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Chapter One




CEO Madison Turnbull’s office was adorned with deep, dark red walls and black leather furniture that evoked a flurry of emotions: love, passion, and dominance. Sitting behind her mahogany desk, she didn’t acknowledge my presence, as if my existence was unwanted. I shrank into myself, waiting for her to recognize my intrusion into her world with a greeting, a wave of a hand, or even a simple nod of her head. None came as if my intrusion was inexcusable.

After several minutes of standing uncomfortably, waiting for her icy demeanor to thaw, she glanced up and looked into my eyes. Her gaze was level and direct, as if a mental drill bore into the deepest recesses of my mind, sifting through every thought and emotion. Without a word of acknowledgment, her attention returned to the computer monitor, ignoring my presence.

Nervous, I studied her. Madison had short glossy black hair that framed the olive skin of her face; one thought came to mind: a Greek Goddess had graced Earth with her presence. Her emerald-green eyes, rimmed with heavy mascara, gave her an air of mystery and dominion. I stood, wondering if I should sit, wait for her offer or leave.

This was my first job interview since getting canned four months ago. This was it. I needed to leave today with a job offer, or the bank would foreclose on my house. Since I had to drive here, I might leave to find the finance company had repossessed my car, having to walk home to the non-stop barrage of harassment from the bill collectors.

I’d do anything to get it.

It shouldn’t be a problem; I’m the best copywriter in the city, maybe the state. After several minutes of fidgeting, her voice cut through the silence like a knife, her tone lavish and seductive. “Jason, I’m Madison. CEO of Sultry Marketing, and this is your interview.” Her piercing gaze made my skin crawl as if I wasn’t worthy of looking into her eyes.

Wrapped in black leather, her voluptuous body stood, every motion smooth and controlled. Her tight pencil skirt clung to her titillating hips, and a tight leather jacket covered a black turtleneck. Her heels, high as skyscrapers, made short quick taps across the hardwood floor as she approached me. She put her hands on her hips and dressed me up and down as if I was a raw recruit in basic training. Perhaps I was.

The smell of Madison’s perfume mystified me. It was like smelling royalty, a queen, or maybe a Goddess. I swallowed hard and looked away; this woman’s power overwhelmed me. Standing in front of me, appraising every inch of my body, head to toe, toe to head, and every inch in between, as if I were a slave at auction, was intimidating. I half expected her to have me open my mouth or her to grab my ass. This close, I can feel her warm breath coming out of her lips painted in deep, blood-red that matched the walls in color. I wanted to taste the color, the heat of her lips, the soft wetness of her mouth, and then drop to my knees and worship her feet.

What kind of thought was that? I’m not sure, but those are the emotions this woman created.

She reached out. I extended my hand. She gripped my hand with an iron grip. Her red fingernails were immaculately manicured like a surgeon’s scalpel, both beautiful and deadly, digging deep into the tender flesh of my palm.

I cringed. Do I show discomfort? Or do I take the pain? Was she testing me? Testing my resilience to pain? But why? What reasonable explanation could she have for doing this?

Our eyes locked like we were in a game of chicken, hers saying, even daring me to pull away. Was this some new way to test my assertiveness? My resilience? I fought the urge to pull back, instead staring into her eyes, forcing myself to endure. I needed this job and wanted to show her she didn’t affect me. Deep down, I’m aroused that she could overpower me….

What the hell was I thinking? This was a job interview.

But my arousal grew as I tried desperately to control it and keep myself from being embarrassed with a hard-on. I closed my eyes and held onto my willpower, praying the movement down there wouldn’t grow into a full-fledged hard-on. On the outside, I maintained a modicum of professionalism, but inside I begged myself not to get hard.

Especially after the embarrassing way they had forced me out of my last job. I needed this job. Sweat trickled out of my forehead, down my cheek, and ran down my neck. What the hell kind of interview was this?

There was a genuine strength in her grasp, and she was unfazed by my obvious discomfort and continued with her dominant handshake sending chills up and down my spine. She held me there for an eternity before finally releasing me from her icy grip.

Then she sat, studying her computer screen for an uncomfortably long time. As if I was a slave or servant waiting on his master to direct him, I remained standing, fidgeting uncomfortably, waiting for her command.

Finally, Madison looked up from her computer screen and motioned for me to sit.

“Sit.”


Chapter Two




I remained standing, too scared, too intimidated to sit. She glanced up at me sizing me up, and the knot in my stomach tightened. My eyes darted around the room, searching for an escape. Our eyes met; I stood there like a deer caught in headlights, unsure of what to say or how to act. I could feel sweat beading on my forehead as I glanced at the black leather chair.

“Well, sit.” She said. The tone in her voice said she thought I was the world’s biggest idiot.

I sat. Then realigned my cock stealthily. It had shifted more than I thought; had she noticed?

Madison’s eyes narrowed to slits, with a “you’re in trouble now” expression. I’d never met her before, so how could I be in trouble?

“Well, Jason. I run the show around here. So, first question.”

I nodded.

“I expect my employees to follow every command I give without questions. Can you do that?”

I swallowed hard. Did she notice? I’m not sure I want to work for a ball-buster like this bitch, but what choice do I have? Work for her, or live on the street. Before I knew it, I said something that had consequences I might not want to fulfill, or did I? “I’m here to serve you, however, you wish.”

What kind of answer was that? Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

I expected a look of disgust, but she seemed pleased. “I expect my copywriters to understand our customers. Are you aware of who our clients are?”

I got out a series of um… and ah’s… I’d blown it. What had I been doing for the two days before this interview? I wasn’t researching the company, that’s for sure. Even as my bills piled up faster than my hopes, I’d been jerking off five times a day instead of doing what a responsible man would do, looking for another job and preparing for this interview. Then I thought about what she’d said first like it was even more important than if I knew who their clients were. “I run the show around here,” those words hung heavy.

What kind of statement was that?

I felt a deep unease at the thought of working in a place where the boss ruled over her employees like a dictator or feudal lord. But then, unexpectedly, an unknown force stirred within me, tugging at my heart and mind. It was a desire that lingered somewhere deep down within me, the longing for a woman who would take charge of my life and fully embrace her dominance in all areas, especially regarding sexuality.

It was just a fantasy, anyway—a stupid adolescent fantasy. There aren’t women like that in this world. Maybe hookers or professionals, but real women who enjoyed dominating a man, no way. Get control of yourself. The lust overwhelmed me, engulfing me in its intensity.

Madison’s eyes pierced mine like a tiger staring at a wounded gazelle. Her face was serene and composed, yet behind that calm facade, there was a sense she was poised to attack...

Like she saw through my skin, the alpha skin I’d worn for these twenty-eight years of life. I wasn’t an aggressor but her quarry. Deep inside, she seemed to sense my desire to be ruled, controlled, and used. Used like her toy, punished like her slave, commanded like her servant, and owned like her property.

What the hell was I thinking? There was no way I was going to let her use me! I’m not gay, and I’m not a sissy. Though I had a slender, effeminate body, I’m straight as they come; my termination from my last job was proof of that.

Yet, I couldn’t help but feel drawn to her. I had never encountered a woman so fearless and self-assured. Then I snapped out of my perverted thoughts and reminded myself why I was here, to gain employment.

Having not researched her company, I decided well-devised bullshit might work. My forte. Bullshit. That’s how I got my cock in my boss’s wife’s ass. Bullshit. I suppose getting my cock in that rich cunt’s tight little ass was worth losing my job over. “I have stellar qualifications and would make a great addition to your team.” Total bullshit, but it was all I could come up with.

“So you’re a team player? Willing to do what it takes to understand our customers’ products? Their services?”

A reasonable question and I was desperate for work, so I answered with respect. “Yes, ma’am. Whatever I have to do, I will do.” Blow smoke up her ass until she offers me the job, then I swoop in, maybe show her some loving. Thinking those last thoughts makes me feel better; A woman has never intimidated me before; why start now?

“That’s what I like to hear. I demand it.”

With that, she began discussing my qualifications for the job. My initial fears drifted away; maybe I was imagining things. Madison ran through various questions about my experience, qualifications, and work ethic. As she asked more and more questions, her tone softened, but her gaze remained direct and piercing, as if she was assessing me on some deeper level.

Then out of the blue, Madison’s questions turned to my personal life. She wanted to know if I was married or had any children. She asked me why I was interested in this job and why I had applied here. I tried not to be flustered by her directness, and I had no answer because I couldn’t even remember applying here. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment and excitement as she delved into my private affairs.

The first intimate question nearly knocked me off my seat. “Have you ever worn women’s clothes?”

My heart nearly stopped at the shock of the question. “No. Never.”

She seemed disappointed. “You will do all that is necessary to write good copy?”

How do I answer that? I feel uncomfortable. Do I leave, go home, gather what belongings will fit in my backpack, and find a friendly, safe bridge to sleep under?

“Yes. Like I said. Yes, I will.”

Time stood still while I waited for the next question. I had no intention of cross-dressing, none. Get the job, then deal with her inappropriate request.

“Are you gay? Bisexual? Have you ever sucked cock? Have you ever had a cock in your ass?”

“What the fuck is all this about? Listen, these questions are inappropriate.”

“Inappropriate? When your former employer caught you fucking his wife in the ass in his office. You had her bent over, pounding her into submission… Did you not think that was inappropriate? But my question is?”

“Listen… I… I…” I stood and started for the door.

“These questions are not inappropriate, they relate directly to the job requirements, and you can ill afford not to take this job. Jason. Am I right? Turn around and sit down, boy. A repossession specialist is waiting in the lobby to request access to our parking garage to reclaim your car. Should I pick up the phone and allow it?”

Why I stopped, I don’t know. But I did. I returned to my seat.

“Do you like being told what to do?”

My mouth felt dry as I stumbled to search for the right words. I had practiced in front of my mirror for hours, trying to predict every variation of questions a prospective employer might ask me in this job interview. But somehow, the rehearsed answers seemed to slip away, and instead, my heart was pounding faster with each passing second.

If she’d asked me one of the many standard questions: “What is your understanding of the role of a marketing executive?” or: “What is your understanding of the role of a marketing executive?” I could answer with a flowery barrage of bullshit.

Battling with my innermost feelings and torn between responding honestly and professionally. I wanted to bend her over the desk and fuck the shit out of her. Make her beg for my cock. I bit my tongue and responded professionally with the only response I could think of that would apply here. “I’m not sure how to answer that question.”

Madison said without fear that her answer might be illegal, immoral, or humiliating. “Answer the question, boy?”

My pulse quickened. How do I answer that? How do I respond to that? Do I ignore that she just called me boy? Or do I answer the question, get the job and ignore my boss’s overtures?

So, I chose a neutral response. “I guess it depends on the orders.”

Madison steepled her hands, wheels spinning in her mind. “Well, I like all my orders obeyed. If you want this job, you must and will obey my every command. And I expect all my employees to gain a complete understanding of our client’s products and services. Most times, this requires intensive studying and even using their services. So, you will need to gather knowledge by using and doing. Your job here will involve marketing a certain line of products to one of our client’s niche audiences. Are you prepared to take all necessary actions to take on this project?”

Overwhelmed and intimidated and knowing if I didn’t nail this interview, I’d be out on my ass. So, I opted for more bullshit. “I have always believed that writers need to know what they are writing about. That is especially true for copywriting. I will use every product or service….”

A soft gasp of surprise escaped her lips. “Yes, well, for me to hire you… I’d need proof of your commitment to our clients and proficiency in writing effective copy.”


Chapter Three

I got the job! It sure sounded like I did; how I accomplished that, I’m not sure. My performance was horrible; I fumbled my way through the interview. I’m energized and alert to how my life might go if I get the job. Then worry sets in.

Every order? Every command? What did that include? I had no issues diving deeper into the clients’ products, studying and using them… But who were they? I didn’t have any fucking idea what Madison’s clients did or sold. What was the company’s name? Sultry marketing. It doesn’t matter because I needed this job, like desperately.

Her other more intimate questions slipped back into my mind: “Have you ever sucked cock? Has someone ever fucked you in the ass?”

Did I want this job? I glanced at the door; why hadn’t I left? Was I willing to submit my ass and mouth to what? Surely she can’t expect me to suck cock? Maybe that was some test, though sick and perverted, to see if I would obey her every command.

“Well? Are you committed to doing all it takes to write good copy for Sultry Marketing? To serve me? This job requires commitment, commitment as you’ve never encountered before.”

“Uh… yes. I am. I… what… do you do here?” How fucking stupid was that? I slid down in my chair, waiting for the axe.

“I hope you can write better than you can talk, boy. Do you understand what I’m asking of you? And why?” She asked as she leaned forward in her chair, still holding me in her unwavering gaze.

I nodded slowly, but I didn’t know why. I tried to maintain my composure despite the growing excitement inside me. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I was so close to getting this job. So close to saving my life. Was that what she was asking me? It wouldn’t hurt if I responded respectfully. So I opted for “Yes, Ma’am,”

I replied softly, feeling the words roll off my tongue. There was an immense satisfaction that came from calling her “Ma’am.” A newfound sense of respect for someone who had taken such an incredible leap of faith by hiring me. Was she hiring me?

“Uh… did I get the job?”

Madison smiled, “Well, let’s not get the cart too far in front of the horse. Let’s start with some basic ground rules, shall we? You will always refer to me as Ma’am when we are both in the same room or communicating via phone or email.” Her voice was firm yet gentle, and it felt like a balm to my nerves as she spoke. The sensation sent shivers down my spine, and suddenly, I felt alive again!

She was offering the job. I’d get to keep my house and car and stop the harassment from every creditor under the sun. I wasn’t even considering the consequences of her last statement. If she wanted me to call her Ma’am… No worries, I can handle that.

“Jason, do you believe that adage you can’t write about what you don’t know?”

“Uh... well, I guess,” I said.

“You guess? This will not work if you are unwilling to commit fully to our process. I had high hopes for you, Jason. But you’re not showing me the commitment I need and want. Do you know who are clients are?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but Madison talked over my response.

“Because I don’t think you do? Do you realize how much money we make here writing web copy, advertisements, and articles for our clients?”

“Ma’am. I will do anything to get this job. I need it. I’ll research anything. I’m a great copywriter. My previous employer will tell you my qualifications are impeccable. I work hard, do as I’m told, and…”

Madison held up her hand. “Interesting. So, you didn’t do the perverted things they claimed?”

I did not need to continue or subject myself to further humiliation, so I stood. Madison glared at me. “Did I tell you to stand, boy? Did you do the perverted things that your previous employer claimed? Did you get caught fucking your boss’s wife in the ass?”

What could I say? Should I deny it? I stood again. “Listen, there’s no need to subject me to this humiliation. I know…”

Madison laughed. “Did I tell you to stand? Sit down. We all do things we regret. Your sexual activities are of no matter to me. Can you write good copy?”

I returned my ass to the leather chair. “I’m amazing.”

Madison stood, walked to my side of the desk, and put her heel on the chair between my legs seductively. She ran her hand up the length of her thigh-high black leather boots. I watched her and felt a growing pressure in my groin.

Madison parted her knees, displaying her delicate thighs elegantly wrapped in the leather of her boots. And as my gaze traveled upward, I saw the unthinkable, two slick folds; her pussy was gorgeous. Though her face was inches from mine, I wasn’t looking into her eyes; I couldn’t get my eyes off her pussy, glistening with lust. “Isn’t that I’m terrific, Ma’am? Perhaps I was mistaken about your commitment to my organization?”

She snapped her fingers, getting my attention, and placed her heel on the floor. She grabbed the hem of her skirt and pulled it up, showing me her pussy. “That is for my most devoted and loyal employees. You have proved nothing. You want this job, Jason? More than anything?”

I did, but I didn’t. I glanced at the door. Do I run? Leave? “Yes, Ma’am.” It came out of my mouth before I could think.

Madison’s sensual words snapped me back to reality. “Get up, write a five hundred word copy on my leather boots.”

My heart was pounding, and I wanted to run, but what choice did I have? She was in control, and I needed this job badly. Badly enough to put up with her eccentricities.

I stood silently; as I moved around the desk to begin my assignment, my muscles were so tense I could barely move. I sat at her desk, and Madison fell into the chair I was sitting in moments ago. She lifted her boots on the desk and dropped her heel before me.

“Well, boy. Show me you are worth hiring.”

I looked at her. Her piercing gaze unsettled me like she could see my every thought and fear. Despite the circumstance, her beauty captivated me, and I had to look away before she saw me blushing in embarrassment.

I cracked my knuckles and typed, looking up from the screen once in and while, reflecting on the boots, the leather, the color, and the length of the heels. Then back to writing about her black leather thigh-high boots. An overwhelming sense of confidence took over all my fears. Every once in a while, Madison asked me if I knew who her clientele was. I didn’t, but I guessed it was women wanting a super sexy boot.

I wrote and rewrote, reworking my creative metaphors about her sleek leather boots and adding descriptions of her shapely calves down to the exquisite curves of her delicate feet, which I had to imagine. Each line, if I might be so bold as to say, deliciously evoked images of a sexy, successful woman wanting to look good.

Twenty minutes later, I felt exhausted yet strangely exhilarated at being able to present Madison with an evocative piece of writing. I stood, Madison stood, and we switched seats. She read, and with a smirk on her lips, she looked at me. My heart leaped into my throat.

“No! No! You missed the purpose of the piece. Let’s try this again.”


Chapter Four




Before I could respond, Madison stood, walked around the desk, stood before me, hands on her hips, and pointed to her feet. “Worship me,” she said with a sultry voice that made my stomach tighten with excitement.

My stomach churned as I tried to comprehend what she said. Thoughts spun in my mind in a whirlpool of fear, confusion, and excitement. Wondering, did I hear her right? Did she ask me to worship her? Leaving probably would be the best action, but I needed this job. Surely she can’t mean she wanted me to get down on my knees and what? Kiss her feet? Worship what? Worship how?

My cock no longer throbbed or tingled; it had become a full-blown erection. Obviously, my cock wasn’t huge, but big enough to please women, or so I’d been told. I crossed my legs, hiding it.

Then wonder set in; why was I getting excited?

Writing ideas flowed into my mind as I admired her long, sleek boots. They’re black and shiny with no visible wear, blemish, or imperfection. That’s what I wrote before, and she didn’t like it.

“Well, get down and worship them and then return to your prose. I’ll fill you in since you were remiss in researching our clients. Our clients deal with anything sexual, kinky, or even taboo. Let’s say you’re writing an ad or story for a professional Dominatrix; your prose should extract an emotional response to buy in those submissive sissy sluts that crave domination. Can you or can’t you write copy like that?”

I stuttered and sputtered out a reply. “Uh… I did not know what you were looking for; you should have said something.”

Madison slapped me. “You little whimpering faggot. Like I told you, working here will require dedication; perhaps I’m mistaken that I thought you would have that commitment. Worship my boots and experience what submissive sissy queers with little cocks feel when worshipping their Mistress’s boots, then rewrite your copy to appeal to a Mistress’s unique audience. No, shallow ad copy here; I want emotion. An emotion that will give them a hard-on and make their pathetic and uselessly tiny cocks throb with desire. Well, let’s see if you can relate.”

“This isn’t for me. I’m leaving, lady, your one whacked-out cunt.”

Madison leaned over the desk, and as she did, I couldn’t help but look at her round and full ass. She grabbed a folder, dropped it in my lap, and opened it. There was a copy of my foreclosure notice on top. When she flipped the page, she brushed up against my cock, and frowned with displeasure. A copy of the email informing me my car payment was late and needed to be paid or repossession would occur. I wanted to respond, lady; I’d fuck the shit out of you. Make you squeal with pleasure.

She picked up the phone and said. “Is the man still here wishing to repossess Jason’s car? As I stated, I expect all my orders to be followed.” After returning the folder to her desk, she pointed to her feet. “Now, bitch, worship my feet and write some emotionally inspiring ad copy.”

I dropped to my knees and grabbed the heel of her boot. They are smooth, supple, and have the softness of new leather as if a part of Madison’s long shapely leg. The boot was jet-black, the leather was tight over the foot and ankle and up to just below her thigh. I couldn’t help but peek at her sex hiding in the shadows. Maybe I’d get a taste if I wrote good copy; that fact motivated me to move on. The boot hugged her calf and thigh as if molded to every inch of her skin.

I slowly bent down and placed my lips over the toe of Madison’s black leather boots. I kissed her feet right above the toe. The leather is warm, pliable, and inviting. The soft scent of fine leather lingered, and the texture was smooth yet faintly prickly, warm, and soft like a kitten’s fur. I planted kiss after kiss on her feet, trembling with excitement.

I crossed some unseen boundary that I could never come back from. And yet, despite the fear of what could happen if I disobeyed her command, something undeniably intoxicating about the situation somehow made me feel alive in a way I had never felt before. I continued to lavish her boots with my lips and tongue until she told me to stand and write. I wrote the ad, appealing to the sissies who might want this treatment.

When done, I stood and returned to my seat. Madison poured over my text, leaned back, and looked at me approvingly. She didn’t have to say anything; her expression was enough. She steepled her hands under her chin, a sly smile spreading across her lips. She took a deep breath, letting the power she held at that moment wash over her, and said, “I’m still not convinced. Stand and strip.”

My heart pounded heavily in my chest as I realized what was happening. Shock and outrage warred with an unwanted thrill that ran down my spine. “What? This is highly inappropriate. I don’t even have the job yet.” As the words rolled off my tongue, it almost seemed as if I was saying if I had the job, I’d do whatever she asked, including stripping.

The air between us crackled with tension as she leaned forward slightly, her eyes drilling into mine. “Do you want this job or not?”

Her commanding presence and sheer power over me rooted me to the chair. After a moment of hesitation, I stood, removed my suit coat, and tie, and unbuttoned my white shirt. Madison watched me intently. I stood, hands at my sides, frozen in place.

I said, “Do I have the job or not?”


Chapter Five




Madison said. “Your prose is good but not exceptional. I want exceptional. Exceptional prose will come when you can live in our patrons’ minds and intimately know the product, what they want, and why they should buy it, and then and only then will you write exceptional prose.” She sighed and shook her head. “I’m concerned with your capability; you have the skills to write how I want and what my customers deserve. But your passion for following my every command and your devotion to digging into the depths of our products and understanding how they will appeal to our clients… and I question whether you’ll obey the most important rule of law around here. What is the most important rule of law here?”

“Uh…”

Madison yelled. “See! I run the show around here. Strip! Or get out!”

My fingers trembled as I undid the button of my pants, feeling almost a sense of dread. Madison’s eyes roamed over me with anticipation as I peeled apart the fabric. I slipped out of the next to the last piece of cloth covering my body and hesitated when I grasped the waistband of my underwear. All I wanted to do was cover myself up, but something pushed me forward, forcing me to take the next step and slide off my underwear.

Was it my need for a job? To save what material goods I had left? Or was it something deeper and darker? A long-repressed kinky need to be a submissive slut for a powerful woman like Madison, or a little of both?

Feeling exposed and vulnerable under Madison’s gaze, I gradually slid the waistband of my underwear down, sliding them down further and further oh so hesitantly. After stepping out of them, I clasped my hand over my groin to conceal it from view. Goosebumps crept over my flesh from the coolness of the room. A sizzling flush spread across my cheeks, my nipples hardened, and under the cover of my hand, my cock throbbed.

Madison reached into a desk drawer, pulled out a leather paddle, and slammed it with a sharp crack on the desk. All thoughts evaporated from my mind as I stared at the object, unable to comprehend what would happen next. I stood unmoving, my hands fidgeting over my cock.

Madison’s voice cut through the air, and I froze, her words ringing in my ears. “Put your hands to your sides; let me see your cock.”

I looked at her, feeling fear mingled with arousal as I gradually complied with her command. Instantly, a wave of heat rolled over me, my heart rate increasing as my cock throbbed with anticipation. Madison stepped closer, her eyes trailing over my body as she reached out and lightly ran her fingers down the length of my cock.

Then she grabbed the whole package, balls, and cock. Gripping it firmly, squeezing ever so tightly, I grimaced under the slowly increasing pressure. “Worthless piece of flesh. What’s a woman going to do with that?”

“I…”

“Let me finish that statement for you since you are at a loss for words. I have a worthlessly small cock, and I’m a pathetic loser, and… you get the idea.”

She loosened her grip; I exhaled with relief. I wanted to protest and tell her the truth; I get laid regularly. A shiver ran through me as she circled the tip before continuing down its shaft. Her gentle yet commanding touch flooded me with sensations I had never felt before.

“A real man would never get hard subjected to such a humiliating experience. But you did. You are not a real man, are you?”

What do I say? I needed this job. I took a wild guess at what she expected. “I’m not.”

“You’re not what?”

“A real man.”

Madison withdrew her hand, stepped back, and crossed her arms over her chest. “Now that you know who is in charge, I’ll show you what disobedience means. We can begin. Bend over the desk; spread your legs apart wide enough for me to get a good view of that ass of yours.”

Do I obey? Does this mean I have the job? She wasn’t clear about that; indeed, if she was going to spank me, I must… then it hit me. Was I ready to accept her unique form of an attitude adjustment? I should have been worried about what she planned to do with the paddle and that I was standing here naked in front of a woman, but my only concern was, does this mean I got the job? Do I ask again?

The fact was, I spent the last four months jacking off, watching porn instead of looking for a job, and feeling sorry for myself, so I had little choice. This was the end of the line. Without further hesitation, I complied, gripped the edge of the desk with my fingers, and spread my legs, my ass in the air, waiting for what was to come. She stepped around the desk, grabbed the paddle, and smacked her hand with it.

“The position will require an intimate knowledge of female attire. Are you prepared to take your writing to a level where you can get into the mind of your clients?”

I craned my neck, looked over my shoulder, and said. “What?”

She held nothing back; the paddle connected with my ass with a crack. “What the fuck?”

Then she smacked me four more times, alternating between my cheeks. “Isn’t it what, Ma’am? Do you want this job or not?”

It amazed me I remained bent over, gripping the desk, and said. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“The final test of your worth will come when you can write ad copy for a new line of lube.” She reached across the desk and set a bottle of clear liquid in front of me.

The label said, “First Time Anal.”

She ran her fingertips over the crease of my buttocks before seizing them firmly in both hands and pulling them apart wide enough for full access to my exposed flesh. A rush surged through me at the sensation, and instinctively I pressed against her grasp. “Can you write copy that will appeal to straight guys and sissies that want to experience anal for the first time, perhaps unwillingly?”

What choice did I have? “Yes. Ma’am.”

“Good girl,” she murmured before thumping the leather paddle onto my skin. The intensity of the blow reverberated through my entire body, and momentarily I lost my hard-on. After a pause, four more connected viciously with my ass cheeks, and the strangest thing happened, my cock swelled as Madison returned to her desk.

My ass stung as I wondered what being a good girl meant?


Chapter Six




Madison sat and said. “You’re hired. You begin now. Hiring here is permanent; I do not fire employees. They either perform to my expectations or ask permission to leave, I may grant their request or require their services for an extended period, or I make them beg to leave. Quitting isn’t an option. You leave with my blessing, or you stay, and leaving means relinquishing the job’s perks, and there are many. You have seen one.”

Madison spread her legs, slid her hand under her dress, fingered herself, then sucked on her fingers. “Finger licking good. That reward I reserve for my best performers. However, after your first marketing campaign, I think you might find other performance enhancers more to your liking. In any regard, it will be my decision.” Madison handed me an e-reader, saying, “Read and sign your employment contract and read over it with all your attention because it is ironclad and non-negotiable.”

I stood, grabbed my underwear, and Madison said. “No, I don’t think so. You’ll not be needing your male attire any longer. Read your employment contract, and you’ll understand.”

I peeked at the door, hoping for an escape route, but there was none; I needed this job or faced eviction, bankruptcy, and financial destruction.

Reluctantly I poured over the document as Madison watched intently. I flipped through my requirements page after page: this was far from an ordinary position. My official duties revolved around my new title: Sissy Copy Writer. The contract made clear there was one rule of the land: Madison ran the show. Repeated continually: all employees would remain in Madison’s employ indefinitely until she determined otherwise. Listed were punishments for violations grouped into six categories: Denial, Productive, Pain and Discomfort, Humiliation, and Mental.

I understood why my male clothes would no longer be necessary. The expectations were that I lived as a Sissy so that my prose reflected an intimate knowledge. As I reread the contract for the fourth time, I pondered what signing meant, and the strangest thing happened: my cock swelled. When finished, I hesitated and said. “I don’t know. I don’t think I can pull it off. I mean, be a girl?”

Madison grabbed a digital camera and walked to my side of the desk. “Stand up. Tuck your penis between your legs.”

I obeyed. She snapped a photo. I wanted to argue, but the sheer dominance of this woman and my stinging ass gave me reservations. She uploaded it, then had me sit in her chair. Leaning over me, she pulled up an AI photo program. There was the image of me naked. “Look at your body; it’s feminine.”

Stretching my imagination a little was all it took. I was staring at a flat-chested girl, maybe a little boyish: my thin, smooth, twink figure seemed more suitable for feminine attire than the male skin I’d been wearing. Not only was my cock pulsating with sexual arousal, but I noticed my nipples were large, swollen, and erect. My stomach quivered, and my breathing became short and shallow.

Madison typed in some commands and hit enter, and the picture that appeared was vivid and full of color; the lighting was soft and flattering. It was me, but it wasn’t.

I said, “That’s me.”

“Yes, we have makeup artists on staff, and that is how you’ll look once you sign. As the contract spelled out, I expect you to present as female. Not only will you write copy on your transformation for our clients, but you’ll write copy on the various sexual devices, accessories, and products associated with being a sissy. The first is the lube. You’ll get to do a product test for your first assignment. And, of course, you’ll be serving me. Sign. Or leave. You’ve seen the compensation you’ll receive, so there is only one choice.”

There was only one choice. I wasn’t too eager to be feminized, but maybe I’d go along long enough to find another job and get caught up on my bills. But what about references? I was screwed! Still, I signed. What choice did I have?

Madison picked up her phone and said, “She’s ready.”

I had just signed away my freedom, and now I was about to be feminized. It was surreal. Madison had arranged for a female makeup artist of extraordinary talent to prepare me for my role. I felt like a marionette as I stumbled out of her office in a trance-like state, with the mysterious assistant following close behind.

She took me to a lingerie store at a mall to purchase essentials: lingerie, stockings, and panties—anything and everything necessary for a complete transformation into sissyhood. The strange assistant required me to select my clothes and, in her firm grip, guided me through the store, pulled me this way and that, and all around me, a gaggle of giggling women laughed at my predicament.

The assistant was determined to fill my arms with as many frilly feminine underthings, and… it seemed this journey should humiliate me as much as possible. She opted for mesh and lace underwear, sexy thigh-high stockings, and bras. The silks, fine cotton on my legs, ass, and cock, and the lace and soft nylon of pantyhose against my skin felt… well, right.

I couldn’t believe how good the soft fabrics felt against my skin, the underwear caressing my body, and the silk sliding over my skin was too much. I cannot stop touching the soft, sensual fabrics. I hear the whispers of ladies all around me, mocking me, as I step into a dressing room clutching delicate lace bras or a revealing chemise or teddy. The assistant followed and ordered me to turn around. All heard. The doors were paper thin when I was forced to try on a bra; the straps slipped through my fingers as I closed them around my flat chest.

I emerged from the store an hour later with four packages of silky underthings and an incredibly tight thong that seemed more suited for someone else’s body than mine.

We moved to a department store, and the skirts and blouses I was required to try on were skimpy, slutty, and revealing. Finally, after another hour of shopping, we returned to the office with armfuls of clothing.

The assistant took me to the salon and prepared me for a complete makeover. She styled my long hair, dyed it blond, gave me a manicure and pedicure, waxed every inch of my body, and applied makeup to stress my feminine features. When she finished, I looked completely different, no longer the macho alpha male I had been an hour earlier. Full lips now graced rounded cheeks; dark lashes framed wide, painted eyes; and pink color warmed the walls of my face.


Chapter Seven




Four hours later, I returned to Madison’s office naked but transformed, feeling good about myself strangely. But hard as hell, horny as hell, and nervous as hell. Waiting for me were all the previous purchases from the day. Madison ordered me to dress; obediently, item by item, I slid them on. My cock, a mind of its own, stood at attention throughout the process.

“I can see you’re enjoying the experience. Now tell our clients how much you enjoy being feminized, being a woman for the first time. Five hundred words or more words, quickly.”

Madison rose from her chair, offered it to me, and I had five hundred words written in no time. I’m proud. I stand.

Madison read my copy out loud. “I realized that enjoying this experience was as much about being humiliated publicly as picking out female clothing. I embraced the transformation, reveling in the unfamiliar sensations of the tight dress against my body as I walked. The feeling of having my body transformed was addicting, and it was titillating for the first time to express my femininity without fear of judgment.”

“I felt empowered and in control, enjoying experimenting with my body and all it could do in the clothing I was now wearing. It made me feel sexy in a way I had only dreamed of before, and I welcomed the challenge of expressing and exploring my femininity I never thought I’d have.”

“The experience of wearing clothing to enhance my body and being adorned with jewelry and makeup made me feel beautiful, accepted, and loved by the world around me. Not only was I now wearing clothing meant to make me feel sexy, but I could enjoy the full effect as a part of a larger journey of self-discovery and expression.”

“I knew they had publically humiliated me to reach this point. I accepted the humiliation and pain as a necessary part of realizing my true self, and instead of shying away from them, I embraced them as...”

Once finished, Madison said, “Garbage! You have one more chance.” She grabbed the paddle and handed it to me. “Put it in between those sweet little lips. Write! Be the best.”

I nodded and said. “Yes, Ma’am.”

I put the leather paddle between my lips, the rough, icy surface of the leather paddle reminding me how Madison dealt with poor performance. Momentarily I froze, my ass still tingling from my initiation paddling. What does a real punishment feel like?

Focusing on the tight dress clinging to my hips, the dreamily soft fabric of the panties cradling my aching balls and cock. The embrace of the tight, clingy nylon on my thighs and ass. Wearing male clothes, I realized then, was dull, uninspiring, and unseductive.

“Can I look into the mirror?” I said.

Madison nodded. “I require the job to get done before we leave for the day. You have two assignments for your first day. This copy and…. “

She picked up the lube and held it as a model would. “This.”

I stood and looked in the mirror with disbelief and excitement. I take in my shaved, waxed body, long, layered hair, and petite frame in a tight clingy dress. I can’t quite believe it. I am a sissy, and it feels incredible!

I returned to my seat, and my fingers magically wrote word after word. I understand now what it’s like wearing female attire. The sensation of modeling beautiful lingerie is unlike any other. It is a sign of ultimate femininity, and I’ve grown to appreciate and embrace it. The restraints accompanying it enable me to explore and indulge in my femininity further. The tightness of the garments on my body, coupled with the sensual, delicate feel of the fabric against my skin, create a feeling of utter vulnerability that I am immensely enthralled with. I want to be vulnerable, submissive, and please my Mistress when dressed in sexy female clothes.

The thigh-high stockings, garters, and high heels add a final touch of femininity to my ensemble. The feeling of the stockings against my legs is pleasant, and I find it rather thrilling to be deprived of my manhood by layers of lingerie. The high heels feel like a natural extension of my body and give me a sense of power that I had yet to experience. I understand now why so many sissies feel compelled to explore…

Madison read and said. “Fucking fantastic! Let’s go!”

“Where are we going?”

Madison laughed. “Dressed like that, where do you think you’re going? Where would be a good place to find a cock to test this new product out on your tight little innocent ass?”

I honestly did not know, or I did, and it was too wild to utter out loud. “I’m not sure.” I couldn’t take my eyes off the bottle of lube, wondering what would happen to my ass if it wasn’t all they proclaimed it to be.

“What could be better than a big black cock to see how well this works and to get a feel…. “

Madison laughed. “A feel for how well it works for First-Time Anal. So where are we going to find you a big black cock?”

I shook my head.

“Oh, don’t be silly; I’ve got that covered. Let’s go.”


Chapter Eight




We arrived at a nightclub two hours later. Madison told me to get out and scribbled the address to the hotel, the room number, and a few details about what she expected of me. How nice!

“You’re not coming in with me? What if anyone finds out? You know I’m a guy? If they don’t figure it out… I’m… going to be… a piece of meat on display. Shit! Please.”

Madison said. “We can do this tonight or another night.”

“Can we? I need some time to process all this. It’s happening so fast.”

“Why sure? Why don’t you put your hands on the side of the car, lift your skirt, and I’ll exact punishment.” She glanced at the ever-present paddle, smiled, and patted it.

I glanced at the crowd leaving their cars, walking, and chatting. “Here?”

“Why not? You are mine now, after all. So we shall do this every night until you accomplish your assignment. I imagine it might be less painful without a blistered ass. But that’s your decision. Go in, find a cock, convince him to come with you, and show up, or….”

She ran her hand over the leather paddle. “Let me be plain. To write believable ad copy for our clients, you must experience having your ass fucked for the first time using their product to pitch it with the emotional intensity that it deserves and that our clientele expects from my agency. I have standards to uphold, and now so do you.”

She reiterated the results; she expected a big black cock, a cock at least ten inches or larger. Madison held her hand up, showing the size I should focus on finding. “Now.” She pointed to the nightclub. “Get out, shake that booty, or present your ass for discipline.”

I needed that first paycheck to keep my house out of foreclosure, but I had already regretted my decision. What choice did I have? Lose everything? Get my ass spanked, or find a big black cock. I chose the latter, slid out of the car, and headed for the entrance to the club.

I entered the nightclub in a dream-like state. The sights and sounds overwhelmed me; the music was loud and thumping; an elevated platform in the middle of the dance floor had women on stage wearing little more than G-strings swaying their hips, spreading their legs, jiggling, and dancing to the beat of the sexually charged music. Below, a massive orgy of gyrating bodies bounced and preyed on one another. Maintaining my composure was hard because I felt under a microscope, everyone staring and commenting on the sissy faggot dressed like a girl. I headed for the only empty booth in an isolated corner.

What was I doing here?

I sat, ordered a drink, and began my task, scanning the room for potential prospects. Within seconds my gaze fell upon a tall, black man across the room. He had a muscular frame and wore a tight-fitting tank top that showcased his powerful physique. Both arms are massive and covered from wrist to shoulder with prison tattoos. His skin glistened in the club’s flashing lights. Our eyes met. He smiled. I returned the smile but worried that if he accepted my invitation and sat next to me, he’d know immediately I was a guy. Maybe that was a good thing? Then what? I received a spanking every day until I got my first paycheck.

My heart raced when he rose; as he walked across the room, he moved with power and confidence. It was now or never; I had to make a good impression. The music faded away as the man closed on his prey, me. All I could focus on was my feeling of anticipation and fear. Fear on so many levels. If I failed to find a potential… what was he? He wasn’t a lover, really, but a test subject. What would my punishment be? Night after night of spankings? What if I succeeded? I shivered at the thought of a ten-inch cock or bigger pounding my ass, even with First-Time Anal’s guarantee. “Slide It In.”

How would I know his cock met Madison’s requirements? Ask? That’s going to go over well. “Hey, you got a ten-inch cock?”

He sat, grabbed my thigh with one hand, and with the other hand, he hitched up his groin. “You want this twelve-inch, BBC?”

Well, his intentions were now clear. His hand crept up my thigh like a spider before latching onto me tightly. He squeezed hard on my cock. Well, he didn’t seem repulsed. Now all I had to do was get him to the room and deal with the biggest obstacle: let him fuck me in the ass.

He nodded curtly, speaking bluntly as if he had no time for pleasantries. “Fresh out of prison, not having much luck getting pussy, these bitches are too into their games. Almost miss my old prison bitch, mmm... a little sissy faggot like you.”

“I’m not gay. I’m doing a research project, kind of….”

He shook his head and laughed, “Don’t worry, honey. One thing you learn in prison is how to turn straight guys like you into little sissy faggots.”

I said. “I’m not gay. I like women and have done nothing with a guy.”

He shook his head. “Never mind, you’re a little too skinny for me; I’ll probably split you in two. You’ll be useless to me if I can’t get it in.” He rose.

I grabbed his arm, fearful more of Madison’s response than what I suspected would be a painful breaking-in of my ass. “Please, I can be of use, and I have this… it’s a new anal lube that’s supposed to make... you know, sex back there easier. I got a hotel room just down the street.”

He returned to his seat. “You going to be my bitch for the night? Do everything I ask? Be my fucktoy? So you ever taken a cock as big as mine before? I bet you have, huh slut? Fucking queer!”

“Like I said, I’m not gay and have never been fucked. I’m a writer and researching a new product.”

“Yeah, right, anything you say. But I go with you; you will do everything I ask, right?”

My heart pounded in my chest as I gazed at this ultimate specimen of a man. He smelled like a man, all man, sweaty and dirty. It’s not an unpleasant odor, and as I considered him using me, my cock throbbed, and a healthy dose of pre-cum leaked out. What the hell is wrong with me? Am I considering getting fucked in the ass?

He slid his hand under my thighs, lifted me without effort, and grabbed my ass. At that point, I succumbed to his control; it was no longer about pleasing Madison, my job, or getting paid. I’ve never considered myself gay or fantasized about men, but I want to please this man. Take his cock.

“Okay. I’ll do whatever you ask. Shall we go to my room?”

“Not yet. I need proof of submission. Right here. Right now.”


Chapter Nine




Something changed within me over the last eight hours. Eight hours ago, I needed a job; never in a million years thought I’d be feminized and in a nightclub about to submit myself to a man. My cock grows hard under my skirt; I’m not worried about it. Because who’s going to start shit with this man?

This robust and powerful man, his dominance turned me on, not necessarily his cock, but power. I want nothing more than to do what he says.

“Get on your knees, under the table, unzip my pants, and lick it. Worship my meat like it’s the only thing you crave. Like it’s your God!”

I slid under the table, kneeling before his parted legs. The stranger helped me by unbuckling his belt and unzipping his pants. I stared at the massive piece of flesh straining against his white jockey shorts. How the hell was that going to fit in my ass? My mouth?

He smacked the table. “What are you waiting for, slut? Do you want my cock in your ass? Prove your worth. Prove your obedience.”

I leaned forward, grabbed the waistband of his underwear, released the massive cock, and stared at the sweaty, throbbing massive head. “Are you going to be my bitch tonight, slut?”

“Yes! I am your bitch to use as you desire.” I meant it. I could not care less if Madison punished me or if I had to come back here every night for the next decade. I’d take a spanking every night to have the honor of being this man’s cumslut. What the hell had I just thought?

I wrapped my hand around his cock and flicked my tongue over the tip; it was hot and wet with pre-cum. The stranger reached under the table, grabbed his cock, and pulled it away from my mouth. “Beg for my cum. Keep your mouth open. When you leave here, I want my seed slithering down your throat, a reminder of your submission to me.”

I’m worried, though, that if I do this, he’ll not have enough stamina to fuck me. He’ll jack off, make me eat his seed, and then be off. It’s not fear any longer, I want to feel this monster inside me. “We’re still going to my room, right?”

He laughed. “Oh yeah. Now open and beg for my seed.”

He spits, strokes, spits again, and strokes as I keep my mouth open ready to be marked as his bitch. I’m smiling as his balls tighten and his legs tense. He’s close.

The stranger shoots his load. A streak of creamy white liquid shoots across the tiny gap between his massive tip and my mouth. I’ve positioned my mouth just right as hot and slimy seed slid passed my tongue and seeped down my throat.

“Get up; you are mine now. My seed will soak into your body, transforming every cell, so by the time we make it to your hotel, you’ll no longer be a straight guy but my bitch.”


Chapter Ten




As we walked down the street, the stranger’s heavy, warm cum drifted down my throat. It reminded me of who or what I’d become. My itty-bitty dick, at least compared to his enormous cock, created a little tent in my skirt. My new Master was unfazed by the unapproving glances and grumbles of displeasure as we passed people. Walking with this stud, I had no fear of strolling down such a busy street in my aroused condition. This man’s power and sheer dominance gave me a feeling of protection, which only increased my arousal and humiliation. We trekked the six blocks to the hotel, caught in a loop of humiliation and arousal.

We arrived twenty minutes later, my heart pounding, my cock erect as we entered the room. He wasted no time. “Take that dress off and lie down on the bed.”

I did as told, my cock breaking free from my panties. Embarrassed, I tucked it back into my lacey panties and lay on the bed. On the nightstand was my bottle of lube. Lying on the bed, expectant, my body slender and inviting, I couldn’t believe that to keep from going under financially; I was going to have anal sex for the first time.

Before this morning, I’d never have thought I’d be feminized or that I’d be crawling under a table to accept a deposit of semen down my throat. His semen hangs heavy in my stomach, like the fullness and satisfaction after a Thanksgiving meal.

The stranger approached the bed, pulled his t-shirt over his head, tossed it aside, and stopped at the edge of the bed. I couldn’t take my eyes off his groin as his gaze took in every detail of me in my black corset, creating a sexy hourglass figure; my black fishnet thigh-high stockings and the black garter belt that made me feel sexy, feminine, and submissive. Every fiber of my being yearned for his cock in me, in my mouth, my ass, anywhere, and from the way the stranger licked his lips, he wanted nothing more than to use me as his bitch.

He ran his hands down his chiseled stomach and pulled apart his zipper, one tooth at a time, as he explored my body. Every curve and crevice. A shudder ran through me when his cock popped free from his underwear. He grinned.

“Fuck” I said. I’d seen big cocks in porn videos, but up close, looking at the stout trunk, a coat of curly black hair covering the upper part of his crotch made me cringe with fear.

He bent forward and grabbed my chin with his hands, and kissed me cruelly, sucking any will to resist from me. His snake-like tongue penetrated deep into my mouth, diving deeper and deeper. Finally, his hand released my chin and trailed down my neck and collarbone, lower and lower, exploring. He ripped my bra off swiftly, pinched, then twisted my nipple. Fighting off the pain, my hand moved lower, wandering along his ripped stomach until I had his beast. I paused for a beat as his cock swelled, my hand lost helplessly around the circumference.

How the hell was I going to take this?

His eyes moved to the lube; he grabbed it, pushed the pump, and filled his hand with lube. Like I was a feather, he flipped me over, grabbed my legs, spread them, and dipped a slick finger along the cavity of my ass, teasing me and making me moan in pleasure.

“I expect by now my cum in your stomach has seeped into your bloodstream, transforming you. After you take my cock, you’ll be a sissy bitch, ready to take any man’s cock up your ass.” Up and down, his finger moved along the entrance to my tight hole.

“Don’t worry, honey. I learned how to treat and loosen up a nice tight hole like you got. The queers in prison never looked as good as you though.”

The stranger ran his hands over my ass, thighs, calves, and backup. He said. “So fucking smooth, just like a girl.”

He spread my thighs wide, and I reached back with both hands gripping both cheeks, spreading them wide, offering him my hole. I shivered and arched my back, my entire body trembling. When his finger pushed deeper into the entrance, my muscles clenched.

“Relax, honey. I’ll go slow at first. It’s like picking a lock; you got to go easy….”

The stranger squirted more lube on his finger and probed my ass. In circular motions, he worked it deeper and deeper. I took a deep breath, wanting him inside me, wanting him to open me up. Slowly he increased the pressure on his finger. Burning pain took over, my ass muscles tightened, and I cringed. Cool, sticky lube slithered down my crack as the pain increased. With more and more pressure, I can tell it’s more than a single finger; it feels like half his hand in my ass. I glanced back, my ass impaled by his hand up to his thumb.

Then he pulled it out and wiggled and wormed it back in. Out and in, out and in. My eyes watered. I’m cringing and wondering why anyone would like anal. The stranger pressed on, fucking my hole, loosening it with each thrust of his hand. He’d twist it when it got all the way in, pull it out, and ram it back in.

Then the pain was gone, and incredible arousal hit me when his fingers massaged my prostrate. Instead of cringing and pulling away, I forced my hips back, my sissy hole begging for more.

“You’re ready, slut.” Moments later, I felt his thick warm throbbing head at my gaping backdoor. His monster advanced toward its prey; I resisted momentarily when his head moved past the opening and entered my hole an inch.

The stranger slapped my ass and dribbled some more lube into my crack. He pressed on. I took a deep breath, concentrating on loosening my hole, and then, like that, it popped and slid in. Was it the lube or my desire to get fucked into submission? I’m not sure.

In and out, he pushed in and pulled out, slowly building up steam. At first, having his girth inside me was incredibly painful, but then an incredible sexual feeling took over. Not only was the pressure on my prostrate extremely arousing, but each time his hips connected with my ass, it overwhelmed me with a desire to be used.

I want it harder, faster, and more intense. “Fuck me! Use me like a toy! Come on.”

I pushed my hips back, leaning into his thrusts, forcing his huge cock deeper into my ass. My body settled into a rhythm matching the stranger’s thrusts. As his cock pounded my ass, the feeling of being owned, used, and ravaged like my pleasure didn’t matter only increased my arousal.

The stranger’s hands moved to my hips, steadying me as he moved faster and harder than I thought would be possible, or I could take. His thrusts increased in speed and intensity, my body writhing and pushing back with each ravaging stroke.

My balls and cock flopped back and forth as he pillaged my ass; his sweat dribbled onto my back and ass. His breathing became quick, and his cock was so big, stretching the walls of my ass. I felt his cock quiver and pulse against the walls of my ass, and then with one final thrust, he consummated our relationship with a gallon of cum. I cried out in pleasure and surprise as my balls tightened, and I joined the stranger as I spasmed uncontrollably and shot my load onto the bedsheets.

Finally, when the pleasure subsided, he pulled out of me and looked at me. His eyes were heavy-lidded and lazy with joy. He smiled, spanked my ass, and left.

On the desk was a note from my former boss. “For fucking my wife in her ass. Hope you enjoyed it!”

I’d realized I’d not only been tricked into cross-dressing but into taking it up the ass. I laughed; I guess I should thank my old boss because I think I’m going to love this job.







The End
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Mr. Gay, a tenured college psychology professor, pretends he's conducting a study on sexual kinks, specifically about crossdressing and feminization. He acts like he's interviewing a stripper and dominatrix at a local bar. In reality, he's too scared to take the first step toward his secret desires to be feminized and crossdress. To talk to Kitty, he has to buy her drinks at the bar, and this causes him to get behind on his rent.

Fed up with his delinquent rent, Ms. Martinez, his landlady, and a highly skilled special effects and makeup artist, plans to get her rent money and transform Mr. Gay into a woman.

A Sissy's Special Punishment: Forced Crossdressing, Femdom, First Time Feminization 

Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.
On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.
For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.

Sissy Training - Lesson One : Femdom Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing, Humiliation

odd has tried to keep his sissy crossdressing fantasies and desires secret. Though he works for a legitimate brokerage, his only client is a criminal. Todd launders money for a criminal enterprise that runs illegal gambling houses and whorehouses. If his boss, a self-described lady's man, or the criminal overlord found out about Todd's secret, it wouldn't be good. Not only would he lose his job, but the substantial gambling debt he'd accumulated would be immediately due. Fat Tony, the owner of the illegal establishments, might even decide to end Todd's life.
When Todd's boss dies and leaves the brokerage to a daughter - a transgender Domme Todd's dreams come true. He's forced into sissy training and servitude and becomes Tiffany.
This book is lesson one in what will be a series of lessons for Todd or Tiffany.

Forbidden Feminization: A Forced Feminization Short Story By A Sissy's Marine Brother-In-Law

My Marine brother-in-law forced me not only to crossdress but serve my country. Serving my country meant serving the Marines.

It only took a gentle nudge to get me feminized and a little help from one of his female platoon sergeants. She transformed me from an insecure, effeminate man into a beautiful female. But there'd be a price for my female-to-male transformation. It was a small price to pay to be a woman for a night. But that night turned out to be a very long, intense night filled with taboo sex.

If you love female-to-male transformations, forced and reluctant crossdressing, strap-on sex, sissy humiliation, and group sex, then you'll love Forbidden Transformation.

Tricked Into Crossdressing: Tricked Into Crossdressing, Forced Crossdressing, Daddy Roleplay, Sissy Crossdresser 

Harry and his coworkers had a plan for Myles: Tricked Into Crossdressing.
Myles hates these road trips. He can't crossdress.
So he plays along and ends up in some hot Daddy roleplay dressed as a schoolgirl.

Sissy Cuckold Harem: Femdom, Sissy Cuckold Training, Sissy Crossdresser

Oscar Yarrow is a Sissy Crossdresser who desires to meet a dominant woman and become her sissy cuckold.
He meets a sophisticated woman and joins her, Sissy Cuckold Harem.
His Sissy Training is rigorous.
Can he become the Sissy Cuckold she desires?


Keeping Up With Phoebe Pearl







Thank you for choosing one of my books to read. Nothing is more gratifying than knowing someone has read and enjoyed my book enough to titillate their inner desires. 

I love to write, especially erotica, so I’m in the process of writing another. If you weren’t aware, you could read all my books if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited. I’m a subscriber and love it! If you aren’t subscribed, I recommend it.    

Follow Me: 

Facebook 

Amazon Author Page 

Instagram 

Tumblr
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