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Sissy Interview
I walked into the building I'd worked at for the past five years with my head held high. My high heels clicked on the lobby's marble floor. Helena sat at her usual spot, guarding access to the elevators. My heart was beating fast, light. I took a deep breath and the scent of my perfume calmed me a little. 
Would she see through the façade?
My wife had done my make-up before we left the house. I'd been practicing doing it myself - it was all part of learning to embrace my inner sissy - but for the occasion, I begged her to be the one to do it. I knew her practiced hand would soften the line of my jaw, would emphasize my best and most feminine features. I had long lashes and a thin, cute little nose. I'd hated how short and slight I was as a teenager, but it was something I loved about myself now. Easier to find clothes that fit and accentuated the parts of my figure that I liked best. I was slender, naturally flat-chested of course, but with a generous ass. It was still rosy and a little tender from the spanking Jessica dished out to me yesterday morning, when she caught me fully erect in my new white cotton panties. 
I hadn't been able to help it; they felt so good, and I hadn't been allowed to cum since Jessica first decided to make my sissy fantasy our constant reality. 
It started the way I suppose most sissies are discovered. I'd like to say I told my wife myself, but she found out because I got careless. On some level, I wanted her to know. I understand that now. But at the time, I'd been beyond humiliated. I'd borrowed past girlfriends' panties for as long as I could remember, never daring to buy my own. When I'd met Jessica, she was so intense, so strong-willed and ambitious. She wasn't like any other woman I'd met before, and where I'd previously been content to slip into a pair of panties and tease myself to an orgasm, my fantasies became more encompassing. I was active on several sissy and feminization forums that I'd come across during my explorations, and had amassed a huge collection of pictures and stories that fuelled my fantasies. One day, I accidentally emailed one of those stories to Jessica instead of myself. I know, I know. I overreacted. I called her at work, sent her two follow up emails - first trying to blame it on some sort of IT malfunction or spambot, then trying to convince her I wasn't even really interested in that stuff, it was just a phase. My voice had been so high and soft when I'd asked her secretary to put me through to her that she'd thought I was a woman. 
Jessica had taken it like she took everything, in her stride and without flinching. 
She was much stronger than I was. I think a lot of people saw us as an odd couple, me the ordinary, unexceptional office drone somehow married to a goddess like Jessica. The last few weeks have opened my eyes to many things, not least the possibility that my wife had sensed my submissive inner sissy and had just been waiting for me to show her I was ready for training. 
She told me that when she got home that night she expected to find me clean shaven all over, thoroughly washed, and naked awaiting her. She said that I'd earn my clothes back when I deserved them. There was no discussion about the contents of the email, no mention of what she had in store at all. It gave me scope for my imagination to run wild. The fear that she'd someday find out was a weight that I hadn't realized was resting on me, and now that it had come to pass, I was even excited for what was going to happen. 
Jessica's lingerie was sleek and sexy. Blacks, whites, reds that ranged from oxblood to coral, lace and satin and silk, bikini briefs, tangas, thongs. I hadn't dare slip any of them on, knowing I'd stretch out the elastic, perhaps even stain them with my emissions. My one outlet was laundry day, where once my chores were done, I'd take one pair of panties in my hand and stroke my leaking, aching cock with them until I came, addicted to the sensation of the delicate material on my hot flesh. I was careful not to leave a mess. I was careful with everything, until that email…
Jessica had dressed me up for hours, like I was her own living doll. She'd arrived home later than usual with an array of shopping bags on her arm and a gleam in her eye. I passed her appraisal, and she deposited the bags in our living room. 
"Did you make dinner?" She'd asked me, arching one perfect brow. I had, though normally she'd pick something up on her way home given it was the last Friday of the month. It was one of the small, unspoken ways we'd come to be in tune with one another over the years. 
We'd eaten together, Jessica in her figure-hugging black dress, sheer stockings and Louboutins, me completely nude. I still remembered how my heart had pounded as she set her knife and fork together on her plate once she was done. She'd told me to clear the table and then come to her. I'd obediently done as I was told, then hurried back to her. Jessica hadn't been rushed at all, and my eagerness seemed to amuse her. On reflection, she dragged it out, enjoying my uncertainty. She slipped her feet out of her stunning stilettos and pointed to the floor by her feet. 
I knelt and accepted her foot in my lap, stroking and massaging the ache of the day away. There was the slightest tang of feminine sweat from her stockings, and it made my cock twitch and grow hard. Jessica observed with her lips pressed together, initially conveying disapproval, but breaking into a smirk eventually. 
Later that night would be the first time she broke me in with her brand new harness and her favorite dildo. First she took her time in dressing me for the occasion, and I was in awe of her perfect taste. I had seven pairs of my own panties in pastels and white and my favorite hot-pink, stockings, pantyhose and even a suspender belt. There were bras to match, with a pair of inserts to fill them out. 
Jessica made me try on all of it and more besides that night. By the final pair, my cock was aching, making a stiff outline that strained out against the material of the panties and left a small wet patch where I was leaking. 
Jessica hiked up her dress and showed me her own choice of underwear; a black lace thong with a scalloped trim. I hadn't needed any more of an instruction than that, and I crawled towards her, eager to taste her. The part of her panties that had been flush against her swollen pussy was soaked with her dew, and I groaned with delight. I was so lucky to have her, so lucky that my perversion complimented hers so perfectly. She rode my face until she was satisfied, until all the delicate work she'd done with make-up brushes, pencils and lipstick was all but gone, rubbed off on her pussy and inner thighs. My own hand had strayed to my cock, which by then was desperate for relief. Jessica slapped my face when she saw what I was doing, and marched me upstairs. 
It was the first night of many since where Jessica would be in total command. I'd do my best to adopt my sissy persona before she arrived home, and she'd help me with the things I couldn't quite manage yet. It was such a thrill. Until she told me that she'd decided to donate all of my old clothes, that I wasn't going to be playing dress-up as a man anymore when I was her sissy slut. 
I'd gone along with everything up until that point, but finding out that Jessica expected me to go into my office and act normally, without telling anyone anything… I was afraid. 
We'd finally come to an agreement of sorts; I had two options. Attend my job in my new persona, admitting to everyone I knew that it was me underneath the wig and the make-up and the skirt, or quit my job, and when the position came up for interview again, apply for it. I'd be the perfect candidate, considering I'd already done it for the past five years.
The second option was the one I chose, and Jessica made it abundantly clear to me that I was to get my job by any means necessary.

So here I was, standing before the receptionist who served as my former boss' gatekeeper dressed to the nines in a silk blouse, stilettos and pencil skirt. My red lace panties rubbed deliciously against my inner thighs, and I could feel the wire from my matching bra snug against my chest, over my fluttering heart.
"I'm Mr. Leon Roland's two o'clock," I said after daintily clearing my throat. Norma glanced up at me, then clutched her glasses from the chain dangling around her neck and lifted them to her eyes.
My heart skipped about three beats while I endured her scrutiny.
“Name?” She asked, her voice clipped.
“Ms. Stroud. Anita Stroud,” I said softly.
“That’s what it says here. Go on up. Thirty-seventh floor, follow the corridor around and you’ll come to his door. You can’t miss it,” Norma said. She wouldn’t have explained it if she’d recognized me as someone she already knew.
“Ms. Stroud?” she called after me as I sashayed toward the elevators. I froze and turned around, my eyes wide, my lashes heavy with mascara. I waited for her to call me out, but Norma gave me a smile instead. “Good luck with your interview today.”
And then she winked.
It was a long elevator ride up to the thirty-sixth floor. I walked past the desk I’d sat at for years on my way over to Mr. Roland’s office. Helena let me get away with it, but would he? My skin tingled with anticipation, my nipples tightening, hard inside the soft cups of my bra.
I dipped into the bathroom - ladies’ of course - and sent Jessica a text. 
‘Helena let me up. I’m on the 36th floor now.’
I stared at the screen, at the clock that read 13:52. I gave myself three minutes to try and calm my nerves, then walked back out there with my head held high. I was scared, exhilarated, and yet I felt more confident walking these halls than I ever had done in my male persona, as boring, plain Steve. I felt people’s eyes lift from their screens to observe me as I went by, but they didn’t linger. It was a testament to how truly forgettable I’d been as Steve.
There was a row of seats in the corridor just outside of Mr. Roland’s office, where a woman was seated waiting. Just as I arrived, another woman - very tall, with slender legs and waist-length red hair - was exiting the office.
“Please take a seat and await being called,” Mr. Roland said, his voice deep and professional. I hadn’t yet taken a seat when he said my name. My sissy name, I mean.
“Ms. Stroud?”
I stepped forward, my heart quickening, my cock twitching in my panties. I’d begged and pleaded with Jessica not to put the chastity device on for this, and she’d given in to my tears despite her better judgment. It was as if my cock wanted to spite me, pointing straight up, pushing rebelliously against the material of my underwear. Fortunately it was too small to draw anyone’s eye.
“Excellent,” Mr. Roland said when I responded, gesturing for me to follow before he turned and walked back into his office. My steps were measured, mincing as I took my cue and entered his office. It was large, one wall entirely glass looked out onto the city afternoon.
“You have a beautiful view,” I said, my voice breathy.
“Yes I do,” he agreed, but he was looking at me, not out the window. His smile was slow and my heartbeat fast as his eyes traveled my length, from my perfectly pedicured toes that peeked from my open-toed heels, to the blonde hair that cascaded down my back. It was a beautiful wig, Jessica’s favorite, and mine too, for that matter.
“Please take a seat,” Mr. Roland said invitingly. I smoothed my skirt down and demurely perched on the edge of the chair in front of his desk. I expected him to take a seat opposite, but he didn’t. He leaned against the edge of his desk instead, studying me with a hungry gleam in his eyes.
“Is everything alright?” I asked, a tremor in my voice.
“Yes,” Mr. Roland nodded, then purposefully rolled an expensive-looking pen from his desk onto the floor. “Oops. Would you mind getting that for me?”
“Oh! Of course,” I replied with a smile. I stood up and bent from the waist to retrieve the pen, giving what I hoped was a seductive wiggle of my ass as I did so. I heard Mr. Roland draw in a sharp breath, and took my time in standing up straight again. When I did, he’d moved closer to me, standing over me almost. His hand brushed the outside of my thigh, climbed higher to my hip, then squeezed. With his other hand, he accepted his pen back. The smile on his face was warm, but I still saw that hunger in his dark amber eyes.
“Are there any questions you’d like to ask me, Mr. Roland?” I asked, batting my eyelashes at him. I could see quite noticeably that he was sporting an erection, and from the size of the tent it was making in his suit pants, he was well endowed. The thought crossed my mind that I’d soon be finding out exactly how well endowed, and my cock leaked a bead of pearlescent liquid that soaked into my panties. I’d rather not be made familiar with my boss’ package, but my wife’s expectations were very clear. If I wasn’t able to land a job when a sissy, there would be no more of this indulgence from her. I’d have disappointed her, and after everything she’d done for me, I couldn’t bear to do that.
“Yes, Anita, I have a few. Now, first and foremost, are you aware of the position that you’re interviewing for today?”
“I believe so,” I giggled. Mr. Roland raised his eyebrows at me and smiled as he adjusted himself.
“The position is sissy secretary to the senior staff based on the thirty-sixth floor, and you’ll be expected to take diction, serve your superiors and any of their guests as directed, and always be on hand to provide pleasure and assistance. Is that suitable?”
My mouth fell open, and it took me a moment to compose myself. 
“If there’s been some kind of misunderstanding, Ms. Stroud, I have another candidate to get to, and one that’s mulling things over before she takes the process further.”
I thought of the tall redhead I’d seen leaving, and the other woman who’d already been waiting outside. My competitors.
“N-no, there’s no misunderstanding at all Mr. Roland. Always on hand to provide pleasure and assistance,” I assured, my eyes drifting to the bulge at his crotch once more. I steeled myself. “Speaking of, may I be of assistance right now, Mr. Roland?”
I dropped my voice to a sultry purr, my intentions clear. Mr. Roland smiled, wide enough for me to see his perfect white teeth. I’d always thought he was quite young to have climbed so high. Close up, I realized I’d been right. He didn’t look a day over thirty. He was physically imposing in every way that I wasn’t; broad shoulders, thick arms, and a huge cock, judging by his need to repeatedly readjust his slacks to accommodate it.
“That’s the kind of spirit I’m looking for, but I’d like to hold off for the moment,”
“Of course,” I replied, eyes averted. He drew closer and cupped my chin, lifting my face.
“Don’t be disheartened, baby. There’ll be time for that yet,” he winked. His skin was warm, and this close I could smell his aftershave and the masculine odor of his body below that. It was unfamiliar, but not unpleasant. “I like your chutzpah, so I’m going to give you an opportunity that I haven’t extended to any of the other sissies. Yet,”
He waited for my reaction, and I smiled, hands folded neatly in my lap. I could do whatever he asked, I felt quite sure, as long as it was subservient.
“I’d be very glad for the chance, Mr. Roland,” I said, tossing my head so that my hair fell back over my shoulder. He kept eye contact with me as he crossed to the opposite side of his desk and pressed a button on his phone.
“Helena, could you send my guest to me please,”
“Of course Mr. Roland,” Helena’s disembodied voice filled the room from the speakerphone. 
“Eleanor Wolf is a close friend of mine and a very valued business contact and client. I believe you can take directions from me, but I’d like to get an idea for just how eagerly you’ll treat my guests and associates. Do you understand, Anita?”
I nodded, but inside I was terrified. I had expected this to be one-on-one, hell, I expected this to be about my job, the one I’d done for years. The one that barely involved any face-to-face interaction at all! I knew Jessica must have set this up, for me to be in this interview instead of the one I thought I was going to. Now I had to make sure I didn’t blow it… Which perhaps wasn’t the best phrasing, under the circumstances.
I took a deep breath and straightened my spine as we awaited Eleanor’s arrival. Mr. Roland took his perch opposite me again, leaning close to toy with the blonde strands of my hair.
A sharp knock on the heavy wooden door startled me. Mr. Roland gave my shoulder a comforting squeeze, then went to greet his guest. A woman sashayed in, her dirty-blonde hair held up by a butterfly-clip, a pair of black-framed glasses giving her beautiful face a coldness. She assessed me as Mr. Roland offered her refreshments, which she declined with a curt shake of her head.
“You like this one, don’t you?” Eleanor asked, a perfect brow cocked at Mr. Roland. He laughed and stroked my hair again. I leaned into the touch, arching my back like a cat. “She’ll purr soon, if you keep that up.”
Eleanor reminded me of my wife, so confident and exuding an aura of power and control. I knew right away that she was the boss, that Mr. Roland would defer to her in this matter entirely. It did nothing to curb my nerves, or my excitement. I was much more comfortable with a strong woman than being a man’s plaything.
“Well we’d better get started, hadn’t we?”
I looked between them, my eyes wide and innocent. Just as I’d thought, with a snap of her fingers, Eleanor had Mr. Roland fetching something from the bottom drawer of his desk.
“Look at me, not him,” Eleanor instructed. I gulped and nodded, immediately following her instructions. My cock jumped at the cold command in her tone. “Lift your skirt and bend over the desk. The first test of your suitability will be a physical inspection,”
I stepped forward and lifted my skirt, feeling the air-conditioned atmosphere hit my bare skin.
“Take her panties off, Leon,” Eleanor instructed. Mr. Roland - Leon - came behind me and his thick fingertips lifted the waistband of my underwear, tearing them away with a firm yank. The sound of the delicate material ripping was obscenely loud, and I gasped and clenched my thighs together. He was strong and eager. The sudden coolness had my sensitivity increasing, and it was hard not to squirm as his rough hands kneaded the globes of my ass.
“Part her cheeks,” Eleanor said. Leon wasn’t gentle as he manhandled me, but I tried my best to assist. “Still red from a spanking, but nice and smooth I see,”
I was nothing more than an object as Eleanor instructed Leon to turn me this way and that. I was face to face with the objects he’d taken from his desk drawer now; a selection of plugs, dildos, gags and lubricant stared back at me. I was in luck if this was what was in store; Jessica had prepared me with her own selection of rubber cocks, and I knew I’d be able to take these, too. What really intimidated me was what Leon had in his boxers… 
The snap of the lubricant bottle’s lid drew me back to the moment, and I tore my eyes from the man’s crotch and instead looked up at Eleanor’s face.
“Choose one,” she said, gesturing to the plugs. I picked the second largest without hesitation. It was purple silicone and had a flared base. Eleanor gave Leon a look, and he picked it up and walked around to position himself behind me. I let out a coo as his thick, blunt fingers traced over my waiting hole, slicking it with lubricant. I accepted the plug and clenched my legs together, teasing my steadily throbbing dick as it entered me.
“Hmm, I think that was far too easy. Should have chosen the biggest,” Eleanor said. I recognized the reprimand and lowered my gaze, nibbling my lip.
“Should I replace it?” Leon asked. Eleanor shook her head, picking up the largest dildo sitting on the desk. It was realistically moulded, veins snaking across its underside.
“Open,” Eleanor said, barely waiting for me to have followed her instruction before stuffing the rubber cock into my mouth. I tried to open wide enough for it, but I didn’t have as much practice with this as I did with plugs and ass-play. I gave a feeble mmph! and fought not to gag as the broad, mushroom-shaped head nudged its way down my throat.
“Clumsy,” Eleanor sighed, shaking her head. When she finally drew the dildo out of my mouth, I gasped for breath, strings of saliva stretching between the tip of the cock and my bruising lips.
There was a knock at the door, lighter this time, tentative.
“I expect Marissa has had a change of heart,” Leon said. I could hear his grin.
“The redhead?” Eleanor asked.
“Yes,”
“Let’s invite her in here and see.”
I instinctively went to stand and cover myself, and I knew it was a mistake. Eleanor’s palm cracked down on my asscheek, sending a flare of pain and arousal through me. Her grip was strong as she grabbed me by the neck and forced me back down onto the desk.
“I-I’d like to take things further,” the redhead said.
“I think it’s your lucky day, Leon,” Eleanor chuckled. I waited to be told what to do next, watching as the other candidate stepped into the room. I recognized she was a fellow sissy, and that there was only one position available. I wouldn’t be the one to walk away without having earned it.
“I’ve already assessed Ms. Stroud here on her ability to suck cock,” Eleanor tutted. I winced, knowing I’d lost points for not being able to deepthroat the dildo she’d used on me. “Leon, why don’t you give Ms. Staal an opportunity to showcase her skills.”
Leon strolled to his office chair and sat down in it, motioning for Marissa to come and kneel before him. A twinge of jealousy surprised me as she settled into position. I had been the first to offer that to Leon, and I felt sure I’d have been able to please a real cock much more easily than a big rubber one. My train of thought derailed as Leon worked his thick length out of the confines of his slacks. He was hung like a horse, at least as thick as a soda can and ten inches long. I’d never seen such a monster in my life.
My mouth hung open as I watched my fellow sissy do her best to take that thing into her mouth, her dainty hands working the base of his shaft and cupping his balls as she tongued her way around his wide head. Leon shifted, widening his legs to allow her better access. I cast a furtive glance at Eleanor, wondering if she was aroused by the sight. If she was, her professional demeanor didn’t let it show. Leon groaned as Marissa finally managed to take his massive dick into her throat. I could see the muscles working, flexing as she fought not to choke. She pulled away seconds later, breathless and gasping. Leon’s moan was cut off, and his hands went to her hair, pushing her back to her task.
“May I be of assistance?” I asked coquettishly, my ass still on display. Eleanor regarded me with interest, then nodded.
“On your hands and knees, then,” she instructed. I got onto all-fours and made my way to them, feeling the stretch of the unfamiliar-shaped plug in my asshole with every motion. I was determined to make a better impression than I had with the dildo, even if Leon’s cock was a much more intimidating prospect. I sat back on my haunches and watched as he held Marissa’s head in place and pistoned his hips up into her waiting mouth. She coughed and choked, tears streaming down her eyes and smearing her mascara, until eventually she turned her face away, her need to catch her breath too great. I took up her position and used my tongue to trace the ridges and veins of the magnificent cock before me. Once Marissa had composed herself, she joined in, and we kissed sloppily with Leon’s throbbing flesh sliding between us.
“That’s good, mmm,” Leon panted. I was satisfied I wouldn’t be able to get him any more slick with saliva than he was right then, so I opened wide and fed his dick down my throat, my fingers stretching as far as possible around his girth at the base of his shaft. I massaged there as I bobbed my mouth on the tip, focusing my licks on the place at the underside that made him tense and shudder. I got lost in the rhythm, barely thinking about my own need to breathe. My eyes watered, but I managed not to let any tears escape and ruin my eye makeup. My lipstick was done for, half of it traded with Marissa and the rest rubbed off on Leon’s steel-hard cock. I sped my motions up, recognizing what it meant that Leon’s breath was coming faster and harder. He was approaching the edge, and I’d soon be rewarded with a throat full of hot, salty cum. My ass clenched around the plug, aching for more.
“Ohh yeah, ohh Anita,” Leon groaned, his head falling back, his hips thrusting wildly into my mouth as he fucked my face. I was so glad not to be locked in my chastity device, even if I was running the risk of cumming without even being touched right now. Being used and objectified and turned into nothing but an instrument for someone else’s pleasure was sending me close to the hardest climax of my life.
“Stop,” Eleanor commanded. I sat back, wiping my lips with the back of my hand. Marissa delved into my place, redoubling her efforts. I wondered if I should have carried on too, until Eleanor swatted her on the behind with a ruler. She yelped and moved away, holding her ass with both hands. I couldn’t take my eyes off of Leon’s glistening cock, now three shades darker than it had been when he’d first taken it out of his pants. There was a furrow in his brow, a look of blissful frustration.
“Good, you understand,” Eleanor said to me. I glowed with pride. “You,” she pointed at Marissa, who looked suitably chastised, “have a lot more practice required, and you must learn to obey a woman when she gives you an order.”
“Yes mistress,” Marissa whispered.
“That was much better than with the dildo, Anita,” Eleanor told me, “but now I want to see if you can manage that while you’re being fucked in the ass. I’ll give you a choice; Leon here, or the dildo you struggled with earlier?”
I glanced between the two offers, saw the need and desire in Leon’s eyes, and smiled at him. My choice was clear. Besides which, I’d almost gotten him to cum with my mouth just a moment ago. This was going to be a piece of cake.
“Bend over the desk,” Eleanor instructed, pacing the length of the room. She seemed fully committed to her role as director, and I was dying to slip my tongue between the folds of her pussy and see how wet she was, beneath her composed exterior. Something told me that was a privilege I’d yet to earn, and one that I’d have to work hard to deserve.
“Yes mistress,” I said, my excitement obvious.
“Marissa, lift up that dress,” Eleanor said. Marissa gathered the hem of her tight red dress and lifted it, showing off a cute little cock that was rock-hard and pointing at the ceiling. “Where are your panties?” Eleanor chided, giving her another lick of the ruler.
“In my pocket,” Leon said somewhat sheepishly. I wondered if he’d misbehaved by taking them, and perhaps that was why Eleanor chose for me to take Marissa into my mouth instead of him. She pushed the sissy close to me and I opened my mouth to suckle the small cock on display. Compared to Leon, it was hardly a mouthful. I could even fit her balls all the way in at the same time as her shaft.
“Eleanor,” Leon said, as if she’d forgotten him and he couldn’t possibly wait any longer. She smirked and circled the desk, evidently giving Leon some sort of command because the next thing I knew, he was behind me, carefully sliding the plug from my asshole. My eyes widened as I understood what that meant; he was going to put that massive cock of his inside my ass! I squirmed and gasped as I felt his head pressing into my entrance, splitting me. Meanwhile at my face, Marissa’s soft thighs rubbed against my cheeks as she rocked herself into my mouth, feminine gasps spilling from her. I tried not to tense, tried not to resist the invasion that was stretching me beyond my limits. In the end all I could do was give myself over to it, making mewls of delight as his thick cock utterly filled me. Meanwhile, Marissa jerked her hips and her thighs quivered, her small cock twitching and growing a little within my mouth.
“Oh! Ohh!” she gasped, and I reflexively began to swallow as she blew down my throat. My own cock was trapped beneath me, desperate for friction, for any kind of attention at all. I’d been steadily leaking all this time, and now that Leon had begun to fuck me, my emissions continued even more. I was making a sticky mess on his desk, and the puddle of pre-cum was helping to slide my dick back and forth as he fucked into me. The feel of a real cock was so much better than any dildo, though I wasn’t sure I’d be in a hurry to admit that to Jessica once I got home. I felt my face burning as Marissa pulled away, and the two of them watched as Leon took me. The room was quiet but for our labored breathing and the slap-slap of our bodies where they were joined. Leon lifted my leg, bending my knee so that my ass stuck out from the edge of the desk and he could reach between my thighs to fondle me. I wanted to beg him not to, because I knew the rules even if nobody had said them out loud; I wasn’t to cum before everyone else in the room was satisfied.
I grinded my ass back, urging him to continue the brutal pace he’d been going at. He curled one arm around my waist and pulled me back against his hard body, so there was no escaping the force of his thrusts. I cried out, my cock bouncing in the open air as Leon pounded into me. His grunts became primal, his hips snapping without rhythm, purely on instinct. Any second now I’d feel him spurting his load into my willing ass, and I wasn’t sure I could hold on through that. I gripped the edge of the desk so tightly my nails would have been white, if they weren’t painted red.
“That’s enough. You can cum, Leon. You too, Anita, if it happens. But don’t you dare focus on that - make him happy,” Eleanor said. It was like an elastic cord had suddenly snapped; at her words, Leon let out a loud, wordless cry. His cock kicked inside my channel, and I felt the wetness of his cum filling me, overflowing from me. He didn’t stop thrusting, every movement driving his seed deeper inside of me. I’d never felt anything like it, it was so much better than any toy could feel, knowing that I’d been the tool to bring a man such pleasure. I clenched around him and he continued to fuck me through my orgasm, his dick staying hard for at least a full minute as I reached my own climax. I saw stars behind my eyelids, pleasure pulsing through my veins. Better than that, satisfaction. Leon helped me to stand up straight, and I reddened at the gush I felt as his cum slid down my thighs. He quickly secured my plug back in place, offering me a wink. I smoothed down my skirt and set straight the files and paperwork that I’d skewed while being fucked.
“I think that’s all for now, don’t you?” Eleanor asked Leon. I looked around, dazed, wondering where Marissa had gone. I had lost myself while I was being fucked by Leon’s monster cock; the only thing I’d been aware of was the delicious fullness I’d felt and the pleasured grunts he was making.
“Did I get the job?” I asked hopefully. I liked my chances; after all, I could feel the evidence of my skills at satisfying deep inside of me, and the taste lingered on my tongue.
“We still have one more candidate to interview,” Eleanor said, giving me a smile that didn’t meet her eyes. I blinked, my mouth falling open. I quickly composed myself and smoothed down my hair, looking for my panties before I remembered that Leon had taken them. I didn’t dare ask for them back.
“Thank you both very much for the opportunity,” I said submissively, eyes lowered. Eleanor’s face was unreadable, but as I was on my way out of the door I cast one last look over my shoulder. Leon winked again. I knew he liked me… My fate rested in Eleanor’s hands now.
I slipped my phone out of my purse and saw Jessica had sent me a message before I’d gone in wishing me luck. I was composing a reply, stepping out of the elevator into the lobby, when an email notification came through. I opened it with trembling fingers when I saw it was from Roland and Wolf… 
Dear candidate, thank you for your attendance at interview today. We are delighted to inform you that you have been selected to return for a second interview… The rest was a blur, my heart pounding in my chest, tingles of anticipation already shooting down my spine and making my sensitized nerves light up. 
I couldn’t wait to tell Jessica how things had gone, or for the next stage of my interview…




Thanks for reading! 
I hope you enjoyed, if you did, please consider leaving a review or picking up another one of my books. :)
Feminization stories:

Husbands In Panties: 4-Book Bundle: Feminization, Crossdressing, Reluctant Bi Erotica
Reluctantly Feminized: 3 Book Bundle (Feminization / Femdom / Crossdressing)




Cuckold/hotwife stories:

Cuckolded Husbands: 3 Book Bundle (Chastity, Humiliation, Cheating Wives, Messy Clean Up)
Hotwives: First Times With Other Men (HOTWIFE BUNDLE) (Menage, Interracial, Wife Sharing, Group, Exhibitionist, MFM)
Date Night: A Cuckold Humiliation Story (Interracial, Chastity, Messy Clean Up)
Baby Got Black: A College Cuckold Story (Cheating Girlfriend / Cuckold / Humiliation / MMFM )
Bachelor Party: My Wife Strips (Hotwife / MFMM / Cuckold)
Roadtrip: A Hotwife Caught Cheating (While Her Husband Watches) (cuckold, wife sharing, MFM)
Hotwife Hike: An Erotic Wife Sharing Story (MFMMM, menage, group)




Other Femdom stories:
Hostile Work Environments: Office Femdom Erotica Three Story Bundle (Chastity, Humiliation, Pegging, Spanking)
Femdom Fantasy: A Husband's Submission (FMF / Caning / FLR)
Lock Up: A Story of Erotic Humiliation, Femdom, Chastity and Submission
Game Over: An Erotic Femdom Story
Her Submissive: An Erotic BDSM Femdom Story




If you'd like to, you can get in touch with Lana at LanaEllis@outlook.com
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