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Finding a job is easy. Finding a job that you actually want to do? That is something else entirely. I suppose that the old cliche about beggars not being choosers has some merit after all, because as I poked around online looking for work I swiftly realized that my options were woefully few.

It wasn't like I was really asking for that much, anyway. I just needed something to do during my spare time during the summer, in between classes.

Though perhaps I'm getting a little bit ahead of myself, and maybe some introductions are in order.

Nice to meet you. I'm Mike. Or, at least I was Mike. Now I'm something else entirely. Or should I say, I'm somebody else entirely.

And it's all because of her.

My life was the life of any regular old college student. I was a pretty middle of the road kind of person. My grades weren't the best, but they weren't terrible either. They were good enough at least for me to be able to get into the school that I wanted to go to, just an hour or two out of the way of my hometime. That was, at the very least, enough to get my parents off my back for the time being.

Of course, once I arrived at college, it didn't take me long at all to realize that I had no idea what I was doing, where I was going, or where I should be headed. It seemed as if all of my friends knew precisely, with decimal point level precision, where they wanted to go.

Me on the other hand? The most generous way that one could possibly describe my freshman year at college would be to say that I was going through the motions. I felt something similar to a shark that has to swim, because it simply doesn't know what else to do.

And while I guess swimming is still better than the alternative of, you know not swimming, by the end of my year I pretty much felt like there was nothing that I had done with my time that I could actually be proud of or stand behind, other than racking up a few college credits from the courses I attended and landing myself in one metric fuckton of debt. The things we do to please our parents, eh?

Now that I was back home for the summer, my life felt even more empty than ever. I mean, I had no structure, only a couple of friends, no hobbies, few interests, etc etc. It only took a week or so of waking up to a full day of nothing at all to do that I w swirly realized that if I spent my entire summer like this I would most likely go completely insane.

So, getting a summer job just seemed like the wise thing to do. It would give my a chance to make a little bit of a dent on the debt that I had already managed to accumulate for myself, and hopefully give my days a little bit more structure. As surprising as it may be to hear, spending all day every day playing video games and masturbating isn't nearly as awesome as it sounds.

I wasn't picky, either. I had played sports all throughout my time growing up, and still hit the gym a few times a week, so it wasn't as if I was any stranger to breaking a sweat.

On the other end of the same coin, I would have been more than happy to have found myself working a retail gig, or even some kind of office job. Really it didn't matter to me what it was, as long as it was something.

Somehow, even with my standards for employment as low as I could possibly make them, there was still pretty much nothing that stuck out to me. I clicked on advertisement after advertisement of various busisnnes who were looking to hire new people, and one by one as I read through the descriptions of the job I would come across a phrase that I soon learned to dread.

"Two years experience required."

I guess this fit with the classic paradox of needing experience to get one's foot in the door. One by one I closed each and every internet tab that I had opened looking for a gig, until after much exasperation only one site remained open.

"this was it." It told myself.I had burned through every other possible option available to me, so this one last page was nothing short of my hail mary. TO be truthful, I was feeling a little bit downtrodden from my stunning lack of success so far, so let's just say that I wasn;t exactly holding my breath. I had opened so many different pages from different hiring sites, that I had even forgotten what the job was in the first place.

Clicking on it, I saw that it was an advertisement for a maid company. Or at least, that's what I thought that it was. It was kind of hard to tell exactly what the advertisement was looking for.

"Welcome to Madam Rosebuds Maid training service; The finest maid training school ever devised. Why should you consider trying out my maid training program? It's simple, those who are able to make it to the conclusion of the course have a 100 percent employment rate. You read that correctly, 100 percent. That means in exchange for only 3 days of your time, you never have to worry about not being able to find work again for the rest of your life.

Maids never go out of style. No matter how much times change, people are always going to have houses that they need cleaned. With a certificate of completion from one of my maid training courses, you are absolutely guaranteed to be at the very top of the hiring list, no matter where you are in the world. My reputation of transforming people is known far and wide.

Of course, my dear pupil, nothing of value comes easy, and this is certainly no exception. My methods of pedagogy have been described as.... untraditional. However, I am a firm believer of progress; out with the old and in with the new as they always say. If you think that you have what it takes, feel free to come by for walk in interviews."

Well, that was definitely not like any of the other ads that I had come across so far. Everything about it seemed the polar opposite, as a matter of fact.

Given that I didn't really have any other options available to me at the time, I decided that I might as well attend an interview. I mean, what did I really have to lose, after all.

Chapter 2.

I was feeling more nervous than I would have liked to have admitted to as I followed the GPS app on my phone to the location that was listed on Madam Rosebuds advertisement. It was in a part of town that I almost never went to where there was little else other than warehouses and various industrial yards.

I was almost certain that I must have had the wrong information plugged into my GPS when I saw a small sign posted above one of the doors.

"Madam Rosebuds Maid training service. Transform yourself today!"

Well, I guess that I had the right place after all. My heart was pounding as I walked into the door, knowing that I had no clue at all what to expect.

The site that I was greeted with was something similar to a waiting room, with Madam Rosebud sitting at the far end. She looked exactly like she did in her pictures online.

She was a tall woman with blond hair that was tapered back into a professional looking bun. She wore a pants suit that hugged her figure tightly, and a work shirt that did very little to obscure her massive cleavage. I made a mental note to myself to not stare too much during the interview process.   She was more of an intimidating figure to me than I would have expected, too. There was something in the way that she carried herself, and the way her blue eyes pierced into me, even when she smiled and got up to introduce herself.

"Why hello there. You must be Mike, I'm assuming." She said, he voice both soft and raspy.

"That I am." I said, trying my best to not let my nerves show as I returned her smile.

"Well, I'm sure you must have a lot of questions. I'm sure that I would, If I was in your position. Would I be correct in the assumption that you haven't cleaned houses for money before?"

I briefly considered lying, but I decided that simply telling the truth would be the best policy.

"No, I can't say that I have."  I said.

"Not to worry! I tend to find that that is preferable, actually. It means that you don't have any bad habits that you need to unlearn."

Her saying this made me feel just a bit better about my total lack of experience.

"First things first, you'll need to be supplied with your uniform." She said, rummaging through her desk until she pulled out a bag that I would have to assume contained whatever my uniform was supposed to be. Given that the bag itself was opaque, I simply took it to the bathroom to change.

As soon as I looked inside however, I realized that Madam Rosebud must have made a mistake.

What was inside the bag was a made costume alright, but it looked more like something that people would find in a Halloween shop than an actual work uniform. It was a comically small frilly black dress with white lace trim. As if that wasn't already strange enough, I couldn't help but notice that there was also a black thong sitting at the bottom of the bag.

I laughed at the misunderstanding and left the bathroom in my normal clothes.

As soon as I stepped back into the main room; however, the expression that was one Madam Rosebuds face soured.

"What do you think that you're doing?" She asked me, in a quipping manner.

"Oh, I think that there was some kind of misunderstanding. I think you gave me the outfit for the wrong gender, there was a dress in bag that you gave me." I explained. Unfortunately, my words did nothing to unsour the look that was currently on her face.

"I'm perfectly aware of what was in the bag. This is my job, after all. I did my job, so my question to you is why aren't you doing yours?"

I stared at her dumbfounded. Surely she couldn't be serious.

However, the stern look that was on her face seemed to suggest to me that she was deathly serious, as there was not one modicum in her expression of anger that wavered in the slightest.

She walked over to me, the sound of her heels clicking against the hardwood floor reverberating off of the walls. There was something about that sound that set me on edge.

My brain empty, I stood up from the chair that I was sitting in, and started backing away from her. I'm sure it would have been a silly site to anybody that had happened to be watching her. I mean, here I was, a full grown man, backing away from a woman who probably weighed half as much as I did. I had been in plenty of fights in my life, and I was no stranger to being around tough people, but this was something different. Something about the way that she was looking at me made me feel as if I was small, insignificant, and depending solely on her mercy.

She was only a few feet away from me now, and as she closed in on me she said "Turn around, and bend over the desk."

Before my mind had even had a chance to process what she had said, I did exactly as she had commanded. I hadn;t even realized the extent to which I had obeyed her until I felt the sensation of the cool exterior to her oak desk pressed against my face.

It didn't make any sense that I should follow her commands so closely, but even as those thoughts flew in and out of my head, it did nothing to change the reality that I had so helplessly and mindlessly submitted to her commands without a second thought.

Of course, now that my head was facing her desk I had no way to see what was going on, so instead I had no option other than to rely on my other senses, namely listening and feeling.

I heard the sound of my belt being undone, and then the next thing that I knew my pants were around my ankles. I could feel the cool air brushing up against my no exposed ass cheeks.

I was feeling so many things at once that it was as if I couldn't decide what emotions to feel first. I was certainly quite humiliated. I mean, I don't think I have ever bent over naked in front of anybody like that in my entire life, except for maybe a doctor. Now here I was, folded in half over and oak desk in front of somebody that I had only met fifteen minutes prior.

There was something else that I was feeling too, though. Something underneath all of the predominant feelings of embarrassment and humiliation. Perhaps it was horniness? Or some sense of thrill? It was something that I couldn't quite put my finger on. It was something like a puzzle piece in my psyche had just snapped into place, and now for the first time I felt fully complete.

Suffice to say, whatever it was that was going on, I was totally paralized from all the emotions. So, I stood there, ass out and exposed and waiting to see what would happen next.

Only a few seconds passed before I had my answer.

I heard it before I felt it; the loid and reverberating sound of skin slapping against skin. Then came the sensation, a stinging in my backside.

She was.... spanking me?

I had never been spanked, not once. It certainly was the absolute last thing that I had been expecting when I had shown up for a job interview that day. And yet, here I was, feeling smack after smack against my ass.

I felt her spare hand grab me at the nape of my neck, forcing my head down into the heavy oak desk. After she had smacked each ass cheek no less than a dozen times, she drove her point home by grabbing my ass with her hands, spreading my cheeks wide open for her to see.

I couldn't have told you why I didn't get up and leave right there. I mean, I certainly had the advantage of physical size over her. The door was only a few dozen feet away on the other side of the room. It wasn't as if there was anything that would have stopped me from simply getting up and walking away. But I didn't, I stayed there as she made sure that I understood that my body was hers to do with as she pleased.

Once she was done, she stood me back up, and turned me around so that I was facing her.

"Now, go put on your uniform." she said to me.

"Yes mistress." Came my meek reply. I skirted off to the bathroom once more, my pants still around my ankles. I heard the sound of Madam Rosebuds laughter from behind me as I waddled with my jeans around my ankles.

Now that I was alone in the bathroom, I finally had a moment to take stock of myself. I knew that I didn't have much time, after all I knew that if I took too long that Madam Rosebud could very well come looking after me.

I stole a glance at myself in the mirror, and couldn't help but notice that the figure looking back at me looked different somehow. Changed in the smallest way. As much as I wanted to continue gazing upon my own reflection, I knew that I was a person on a mission, and I so I stumbled into the bathroom stall and took off the rest of my clothes.

First things first, I suppose, would be to put on the underwear that had been provided to me. Obviously I had never found myself wearing a thong before, and I felt quite awkward as I slid the dental floss sized piece of cloth between my legs. The front of the thing was only barely large enough to contain my tiny soft cock and balls, and it had the unfortunate side effect of making pulling the string even tighter up my buttcrack. Next came the tiny dress, which was only just barely large enough for me to be able to fit into.

I had never felt more ridiculous in my entire life as I once again saw my reflection in the mirror on my way out of the bathroom.

Madame Rosebud seemed to be positively delighted when she saw me walking towards her. She clapped her hands together with joy as she cackle with laughter.

"You know, now that we've given you a proper look, I think a new name is in order, don't you agree?" She asked, in a tone that suggested that she wasn't really asking a question at all.

"How about Lucy?" She said.

Before I had a chance to respond, she produced a name tag from her purse that said "Lucy" on it, in flowy letters, and walked up to me and stuck the name tag on hem of the maids dress that I was wearing. I had noticed that Madam Rosebud seemed to have a habit of asking questions that weren't really questions at all, and I began to wonder the extent to which everything that was happening to me was premeditated. I mean, she seemed so self assured with everything that happened so far, so I kind of suspected that this was all according to some kind of secret plan that she had already laid out, but the fact that she had a name tag with the name she had picked out for me ready to go confirmed my hunch that there was far more going on than just a simple maid service.

"Now that we have all of that taken care of, it's time to officially begin your training. As I'm sure you've gathered, the standards here are quite high, and the training quite... rigorous. So rigorous, in fact, that I believe it could be described only as.... transformational."  I had a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach that this was no metaphor.

"First things first, sissy. We're going to teach you how to dust. Do you think that you can handle that, Lucy?"

I stared at her, dumbfounded. It was still taking me a moment to register that it was me that she was referring to when she said Lucy. It slowly dawned on me that this was my new name now.

"yuh, yes mistress Rosebud." I finally managed to croak out.

"Good. Now, get on your hands and knees." She said.

I did exactly as she commanded, knowing full well that I definitely did not want to incur the wrath of one of her punishments again. Now I was on my hands and knees, the hard wood floors digging into my skin. The dress that Madam rosebud had had me put on, which was already comically small to begin with, slid up as I bent over, once again exposing my ass into the air.

"Good girl." Madam Rosebud said, as she stood above me. "Now, at my company, I firmly believe in a bottom up approach. That means that employees start with precious few privileges, and only once they've proved their services to me are they allowed to move up. You, as I have no doubt you've noticed, are on the lowest possible wrung. At the moment, that means that you are forbidden from using your hands."

I took a moment to take in everything that she was saying. While I was nervous about the potential consequences for saying anything that could possibly upset Madam rosebud,  the things that she was saying to me did raise one question that I simply couldn't help put ask.

"But Madam, how am I supposed to dust if I can't use my hands."

A smile that was nothing short of devilish spread across her face.

"Well, I'm so glad you asked. I guess we'll just have to find another way for you to hold the duster." Came her response.

"you mean.... in my mouth?" I asked, confused as to what she could possibly mean.

Her smile was swiftly replaced by a frown.

"Oh no no no, that couldn't possibly do. I have.... other plans for your mouth. No, we'll need to keep that hole wide open. I suppose that only leaves one other hole...." She said, softly, her voice trailing off.

My eyes went wide. She couldn't possibly mean what I thought she did, did she?

She produced a duster from her desk,. It was probably about a foot long, with a handle on one end and a plumage of soft feathers on the other. She slowly walked around me until she was totally out of view.

"Madam, please. Where is it going?" I asked.

"Shut the fuck up sissy. I didn't ask you a question." Came her response, along with a painful swat of my bottom.

"God you look pathetic in the tiny thong. Tell me, how does it feel to have it up your ass?" She said, taunting me.

I didn't know what to say in response. The first thing that came to my mind was that maybe if I played along, it might make whatever ordeal it was that I was about to face go a little bit easier.

"I... I like it, Madam." I said.

I heard the sound of a brutal laughter, as she was clearly elated by my response.

"Oh, so you like things up your ass?" She said.

Before I had a chance to say anything, I felt it. The plastic tip of the handle against my asshole. there was still the narrow strip of cloth from the thong that seperated my soft and exposed skin, but that was all of the protection that I have.

I felt Madam Rosebud move the thong to the side, with had the unfortunate unintended side effect of putting even more pressure against my already aching ballsack as she exposed my asshole. Next I heard the sound of her shooting a wad of spit from her mouth onto the crack of my ass. Could this all really be happening? The wad of spit slowly trailed down my crack, and I felt one of her fingers rub it into my asshole. I suppose I should have been thankful that she was at the very least affording me this generosity, as opposed to simply shoving the thing in dry.

However, the small modicum of saliva that she had provided as a lubricant of sorts did little to mitigate the sudden sensation as she thrust the first several inches of the handle up my rear. A gasp escaped my lips as I tried my best to take deep breaths.

"How does that feel, sissy?" She asked me.

I opened my mouth to try and say something, as by this point I had already well learned that Madam Rosebud did not like having to wait for anything, including having to wait for an answer, but just as I was about to say something she twisted the handle a full 360 degrees. My asshole felt something like a lemon in a juicer as my body took in the new and foriegn sensation.

"EEEEP" was the closest approximation to the sound that came out of my mouth, as this more than anything else had shocked me.

"Eeeep?" Said Madam rosebud, in a tone that made it clear that she was doing nothing more than mocking me. "That doesn't sound like a very satisfactory answer to me. Perhaps you need more of it up your heiney in order to come to a proper conclusion?"

"No Madam, I really don't think that will be neede--" I started to say, but before I had a chance to finish my sentence she pushed the handle a few inches more up my ass. I crawled away a few inches, to try and avoid the strange feeling of having my ass impaled by a woman whom I had only just met.

I immediately regretted the fact that I had done this, as it meant that I was refusing to be a good sissy for Madam Rosebud, and that meant only one thing; more punishment.

She removed the entirety of the handle from my ass, and then without warning shoved the entire thing back in, even further than it had been before. Now realizing that taking the punishment like a good little sissy slut would be my only option, I stayed still and shut my eyes, trying my absolute best to not move or make any other noises. Thankfully this seemed to be a wise choice, as now Madam rosebud took a step back to admire her handiwork.

"You know, sissy, I think that my heels are just a wee bit dusty today. Why don't we start with you cleaning those first?" She said, once again asking a question in a tone that made it more than clear that it was no question at all.

"Yuh, yes madam rosebud." I responded.

Given that she was in front of me when she said this, this meant that I had to begin turning around. Even the slightest movement sent jolts of strange sensation cascading all throughout my body, as it was all but impossible to forget that I currently had something occupying my asshole.

Once I was facing away from her, I did my best to back up and lower my body so that the soft feathers of the duster touched her shoes. This was much easier said than done, and I could tell that Madam rosebud was having a ball watching me struggle.

"So, little sissy, how are you liking your job so far? Harder than you expected?" She asked me, her voice taunting me.

"Yes madam." I responded, thankful that I was facing away from her so that she didn't have to see how embarrassed I currently was.

"yes, judging by what you have going on under your dress, I would say that you seem to be enjoying it quite a bit. Maybe just a little bit too much...." She said.

Fuck, I thought to myself. I was praying against all hope that somehow she wouldn't notice that I had started sporting a small erection. At least, as much as was possible given the current restraints that I had on my cock. The most that my body was able to manage was a bump in my crotch as my cock strained against the fabric of the dress.

I was silent in response, as I had no idea what I could possibly say in response to her.

Finally I had finished my task, dusting the non-existent microbes of dust on her high heels with the feather duster that was thoroughly lodged in my ass.

"Very good." She said. I felt the very strange and forieng sensation of movement in my ass as she grabbed the handle of the feather duster, being sure to give it a twist as she pulled it out."

"nnnnnnyagh" is the closest approximation to the sound that I made as my asshole was no longer filled.

"Stand." Came the command from behind me. I did exactly as I was told, ignoring the pang of pain that I felt in my backside as I stood up. I was thankful now, at least, that I was standing up that my ass was covered. It was becoming very apparent to me that I should be thankful for every bit of modesty that I was able to have, as it was becoming increasingly clear to me that this was going to be a rare commodity for me.

"Turn around." Came the voice from behind me once again.

I did exactly as I was told.

"Now I was face to face with her once again. I could barely look her in the eyes, I was so humiliated. I felt small and insignificant, deprived of everything that had made me a man. Now I was something else, something less than that.

"Now tell me, sissy, how much experience do you have with doing laundry?"

"I, uh, not much, madam."

A smile spread across her face from ear to ear.

"Lovely, that means two things. One, it means that you haven't yet had the chance to develop any bad habits, which is quite fortunate as it's much easier to teach good habits than it is to unteach bad ones. Two, it means that you start at the absolute bottom of the totem pole. And I can assure you, when I say bottom, I mean it in the absolute most literal sense."

She said each word slowly, as if she were savoring the syllables as they came out of her mouth. I dared not ask what exactly she meant, as by now I knew more than well enough that I would be finding out eventually.

"I take it that you've never cleaned high quality lingerie before?" She said to me. Her gaze was piercing as she stared straight at me, almost as if she was staring through me.

"nuh, no mistress." I responded.

"Well, the first thing you must know is that these items tend to be extremely delicate. They absolutely cannot be washed using a traditional washing machine. If I ever see you doing such a thing, I will put my heel so far up your ass that you'll be able to taste it in the back of your throat. Understood."

I grew red in the face.

"Yes, Madam Rosebud."

"Good. So then, if you're not using a washing machine to clean dirty underwear, and you're not yet permitted to use your hands, what do you think that leaves?" She asked me.

"I... I don't know." I said. Even though it was the truth, I could tell that this was absolutely not the correct answer that she had wanted from me.

"Wrong. Stick out your tongue. Now."

I did as she commanded.

"Further." She said, unimpressed. It was becoming clear that Madam Rosebuds patience was going thin. I made a show of trying to get my tongue as far away from my face as possible, which thankfully seemed to please her somewhat."

I had no other option other than to stay like that as she reached her own hands up her skirt. Horrified, I saw her pull her thong down around her ankles. and shimmy out of it. Now she was holding the tiny piece of black fabric in her hands.

"I slept in this last night. Didn't get a chance to change in the morning. Why don't we start your next lesson by having you clean this one? I'll let you know now, I tend to have a lot of ass sweat when I sleep. Enjoy that."

I shut my eyes in horror and anticipation, only to feel the sudden sharp sensation of her slapping me across the face.

"I don't believe I told you to close your eyes, did I sissy?" Said Madam Rosebud.

"No mithtrith" I said, trying my best to pronounce the words whilst still sticking my tongue out like a good sissy slut.

Now that it had been made more than clear that I was to watch everything that was happening, I followed her hands with my eyes as she held the thong so that the string that when up her ass cheeks was held between her two hands. To my horror and her delight, she began rubbing the string across my tongue.

The first thing that I noticed was that, true to her description, the string was soaking wet with sweat. I could smell the rank odor before it had even reached my tongue, and as it did I did my absolute best to stifle a gag.

Madam rosebud let out a sadistic laugh as I stood still, her moving the the sweaty string of her thong back and forth across my tongue faster and faster.

Then, without warning, she shoved the entire thing in my mouth and clamped my nose shut.

I gave her a pleading look with my eyes, as if to say "not this, please", but all that seemed to so was encouraged her. My eyes were watering now as I tried my best to keep from gagging. With my nose clamped shut, my only option was to breath through my mouth which would mean inhaling the rank odor of Madam Rosebuds ass sweat, which I most certainly did not want to do. For the time being, I was holding my breath.

Of course, there was no way that I could keep that up forever, and the all knowing smiles plastered onto Madam Rosebuds face told me that she was more than well aware of this fact.

I could feel the pressure slowly building as the need to take a breath grew more with each passing second.

I couldn't tell you how long it was that I stayed like that. In reality it was probably only about fifteen seconds, but it very possibly was the longest fifteen seconds of my life.

Finally, when I could wait no more, I opened my mouth and took a deep inhale in. What relief I felt upon actually being able to breath once again was balanced out by the fact that the air that I was breathing in was thoroughly permeated with Madam Rosebuds ass sweat.

What she said next horrified me even more.

"Now suck."

Surely she couldn't be serious. It was as if he cruelty and sadism knew now bounds.

Not knowing what else to do, I did as she commanded. Gagging as I suckled on her thong, I tried my best to swallow her ass sweat without tasting it too much, an endeavor that I'm sad to say that I was not successful in.

Meanwhile, Madam Rosebud was laughing so much that she could hardly contain herself.

I had been so lost in the whirlwind that had been my day, that I didn't even notice that I had been there now for a full work day until Madam Rosebud pointed at the clock above me.

"Well now, it appears that we're out of time for the day. How sad, we were just starting to make some progress. I have no doubt whatsoever that I'll see your bright smiling face tomorrow at 7 am sharp? Isn’t that right, Lucy?" She said to me.

"Yes Madam." I responded back, mindlessly.

"Good." She said, once again flashing me her trademark smile.

I changed out of the clothes that she had provided, and although I tried at first to return them she made it clear that they were now mine to keep.

"Sleep in the thong, for me darling. Take it from me, it will help you get used to it quicker." She said to me as I walked out the door.

Now that I was finally out of her place of business, I had a chance to reflect for the first time since I had arrived. So much had happened over the last 8 hours that I didn't even know where to begin with processing it. I knew that having my first job would make me grow as a person, but I never could have possible imagined that this would be what I was stepping into. One thing was for sure, which was that Madam Rosebud was not kidding one bit when she told me that working for her would be a transforming process.

As I walked back to my house, I was feeling so many things. For one there was the physical sensation of walking after having something go up my butt, that was certainly something to get used to. There was the feeling of the thong string as well, which I had been instructed not take off by Madam Rosebud. Even though I knew that it wasn't like she had any way to prove whether or not I wore the thong all night, somehow I knew that I wouldn't disobey her. Not after the way that she had managed to so thoroughly break me down like that, make me her own.

What was strangest of all to me was that I knew damn well that I could just as easily not show up the next day. It wasn't like it would be totally impossible for me to find another job, I'm sure. But I knew in my heart of hearts that I would be walking through that door once again, to see madame rosebud. To finish what she had started. To become her sissy.

END.

◆◆◆

Can’t wait for even more steamy stories? You don’t have to! Check out
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