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The Transgender CEO Of a Major Lingerie Company


I thought I had some idea what I was getting into when I offered myself as a slave to a lingerie model who I idolized. But my life took the craziest turn and let’s just say, I’ve seen some wild stuff.

Growing up, I idolized a lingerie model named Nikki. Nikki was a cisgender woman, born a woman. It was an obsession and my mother was a little bit worried about me. Everything in my bedroom had something to do with her. Her face was everywhere. Pictures of her modeling clothes and lingerie were everywhere.

I’m not sure that she “made me gay.” Maybe I was already gay and she just brought it out of me. But I used to masturbate to thoughts and images of her.

My dad didn’t see a problem with my Nikki obsession. He actually defended it to my mother on multiple occasions, where my mother would end up saying “Ohhh Kay,” and dropping the subject. So my parents didn’t get in the way of my obsession.

Once I was over 18, I decided it was worth a shot to offer myself to be Nikki’s slave. It was what I always wanted. I had put a lot of thought into it.

I was able to figure out that Nikki was going to a modeling convention, and I might be able to speak to her there. So, I flew to the location hoping to see her.

I had crippling anxiety once I got to the convention. Not only was I hoping to see my idol, I was going to offer myself to be her slave! But I forced myself to be brave. This was a mission “for her” so it wasn’t optional that I get it done.

I found her. I recognized her easily. She was stunning. I don’t even have strong enough words to describe how beautiful she was. She had her huge smile on her face as she said hi to people. By watching her, I could tell that she was repeatedly telling people, “Thank you.” I assumed she was being complimented non-stop.

I saw a pretty good opening to approach her. I was frightened, but I basically said, “Hi. I hope this doesn’t sound crazy but I’m your biggest fan, and I would like to offer my services to you in any way that you might need.”

She put her hand over her heart, like she was flattered, and said, “Awww. That’s so sweet. What can you do? Do you have any skills?” I quietly replied because I didn’t want anyone to hear, “I think it would be amazing for both of us if I could be your slave.”

She acted like that was a normal request or something, and she said, “Well, I actually already have one.” She looked behind her and to the side, and said, “She’s right there.”

I thought, “She does? That’s her?” I hadn’t even considered this, even though it made total sense that she would already have a slave. I said, “Please. You won’t be sorry. You have nothing to lose.”

She stopped to say hi to someone else briefly, and then she said, “Well. It is another mouth to feed, and someone to worry about. I don’t know you. And your quirks... And whatever.”

I said, “I don’t have any quirks. I just want to do whatever you want me to do.” She waved hi to another model. She said, “OK. I can tell that you really want it... Let me introduce you to your sister slave.” I thought to myself, “YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!” I was psyched. I was hoping so badly this other slave would accept me and like me.

Nikki introduced me to her slave, Maddie. Maddie seemed surprised and maybe disappointed. Nikki told Maddie, “Let her know what’s like, expected of her and stuff,” and Nikki went back to socializing.

It was an awkward conversation, like you would expect out of two slaves meeting for the first time. She said, “It’s fine. Don’t worry about it. It’s not like I have a choice in the matter,” and we both nervously laughed.

Maddie said, “She’s really strict with me. I really am her slave for life. There was a long contract I had to sign... It’s strict. She can literally do whatever she wants to me... I mean, she doesn’t beat me or anything, but she can if she decides she wants to.” I was just listening to her. She asked, “Are you sure you want to do this?”

I didn’t even give myself a chance to think about it further. I just said, “Yeah. I love Nikki. I promise I’ll be so cool. And I’ll totally respect that you were her slave first.” I was way too excited that I was about to embark on a long life as a slave. But that was probably the kind of spirit that I was expected to have for this, so I didn’t try to hide it.

After two weeks of what I would call slave orientation and everybody getting to know each other, Nikki told me that she formally accepts me as her slave. Maddie wasn’t joking about the long contract. It was serious, had a lot of small print, and it was for real. I didn’t even understand what I was reading because it seemed to have been written by a lawyer.

In a really friendly, charismatic way, Nikki tried to explain the contract to me. First she said, “This is mainly to protect me. Since I’m a public figure. Maddie signed the same thing." I looked at this long contract and I did feel the pressure of Nikki sitting next to me, looking at me and smiling. I said, “Um. Is there anything crazy in here that I should know about?”

She acted like she was thinking, and then she said, “I mean. You’re agreeing to be my property for the rest of your life... And that is transferrable. You will serve anybody who I tell you to... I will be leaving you to somebody else in my will, and I haven’t decided who that is yet... But hopefully, I’m going to live a long, amazing life, right?” I was nodding my head. She asked, “You’re going to help make my life long and amazing, right?” I replied, “Yes, Mistress. Of course!”

I signed the contract and I proudly considered myself Nikki’s slave for life. She gave me a hug and I felt appreciated by her. The hug felt amazing and I felt like today was the best day of my life.

This wasn’t really the relevant part of the story. I’m just letting you know how I got involved in this in the first place.

See, Nikki was one of the top models for probably the top lingerie company in the world. This lingerie company was trying so hard to be woke and trans-friendly that they made their popular transgender model into the CEO of the company. Yes, the board of directors invited this woman to have full control of operations, and get a huge salary too.

And it WAS a very trans-friendly move. Gay people around the world rejoiced. She was beyond a hero to millions of people. There were plenty of haters too, as you can imagine.

I knew that all the top models were kissing the new CEO’s ring. I didn’t know much about this, or the depth of it. But apparently, the other top models were scrambling to “kiss the ring” of this new CEO. She was in complete control of hiring, firing, whether you got that catalogue cover, whether you were on that billboard, and everything else in this high stakes, big money operation.

And I hadn’t been thinking much about any of that. That is, until Nikki sat her slaves down for a talk. There was a third female slave now and I had been a slave for about a year.

Nikki started off by saying that her career was essential to her and it was absolutely necessary for her to stay on top as a model. She went on to explain that three slaves had been a lot for her, and she felt like it was more than she needed at this time. Nikki said that one of us would make the perfect gift because the CEO didn’t have a slave. Nikki was going to offer one of us to the new transgender CEO!

Nikki really only cared about herself. That was something I had to be mentally prepared for when I agreed to be her slave. Her slaves were just slaves to her. Even though, Nikki had such a heart of gold. She was so cool and amazing in every way. I couldn’t even imagine getting smacked by her.

It was a solemn mood among the three slaves. But it didn’t last long because Nikki brought us before the CEO that same day. Nikki lined us up in front of the CEO and said, “You know I have always been a huge fan of yours. And I really look forward to working for you moving forward. As a congratulations gift, I would like to offer you a very special gift... I would like you to have your choice of one of my three slaves.”

The CEO said, “Oh my God. Nikki. That is such a thoughtful gift!” She got up and came closer to us, looking closer at the slaves. She sarcastically said, “Nikki. You shouldn’t have.”

Nikki said, “I have these girls completely under control and under contract. They are perfectly docile and ready to accept your every command.” The CEO said, “Wait. Do any of you girls have a problem having sex with me? I mean like, any time I want to?” The slaves were all kind of looking at the ground, hoping not to get picked by her. We all quietly said, “No, Ma’am.”

The CEO said, “Not to be like, freaky. But I just want to know what I’m getting into here. I’ve never had a slave before. So seriously, no matter what I want to do to you sexually, it is fine?” The slaves all said, “Yes, Ma’am.” The CEO looked us up and down some more, and without any further discussion she pointed at me, and said, “That one.”

I thought, “Oh my God! Fuck my life! I had only served Nikki for a year!” But I didn’t dare show any kind of discontent. Nikki said, “Normally, you do a trial period to make sure she’s really a match for you. And if everything is cool, I’ll transfer her paperwork to you. I’m sure she’ll make a fine addition to your life.”

I never went back to Nikki’s house again. That was it. I was a gift. A freaking gift! Like Merry freaking Christmas. I had a new Mistress! It was a huge shock for me, but I embraced it. I knew that was what Nikki wanted and expected me to do.

I was afraid of the unknown. I thought, “Who is this powerful chick and what is she going to do with me?” I knew of her already from her modeling, and I was a fan. I was a fan of all the models who worked for this company though.

She seemed to be in a great mood. She said, “Well this day is really going well for me.” She got right into her role as my Mistress like she had plenty of experience with it. She said, “I’m going to find plenty of uses for you.” She took her skirt off, and started playing with her penis. She said, “Let me see your blowjob skills.”

I said, “I have to warn you. I have never done that before.” She said, “Wait. You have never sucked a dick before? In your entire life??” I replied, “No, Mistress.” She asked, “No vaginal intercourse?” I replied, “No, Mistress.” She said, “Oh, so you really ARE going to be personally mine?” and she laughed. She continued, “No, I like that. It’s a good thing.” She had been playing with herself while she spoke to me, and she was completely erect now.

I looked at this cock and I was like, “What the heck? You have to be kidding me. How is she possibly that large? Her bulge is so reasonable when she models swimwear and lingerie!” I mean, she was clearly packing, but I had no idea she would be this well-endowed. No, I didn’t have much to compare her to, but my new Mistress had a really, REALLY nice cock.

I tried my best to blow her. And it was turning me on. A lot, actually. I was happy. She was big for me so I really focused on the head of her cock. I kissed and sucked on the head. She started to lose her erection a little and she told me to stand up. 

She started playing with my vagina. She slipped a finger in there and said, “Yeah, this is too tight. Jesus Christ. She squeezed two fingers in me and started fucking me slowly with them. It felt great but
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