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My pleasant rest was interrupted by the ringing of an annoying alarm. Morning, how irritating. My hazy eyes glanced upwards to catch the faint glimmer of light which was shining into the room, striking across my vision. I get the picture world, I get the picture; it’s time to get up.

Slowly I dragged my body up from the sheets, still feeling half asleep, stretching my arms upwards to try and coax my body into action. I pulled myself out of my bed and slowly plodded forwards, but then I was stopped by a sudden and concerning revelation; I didn’t recognize this room.

The door wasn’t where I remembered it being. I don’t remember having this furniture, this layout and that wasn’t the bed I usually slept in. Where the hell was I?

That question quickly became who the hell was I. I took a glance into the full length mirror on the door of the cupboard. I was the male CEO of a successful company so why was a young woman staring back at me in the mirror?

I rubbed the sand from my eyes to try and clear away the haze from my vision so I could have a better look. There she was looking back at me. Long legs, fine curves and pretty breasts peeking below flowing brown locks.

Glancing downwards I didn’t see my usual sight, that of a well toned, manly man. I saw the same figure that the mirror had revealed to me, that of a pretty girl and the touch of my wandering hands confirmed all the same.

Panicked I looked back into the mirror and caught a hint of something I’d failed to notice earlier than this. She looked a lot like Victoria, a woman who worked under me at my company.

What the hell was going on here?


I was out of breath by the time I’d arrived at my office. Running in a woman’s body wasn’t as easy as it had been in mine, even if I was wearing sneakers. There was no way I was going to be caught trying to move around in heels. At least Victoria had suits that came with pants, I didn’t want to be caught dressing as a woman.

Pushing my door open was the sight I was both hoping to and not to see at the same time for different reasons. It was me, well my body, but not actually me.

“You're late today sugartits,” I said to myself.

“That’s you isn’t it Victoria? Just what the hell have you done?”

I, well not me the other me who wasn’t really me, smirked as he leant over his desk, locking his fingers together.

“Not calling me sugartits for once are we Michael? Or sexy? Or hotstuff?”

I was right, it really was her. Those where the pet names I usually referred to her as, that pretty much confirmed it.

“Cut the crap Victoria, what did you to do me?”

“Isn’t it obvious Michael? I switched our minds around. Actually, it’d be easier to think of it as a body swap. Now I’m in your body and you’re in mine.”

“No, that’s impossible.”

“Is it Michael? Are you really going to say that while looking at yourself talking to you like this?”

Damn she had a point. How could I claim this was impossible when it was exactly what was happening? There was no doubt that Victoria was speaking to me from her body and I was in hers.

“How is this possible?”

“Do you really care the ins and outs of how I did this or do you really just want me to change us back?”

“Of course that’s what I want!” I yelled out in Victoria’s girlish voice, “Change me back right now.”

A voice called out from behind my back, “Is everything okay sir?” It was Rachel, my secretary. She must have heard me yell out after seeing me storm in in the first place. I opened my mouth to respond but I was cut off before I could manage it.

“Everything’s fine Rachel. Please close the door behind you, me and Miss. Victoria are simply having a personal discussion.”

The way that Rachel obeyed her instructions meant that this wasn’t just some small trick, everyone really saw us this way right now and believed we were each other.

“You’ve had enough fun,” I snarled out, “Change me back right now.”

“No,” she said firmly, “I don’t want to.”

“Right now Victoria, change me back right now!”

“Or what? Are you going to tell somebody what I’ve done? And you think they’ll believe you and not think you’ve gone completely crazy?”

I clicked my tongue. I hated to admit it but she was right there. What would anybody do if I claimed my subordinate had switched bodies with me and was stealing my identity? They’d throw me in a nuthouse.

“Come on Victoria, just change me back. I haven’t done anything to deserve this.”

“Not done anything?” she snickered out, “Is that what you think? You think the sexist nicknames for me where fine? The constant advances? Groping my ass whenever you could? Refusing to promote me just because I was a woman who wouldn’t do that to you? You think it’s fine being a sexist pig?”

She was completely throwing it out of proportion. Sure I slapped her ass a bit and made some jokes but she’s a woman, she needs to expect this to happen in a male driven industry.

“Fine I’m sorry, I’ll never do it again. I’ve learnt my lesson. Now turn me back.”

“Oh yes Michael, that makes up for all of it. I’ll turn you back this instant,” sarcasm dripping from every word.

“Dammit this isn’t funny.”

“It is to me and that’s why you’ll be staying like this for a week.”

“What!?” I shouted out, my fists trembling in anger.

“Here is my offer to you. For this next week you’ll be serving as my personal assistant, doing everything I ask of you. If you manage to make it through the full week obeying all of my orders then I’ll turn you back. If you don’t I think I can manage living as a successful, rich, businessman for the rest of my life.”

She had me completely on the ropes. I had no idea how she’d done this and even less idea how to turn myself back. I didn’t want to live the rest of my life as some chick.

“And how do I know you’re going to turn me back after a week?”

“You don’t, but what choice do you have right now? Unless you prefer being a woman that is.”

Being between a rock and a hard place still wasn’t a strong enough metaphor to describe how fucked I was right now. This really was the worst.

“Fine, we have a deal,” I growled out, completely pissed off.

“I’m glad you accepted as I made sure to bring you a wardrobe change. Here is your new uniform.”

Victoria, still in my own damn body, reached into her desk and brought out a packet of clothing in a plastic bag. I pulled the outfit out and was mortified of the sight before my eyes.

“You seriously can’t be expecting me to wear something like this.”

“Of course I can, I’m your boss now, at least for the next week anyway and I expected to be treated as such so remember to refer to me as sir.”

This outfit would make me the laughing stock of the entire office. It was too shameful to be seen wearing something like this.

“But this outfit, it’s too revealing.”
 

“Hey get over it. After a week nobody will even know any of this happened to you but me and after what I’m doing to you using my own body there is no way I’m sticking around here.”

That was also true. Once I was turned back it was Victoria who everybody would remember being the one to wear this uniform, I’d be able to safely go back to my position of power and dominance.

“Fine, for fuck sake. Now where am I supposed to change?”

“What did I tell you to call me?”

I sighed, I also enjoyed making my subordinates use that name with me. “Where am I supposed to change, sir.”

“Much better,” she laughed as she clapped her hands together. “Well right here will do.”

“What!?”

“Oh yes, you must be so concerned showing me my own naked body.”

I clicked my tongue again, she was making a fool out of me. She was right, this was her body after all, nothing she’d not seen before. I began to undress out of my current outfit, throwing off the blazer before unbuttoning the dress shirt to strip myself down into her birthday suit.

I heard her laughing again as I took off my top, “You didn’t even decide to wear a bra did you?”

“Of course not,” I snapped at her, “I’m still a guy, I’m not suddenly going to wear a bra by choice.”

“Does that mean you went commando today as well?”

I ignored her teasing, the teasing which came from my own body with my own voice. This was the worst. I flicked off the shoes and pulled the pants down, revealing my pantiless body as I dressed down fully naked.

“To think usually you’d be over the moon to have a naked girl in your office.”

Ignorance was bliss, I couldn’t be putting up with her annoying teasing, trying to make me angry. I was already furious, she didn’t need to pile on anymore.

Annoyingly putting on this new uniform felt even more shameful than stripping out of her modest suit outfit. This outfit was beyond humiliating.

“Do I have to wear all of it?”

“Do I have to wear all of it sir, say it again.”

“Do I have to wear all of it, sir?” I drolled out, rolling my eyes.

“Of course you do, I don’t want to waste your money after all.”

Awful. The outfit consisted of a small, grey, mini skirt which hardly covered the ass and nearly revealed the pussy and all I was being given for underwear was a bright pink thong which formed a clear whale tail around my exposed stomach.

For my upper body it was a push up bra of matching colour which pushed those breasts I was now sporting together to show off a whole lotta cleavage I didn’t want to be revealing. All I got to hide that under was a crop, sleeveless, dress shirt with the top buttons all missing meaning there was no way to hide the vast busty sight.

“Hey sugartits,” that body possessing witch called out to me, scooping up a pair of pink heels in her fingers, “Don’t forget about these.”

Like it couldn’t have gotten any worse, “How do you expect me to walk in heels this big?”

“Hey if others can manage them I expect you to do the same.”

“But I’m a guy!”

“You don’t look much like one right now.”

She was clearly enjoying this, I hated her. When I got through this week I was going to make her life a hell. I wouldn’t even let her escape.

I pulled on the towering heels, leaning onto my desk for support as I didn’t have the experience to be balancing around on girlish, pink heels which looked to be around six inches in height. Even once they were actually fitted trying to move onto a vertical basis was beyond a pain, I felt like I was going to fall constantly.

Victoria clapped her hands and snickered, “Now don’t you look sexy? I’m sure this is the kinda outfit you wish you’d gotten me into a long time ago.”

“This is humiliating.”

“It is, and that’s what makes it so funny. Now go get me a coffee. Two sugars. Lots of milk. And don’t spill a drop.”

I tried to take a step forward on these heels and I already felt like I was going to timber down to the side at any moment. This was impossible, moving on these things was completely impossible. A few steps later I did actually stumble down onto my hands and knees.

“I can’t do this,” I whined, “It’s impossible!”

“You haven’t even made it to the door yet. Now you will go and get me a coffee today and you will not stop, rest or think about anything else until you’ve done it or I’m going to be keeping this body for longer. Do I make myself clear?”

Damn she was using my own authoritative voice right back at me. Even I was feeling overwhelmed.

“Yes…”

“What was that?”

“Yes sir.”

I didn’t have a choice in the matter. I had to try and manage. Rachel gave me a strange look when I came out of my own office in the slutty outfit, clinging onto the door as I struggled around on heels.

“So this is what the yelling was about then?”

I nodded. Even my own staff now saw me as this slutty girl, how shameful.

“Yeah, can you help me get some coffee.”

“No can do, already got a message from the boss saying nobody is allowed to help you this week.”

“Wait, a message?”

“Yeah, the boss sent an email out earlier saying you were his assistant for the week and we aren’t to give you any help.”

Dammit, not only does she have me doing this she’s also told everyone in the damn company about it too. That bitch is completely evil.

“Well I don’t need any help,” I growled, pulling myself across the wall to the kitchen, “I can do it myself.”

I was putting up a strong from but doing it myself was actually not going to be the easiest task in the world seeing as I could barely move without using the walls for balance. Getting to the kitchen itself was tricky enough, my hands holding the walls while my feet struggled on the tall heels. The short distance I had to move in was my only ally.

As I was making the cup of coffee I noticed that Rachel had followed after me and was watching me make the drink.

“I thought you weren’t going to help me?”

“I’m not, I’ve been told to keep an eye on you to make sure you don’t spill any.”

Victoria was really taking this too far. Sure I made a few sexist remarks to her but that doesn’t make me a bad person. I made them at Rachel too but she didn’t do anything like this.

Luckily I could manage just standing there in place so making a drink wasn’t the most difficult thing once I’d gathered everything together but as soon as I tried to move the drink spilt everywhere.

“You spilt it, you have to do it again.”

“I know, I know, don’t remind me,” I snarled as I went and poured another cup. This bit was easy, but as I tried to move it just spilled all over the place.

“You did it again.”

“I know for fuck sake, let me do it.”

If she had to remind me every time the cup toppled to the side and spilt half the contents it was going to be a headache heavy day.

The more I had to try doing this idiotic task the more used I got to balancing on the heels, no longer toppling the cup every time I moved. But still these were six inch heels on somebody who had never worn heels before; on somebody who was really a guy.

Even when I got to the point where I no longer just spilling the drink everywhere, I was still shaking from side to side, making the contents of the cup splash out and Rachel was in no mood to be tested.

“That was a spillage.”

“It was only a few drops.”

“It doesn’t matter, you have to start over.”

Spilling on the way back to my office was the worst as it meant I then had to stumble all the way back just to start making another brew for myself. Not the real me of course, that’s been established.

I was on the edge after spending over an hour just trying to get a simple coffee back to my office without spilling it everywhere, balancing it on one hand while the other used the wall as a support. I was glad I didn’t close the door behind me or I really would have hit a dead end.

“Here it is,” I grunted, finally making it into the room, “One coff-ah!”

Suddenly my leg was swiped from under me, sending me tumbling down onto my front, spilling my drink everywhere. There was only one person around who could have possibly done that. I took a quick glance behind me and there was Rachel with a wide grin across her face.

“Oops, look like you spilled it again. That’s too bad sugartits.”

The way she was looking down at me, the way that she was treating me. She never liked me enough to obey me to such a level which meant there was only one explanation. She knew.

“Wait, she knows?” I cried out to Victoria who snickered down to me.

“Of course she does, we worked on this together. It’s funny how two women can bond together so strongly over the subject of what a sexist pig their boss is.”

“You should have seen him trying to move around in those heels. It was hilarious.”

The two laughed together as my fists quivered in rage, this damn body I was stuck in rocking.

“Don’t worry Michael this doesn’t change our arrangement. As long as you obey us we’ll change you back in one week’s time. Hey Rach, you want a drink too?”

“I think that those poor workers in your department are probably more deserving of a brew right about now. How about we have him go and make drinks for them instead?”

“Good idea, let’s do that.”

I shook my head sharply, “There is no way.”

“Everything we say or you’re staying that way. You have no choice, accept this.”

I swallowed up my anger. Being under the control of these two sadists. This was the worst.


The eyes of all the men on the floor were on me as I walked down into the office wearing the small, slutty outfit. This was so demeaning, I was a man I shouldn’t be stared at with such perverse eyes. I could even hear the men whispering between themselves.

“So that email wasn’t a lie then? Vicky’s really a personal assistant for the next week?”
 

“That’s no personal assistant, that’s a whore.”

I was going to have to make some changes to the staff when I got my body back but right now I had to fulfill the conditions to get that body back.

Standing in the middle of the office I called out, “Does anybody want me to get them a drink?”

Rachel had even been sent down to watch me to check that I was doing everything as instructed. These girls were total monsters.

“Hey me, I want one.”

“Yeah get me a brew too.”

“Do you know what we take?”

“You gonna write this down?”

It was overwhelming. Was this what it was like to work in a normal office? There was no way, they were just doing this because I was dressed as a complete slut. They could all definitely see my ass everytime I moved.

Getting a list of what everybody wanted was the easy part. Actually making the drinks wasn’t much harder. Getting the drinks back to those who wanted them? That was the nightmare. It was a different ball game from the short, simple, walk to my office. This was a long, dangerous maze filled with obstacles.

When I actually managed to waddle on in between the cubicles without spilling coffee or tea everywhere it wasn’t uncommon for me to get a firm slap on the behind, making me spill everything anyway.

“Stop it,” I snarled the first time my rear was slap but he just laughed it off.

“Hey if you dress like a whore you’re gonna get treated like one.”

He wasn’t kidding. My ass was groped, slapped, pinched. They were relentless. My ass was not their pincushion.

Every time I tried to rest or checked with Rachel to see if my work was finally done she simply commanded me to do even more, forcing me into hours of serving as a sluttily dressed tea lady for the room filled with these pigs. Couldn’t they keep their hands off me?

Having to do such work, fending off their gropes while balancing on such tall heels, it was completely exhausting both physically and mentally, and there was enough going on around this to add on the extra weight. Then there were the complains around the office.

“Hey I haven’t got my drink yet.”

“I asked for coffee, this is tea.”

“Come on what’s the hold up you useless bitch.”

It was overwhelming, I couldn’t handle it. I was used to being in control. I was the boss, everyone obeyed me and respected me but this, it was too different; I couldn’t cope. I collapsed onto my knees in tears.

“Quiet I’m trying my best here!”

They were all stunned at my sudden outburst as I whimpered down on the ground, drawing the attention of everyone in the office. Not being able to do something and being so harshly put down for it, it had gotten to me so strongly.

“Come on Vicky we didn’t mean to make you cry.”

“Hey stop it, we’re sorry.”

“No,” Rachel interrupted, arms folded tightly, “She isn’t off the hook yet. The boss wants her to apologize to all the men she didn’t get the right drink for by giving them a complementary blowjob.”

It was safe to say that that I wasn’t pleased with such a revelation. I whined out down from my kneeling position.

“You can’t expect me to do that, I’m a guy!”

Such an out there statement to those who weren’t in the know about the situation.

“What is she talking about?”

“Has she gone hysterical?”

“Ignore her,” Rachel demanded, “It’s a direct order from the boss. Someone plug her mouth up before she makes anymore noise.”

Sadly for me we weren’t short of people eager to fill this mouth up. Victoria was a good looking woman after all, it’s why I’d made advances on the past and now here was her body, dressed like a slut and you’re being ordered to let her suck you off It was no wonder they were so up for it.

“Well I’ll go first,” a man declared as he took a step forward, zipping his fly open as he plunged his erect rod into my mouth, hands grasping around my head.

It felt disgusting to have my mouth filled up with a cock. Deep down I was still a guy, I wasn’t mean for sucking dick like this but my body was too weak to be able to push him back and I couldn’t get my head around the notion of biting down; there was no way I could do that.

I gagged as he thrusted his cock into my throat, his lap slapping off my lips as he gripped me tight and drilled his thickness deep into my mouth, his meat pole starting to throb within the slobbery confines of my mouth.

It didn’t take long before I could feel his hot, foul stinking sperm spraying down into my throat, giving me a mouthful of his sticky seed.

“Hey did you cum already?”

“I couldn’t help it, her mouth feels so good.”

“Let me try it next.”

As soon as the first cock was pulled from my lips it was replaced with another, my hot, slobbery mouth being filled up with a hard, slab of meat. The man began to moan as he had his way with my mouth, making me splutter drool all down myself.

“I can’t believe I get to have a blowjob from Victoria,” he grunted as he thrust his dick firmly into my mouth.

My drooling eyes opened and caught the scene that was around me. All the other men in the office had already unbuckled their pants or opened their flies and now had their dicks exposed, stroking them off over me, getting warmed up for me. If they knew who I really was I bet they wouldn’t have those same erections.

Another splurt of cum shot into my mouth as the orgasm raced out and filled me up with the thick cream. I knew what was coming too as soon as he pulled out, his cock being replaced with another. Some of the creeps even took a hold of my brown hair and began to use it to stroke their lengths; even I wasn’t into this.

The men continued to take turns using my mouth and complimenting me about how good it felt, how good I was. A small part of me couldn’t help being pleased that they’d stopped yelling at me and were finally acknowledging me, even if I’d rather be acknowledged for something else.

There were around thirty men on this floor and I hadn’t done a very good job preparing the drinks which meant a lot of cocks taking turns in my mouth.

Each of them took it in turn using my mouth to get themselves off, thrusting inside my hot, wet insides and spraying out their seed, leaving me coughing and gagging as the stickiness trickled down into my throat while some of them even pulled out and let the cum splash across my features.

It was hours until I was finally finished with my services as most of the men didn’t just go once, they came back for seconds or thirds and my body didn’t have the strength to push them off; I was helpless.

“I’m completely spent. Who knew Victoria was such a good cocksucker?”

“I know, I’ve never came before so much in my life.”

“We should do this more often.”

My hair was a mess and my body felt sticky from being covered in so many loads, my insides as well. Being on my knees for so long had caused my body to ache, it was hard to even stand back up, especially with these heels back on. The men observed me helplessly shaking from side to side on the floor.

“Something wrong Victoria?”

I gave him the cold shoulder, turning my head away sharply.

“Come on Vicky you can tell us, what’s up?”

“I can’t stand up,” I sighed out, embarrassed, ashamed. But they didn’t mock me like Rachel or Victoria would have, instead they hooked their hands under my arms and helped me up onto my feet. “I thought you guys weren’t supposed to help me?”

“Oh come on Vicky, after that you think we wouldn’t help you?”

“Yeah you made us all feel really good, you’re the best.”

The workers had never shown such enthusiasm to me before, but then I’d never been a skimpily dressed girl sucking them off before either. I even felt my cheeks glow softly, shit what was happening to me?

Rachel was on hand to spoil the mood though. “Hey come on Vicky, the boss wants you back at her office, on the double.”

It was even harder to walk than before, my legs felt like jelly and my balance was completely shot, but the men of the office were willing to offer their services to me, holding me up so that I could slowly wobble myself over to the elevator.

“Hey good luck with the boss, hope he doesn’t chew you out too bad.”

“Yeah, thanks…”

“Later Vicky.”

The men waved to me as I made my way into the elevator with Rachel. It was so embarrassing to do those slutty things with those men and to then get treated like a princess by them. I think I enjoyed it more than I should. It was certainly more enjoyable than being stuck with Rachel who made bitchy remarks from behind me.

“Whore, slut, trollop.”

She wasn’t the only sadist who I had to watch out for though, there was another waiting within my own body who I’m sure had loved what I’d just been doing. Walking back into my office with a face covered in the remnants of cum wasn’t a memory I was going to treasure.

“Oh here she is, the little whore,” Victoria mocked, still in my body.

“I’m only doing this because I don’t have a choice. In one week I’ll have my body back and you two are finished.”

“Yes but what a week it’ll be, a week where you’ll be getting a lot of action. See you’re going to spend the next few days back in my department, letting those men use you in any and every sexual way that they want.”

“And that means more than just blowjobs,” a snickering Rachel made sure to include.

“I’d be eager to try this whole man business myself,” Victoria declared, “But I really don’t want to touch you when you’re looking like… that. Disgusting. Go home, take a shower and then report back here first thing in the morning. Don’t even think about trying to cut off everywhere or this body belongs to me for good.”

I gritted my teeth together and snarled out an answer, “Yes.”

“What was that?”


“Yes sir.”

“Much better, now get out of my sight, you smell disgusting.”

Ashamed I left my office, still stuck in this goddamn body knowing that tomorrow was not going to be any more pleasant than today.


Did I really have to put up with this? I was back in the office, dressed up like a slut with the eyes of all of the men in the department staring at me with lewd desires and after yesterday they knew I was somebody capable of fulfilling them.

“Hey Victoria, I got hard from your sexy outfit, how about a quick blowjob?”

The instructions had been clear, I had to do anything that they asked me to do. For the next few days I was going to be ‘raising the morale’ of everybody on the floor which meant when someone asked me to suck them off I had to respond with:

“Fine, let’s get it over with.”

I kneeled back down, able to take the pressure off those damn heels, the worker feeding his cock into my mouth as he ran his fingers through my hair, grunting as he thrust in and out of my throat.

“Oh god Vicky, I’ll never be able to get enough of your throat.”

I couldn’t say the same about his cock as he thrusted into me awkwardly, already throbbing from the feeling of my hot, wet mouth wrapped around his girth, the explosion of cum soon following, spraying thick ropes down towards my stomach.

As his cock left my drooling lips another man pushed forward with his dick in hand.

“How am I supposed to concentrate on work after seeing something like that?”

He buried his dick into me without allowing me to have a break, energetically pumping himself back and forth as he tried to use my mouth to get himself off. There is no denying it, right now everybody thinks of me as the office slut and I’m certainly playing the part; that isn’t my fault though, I don’t have a choice.

Another orgasm was shot into my throat, filling me up with another bitter load of semen, staining across my tongue and leaving my body shivering. Why did cum have to be so damn thick and hard to swallow and why did us men have to like when women swallow so much? Making me do that every time, the pigs.

That’s how they began to treat me, not as a colleague but as a sex friend, casually slapping me on the ass before proposing something sexual to me.

“Come on let me use your pussy, I’m dying to go here.”

“No, I’m giving you handjobs, blowjobs and I even gave a titjob, that’s plenty to get you off.”

“Come on Vicky, you’re dressed so sexy, you can’t tease us like this.”

“Do you know how much cum I’ve swallowed? You think this is teasing?”

“Vicky come on, let us use your pussy.”

“Yeah do it, we don’t wanna miss this chance.”

“Don’t be a tease.”

There were some lines that I did not want to cross. Even a guy could give a blowjob if he wanted to, I just never wanted to and still do not. But being fucked in the pussy is solely something for girls and I was still one hundred percent a guy.

And then Rachel joined in with the conversation from her moderating role around the office.

“Victoria, the deal?”

I clicked my tongue, these stupid bitches having my nuts in a clamp. They’ve already gone this far and happily enjoyed all that has happened to me so far I have no doubts that their threats are very much real. No pussy might equal nobody.

“Fine, I’ll do it.”

“You really mean it?” the men gasped out. Seems even they thought they were just pushing their luck.

“Sure, I’m.. hey!”

One of the men pushed me down against one of the cubicles as he helped raise up that skirt that didn’t need much assistance and gripped his fingers into the thong which was all which stood as a shield between my modesty and the bare air, peeling them down to expose my naked pussy.

Several pairs of hands reached down to grope along my body, my thighs being rubbed, my ass being grabbed and my pussy being spread open. I’d been so distracted by all of this silly business I hadn’t even gotten to look at it. A man who hadn’t even inspected his own pussy when turned into a woman, the shame I bring.

“Look how pink it is.”

“Is she a virgin?”


“What, don’t be stupid. She’s not a teenager.”

“Plus you’ve seen what a slut she is, she’s probably had hundreds of men already.”

Fingertips stroked along my pussy lining, caressing along my labia as I growled down to the perverts.

“Stop inspecting me like some sort of prize animal.”

“Yeah you’re right, we shouldn’t waste time.”

The fingertips were replaced with a bulbous cockhead which fitted against my cunt, causing a squirm to shoot through my slender figure.

“Wait, I’m not mentally prepared yet,” I squealed down to them but it fell on deaf ears as he thrusted his hips forwards and penetrated me, filling me up with his fat dick.

“Ooo, it’s so good!” he grunted out as he sunk in deep, spreading open my soft, hot tightness with his long, thick shaft.

Once he’d finished getting the first taste of my pussy with his bottoming thrust he began to work his hips forward and back, stirring my insides around his thickness with accelerated movements back and forth, making our bodies clap together with a small slap of flesh meeting flesh.

Something happened to my body when the cock was inside of me. I began to shiver, uncontrollably, and my mind began to race. I heated up, my heart fluttered and I began to leak juices down below. What was this? What was happening? Was this what it felt like to be a woman?

This was a completely different feeling to having a cock, to sex or masturbation. When his cock grinded over just the right spot it sent a twitch of pleasure shooting up through my nerves, dragging the pleasure throughout my body.

I moaned out as he thrust his manhood deep into me over and over, plundering the very depths of my tight, velvet soft insides, using me as the slut I was dressed as.

“I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum in this tight pussy,” he moaned out as his cock throbbed, orgasm building up. We weren’t using protection, his seed was going to unload deep inside of me.

Hot ropes of cum came spraying out, unloading into my pussy with thick seed being followed by another packed rope, filling me up with a potent, heavy orgasm which seemed to go on forever but that was just because I was caught up in the moment with my senses on high alert.

I’d never felt anything like it, being fucked and flooded with cum. It left my body panting out, legs quivering and my insides throbbed to attention.

“Woah did you really cum inside of her?”


“I couldn’t help it, her pussy kept clamping down me, it was amazing.”

“Wow she must really have the pussy of a slut.”

Victoria was the one who had set all this up, maybe she was a total slut after all. It would certainly explain why my body felt so hot all of a sudden.

“Well I’m going next.”

“Hey you ain’t even gonna clean her up?”

I didn’t have much time to rest as soon as I was being entered all over again, hands grasping onto my hips, holding me tight, a throbbing erection being inserted deep into my quivering cunt.

A girlish scream was unleashed from my lips, a hot moan which tickled the ears. How could someone like me let out a noise like that? It was unbelievable.

My breaths flowed out in hot, heavy, pants as my face was flushed up a bright shade of red as the thick meat was thrust deep into my dripping insides, my toes curling up as my dainty feet shook from side to side just off the ground, the trickle of juices running down my inner thighs.

One of the works pressed a thumb down onto my bottom lip, pushing my mouth down as he forced me to drool downwards, snickering at my lewd expression.

“Look at her face, she’s really into this. I had no idea you were such a slut Vicky.”

“If you think her face is good you should actually try putting it inside, her pussy is amazing. It’s clamping down every time I try and pull back.”

I felt like I was going to go mad. I was a guy, I wasn’t supposed to know the feeling of getting fucked in the pussy and here I was, reveling in it.

“Hey,” Rachel called out, watching all of this with a stoney face, making her look out of place surrounded by all this debauchery, “If you really want to make her moan then think about her needs too. Rub her nipples, her clit.”

She didn’t need to be giving them pointers for me, I didn’t want these pigs to have instructions to go off but they ate them up and let their fingers caress across my sensitive spots; it sent my body into overdrive.

My back arched as my hips bucked back into the fingers grinding around my clit, a hot moan shuddering from my quivering lips. That was amazing, all these touches were making my insides flutter. I didn’t know there was more to all this, it felt like my body was going to melt.

The look on my face grew even sluttier as the sensations of pleasure bubbled up inside of me. I could feel something coming, rocking me from my core.

As the man sprayed his seed out, unleashing his cum inside of me, my body exploded into an orgasm, running from my fingers to my toes in a full body explosion which washed pleasure over me. It was incredible, it was nothing like the orgasms I was used to as a guy. Did all women feel this way?

I was drawn out of a trance by meaty fingers squeezing hold of my chin, raising my head upwards.

“Look how slutty her face got. She’s totally loving it.”

He was right, the pleasure was too much for me. I couldn’t win against the power of the female body. I wasn’t used to such intense orgasms or such wonderful waves of pleasure. I was going completely crazy.


“Two hours late sugartits. Do you think that’s acceptable?” Victoria scolded as I walked into my office and got told off by my own body sitting in my spot. She was getting carried away.

“No sir,” I drolled out. I didn’t really want to confess the fact I went to bed too late last night because I was busy masturbating into the early hours of the morning. Unfortunately for me I didn’t need to.

“He reeks of sweat and sex. He was probably up all night masturbating.”

I scowled back to Rachel who successfully managed to decipher the situation. She’d really be a pain in my side these last few days.

“Not even denying it. Seems all men really are perverts, even when they get into the body of a woman. I hope you haven’t been doing anything weird to my body Michael.”

“If you’re so concerned we could always swap back right now.”

“Oh very funny. With such quick wits it’s no wonder you got so far in the business world and still you serve as a whore for all your staff. What a dedicated boss.”

The sarcasm was just dripping from this conversation. I’d already seen enough of Victoria's certain brand of humour to last me a lifetime.

“Well I’ve already been a good boss, some employees just couldn’t appreciate it properly.”

Two could play at this childish game.

“Sorry Michael but we’re not just here for fun and games. Sadly I take rules very seriously and do not like to see them broken, especially not by my own personal assistant. I think that some discipline is in order. Now bend over.”

“Huh?”

Victoria rose up from her seat sharply, slapping the palms of her hands across the desk, “Bend over the desk now and raise your ass now slut!”

I was going to argue back but she was glaring at me with such intent, I didn’t know I had such a fierce face when I was angry. She was serious and I knew that right now I had to do what I was told; I needed my body back.

I pushed my body across the desk top, my cheek pressed downwards as my hips pushed up, the short dress slipping along the curve of my ass to expose itself in my small, slutty, pink thong.

The two women, one of them still claiming my body as her own, observed me from behind. I could feel their gazes piercing into my round ass.

“Rachel, how many hours did sugartits here show up late today?”

“About two hours.”

“How many minutes exactly?”

“One hundred and nine minutes.”

“That’s a long time to be late. I think it’s only right to give a reasonable punishment for such a long length of time.”

“Say a hundred and nine spanks?”

“Exactly.”

Their conversation of course took my attention, my head rising up as I gasped out, “Wait, what?”

The response I got was a firm hand being slapped across my backside. Victoria had spanked me firmly across my exposed rump. Using my own body to spank my current form, how shameful.

I liked to keep my body in a good condition so despite being an office guy I still had considerable muscles and strength which mean a slap onto my now soft ass was going to leave me glowing a stinging shade of pink and letting out a whine.

“One,” Victoria said as she observed my glowing booty, “Could you keep count for me Rachel?”

“Couldn’t we get it to count?”

“Please, we can’t even trust him to get here on time. I doubt he’d be able to handle counting.”

She used her other hand to hold down my lower back as she slapped across my backside again, making my cheeks jiggle from the firmness of her spank.

“Two,” Rachel counted out loud, my body already feeling the effects, and there were still one hundred and seven to go!

“Stop, please. You can’t seriously expect to go through with this,” I begged, trying to end this sanity.

“I do expect,” Victoria declared, “And I will go through with this.”

Another firm spank was delivered to my round ass, her large, masculine hand being the ideal shape to engulf my behind with a meaty palm which left a red imprint engraved down into my softness, sending a wince of pain running through my body, leaving me whining, and this was still only number three.

Things didn’t start to get less painful as it went along. The more that she spanked me the redder my ass became and the more I could feel it stinging into me, my eyes already watering by the time we moved into double figures.

Rachel counted down the numbers as Victoria took her time to abuse my round ass. She allowed the soreness to completely sink in, allowing my body to just being to calm down before igniting the fires all over again with another firm slap. My ass was on fire.

Tears leaked from my eyes as my squeals continued to writhe from my lips as my body squirmed across the tabletop, her hands leaving my cheeks looking like two ripe cherries.

“Forty nine,” Rachel declared while I was bust writhing in agony.

“One off fifty Michael and we’re just about to move into your first hour of tardiness.”

“Please no more,” I begged her, “It hurts so much. Please, I’m sorry.”

“Listen we have sixty spanks to go, tough it up. Weren’t you supposed to be a man?”

“I’m in your body now,” I whined out, “I can’t help it.”

“Well it’ll be staying your body if you don’t let me get on with it,” Victoria declared with a strict look on her face.

“Please I’m begging you, it hurts so much. Please, anything but this.”

“Fine,” Victoria sighed out, turning my face into the picture of job.

“Oh thank you, thank you.”

“You’re really gonna let him off Vicky?”

“Oh I didn’t say I was letting him off, we’re just gonna change the punishment.”

Victoria moved her hands and unhooked her belt and lowered her pants to free her erect cock. All it took for her to expose my pussy was a thumb under my thong, slipping it to the side to expose my naked cunt. Once I was exposed she pressed the meaty cockhead into my lower lips.

“What are you doing?” I squeaked out.

“Rachel? What time is it now?”

“It’s currently eleven forty two.”

“Well then sugartits, until twelve forty two you’ll be serving as my fuck bitch.”

Victoria grasped my hips tightly as she buried herself inside with a hard thrust which hilted her dick into my hot, waiting, pussy. The dick which was originally my own was now buried into my snatch and was starting to fuck my insides about.

“Stop you can’t-ah!” my sudden protests were cut off by having that glowing ass spanked firmly, sending a shock through my body.

“Let me guess. No you can’t do this, I’m a guy, that’s my body? Get over it, I’m fucking you now and you’re going to take it and seeing as that’s my body I know all the places to touch.”

Her fingers ran themselves down my body as she began to thrust upwards. She softly caressed across my curves, making my body shiver in bliss.

Slowly her touches got rougher as she found the spots that she wanted to set herself upon, stirring across my most sensitive spots as she grinded her shaft along a certain spot which made my insides turn to jelly. Surely this must be the g-spot, I thought they were just a myth.

Hot moans dripped from my lips as my vision grew hazy and my face started to reach a colour to match the glow of my behind, my entire body throbbing hotly from the way Victoria pleasured me. She wasn’t lying when she said she knew where to touch, I hadn’t even managed to feel this good in my own quest to explore this body.

I felt something bubbling up inside of me as my body throbbed. No surely this was impossible, this couldn’t be my orgasm already could it? With all the guys down below it took a few of them to get me off but she hadn’t even came yet.

My body tightened up as I jerked in place, an orgasm rushing through every inch of my body and leaving me squealing, juices gushing from my hot, satisfied pussy.

“Cumming already?” Victoria teased, “You really have become a total slut. Why do you even want this body back? There is no way you’ve ever felt this good before.”

She was right, I’d never felt such pleasure living as a guy. The female orgasm was something that men just weren’t built to deal with, our minds were not designed to be able to cope with such feelings of toe curling bliss.

Victoria was still going. My orgasm had made my insides feel even more sensitive, my pussy being able to feel every throb of her grinding cock which stirred up my hot, vice like insides; still she wasn’t cumming though. How could she continue to keep going like this?

I squealed around her cock as she continued to thrust into me, making my mind and body turn to mush as one around the technique of one who knew every inch of a woman’s body from personal experience.

It felt like forever until finally her orgasm rushed out and flooded into my body, making my toes curl up and my body squeal out, the heat of her thick orgasm squirting out and filling me up with cum. I was being taken through the pearly gates and loving every second.

With her jizz unleashed into my pussy I laid, exhausted, on the desk top, my hot breaths drooling out in a puddle of slobber.

“Hey why are you already looking so spent? There is still fifty minutes to go?” Victoria laughed out as her shaft still stood erect.

From the corner of my eye I caught the sight of Rachel who had undressed downwards and was slipping a strapon up around her legs.

“Watching that got me in the mood as well. I can take the back door can’t I?”

“You’re such a perv Rachel. But still he, or make that she, is our bitch for the next hour. What choice does she have?”

My helpless body was dragged up by the two as Victoria pushed up beneath me, wrapping her arms around me and resting my smaller body on her larger, masculine frame, sliding her length up into my pussy.

With her holding me in that position it meant Rachel, with her lubed up toy, was able to take me from behind and sandwich me between the two of them.

My face was stained a deep shade of crimson and slutty breaths flowed out as the two of them thrusted their hard lengths deep into my body, making me quiver as I throbbed, shook and spasmed in bliss. Why did this feel so good?

My body was theirs to use for the full hour, open to use them in all manner of sexual ways, to tease and fuck and send into shuddering orgasm after orgasm, wearing down on my mind and my resistances to turn me into a docile, slutty, girl who craved sex above everything else.

They were going to turn me into a nymphomaniac.

Victoria flooded me with orgasm after orgasm as my own squirted out at double, maybe triple the rate, leaving my insides sensitive and dripping with pleasure. They were too much for me, I was no match for them.

It was only once the clock had finally ticked down that they finally released me.

“Time’s up already?” Victoria complained, checking the clock, “Shame I was really enjoying that.”

She tried to pull away but I reached out and grasped at her wrist, trying to keep her close. My mind had been broken by the incredible waves of pleasure, I needed to have more.

“Please, don’t stop, I need more.”

“I think you broke her,” Rachel snarked out, her body sweating heavily from the lewd actions.

“Maybe I did. But we have work to do, we can’t keep fucking all day.”

I didn’t release Victoria, I just whined more, “Please, I’ll do anything, just fuck me more.”

“Well I guess I could,” she said, “You’d just have to make up for it by letting me have your body for longer.”

Well it was obvious what I’d do with such an offer. I’d bite her hand off and squealed out joyfully, “Oh really? Thank you, thank you.”

She pushed me back down into the table and pushed herself back into my pussy, making my body rock and my voice moan out in bliss. I was sure I’d be able to cope with letting her have my body for a little longer, as long as I continued to receive such pleasure.

I was going to have to make sure I was even later tomorrow.
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