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   Excerpt

   I knew I should have been freaking out about the girl thing, but every time I started to think about it, the thought drifted away and I felt the most delicious tingle between my legs. I wanted more of that and less worry.

   I grabbed the black and white maid’s uniform and caressed the fabric. It was black silk lined with white lace around the edges of the skirt and the halter of the top. And to go with it were a pair of six-inch heels that strapped up around my ankles. 

   I took off my clothes and shoved my backpack into the corner of the room. I meant to put the outfit right on but I caught sight of myself in the dressing room’s mirror. Wow. If I had seen me on the street I would definitely want to bone me. My tits were huge and perky, I couldn’t even cover them up completely with my hands. My waist was skinny, but that only accentuated the wide hips I’d grown. And of course, between my legs I didn’t have a dick anymore. Instead there was a clean juncture with slick folds just waiting to be touched.

   Just before I dipped my fingers in Maddy knocked on the door and asked me how I was doing. I quickly put the uniform on and met her out in the hall. My nipples were still hard and stood out prominently under the thin fabric. I realized the outfit was almost see-through but I decided that I liked it.

   Maddy led me down the hall, but she didn’t take me to meet Jonathon. I was starting to get really confused. Didn’t I have paperwork or something to fill out? Maddy laughed when I asked.

   “Your dreams are about to come true, do you care if the right piece of paper is filed?” Without any more discussion she pushed me into a room and offered one last cryptic piece of advice. “Just do what you need to once you’re inside.”

   I had no idea what that was supposed to mean. Maybe I hadn’t really been hired yet and this was all part of the interview process? I walked through the door and my jaw dropped. I knew I still had to be inside the warehouse, but it looked like I’d stepped into a room in a mansion. 

   I was in an office or study, dark brown wood shelves lined the walls and were filled with hundreds of books. There was a dark green leather sofa off to the side of the room and it could easily sit five people. A desk jutted out seamlessly from the bookcases. There was only a fountain pen and leather bound notebook on the desk. I didn’t see a phone or computer or anything necessary for getting any real work down. The chair behind the desk was nearly as tall as me. 

   And everything seemed to be covered in a fine layer of dust. And Maddy’s advice about doing what I needed all of a sudden made sense. I had my maid’s uniform on, so cleaning was obvious.

   A feather duster lay on one of the shelves and I got to work. I started with the closest shelf, dusting from one end to the other and letting the dust fly away into the air. I went over ever surface I saw from the brown wood to each of the books and even the sofa. It was more tiring than I expected and sweat beaded on my forehead. I decided to take a small break. I sank into the office chair. It felt so good. The heels didn’t hurt as much as I expected, but once I was off of them I could feel my feet ache. 

   I played with the feather duster, running my fingers over the soft surface and catching the tendrils in my fist. A naughty thought rippled through me. I knew I shouldn’t, but it seemed so fun that I couldn’t resist.

   I rubbed the duster against my breasts. But even with my sensitivity and the thin fabric it wasn’t enough. I shot a glance at the door. I’d been in the room so long already that I was sure I wouldn’t be interrupted if I allowed myself a few more minutes of fun.

   I reached back and unstrapped the halter of my top, letting the fabric hang down under my now free breasts. I let the duster flit lightly across one breast. I could barely feel it, but it was enough to make me want more. I moved it back and forth, my wrist jerking furiously until the sensation hardened my nipples and left me panting.

   I realized that there were no panties to go with my uniform.

   My free hand drifted low, tracing lazy circles around my inner thigh. I spread my legs farther apart so I could run my hand along the wet heat of my pussy lips. I’d only just got up the courage to touch my clit when the door opened. 

   I tried to do three things at once and failed miserably. Instead of turning the chair to face away from the door I jerked even closer to it, leaving my half naked state on display. I flipped up my skirt instead of turning it down and instead of setting the duster gently on the desk I threw it towards the intruder.

   But one look at him and there was more than one place I wanted him to intrude.

   It seemed that my body wasn’t the only thing that changed. Because I was looking at a man right now and the only thought on my mind was sex.
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   Chapter One

   I didn’t even know what Trevor was freaking out about when I saw his stupid text message. And I was in the middle of watching some very nice, classy porn with an actress well on her way to being the star of my dreams for the next month. This Taylor chick knew how to suck a cock, and she loved to let dudes titty fuck her until there was no tomorrow. From the moment she showed up on screen I could feel myself getting hard and it didn’t take long for me to blow my load.

   But my phone buzzed a second before I unzipped my pants and my dick was left to suffer while I checked the message. I was in between jobs and couldn’t afford to ignore any communication during the day. I paused the video and navigated to my messages. There was a group text from Trevor. All it said was:

   COMMON ROOM. FIFTEEN MINUTES.

   Freaking great. Trevor the tyrant probably had some stupid idea for volunteer work or some shit like that. He was obsessed with protecting the good name of Theta Alpha and thought that handing out pamphlets on public safety or some shit like that would make up for the twisted parties we liked to throw every month.

   But fifteen minutes was more than enough time to finish up. I pushed thoughts of Trevor aside and let the beautiful Taylor back into my mind. She was tied to the bed this time with her ass in the air, already moaning while some dude ate her out. I stroked my cock, grunting along with her and squeezing my eyes shut when I came. 

   Damn if she wasn’t hot.

   Fifteen minutes later I was downstairs having changed into regular clothes and washed my hands. I didn’t need the guys giving me shit about jacking off in the middle of the day. None of them understood what it was like to have an overactive libido. It wasn’t that I thought about sex all the time, it was just that my body was ready to spring into action at a moment’s notice.

   I fucked a new girl at least every week and masturbated a few times every day. If I didn’t, my focus splintered until I couldn’t do anything but think of cumming. But fresh from whacking off, I could think clearly. I was the first to arrive in the common room where Trevor had a white board out and was scribbling furiously. I watched as lines developed into strokes that looked a lot like a floor plan.

   What the hell?

   “Is that the Gamma Theta house?” I asked. They had a distinctive layout to the front of their house that none of the other fraternities or sororities had. 

   “Did you see what they did to us?” There was a manic light in his eyes. 

   “Uh…no? I’ve been up in my room all day.” Whatever it was had to be bad if Trevor was diagraming and calling group meetings.

   Trevor took a deep breath, trying to calm himself down before answering me. “Those bitches! They fucking painted our doors pink like we’re fucking girls or something!”

   I laughed, which in retrospect was a bad idea. But I thought it was funny. And great payback for what we did to their mailbox. We gave that thing spikes of dildos and replaced the latch with a cock ring. The shrieks had gone on for hours.

   Felix and Will showed up and sat on the couch. That left only Hugh to come join us. I felt bad for the guy. He was new to the frat and still hadn’t figured out the ropes. When Trevor said jump, you asked how high or dealt with the consequences. But it wasn’t my job to teach Hugh how to navigate life in Gamma Alpha and I wasn’t concerned about it.

   Once Hugh showed up, Trevor outlined his plan.

   That dude was crazy.

   And not everyone was happy. But there was no use trying to convince him to change course and I didn’t even care to try. We agreed to meet up at midnight and he finally let us go.

   I went back to my room. I needed another date with Taylor.

   





   







   Chapter Two

   Will, Trevor, and I all came downstairs at the same time. Hugh and Felix were waiting for us with the glue and posters. Apparently Hugh had figured out that he had to show up on time or risk his place in the fraternity.

   We made our way across the street to see the Gamma girls. Will split off to run the distraction leaving Trevor, Hugh, Felix, and me to do the dirty work inside the house. Trevor’s sketched out blue print had been right and we made our way up to the head of the sorority’s room. Morgana had been sending girls out to prank us all year, and now we were making it personal.

   I was the first one to say anything once we were in the room. “At least none of it is Justin Bieber,” I picked up a book from her bedside table. “What’s this? Ha! Magic Spells for the Modern Witch. Classic.” I had heard that a lot of girls went through witch phases as teenagers, but I didn’t know that any of them still messed with that shit when they got to college. 

   I tossed the book at Trevor who set it down gently. “I knew she was a fucking freak.”

   I grabbed one of Felix’s tubes and fished out the posters from inside. “I think she’ll appreciate the new décor. Who doesn’t love a hot chick?”

   Felix said, “Trevor, this is really too far.”

   He looked at Felix, “I’m not forcing you to do anything. The door’s right there.” An unspoken threat hung after his words. 

   Felix looked ready to protest again, but he changed his mind and said, “Then let’s be quick about this.”

   I unrolled my poster and smiled. Shit, that was hot. Though my girl was no Taylor. This girl was wearing one of those French maid’s uniforms, all silky black with lace around the edges. Except she wasn’t exactly dusting anything she was supposed to be. Instead, she was bent over, offering her side profile and a grin to anyone looking at the poster.

   Her skirt was flipped up and a hard cock was half-buried inside of her dripping cunt. For a second, my eyes blurred and I could have sworn that she winked at me while the cock buried itself to the hilt inside of her. I shook my head and the poster looked normal again.

   I glued it to the wall quickly, glad to be done, and looked around. The other guys were super involved in their work, though Felix was staring at his freaky ass poster with a disturbing glint in his eye. My eyes landed on Morgana’s mirror and I felt a shiver down my spine. 

   That thing looked weird. It was silver with twisting designs all around the edges. The actual mirror wasn’t perfectly clear, it looked old and a little cloudy. And while I looked into it, I could almost feel something looking back at me. It freaked me out so much that I stopped looking.

   It still felt like there were eyes on me.

   But we finished up our work and hightailed it out of there, making it back to the fraternity where Will was already waiting for us with alcohol for all. I drank too much and stumbled upstairs around sunrise, falling into sleep in no time.

    

   My dream was something else. Servants bustled around me in a freaky, old-style kitchen. The stove ran on actual wooden logs and the water came in through an old, iron faucet. It looked like something out of one of those TV shows my mom liked to watch and ogle at the costumes.

   A woman in a black and white dress that covered her from neck to wrist and all the way down to the floor hustled up to me and tutted. “You’re not at all prepared to serve the meal!” She shrieked. “Come, come, we must get you ready.” She pushed me behind a standing curtain and joined me. We were in relative privacy, invisible from most of the kitchen. “Now off with that dratted attire, all of it must go.”

   I looked down and felt my jaw drop. Something was terribly wrong.

   I had tits! And even more importantly, my dick was gone. I couldn’t feel it between my legs and pressed my hand against the strange linen shift to check. There was nothing there!

   The woman tutted again and pulled my hand away from my crotch. “There will be plenty of that later,” she said cryptically, “But now you must be dressed!” She pulled my arms above my head and removed the linen shift, leaving me naked in the chilled room. I could feel my nipples tighten in the air. The woman seemed to like that, grinning and giving them a squeeze.

   I moaned, my eyes widening. Damn, that felt good! 

   But before I could talk, she revealed a complicated mass of red bows and commanded me to turn as she wrapped me up, covering my tits and pussy and leaving everything else bare.

   She led me to a doorway filled with bright sunlight and pushed me through. I stumbled, the bows rustling, and came out into a banquet hall filled with beautiful people dressed to the nines. While everyone in the kitchen was dressed like something out of a costume drama, the people here wore clothes from a variety of points in history. At least, I thought they did. I wasn’t an expert on any of that shit.

   A man in a black tuxedo complete with a cane approached me and took me by the hand. “Come now, my dear. We must present our feast!” He spoke with a British accent and led me into the center of the room. The man let go of my hand and let his own drift down to cup the bare cheek of my ass. Something hot whispered through me and I felt the slightest tingling in my gut.

   What was that?

   His fingers squeezed and my nipples beaded into dots under the red ribbon. Holy crap, I was getting turned on by this dude pawing me! A part of me wanted to turn away, but I couldn’t do anything but move with him. The adoring throng of people parted before us to reveal our destination.

   It was an altar.

   I had no other words to describe it but as an altar of lust, of sex. It was marble with rounded edges, about three feet high and six feet long and about four feet across. The altar was covered in a decadent sheet of red padding and the white of the marble was shot through with red, black, and gold. Two steps led up to the bed of the altar and my escort pushed me forward.

   I ascended, my ass swaying, and lay down without prompting. Ropes jumped out of the cover and gently pulled my arms above my head, anchoring them to the edge of the altar. Two women, each in beautiful black gowns each pulled on one of my legs, spreading them wide and revealing my new cunt to the admiring crowd. 

   More rope appeared and I was tied completely down.

   The man who’d escorted me over traced his cane lightly up the skin of my leg, over the ribbon and up my chest, leaving a trail of goosebumps in his wake. He wrenched the ribbon around my breasts apart, exposing those glorious mounds of flesh to the hungry eyes of the crowd.

   I could feel myself grow wet as I watched them watch me, some licking their lips and all devouring me with their eyes. I arched my back, moaning as the cold air caressed me. But still I was not completely bare. 

   One of my female attendants pulled on each side of the ribbon at my crotch and untied to last of the bow covering me up. I was naked before the crowed, ready to be feasted upon.

   There was stillness for a breathless moment. And then as one the crowd moved, hands and mouths over me, their only goal to eke out my pleasure with every stroke of hand or tongue. I felt lips on my breasts, but I could not see who sucked me when a woman with sweet, full lips captured my own, her tongue dancing with mine.

   I cried out against her at the first swipe of fingers against my wet pussy, my hips bucking against the crowd. It was almost too much, it wasn’t enough. I needed more.

   The lips against my breasts grew frantic, almost painful as I could feel the barest hint of teeth nip at the hardened points. My breasts felt heavy, almost as if they were full of something begging to be released.

   And then there were lips at my cunt.

   The first set of lips kissing my mouth were replaced by a man’s. He dominated my mouth, devouring me and my moans as I cried out against his tongue at the unknown tongue dipping into my wet cunt. Pleasure ripped through me, a heady, rippling wave of orgasm, quickly followed by another.

   My fingers fisted into the red fabric that I lay on and I resisted my bonds, desperate to grab hold of anything around me. But it was no use. I was completely at the mercy of the people set on devouring me. 

   Fingers pricked at my tits, playing with them mercilessly and the lips at my cunt abandoned me. But I was rewarded with something even better.

   I felt the blunt tip brush up against me and for a moment I thought it was a man’s finger. But I soon realized it was far too big. Dimly, I heard the people chant around me, but I was so lost to the pleasure that I could not make out the words. All that mattered were the lips against my own, the fingers on my breasts, and the cock ready to plunge into my cunt.

   He entered me slowly, thought I was so wet he could have slid to the hilt with no issue. Though even with the lubrication, it was a tight fit. This was my first time, I’d never had a cock in me before. And as he slid inch by precious inch inside of me, I didn’t know what had taken so long.

   It was the most amazing feeling in the world.

   For the first time I felt filled, and I’d never realized that before I’d been empty. The man inside of me started to move, quickly pushing in and pulling out nearly all the way. Lips returned to my breasts and I couldn’t focus on anything. My entire being was centered on the pleasure these wonderful people gave me.

   I did not know if I was their god or their sacrifice and I didn’t care. 

   The man pumped into me harder, thrusting almost painfully. Quicker and quicker and quicker. Fingers flicked against my clit and I gasped, shuddering with a small orgasm, but that wasn’t even the half of it. The man buried himself deep, exploding, cumming inside of me, his thick semen spurting into my virgin cunt.

   I collapsed down, unable to think, to do anything but feel. Until the next man approached and filled me anew.

   





   







   Chapter Three

   My phone rang just as I was on the verge of orgasm, precum wetting my boxers. I didn’t pay any attention to that while I reached for the phone and checked the caller ID. I didn’t recognize the name, but it said “Staffing Service” and I knew that I’d put my resume in at dozens of places. I couldn’t afford to not answer my phone.

   “This is Mike,” I said, answering.

   The man on the other end of the line cleared his throat. “Hello, yes, Mike. This is Jonathon Cline with the MFY Staffing Agency. Your resume appeared on my desk this morning. It looks like you’re a perfect fit for the job. Can you be here at 2:30?”

   What job? I didn’t know which one he was talking about, but I didn’t care. “Sure? What do I need to wear?”

   Jonathon sucked in a breath. “The uniform will be provided.” It came out in rush and his breathing continued to sound labored.

   “Uh, are you alright, dude?” Mike didn’t want to show up to find this guy dead from a heart attack or something. 

   “Yes, of course.” He let out a sound almost like a moan, but it cut off before he finished. “So can you make it?”

   What the hell, money was money. “Yeah, I’ll be there.”

   Over the course of the phone call my boner had subsided and I was able to take a shower without rousing the beast once more. I was pulling on my pants when I remembered the dream. I had no idea what the fuck that was all about.

   It probably just meant that I needed to find some new chick to fuck. I was so obsessed with pussy that I was growing my own in my dreams. I laughed and pulled on my shoes.

   I didn’t see any of the other guys in the house, though I saw Felix heading across the street when I walked outside to catch the bus. That dude had a guilt complex the size of a cruise ship. I didn’t know why he was so against all the fun we had with the girls, but as long as he didn’t pull us in to his apology bullshit I didn’t care.

   The bus was super crowded when I got on and I brushed against half a dozen people trying to get to the back where I thought there was an open seat. Each time my chest brushed against something I could swear I was more sensitive than usual and by the time I found my seat my nipples were hard against the fabric of my polo shirt. 

   It was kind of weird, but also kind of nice. 

   Jonathon told me to meet him at 6948 Kemper Street which meant I needed to take the bus all the way to the end of the line, through the seedier part of town and nearly into the next town over. After a while it was just me on the bus and a few people who looked like they were heading out to score drugs. 

   No judgment, but I kept my hand over my wallet in my pocket.

   I got off at the Kemper Street stop and looked around. The area was mostly made up of warehouses and there were only a few people walking around. I knew for a fact that I hadn’t come out to an interview at any of these places, so I wondered how Jonathon got my number.

   But I didn’t have too long to wonder. I found 6948 at the end of the street, butted right up against the river that ran through town. A woman’s silhouette was printed on a big sign that said MFY.

   MFY Staffing Agency, just where I was supposed to be.

   A ten foot tall chain link fence surrounded the place but the gate stood open. I saw a few cars parked in the parking lot, some of them very expensive looking. Just as I crossed the threshold of the property, a shiver ripped through my midsection and I had to pause.

   I took a deep breath and a few more steps. But it happened again.

   I needed to sit down. The gravel of the parking lot was good enough. I tried to breathe in and out, but I felt the weirdest constriction on my chest. It felt heavy. I ran a hand over the front of my shirt and had to bite my lip to keep from moaning. 

   I felt heavy and sensitive. So fucking sensitive I felt an erotic thrill all the way to the juncture of my thighs. My hand drifted lower, and where I should have felt an erection I felt nothing.

   Nothing at all.

   I tried to scream, but I couldn’t make a sound outside the mewling little moans. My heart started pumping faster and faster and I could feel my hair actually growing out of my head. Everything kept changing, my head was light, I couldn’t breathe, and everything was so much more sensitive than I was used to. Finally I took in one deep breath and slumped forward, passed out on the grass.

   I must not have been out for long. 

   I sat up and felt my face, feeling the divots from where the gravel imprinted on my cheek. But otherwise it was smooth. Completely smooth. Like my scruff, the stubble I hadn’t bothered to shave away was completely gone. I brought my other hand up to my cheek and felt them both, running my hands over my face, feeling the strange delicate cheeks and full lips that I didn’t recognize.

   What the hell?

   What happened to my face? Why was my hair so long, I pulled and pulled and when I let it go I could feel it hit halfway down my back. And when I looked down I was in for the shock of my life. I had tits. Huge tits. They strained against my shirt, hard nipples poking out of the polo shirt.

   Without thought my hand reached up and cradled the heavy flesh in my palm. It was so soft, I gave my boob a squeeze and my eyes nearly rolled back into my head. I didn’t even see the woman walk up to me.

   I must have had an obnoxious grin on my face when she asked me if I was okay.

   “Uh,” oh, God, even my voice was different. “I think I’m okay?” I didn’t think that, not at all, but I couldn’t get the words out. My voice was vacant, slutty. I moaned a little at the thought.

   But the woman wasn’t put off by my appearance or speech. She offered a hand. “I’m Maddy. Are you new here?” Maddy wasn’t wearing regular clothes. She had on red harem pants and a black sequined bra. It all went perfectly with her brown skin and honey brown hair. Was that the uniform Jonathon was going to make me wear? I didn’t even know if my new tits would fit into it. Though Maddy’s were very nice, so it might not be a problem.

   “Yeah, I’m starting today. Jonathon told me to come.”

   For some reason Maddy found that funny. “Yeah, he likes to do that. And you’re just his type. He loves blondes.” She flicked at the long blonde hair I now had and a strand landed on my lips. I tried to blow it away but I had to resort to using my fingernails.

   Maddy led me inside and told me to pick out a uniform in a dressing room right off the front door. She left me alone to get changed. I expected to see a rack of clothes just like what she was wearing, but instead it was a wonderland of different outfits. All of them silky and soft.

   But if I was about to meet my boss for the first time I couldn’t choose just anything, it had to be perfect.

   I shoved aside several outfits just like Maddy’s and then passed on a nurse’s uniform, something that might have been for the army, and a school teacher. None of it seemed right. I sifted through all of the fabric, my arms actually getting tired from holding back so much clothing.

   And then I found it.

   It was perfect. Simple, elegant, and bound to show off all of the wonderful attributes that I’d suddenly developed.

   I knew I should have been freaking out about the girl thing, but every time I started to think about it, the thought drifted away and I felt the most delicious tingle between my legs. I wanted more of that and less worry.

   I grabbed the black and white maid’s uniform and caressed the fabric. It was black silk lined with white lace around the edges of the skirt and the halter of the top. And to go with it were a pair of six-inch heels that strapped up around my ankles. 

   I took off my clothes and shoved my backpack into the corner of the room. I meant to put the outfit right on but I caught sight of myself in the dressing room’s mirror. Wow. If I had seen me on the street I would definitely want to bone me. My tits were huge and perky, I couldn’t even cover them up completely with my hands. My waist was skinny, but that only accentuated the wide hips I’d grown. And of course, between my legs I didn’t have a dick anymore. Instead there was a clean juncture with slick folds just waiting to be touched.

   Just before I dipped my fingers in Maddy knocked on the door and asked me how I was doing. I quickly put the uniform on and met her out in the hall. My nipples were still hard and stood out prominently under the thin fabric. I realized the outfit was almost see-through but I decided that I liked it.

   Maddy led me down the hall, but she didn’t take me to meet Jonathon. I was starting to get really confused. Didn’t I have paperwork or something to fill out? Maddy laughed when I asked.

   “Your dreams are about to come true, do you care if the right piece of paper is filed?” Without any more discussion she pushed me into a room and offered one last cryptic piece of advice. “Just do what you need to once you’re inside.”

   I had no idea what that was supposed to mean. Maybe I hadn’t really been hired yet and this was all part of the interview process? I walked through the door and my jaw dropped. I knew I still had to be inside the warehouse, but it looked like I’d stepped into a room in a mansion. 

   I was in an office or study, dark brown wood shelves lined the walls and were filled with hundreds of books. There was a dark green leather sofa off to the side of the room and it could easily sit five people. A desk jutted out seamlessly from the bookcases. There was only a fountain pen and leather bound notebook on the desk. I didn’t see a phone or computer or anything necessary for getting any real work down. The chair behind the desk was nearly as tall as me. 

   And everything seemed to be covered in a fine layer of dust. And Maddy’s advice about doing what I needed all of a sudden made sense. I had my maid’s uniform on, so cleaning was obvious.

   A feather duster lay on one of the shelves and I got to work. I started with the closest shelf, dusting from one end to the other and letting the dust fly away into the air. I went over ever surface I saw from the brown wood to each of the books and even the sofa. It was more tiring than I expected and sweat beaded on my forehead. I decided to take a small break. I sank into the office chair. It felt so good. The heels didn’t hurt as much as I expected, but once I was off of them I could feel my feet ache. 

   I played with the feather duster, running my fingers over the soft surface and catching the tendrils in my fist. A naughty thought rippled through me. I knew I shouldn’t, but it seemed so fun that I couldn’t resist.

   I rubbed the duster against my breasts. But even with my sensitivity and the thin fabric it wasn’t enough. I shot a glance at the door. I’d been in the room so long already that I was sure I wouldn’t be interrupted if I allowed myself a few more minutes of fun.

   I reached back and unstrapped the halter of my top, letting the fabric hang down under my now free breasts. I let the duster flit lightly across one breast. I could barely feel it, but it was enough to make me want more. I moved it back and forth, my wrist jerking furiously until the sensation hardened my nipples and left me panting.

   I realized that there were no panties to go with my uniform.

   My free hand drifted low, tracing lazy circles around my inner thigh. I spread my legs farther apart so I could run my hand along the wet heat of my pussy lips. I’d only just got up the courage to touch my clit when the door opened. 

   I tried to do three things at once and failed miserably. Instead of turning the chair to face away from the door I jerked even closer to it, leaving my half naked state on display. I flipped up my skirt instead of turning it down and instead of setting the duster gently on the desk I threw it towards the intruder.

   But one look at him and there was more than one place I wanted him to intrude.

   It seemed that my body wasn’t the only thing that changed. Because I was looking at a man right now and the only thought on my mind was sex.

   He fit all those characteristics I heard so much about: tall, dark, handsome. Easily six three, with a full head of dark hair and a body well-muscled but lithe, I saw him and wanted wicked things. My mouth was dry just thinking of them.

   But I couldn’t tell what he thought. “What the hell are you doing?” He demanded. “What kind of maid do you think you are?”

   I wasn’t a very good one. But I had to salvage this. What kind of maid would I be if I got fired for playing with the feather duster on my very first day? I stood up and rounded the desk and without a thought sank to my knees in front of the man. “Please, sir,” I begged, “I know I’m such a naughty girl.” My bare breasts were proof of that, but saying the words caused a tingle in my cunt. “A very naughty girl.” Oh, god that felt great. “Please, is there anything I can do?”

   I meant to look up, to gaze into his eyes and beg for mercy, but my eyes snagged on a rather large obstacle.

   The bulge in his pants.

   He wasn’t hard, not all the way. But I could fix that. And if I pleased him, surely he wouldn’t fire me. This had to be Jonathon. Who else would walk in on me? I let my hand red on his thigh. “Please, Jonathon.”

   “That’s Mr. Cline to you.” His voice held a hint of a growl, but he didn’t tell me to stop.

   I massaged his dick through the dark fabric of his pants, licking my pink lips when he started to respond. I undid his pants revealing his growing cock. When I saw it I moaned. It was huge, engorged with a thick vein. This was what a cock should look like, mine was tiny compared to what I had before. 

   I swallowed him, lapping at the length. Mr. Cline groaned, fisting his hands in my hair and guiding me. I didn’t know what I was doing, I had never sucked a cock before. So I let instinct guide me. When Mr. Cline jerked his hips I knew I had to be doing something right and when he pulled on my hair I could tell he liked it. 

   He was salty, delicious and masculine. I wanted more. I drooled down the side of him but I didn’t care. While I stroked him with my tongue I used my hand to pump his shaft. He really liked that, jerking wildly when I used a little more pressure. 

   I was so hot just from fucking him with my mouth I could feel myself on the edge of orgasm. I wanted to cum, I wanted to finger myself, but I couldn’t take my attention away from Mr. Cline. I needed to get him off. But before he could finish he pulled away. “Is that all you got?” He asked. 

   What else could I do? His cock stood up between us and I felt transfixed by it. I wanted it, however he would give it to me.

   “Please, sir,” I said. “I’m here to serve you.” It felt so right to say that, to surrender to him. His every wish was my command, the thought of following his orders only made me wetter.

   He put his hands on my hips and spun me around. “Then why don’t we put your little cunt to the test?” He whispered it in my ear and kissed my neck. I could have cum right there, but not quite yet.

   He pushed me forward, all the way to the desk where he flattened me against it, my breasts flat against the hard wood table. Mr. Cline’s hands roamed over my rounded ass and he stuck one finger inside me. I had to bite down a curse. I had no idea that could feel so good. 

   Oh my God.

   And that was from only one finger. He swirled it around, testing the depths of me until a second finger joined in. I couldn’t hide my whimper when he stretched me out, readying me to accommodate his enormous cock.

   I couldn’t wait.

   “Fuck me, sir! God, I’m ready.” I gasped it out, desperate for the hot touch of him.

   Mr. Cline needed no further encouragement. The blunt tip of his cockhead forced its way inside of me. It was a tight fit, my cunt had never been penetrated by something so big. Only his fingers had ever been inside. But Mr. Cline took his time. It didn’t hurt, exactly, it just felt so, so full.

   He wedged himself all the way inside and stayed there for a moment.

   And then he started to move.

   His hips bucked back and forth quickly, sliding along my slick sex and hitting just the perfect spot inside of me. I gasped out his name, begging him to go faster, to fuck me hard, to fuck my brains out. And Mr. Cline obliged. 

   He thrust and thrust, in and out and in and out. I gripped onto the edge of the desk with one hand but I let my other hand wander down to play with the hard bud of my clit. I couldn’t get enough. I stroked and stroked in time to his thrusts. Tears burst out of my eyes and the pleasure built and built, a never ending wave of sensation.

   Until suddenly it exploded.

   My vision when white, blinding me as I screamed out his name, the orgasm destroying me with pleasure. I felt Mr. Cline follow me, spurting his hot seed inside my wet cunt, cumming hard and fast.

   It took me several minutes to calm down. I couldn’t quite get the handle on breathing correctly anymore, but during the orgasm I felt something settle inside of me. This girl thing wasn’t temporary. I could feel it in my soul. I was a girl now. I wasn’t going to change back. Mike was gone.

   Mickey was in his place.

   Mr. Cline kissed my neck once more. “Well,” he said. “I knew when Morgana called and told me to hire you it would be worth it. Do you think you belong here?” He asked.

   And I knew that I did.
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