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IN HER DRESS

Female Assistant and Rude Male Boss Mind Swap

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always
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Vera

“I don’t give a rat’s ass if you’re sick, you’d better pick up my suit from the dry cleaner. I need it tonight,” Joe hollered. “If you don’t have the suit at my house by the time I get home, you know I’ll find your replacement by morning.”

My eyes fluttered as my horrid boss, Joe Delgado, screamed. He hardly knew how to communicate in a normal speaking voice. I wouldn’t put up with him if it weren’t for the insane salary he paid, but that payment didn’t come without abuse. Joe knew I was making more working for him than I could anywhere else, but what he paid me was mere pocket change to him.

“Sure thing, boss.” I coughed. I had a fever. Joe didn’t care.

“Don’t disappoint me, Vera. I pay you—”

I hung up the phone. Joe always went on about how much he paid me, like he was my savior. He paid me ten thousand dollars a month. There were days, like today, when I honestly didn’t know if my paycheck was worth it. I became the envy of my friends when I got the job with Joe, and not all days were bad, but he’d grown more abusive with time.

A year ago, when I got that first ten-thousand-dollar check, I was on top of the world. I went shopping at the most expensive boutiques in Chicago and felt like a million dollars. Then the second month came, and Joe touched my ass when he passed over the check.

I screamed, but Joe told me to shut my mouth. He told me to be a good princess and accept my ‘generous’ check with a cup of the ass. It was clear Joe found me attractive during the interview, but I never expected him to touch my butt like he did. I should have quit that month, but then I went to the bank to cash that second check, and the rest was history.

Joe didn’t touch my butt much anymore, but he had become more demanding. He wanted me at his office earlier and didn’t give two fucks if I was sick. Some days I hated him and pictured myself pushing him from his office window, which was on an upper floor of a skyscraper.

Joe was a money manager who had inherited his father’s business. He also owned a company that handled distribution for several smaller companies in the area. He had warehouses around town. Joe also had his money dipped in tons of other investments like rentals, private aviation, and whatever his people told him might make a decent return on investment.

I had to sift through most of his emails, so I knew a plethora of details about his business affairs. Joe didn’t do anything illegal, but his tax breaks were criminal.

What was even more outrageous was the fact that Joe expected me to get his dry cleaning when I felt like utter shit. If he were sick, he’d call into the office and then take a helicopter or something to his lake house in Wisconsin, where I’d have to arrange for a private chef to cook him soup. I’d also have to find someone else to start his fire and act as his bitch for the night, running around every time Joe rang his bell.

Joe didn’t care about my fever, though. He had to have his suit.

I coughed and rolled out of bed, stumbling on my way to the bathroom. I couldn’t even see the toilet without wanting to barf. My mouth was watery. I really had to concentrate on my reflection in the mirror to avoid throwing up everything I’d managed to keep down earlier in the morning.

My chestnut brown hair looked matted. My blue eyes looked crazy with how bright red my veins were. I didn’t sleep much since I’d spent most of the night with my head over the toilet, but Joe would make good on his promise to find my replacement if I didn’t get that suit, so I ran cold water to splash my face.

The icy feeling on my skin helped, but I still felt queasy when I stuck a toothbrush into my mouth. Was there really no way Joe could stop by the dry cleaner just this one time? I thought about calling him back, but then he’d just yell, and I’d yell too. It wouldn’t end well.

I put on a black pencil skirt and a simple white blouse, tucking it into the skirt. It was Joe’s favorite look. I pinned my hair up into a loose bun, sticking two chopsticks into it on a diagonal. I pulled out a strand of hair to hang in my face before unbuttoning the top of my blouse to expose a hint of my cleavage.

More time had passed than I thought when I checked my phone. Joe was probably tapping his foot and checking his watch, wasting precious time worrying about me when he could be walking his lazy ass to the dry cleaner.

I hated my negative attitude, but not even my apartment with its gorgeous views or all the shoes I’d added to my closet were worth leaving the house with how shitty I felt, but somehow, I slipped on my black pumps and made it out the door.

Though there was no telling if I’d make it all the way to Joe’s house.
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Vera

I’d barely made it to Joe’s with the suit before he got off work. I left before he found me at his house. My face was redder than steamed lobster. My eyes had only become more bloodshot. I was walking down the sidewalk with my hair on my shoulders and my heels in my hand, giving zero fucks.

People could stare all they wanted.

I couldn’t keep walking after about six blocks, so I slipped into a café. Even the idea of sitting in a taxi to get home sounded too overwhelming. I needed something hot to drink and a piece of bread or something to settle my stomach.

“Shit,” the guy behind the counter said. “Are you okay?”

I gasped for air and touched my forehead with the back of my hand. It was burning. “Could you please make me an herbal tea? Maybe get me a cup of ice? I’m so sorry for coming here like this, but my boss is—”

The man came around the counter and wrapped his arms over my shoulders. “Oh, honey. It’s okay. Come take a seat over here,” he said and guided me to an empty booth. “You want me to call someone? A doctor?”

“Just the tea. And some bread. I have my credit card,” I said and reached for my purse, but the man stopped me.

“We can worry about your payment once we get some food in you,” he said in his sweet voice. He sounded like an angel who’d descended from the heavens to help.

I smiled and sighed, leaning into the booth. I wasn’t sure I’d ever felt worse in my life. All I’d wanted to do was stay in bed, but no, Joe had to be a fucking asshole. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back as I waited for the barista to return with my tea and bread, too weak to even reach for my purse.

“You mind if I join you?” a woman’s voice asked.

My eyes shot open. I had nearly forgotten that I was in a café. The woman standing at the end of the booth had straight blonde hair and skinny jeans. She placed a card on the table.

“There’s something off about your energy. Maybe I can help,” she said before sliding the card toward me.

I picked up the card to examine it, laughing to myself when I saw that the woman was a witch, clearly trying to sell me her services.

“Not interested,” I said and slid the card back to the woman.

She sighed and sat in the booth, even though I’d told her I wasn’t interested. What was it with people and not listening? Didn’t consent mean anything?

“Miss, please. I’m not—”

She put the palm of her hand in my face. “Call me Inez.”

The sweet-voiced barista came by with everything I’d requested, even the glass of ice cubes. I thanked him before popping an ice cube into my mouth and biting down on it, savoring the cold intensity.

Inez took the opportunity to speak. “I’m a real witch, and I can tell you need my help. Let me help you.”

I closed my eyes and took my time eating the ice, ignoring Inez. If only I’d brought my headphones. If only I could have made it home without slipping into the café.

“I don’t need your help, Inez. Please leave me alone,” I said after a few ice cubes. They gave me a bit of strength. “I’m sick, and you’re annoying. Please get out of my bubble because I’m not in the mood.”

Inez chuckled. “Eat your food. We can talk when you finish.”

I grunted. “Who are you to tell me what to do?”

“Nobody. You don’t have to listen to me, but what would you say if I told you I could make you a potion to feel better?”

“I’d say it’s impossible.” I picked up the cinnamon roll the barista had picked out for me and took a bite, but not because of what witchy witch Inez had said. “I don’t believe in witches.”

“Most don’t,” said Inez. “I can also tell there’s some stress in your life. You’re going through something. Is it a man? Is he hurting you?”

I narrowed my eyes and took another bite of the cinnamon roll and sipped my tea, wishing Inez could snap her fingers and disappear like one of those witches from the movies. Inez watched me as I tried my best to ignore her. An impossible task.

“What do I have to say to make you leave me alone?”

“I’m only trying to help,” Inez said in an innocent voice.

“We’re in Chicago. This city is full of creeps. Why would I ever trust you? Those plain clothes and your shiny blonde hair could all be a trap. You could just be trying—”

“Save your energy. My card has social media accounts on it. Why don’t you look me up while you finish that cinnamon roll? I’ll grab a tea to make this less awkward,” Inez said and waved over the barista to order an herbal tea. She probably knew I would have made a run for it if she left the table.

I opened my phone to check out her accounts. They were filled with videos of Inez doing witchcraft, but there were also a lot of pictures of her plants and cats. She clearly used those for filler, but the videos of her mixing ingredients over the stove were mesmerizing.

“You don’t name all the ingredients you use,” I said after watching a video of her making a potion she swore cured seasonal allergies.

“People wouldn’t watch my videos if they knew the secret ingredient,” Inez said with a wild smirk. “It’s why I don’t sell online. People have to sign waivers to drink my potions.”

My body flushed. “What’s in them? What’s the secret ingredient? I’m not drinking anything unless you tell me.”

Inez flashed her pearly white teeth. She leaned across the table. “I’ll tell you at my studio. Not here. We’ll go there after we finish our tea. What do you say, Vera?”

“How…? I never told you my name,” I say with a heavy feeling in my stomach.

“The spirits sent me your way. So, what’s your answer? Coming with me or not?”

I swallowed, not sure if I would die following Inez, but she was so mesmerizing that I agreed. We sipped our teas and talked about Chicago history, like it was no big deal that Inez claimed the spirits had sent her my way.

***

Vera

I followed Inez up the stairs to her studio. It was tucked away in the back of a historic building that had been recently renovated. It had a more witchy vibe than her clothing, but it was still rather modern and innocent looking. Nothing like what they’d show in a Hollywood movie.

“So, this is where you do magic?”

Inez glanced over her shoulder and grinned. “The magic is all around us. Some of us are more connected than others, but it’s everywhere.” Inez slowly walked over to a wall of plants by the window as she spoke. She picked a white flower before walking back over to me. Inez plucked off a petal from the white flower and held it in my face. “Magic is brimming in something as small as this white petal.”

“Yeah?”

Inez nodded and flicked the petal off her finger. We watched it spiral to the ground. Then our eyes met, and Inez looked like a different person for the briefest of seconds. Was she older than she appeared? Was what I saw nothing more than a magical illusion?

“Yes, Vera. Do you trust me enough to give you the potion?”

I shook my head. “Not until you tell me the secret ingredient.”

Inez smirked. She turned and went to her kitchen. She pulled out a small glass jar with a dark purple liquid. “It’s mostly beet juice, but there’s a drop of my blood in it. I’m from a long line of witches, so magic runs deep within me. It’s in my blood.”

My stomach turned. I shook my head and waved my hand in the air. “You’re crazy if you think I’ll drink that.”

“It’ll kill that fever in an instant. All my potions have a drop of my blood and have been enchanted with my spells. Drink this, and then we can talk about why you really came here.”

I stared at the dark purple liquid, wondering what was wrong with me for even considering drinking it. There was no telling what else Inez had mixed into her ‘potion’. Maybe it was a recipe to kill me, so she could sell me for organs. Inez was just a crazy lady from the café.

“You know what. I shouldn’t have come here.” I grabbed my purse and went to leave, but someone banged on the door. My heart skipped a beat. I glanced at Inez who was smiling, like nothing was wrong.

“Inez, it’s Wendy. I need some of that love potion. It did the trick,” she hollered like she was crying happy tears.

Inez leaned over and whispered. “Her husband couldn’t get it up. There wasn’t a pill in the world that could do the trick, and trust me, they’d tried them all.”

Inez walked past me to open the door for the Wendy woman, who hugged her tightly, beaming like she’d never been happier in her life. She had microbraids that were tied into a bun at the top of her head and a gorgeous dark complexion.

“I’m guessing you want some more.”

Wendy waved at me before following Inez to the kitchen area. “Oh, Inez! You’re a miracle worker! We’d been fighting nonstop before the potion, but now it’s like we’re back in college. If I had a million dollars, I would give it to you.”

Inez grinned as she opened her fridge. “The price I ask is more than enough. I had a feeling you’d return, so I made a big batch of the love potion for you.”

Wendy pulled out her wallet and dropped a couple hundred on the counter. She grabbed the potion from Inez before giving her another tight hug. “You’re on our Christmas list now, Inez. Expect a gift!”

“Sounds good,” Inez said with a bright smile on her face. She followed Wendy and accepted another hug from the grateful woman before closing the door and letting out a satisfied sigh. Inez turned back to me. “So, why don’t you tell me about this man that’s causing you so much trouble?”

There was only one man in my life. I had no time for dating since I started working for Joe. He took all my time. He stripped me of my energy. Working for him was probably what got me sick.

“My boss.”

“Who is your boss? What does he do to drive you crazy? Would you like to drink the potion to cure your sickness now?”

I nodded. I was honestly feeling weak and would take anything that promised to make me better. Plus, Wendy’s reaction had seemed so authentic that I no longer had much reason to doubt Inez. The idea of drinking her blood was a bit strange, but it was only a drop.

Inez poured me a glass of the potion, and then we sat at the table in the middle of the room. The potion tasted like beet juice when I took a drink. It was gone in seconds. Inez was grinning when I finished, like she knew what would happen next.

I felt better in seconds, like I’d never been sick at all.

“Want to check your temperature?” she asked.

I placed the back of my hand on my forehead. It’d already cooled down considerably. I shook my head. “I’m okay. Wow, that potion really worked.”

“I have another potion that will work if you want revenge on your boss. I don’t know what he’s done, but the man has clearly done a number on you.”

My lips wet at the idea of getting revenge on Joe. He was honestly the subject of my nightmares. Working for him gave me countless sleepless nights, and it had possibly made me sick. How long could I continue doing nothing? I couldn’t keep justifying his behavior because of what he paid me when we both knew my salary was pocket change to him.

I told Inez all about Joe, and she listened, not interrupting me as the word vomit fell from my mouth. When I started, it was nearly impossible to stop. Only once I noticed twenty-five minutes had passed without Inez saying a word did I stop recounting all the terrible deeds Joe had committed.

“Your boss sounds terrible,” she said. “Would you like the potion? All you need to do is slip it into his drink at work tomorrow, and he’ll be wishing he never treated you wrong.”

My eyes widened. The prospect sounded so tempting, but could I really sneak something into Joe’s drink? It seemed so wrong, like a breach of trust on the deepest of levels. I probably wouldn’t have even considered it if Joe hadn’t treated me like such shit that day.

“What will the potion do?” I asked. “Will it kill him?”

Inez chuckled. “No, I’m not a murderer. It’ll do something much worse than kill him. Death is easy. We’re going to teach him a lesson.”

“But what will the potion do?”

“If I told you, you probably wouldn’t give it to him. You have to trust me. Can you do that?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

Inez nodded. “Fair enough. The decision is ultimately yours, but I couldn’t ignore the spirits. They were begging me to help you, so I figure this is important.” Inez punched in a code to unlock a fridge where she kept an abundance of prepared potions. She grabbed a nearly clear one, but it had a hint of green to it.

“The spirits really talk to you?”

“I’d say it’s a blessing and a curse. Here,” Inez said and placed the potion on the table. “Use it or don’t, it’s up to you, but this potion will teach your boss Joe the ultimate lesson. If you don’t mind, I need to get going.”

I picked up the potion and slid it into my purse, still unsure if I’d use it. Inez held my shoulders as she walked me to the door.

“It was nice meeting you, Vera.”

“Thanks for making me better. How can I repay you?” I went to open my wallet, but Inez stopped me.

“Today is on the spirits, but they really want you to use the potion. You might be surprised where it takes you,” Inez said and just about pushed me out her door. “See you soon. You have my card if you need me. Bye,” Inez said and shut the door in my face.

I turned and went back home, completely torn about what to do.
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Vera

My hands shook as I stood in the kitchenette down the hall from Joe’s office. He’d been an asshole all morning because there was a random stain that hadn’t been removed by the dry cleaning, like I had any control over the situation.

I pulled the green-tinted potion from my purse, turning it over in my hands, asking myself if I could really go through with this. Inez hadn’t given me any clues to what the potion might do except that I might regret not using it.

I opened the vile and smelled the potion. It was odorless. I sniffed it several more times. There might have been a hint of cucumber, or it could have been my imagination supplying a fake detail to satisfy my mind.

Joe had asked for an ice water and an iced coffee. I made his drinks, still debating whether to dump in the potion. I had his drinks ready a minute later and knew Joe was probably growing impatient. I couldn’t hide away in the kitchenette forever, but I also couldn’t deal with asshole Joe for much longer, regardless of my high pay.

If the spirits wanted me to dump the potion into Joe’s drink, who was I to argue?

I took a deep breath and turned the vile over above Joe’s iced coffee. My heart raced as the liquid disappeared into the coffee’s darkness. I grabbed a straw to test a drop of the drink, and it tasted just like black coffee. I cursed under my breath, but I’d already taken too long. There was no turning back now.

My hands wobbled as I returned to Joe’s office. He was on the phone when I entered the room, negotiating a deal with an office in South America. One of Joe’s clients wanted to distribute a Brazilian product in the United States, but there was a bunch of red tape to the process. It had been in the making for months and caused me endless stress.

Joe snapped his fingers without making any noise when I entered the room and pointed to his desk where he wanted me to set the drinks. I did my best not to roll my eyes, happy that I’d dropped the potion into his drink.

There was no telling what Inez’s liquid would do to Joe, but he deserved whatever was coming his way. I turned and left his office, shutting the door behind me with a wicked grin on my face. I went back to my desk and got to work like everything was normal.

I felt relaxed the rest of my shift knowing that it was only a matter of time before Joe got what was coming to him, whatever that may be.
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Joe

My body felt like I’d been drinking all night when my eyes slowly opened, but when I finally took in my surroundings, I knew I was in deep trouble. I distinctly remembered falling asleep in my bedroom overlooking Lake Michigan, but that was not where I awoke.

“What the fuck?” I asked as I lifted myself in the bed. My bedroom was dark and masculine. This room was white and bright. It looked rather feminine, which confused me, because I never went to the woman’s house when I had a one-night stand. They always came to mine and left after we did the deed.

It wasn’t much longer until the truth rammed into me. I screamed at the top of my lungs until I worried police might come knocking at the door, and the last thing I wanted was for a stranger to find me like this.

I had woken up in a woman’s body, no matter how unlikely it seemed, and it wasn’t just any woman. I was in my assistant Vera’s body. Her sweet, youthful body. Sure, I found her sexy. It was a main reason that I’d hired her, but I didn’t want to live in her body!

I screamed again when I ran my hands along my new figure, feeling the curves of my breasts. The thinness of my waist. The emptiness between my thighs where my marvelous cock had once been. My cock that so many women had worshiped. My cock that basically defined who I was as a person.

Vera’s apartment wasn’t ugly, but it didn’t compare to my loft overlooking the lake. She had a spare bedroom and a view of a small park, which was more than most, but I couldn’t imagine living my life like this.

Then I panicked when I thought about my body. Was it gone? Had I died? What happened to Vera, and how the fuck was I in her body? I couldn’t even scream again because my throat hurt so much from the first few times. I cried a soft whimper until I found the strength to put on some clothes.

Women’s clothes.

Tears ran down my face as I tragically tried to do my hair and makeup to match how Vera usually had it when she got to the office, which was depressingly difficult. How did Vera do this every day? Would I have to do it for the rest of my life? Did I even have a job anymore?

Endless questions burned through me, but I would only get my answers if I went to the office. Part of me hoped Vera had taken over my old body. Wouldn’t that be better than having it rot in some ditch?

I didn’t look half as good as Vera usually did when I couldn’t stand touching the makeup another second. I’d washed it off and started over three different times, finally settling on a simple layer of foundation after watching a quick tutorial online.

Vera always wore heels to work too, because I’d required it as part of her dress code, which I regretted the instant I slipped into her three-inch black pumps. If I hadn’t just finally gotten my makeup perfect, I would have cried, but I kept the tears at bay. I had to remind myself that I wasn’t Vera. I was a powerful executive who just happened to wake up in the wrong body.

***

Joe

The office was bustling when I exited the elevator. My team and I had half of one of the top floors. Our office had views of the lake. Seeing the waves of Lake Michigan crash against the shore gave me endless inspiration.

“Morning, Vera.”

The woman stopped in front of me, looking at me expectantly, like we always talked or something. She was the assistant to my CFO, Benjamin, and I couldn’t remember her name for the life of me. Her smile faltered when I hadn’t replied for several seconds.

“Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Just my time of the month.”

The woman narrowed her eyes. “What? Really? You asked me for a tampon over two weeks ago.”

I cursed in my head and waved my hand in the air. “Leave me alone. I’m late.”

The woman frowned and stepped aside. Her name popped into my head the second I walked away from her. Martha. I glanced over my shoulder, and she was scowling in my direction. I couldn’t believe how badly my day was going, and it’d only just begun.

Benjamin was standing there when I turned the corner. I waved and said hello, but he looked confused and grunted a reply. His shitty response didn’t stop him from giving me a quick up-down look, like he was licking my body with his eyes.

My mouth fell open when he stepped past me and continued with his day. Was Benjamin serious? Did he do that to all the ladies? Had I? Part of me panicked as I flipped through past moments in my life. There were plenty of memories of me checking out women, wondering what they looked like beneath the clothes they were wearing.

I kept going until I was standing at what was Vera’s desk right outside of my old office, and I couldn’t believe what I heard when I got there.

My voice.

My old voice.

Someone was using it while talking on the phone, and I could only assume who it might be. I took a deep breath before stepping forward to the door and placing my hand on the knob, more nervous than I’d ever been in my life as I turned the knob to open the door.

I was standing there. The old me. Joe.

The only problem though was it wasn’t me. How could it be me when I was stuck in Vera’s body?

I wanted to see if it was Vera, or had some computer simulation taken over my mind? I was seriously frightened and unsure of what had happened. The only thing I knew was that everything I was doing and touching and feeling felt realer than any dream ever could.

It wasn’t until the old me turned around that I knew the truth. The smirk on my old face told me everything.

It was Vera.

She’d taken over my body.

I opened my mouth to speak, but she lifted her finger to silence me. I wanted to scream in protest, but what could I say? To everyone else at the office, I was Vera. She was Joe.

Vera continued with the phone call, giving a stellar interpretation of me. She’d only listened in on a million of my meetings. She knew all of my passwords. Where I lived. What I liked to eat. She knew everything about me, and I was quickly realizing how little I knew about her other than the fact that she had a banging body and a gorgeous face.

Vera hung up the phone and grinned as she sat in my chair. I was sitting on the other side of the desk, like some visitor in my old office.

“This is some predicament, isn’t it?”

“Give me my body back,” I hollered in distress.

Vera chuckled. “If only I could, gorgeous. The witch who did this told me to tell you that we can’t switch back until you learn your lesson.”

“Learn my lesson? But I didn’t do anything!”

“Didn’t you?” Vera asked with wild laughter and an obnoxious grin that I wanted to slap right off her face, but what could I do? Nobody would believe me. Whatever that witch had done was too flawless to contest. Vera grinned when I huffed and crossed my arms over my chest, clearly defeated.

“Get back to work, Vera.”

I growled through gritted teeth. “Fine, Joe.” I didn’t meet Vera’s eyes again as I picked myself up from that guest chair and went back to my desk, which wasn’t really my desk at all, but I was powerless.

I had to play by Vera’s rules if I ever wanted my manly body back, which ate at every fiber of my soul.
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Vera

By lunchtime, I wasn’t even sure I wanted my old body back. People respected me as Joe. They sat upright when I walked past, like they feared me. Probably afraid I’d send them packing, which Joe had done to plenty of employees over the years. He was a tough boss, and I was living in his body.

“I’m going for lunch down the street. Could you have the notes for my afternoon meetings on my desk by the time I get back?”

Joe looked at me through my old eyes as I stood at his desk, towering over him. Was it weird that I found myself looking at his cleavage? Was it even weirder that I was finding my old body attractive through my manly eyes?

Joe frowned. “Anything else, boss?”

“Why don’t you lose that attitude, Vera? I pay you good money not to get sassy.”

Joe narrowed his eyes, but we both knew he’d talked about how much he paid me a multitude of times. I hadn’t yet checked his account, but I planned on stopping by the bank after lunch to see how much cash he had on hand. I had all of his credit cards and debit cards and IDs in my new wallet.

Joe looked both ways to make sure nobody was within earshot before leaning over the desk. “This isn’t fair, Vera. Stop playing games,” Joe said in a hushed, yet aggressive whisper.

“What’s not funny, Vera, is your attitude. Put the notes on my desk and only then can you take your lunch. Understood?”

Joe’s eyes widened. He had control over my old body, which he could harm, but then what if he did? From what Inez had told me, I would just get stuck with Joe’s body if he died in my old one, and that wouldn’t be the end of the world. He had a long and thick manhood that could get plenty of loving for the rest of my life.

“Yes, boss.” Joe said after a long pause.

“Good,” I said and held my shoulders higher. The power was probably going to my head, but I planned on enjoying it. There was no telling how long Inez’s potion would last. I didn’t want to waste a single second. “Now, if you’ll excuse me. I’m thinking about ordering the most expensive steak on the menu.”

Joe’s eyes widened. “Not on my credit card.”

I grinned and threw my head back, offering a hearty laugh. There was a deepness to my voice that I could only assume others found sexy. Add that to my designer suit and accessories, and I was basically a walking cologne ad.

“Your credit card? Last I checked, they are mine.”

Joe opened his mouth to say something else, but I had already turned to leave him in the dust. He would have those notes on my desk if he knew what was good for him. I took the elevator downstairs and walked outside with a pep in my step, filling my lungs with deep breaths as though I were in the countryside.
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Vera

Joe had the notes ready on my desk when I got back from the most fabulous lunch I’d ever eaten. Steak with a mushroom cream sauce and fresh greens with a glass of rose wine. I followed that with a slice of flourless chocolate cake and a brandy, which were perhaps even more delicious than the main meal. The entire endeavor cost a couple hundred dollars, but that was nothing for Joe’s account.

I went to the bank after lunch and found out that Joe had over a million dollars in his checking account alone, and I knew that he had numerous accounts across the globe with countless more dollars. I said nothing about it when I got back to the office, but I couldn’t believe how much disposable income the man had.

Nothing today had prepared me for my four o’clock meeting though. It was a conference call with a partnering office in the San Francisco area. The meeting was about one of the newer investments Joe had added to his portfolio. Some robotics startup that was trying to crack the code to making a nurse robot.

Joe had done countless hours of research that we’d had to hire a contractor to help with because there was simply too much on my plate, so I had no idea what the people were talking about, and Joe had given me inadequate notes. He was watching me struggle through the meeting with a wicked smile on his face.

I silenced the phone call, nearing my limit. These notes were making me look like a fool.

“Tell me what I need to know. Now!”

Joe smirked. “I gave you all the notes you need. You just don’t know what they mean. Wish you would have worked those late nights to research now?”

“No,” I said. Joe was always trying to give me extra tasks to stay late while he went out and did who only knew what. He wasn’t a slacker by any means, but he worked on his own schedule. An autonomy he almost never gave to his employees. “Tell me what I need to know, or I’ll do something.”

“What?” he asked.

I glanced down to the place where I now had a dick, threatening his manhood. I was bluffing, but he didn’t need to know that.

“You wouldn’t. What could you even do?”

“I don’t know. Maybe fuck some bitch with an STD.”

Joe narrowed his eyes. “You wouldn’t.”

“If you don’t tell me what I need to know, there’s no telling what I might do. You want to take a chance?”

Joe stared at me several long moments before giving in and telling me everything I needed to know to close the account. The rest of the call was rocky, but I survived. Just barely. I was still radiating anger when I ended the call.

Joe scurried out of the room and returned to his desk outside my office door, but I wasn’t finished with him. I stepped outside and took a deep breath before speaking, plastering a smile to my face, which seemed to make Joe shake in his skin.

“Vera, could we speak in my office a moment?”

“I have stuff to finish, boss. Could it wait a second?”

I raised an eyebrow, daring Joe to question me further. It was a gesture he’d made at me many times before. Joe sighed and stood, following me into the office. He’d never done more than yell at me, but that didn’t feel like enough. I needed to teach Joe who was in charge.

“Would you like to explain yourself, Vera?”

“You don’t have to call me that.”

I sighed. “You’re in my body, you might as well get used to using my name.”

“I bet you love using mine.”

I grinned. “Being Joe Delgado isn’t the worst thing in the world, but I’m sure you already know that.”

“Give me my body back.” Joe dropped to his knees and clasped his hands together. All I could think about was sticking my fat dick between his lips. I’d love to watch him choke. I’d love to paint his mouth with my seed.

“I would if I could, but it’s not up to me.”

“How did this happen?”

“Sit,” I said and took a seat in the boss’s chair. I loved how my ass felt in it. The chair gave me power, like a king on his throne. I was the head shark. Nobody in this office could mess with me.

“You put a potion in my drink, and you didn’t even know what it was going to do? What if it had killed me? I bet you’d feel like shit right now.”

“Inez promised it wouldn’t kill you. Honestly, I never expected this, but it’s really the perfect revenge. You have to live as a woman. Your assistant at that. You have to experience what it’s like to be the grunt. Sure, you pay me ten thousand a month, which is no drop in the bucket, but we both know it’s nothing except pocket change to you.”

“So what? I pay you well, and this is how you treat me?”

“You wouldn’t even let me stay home when I was sick! Maybe you should have thought about that before making me run to the dry cleaner.”

“You could have paid someone to do the job for you! You have my credit cards to spend on whatever you need.”

I grunted, annoyed that I hadn’t thought about sending someone myself. “Why couldn’t you have sent someone? My head was foggy, and I felt like utter shit that day, but you didn’t care.”

“I had an important event in the evening! You can’t go on living like this, Vera. Someone will discover it’s you in my body,” he said.

I laughed. “We both know that isn’t true, and even if someone suspects something, they’d trick themselves into doubting it. We’re in this together until you learn your lesson.”

“What does that even mean? How can I learn my lesson when I don’t know what it is?”

I shrugged. “How am I supposed to know?”

“You’re the one who put that shit in my drink and did this!”

“Watch your mouth,” I said and pointed my finger in Joe’s face. He looked so innocent in my old body. So innocent and sexy. Fuck, I was going crazy thinking about putting my dick in all of his girly holes. Was this what was on his mind all day when we were at work? Had he also thought about fucking my feminine form?

“What are you going to do?”

I grabbed the collar of Joe’s blouse. “You’re in my old body, Joe. You’d better watch yourself.”

Joe spat on me. I wiped my mouth as a smile spread across my face. “Oh, so you think you’re tough?” I asked before lifting Joe’s girly frame and bending him over the desk. My door didn’t have a window. I went over and locked it before returning to Joe’s womanly form. My dick was rock hard. How did men deal with their hard dicks getting in the way at all times of day?

Joe had turned and was sitting against the desk with his arms crossed over his chest. “I am tough, and you aren’t going to get away with this.” Joe stepped forward, but I blocked his path to the exit. “Hey, move out of the way.”

“Not before your spanking,” I said.

“My what?”

“You’ve been a bad girl, Joe. You would have fired me if I behaved like you did today. So, what will it be? Are you going to live the rest of your life never learning your lessons, or are you going to bend over this desk to give yourself a fighting chance to regain your old body?”

Joe’s glossy lips opened and closed as he contemplated his options, finally choosing to bend his ass over the desk. “I never spanked you, though.”

“No, but you’ve grabbed my ass.” I squeezed Joe’s girly butt cheeks with a firm hand before leaning over his body to whisper into his ear. “How does it feel being a girl? You like being the object of a man’s desire? You like knowing that every man wants to ram his dick into your sweet little pussy?”

Joe moaned and moved his ass higher into the air, making my dick strain against my pants even more.

“Fuck, why does taking your dick sound so good?”

“Probably because I have you bent over my desk,” I said as I unbuckled my belt before pulling it free from the loops. Joe glanced over his shoulder at me as I balled up the belt in a closed fist. There was a mixture of terror and excitement in his eyes. “Tell me why I have to spank your ass.”

Joe licked his girly lips. “I tried to sabotage the meeting.”

His womanly voice only drove me crazier. I rubbed the outline of my dick, desperately wanting to plunge it between Joe’s pussy lips. I wondered if he was wet for me and had to resist the urge to reach between his thighs.

“That’s right. Who would that hurt most in the long run?”

“Me,” he said.

“If you get your body back, that’s right. You would only be hurting yourself. Now, is that wise?”

Joe bit his lip and shook his head. “No, it was a silly move, and now I deserve a spanking.”

I ran the leather belt between my fingers, loving how Joe hadn’t stopped bending over the desk since I’d commanded it. “Pull down your skirt and panties.”

“What? I can’t do that.”

“Nobody will know. The door is locked. You don’t have to worry, beautiful.” I reached forward and rubbed my hand along Joe’s backside. Our eyes met, and there was a spark between us so intense that I had to take a step away from him.

“Okay,” Joe said in a submissive voice as he stuck his thumbs into the waistline of his skirt and panties.

I bit my lip as Joe slid the fabric down his bottom to reveal his gorgeous ass. Somehow it felt like I was seeing it for the first time even though that same backside used to belong to me.

“Fuck, that’s one sexy ass. Too bad I’ll have to redden it,” I said as I rubbed a hand along Joe’s smooth skin.

“No, please. Give me another chance.”

I gripped the belt tighter. “I gave you plenty of chances, and you only took advantage. If you don’t properly learn your lesson, how will you ever improve?”

Joe’s eyes widened, probably realizing I wasn’t about to let him off easily. Truth was, I would have walked out the door if Joe tried to bend me over his desk, but something had changed between us. Maybe switching bodies had bonded us in mysterious ways.

“You’re right. I should have been better, but can you let me try again without spanking me?”

“No, you almost caused a lot of damage today, and I have to show you how badly it hurt. Understand?”

Joe frowned but nodded after a moment, turning back to the desk and dropping his head. “Spank me. I’ve been a bad girl.”

Joe’s sultry feminine voice drove me wild, but I must focus on punishing him. There was no telling how long we would be in each other’s bodies, so I had to teach him while I could. I raised the belt into the air before slamming it down on Joe’s exposed cheek.

His skin instantly reddened, and I nearly came in my pants. I gasped and took a step away. I rubbed my cock mindlessly.

“What’s wrong? Can’t spank me?” Joe asked, taunting me.

I grinned and raised the belt. I lost myself spanking his ass. Joe moaned and groaned and begged me to stop with a smile on his face. We were in our own little world until a knock at the doors sent us cold. Joe covered his mouth, and I stood still with the belt hanging over my head.

Whoever was standing outside the door jiggled the doorknob. “Busy,” I hollered.

Joe was pulling up his skirt when the door flew open. I dropped the belt to the floor and tried to step away, but it was too late. Benjamin was the only other person with a key to the office. He’d seen what Joe and I were doing.

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t realize what was happening,” Benjamin said in a cheerful voice with a grin on his face.

I didn’t know how loud we were being, but I had a feeling Benjamin knew what he’d find when he opened the door. Otherwise, he probably wouldn’t have used his key or have that annoying smirk on his face.

“It’s okay. We were just discussing the deal we’re working on with San Francisco. Did you need something, Benjamin?”

Benjamin glanced at the belt by my feet as he stepped into the office. “Actually, yes. London called, and they need us there in twenty-four hours. We have an emergency meeting about those apartment complexes we bought. The English government is trying to intervene, and our partners want us to visit a judge with them.”

“Shit,” I said. I glanced at Joe, and he looked stricken.

“Guess we’ll both have to go. Are you bringing Martha along too?”

“Yeah, she’s coming. I’m having her buy the four of us tickets now. Is that a problem, Vera?”

Benjamin had a sinister look in his eyes when he glanced in Joe’s direction, who was still in my old body. Benjamin had always looked at me inappropriately, but he’d been able to keep his hands to himself.

“No,” said Joe. “That’s not a problem.”

“Perfect. I’ll have Martha send you our itinerary.” Benjamin turned and left the room, glancing over his shoulder once before he got out of view.

Joe dropped his face into his hands. I rubbed his back. “It’ll be okay,” I said. “We won’t have to be in London for long.”

“You know he saw us, right?”

“Yeah, so? Martha has told me all types of stories about him.”

“What’s that supposed to do?”

I sighed and made Joe swear he wouldn’t tell anyone what I was about to share. He agreed.

“Martha has blackmail on Benjamin. Tons. He’s not the best guy in the world.”

“Really?” asked Joe. He seemed shocked.

“Yeah, Benjamin is a bit shady, but he doesn’t do anything that would directly harm the business. Not yet at least.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” asked Joe.

I didn’t have the heart to tell Joe that his business partner was a misogynistic pig who had a reputation around the city. Benjamin hadn’t harassed any of the female workers at the office though, so I just told Joe that Martha had discovered email accounts of Benjamin engaging in insider trading, which was also true.

“Shit,” he said in a hushed whisper.

“Yeah,” I said. “Don’t worry, though. That’s his problem. Not yours.”

Joe nodded, but he didn’t look convinced. He didn’t have much time to ponder, though. We had a flight to catch, so I sent Joe to pack our bags, just as he would have done to me.
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Joe

It was the following morning, and we were in the taxi on our way to the airport. I couldn’t believe I’d lived an entire day as a woman. I couldn’t believe Vera had spanked my ass. What was even more surprising was how I’d touched myself thinking about it in the wee hours of the morning when I couldn’t stop tossing and turning in bed.

I never dreamed of getting fucked when I was a man, but all I wanted was a dick inside me now that I was a woman. Not just anyone’s dick, though. I wanted Vera’s cock. My old cock.

Our eyes met for the briefest of seconds just as I was thinking about Vera plowing me, and I swore she could tell exactly what was on my mind. Was she thinking the same? I could only hope she was.

We got to the airport and checked in without any issues. Martha had bought us all business-class tickets. The gentlemen were sitting together. We were across the aisle and one row behind, so they could easily pass us papers.

It was an arrangement we’d done many times before, only I was sitting next to Benjamin all those times. Never next to Martha, whose name I had shamefully forgotten, even though she’d been working at my office for years. I needed to do better to recognize all staff, no matter their level or seniority.

“Sorry about the other day. I was having a shitty morning and lied about being on my period,” I said to Martha as we were waiting for the plane to take off. We had just been given glasses of ‘free’ bubbles.

Martha grinned. “Don’t worry, girl. We’ve all been there. Boy problems?”

I laughed lightly. “You know it.”

“That Jeremiah guy you told me about? Is he still being an asshole?”

“Yeah,” I said, even though I had no idea who Jeremiah was. Despite that, the man was still making me jealous. Had his dick been inside my new body? Did Vera love it when he fucked her? Did she love it more than she loved spanking me? “I dumped his ass, though.”

Martha laughed. She had the most infectious smile and laughter. I hated how I’d only seen her as Benjamin’s assistant instead of as her own woman. There was so much I had already learned by living life through Vera’s eyes, and it’d only been a day.

“That’s what I like to hear. Worthless men are dead weight,” Martha said and lifted her glass.

I grinned and lifted my glass, feeling so much more comfortable in my womanly skin than when I’d woken up yesterday. I loved how effortless Martha was smiling at me, like we were friends. She wasn’t looking at me like her boss. Nobody ever looked at me as though I were just their friend anymore.

“I hear that,” I said.

“Cheers.”

“Cheers,” I said and clinked my glass against Martha’s. We sipped our champagne. I looked out the window as we ascended into the sky, no longer sulking over what had happened.

Maybe being a girl wasn’t so bad after all.
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Vera

“You were incredible, Joe. No wonder you sit at the big table.” I couldn’t stop showering Joe with compliments. He’d stepped up during our meeting and quoted English law even the local lawyers hadn’t heard of, but it was exactly what we needed to help the deal for the apartment complexes move forward.

“When there’s big money on the line, I’ll do whatever it takes.”

“You showed that,” I said.

We’d all gotten separate hotel rooms, but Joe had come back to mine after his rockstar performance since we were both riding high on the success. “Should we go out to celebrate?”

Joe grinned, looking so sexy in his strapless red dress and matching heels that it hurt. He’d gone all out for the meeting, which only made me hornier. How was it that I could be so intensely attracted to my old body? How was it that Joe was watching me like he was equally attracted to me?

“I’d love that,” Joe said in his feminine voice. “We need cocktails and champagne.”

“Don’t get too drunk around me, or I’ll take advantage.” I looked up and down Joe’s body, feeling instantly disgusted by myself.

Joe noticed but didn’t seem to mind. “How exactly would you take advantage?”

My eyes narrowed and I shook my head, wishing Joe wasn’t tempting me to jump on the bed next to him and bury my dick deep in his pussy. My old body was probably craving a fucking like crazy since it’d been months since I was last with a man.

“You’d better be careful. I can’t control all this testosterone flowing through me.”

Joe moaned, letting his eyes fall to the outline of my dick, which was rock hard beneath my slacks. He pressed his arms together, which made his breasts look bigger, driving me wild. I wanted to put my head between them. Lick them. Suck on Joe’s fat nipples.

Joe leaned back after a second, spreading his girly legs, which made my dick jump. I unzipped my zipper, reaching in my pants to stroke the soft skin of my hardened dick. I wanted to plunge it between Joe’s wet lips to show him how magical it could feel to get fucked. I knew just what his body wanted.

“What will you do if I’m not careful?”

I groaned in my deep voice, having to use every ounce of will power I had not to jump on Joe and shove my cock between his parted thighs. He was playing with fire, and it was nearly impossible to control myself as a man.

“What will I do?” I asked as I took a step toward Joe. His eyes widened, but he didn’t lean away from me. He leaned toward me.

“Yeah? What will you do? I want to know.”

I pulled at my tie, tossing it to the side. “I might kiss you,” I said before leaning down to press my lips against Joe’s neck.

A girly moan left his lips. I glanced down and saw nothing but his big breasts. My cock was hovering in his face, desperately trying to jump free from my open zipper.

“What else?” asked Joe.

“I might touch you.” I placed a hand on Joe’s leg where his red dress ended. It might have been my imagination, but I felt the heat of his pussy even though my hand was only halfway up his thigh.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I said before squeezing Joe’s leg. I took a step back before I lost complete control. “Not before we get some champagne, though.”

Joe frowned and slapped his hands on his legs. “I don’t want to leave. I want to stay here. With you.”

“We’re not going anywhere,” I said before walking over to the phone to call room service. I ordered us a bottle of bubbles, some ice, vodka, cranberry juice, an assortment of food, and desserts. The bill was insane, but Joe just shrugged when I told him the number.

“Worth it not to leave this bedroom,” he said in a sultry voice before leaning closer to me. “How can I find you so attractive when you’re in my old body?”

“I don’t know, but I’ve been feeling the same.” I reached into his long hair and pulled on it, feeling like there was an animal awakening inside of me. Joe gasped when I pulled on his hair a little harder, exposing his neck. His nipples looked rock hard through his dress. “All I want to do is bury my cock deep in your pussy.”

Joe squeezed his thighs together. “That’s all I want, Vera. Fuck me with that big dick. I’m desperate to feel what it’s like to get fucked. My body feels like it might fall apart if you don’t stick that dick in me.”

I kissed Joe. Our tongues dance, and time seemed to fade away as we kissed and touched. Joe had my dick in his hand when a knock at the door reminded us of the order we’d placed.

“Shit, I almost forgot about the food.”

“Me too,” Joe said with a wicked smile.

“We should have ordered condoms too, shouldn’t we?”

I shrugged. “I’m on the pill and clean. Didn’t you go to the doctor to get checked recently?”

“Yeah,” said Joe. “I’m in the clear.”

“Perfect,” I said. Another knock at the door reminded me of the person we’d left waiting in the hall. I had charged everything to the main bill that Martha would sign and gave the gentleman a generous tip before popping open the bottle of bubbles. We had a cart of goodies to enjoy throughout the night, but we were back to kissing after one sip of the champagne.

“You were so sexy in that meeting today, Joe. I loved watching your passion,” I said as I kissed and touched Joe’s feminine body.

He reached down and wrapped his hand around my hard dick. “Yeah? You like me as a woman?”

“I like you as my woman,” I said. “No matter what happens, I want us to be there for each other. Whatever is happening, we’re on this journey together.”

“Yes,” said Joe. “Don’t leave me after tonight. Please.”

“Never,” I said.

Joe moaned as I kissed his body, slowly making my way down to his legs. I hiked up his red dress when I got there, exposing his panties, which he’d soaked to the max.

He was wearing a see-through red thong as well, and his pussy lips looked so delicious. My cock was throbbing in my pants and begging me to fuck Joe already, but I had to wait. I had to give Joe a treat he’d never forget.

Joe hollered when I licked the outline of his pussy through the panties. He thrashed on the bed when I started messing with his clit, which had come out to play. I did everything to Joe I’d always dreamed of a man doing to me.

“What are you doing?” Joe gasped when I pulled off his panties.

“Nothing you don’t love,” I said before diving back in to lick some more. I listened to his every breath. His every moan. I let his reactions of each lick tell me where I should lick or kiss next. His thigh. His clit. I worked my lips all over his womanhood.

After about five minutes, Joe was breathing heavily. He’d been transported to another world. I said nothing. I let my lips and tongue do all the talking. I moved them from the folds of his labia to his clit and back while I dug my fingers into his sides so he couldn’t get away from me.

“That’s right, baby. Cum for me,” I said.

Joe gasped. His back arched, and then he screamed. He screamed so loudly that I worried someone would show up to ask if we were okay, but I also didn’t care. There was nothing sexier than listening to Joe’s pleasure.

I kept licking to give Joe a second orgasm, but then he was begging me to stop. I lifted myself and wiped my lips.

Joe’s eyes were glossy when our eyes met. He was beaming. Then he shook his head and averted his gaze, like he was too embarrassed to hold my stare. I dropped to the bed and wrapped my body around his, kissing him on the shoulder. I couldn’t control my hard cock, though, which was pressing into Joe’s backside.

Joe reached behind after catching his breath to take my manhood in his hand. He stroked it gently before turning toward me.

“It’s your turn,” he said.

I grinned. “Okay,” I said with a shrug.

Joe lifted the sheet and climbed down my body until his mouth was hovering over my dick. Then he wrapped his lips around my cock and started bobbing his head, giving me some of the most intense pleasure I’d ever felt. I gasped when he closed his lips around the head of my cock and swirled his tongue around my tip. I grabbed his hair to pull him off my dick when I got too close to cumming.

“You’re not making me cum before I fuck you.”

“Yes. Fuck me, please.”

“Say it again.”

“Fuck me. Please fuck me,” Joe said in a slutty moan.

***

Joe

I was still in the stars from my first orgasm when Vera slid her fat dick between my swollen pussy lips. She stared down at me as she fucked me with the top half of her cock, giving my walls time to adjust to her size. I reached up and touched Vera’s manly face as she thrust in and out of my loosening pussy.

“That’s right, baby. Loosen up for this dick.”

I moaned and opened my legs wider for Vera, doing my best to take her dick. All I wanted was to make her happy after she gave me that incredible orgasm. She knew how to touch a woman better than I ever had. I wasn’t sure I’d ever made a woman holler as Vera did to me.

“You like this pussy?”

“I love your sweet pussy,” Vera said as she pushed her dick deeper. I gasped. “Yeah, you like this dick in your cunt?”

“Yes,” I said in a whimper. “Fuck my cunt, Vera. Give it to me hard.”

“You’re almost loose enough. Take some deep breaths.”

I did as Vera commanded, breathing deeply as she plowed her dick deeper and deeper until my natural juices had lubricated her cock enough to slide around freely in my pussy. There was a little friction, but each one of Vera’s thrusts felt like a sprinkling of magical dust all over my body.

“Your pussy is so fucking tight,” Vera said.

“You gonna fill up my tight pussy?”

“No, I’m going to cum all over those sweet lips.” Vera kissed me and pushed her hands into my hair, fucking me hard for nearly a minute. All I could do was dig my nails into her back. She was in control, and I loved every fucking second of it. I screamed and hollered and begged for more. Vera didn’t disappoint.

“I’m getting close,” she grunted as she moved her hips a little slower.

“Me too,” I said. That same tingling feeling had returned to my center, promising an orgasm.

“Get on your knees,” Vera said as she pulled out of my pussy. Her cock was slick and shiny, and I couldn’t wait to get it in my mouth.

I dropped to my knees in front of Vera and wrapped my hand around the base of her thick dick. She pushed her hands through my hair as I parted my lips and took her cock into my mouth. I reached between my legs to touch myself as I bobbed my head along Vera’s manhood.

Vera grunted and moaned and after a short minute she pulled me off her cock. She beat her dick and stared at me. I’d never felt so slutty in my life and didn’t want our lovemaking to end, but I was ready to taste Vera’s load. I was ready for her to cum all over my face and humiliate me.

“Open your mouth,” she said.

I did.

Vera sprayed her load seconds later.

Warm cream shot into my mouth. It hit the back of my throat. The milky goo ran down my cheeks, past my lips, and Vera just kept cumming. Her seed covered half of my face by the time she grunted and took a step back.

I moaned and touched my pussy in just the right way to cum with her at that very second.

“Fuck, that was certainly a celebration.”

I licked my lips and laughed. “I’d say.”

We got cleaned up and then cuddled in bed, eating and drinking all the stuff we’d ordered from room service, occasionally staring out of the window at the London skyline, but all we really wanted to do was stay in bed.

So, that was exactly what we did for the rest of the night.
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Vera

I’d expected to wake up in my old body after the amazing sex we had last night, but that wasn’t what happened. Part of me worried we’d never switch back. I called Inez several times, but she didn’t answer the phone, which caused a mild panic to set in, but I had to act like everything was okay.

At least until we got back to Chicago.

Benjamin was waiting for me in the lobby of the hotel, since he thought I was Joe. I put on my suit and went downstairs at nine in the morning, which was nearly impossible because it meant leaving a naked, sleepy Joe back in bed. He looked so sexy wrapped up in those sheets.

Benjamin already had a cup of coffee in front of him by the time I arrived. He was looking at something on his cell phone, so he hadn’t noticed me walk across the room. I stopped in front of the table and waved before sliding out the chair and taking a seat.

“Morning, partner. Long night?”

“Just went out to celebrate our win.”

“With Vera?” Benjamin asked with a crooked smile, but I couldn’t quite tell what he was thinking.

“She went with me, yes. Why?”

Benjamin shook his head and ran his fingers over his knuckles before picking up his coffee and guiding it to his lips. “No reason. That Vera is something else, isn’t she?”

I laughed and tried to play it cool, but it seemed there was almost a sinister tone to Benjamin’s voice.

“Yeah, she saved our asses yesterday. I can’t believe she knew all that about English law.”

“You’ve whipped her into shape, haven’t you?”

“Excuse me?” I asked.

There was a glint in Benjamin’s eye as he smirked. “I went by your room last night to see if you wanted to go out, and I heard plenty. That Vera knows a lot more than English law.”

I curled my fist under the table, but I wouldn’t use it. Joe was a womanizer. Benjamin probably thought I’d slept with Vera a million times already.

“Don’t tell anyone in the office. It’s supposed to be our little secret. Wouldn’t want anyone thinking I play favorites,” I said.

Benjamin winked. “Your secret is safe with me.”
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Joe

We still had a few days left in London. We’d already attended to all our business, so Vera was picking us up food from nearby restaurants and buying alcohol at an English supermarket. There were a few bottles of scotch I wanted to take back home, and I would have gone to the store myself, but she was the one who looked like the man in my ID photo.

Vera had left me to roll around in the sheets, naked, but I desperately wanted ice water, so I put on a loose-fitted dress, slipped on heels, and grabbed a bucket for ice, taking the elevator down to the lobby. It seemed so bright and lively downstairs. I couldn’t wait to get back upstairs to my cave.

The bartender looked right at my chest when he greeted me. Something I was getting used to while living in this womanly body. Sometimes I hated it. Other times it felt flattering. My feelings were always confusing, and I’d never felt like such an object of sexual desire in my life.

“Afternoon, miss. What would you like?” the man asked with an English accent.

“Could you fill my bucket with ice, please? I’m staying upstairs.”

“Right away.”

I turned my back to the bar as the bartender filled the bucket. Benjamin was sitting across the room. He had his eyes on me, watching me with a hint of desire, as most men did. He waved. I waved back and then turned back to the bar, where my bucket of ice was waiting.

“Do I need to pay?”

“Nope.”

“Thank you,” I said and took the bucket, hugging it against my chest. I just wanted to get back upstairs, take off this dress, and toss around in the sheets as I’d been doing all morning. If only my throat never dried out, but it’d been a long night. I’d had Vera’s thick cock in my mouth more times than I could count.

I stepped into the elevator, not really paying attention to my surroundings, which meant I didn’t see Benjamin until it was too late. We were the only ones in the elevator when the doors slid shut.

“Vera,” Benjamin said before taking a step in my direction.

I squeezed the bucket of ice tighter. The cold burned my arms, but I hardly felt it over my racing heart. Benjamin had closed the distance between us, and I only saw darkness in his eyes. It was as though a different man had taken over his body. This wasn’t the Benjamin I knew. This wasn’t the man I made my business partner.

“Yes?” I asked in a weak voice.

“Don’t be afraid,” Benjamin said and brushed my hair with the back of his hand. “I only want to give you a reward for your incredible work yesterday.”

“Tell Joe to give me more money if you want to give me a reward.”

Benjamin slammed his hand against the wall of the elevator, which made me jump. An ice cube fell from the bucket. I glanced at the floor numbers. We were nearing ours, and I was desperate to get off this horror ride.

“What’s wrong, princess? Only have room in that pussy for Joe’s cock? You don’t want to take mine too?”

“No, please.”

Benjamin leaned forward just as the elevator doors were opening. I kicked him and ran, but the bucket was slowing me down, and I was too afraid to think clearly. I should have dropped the ice to run faster, but I didn’t. Perhaps hugging the bucket was too comforting.

Benjamin caught up with me when I was halfway down the hallway. I screamed, but he covered my mouth. I finally dropped the bucket to use my hands to scratch Benjamin, but he was too strong.

“Stop resisting,” he said into my ear. “You’re going to love this dick.”

I hollered and cried into Benjamin’s hand. He had his erection pressing into my backside. I wished more than anything to be wearing a pair of jeans instead of a dress. I cried even harder when Benjamin reached his hands between my thighs.

“Shut up and take it, you fucking slut.”

I was crying so hard by that point that my eyes hurt. We were tucked away in a corner by a storage closet, so nobody could see us, and nobody could hear me screaming because Benjamin had his hand placed firmly over my lips.

I managed to move my mouth up enough to bite Benjamin’s hand milliseconds before he could violate my womanhood. He cursed and slapped me, making me fall to the floor. He raised his foot, like he was about to stomp on me, but a fist to the jaw stopped him.

Vera punched Benjamin in the face several more times before standing to adjust her shirt. There were bags by her feet as she took deep breaths to steady herself. She looked so manly and handsome, and I couldn’t stop crying. At least my tears were now joyful because I couldn’t have been happier to see her.

My savior.

“What the fuck were you doing, Benjamin? Were you about to rape her?” Vera yelled.

Benjamin put up his hands, looking so weak and pathetic now that there was a man his own size in the room. “No, it wasn’t like that, man. She was coming on to me. You should have seen her.”

“What? He’s lying. Joe, you can’t believe him,” I said to Vera. Even though I was stressed beyond belief, we couldn’t let anyone know we’d switched bodies. They wouldn’t understand.

Vera shook her head. “You’re a fucking liar, Benjamin. I saw how you had her. If she wanted to fuck you, she wouldn’t have been crying and struggling to break free. Trust me, I know.”

“Vera’s nothing but a whore. That’s why she slept with you.”

Vera scoffed and kicked Benjamin’s side, causing him to curl up into a fetal position.

“Pack your bags, Benjamin. We’re taking the first flight out of here.”

Benjamin said nothing. He was too busy crying. Vera took me and wrapped her arm over my shoulder as we walked away from pathetic Benjamin.

“I’m so sorry he did that to you.”

“It’s okay. I’m just glad you got there when you did.”

“Me too. He’ll never hurt you again. I promise.”

“Will you do something?” I asked.

“We’ll do something. You, me, and Martha. Let’s call her.”

I nodded, still shaken from the entire experience. I’d never felt so afraid for my life as a man. Was this how all women felt? Like some man might attack them at any moment just to satisfy a passing urge?

I shivered at the thought.

Vera hung up the phone a moment later. “Martha has us booked on the first flight out of here. She made sure Benjamin won’t be sitting anywhere near you.”

“Thank you, Vera.”

Vera came over and held me close, telling me everything would be fine. I clutched her masculine body and hoped she was telling the truth. I didn’t know if I could handle another experience like that.
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Vera

It was an uncomfortable flight back to Chicago, but I kept Benjamin away from Joe the entire time. He was still shaken up after the ordeal, but Martha had everything prepared for what happened next. We’d all gone home after the plane, but Benjamin was in for a rude awakening in the morning.

“How did you sleep?” I asked Joe as we lay in bed.

“I slept okay. Do you really think we should do this? Will they send Benjamin to jail?”

“If we’re lucky they will. Martha has a stack of evidence against him.”

Joe nodded, looking so womanly and beautiful. There was a slight tension between us. We were both worried about returning to our old bodies but too afraid to say the words. I loved having sex as a man. Making love to Joe’s sweet, feminine body was otherworldly, but part of me wanted to return to how things were.

I missed all the history I had as Vera. I missed my friends. My family. All our shared memories. I could make new memories as Joe, since I already had the world fooled, but there was a power to being a woman that I missed.

There were always creeps like Benjamin, but we were about to turn his life upside-down, just as he’d done to Joe in that hallway.

“Okay,” said Joe. “Let’s go before I change my mind.”

“Lead the way,” I said and waved to my private elevator. We stepped inside and then made our way to the office. Martha was there, along with two detectives. Apparently, they’d already been working on a case against Benjamin from what several other women had said.

Benjamin fought as they put him in handcuffs, but he gave up after a few moments. Watching Benjamin leave the office in police custody was surreal, but it was what he deserved after how he treated Joe, who he’d thought was me.

I told everyone they could have the rest of the day off. Joe had me sign a bonus check for Martha. I thanked her and promised her she would always have a job at the office. Then Joe and I left, both needing a drink.

***

Joe

“Has Inez answered the phone?”

“Nope,” said Vera. “Don’t worry, though. We’ll figure this out.”

I picked up my glass of white wine and took a sip. We were on our second bottle. I still couldn’t believe Benjamin was probably sitting in a police station getting questioned. I couldn’t believe he had been harassing women around town as though it were a sport.

“Being a woman is so scary, especially with all the horny men in the world. There are so many eyeballs on me. I never get a break. Just look at that prick across the room,” I said and gestured to a man who couldn’t stop staring in my direction.

He averted his eyes when Vera turned to look at him, but then he was right back to staring at me seconds later. I sighed and shook my head, taking another sip of the white wine.

“You’re right. Men kind of make being a woman difficult. Can’t live with them or without them, unfortunately,” Vera said with a laugh. “Being a woman isn’t all bad, though, is it?”

I thought back to everything that had happened since I woke up as a woman. There had been much more good things to occur than bad, especially having Vera fuck me. I would never forget how incredible it felt to cum as a woman, which was better than any orgasm I’d ever had as a man, but I missed my old life.

Womanhood was difficult in ways I’d never assumed, despite the fabulous clothes and intense orgasms. The world expected me to wear those designer clothes. They expected me to have my hair done. I had to work ten times harder at the most basic life tasks just to meet the expectations of society.

If I ever made it back to my old body, I would never forget everything I learned about being a woman, and I would know there was still so much for me to learn. I would never just see a woman as a tool to wet my dick again.

“No, it’s not all bad.”

“That’s right. We’ll let the law take care of Benjamin. Let’s just worry about ourselves.”

“Okay,” I said with a smile.

“To all those boss ass bitches around the world holding it down!” Vera lifted her glass and gestured for me to do the same. I did.

“To all those boss ass women,” I said. We laughed as we clinked our glasses and took a sip, staring at each other over the rims of our glasses.

Then it happened.

We switched.

“Fuck,” Vera said and coughed on her wine.

I was sitting across from her, staring at her womanly body. I glanced down and turned my hands, and it felt so strange to be back as a man.

“Yeah, that was weird.”

“You’re telling me!”

After a moment of shock, we both relaxed. It was fun living as Vera, but I was happy to be back in my body, and I could tell Vera felt the same. We finished our wine and laughed at everything we’d gone through together. I picked up the check when our conversation ran dry, wondering what was next for us.

“So, is this the end?” I asked Vera when we were standing outside the restaurant.

“I hope not,” she said. “I was actually hoping we could go back to your place… to see if we still have that spark.”

“Really?”

Vera folded her lips and nodded. She stood on her toes to whisper in my ear. “Now that I’m a girl again, I’d love to feel what it’s like to have your big dick inside me.”

“Oh, I’ll show you.” I lifted Vera into my arms. She squealed, but it was all fun and games. She laughed and kicked her legs as I carried her down the street to my building. We didn’t stop kissing the entire way up to my loft.

The private elevator doors opened. Our clothes fell to the floor a second later. Vera showed me in a million different ways how much she loved my dick. I returned the favor by licking her pussy before plowing into the hole between those sweet lips of hers, positive I’d never want another woman for as long as I lived.

We came while I was fucking her from behind, staring out at Lake Michigan, which stretched into the distance. I wrapped my arms around her soft chest as I slid in and out of her loosened hole. She hollered as she came all over my dick, begging me to hold it deep inside her, so that was what I did.

She didn’t care that I was filling her hole with my seed.

She wanted me as much as I wanted her.

We were in love.


12

Six Months Later

Vera

Nobody knew I was fucking the boss, but that was how we liked it. I loved being Joe’s assistant more than ever now that he understood what being a woman was really like. He treated all of us with the upmost respect. Joe had updated his sexual-harassment policies as well, and it was something every worker in the office now took extremely seriously.

They didn’t want to end up like Benjamin, who was serving a few years in jail for everything he’d done.

Martha was also the new CFO, which was amazing. Joe had promoted her after learning she had an MBA from a prestigious university. I was so proud of my man and how much he’d grown.

“Vera, could you come in my office please?”

I glanced around, wondering what type of visit Joe had in mind. We didn’t have sex at the office too often, but anything was possible. I also wouldn’t mind it if he just wanted to slide his fingers into me or kiss my womanhood for a second to wear my scent the rest of the day.

I entered Joe’s office and closed the door. “Yes, boss?”

“Inez called,” he said.

“Oh, what did she want?”

“She says she made a new sex potion and wanted us to be the first ones to try it.”

I laughed. “What? Are we her testers now or something?”

“Guess so, but she said it’s amazing. It’s supposed to give the user complete controls over their orgasms.”

“That’s impossible,” I said, even though I knew the impossible was possible with Inez. She’d upset me when she ignored our phone calls six months ago, but she only did so to let the potion run its course.

“What do you say? Want to try it this weekend?”

I grinned. “Sure, we can try it. Anything else, boss?”

“That’ll be all, for now.”

I slipped out of his door and went back to my desk, grinning like a fool. Joe and I played constant games. I hoped they’d never end, which seemed to be the case.
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