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  I leaned back in my leather office chair, pants kicked off in the corner, as Cheryl sucked my dick. She looked up at me with watery blue eyes, her short blonde hair tucked behind each ear. Her hands were on my bare knees. She mumbled something.



  “Don’t talk,” I said. “Suck.”


  She pulled her mouth off my cock, a thick line of saliva trailing from her pouty lips. “Please,” she said. “I need to get home. I told Bill I’d pick up dinner.”


  What an ungrateful little bitch. I leaned forward. “Go on,” I said. “Nobody’s stopping you. You’re not here, on your knees, sucking my cock against your will, are you?”


  She looked at the floor. Jesus, was she going to cry?


  “No, sir,” she said.


  “Well then shut the fuck up and finish me off. Swallow it down and that’s a little less dinner you have to pick up.”


  She sighed, leaned forward, and slid her lips down over my cock again. 


  I leaned back again and glanced at the readout floating above my desk. Two new messages from Stan. I’d answer those tomorrow. I glanced at the calendar. Jesus, three meetings tomorrow? At least I was having lunch with Carter. That’s what the calendar said, but we covered for each other. I’d actually be fucking Monique in one of those pleasure pod hotels across town. My wife Mindy didn’t have a clue.


  The date on the calendar read “March 18th, 2037”. It wasn’t quite the future I had imagined as a kid. Two years ago portals had opened all over the world and those blue-skinned freaks had started piling out, mixing themselves up in our business. They called themselves the Corvants. Not a lot had really changed though, at least the important shit.


  Men were still men. I looked down at Cheryl, working her mouth fast on my dick. Yeah, the important shit still hadn’t changed.


  I felt my balls tighten and my muscles tighten. Cheryl pulled back, but I reached down and grabbed the back of her head. Oh, no you don’t, you little bitch. You’re gonna swallow my load, and then you’re gonna go home to hubby and kiss him with those cock-sucking lips.


  I squirted, and squirted again, feeling my hot cum fill up her pretty little cheeks. I looked down at her.


  “I thought I told you to swallow,” I said.


  She gulped hard. I let her head go and she slumped back, putting her hand to her chest and coughing.


  “Okay, Cheryl,” I said. “Go home. Make sure you pick up my laundry and my breakfast. And don’t fuck up my coffee this time. You need to be here at six from now on.” She normally came in at seven. 


  “But you don’t get here until eight,” she said, climbing to her feet using the edge of the desk.


  “We’re not talking about me,” I said. “There’s plenty of shit to do around here. Clean my bathroom.” I had a private bathroom, and the cleaning crew took care of it every night, but having Cheryl clean it again seemed like a good way to keep her in line, remind her who the boss was.


  “Yes, sir,” she said, sounding defeated.


  I pulled up my pants as she headed out the door.


  “Oh, Cheryl?” I called after her. She paused halfway through the door and turned.


  “Sir?”


  “Tell your husband Bill hello for me, will you?”


  



  After she was gone, I went into my bathroom to clean myself up. My wife didn’t suspect a thing, but if she happened to walk in and see dark red lipstick smeared on my cock, she just might figure it out.


  As I was scrubbing my cock with a washcloth, I heard something in the office. The cleaning crew? It was too early. Had Cheryl come back, forgotten something?


  I tucked it away, zipped up my pants, and opened the bathroom door.


  There, hovering in the middle of my office, was some kind of drone. A metal sphere a little bigger than a basketball drifted chest-high above the floor. As I stepped out of the bathroom, a little door opened in its shell and a blue pinlight laser shot out at my hand. 


  I looked down at the tiny blue dot on my hand and instinctively jerked it away, but the laser had already flickered off. 


  “Identify confirmed,” a tinny female voice came from the drone. “Brant William Whitcomb.” 


  “What is this?” I said. It wasn’t a police drone. Those were always supposed to be accompanied by an officer anyway. The drones were another technology the Corvant had shared with us, and now they were everywhere.


  “You have been selected for reassignment,” the drone said.


  “Reassignment? What the fuck does that mean?”


  “You will be given a new role in society, as well as a new gender.”


  “The hell I will,” I said. I ran for the door, ducking low. I expected the thing to stun me, but it didn’t make a move. Instead, as I turned the handle, it spoke again.


  “Your behavior is counterproductive to an inclusive, harmonic society,” it said. “Reassignment should produce a more empathetic, compassionate frame of mind.”


  I opened the door. “Who the fuck are you to tell me who or how I’m supposed to be?”


  “Your friends, family, and co-workers have all been contacted and consulted. They have agreed with our assessment.”


  “My what?” This thing had been asking people I know if they wanted to turn me into a bitch? Had I gone nuts, or was this thing just fucking with me? I decided not to stick around to find out. But as I stepped through the door, I felt something hit my back, like a thumb jamming into me. It spread, flattening out across my back, slipping around my torso. 


  I felt myself jerked back into my office, the door slamming shut behind me.


  “The procedure won’t take very long,” the drone said, pinning me to the floor.


  “Holy shit,” I said, gasping. “You’re doing it here?”


  In response, invisible claws began to rip my clothing from my body, tossing the shreds on the floor. In just a few seconds I was completely naked, pinned to the floor, the drone hovering above me.


  A warm pink cone of light beamed from the drone, washing over my crotch. I tried to close my legs, but force beams pried my legs apart and pinned them wide open.


  I looked down in horror as my cock and balls seemed to melt like hot wax. I felt a warm tingling sensation, but it didn’t hurt. I screamed just the same. A cleft formed where my dick had been just a few seconds earlier. I watched pussy lips bloom outward like some alien flower. And just like that, I had a pussy.


  The thing was right, it didn’t take long. I’d never heard of anything like this. I didn’t know the tech existed. But beams of light criss-crossed my body, shaping and molding me like a piece of clay. The hair on my head grew long and dark while most of my other body hair, including my public hair, was whisked away.


  Twin pink beams projected onto my breast, and tits grew out, plump and heavy, the nipples dark and hard. They spent time on my face, too, though I couldn’t see what they were doing.


  Only a few minutes had passed, but it seemed like an eternity. The beams all receded, leaving me naked, but unrestricted. I sat up and shook my head. I felt weird. I reached between my legs, grabbing for a cock that wasn’t there. My new tits jiggled as I made the motion. I felt soft and slighter than before, but heavier in all the wrong places. 


  “What the fuck did you do—” 


  I stopped. My voice was all wrong, high-pitched and soft. 


  “Stand up,” the drone said.


  “Fuck you.”


  Five blue pinbeams hit my skin in different places, each thigh, each arm, and the center of my chest. I felt a jolt of pain ripple throughout my entire body. I cried out, then felt a horrible wave of nausea. It was the most awful thing I’d ever felt.


  “Stand up,” the drone said.


  I got to my feet, my legs shaking. I flinched as a wide green light emerged from the drone. Green gridlines of light covered my naked body. I heard a loud humming sound from the drone, then the green intensified into a flash so bright I had to shut my eyes.


  When I opened them, the lights were gone. I looked down to see that I was now clothed in a dainty French maid uniform. High black heels had even been put on my feet. I didn’t feel any underwear, though, and reaching down to pull up the hem of my skirt confirmed I was bare underneath.


  “You have been modified to serve,” the drone said. “You will do whatever any other person asks of you.”


  I started to blurt out a hearty Fuck You, then remembered the blast of blue lasers on my skin, that shock and that sickening feeling after, which was the worst part.


  Instead, I said: “Anything?”


  “Yes,” the drone said. “Non-compliance will result in a longer time period in this role.”


  “How long do I have to stay like this?” I asked.


  The drone floated toward the door. “That is entirely up to you,” it said, zipping through the door. I dashed to the door, almost falling in my heels. I looked up and down the carpeted hallway and saw nothing. 


  Fuck. This was insane. How could they do this? Didn’t I have rights?


  I wobbled back to my bathroom. Was it even my bathroom anymore? I looked in the mirror.


  Well, at least if I had to be a chick, I was pretty hot. My brown hair was tucked under a frilly white hairband. The black silk outfit with frilly edges showed off my body nicely. I even had a little ribbon garter on my thigh.


  But did I have to wear this as long as I was a woman? And how fucking long was that going to be? The drone had said it was up to me, but that sounded like a bunch of cryptic bullshit.


  I reached down to the pink ribbon tied around my thigh and tried to untie it. As soon as I did, a jolt radiated through my thigh and up into my stomach. That goddamn nausea hit me again. I grabbed the edge of the sink. I took deep breaths and tried not to throw up.


  I guess that answered at least one of my questions. As I stood there, waiting for that sickening feeling to go away, I heard the elevator ding. Shit.


  I walked out of the bathroom and back into the office to see two Hispanic women in blue smocks pushing a cleaning cart into the office. They saw me, then looked at each other and burst out laughing. 


  I opened my mouth to tell them to shut the fuck up, then remembered the goddamn shock ribbon around my thigh. So instead I just stood there, my face hot from anger.


  The two women exchanged a few whispered words in Spanish, then one of them turned to me and giggled.


  “Stand on one leg,” she said with a heavy accent.


  I wanted to run across the room and strangle her, but the words of the drone and the memory of that sick sensation stopped me. 


  Anything.


  I lifted my left leg and stood there trying to balance, like some stupid goddamn flamingo.


  They looked at each other again and giggled some more. Glad they were enjoying the show.


  “Okay,” the woman said. “Put your leg down.”


  I did.


  “Now lift up the front of your skirt,” she said.


  Fuck. Really? But I did what she asked, pulling up the hem of my skirt to expose my bare, shaved pussy to the cool office air. Goosebumps popped out across my skin.


  The women giggled, then spoke a little more Spanish to each other. 


  “The metal ball said you would do anything we told you,” the woman said. “I guess it’s true, huh bitch?”


  I took a deep breath. God, this was fucking bullshit. But I nodded.


  “Well then,” she said. “I guess your stupid bitch ass is gonna clean the rest of the building tonight, huh? You got this floor, then six more up.”


  What the fuck? They wanted me to do their job for them?


  “Oh, you look a little upset, chica,” she said. “You shouldn’t be. Look at it as a great opportunity. The only way to go is up.” She laughed at her little joke, but her friend didn’t. So she explained it in Spanish and they both had a good laugh.


  “Fine,” I said, walking to take the cart from them. This floor plus the six above would take all goddamn night. I might as well get started.


  “Oh wait,” she said. “Before you get started, one more thing.” She whispered in Spanish to her friend, and then walked to the desk and pulled down her pants. She lifted up her smock and bent over the desk. “Your pretty pink tongue is gonna lick both our assholes.”


  I wanted to scream. What? They were both good-looking. Young, with long black hair tied up in ponytails. The one who had been talking to me was slender, but her friend was shorter and chunky.


  “How about you lick my—”  I started to say. I couldn’t help myself. But the inevitable shock zapped my thigh and the sickness followed. I grabbed the cart to steady myself, and the women laughed.


  “The little metal ball said that would happen too,” she said. “Now quit fucking around and get over here, bitch.”


  I took a wobbly step, and she stopped me. “On your knees,” she said. “Crawl your dumb ass over here.”


  God help me, I got down on all fours and crawled over to the cleaning woman’s bare brown ass. Her friend plopped down in one of the leather chairs usually reserved for my clients and enjoyed the show.


  As I put my face up to her ass, she jiggled it for me. The cleft was a much darker brown, and smelled of sweat and farts. 


  “Tick tock, bitch,” she said and laughed. 


  I stuck out my tongue and pushed my face between her ass cheeks. The taste was salty and dank, and I almost gagged. But even this was better than whatever that ribbon around my thigh kept doing. 


  I probed for her asshole with my tongue, and found the puckered little hole. I licked it in little circles.


  “This used to be your office, huh?” she said.


  I froze. 


  “Yeah, I know who you are, asshole. I been here eight years, longer than you. You always treated everyone like shit, except the big boys upstairs, the ones you was trying to impress. Go on, lick.”


  I pushed my face further in, the sweat of her ass cheeks slickening my own cheeks. I lapped her asshole like a dog.


  “I guess you still brownnosing now,” she said, reaching around to slap me on the back of the head. “Get that tongue in there. Fuck me with it.”


  I hardened my tongue and pushed as deep as I could go, jamming my tongue into her ass. My nose was buried between her cheeks and I couldn’t breathe, but I pulled back to take a breath and plunged again, finding a rhythm.


  She started to moan and reached down with one of her hands to rub her pussy. Bobbing my head in and out of her ass, I saw a wet drop plop from her hairy pussy to the fine maroon carpet. I would have gotten this bitch fired just a few hours ago for spilling a single drop in here. But now here I was, transformed into a little maid, ass-fucking the cleaning woman with my tongue.


  She came hard, shuddering and squeezing her ass tight around the tip of my tongue. She screamed as she came, arching her back. Then she pushed my face away and pulled up her pants.


  “Not bad, bitch,” she said. “I’m gonna go wash up. You can take care of Nita here.” Then she headed for the bathroom and closed the door behind her. 


  Chubby little Nita didn’t get up from her chair. She just sat there with a wry little smile on her face. Then she snapped her fingers and pointed at her feet.


  I crawled to her.


  She kicked off her white sneakers, exposing her bare feet, the put the right one in my face. It stank of sweat.


  I reached up with both hands to take her foot and started massaging it, but she shook her head.


  “No,” she said, knocking my hands away with her foot. She stuck out her tongue. Oh. I stuck my own tongue out, and she smiled. Then she pushed the sole of her foot onto my tongue and dragged it down. All I could taste was grit and sweat.


  She stretched out both her legs and snapped at her feet. I got the message. I spent the next twenty minutes on all fours, licking Nita’s feet clean. The soles, the heels, between the toes, everything. Her friend came out of the bathroom halfway through and sat on the desk to watch. 


  By the time I was done with her feet, my mouth felt dry as chalk. The surface of my tongue was rubbed raw. Nita wasn’t quite done with me, yet. She stood up, pulled down her pants, and sat back down, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy was bright pink, crested with a thick bush of curly black hair. She snapped her fingers again and pointed at it.


  “Hah, better eat that pussy good, chica,” the other one said. “Nita might decide to fuck you up the ass with one of our mops if you don’t do a good job.”


  I didn’t feel like licking anything else, but all the alternatives seemed much worse. So I scooched up between her legs and leaned my head in. Even her pussy smelled sweaty. I guess cleaning five floors will do that. She was already wet, too, which was good, since my mouth was so dry. I guess licking her feet clean had really gotten her going.


  I dove in, licking with long, broad strokes, letting her juices wet my tongue. I took her lips into my mouth and suckled, making loud slurping noises. I hadn’t eaten much pussy in my former life. I always felt like it was the woman’s job to get on her knees for the man. But I did my best, not wanting either another shock or whatever Nita might do to me with the mop.


  I kissed that pussy, long and wet, sucking and smacking. The women laughed and chatted while I worked. After a time I moved in on her clit, circling it with my tongue. She stopped speaking Spanish and grabbed two fistfuls of my hair, shoving my face deeper into her flesh.


  I was doing my best to concentrate, so I didn’t hear her friend get up off the desk and move behind me. I felt my skirt lifted up and a hand smack my ass cheek with a crack. 


  “Suck it, bitch,” she yelled, hooting.


  I licked and flicked my tongue across Nita’s clit, trying to keep my focus while the woman behind me smacked my ass cheeks as hard as she could, alternating between them.


  Nita started to make whimpering noises, and she clutched my hair harder. The smacks on my ass came quicker, and I realized for the first time that I was getting wet. I felt a fat drop slip out of my pussy and slide down my leg. 


  Nita came, nearly tearing out patches of my hair as she did. She dragged my mouth up and down across her pussy, grunting. When she was done, she shoved my head backwards and let go. I got one last smack on my ass before they were done with me.


  They straightened up and headed for the door, and the one who spoke English turned to me before they left.


  “We gonna have to make that a nightly ritual,” she said. She patted the cleaning cart. “When you’re done with all the floors, put this back in the cleaning supplies closet on the first floor.” Then they both waved good night and were gone.


  I was already exhausted. I just wanted to go home. But then I thought about that for a second. How the hell was Mindy going to react to me looking like this?


  It didn’t matter, because I had half the office building left to clean: mopping, sweeping, dusting, and scrubbing the bathrooms. It was going to take all night. But I didn’t dare disobey.


  I stood up shakily and went to the cart. I pulled on a pair of rubber gloves, picked up a sponge and a spray bottle, and headed for the bathroom.


  



  The first orange light of the sun peeked through the blinds on the top floor. I leaned over the CEO Bill Wilchek’s desk, wiping it to a mirror shine with a white rag smelling of furniture polish. My brain was an exhausted haze. I didn’t know how I was still standing. Actually, I did. I’d slumped against the wall on the ninth floor to take a little nap and gotten a nasty shock for it. When an order was received, I was supposed to follow it through.


  I looked at the clock readout floating above Bill’s desk. 5:34am. Jesus Christ. 


  What had the cleaning ladies said? Something about the first floor. Oh yeah, the cart. 


  I stumbled to the cart, tossed the cloth on top, and pulled off my gloves. I began to push the cart out of the office. I’d put it in the cleaning supplies closet on the first floor, then call for a transport home. Hopefully Mindy wouldn’t be there and I could just shut my eyes, fall on the bed, and get some—


  “Well, good morning.” Bill Wilchek stood in the doorway. He played college basketball, standing about six-and-a-half feet tall, his graying hair combed straight back. He wore a light gray suit with a maroon tie, a gold tie clip glinting in the morning sun.


  “Morning,” I mumbled. “Just leaving, sir.” I pointed at the door and began pushing the cart.


  “Hold on,” he said, stepping inside. “You’re the new girl, right?”


  Oh no, please. I just wanted to go home. I looked at the floor, hoping he would stop and just let me leave.


  “Yeah, you are.” A big smile, all white teeth, lit up his face. “Tell you what. Why don’t you go ahead and give me something to start my day off right?”


  I lifted my weary head to look in his face. “Sir?”


  He unbuckled his pants and let them slide to the floor. He was wearing green silk boxers with little golf clubs on them. He reached into his fly and pulled out his cock. It was stiffening as he did.


  “Close the door,” he said. “Then get over here and get on your knees and polish my dick like you just polished my desk.”


  I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. But I guessed I would have to find out. I closed the door, then walked over to him and got down on my knees. I looked up at him. My mouth was dry.


  “Can I have some water?” I asked.


  He frowned, the brightened again. “Just open your mouth.”


  I did. He bent down and spit in it, a big wet gob. 


  “Now start sucking,” he said.


  I swished his spit around in my mouth, disgusted, then grabbed the base of his cock and slid my lips down onto it. This was the first time I’d ever sucked a dick before. Thankfully it was clean. I tasted whatever soap he’d showered with that morning. Some kind of evergreen? It mixed with that filmy, soapy aftertaste, and under that was the raw, salty tang of dick. 


  “Oh, you can do better than that,” he said, looking down at me.


  I looked up at him through my watering eyes. I picked up the pace, gliding my lips along the shaft, the knobby head of his cock hitting the back of my throat, causing me to gag. I went faster, squeezing the base of his cock. I fondled his balls with my other hand.


  “Better,” he said. Then a ringtone went off, and I saw a little blue light flash in his ear.


  “Hello?” he said, and the flashing blue light became a steady one. “Oh, hi. Right. Uh huh. Hey, has our new VP made it in the office yet? She has? Great. Tell her I’m sending down her new assistant in about, oh, ten minutes. Okay, great.”


  No, I thought. New assistant? I was wrecked, utterly spent. I was about to collapse from exhaustion, and he was going to make me start the day all over again with some newly-promoted woman?


  He reached down and gave me a light smack on the top of the head. “Okay, enough fooling around,” he said. “Finish me off. I’ve got work to do. And so do you.”


  I increased my bobbing to a frantic pitch, moaning and slurping and looking up at him with big doe eyes. He grabbed the back of my head and pulled me off his dick. Then he grabbed his cock and pumped furiously, holding the tip right over the bridge of my nose. 


  A hot gob of spunk spurted out. I shut my eyes just as it hit me between the eyebrows, splattering on my forehead, down over both eyes, and the bridge of my nose. Just as that glop dispersed, another hit in the same spot. 


  I heard Bill gasp. “Yeah, that’s it,” he cried out. “That’s the stuff.”


  Still grasping my hair, he squeezed out every little drop on my face before letting me go. I slumped down to the floor and wiped his cum out of my eyes with my fingers. I was about to wipe them on my uniform when he stopped me.


  “Don’t do that,” he said, pulling up his pants. “Lick it off your fingers.”


  Gross. He was really enjoying this. I stuck my finger in my mouth and sucked it clean, swallowing the salty hot cum as quickly as I could. Then I licked my other fingers clean.


  “Good,” he said. “Real good. Now go on down to five eighteen. Your new boss would like to see you.”


  Five eighteen? What the fuck? That was my office.


  “Sir, I—”


  “I’m not interested in whatever you have to say,” he said. “Get up and get the fuck out of here. And close the door behind you.”


  With that, he turned his back to me to walk to his desk. I struggled again to my feet and pushed the cart out of the door, closing it behind me.


  



  Five eighteen. I stared at the silver lettering on my old office door while Bill Wilchek’s cum was drying on my face. I knocked.


  “Come in,” a female voice said in a light sing-song. What, was that?


  I opened the door, and sitting at my desk, in my old chair, was Cheryl. She was wearing a navy business suit with a white blouse. Her blond hair was up, and she was smiling at me.


  “You?” I said. “They gave you my old job?”


  She laughed, a mean little giggle. “They didn’t give me shit,” she said. “Close the door.”


  I left the cart in the hall and closed the door behind me.


  “You fucked up,” she said. “You dropped the ball. I was just there to catch it.”


  “No,” I said. “It’s not fair.”


  She laughed hard at that one, almost doubling over, her eyes watering. Finally she took a couple of deep breaths. “Quit making jokes and get the fuck over here.”


  “Please,” I said. “I just want to go home.”


  “Oh, I’ll let you go home in a bit, when you’re done with your work for the day. Here’s a list.” She held out a tablet.


  I wobbled forward on my heels. My feet screamed in pain, but I tried to push it aside. I took the tablet in my hands. The list was long. Most of it were things I used to have her do for me: pick up her laundry, get lunch for her, make copies, fetch her coffee. But there were new things: manicure, pedicure, massage. 


  I was never going to be able to go home. They were going to make me work until I collapsed.


  “Oh, there’s one more thing that’s not on there,” Cheryl said, standing up. “It’s going to be one of those on-demand things. Anytime, anywhere.” 


  She hiked up the hem of her business suit to reveal her pussy, shaved except for a neat strip. She sat back down and spread her legs.


  “Now come on over here and have your breakfast,” she said. “I see you’ve already had a link of sausage.” Right, the cum on my face. “You should have swallowed that. It’s going to be a long day and you’ll need some nutrition.”


  “Please,” I said. “Cheryl.”


  “You call ma’am or boss,” she said. Then her voice rose. “Now quit your fucking whining and get over here on your knees and eat my fucking pussy!”


  I went to her. I got on my knees. And I put my face between her thighs, stuck out my tongue, and began to kiss her pussy lips. 


  A series of rapid beeps went off. In my exhausted stupor, I hoped it was an alarm clock, that I had been dreaming all this and was now waking up. But it was an incoming call for Cheryl.


  “Oh hi,” she said. “No, he’s right here. I mean, she’s right here.” She bent down and whispered to me as my tongue lapped at her. “It’s your wife, Mindy.”


  Oh no.


  “She didn’t come home last night?” Cheryl asked in mock surprise. “Well, she had to work late. Right. Uh huh. Well, she’ll be home this evening. Yes. Great. Bye. Oh wait.” Then she whispered something into the phone I couldn’t hear and giggled before hanging up.


  “Damn,” she said. “Sounds like you’ve got a lot of shit to do around the house, as well as making your wife happy. Better hurry the fuck up and make me come. You’ve got a lot more work to do.”


  I pulled my mouth from her pussy, a slimy trail of her juice and my saliva hanging between her lips and mine. 


  I looked up into her eyes. 


  “Yes, boss,” I said.  


  



  



  You like stories about boys being turned into girls? Try these!


  
    

  


  
    Modified for Amusement: A Gender Reassignment SciFi Short


    
      

    


    Modified for Pleasure: A Gender Reassignment SciFi Short



    
      

    


    Sissified by Stephanie: Feminized and Humiliated by my Girlfriend's Sister


  

OEBPS/Images/00001.jpeg
S RS L

\i.ﬂ e ‘
[A Gender Reassignment SciFi Short]





