you. John and I are fantastic at putting up the numbers. But, we have a problem….”

Henry placed his hand on mine and tenderly massaged it. “ Maybe, I thought you could help us with it. Then we will help you with your problem.” Henry picked up the paper with my sales goals.  “Damn, she hates you! What’d you do to her?”

“See, I don’t know what I’m going to do.” I dropped my shoulders and faked it, sounding like I was fighting back the tears. “I can’t lose this job.”

I played stupid and adjusted my voice to be as sweet and innocent as possible. “Can you guys help me?”

Henry looked at John, and both had triumphant looks on their faces. “Oh, yeah. Tell you what. We have this private spot, really personal we go. You go with Henry for a little bit and help him with his issues.” Henry knelt, put his hands on the inner portion of my knees, and slowly, sensually spread them.

I pushed them back together firmly. “I… I…” If they discovered the cock between my legs, my plan would be dead in the water. I batted my eyes flirtatiously and said,  “So, how are you going to help me?”

Henry slowed his pace and affectionately massaged my knee. “Can you keep a secret?”

“Oh, for sure, I can. I will do anything to keep this job.” I glanced at him with a hopeless look in my eyes.

John said, “Anything?”

“Yes, anything… except,” I lowered my voice to a whisper. “God, I need to meet my sales goals. I need this job.” I dropped my chin and let out a long, low sigh faking defeat as best I could.  “I don’t see how I’d be able to help you guys out.” I opened my legs slightly, gently caressed Henry’s wrist, and suggestively glanced at Henry’s groin.

Henry’s hand slid up my inner thigh heading for my cock. I needed their help, and getting it with these two guys meant putting out.

“I'd love to go to this private place of yours and help you guys if you helped me achieve my sales goals.” I shook my head. “I just don’t know what I’m going to do.”

Henry explored my body with lust as his hand glided upward along my inner thigh until it was inches away from my cock. I had to do something, or my plan to meet my sales goals was dead. I squeezed my legs together, trapping Henry’s hand. “I… I… Like it in the ass, guys.”

Henry looked stunned, and John looked more curious at my response. John nodded at Henry. Henry nodded back and pulled his hand back.

John said. “I think we can manage that. Go with Henry and help him out, and when you get back, I’ll have your issues resolved.”

Henry’s trembling, sweaty hand glided up my outer thigh while maintaining intense eye contact. As his hand made its way to its destination, my skirt slid up toward my hips. He slid around my hips. I leaned right to expose my left ass cheek. He caressed my left cheek, then tried sliding his finger into my ass, but it didn’t go far. It had tightened considerably since Mistress Shultz had used it.

The soft clomp of heels interrupted Henry’s exploration as someone made their way down the hall. Henry kept his right hand where it was, gently probing my asshole. He used his other hand to point at my computer screen. John took up a position blocking us as a female worker strode past, keeping her eyes forward.

Once she passed, Henry’s finger pushed further into my ass. It didn't go far without lube, spit, or any lubrication. “So, you game? You scratch my cock, and we…. “ He laughed. “Well, we help you make your sales goals.”

Without warning, he reached around and grabbed my caged cock. “What the fuck? Are you a dude?”

Holy shit, I thought. Without John and Henry’s help, there was no way I was making my sales goals, and it wasn’t that I was scared of the punishment. I didn’t care, really, anymore. I wanted these guys to fuck me.

John said. “What do you mean?”

Henry stood glaring down at me. “I mean, there’s a cock between those legs, and it’s in some device. Like a metal cage.” Henry pointed at me, his lips pursed while shaking his head in disgust. “That’s a guy, John. No wonder she… or he wanted it in the ass.”

John raised an eyebrow, and a slow smile built on his face. “They call them sissy’s, Henry. Who’s your Mistress or Master?”

I lowered my eyes and said. “Uh, I can’t tell you.”

John looked at Henry and said. “Let’s fuck the shit out of her and help her with her sales goals. Look at her; I would never have guessed she’s a guy. Except for the cock. And it’s caged, so we don’t have to worry about it. Hey, we’ve fucked girls in the ass before, right. This isn’t any different. I’ll go first; you call Jada and get Tiffany Bardot’s computer linked in, and… well, she’s as much ours as she is… ” John glanced at me curiously. “Whoever.”

John grabbed me by the hand. “No worries, a hole’s a hole. Just make us happy, and we will help you with your problem. As long as you do as we say, we help you. Does that sound good?”

It was more than good. It was fantastic because I loved being used.

Chapter Seven

With that, I followed John to their private spot. We walked in silence down the hallway. Instead of taking the elevator, we entered the stairwell. He locked the door behind him, then we walked up two flights to the fifteenth floor, which was empty due to renovation. John, without any foreplay, dropped his pants and underwear to his ankles, revealing what, even soft, was a big black cock.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” He stepped out of his pants and underwear, removed his suitcoat, unbuttoned his shirt, and slipped off his t-shirt. “Don’t worry, the door to fifteen is locked, and they blocked off fourteen and sixteen, so we're safe. Now, why don’t you get a little more comfortable?  Henry will probably not want to fuck you, so I’ll give you two times the fun. Strip, and do it slowly.”

I had butterflies in my stomach as I looked up, then down the stairs. I'd already been busted once today and probably wanted by the law. Two times today, I wondered what the punishment for public indecency was.

I glanced at John’s cock; God, it was gorgeous.

John explored my body as his erection thickened. “Well, what are you waiting for? Strip, why don’t you do a strip dance for me?” John stroked his cock while he slowly, steadily explored my body.

I turned around and swayed my hips like a stripper. I’d never danced for anyone before, but I danced at home and in my hotel room, privately admiring myself in the mirror.

I swayed my hips back and forth sensually, bending my knees, running my hands up my sides, and pulling the hairs of my wig up over my head.

I shook my ass; John moaned as I turned slowly to face him.  I bent my knees and pulled my skirt up to my hips.

He was enjoying the show, and I enjoyed giving it. I swung my hips back and forth; John stroked faster, his cock was now fully erect, and it was… Oh my, it was big.  I mean fucking big. What was I supposed to do with a cock that big? 

“Take your dress off,” John said, his eyes like saucers.

I struggled with finding the zipper. John said. “Come here. Let me help you.”

I stepped forward and turned. Instead of unzipping me, John guided me to where I was one step above me; then, he leaned me forward. I placed my hands on the cold, hard floor bracing myself.

He lifted my skirt, pulled aside my panties, and parted my ass cheeks with warm, powerful hands. Then his warm, long tongue dipped into my ass. He licked and probed my ass.

I moaned.

He licked my ass like it was an ice cream cone for what felt like hours of total bliss. Then he pulled his tongue out. I wanted to beg him to continue. Then he unzipped my dress and said. “Finish your dance, babe.”

My body temperature shot up, and I was basically panting like a dog in heat. For all practical purposes, I was a dog in heat. I stood, turned, and swayed my hips, unable to take my eyes off John’s unbelievable cock.

I was dripping precum and wanted nothing more than to go down on his cock. So, I dropped to my knees, but John stopped me. “Strip first. Then you can have it. That is if I think you deserve the honor.”

I stood and swayed my hips. I was grinding and swaying as I lifted the hem of my skirt over my head. The cold air of the stairwell hit my aching cock.

After removing my dress, I gyrated sexually for a couple of minutes as John watched and stroked furiously. I dropped to my knees, hoping I was sufficiently naked for him.

John said. “The rest of it, and do it slowly. Keep the stockings and the corset on. That’s it.”

I pulled out the inserts, shimmied out of the slip, laid them on the stairwell, then fumbled with the bra strap for a minute or two. Trying to imagine how a stripper would remove it, I did my best and let it drop. Then I slid my panties down and stepped out of them.

I continued to dance, naked except for my thigh-high stockings and the sexy corset, my aching cock throbbing inside its cage. John grabbed my panties, put them on his face, and inhaled. 

He took a position on the stair above where I was standing, put his hands on his hips, and said, “Beg for it.”

I knew what he wanted me to beg for, so I dropped to my knees, his throbbing cock in front of my face. It was uncomfortable on my knees on the hard concrete. “Please, may I suck your cock.”

“Yes, you may,” he said.

I stared at it for a moment. How the hell was I going to fit this in my mouth or ass when it came to it? I opened my mouth as wide as it would go.

John lifted his cock, and said. “Tongue first. Lick it. Worship it.”

Using the tip of my tongue, I  started at his balls in slow circular movements. I licked, sucked, and swallowed his balls. John moaned as he stroked his cock. 

I worshipped every inch of his balls, cock, and skin between his ass and balls. By the time John was satisfied, my neck hurt from the strain. He grabbed me behind the head and said. “Now you’re going to swallow it.”

I took a long deep breath and wondered how the hell that monster would fit in my mouth. John pulled my head toward his cock. I struggled against the pressure but wanted it more than anything.

I wanted his cock in my mouth, fucking my face, ravaging my throat with his head, but I didn’t think I could. I opened my mouth and thought of the thousands of video clips I watched and masturbated to of women who had deep-throated cocks just as big or bigger than John’s.

“Relax. I’ll take it slow, honey.”

John calling me honey was all it took to relax. I opened my mouth as wide as it would go, closed my eyes, and allowed him to guide my head toward his cock. When his cock touched my lips, I put my hands on his hips, gently holding him back.

He said. “Put your hands behind your back, honey.”

I clasped my hands behind my back and readied myself for his cock.  Gently he pushed forward, entering maybe an inch. It was an incredible feeling. His precum was buttery, and his plump head was delectable. I disobeyed and reached my hands around his waist, grabbed his muscular ass cheeks, and pulled him forward. 

John laughed and held firmly. “Beg, for it, slut. Beg for this big black cock.”

He pulled his hips back, grabbed me by the chin, staring intently down at me. “Beg, slut.”

“Please, may I have your cock. Please. Please.” My hands were still clutching his ass, straining to get his cock into my mouth.

John laughed again and said. “My, what a good little slut you're going to be.”

He pushed forward, driving his cock into my mouth. I gagged and pulled back immediately.

“Relax,” he said.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

He grabbed me by the chin, lifted my head, and stared at me. “Take it, slut.”

I opened my mouth and swallowed his cock.

An inch at first. My jaw felt like it would become unhinged as I pulled out and dived in again—this time swallowing two inches. Then the next time, it was three. Slowly, surely I bobbed back and forth till my lips were only an inch from his rock-hard stomach. I stopped and looked up at him, beaming with pride.

John grabbed my neck and thrust forward, forcing his cock in the last inch. I fought back the gag. He held his cock in my throat, and I told myself, “Good girl.”

John was as satisfied as me. He said. “Good girl. You ready?”

Not knowing what he meant, I nodded with his cock in my mouth as best as I could. He pulled his hips back, then thrust them forward. Back and forth, his hips moved slowly, gently at first.

Then, all of a sudden, his actions became more deliberate. His hand gripped my neck, and his cock began ravaging my mouth. Holding my chin, he stared down at me with deep, prolonged contact.

In and out, he destroyed my mouth and throat. My eyes began to water, and drool slipped out of the side of my mouth.

Momentarily, I worried about what I’d look like when I returned to work. But it quickly faded as the enjoyment of getting face-fucked returned.

He stopped abruptly. I was immediately disappointed. He laid down on the stairwell and guided me on top of him. I was facing away from him, straddled over his cock.

Knowing what he wanted, I lowered my ass, and tried as best as I could to get his cock in my ass. It was so fucking big. It felt like I was bending it, hurting it even. It wouldn’t go.

John slapped my ass and said. “Relax, take it, bitch.”

He fumbled around in his pants pocket, and after half a minute, I felt the cool, slippery wet sensation of lube coating my ass. I lost my balance, grabbed the handrail next to me, and then dropped down on his cock again. I shimmied my ass until I could feel my ass loosen, allowing maybe an inch to enter my ass. God, it was big, and my ass ached.

I shimmied my hips right and left until I had wiggled two inches of John’s cock into my strained asshole. I continued to dance on his cock. After a couple of minutes of rotating, lifting, dropping, and rotating my hips, my ass loosened. 

Holy shit, having John’s cock buried deep within my ass was excruciating at first. Yet it was amazing. It was the most pleasurable pain I'd ever felt.

His cock was deep in my ass, John gripping my hips, balancing me. I lost it and rode his cock. Going wild, riding it like a mad woman. Up and down I went.

With the worst case of blue balls, the uncomfortable ache in my groin only worsened as my tormented balls slammed against John’s.

I grabbed my caged cock, wanting to jack off. Disappointed, I collected the precum dribbling out of my cock onto my finger, then licked it off.

John shivered, his legs tensed, and his cum filled my ass with warmth, stickiness, and pleasure. Slowly, his legs relaxed, and his cock softened. God, I wanted more.

I kept riding until John said, “Thanks, hun, but we got to get back to work.”

I sighed.

John’s powerful arms lifted my delicate frame off his legs. He stood and started dressing. Reluctantly I tucked my tender balls into my thong. They were screaming for release. I wished Joyce would let me out of this damn thing, let me cum. I hoped Henry would help me with my sales goals; maybe if they did, Mistress Joyce would release me.

I took a deep breath, trying to forget how badly I wanted to cum as John’s cock disappeared into his underwear. God, I wanted it again.

I loved cock in my ass and didn't think there were enough guys to fill the need I had.

As I continued dressing, John said, “Not yet. I’ll send Henry up.”

John finished dressing. When fully dressed, he texted Henry, and while he waited for his response, he leaned in and pecked me on the cheek. “That was great, babe, really good.”

It was a wonderful gesture, especially since he knew I had a cock. John's phone chimed. After checking it, he said, “Henry doesn’t want any of it. So, guess you can get dressed. Oh, by the way, you've made your sales goals. So, no worries for the rest of the day. You earned,” He patted my ass. “The rest of the day. Just keep me happy… and anyone else.”

Chapter Eight

John left, and I dressed, then returned to my cubicle. Henry and John were not around. I sat and put on my headset, thinking there was no way they would have been able to meet my sales goals in the hour John and I had fucked.

I pulled up my sales screen. I was surprised that I had met all my sales goals and then some. I was relieved and so excited. I wanted to call Mistress, tell her how well I’d done. Though technically, I had fucked my way to success, that was still a success as far as I was concerned.

I fidgeted for half an hour; I should be satisfied with all my activity so far today. Most of my tension was coming from my unsatisfied cock. I considered going to Joyce and begging for release but figured that was a lost cause.

The phone rang on my desk. I answered it was Joyce. “Get up here, now, Tiffany.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said and headed for her office.

I entered and stood before her desk, hands clasped, eyes down, a satisfied look on my face. Because I knew I had made my sales goals, I hoped Joyce would be impressed enough to release me and let me jack off.

“How the hell did you make your sales goals so quickly? There’s no fucking way.”

I didn’t want to divulge my secret. Frankly, I didn’t know how I'd made my goals myself.  “I’m good.”

“Yeah?” Joyce exhaled deeply, stood, and walked to the blinded window exposing the office to the rest of the office. She looked left, then right. Then closed the blinds. She stood at the edge of her desk, facing me.

“It’s been so long since I had any satisfaction from sex, and I got to thinking… uh, about what Ms. Shultz said. So, you’re going to please me.” She lifted her skirt. 

As I stared at the mound under her panties. I wasn’t sure if I wanted pussy or cock more. I decided it didn’t matter as long as I pleased my Mistresses. I would do what she wanted.

She said, “I'm going to train you how I want it worshipped.”

I dropped to my knees, then grabbed her panties and started to remove them. Joyce slapped my face. “No. Not so fast.”

“Kiss it through my panties.”

I leaned forward and kissed her lips. It smelled kind of like beer or bread. Through her slightly damp panties, I squeezed them lightly with my lips. Joye said, “Oh, that’s nice. Keep going.”

I ran my tongue along her pussy. Starting from the bottom, working my way to the top, then gliding back down and up again. Joyce moaned, and her head leaned back.

Joyce said, “My thighs, worship my thighs, my legs. Worship them.”

God, my cock ached. I considered asking for relief but knew I'd have to please her first. So, I  kissed her thighs gently, sensually, and slowly meandered down to her knee, kissing her behind her knees.

Joyce lifted her heel and drove her pointed heel into my aching cock.”Want me to release you? You better please me, understand slut!”

Looking up at her, I said. “Yes, Mistress.”

I kissed back up her leg, then as I switched to her other leg, I kissed her pussy outside her panties for a couple of minutes, then trailed down her thigh, down to her knee, and back up.

Joyce guided my mouth to the fleshy area above her clit, and pulled me in tight, smothering my face. She slid her panties down, then stepped out of them.

“Now, pay attention, slave.”

My cock and balls ached. Mistress pointed to her pussy. Stick your tongue out, start here lick upwards. I licked upwards. She smacked me on the head, “Not with your tongue. Keep your tongue stationary and use your head. Try again, slave.”

I tried again. 

“Better, make sure you hit my clit, slave.”

I tried again.

I knew I had hit the spot when she said. “Ahhh… that’s nice.”

I kept going up and down, applying only slight pressure. Up and down, making sure on the up stroke, I hit her clit. The sloppy wet pussy sounds of her wet pussy, and her moans drove me mad.

She seemed to enjoy it more when my movements were slow and deliberate rather than fast and furious. So, I kept my pace slow.

After maybe ten minutes of bobbing, licking, and sucking her clit, my neck ached, and just as I was about to hand in the towel, Joyce’s legs and thighs tensed and spasmed, and a small amount of her juices covered my lips. It was warm and tasted sharp and salty.

After she came, I could tell her pussy was tender. I pulled back and allowed her time to recover. Her face stared at the ceiling, and her legs shivered. After a minute, she took a deep breath, grabbed her panties, pulled them back on, and returned to her desk.

She looked at me and said. “This just might work, slave. It just might work.”

I stood, nodded, and said. “I’m glad I pleased you, Mistress.” I glanced down at my cock.

“No, not yet, slave. Ms. Shultz said two weeks. I don’t know how you accomplished it, but you made your sales goals. So, you are free to go home. But, not dressed like that. Since security is looking for a girl with your description. Head up to the penthouse, shower, and leave as Todd. Go home, rest and tomorrow we begin lesson three.”

I showered as instructed, dressed in my man’s clothes. I had on this morning when my day started. I was disappointed because I enjoyed being Tiffany more than anything. When I arrived home, I received a text message from Ms. Shultz complimenting me on my performance. I couldn’t have been happier.

I fell asleep early, satisfied and relaxed with the new me, Tiffany Bardot.

My last thought before I dozed off: I hope tomorrow is just as exciting.
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