

  

    
      
    

  




  

      Peyton woke up extra early on Monday with butterflies in his stomach. Today he would get to see Jack! Beautiful, wonderful Jack. He tossed the covers aside and practically danced to the bathroom. Intrinsically, Peyton knew he shouldn’t be excited to see Jack. That Jack was a jerk. Up his own ass. Conceited and arrogant. And yet Peyton grew flushed and excited at the thought of Jack’s arms caressing him.


      Leah and Peyton shared a single bathroom. Peyton’s makeup spilled across the counters and filled the drawers. His beauty products sat around the edge of the bathtub, all sorts of shampoos and conditioners and special soaps almost for each body part.

      
       Peyton had become adept at making himself gorgeous and set right to work. All that grief he’d given his exes about how long they took to get ready was nothing compared to how long Peyton now took. He made himself extra hot today, hoping he would make a huge impression on Jack. When his face was flawless he curled his silky blonde hair into gentle waves that danced down his face. He was a goddess. No way could Jack resist him.


      Peyton went through outfit after outfit, trying them on and then tossing them aside, searching for the perfect one. He was aware he was doing exactly what his exes had done and that it had driven him insane at the time. Now it seemed necessary. He needed something sexy but not too sexy. Finally, when there was a pile of outfits on his bed, he found the perfect one.


      It was a white dress with hints of yellow for some fun. Like all of his dresses, the neckline plunged low to reveal his fabulous tits. He clasped a slender gold chain around his neck, a simple pendant attached that hung just over his cleavage, drawing the eye. Matching high heels completed the look.


      He grabbed a banana for breakfast on his way out the door. One of the consequences of having to keep his body so hot was that he was constantly starving. The magic required that he live up to his former impossible beauty standards, which meant any weight gain would drive him into a depression so deep he might never recover. He had to look like a centerfold at all times. Air brushed perfection. Sleek curves. Seductive smile.


      Peyton’s anticipation rose as he neared the building. By the time the elevator doors swung open onto the floor of the office, Peyton’s heart was hammering in his chest. He’d dreamed of this moment for the past two weeks. Jack would push open the doors to the inner office and be instantly smitten. He would get on his knees and propose right there. The two would be married that day and Peyton would be Jack’s happy little wife. Jack would dote on him and love him forever. Peyton would happily remain a woman for Jack.


      Instead, Lisa had him sit in the waiting room and fill out some paperwork.


      “Is Jack here?” Peyton asked when he returned it all to Lisa.


      “Yes, but he’s busy,” Lisa said brusquely as she flipped through his paperwork. She slid the clipboard back to him. “You missed some places. And I need to copy your ID.” She pointed out the blanks for his social security number.


      “Jack said I didn’t have to do this,” Peyton said, sliding the clipboard back to her. She gave him a searing look and pushed the clipboard back to him. “Jack isn’t in charge of payroll. If you want to get paid we need this information.”


      “Um,” Peyton tried again, hating how hesitant and unsure of himself he sounded.


      “Can you just speak to Jack?”

      
      Lisa sighed. She’d clearly already had enough of him. How much of his exploits did she know already? He took a seat as she picked up the phone. There was a long conversation but eventually Lisa hung up and Peyton approached the desk.


      “Is everything okay?”


      “I guess so,” Lisa said, resignation in her voice. “Come on, let me show you around.”

      
      Lisa walked him through the office. They passed around the perimeter of the inner floor. Cubicles filled one side while the perimeter was taken up with private offices. Every so often they passed huge floor to ceiling windows that looked down on the city. Lisa pointed out everything he would need – the supply closets, the lunchroom, the coffee machine, the copier – and Peyton pretended to be interested.


      Everywhere they stopped the guys in the office flitted around him, fucking him with their eyes. He laughed at their stupid jokes. Made a few of his own. Tried to talk about hedge funds to prove that he knew something but just then Jack came out of his office and Peyton stuttered and lost his train of thought. The guys around him laughed as his airhead antics, unaware of the way his stomach was tumbling. But Jack headed in the other direction, seemingly oblivious to Peyton. He covered the pang of his disappointment with a bright smile.


      Finally, when they were about to return to the waiting room, Peyton paused. “Is Jack back yet? Maybe I can say ‘hi’.”


      “Later,” Lisa said.


      She’d clearly pegged him for a bimbo. Probably she’d already heard what he’d done with Gerard and Jack and figured that’s why he was hired. Peyton took offense for a second before realizing that she was correct.


      Lisa showed him how the systems worked and IT got him set up with a login and password. All the minutiae of starting a new job. Peyton hated it. He jiggled his leg, full of anxiety, wondering when he would be able to break away and hunt down Jack. Peyton hated that he wanted the guy so much but it was like a drug. His body craved the man.

      
       Peyton ran into Jack that afternoon. Peyton was at the printer, printing off some bullshit for Lisa which he suspected was her way of giving him busy work and keeping him out of trouble. Jack walked past, two men from another investment firm in tow. Jack had just made a joke and they were all laughing.


      “Hi, Jack!” Peyton said brightly, stepping up, his eyes bright.


      “That’s Mr. Crassus, to you,” Jack said, fixing him with a glare.


      Peyton wilted even as his panties dampened.


      “You must be the new girl,” Jack continued. “What’s your name again?”


      “Peyton,” Peyton replied, feeling small and insignificant. Surely Jack knew his name.


      “Didn’t you use to have a Peyton working here? A guy?” One of the investment men said. He was talking to Jack but staring at Peyton with hunger in his eyes.


      “I wouldn’t call him that,” Jack smirked. “Hard to be a guy when you’re a giant pussy.”

      
      The three guys laughed and Peyton chimed in a beat late, just wanting them to like him. He felt pathetic and needy. He was pathetic and needy. Especially in Jack’s presence.


      “Sweetie,” Jack said, “Get us three coffees.” He turned to the men behind him. “Gentlemen.” He led them into a conference room.


      Peyton hurried to the kitchen to fix some coffees from the coffee machine. At each step he felt his damp panties clinging to his thighs. Fuck that asshole, Peyton thought to himself, slamming a cup down and sending coffee everywhere.  He bent to wipe it up.


      Fuck that asshole, Peyton thought again, this time imagining himself crying out that phrase to Jack while riding his cock.


      Peyton carried the three coffees into the conference room and set them down. Jack barely glanced at him. The other two mumbled ‘thank you’. “Close the door on your way out, would you?” Jack said.


      It was the only interaction Peyton had all day with Jack, and it occupied his thoughts. Did Jack not like him? What did Peyton do? Jack just had to give him another chance.


      At the end of the day Peyton wanted desperately to return to Leah’s place and just feel sorry for himself. But he had to keep his new body in shape. He’d found a cheap gym halfway between work and Leah’s place, and stopped in to join in their Pilates class. It was mostly women in the class, so Peyton could relax. When the class finished he hurried out, not wanting to linger in the gym in case some asshole came up to him and tempted him. True, it would be another step towards breaking the spell, but it also felt like betraying Jack.


      Peyton returned to Leah’s place and fell despondently facedown onto the couch. Leah found him like that when she returned home thirty minutes later.


      “Rough day?” She asked.


      Peyton looked up at her, his lip trembling. “Do you think Jack loves me?” He was aware how pathetic he looked but he couldn’t help it.


      “No, because Jack’s an asshole and isn’t capable of loving anyone.”

      
      Peyton began crying. Actually crying! Lisa set her purse down and patted his back.


      “Shh, it’s going to be okay, Peyton.”

      
      Gradually his sniffles eased and he sat up, wiping his eyes. He began telling Leah about his first day back. Leah went to change out of her work clothes and Peyton stood outside the door, analyzing everything about his interaction with Jack. He’d been going on like this for a few minutes when Leah opened the door, now dressed in casual sweats.


      “Peyton, please,” she said, stopping his stream of babble. “You only like him because of the spell and all this talk about him is like a pirate with a steering wheel attached to his crotch.”


      “What does that mean?”


      “It’s driving me nuts. Can we please talk about anything else?”

      
      Leah eased him with a glass of wine and some takeaway. They sat side by side on the couch watching shitty reality television, which Peyton was beginning to enjoy for real. They made fun of the contestants on the island, picking their favorite – Richard, the former accountant – and rooting against the blonde backstabbing bitch. Peyton picked at his meal, conscious that every bite was another blast of calories he would have to work off.


      “Thanks, Leah,” he said when it was over. “I didn’t think about Jack at all for the last hour.” He shook his head. “Fucking men.”


      “Fucking men,” Leah agreed, raising her second glass of wine of the evening for a toast.


      The next day Peyton again dressed himself up and squeezed into a hot little outfit. This one a little more business-friendly: a gauzy white blouse and black skirt.


      Lisa gave him a desk in the back corner of reception and put him to work inputting data into the system. New clients. Invoices. Correspondence. Unimportant stuff, which was good because Peyton found it difficult and slow to type with his long nails. It was hunt and peck for him and he caught Lisa rolling her eyes at his ineptitude more than once. He wanted to yell at her. Scream that he once just about ran this fucking company. But he kept himself in check because it would look crazy coming from the blonde bombshell he now was.


      About mid-morning Jack came out into reception. “Can I borrow Peyton for a little while?” He asked Lisa.


      “Absolutely,” Lisa said. Peyton was sure he could hear the relief in her voice.


      “Peyton. Come here, I need you to take notes for a meeting.”


      “Umm,” Lisa spoke up.


      “Maybe you should bring in Allison for that.”


      “No, no,” Jack replied. “Let’s give Peyton a little test run.”

      
       Peyton grabbed a notepad and a pen and followed Jack back into the office. Jack kept up a steady stream of chatter. Asking Peyton how he was finding the office and commenting on the weather. Everyday anodyne comments. But to Peyton they were little drops of genius. His eyes were fixed on jack’s steady swagger.


      The meeting room held a long table with a large television screen at one end. A videoconference had already started, with the television filled with a number of talking heads from remote places. The long table held about ten executives sitting in impressive black leather swivel chairs. All but one a man. Well, all but two if Peyton counted himself.


      Jack sat at the head of the table, opposite the door and the television. He patted the empty seat beside him.


      “Everyone,” Jack announced, “This is Peyton. She’ll be taking minutes for this meeting.”

      
      Peyton smiled as all the eyes swiveled to him. The men mentally undressing him, the lone woman sizing him up in an instant. Peyton tried hard to concentrate on the meeting. He understood everything. Hell, he understood everything better than some of the people around the table. When some idiot launched into a reason for short-selling ElectroBase’s stock on the grounds that they were being eclipsed by other battery manufacturers, Peyton wanted to scream at him that he obviously didn’t have the right contacts because ElectroBase was about to announce a huge new breakthrough. But Peyton knew he was supposed to keep his mouth shut. Also, Jack’s presence was distracting, even more so as he rested his hand on Peyton’s bare knee beneath the table.


      Jack was commanding in the meeting. Clearly the guy in charge. As the others presented their ideas Jack sat back, his hand slowly creeping up Peyton’s thigh, pushing up Peyton’s skirt. Now Jack’s fingers were on Peyton’s warm thigh. Now creeping closer to his panties. Peyton found it hard to breathe. Hard to take notes. Hard to get angry at the stupid decisions being made. Because when Jack’s fingers landed on his panties, Peyton’s breath hitched in his throat. God, could Jack feel how wet he was?

      
      They both kept up appearances. Jack sometimes turned to Peyton to confirm he wrote something or other down. To read something back. It seemed he was doing it just to embarrass Peyton. Just to draw everyone’s attention to Peyton as he teased his damp entrance. Peyton tried his best not to let his voice quaver, not to thrust his hips up against Jack’s wandering fingers as they brushed against his panties. But he hemmed and hawed and lost his place and had trouble reading his handwriting and generally acted like the dumb blonde bimbo he appeared to be. No one in the room would take him seriously after this performance.


      Peyton was pretty sure there was a puddle on the chair he was sitting on. How had no one else noticed how horny he was yet? Maybe they had and just weren’t saying anything because of Jack. As the meeting went on, Jack’s fingers slid slowly, slowly up to the hem of Peyton’s panties, bunching up the dress even more. He teased the silk fabric away from Peyton’s skin and slipped in against his bare pussy. Peyton stifled a moan, pretending it was a cough as Jack slipped two fingers into his slick slit. Peyton felt himself stretching around Jack’s thick fingers, trying to will them deeper in. Jack teased him, rubbing his clit beneath the desk as some executive droned on about sales or logistics. Jack dipped inside Peyton, never entering enough, keeping Peyton teetering on the edge of total arousal.


      The meeting seemed to go on forever but when it finally ended Peyton was surprised that it had lasted less than thirty minutes.


      “Let’s go over those notes,” Jack said, gently taking Peyton’s notepad with his free hand.


      Jack put his head down and pretended to read while the room slowly emptied out. He pointed to a line and motioned Peyton closer with a glance. When Peyton leaned closer, Jack whispered, “I love having the smell of your cunt on my fingers.”

      
      The fucking nerve. The fucking asshole…pervert…sexual harassing… superman. Jack’s fingers were still wandering up against Peyton’s slick hole. Peyton gently removed Jack’s hand from between his thighs and raised it to his lips. He inhaled his own delicious musk, and when the last person left the room Peyton opened his lips and wrapped them around Jack’s fingers. He stared into Jack’s deep brown eyes as he licked his juices off. One side of Jack’s lips quirked into a smile.


      Jack stood and locked the door, then closed the blinds.


      “Come here,” Jack commanded.


      Peyton stood and seductively moved towards him, hips wiggling. His anticipation rose with every step until he was close enough for jack to reach out and take in his arms.


      “You’ve been driving me fucking crazy all day,” Jack growled.


      He kissed Peyton, wrapping his arms around Peyton’s delicate form and pulling him closer, crushing him up against his solid form. Peyton melted into him, tongue dancing out to trace Jack’s lips and slide into Jack’s mouth. He grabbed Jack’s back, fingernails digging into the suit jacket for purchase, just wanting his lover closer.


      Jack helped Peyton shed his top. Jack’s hands moved down to Peyton’s perfect breasts. He took a handful, wrapping his enormous fingers around a breast and squeezed as he kissed Peyton ferociously. Peyton was his play thing, putty in Jack’s hands, slick for his lover. Peyton grinded himself against Jack, grabbed Jack’s lapel and held him close. His lips were eager for Jack and they kissed fiercely until suddenly Jack scooped Peyton up in his arms, kicked aside a chair, and set Peyton down on the table.

      
      Peyton’s skirt was rucked up and the wooden table was cold against his ass. They continued kissing, Peyton nipping at Jack’s lower lip, his knees up around him as he scrabbled for Jack’s zipper. And then Jack’s cock was free and Peyton gazed down at it. The thick head pointed up towards Peyton. It looked delicious and Peyton ached to have it inside him.


      “On your back. Now.” Jack commanded.


      Peyton lay back on the table and helped Jack wiggle him out of his panties. Jack gripped Peyton’s thighs to spread his legs wide. Peyton gazed up at Jack in delight. He knew jack thought of him only as a simple conquest. But the love Peyton felt inside him burned bright. Jack slid the head of his cock up against Peyton’s entrance, gliding up against Peyton’s rapidly swelling clit. Peyton clutched at himself and moaned as Jack rubbed his cock back and forth across Peyton’s pleasure button. He teased him without entering, as Peyton grew impossible wet. Christ, he was dripping down his thighs, puddling on the table. Jack slipped the head of his dick in. Peyton felt himself spreading apart. And then Jack stopped, just on the edge of sliding in completely.

      
      Peyton moaned, needing the relief of being filled. And yet Jack teased him, sliding just his head in and out as Peyton tried to wiggle his legs and thrust up, his calves still caught and held apart in the air by Jack’s solid hands.

      
      “Please, please, please,” Peyton begged, hating himself for how much he needed a good fucking just then. “I need you inside me.”

      
      Jack grinned and finally, finally sunk deep into Peyton’s wet heat. Peyton let loose a long, low moan and dropped his head back onto the table as he was spread apart, filled with Jack’s hot girth. His body shook, eyes fluttered as a small orgasm flitted through him.


      “Oh, Jack,” he whispered, closing his eyes to savor Jack inside him.


      Jack said nothing, just slid out and pumped in again and again. Each thrust drove the breath from Peyton’s body, left him lightheaded and speeding towards a glorious relief. Jack sped up until he was pounding Peyton fast, spreading his legs wide so he could slide in deep. Peyton’s lusty cries rose in pitch and he clawed at the table for purchase, wanting to impale himself on his lover. He didn’t care who heard them. He needed this. Needed Jack.


      With a low grunt Jack came, lodging himself deep within Peyton. Peyton felt the glorious cock pumping inside him, filling him with white bursts of heat that sent Peyton over the edge. Peyton’s entire body shook, his pussy clenching around the dick inside him as he milked it for every last drop. The tension rushed out, replaced with glorious pleasure. His shame at being Jack’s whore was eclipsed by the orgasm as it burst through him, slowing all too soon, leaving him weak and breathing hard.


      Jack pulled out and got dressed as Peyton lay on the hard table top, just wanting to luxuriate in the last ebbing pleasure his lover had given him.


      “These are mine, now,” Jack grinned, picking Peyton’s panties off a chair and stuffing them into his jacket pocket. “Clean this mess up. And…it’s our little secret, right?” He winked.


      “Of course,” I replied.


      Our secret. The two of them. Together. Peyton was giddy with excitement. Jack nodded and slipped out the door, leaving Peyton alone with his slick thighs and his fevered fantasy. Lolling his head towards the front of the room, Peyton noticed that the webcam was still on. A chill jolted him.


      How many people had just watched Jack fuck him over the table?

      
       Peyton rose and shimmied his skirt back down his body, smoothed out his top and tried to comb out his hair with his fingers. He hurried to the supply closet for some clothes and returned to clean down the room of his shame. Returning to the room, he was acutely aware of the spicy scent of his cunt still in the air.


      For the rest of the day, Peyton kept making excuses to walk through the office in the hopes he would run into Jack. He volunteered to hand out flyers for mental health month, to get coffees for everyone, to refill the snack machine. Anything to get out of reception and back into the main offices.


      He saw Jack a few times. They politely said ‘hi’ to each other but Jack otherwise ignored him. It was driving Peyton crazy. At one point while Peyton was emptying the coffee machine, Jack walked by outside the break room surrounded by a few other guys from the office. Peyton followed their progress through the glass walls of the break room. Jack looked up, saw Peyton and pointed. The heads of the men around him swiveled to look at Peyton. They grinned knowingly. One guy patted Jack on the back. Had Jack just told them about his exploits with Peyton? Christ, what an asshole. A drop of juice slid down Peyton’s bare thighs and he squeezed his legs together to stop it.


      When he returned to reception, he caught Diane quickly turning away from Lisa and pretending to type on her computer. Peyton felt like he’d just caught them gossiping about him. By the end of the day there was no doubt that word had spread around the office. The other women avoided him. Lisa fobbed him off on the most menial jobs, clearly wanting nothing to do with him.


      Peyton was in a toilet stall that afternoon when two other women came in. They were talking about him. He remained quiet.


      “I heard that she had sex with Jack on the conference room table,” One of them – Lisa’s voice – said to the other.


      “Eww,” the other replied. “Remind me not to sit in there again.”

      
      They were standing in front of the sinks just in front of Peyton’s stall.


      “I know,” Lisa said. “You do all this work to break up the boy’s club in this office, and then someone like Peyton comes in and suddenly all the guys think that all the women who work here are bimbo sexaholics.”


      “This place is ripe for a lawsuit.”


      “Oh, it wouldn’t be the first. They always just pay out, though,” Lisa said. “It won’t change.”


      “Why don’t you leave, then?”


      “Have you seen my paycheck? I know where all the bodies are buried. They don’t dare touch me.”

      
      There was the sound of the sink going on. Paper towels being torn off. Then footsteps as the door was opened and closed, leaving Peyton alone again.


      So. It was pretty clear he was the office slut already. Well. As long as he had Jack’s love, that was enough for him. Peyton knew he should have accepted his role. Embraced it. After all, fucking and sucking was how he was going to change back into a man. But that would be a betrayal of Jack.


      Peyton spent the rest of the day pining over Jack while given the most basic, menial tasks. Whenever he ventured back into the maze of cubicles he would be swarmed by the young men in the office. Asked his opinion on things just so they could stop and ogle him. Once he was asked to check out a website on someone’s laptop just so he would bend over. When he did, someone grabbed his ass. He yelped and stood up, turning to face a group of young men who pretended like nothing had happened except for some smirks. These guys took their cues from the leadership. And since the executives were misogynistic scum high on their own hype and the millions of dollars they brought in that attitude filtered down to the whole organization.


      And yet when Peyton returned home after his obligatory stop at the gym, he couldn’t help gushing to Leah about his exploits that day. They both sat on the couch to do their nails. Peyton had his legs crossed at the ankle and propped up on the coffee table as he worked on his fingernails: stripping the polish, filing the tips to rounded edges, and reapplying a fresh new coat of rich red. A lace nightie draped over his form, one of the many new articles of clothing he’d recently bought, hoping he would have a chance to wear it in front of Jack.


      It was so relaxing taking care of himself like this and chatting comfortably to Leah. Peyton no longer needed to ask for help every step of the way as he had the first few times they’d had these girl talks.


      “Jack brought me into the meeting to take notes,” Peyton gushed to Leah. “And some of those guys were saying some dumb things. Shorting ElectroBase when they’re on the verge of a breakthrough? That’s just throwing money away. Anyway, I was thinking about speaking up but Jack’s hand was creeping up my leg and it was really distracting.”

      
      Leah looked up from filing her nails. “Jack is such a creep.”

      
      
      “But he’s my creep,” Peyton insisted, face flushing red. He knew Leah was right but that didn’t make him love Jack any less. “And then after everyone left he took me in his arms and we made love right there.”


      “You mean he fucked you over the table,” Leah said, deadpan, sipping from the glass of wine on the table.


      “Well…yeah,” Peyton admitted.


      “But that’s how Jack shows he loves me.”

      
      Leah snorted and shook her head. “The spell was supposed to teach you a lesson but it’s just empowering assholes.”


      “What do you mean?”


      “From what you’re telling me they treat you like an object. We’ve basically gifted these misogynistic predators their perfect woman.”


      “But I like the attention.”


      “Exactly my point. Look, fine, Jack. Pine for him. Whatever. But don’t act like such a slut for the rest of the office.”


      “You did this to me,” Peyton shot back. “You made me like it. What am I supposed to do?”

      
      Leah ground her teeth and looked at him. She had always had strong feelings about social justice and equality. It clearly galled her to hear about the men at Peyton’s office being rewarded for their appalling behavior. And by her own spell.


      “Try to fucking break the spell!” she said. “The old Peyton had such drive. He wanted things and he got them. That’s what I loved about you. But this…” She gestured to him. “This isn’t you. Go out and meet some people. I’ll come with you. We’ll go dancing and you can slut it up to your heart’s content. I just hate having to hear about bad guys winning. I hate watching you just give up.”


      “The bad guys always win with this spell. That was the whole point, wasn’t it? That I’ll only fall for assholes like me? It’s not giving up if that’s what I want. Sounds to me you just don’t want to see me happy.”


      “Maybe you should just stay a woman,” Leah said, tossing her emery board onto the table and standing suddenly. “You were a shit man but we’ve made you into the perfect bimbo. Maybe you’re happier like this.”

      
      She stormed away and slammed her bedroom door shut. Peyton fumed silently in the living room. She was the one who cast the spell and now she was mad it was working? Maybe she was right about one thing. Peyton did used to have drive and lately he’d just been twisting in the wind, content to wait for Jack to come to him. No more. To hell with becoming a man. Peyton wanted Jack and he would do everything in his power to get him and keep him wrapped around his perfectly manicured finger.


      To be continued…
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