
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Feminized By My Boss:

A Taboo Romance of Crossdressing, Feminization,

Erotic Awakening, and Sexual Submission

––––––––

[image: ]


by

Dani Phoenix

COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All characters are fictitious and any similarity to any person or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

***

[image: ]


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

***

[image: ]


Thank you for respecting the rights of the author and purchasing this copy!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter One



[image: ]




I stood in front of my boss Craig’s desk, eyes down, face red with embarrassment, ready to be fired. I was late, again, and Craig had made it a point to let me know the week before that if I continued to be tardy, there would be severe consequences. 

Yet despite knowing I might lose my job, here I was, on the verge of tears, eyes down in humiliation. The trouble was that I had to take the bus across town to get to work. I had the worst time figuring out the schedule and when to leave to make sure I didn’t miss the express. 

If I lost my job, I would likely lose my apartment. Craig had me by the balls. All I could do was plead my case, beg for mercy. The only trouble was, he wasn’t exactly the kind of guy who responded well to that kind of thing. 

Craig was the athletic, competitive type. He was a tough guy, one hundred percent Alpha male. GO BIG OR GO HOME was on a plaque displayed prominently on his desk for all to see as his creed. I would come to learn to make it mine in time as well.

He loved sports and all things related to endurance. In peak shape from constantly working out, his perfectly chiseled body was like a young professional athlete in his prime. The rest of the upper management team were a bunch of doughy, middle-aged men my dad’s age with bald spots and hair that had gone salt and pepper on the edges, but Craig’s luscious locks was thick and full and dark as freshly dug soil. 

His slim fit shirt stretched around his obvious bulges, but he was also known to come into the office in his workout clothes in between his sessions, tight spandex that left little to the imagination. He’d worked hard, at least on his physical appearance, and he wanted us all to know.  

Craig had gone off to some Ivy League college after private school, then taken over Daddy’s business after a year of “finding himself” while backpacking through Europe. He took over the old man’s penthouse office with the floor to ceiling windows facing out over the lake. The walls were covered with diplomas, honors, and pictures of him with other guys who looked just like him, all hugging, shirts off, in exotic locals across the globe.

Must be nice, I thought. 

I’d had the opposite experience in life. My dad bailed when I was just a kid, leaving my mom to raise me while working two shifts at the local diner. By the time I was nine, she stopped coming home for short stretches of time, claiming she needed the break. Then she stopped paying the bills, then the rent. I found myself working at a fast-food drive-up window just to keep the lights on. 

With my after-school hours spent taking burger orders, I came home too exhausted to put any real energy into my homework. My studies slipped, my grades fell, but hey, what could I do? When they sent home reports to be signed by my mother, I simply forged the notes. When they called, I imitated her voice, agreeing with my own teachers and saying I would get after my troubled son to work harder and apply himself.

I thought for sure I would get caught, but after the first time, when the exhausted teacher simply thanked me and hung up, I knew I was on to something. From then on whenever anyone called asking for my mom, I would put them on hold, then, after a lengthy pause, answer in my most feminine voice I could manage. 

Granted, I did as little talking as possible at first. I kept my answers short and prodded the conversation along with the standard phrases - “oh” and “I see” and “yes, of course” – and, to my surprise, it worked.

From then on, I was able to talk to creditors, bill collectors, government officials, and anyone else in search of dear old mama, as she carved a trail of drunken chaos across several states. I may not have graduated with honors, but I did make it out with a diploma and a straight C average. Considering what I was dealing with in my personal life, the fact that I stuck it out was a small miracle.

The first year out of school had passed quickly, the days blending as I held down two fast-food gigs. I stopped worrying about money, having just myself to take care of, but the work was pretty soul killing. I knew I had to try something new. I couldn’t just spend the rest of my life asking people if they wanted fries with their order or dessert! 

A few days later I ran into a guy from school named Stan at the drive through window. He’d always been nice to me, passing me answers in class that saved my ass on more than one surprise quiz and giving me compliments about the way my hair and clothes looked. 

He’d offered to loan me money once, inviting me to his house to see his bedroom, but I’d had to cancel when my shift got switched at the last minute because of a sick coworker. I hadn’t seen him since.

Stan asked why I was still working in fast food now that school was over and offered to help me get “a real job”. I took his number and called him the minute I clocked out. A week later he got me an interview for the place I work at now doing data entry for twice what I made at my other jobs combined!

I couldn’t believe my good luck! 

Then I started working there, and met the boss, Craig. Stan had been checking up on me when Craig passed by, stopping to ask how I was settling in. I let him know I loved the new gig. He slapped Stan on the back and told him to head back to his department, assuring him he’d look out for me. 

I stopped seeing Stan altogether, as Craig found reasons to take up all my time at the office. He had me doing jobs completely unrelated to my position, but I never complained. My hair no longer smelled like fried food and grease, and no one bitched at me about their order not being right. 

Working in an office with the same group of people day in and day out was a welcome relief from the deluge of hangry strangers haranguing me. For the first time in my life I had all the bills paid. I had full benefits. I had food in the fridge. I even began going out at night, first to the movies and then to a local nightclub. 

So what if my boss is crazy, I thought. I can handle my fair share of crazy. No problem.

Then he moved me to an office closer to his. I thought I was on the fast track to success! Little did I know that Craig would become the bane of my existence from that instant forward, micromanaging my time at work, constantly supervising, making comments and suggestions, and riding my ass like a drill sergeant. 

Things went downhill fast from there. Now I was on the verge of being shown the door. 

“You know you’ve got a nice ass, Clark,” Craig said in a low voice, the words running together like the punchline of a raunchy joke. “Some might even say it’s a chick’s ass. Anyone ever tell you that?”

I glanced up in surprise at his candid remark. His eyes locked on my bubbled butt cheeks, glazing over like a wolf staring at a juicy rabbit. His mouth hung open. To my surprise, his right hand slid into his lap, and he began to stroke his visible erection over his expensive, designer slacks. 

I had heard that before, more times than I cared to admit, from both men and women since I was a freshman. I’d also heard that I had girly hips, pouty lips, and pretty eyes for a boy. The fact that I grew my hair out didn’t help, but I’d learned quickly that I’d rather have a full stomach than expensive regular haircuts. Last, but not least, I wore some of my mother’s clothing, shirts and shorts and pants and sweaters that I fit into, when my own stuff began to wear out. 

What can I say? I was broke and just trying to survive. So I figured why not? A shirt is s shirt, even if the fabric is different and has flowers on it. Before long I stopped trying to distinguish between the girly looking stuff and the unisex clothes. I wore it all. In fact, the only things of hers I hadn’t tried on were the dresses and underwear. 

I had planned on defending myself, but at that moment, words seemed to fail me. Instead a strange feeling filled me as I saw his pure desire for me all but overtake him. It was somewhere between pride and curiosity. Instead of giving him a piece of my mind, I saw an opportunity, and I took it.

With a lump in my throat, my heart beating so hard it made me almost shiver, I pushed my ass out towards him, bending slightly at the waist and locking eyes with him. 

“Do you like my ass, sir?” I asked, using my well-practiced female voice. 

Craig looked like his eyes were about to bulge out of his face. He gasped, gripping his cock as it visibly jumped in his fancy pants. 

“Jesus, Clark,” he whispered. “I called you in here to let you go but now you’ve got me thinking.”

“Don’t fire me, sir,” I purred in my girlish tone, wiggling my ass a little to keep his attention. “I promise not to be bad anymore.”

Craig licked his lips, then smiled. Behind his ice blue eyes I could see the wheels turning as a plan of some sort formed. 

“Tell you what, Clark,” he chuckled. “I’m not going to fire you after all. I’m going to promote you to my personal assistant. You’ll be working closely with me from now on, even closer than before. The pay will go up some, since you will be working longer hours, nights and weekends.”

“What? You can’t be serious?” 

My mind was spinning. It felt like a trick. Craig already had a personal assistant named Karen, a gorgeous blonde waif of a girl with big boobs and a cheery disposition. Before her there was Cindy, the fiery redhead with short skirts. And before Cindy, Michelle, a busty brunette with big, red lips who wore clingy dresses and too much perfume. The other guys at the office still talked about her in reverential tones.

“It’s either that or you can find a job somewhere else,” Craig said, crossing his arms, a smug grin splashed across his face, his strong jaw jutting out at me. I glanced down to see the bulge still noticeable in his slacks. “Take it or leave it.”

“But what about Karen?” I stammered in surprise.

“Karen will be happy to switch over to another department,” Craig chuckled. “She’s overdue to be honest. You want it or not? I’ve got stuff to do. I’m very busy. I can’t just sit here all day waiting for you to make up your mind.”

“I do,” I blurted out at once. “I just thought that you only hired women to be your personal assistant.”

His eyes twinkled mischievously as he drank me in from head to toe.

“Oh don’t worry about that,” he laughed, head down as he scribbled an address on a scrap of paper and handed it to me.

“What’s this?” I asked in surprise, unrolling and reading it.

“That is a very expensive hotel near downtown,” he smiled.

“Why are you giving me this?” I asked, still confused.

“Be there tonight at 8,” he chortled. “Go home now and rest. It’s going to be a long night sweetie.”

I didn’t know what to say so I just nodded my head and left.
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I spent the next few hours thinking about what my boss had said to me as I headed home and climbed into bed to take a nap. I couldn’t imagine what he had planned for me, but I was pretty sure it had something to do with sex.

Would I really be willing to fuck my boss to keep my job? Was it worth it? 

The truth was, I honestly didn’t know. Granted I’d never had sex with a guy, but I’d never had sex with a girl either. I’d made out with a couple during high school, gotten to second base, even gotten a blow job. I’d just never been able to get hard and stay hard for any of the girls who came onto me. I’d always assumed it was just nerves, but as time went by, I began to realize I just didn’t feel all that interested in them.

Don’t get me wrong. I liked girls. I still do. It’s just that I liked them more as friends. I saw them more as confidantes I could be open and share my feelings with rather than as a means to my personal sexual fulfilment. I respected them. 

Was I gay? I didn’t know that either. I didn’t think I was. Well, not exactly. 

I can’t lie. I’d thought of guys before, of what it would be like to be with them. But that was as far as it had gone. Just fantasies. Nothing serious. Maybe jerking off a time or two to the idea of being taken by a guy I knew in private. I had never actually been with a guy. 
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