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Cameron pulled up and snapped into the place the suspenders he had been given as part of his punishment.

“I can’t believe you’re doing this.” Laughed his flatmate in disbelief. She was standing in the doorway of his bedroom watching him put on her office wear, and whilst Cameron had a small stature at 5’7”, Jessie was smaller, meaning the black pencil skirt failed to cover the top of the suspenders.

“Can you really not let me borrow some tights? These are ridiculous, I look like-”

“A slut?”

“Oh, piss off.”

“Look, I’m not paid for another two weeks and I’m low on cash. Last thing I need is you putting ladders in my tights or stretching them, I have some important interviews coming up. Just buy some.”

“Just buy some? You mean getting out of my car and going into a shop dressed like a-”

“Slut.”

Cameron ignored her this time, “Like a drag queen, and being seen buying tights, clearly for myself? At least in normal clothes I could say they’re for my girlfriend.”

“You could, but that’d be a lie too. When did you last get laid Cameron?” She grinned, waiting for his comeback. The two had lived together for over a year now and had become good friends.

“It’s been a while, still haven’t been desperate enough to come knock on your door though.” He threw back.

“There we go.”

Cameron tucked in his white button up blouse to the pencil skirt and bent and contorted to try and see the back. “How does it look? Is it okay?”

“I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“Just tell me if it’s a mess, if I’m going to do this, I’m going to do this right.” He looked to Jessie with a hint of despair, he really seemed to want to get this right.

“I can’t believe you’re actually putting this much effort in, are you sure you’re not trying to fuck the office?”

“Look, if this is how they initiate new guys into the firm, then fucked if I care. If I can give the boys a cheap laugh for the week and in 5 years be on 350k a year like them, so be it, it’s just a little hazing.”

“Whatever. Look, do it like this.” She showed him how to view the back of the skirt in the mirror, rather than hopelessly trying to turn his neck in an impossible manner like an owl she popped her hip out to one side and pushed her ass back slightly as she turned her neck. “See, see how I can see more of my ass?”

“And then some more as well, in those shorts.”

“Oh, shut up you perv.” She threw a cushion at him from the bed and they laughed. “Just try it.” Cameron turned his back to the mirror and popped a hip to one side, pushed his but back, and even elevated one foot onto its tiptoe as he twisted to see how he looked from behind. “There we go! Yes girl! Look you even pointed the toes. You’re a natural, you sure you haven’t done this before? I should go check my wardrobe to make sure nothing’s been stolen.”

“Who would want your wardrobe?” Cameron threw back with jest, walking into the hallway and returning with a pair of high heels.

“Well I’ll just take my shoes back then Mister, or should I say Miss? I can’t believe they even fit you, you have such small feet! And you know what they say about men with small feet?” Cameron blushed, and Jessie bit her lip with a smile, he had never taken well to penis size jokes and she suspected he didn’t have a big one, but she always wanted to see regardless.

“Well, I’m off to work.” He stood up in his heels with a wobble. “Just gotta make it to the car first.”

“Have fun! You’ll get used to it. See you later, Cameron, or Cara, or Cammie perhaps?”

“Cameron. Bye Jessie.”

“Seeya.” He took a long overcoat off the hook to cover the majority of his outfit and left out the back of the building to where he had strategically parked his car by the door.

#


Cameron parked his car around the back of the office structures so as to avoid being seen going through the front entrance. He had been given his key card last week and didn’t have to rely on the front reception desk anymore. He pulled down the mirror above the driving wheel and played with the deep red lipstick he had stolen from Jessie, but pouting in at his reflection thought to himself that perhaps he was overdoing it. He wanted to be a good sport for his haze, not seem like he was enjoying it. So, putting his heels back on (he had discovered that driving in them would be a bit of a learning curve), he wobbled his way into the back entrance.

He stood outside the door to the offices, there were nine of them in total handling this part of the firm. It was the floor of the high rollers, the ballers, the football team players, the big boys, he was quite shocked that he was even accepted for the role. He pulled down the pencil skirt, lamenting his decision to not organise the outfit sooner so he had time to buy tights, there was an inch of skin showing between the skirt and the suspenders. To add to the issue, the top two bottoms of his blouse wouldn’t stay buttoned. He took a deep breath and steadied his mind, it’s just a haze, every guy in there has done this, it’s an initiation, just roll with it, and scanning his key card into the office he stepped.

Straight away leather backed desk chairs spun to reveal the grins of well groomed, expensive suit wearing men of business, idly clicking their luxury platinum coated pens, or shaking their heads in satisfied disbelief.

“Wewee, new boy did it.” Was the call of one, Cameron recognised him to be Dom, he had met him on his introductory day.

“New girl, Dom, new girl.” Came the correction of another from the back.

One suited guy got up and walked over to Cameron, he towered over him standing at just over six foot, he smelt of a deep yet light cologne that was best described to be aqua blue with hints of citrus yellow. He held out a hand to Cameron, who took it, feeling small and weak in the grip of such a firm hand, “I’m Bradley, don’t mind them, it’s just goofing around. Your computer’s over there,” he pointed towards the back-right side of the room, “make yourself comfy, settle in. The IT guys have left a document explaining what we need you to do on the system to set up your profile.”

“Okay, thank you.” Cameron didn’t know what else to say. As if a new job at a big firm wasn’t nerve racking enough, he now had to walk past all his co-workers whilst dressed like an interstate prostitute attempting to look classy. He walked across the room giving attempted smiles and nods to his new colleagues as they whooped, cheered and wolf whistled.

“Nice to finally have a piece of ass round here!”

“Look at her go!”

“See you in the break-room, honey.”

Cameron couldn’t help but laugh with them, even if he felt ridiculous. What a first day at a new job.

#


The rest of Cameron's first day at the firm went without incident, for the most part. There was of course the stream of mock sexualisation and objectification, but in all honesty, he didn’t not enjoy it. It was kind of fun to strut about in his pencil skirt and blouse that kept unbuttoning, he had never experienced eyes like that on him before, even if it was all in jest. He kind of wished that he was really wearing women’s underwear too, and not his tight boxer briefs underneath the skirt, so whilst on the drive home he fabricated a tale for Jessie.

“I need a pair of girls underwear.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Nope, turns out I’m not the only new boy in the office and there’s been some fun and games going on. Anyway, he lost a forfeit and now I choose his underwear tomorrow.”

“What kind of business is this?”

“It’s just hazing, it’s a big part of male corporate culture. It builds trust.”

“Boys are fucking weird.”

“Look, you’re telling me. I’m just playing along with the game, and who knows, soon I’ll be landing contracts that make this all worth it. But for now, please can I borrow your underwear?”

“Ugh, fine.” She left for her room and came back with a pair of silky-smooth beige underwear. “I never wear these, and I definitely don’t want them back.”

Cameron felt them between his fingers. They were so smooth and soft; he felt a slight giddiness inside thinking about how his cock would feel tucked away inside of them. His relish in the opportunity to explore women’s underwear was showing on his face when he said thank you, and Jessie had suspicion that his tale was a tall one, but she let it go, for now.

#

Tuesday was little different from Monday, except that in the morning Cameron shimmied down his boxer briefs whilst sat in his car in the car park behind his workplace and slid on the silky beige panties. He hadn’t thought about it at the time, but given the contrasting colour to his black suspenders and pencil skirt, his panties will be extremely obvious if anything slips, and the excitement of wearing them was being riddled slightly by the anxiety of them being seen, he hadn’t thought as far.

He considered removing them, but whilst sat in the car thinking about the risk versus reward, he could feel the tingling of his cock in excitement to be tucked away in girly panties and a slight wedgie sliding into his ass that tickled him in a stimulating way. It all made him take a breath and he couldn’t resist a slight grind and thrust of the hips. This feel… new, I feel naughty, he thought. He decided to keep them on, but he would be sure to keep his legs closed at the desk and not let his skirt ride up.

Walking in he was surprised to find the office empty so made straight headway for the lunch lounge and kitchen area to make a coffee. He checked there were beans in the machine and hit the grind button, he put his cup underneath the machine nozzle and pushed the button for a double espresso, as he did so the lounge door opened and Big Dog entered, that wasn’t his real name of course, but in an office full of lads nicknames are common. His real name’s Joe Perez, he had a Mexican heritage and had got to where he is driven off immigrant mentality, but with exception to a slightly tanned skin and beautiful exotic features from his Mexican mother, he had little Mexican remaining off him, he had temporarily traded in his culture for the culture of winning and taking what he wanted was what got him off. One day he planned to take it all, leave the boys at the firm pocketless and wondering what the fuck happened, and returning to the neighbourhood he grew up in and sharing out the wealth.

“Cammie! How’s our office slut doing?”

“I’m good. Where is everyone?”

“Did no one tell you? We do breakfast Tuesdays, little chance to stay at home an extra hour, have a good feed, come in at 10 instead of 9. Keep’s the wife’s happy, little midweek rendezvous. Perks of being one of the big boys, you get to make rules.”

“I see. Hey, can you help me with this? Does your coffee machine always have issues?” No liquid was coming out into Cameron’s cup despite the beans having been ground.

“Yeah, just reach around the back where the water tank attaches, it gets loose and it won’t feed any water through.”

Cameron reached to the back of the coffee machine but could not find where Joe ‘Big Dog’ was referring too. He completely forgot what he had told himself in the morning in the process, and from the tip toes on business heels Joe’s eyes rode the legs of Cameron up to the silky beige panties that peeped out underneath his pencil skirt. Cameron was trying to find the water pipe at the back of the coffee machine when he felt a hand slide against the area between his asshole and his tucked away cock.

“Well well, going the extra mile, huh?” Cameron was stuck in shock. He tip-toed further, his stomach came alive with butterflies, he dropped his chin and closed his eyes. “Don’t let me distract the office slut, keep making that coffee machine work, I could do with a cup too.”

“Y-yes, Joe.”

“That’s a good girl.”

Cameron didn’t know what to think. Should he stop this from happening? Was this part of the hazing? Were the rest of the boys going to pop out from behind the furniture and laugh? All he really knew is that, really, it felt really good. He pushed himself back against Joe’s hand and continued to half-heartedly without concentration fiddle with the water pipe at the back of the coffee machine, his chin still dropped, and eyes closed. He heard a zip be undone and felt a hand come to his waist, it gripped and held him in place as a large hard rod slid between his skinny womanly legs.

Cameron let out the most feminine moan he’s ever made as Joe started sliding his big cock against the silk panties.

“Don’t stop fixing the coffee machine.” Joe ordered him, half in jest, half serious, as though he really wanted a cup after the act.

Cameron leant over it again fiddling with the pipes, a small trickle of coffee dripped into the mug as Cameron grunted behind Cameron, his hand reaching around now and twisting and playing with his nipples, sliding easily through the exposed unbuttoned blouse. Cameron arched his back in a way he never had before, he felt so sexy, he felt so objectified, so used, he felt amazing. He moaned like a girl and felt the large 6-foot mans’ strong thrust smack against him as he grinded his cock against his panties, he understood now where the nickname ‘Big Dog’ came from, it was huge.

Joe order Cameron to close his legs a little, so he did. He felt the wet precum on his thighs lubricate the powerful thrusts. He fiddled still with the coffee machine without concentration, full focus on the sensation of his nipples and the cock between his legs, until finally he felt a click in his hands and the coffee machine began sputtering and pouring out coffee into the mug, as the same time behind him he heard a grunting of pure release and satisfaction, and he felt a slowing of the thrusts into one, two, three, final big jolts of electric pleasure. Cameron moaned with it and stayed bent over the counter in pleasured shock as Cameron zipped up his trousers.

“Are you going to clean that up, office slut?”

Cameron didn’t know what Joe meant until he looked down, Joe had shot a large load all over the edge of the kitchen counter. Cameron had never tasted cum before but the desire to feel like a naughty slut overcame and he bent down onto his knees closed his eyes, opened his mouth and licked and slurped the cum up.

“And swallow?”

“Uh-huh.” He turned around and opened his mouth with his tongue out, showing no cum.

“Good girl. I’m going to take this, I’m sure you can make another as you sort yourself out.” Joe took the coffee that was made and returned to the offices.

Cameron leant back against the kitchen counter and outstretched his legs, confused and excited and exhausted. He looked down at his body and realised his little cock was peeking out of the silk underwear twitching and dripping pre-cum, he pulled the skirt back down over, just in case someone came in.

Cameron took a big breath and assessed the situation. He was in the kitchen lounge of his new workplace, in women’s clothing, with a hard cock and dripping precum, the taste of cum in his mouth, precum soaked thighs and silky panties, and he fucking loved it. His asshole throbbed with want and his brain was electrified with passionate lustful pleasure.

He smiled to himself. Well if that’s the norm here, I guess I can get used to it. His twitching cock had subsided enough to tucked back into his panties, so he got up wiped the precum off his thighs (cleaning it off his fingers with his mouth), made a coffee and went into the workroom, where Joe was on the phone.

“Yep, no, yeah I’ll let him know too. Yeah, office slut turned up at 9, thought you were going to tell him? Oh yeah, we had a good morning. Okay, yeah will let him know see you boy’s tomorrow.” He hung up the phone and swung around to face Cameron, who’s entrance to the room was known through the sound of the closing door. “You’re off.”

“Huh?”

“Off for the day, the boys had a brunch and ended up slacking off and they’ve gone to go do, hell, I don’t know what the fuck they’re doing. Not an uncommon occurrence, but since Bradley was going to set you up with a few of his past folders and sales to show you how it’s down around here, he said to just let you take the day.” Cameron nodded, he thought it humorously strange how they were chatting as if the kitchen did not just happen, but he guessed that’s just how things are, I mean we fuck, we release, we move on, right? Cameron got his car keys and phone from his desk and said bye to Joe.

“See you Cameron, go get your nails done or something.” He laughed to himself but did not look up from his computer, Cameron smiled and left for his car.

#

He sat in the car with the above steering wheel visor down looking at himself in the mirror, the top two buttons of his blouse were undone, and his face was flushed. A stirring concoction of lust for adventure in unexplored territory and nervous uncertainty stirred within him, he had never even played with his own asshole before, and here he was in his heels, stockings, skirt and panties wanting to arch his back, be bent over, grabbed, spanked and taken. He eyed the stolen lipstick in the dash compartment and took it in his fingers, delicately he popped the cap off and examined the deep red. Images conjured of Marilyn Monroe, deep powerful lips in commercials, kiss marks left on the neck, powerful feminine sexuality captured in a twist stick. He pouted and brought it to his lips, keeping eye contact with himself. The red rubber caressed his lips and as his slid it across leaving a trail of rouge his little cock steadily grew until popping out of his panties again, twitching with eagerness. He puckered and enjoyed the mirror’s reflection before bringing the small cylindrical lipstick to his lips, placing the tip on them and slowly and delicately sliding it in, back and forth. Never before had he wanted something in him so bad, anything, preferably an alive and throbbing cock. He moistened the stick of lipstick before taking it down to between his legs, he slid the panties aside and teased and tickled in a circular motion his wanting asshole, before sliding it in and moaning as he jerked his little cock with precum soaking his hand. He bounced gently up and down on the lipstick holding it in place whilst thrusting his cock. It didn’t take long to reach climax after the excitement of the morning, he had been rearing to cum since Joe bent him over the counter and with a powerful release he slid down on the lipstick and took it all before thrusting back up and shooting cum all over his skirt and blouse, whilst simultaneously pushing the lipstick out of his asshole with the most satisfying of exit.

Senses came back to him, he immediately looking around the carpark. No one, good, that was a risky move, but it felt so good. The lipstick lay between his thighs and he left it there whilst he drove home, his panties still pulled to one side and cum still over his clothes.

#

Jessie wasn’t in when Cameron got home, fortunately for him. He had planned to sneak into the door, run to his bedroom, take the cum soaked clothes off, wipe away the lipstick, and hit the shower. But he had no need to panic, instead he leisurely and with as much sex appeal as he could, slowly peeled off the clothing and strip teased for himself in the mirror. Admiring his body as he did so. He supposed he did make a great girl, he was always hairless, his hips were fairly pronounced, and he was slender. He admired himself for a bit, including bending over the bend and seeing how he looked from behind as a slut, before throwing the clothing in the wash. Jessie texted saying she wouldn’t be home until late, so that gave him time to dry them ready for tomorrow. It also gave him time to sneak into Jessie’s room and steal a black lace pair of lingerie, she won’t notice, I’ll have them back before she knows. Afterall, he can’t be seen wearing the same panties two days in a row.

#


Wednesday began the same as the previous two days, Cameron parked up, slipped his panties on and entered the office. The only difference from Tuesday being that all the lads were there.

“Weeey, there she is.” Were the cries, and Cameron did a mock curtsy and took his space at his desk. Brad came over and gave him some folders, briefly going over them for Cameron’s understanding. He asked Cameron to input all the data, a task Brad had put off doing as he wanted to use it as an introductory lesson.

The day went off without much excitement, perhaps it was knowing that Cameron had genuine work to do, and that Brad was a well-respected top dog, and no one wanted to delay the work that he had Cameron doing. There were the usual moments, the mock harassment and a few jitters on his high heels, but for the most part Cameron was one of the lads for the day. However, when it got near to 5pm everybody started clearing out, except for Brad that is as he wanted to go over Cameron’s work with him to ensure everything was done correctly; there was no room for mistakes in this line of work, many clients could get angry, and whilst it was somewhat of a week of hazing for Cameron, the work had to be done.

So, once the office had cleared Cameron loaded up the spreadsheets and files and Brad had a look at them. He complimented Cameron and gave him a well done, even jokingly called him a ‘handy little office slut’. He told Cameron to close down the computer and he did.

Just as Cameron was readying to leave the office though, Brad called him over to his desk.

“Take a seat.” Cameron went to grab the nearest chair. “No, on the floor, on your knees.” A flutter of excitement rushed through Cameron, was this really going to happen?

“Joe told me you had an extra set of skills you didn’t put on your resume.” Cameron smiled, and bit his lip.

“Mm-hmm.”

“Why don’t you show me what these skills are? He wasn’t too specific.”

“Yes, Brad.”

“Sir.”

“Yes, sir.”

Cameron crawled towards Brad with his tight pencil skirt encased ass held as high as he could to pronounce a sense of curvaceous figure. He placed his hands just above Brad’s seated knees and ran his hands up his thighs, following with his mouth placing light kisses until his lips reached his bulge.

“How are you enjoying your week as office slut?”

“Good, sir.”

“Teaches you your place in the office, that’s how we do it around here.”

“Mmhmm.” Comments like that made Brad unsure if he was supposed to be enjoying what he was doing, perhaps they thought he was pretending for the sake of them, but what difference did he make? He was an office slut, and he loved it.

“He unbuckled and unzipped Brad and whipped a thick cock out of his underwear. It wasn’t as long as Joe’s, but it was girthy, a handful to hold onto, could pack a punch when slapped across a sluts face; and that’s exactly what Cameron did, he slapped the stocky cock against his cheeks and revelled in the sensation of pure masculinity spanking him. Cameron had often looked down at his little cock whilst masturbating and thought to himself, ‘I wonder what it’s like to look down and have a humongous masculine cock in my hands?’ Well now he knew.

He placed it in his mouth, and as best as he could, given that it was his first time, started sucking and slurping, jerking and jacking. It grew hard, quickly. It was the most incredible sensation to Cameron to have the thick floppy penis grow and stiffen in his hand and mouth. He spat on it and started moaning with every suck, he pushed his ass up in the air and started imitating the motion of being fucked from behind whilst taking Brad.

“Fuck me, Joe was right. You are a fucking slut.”

“Mmhmm.” Was the muffled noise that came from Cameron’s cock filled mouth. Brad sunk down into his office chair and threw his head back.

“You’re going to do well he- oh, fuck yes. Fucking hell, you little cock whore right there.”

Cameron had started massaging the Brad’s balls as his head bobbed up and down and his tongue moved around the thick shaft of the cock. He stopped for a moment, releasing his grip of the balls and the bob of the head, taking a breath before plunging down and taking the whole cock, his mouth wide open it hit the back of his throat and he gripped the balls with a massage again. Brad looked down in pleased shock, Cameron looked up to meet Brad’s eyes and slowly removed the thick member from his mouth and gasped for air as he blew spit bubbles and they dropped down his chin.

“I want you to cum for me.” He started jerking Brad’s cock faster and faster, it had grown bigger than before and was rushing with blood, Brad was thrusting against Cameron’s jerks until an impressive jet of cum shot all over Cameron’s face who with a pleased and proud smile went down on the cock again to catch any cum still to come, whilst Brad shivered with ecstasy.

Cameron sucked until Brad was floppy again, making sure to clean the cock. He got up, grabbed his keys from his desk, and looked over his shoulder as he left with a softly spoken “See you tomorrow, brad.”

Fuck me, I make one hell of a chick. He thought.

#


Thursday came about much the same Wednesday did, except this time it was a pair of pink lace panties that Cameron had stolen from Jessie; he wanted to be more effeminate today and show the boys he meant business. He also, whilst sat in the car in the morning, decided to apply the deep rouge lipstick to his lips, it had been sat in the car ever since he had moistened it with his saliva and fucked his ass, he gave it a lick just to feel naughty and dirty to start the day.

He entered the office to the usual cheers and whoops, and some extra compliments son going the extra mile with the lipstick. Brad and Joe both smiled to themselves, across the room, Cameron noticed and suspected that only those two knew what was going on behind the scenes.

The day went without an unusual happening, there were pinches and slaps on the ass from Joe and Brad in the lunchroom when they caught a moment alone, and they caught a lot of moments alone. Using ‘coffee breaks’ to run over some things Cameron to lift up his pencil skirt and spank his ass, talk dirty to him and receive brief and dangerous and risky sucking of cocks, for they could be easily caught.

Cameron worked quietly and with purpose, Brad had implicated subtly that a good cocksucker doesn’t make a good employee, and had handed him for folders for data entry, he wanted by the end of the week everything input so they could move on to analysis the following, and that was more or less how the day went.

Jessie wasn’t home that evening either, though Cameron was so tired he didn’t initiate much self-exploration, although he did have the opportunity for the first time to stay in his office slut attire at home and took the chance to watch movies on the sofa and feeling at home in his attire.

Undressing for bed he realised how little use his pink lace panties got given and decided to also wear them the next day.

#


He awoke with excitement and with suspicion that his final day as office slut would be a spectacular one.

He was right, although the day itself was tremendously dull, the most dull yet, there was so much work to get done before the weekend; it seemed this offices technique was to slack during the week and put in hard hours on Friday to catch up.

However when the day ended the office started filtering out, some asked if Brad and Joe were going to join for drinks but they said they couldn’t, they had to review office sluts performance for the week to see if she could have the placement for definite.

“Good luck slut!” Were the goodbyes for the weekend towards Cameron from the office.

“Join us in the breakroom, Cam.” Joe told Cameron.

Cameron entered to find the duo talking and laughing next to each other on the couch, they turned their heads when he entered. “There she is.” Said Joe.

“What do you think, do you think she has the job?” Replied Brad.

“I don’t know Brad, she’s proven she can take on your workload, what about mind? Think she can take on two workloads at once?” The duo laughed, and Brad unzipped his trousers. It was a good thing that Cameron had thrown away all masculinity already, because he skipped on the spot with giddy excitement.

“What a cock hungry whore, ay?” Said Joe turning to Brad.

Cameron got on his sissy knees with vigorous excitement and started licking Brad’s hardening cock like a dog, he wanted to prove himself a usable whore.

“Mm, she loves that. What about mine?” Joe whipped out his cock, already semi hard from watching Cameron lick Brad. Cameron moved over to slather his tongue on Joe whilst still Jerking off Brad, there was no way he would leave one un-serviced. He engorged his mouth with testicles and spit dribbled down his chin and he serviced tips, until Brad playfully said,

“Come on cockwhore, I’ve gotta get home at some point.” Cameron understood.

So, there he was with two broad shouldered masculine go-getting men with their thick hard cocks out, delightful. What else was there to do? Well, after the sucking, slurping and jerking that caused a hunger in Cameron’s asshole he turned around and reached back for Brad’s cock that was still slippery and wet from spit, and starting tickly his boy-pussy with it. It felt incredible to be balanced in high heels tickling his asshole with a fat cock.

“You dirty fucking slut.” Was Brad’s response, spanking hard his asscheek and reaching to grab Cameron’s hair and pull his head back. Cameron had never been treated so rough and he felt alive, he sat down and swallowed the entirety of the cock and let out the most cock-pulsating moan to ever leave his mouth. He looked over his left shoulder to see Joe wanking his cock with lust.

Brad put his hands on each asscheek and starting aiding Cameron’s bouncing. His pencil skirt was pulled up high and was more of a belt and his dripping clitty was seeping pre-cum out of the pink laced panties. The cock felt so good inside Cameron, his asshole was soaked with precum and spit and every singly thumping push downwards to gobble the cock pumped precum out his clitty.

He looked over his shoulder again and saw Joe wanking, he wanted both cocks. So, he sat down deep on Brad and turned his body until his feet were on top of the couch and he was squatting on Brads cock and told Joe to come closer. He started sucking and jerking joe whilst bouncing on Brad. Never before had he thought he would be the slutty girl to make penises hard, neither did he think they would feel so good inside his gaping hungry holes, if he knew then he would’ve become a whore sooner.

No sooner than he had started jerking and spitting on Joe’s cock, Joe grunted “Fuck, I’m going to cum.” The image was too much for him, never had they had an office slut so capable, so sexy, who made such a good girl, and what was happening was the fantasies of pornography come to life.

“Come for me daddy, cum all over me.” Cameron angle Joe’s cock slightly towards him as he bounced on Brad and jerked faster and harder until,

“Ugh, uuuuugh, fucking hell.” Joe shot hot warm spunk all over Cameron’s office slut outfit, the sight of it making Cameron extremely proud, so happy with his becoming a girl.

“Fuck, me too.” Moaned Brad overcome by it all.

“Yes, yes Daddy, yes.” Cameron threw his head dead and balanced with his hands and bounced deep and fast until,

“Oh my god, my god, fucking hell you fucking slut yes right there.” He pulled Cameron down to swallow it all down to the very base and rocketed hot cum deep into his asshole.

“Uh, uh, uh, yes, yes, yes.” Was all Cameron could muster, the cock was pulsating and throbbing, exploding inside. “Yes, uuuuuuuuh, fucking fuck me.”

He sat there exhausted with the cock in his ass, until Brad slid it out slapped his ass cheek and said, “Well I think it’s safe to say you can have the job, induction week went well. Don’t you think Joe.”

“I think so too.” Was Joe’s faint reply, exhausted and leant back on the sofa.

#

Thrilled with his final day though still wanting to cum he decided he wanted to explore some more, he went into Jessie’s wardrobe to find a naughty number. He came across a pleated tartan schoolgirl skirt, if this fits her, it will be so mini on me, he thought. And it was, he took it back to his bedroom and wearing it with his white blouse he felt like a naughty little minx.

He bent over in the mirror, oh my god I am look amazing. And he did, an amazing little sissy slut, slender and hairless, small cocked and tight. He wanted to grind and serve, be told what a good girl he was and submit. He lifted his skirt and started playing with his clitty when,

“Oh my god, Cameron.” Cameron turned around shocked, tucked his cock away and covered it with his schoolgirl skirt.

“Fuck, I didn’t think you were home.”

“Oh. My. God. Cameron.” She threw her hand to her mouth with shock and laughter. “I knew it, I knew those panties were for you. And… Is that my mini skirt? Oh my god you little thief.”

“I can explain.” He knew he couldn’t only the truth could possibly explain this.

“It’s okay, I don’t need an explanation. I get it, you’re a sissy.”

“I, er- I.”

“Yeah, you’re a sissy, don’t try and pretend you’re not. You like being a little girl. A sexy woman. A lustful symbol, huh?” She walked further into Cameron's room, delicately, one foot ahead of the other, a menacing look in her eyes. “It’s okay.”  She closed in on Cameron and lifted the pleated schoolgirl skirt. “Are they my lace panties too? You little slut.”

“I-” Cameron didn’t have time to speak, she reached into the lace panties and grabbed his little cock in her hand.

“It’s so small and cute! And so wet, you’re dripping from your little clitty aren’t you sissy boy? You like it when I say that? I’ve been researching, I’ve been watching sissy porn, I had my suspicions about you and wanted to learn. Now sit on the end of the bed.” Cameron did as he was told. He was facing the mirror on the wall and couldn’t believe what a great girl he made, he looked like a real slutty schoolgirl. His cock throbbed and tingled, Jessie took it in her hands and got on her knees, she spread about the precum and tickled the tip with her forefinger with the delicacy that you would a clitoris, Cameron thrusted and twitched, “Sensitive?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. Well why don’t you be a good girl and lie back, put your feet on my shoulders.”

“Okay.”

“You can call me ma'am, mommy, miss, or just Jessie. Whatever you want Cammie.”

“Okay, m-mommy.”

“There we go.”

“How long have you been into this?” She took his small cock in her mouth; it was thin and slender like his girly legs and she relished being able to swash and lather the entire thing with her tongue and enjoy it like a lollipop.

“I er- just this week. It kind of happe- Oh fuck.” Cameron’s words got frozen as Jessie slid a wet finger into his tight asshole and found his prostate with ease.

“I dated a guy who liked assplay.” She explained without first being questioned. “I want you to cum for me Cammie, okay. Like a good little slut, cum for me, cum in my mouth.” She played with his ass and he started grinding against it and thrusting his little cock her mouth until.

“Ugh, uuugh. Fuck.”

“Mmmmmm.” Was all Jessie could say with a mouthful of cum.

“Am I a good slut?”

“Yes, you are, baby.” She said, after swallowing his cum and sliding her finger out of his asshole. “How get out of my clothes! God, we can buy you some of your own.”

“Fuck, fine with me.” Was Cameron’s response, laying in the bed dumbfounded at the week he had had.

#

Monday rolled around, and with nothing out of the ordinary but winks and smiles from Joe and Brad, Cameron started his new job officially. Perhaps I can perform drag at office parties or something, he thought to himself. He certainly did not want to let the panties and skirt go. But for now, he got on with daily life.
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