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Swapping Desks

"Excuse me, sir, do you think I can talk to you for a moment?"

Reluctantly, I look up from my desk, wondering what this distraction is going to be. Yes, I do enjoy having Amy around because she is caught. I love the way that she dresses, always in barely appropriate slacks and tight little blouses. Of course, there's nothing for one of the jerks from human resources to complain about, but she knows how to please me.

Except at moments like this.

Exhaling through my teeth, I turn away from my monitor.

Timid, Amy is standing there in the doorway to my office. "What is it?"

"I was hoping that we could talk about my evaluation. It's on your schedule," she adds.

"Amy, I'm busy," I tell her.

That should be the end of it, but this girl isn't terribly bright. Sure, lots of stereotypes are wrong, but Amy seems determined to prove every cliché about blondes and inherent stupidity.

"Yes, I understand that," she starts to say.

I raise one finger. "No. No excuses. We both know that I'm important. I have decisions to make and a unit to run. You, on the other hand, should be fetching coffee and making copies. You know, grunt work."

Other employees would know better. They would turn around and run away. They would retreat to their little desks or the copy room. And maybe, yeah, they would complain to their colleagues or whatever, but I don't care about any of that. Why would I?

As far as I'm concerned, Amy is just an office slave. Hell, the girl doesn't even get stock options!

But she is still standing there, her arms crossed.

"I'm sure whatever you're doing is very important," she begins again, doing her best to be diplomatic but resolute. I'm pretty sure she has practiced these words in front of a mirror.

"Get out," I say. "I'm busy."

She starts moving, but not out of the room. Instead, she crosses the space between my desk and the doorway. She grabs my monitor and turns it, pivoting it so she can see the screen. I stand up, dumbfounded. I start tell her that she can't do this, but her eyes are now locked on the images before her.

It's a video. Two girls are making out, each one wearing a bikini. They're both blonde. In fact, one of them actually looks a little bit like Amy with that wavy hair, those blue eyes, and those delightfully big breasts.

"This is what you're doing? Really?"

I sit down, smirking. Sure, my heart is pounding a little bit faster, especially because it almost feels like I've been caught doing something inappropriate. But this is perfectly okay, I remind myself. I can do this because I'm a manager. Not only that, my unit has some of the best sales in the entire company.

"Yes, this is what I'm doing. And Amy, you're fired. Now get out."

She doesn't. Instead, she puts her hands on her hips, and she looks irritated, like a big sister or a babysitter who is pissed off because her charge did something particularly annoying. Not bad, not important, just annoying.

"No. I don't think I'm going to be doing that anytime soon."

"What?" I arch an eyebrow, mildly amused.

"I'm not leaving. You and I are going to have a conversation, Kevin."

"Really?" I asked, rolling my chair back. I lifted one leg, crossing it over my knee. Then I touched a finger to my cheek and pressed the pad of my thumb to the underside of my chin. I'm sure I looked like studied interest, though she must have understood the disdain that was radiating off of me.

"Okay, Amy. Tell me what you think is going to happen now. What are we going to talk about? Enlighten me."

"We’re going to talk about the way you treat your employees."

"You mean the office slaves?" Yes, I said those words aloud. This company really is a meritocracy. Get your numbers high enough, you can do whatever you want. That's how it works. That's how it has always worked.

"How dare you?"

"Amy, this might be hard for you to understand, but I really am better than you. I'm smarter. I'm stronger. I make better decisions."

Her eyes narrowed. "No, you're an arrogant jerk who got lucky. You think that you're the reason why the sales go up every quarter? Yeah, right. I hear the salespeople talk about you all the time. You strut around here like some idiot peacock, bragging about everything you do. But what do you do again exactly? What strategies or initiatives have you devised to that really make the sales go up?"

As she says those words, I can feel the heat gather around my cheeks.

I'm tempted to jump up, to grab her, to bend her over my desk. And what?

What would I do?

I like the idea of spanking her. Oh yes, I would spank her. I would bring my hand down hard against her ass. She would feel every stinging blow through her panties and her tight yoga pants.

Or maybe I would just pull those pants down. Maybe I would tear off her panties and come at her from behind. She would whimper and squirm and call out, but it wouldn't do any good. I would make sure that she would feel my hands through her hair. I would pull her head back as I plunged into her.

Those thoughts make me hard, but I know that I'm not going to do anything like that. I'm a gentleman, after all.

"Amy, you don't understand how business works. You are just as some dumb blonde bimbo. Now get out before I call security."

"No," she says.

With exaggerated reluctance, I reach out toward the intercom on my desk. I am about to touch a button when I hear the strange sounds.

At first, I don't recognize the noises, mostly because they sound wrong. There's something happening, this alien noise permeating the air. It makes my skin twitch. It makes my eyes start to water.

And then I look up, and I see her mouth moving, but she might not be the source? I can't quite tell. The sounds emanating onto the air seem arrhythmic, like they don't or can't or won't match anything I'm seeing.

Yes, I hear Amy's voice, but the words are distorted. They don't feel like they make sense. They don't feel like they're the words any human tongue could make.

What's happening?

Then I looked down at my hand, realizing something. I can't touch the button. I just need to press the small key, and then I can talk to security and they will send someone up here to take care of Amy.

But that doesn't happen. My hand is frozen, locked in place.

"There we go," she says.

My eyes work, but the rest of my body doesn't. Amy strolls up to me, and she puts her hands on my chair. She rolls me back, away from my desk.

From there, she sits up on the desk, crossing her legs. She has on black sandals. Her toenails are bright red. She wiggles her toes in front of me.

"Kevin, Kevin, Kevin," she says, shaking her head from side to side. And now, I direct my eyes toward her. And there's something about her, something different. It's her bearing, the air she wears. "You're not a very interesting boy. Seriously, you're this arrogant jerk. You spend all of your time sitting in here, watching dirty videos and pleasuring yourself, all while you congratulate yourself on being the master of the universe. You think you're so smart, so creative, so commanding. You go out, and girls hit on you because they think you can buy them stuff. You assume that makes you interesting. It doesn't."

I try to get my lips to move, but I can't!

It feels like I'm frozen in place. I can't relax or tense up. My heart continues to beat and my lungs continue to pump, but they do it all on their own, like I'm just riding along in this strange vehicle.

"No, Kevin. You’re really boring. You’re boring, you’re kind of dumb, and you don't really understand how people work. You don't realize that you need to motivate people. You have to be kind. You need to be more gentle. Maybe more feminine?" She touches a finger to the corner of her mouth, her eyes drifting up toward the ceiling, like she's trying to figure out an idea.

"Interesting," she says to herself. Then she nods, like she's made a decision. "So this is what's going to happen. I'm going to cast another spell."

She still talking, but I can barely register the words. A spell? As in magic? Something like that should be completely, utterly impossible. And yet, I can't move.

For a few seconds, I tell myself that this has to be some sort of drug or something. Maybe she put something in my coffee?

No, that doesn't fit. I drank my coffee hours ago. The effects should have kicked in long before this. Not only that, how would she have been able to time this so precisely?

It must be something else.

Those words, the strange, alien words she had chanted.

This really is magic, I realize. Within the span of just a few seconds, I believe in the arcane.

"This is going to be a little bit more complicated spell. It's going to take a lot of focus and concentration on my part. But don't worry. You aren't going to be able to interrupt me." She smirks again. "In fact, you won't be able to move until I snap my fingers. That's fine."

Amy grabs my hair and pulls my head back.

With her eyes locked on mine, she starts to speak again. She chants another set of strange, otherworldly syllables. Those sounds ripple on the air.

I want to look away, to flee. Yes, I would run if given the choice. But she doesn't let me. I'm still trapped at my desk, my body frozen.

Amy doesn't look away. Her eyes start to glow. Yes, they actually glow, lit with this strange, golden light.

Then she leans in, and she kisses me. For a few moments, I regain some control over my body. I kiss her, my body excited. She puts one hand on the back of my neck, and I try to pull away, only I can't. I try to resist what she's doing to me, only it doesn't make any difference. She continues to kiss, probing me, her teeth and tongue running along my bottom lip.

It feels like I'm being used. I've never felt so helpless before!

And then everything stops.

My mouth tastes funny. I run my tongue along my teeth, blinking my eyes open. Immediately, I pick up on the sounds of distant conversation. "Any plans for your weekend?"

"Nothing interesting," says another voice, one I distantly recognize.

My teeth feel weird. What is it about them? They don't hurt or anything, but the shapes are off? How could that be?

Then I realize that I'm sitting outside of my office, at Amy's desk. What am I doing here?

I start to stand, only to stumble forward. The weight of my body is off.

I look down, first seeing my toes. But they aren't my toes. My nails have been painted bright red. I wiggle them, thinking of this has to be some kind of illusion or something. Maybe I'm dreaming? Yeah, I have to be dreaming. And yet, my hand goes down and I touch the desktop, and it is smooth and cool to the touch.

No, this definitely isn't a dream. Dreams can be intense, but they don't feel like this. They have a different texture.

I blink again, looking down. And that's when I notice the other, far more important detail.

My breasts.

I touch my waist. It's smaller than it should be. I bring my fingers up along the white blouse I'm wearing, and I touch my breasts, and I feel those mounds, soft and giving.

Yes, I have breasts.

This can't be happening. I take another step forward, only to start to trip again because the sandals I'm wearing have wedged heels.

Quickly, I kick them off. As I do so, I fall back to the ground, and the rest of the office looks weird.

What is it?

I'm shorter. That has to be it. I'm shorter by several inches at least.

Panic starts to nibble at the edge of my perception. There is something horribly, disgustingly wrong about all of this. Slowly, I take a couple of steps forward, and I walk between the different banks of cubicles. The computers are all off. Ahead of me, a couple of the office slaves are heading back toward the elevators. It's Friday evening. It's time for them to go home, to their sad little houses and their pathetic little families.

What about me?

I head straight toward the bathrooms. I need to see myself.

Distantly, I know exactly what I'm going to find when I look at my reflection, but some part of me demands proof, actual evidence. I need to see this with my own eyes!

I take quick, dainty little steps. Then I start to swing my arms, and I begin to run. As I do so, I hear someone call out. "Hey, Amy! Where you going in such a rush!"

I get to the bathrooms, and I open the door. As I do so, another guy is heading out. He works in my unit, though I never bothered to learn his name. When he sees me, he looks really confused. But he wants to go home, so he just pushes by me.

Why did he look at me like that?

I step across the cool, tiled floors. Then I stand in front of the mirrors bolted above the sinks.

I'm not looking at myself. This isn’t me. This isn’t my face, those aren't my shoulders, and this isn’t my body.

My lips slowly part, opening because I can't figure this out.

"No way," I whisper. My voice rises slightly, getting just a little bit louder. "No, no way!" I want to say more, but my hands immediately fly up to my mouth, touching my lips. And that's when I feel something, something that smears. I looked down at my hand, and there's red lipstick.

Quickly, I start to wash my hands. But that doesn't really provide me with any sort of relief either.

The lipstick quickly washes away, but I see my hands, my long nails, and my small, lovely fingertips.

These aren't a man's hands. These are the hands of a girl!

Quivering out from one breath after another, I need to figure out what I can do, how I can change back!

I splash some water on my face, and that helps, at least until I opened my eyes. Because I recognize the face in front of me. It's Amy's.

"This can't be happening," I say, my voice echoing between the ceramic tiles on the walls. I fight to lower my voice, to sound like myself.

It doesn't work. Every time I say anything at all, my voice is breathy, high-pitched, and sultry. I sound just like her, just like Amy.

Inhaling and exhaling, I feel like I'm about to freak out. Every puff of air comes in a quick little gasp, like I'm going to grab something and throw it down against the ground. Or maybe I will jump up and down. I want to throw a tantrum. I want to lift a computer above my head and slam it into the floor, just to hear it crash open.

Wait a second.

After a few more moments, I begin to settle down and the reality of my situation settles in.

If I'm in Amy, where am I? Where's my body?

This is a bizarrely unusual thought, but it seems to give me direction, and I'm grateful for that.

Exhaling again, I turn around and walk toward the door. I step out into the hallway again. Another office worker, Sheryl maybe, steps by me. "Are you okay?"

"Fine," I answer.

Apparently, that's good enough for Cheryl or whatever her name is. She heads toward the elevators, eager to get away from the office.

I walk into the large, cavernous room where most of the people work. I step between the cubicles, feeling my bare feet against the industrial carpet. At the same time, I marvel at that slightly different angle. A few inches really shouldn't change anything, but it does. In spite of myself, I feel small, almost like a mouse creeping in a land of giants. It's only a few inches, I tell myself, but that seems to make a real difference.

I go back to Amy's desk.

There are the sandals, discarded a few feet away. At the same time, I glance over at my office door. Normally, I see it, and it fills me with a sense of power and control. Most people don't get real offices. They don't get walls. I do.

I'm important; I'm powerful.

I start to puff out my chest, but that doesn't help because I feel them again, those extra weights right there on my chest.

I'm going to go confront Amy.

I'm going to tell her that this illusion or magic trick, whatever it is, needs to stop right now.

I go forward, and I turn the doorknob. I pull, and then I see someone sitting at my desk. But it's not Amy.

For some reason, I expected a duplicate, like Amy just made me look like her. We could be twins or something.

Instead, there's a man seated at my desk. He's tall with a little bit of stumble along his jaw line. His hair slicked back, and he turns to me. He starts to grin right away, standing.

It's me.

But that's not possible! I can't be looking at myself!

"Hello, Amy," he says with a deep, rumbling voice. Immediately, the sense of trepidation curls through my body. And there's something else as well, a bizarre sensation I can't name or even think about.

"That's not my name," I reply with my girlish voice. I want to sound serious and intimidating, but I squeak more like some school girl.

"Really?" He speaks with such easy disdain.

For just a moment, I wonder if this is how other people see me, if this is how other people hear me.

"You look like Amy, you talk like Amy," he says. He gets closer and closer, and part of me wants to retreat out through the door again, but I hold my ground. It requires every iota of strength that I possess.

And then this man is right in front of me. He reaches out, stroking my cheek with the back of his hand. I want to slap him away. I know I should slap him away. But I can't get my arms to move! This isn’t a paralysis. No, it's just fear.

The man takes a couple strands of my hair, and he brings it up toward his nose. "You do smell good," he says, grinning like a wild predator.

Something inside of me clenches. I don't belong here. I shouldn't be here. I should have gone to the police or something.

But what would I have told them? Was I supposed to say that my assistant was really a witch or a spell caster or wizard or something? Yeah, that would have gotten me sent straight to a psychiatric facility.

"Tell me what's going on," I demand.

The man steps back. "Isn't it obvious?"

"No, it's not," I say, and this animal instinct takes a hold of me. I clench my fingers, pushing my nails down into the palms of my hands. At the same time, I stamp my foot. I actually knock my heel down on the carpet, like that supposed to somehow accent my rage.

The man just chuckles, clearly amused at my feminine frustration.

"Okay, Amy," he says, apparently taking great delight in that name. "I will explain to you exactly what's happened. As you may have surmised by now, I'm a very powerful caster. Granted, I wasn't entirely certain that I would be able to switch our bodies, but that's precisely what's happened."

"Amy?" I ask. It should be easy; it should be obvious. But it's not. Throughout my life, I've always believed in science and data. I can't accept that this girl, this timid little mousy girl who has worked for me for so long has actually been able to use magic.

The man chuckles again. "No. My name is Kevin. You’re Amy now," he says.

I step back, brushing my shoulder blades against of the solid wooden door behind me. I don't want to believe him. I don't think I can.

And yet, he smiles. "It's true. Just think about it for a little while. You know that you're a pretty girl now. You probably ran right off to go check your makeup in a mirror or something." He shakes his head from side to side. "It's okay, Amy. Don't get hysterical. Just relax. Calm down. Smile. You're pretty when you smile," he says, and an irrational anger surges up inside of me.

I want to slap him across the face, but I don't. Instead, I'm just standing there, nervous, unable to think clearly.

"Don't worry. Nothing has to change," he says.

"What?" I look up, confused.

"Nothing has to change. You’re Amy, so that means you're going to be my assistant."

My eyes widen at the prospect. I've worked hard to become a manager at this company. I'm proud of the progress I've made and the accomplishments I've achieved. There is no way this girl can just take that away from me.

"An assistant?" I ask, the words dripping with disbelief. "There's no way I'm going to be some stupid assistant!"

"Of course, you are. You aren’t smart enough to be a manager. You don't have the gravitas," he says, and I bristle, immediately recognizing that word.

I'm blonde. I'm female. I have big breasts. Of course real man with power would ever take me seriously.

And yet, all of those details are supposed to be wrong! I'm not Amy! Even if I'm in her body, that shouldn't change anything!

I expect another surge of anger, but my sight blurs. At first, I don't understand what's happening. Is it a stroke or something? No. My vision is straining because tears are running into my eyes, and I might start crying at any moment.

As hard as I try, I can't get it to stop!

"You see? You don't have the emotional fortitude to run a company. You're just a pretty girl. Accept it. Be a good little bimbo, fetch coffee and make copies. That's what you're good for now."

But then, this man, this man I used to be, sweeps his gaze up and down my body. He starts at my petite feet and moves up my tight pants, along my groin, up my trimmed waist, all the way to the curves of my breasts.

Suddenly, I feel like prey.

"I need to get out of here," I tell him.

But this man, Kevin, grabs my arm. I look up, and I can't think of this person as Amy. When he shows his teeth, I feel like I should run. But I don't. Frozen before his gaze, I gulp nervously.

"Actually, we have a lot of work to do tonight." He lowers his voice. I have to strain to hear him. "You're going to stay here. You’re going to do as you're told because you are my assistant. Isn't that right, Amy?"

"Yes. Fine." At this point, it feels like I'm willing to do anything if it means that I can just get out of here.

"Good girl," he says, and I quickly retreat out of the room. As I rush off, his hand swings out, smacking my ass. I stop for a moment, turning around and glaring. He chuckles, obviously amused.

That's not fair!

And yet, he’s still bigger than me, stronger than me. More importantly, he is a manager and I'm just an assistant. So I go out to my desk, and I stop.

Panting again, it feels like I just escaped something. That man could have done whatever he wanted with me. He could've bent me over his desk and fucked me. Maybe he could have forced me. Or maybe he could have just said he would fire me if I didn't do what he wanted. Either way, I would have...what?

Automatically, I tell myself that I'm not really some airheaded bimbo. I'm not some blonde girl! There is no way I would ever have sex with that man!

But then I realize something. I feel this heat deep within my body, just below my belly. Not only that, there’s some sort of warmth, a damp excitement right between my legs.

I'm wet. My...my pussy is wet.

Those words stream through my head, but they feel so wrong! This can't be happening!

I stumble again, falling against the side of my desk.

"Amy, I need you to make 100 copies of this file," the man says.

I look up at him, and I think of him as my boss. I don't know why. That shouldn't be right. He holds out a file, and I take it.

"Now," he commands.

I stumble off again, jumping from one foot to another. I go to the copy room and I look down at the machine.

What am I doing?

I have to get out of here!

But how?

I could take Amy's purse. I could use her ID and her credit cards, though I'm sure she doesn't have very much money. And what would I do? Could I go online and try to research magic? Would I act like some idiotic, teenage girl who thinks that she could be a witch?

No. If I really want to get back to my own body, I'm going to need help. I'm going to need Amy, the real Amy.

Biting down into my lower lip, I wonder what I'm going to do. For the moment, I have to stay on her good side..

She's in Kevin's body. She's in my body. Whatever. This is irritatingly confusing. That's what I tell myself. If my biggest problem is pronouns, then I don't need to worry about what else she might be able to do.

"How are they coming?" comes a strong, masculine voice.

Totally focused on my situation, I didn't hear him coming. Now I spin around, fast enough to make my blonde hair bounce against the back of my neck. It feels strange, like having a tail or something.

"I, I haven't started yet," I say.

This man, Kevin, glances up at the clock hanging above the door. "Really? You've been in here for more than ten minutes. What have you been doing?" His question is a tacit admonishment.

"I, I guess I was lost in thought," I say, instinctively batting my eyes.

Kevin walks right up to me. And even if the personality behind those eyes really belongs to Amy, I still feel like I'm a small, young woman who isn't strong enough or powerful enough to resist.

"Look, I know that you get distracted easily, but this is important. This really matters, so you had better do your best job."

"Yes, sir," I say.

"Good girl," he replies. "Or are you just telling me what I want to hear?"

I give a quick, nervous shake of my head.

"It's okay. Girls like you think that you can do whatever you want to just because you're pretty." Irritated, he narrows his eyes at me. "Maybe you need some better incentive?"

I don't know what he means. I gulp again, and I'm going to apologize. Yes, the idea of saying I'm sorry to this in jerk jabs me with a special kind of frustration, but it seems better than the alternative.

"How about this?" Kevin asks. Then he grabs me, snatches me into his arms. He has one hand at the small of my back, another on my shoulder. He shoves me across the room, bending me over the small table where some of the other assistants like to cut up their copies and organize their piles of paper.

"Every time you disappoint me tonight, I'm going to spank you, Amy."

"That's not my name!" I howl out those words, like they should make a difference to this man.

"Actually, that is your name," Kevin says. "I'm Kevin, I'm the boss, and I'm in charge. I'm a real man while you're just a pretty girl. You’re a bimbo. You're smart enough to know how the world is really supposed to work, so now you suffer the consequences."

He explains all of this as he squeezes my ass.

I'm not held down. I'm not tied down. I should be able to push away from the table at any moment, but this frustrating sense of submissiveness holds me in place. It's like I'm a girl, and I'm small, so I should stay where he puts me.

He squeezes my ass again, and that heat below my belly flares, excitement running hot through me.

A little moan escapes my lips.

Fortunately, he doesn't seem to notice.

At first, I tell myself it is not going to matter. It won't make any difference. If he really wants to spank me, then I'm going to spin around and slap him across the face.

It's a nice idea. He squeezes my buttock one more time, and then he cocks his arm back, and this swell of fear pumps into my chest.

He spanks me, his hand coming down hard. My clothing absorbs some of the force. Maybe. I'm pushed into the edge of the table, and the pain lances through me. But there is something else as well.

What is it? What's happening to me?

It's another flash of heat right between my legs.

I'm getting wet. I'm soaking into my panties.

This time, I moan, and he clearly hears it. "Oh, what's wrong? Are you enjoying this? Are you enjoying this because you're just a dumb slut?"

With most of my focus, I need to resist. And yet, it is so difficult! Worse, some small part of me starts to think that he's right, that Kevin is telling the truth about me. Maybe that's what I am. Maybe that's who I am.

Normally, when I speak or even think, I can rely on this instinctive sense of superiority. No matter what the world tells me, I'm a powerful man. I can make my own decisions and see my way through virtually any problem.

Not this time.

"What do you want, Sir?" I speak those words and shiver, this rush of humiliation sliding up my spine, to jab right into me all over again.

"I told you. You need to be punished." As he says those words, there is almost a feminine lilt right there, like he's explaining something simple to a child.

Amy is behind those eyes; she's behind every choice and decision.

As hard as I try to cling to that thought, it doesn't make any difference because she pulls her hand back. Then she spanks me again, bringing her hand down. She swings, making sure it stings. She strikes, and I'm jolted again and again.

"You love this, don't you?"

I tell myself this is Amy, but it sounds so much like Kevin. But I'm supposed to be Kevin! It's not fair!

Those protests don't change the reality of my situation.

Kevin continues to spank me, again and again. Then he grabs one of my braids, pulling my hair back. I lift my head, gasping again. But now, his hands go to my waist, and I feel so small and pathetic as he yanks me back, right into his arms.

"If I put my hand between her legs, is your pussy going to be wet? Will you start to grind against me?" He exhales those words against my ear.

Instinctively, I try to pull away, thinking that I'm going to be able to tear myself from his grip. But it doesn't work that way. His arm suddenly feels like an iron band around me. I squirm helplessly, feeling more and more like some damsel in distress.

"No, don't. Please, don't check." Those words just a tumble from my mouth.

"Take off your pants for me." He exhales those words into my ear, and I feel his breath. It turns me on, stiffening my nipples.

Kevin notices right away. His hands drift up my body, cupping my mounds in the palms of his hands. He pinches lightly. That's when I experience it for the first time, that shuddering burst of sensation. It catches me off guard, making it impossible for me to control myself.

My lower lip trembles. He pinches, forcing me to enjoy myself.

"That's right," he says.

Kevin releases me, and I immediately push away. I stumble several steps forward, spinning about.

"You're still going to be my employee tonight," he says. "But it's going to be your performance evaluation. We need to see if you can handle being my secretary here."

"No. I'm not going to be your secretary. I'm not going to be your stupid employee!" I call out, balling my fingers into fists.

Kevin doesn't look intimidated. He knows that he's bigger and stronger, that he can just grab me and wrestle me down to the floor whenever he wants. I know it too. And for some reason, that reality adds to the excitement running through my body.

"Please, just change me back!"

"Maybe," he says, smirking.

What?

To be honest, that isn't the answer I was expecting. I thought she was going to laugh or say something about how she was never going to let me back into my body.

Kevin strolls up to me, and I'm too dumbfounded to react. His hand goes to my cheek, stroking me. "Do what I want, and maybe I will let you be the boy again. Maybe." And that single word, two syllables, there's the possibility of hope and the threat of punishment.

I gulp audibly.

Then I step back, and my hands drop down to my waist. I start to work the zipper on my pants. Next, I go for the thin, heart shaped button. I tug my yoga pants down my legs.

Soon, I have to kick them off. They sail through the air, landing in a heap.

I swallow again.

"Is that good enough?"

"No."

He watches. I feel dirty as I hook my thumbs into my panties. I don't want to feel the cool air against my slit. I don't want to have the heat run along my vulnerable body. But I don't have any choice. If I want to earn the opportunity to resume my life, my real life, then I have to obey.

And is it possible? That some part of me likes this?

I ignore that idea. Even if there is this cruel, treacherous little whisper at the edges of my thoughts, I take off my panties. I kick them off too, letting them land right with my pants.

Then Kevin is upon me. He pushes me up against the wall, and he kisses me.

I'm moaning again as his mouth presses into mine. I can feel his stubble along my lips, along my mouth. Not only that, he grabs both of my arms, pinning them together above my head. Soon he's holding me in place with just one hand. And the other goes down to my leg. He grazes his fingertips over my naked thigh.

"Tell me what I want to hear." He whispers that word between kisses.

"I'm your secretary. I belong to you."

"What are you really?"

I know what he wants to hear. I know what he expects. The idea is right there, indelible in my body and his. "I'm, I'm your office slave," I confess.

Yes. That's exactly what he wants to hear, so he rewards me.

Humiliated frustration sizzles through me, especially when he takes his middle two fingers and glides them up, higher, higher. He takes his time, moving with patient deliberation. But finally, those digits make it up to my slit, and he starts to stroke my pussy. He works his fingers down and up, left to right. He penetrates me, and I'm gasping again.

As a man, I understood raw, animal pleasure. I knew just how enticing sexual satisfaction could be.

But this is entirely different!

The sensations roar through my body, and I want more.

Like a dirty little slut, I start to move my hips forward and back, like I want to impale myself on his fingertips. To make matters worse, he lets me. Kevin leans back, and he looks right into my eyes, but we both know what's happening, what I'm doing.

"Don't look away," he orders.

Again, I obey. I follow his command because I don't want him to stop. I don't want him to take the sensations away from me. To make matters worse, as I look up into his dark eyes, I know that I'm smaller. I know that I'm weaker. It feels natural for me to obey.

"Can I, can I come?" I ask. Immediately some small part of me bristles. And yet, it just feels so right.

"Yes," he exhales. I move my hips forward and back, impaling myself on his fingertips even as his other hand explores my body. It feels like he's taming me, taking me, claiming me.

And yet, I can't even care!

The pleasure hits that crescendo, clicking into place as the orgasm explodes through me. I gasp again, panting and then I close my eyes because I can't help myself. I'm hoping my boss won't mind.

I finish, twitching, my skin hot and red.

"Strip naked. Then I want you to do some work around the office for me."

Dressed in a blouse and my yoga pants, it was easy to pretend that nothing had really changed. Even as I could feel the sway and bounce of my breasts, I could mostly ignore those sensations. But now that I'm naked, that's not the case.

The lights are still on, and I have to worry about the custodial staff showing up. I don't want some man or woman to find me. What would happen? Would the police be called?

Obviously, Kevin is still here. He could explain everything.

And yet, I would still be put on display.

Having him see me is one thing. Having someone else? That might make this real.

So I'm naked, walking around on the industrial carpet. The little woven threads push up against my heels and toes. As I move around, it feels like I'm seeing this place for the first time. There are all of these cubicles, little places where people spend so much of their time.

I thought I was better than them. But now I work out here. According to Kevin, this is where I belong.

Before he let me get to work, he stroked my chin again, making me shiver. He told me that I was going to be his office slut, but only for the night. If I wanted to stay, then I had to earn my position.

I have to stay. I have to impress him.

For some reason, I feel this drive to be good. I want his approval! I shouldn't.

Buried deep down, underneath the estrogen and femininity running through my body, there is still the drive and aggression of a real man. At least, that's what I tell myself as I make the copies and prepare his coffee.

"My name is Kevin. My name is Kevin, my name is Kevin," I whisper to myself, again and again. I need to cling to that idea. I keep whispering it over and over until the coffee is done. I pour it into a mug, and I take careful, nervous steps.

I knock gently on Kevin's door, waiting for permission to enter. It feels easy and natural to do, but I still hate myself for it. Seriously, this is supposed to be my office! I shouldn't have to wait around like this!

But I do. I must wait because I'm the secretary.

"Come in," Kevin says, magnanimous.

I open the door, and I step inside. As I do so, he rolls his chair away from the monitor, and his eyes lock onto me. And then I see it, hunger.

After my orgasm, I feel reasonably satisfied. Clearly, that isn't the case for this man. My boss watches me, sweeping his eyes up and down my naked frame. To make matters worse, I can feel the blush race along my skin, over my shins and thighs, up to my chest, along my neck.

I start to turn pink, and he chuckles, clearly noticing. "Bring it here," he orders.

"Yes, Sir," I reply, taking quick, girlish steps toward my boss. I place the coffee down on the desktop, and he snatches it away. He takes a sip. "Not bad. I'm glad to see you're good at something," he says.

I open my mouth to respond.

"Amy, do you like working here?"

This is a test.

For a second, I know that I should just defy him. I should tell him that his real name is Amy, that he's a girl, and that I'm going to figure out some way to switch us back. And when I do, I'm going to take control! I'm going to humiliate, degrade, and break her!

Those thoughts flash through me, but it's all sound and light, just shiny ideas behind my face. I can't bring myself to utter any of those words, not one. I'm a timid girl; how could I possibly confront my boss like that?

Just having him look at me makes me want to apologize for messing up. I'm not even sure what mistake I've made, but it doesn't matter. He's the man; he's in charge.

What's happening to me? Why do I have these feelings? But then, I must answer his question, so I look down at the floor for a few heartbeats. "Yes, Sir. I like working here."

"And you're willing to do whatever it takes to keep your job?"

I lick my lower lip. "Yes, Sir. I guess I am."

"You know, there's one trait that's really important in a secretary. Well, actually there are several." He shrugs and grins. "Do you happen to know what some of those might be?"

I can guess what he's thinking. I can guess what he wants.

Something inside of me locks up, but only for a few seconds. "You want me to be obedient."

That's what I would have expected when I was the boss.

"Yes," Kevin agrees. "Obedience is very important. When I give you a command, I expect you to obey it. You know, like a slave."

Even though I'm naked and even though I'm small and even though I'm a girl, I still stamp my foot. I call out, shrill, "I'm not a girl!"

"Oh? You're not?" Kevin raises an eyebrow, like this is amusing. To him, it's just a game. "Because right now, I see a cute little mouth, a lovely pair of breasts, and a sexy little pussy. So what does that make you?"

This time around, I don't say anything. I don't respond because I can't.

"Go ahead, touch yourself. Lick your lips and pleasure yourself right here in front of me, right there in my doorway. I want to be able to think of you doing that every time an employee crosses that threshold."

My skin was pink; now it starts to turn white.

I tense up, my shoulders locking. I shouldn't really care. This shouldn't be a big deal. And yet, it is. This feels like I'm going to do something dirty or inappropriate, like I'm about to cross some sort of imaginary line.

And yet, I bring my hands up to my lips. I lick them gently, and then I part my knees slightly, just enough to give myself access. Then I start brush my digits over my pussy.

I shiver, never having realized how good this could feel. Is it as good as when Kevin touched me? No, of course not. But it still intense. The pleasure builds, and I can feel myself getting closer and closer to an orgasm.

Nibbling on my lower lip, I can hardly wait.

Only then, a sound cuts through the air. "Stop."

My hand falls away, and disappointment wells up inside of me. "Why did you tell me to stop?" I ask, whining like some girl. It sounds like I'm asking for a credit card so I can go to a mall to go buy some new jeans or something. I don't sound like a woman, even. I sound more like a bratty teenager. I hate it.

No one would ever take me seriously, not when my voice sounds like this.

"I told you to stop because you're a slut, and sluts need to be controlled. You're not smart enough to think for yourself, so don't even try." He just insulted me, but I worry more about that one word. Slut. As a man, I never thought it was a big deal. I could never understand why women worried about it so much. Guys get insulted all the time.

But now that I'm a girl, the word pushes into me, cutting deep. I don't know why, and I don't think about it.

"Crawl over here right now," he commands, snapping his fingers like I'm a well-trained dog.

And yet, I do obey. I drop down onto my knees like a sex slave, and I crawl over to him. With every movement of my arms and legs, I can feel the sting of abject humiliation.

And when I get to Kevin, I see that his cock is already out.

I've seen that member so many times before. Kevin's body is supposed to be my body!

"Crawl over here, slut."

"I'm not a slut," I protest. He grabs me by my hair, pulling my head back. Pain slides through me, mixing with pleasure.

My pussy throbs, and I want more! He yanks on my hair again, making sure my scalp stings.

"You had the chance to be a real man. You messed it up, so now you're mine. Say it."

"I'm yours," I squeak in my timid, girly voice.

"That's right. Now come over here and touch me. Show me just how good it can feel to have a slut on her hands and knees, ready to do whatever I want."

Amy is exploring the idea of what it means to be Kevin. That's why his eyes are bright, his expression loaded with anticipatory aggression.

Timidly, I reach up, and I take his cock in my hands. I glide my palms up and down his link.

"Oh, I'm sure you can do much better than that," Kevin chides.

I'm not sure.

I don't know how to respond or what to do!

Exhaling slowly, I try to grip him a little bit harder. Not only that, I touch the pad of my thumb to the tip of his shaft. I stroke him gently, working him down and up, down and up.

Kevin closes his eyes, growling like a contented beast.

"Good girl. Yeah, that's where you belong, right there on your knees, serving a man. Isn't that right, slut?"

"Yes, Sir."

I say those words because anything less than agreement will dare him into trying something else.

I can't do that. I can't let that happen.

"Your hands feel nice," Kevin says. "But I think I'm interested in your mouth now."

Blinking quickly, I look up at him, confused. What does he mean? Then the reality hits me, practically slapping me across the face. I start to shake my head, but he still holding onto my hair. He pulls again, another painful tug, another reminder of my place and where I belong.

"You know what I want," he says.

"Yes, Sir."

"Then go down on me. Go down on me like a good little slut."

Good little slut.

I hate those words, but I still lick my lips. And as I do so, I glare at his shaft. Adrenaline spikes within my body. Anger simmers hot and acidic. I shouldn't have to do this. I should get respect!

But I'm just a slut.

That's why I lick my lips one last time and slide forward, kissing his cock. I start at the base of his shaft, only to move the tip of my nose and my lips up along his erection. Already, I catch the aroma of his excitement.

Pretty soon, I'm going to have to taste it as well. The idea makes me shiver again. My body rebels. Or does it?

No, it's not my body that wants to fight. It's that lingering shard of my mind, a part of me that knows and believes that I am supposed to be a man. I'm supposed to be strong. I'm supposed to fight. I don't belong on my knees! Amy belongs on her knees! But am I Amy? Is that who I'm supposed to be?

That sliver fights hard, thrashing against the momentum of my mouth as I part my lips, only to wrap them tightly around his cock. I go down on Kevin, moving my head slowly. My lips are slick, my tongue excited as I service him. I worship his body.

"That's right. You know where you belong, don't you, slut?"

I lift my gaze. He must see the anger simmering in my face.

My frustration doesn't do any good. It doesn't change anything, and he knows that.

"Don't worry about it. You're going to love belonging to me. I'm going to make sure that you have a place here, so long as you can earn it."

He chuckles, making his cock shiver between my lips. "Keep sucking," he commands.

And I obey.

Kevin says, "I'm sure you wouldn't want to be a pretty girl out in the world all on your own. Just think about it. You don't have any money. You don't have any resources."

Is that true? I mean, Amy should have a purse or something. But then, what if Kevin took it? What if he went online, spending the last few minutes draining all of her accounts?

And then I feel like an idiot because I know that all of my passwords are preprogrammed to my work computer. I did this in the name of efficiency, but now it means that Kevin has access to all of my (his) money. Even if I don't want to think about it, there's nothing I can do.

So like a good slut, his slut, I continue to lick and suck, moving my head down and up. I give him the best blow job I can.

I'm sucking a man's dick. Yes, this cock used to belong to me, but that doesn't seem like it changes anything.

Again and again, that one word swirls through my head.

"Keep going. Yes, that feels good. So good. Oh, I love seeing you like this, Amy."

No!

I'm not Amy! I'm not a girl! I don't have breasts or a pussy or tight legs. I don't sway when I walk, and I'm not feminine! But even as I think those words, I continue to lick and to suck. My tongue darts up and down his shaft.

"What? You disagree? You don't think you’re Amy? Is that it?"

Another test.

Even though I understand exactly what's happening, part of me rebels. Part of me shouts and screams that I need to stop of this. I need to pull away. And there are those other little hopes. Maybe I could go out and find a scientist or a witch or something. There must be someone out in the world who would be able to help me.

But something keeps me on my knees, right there at his feet.

"You still haven't convinced me that you want to be my personal secretary. You haven’t shown me that you're willing to put my needs first." My eyes widen. What? I'm giving him a blow job! That has to be good enough!

But it isn't. It's not.

Kevin sets the parameters. He will decide what works and what doesn't, what's acceptable and what isn't.

He's transformed me into an office slave, his sexy secretary ready and willing and eager to do whatever he wants.

Am I eager?

Yes.

"Tell me your name," he says.

I continue to slide my mouth up and down his link. That's why Kevin runs his fingers through my hair. Even as I try to brace myself for the inevitable, it's impossible. He tugs, pulling my head back. I look up at him. My lips are wet. The taste of his excitement is right there on the flat of my tongue.

"Tell me your name."

"My name is Kevin," I growl.

The world turns to a blur. He shoves me down. I'm on my hands and knees again, naked. I spread my legs, thinking and hoping that he might to decide to have sex with me. Wouldn't that prove his point? Wouldn't that show me where I really belong, who I really am? Even as those thoughts cross my mind, I start to bite down into my lower lip.

That's a mistake.

I nearly draw blood as he spanks me again, his hand flying down.

"This is what happens when you try to be cute."

Kevin spanks me again, and I yelp out. Desperation grips me, but I don't know what to do. I'm frozen in place. If I attempt to run our crawl away, Kevin will punish me even more. So I stay down on all fours. I take my spanking because I made a mistake. I messed up.

I was never supposed to defy this man. He's bigger than me and smarter than me. He knows what's going on.

I'm just a dumb girl.

I'm a secretary.

It's not like anyone cares about my opinion or what I think.

Kevin spanks me again and again. He makes sure that it hurts. But if only pain is the goal, then why am I getting turned on? Why is my body reacting this way?

The spanking stops, and Kevin crouches down behind me. With my head down and my eyes shut, I don't see what comes next. His fingers go toward my pussy, and he strokes me, lightly. "You're turned on. You love this, don't you?"

"No!"

He smacks my ass.

"You love this, don't you?"

"No. I don't!" I call out those words.

His hand responds, another strike against the curves of my behind. By this point, my ass is glowing red.

"You like this, don't you? You want more. You can't help yourself, can you?"

He squeezes my ass, and his fingers are so desperately, tantalizingly close to my opening. I want him to touch me again, to stroke me and finger me. I want to feel him as he thrusts into me, his cock sliding into my waiting opening.

But I grit my teeth. I lock my jaw. I hold my position, desperate, waiting for some brilliant idea to pop into my head.

Nothing happens.

Then he reaches up slightly, just a little bit closer. The desperation shoots through me all over again. It's like this itch that I can't ignore. My female body turns against me, telling me how I should behave.

"Yes! More! Please, let me be your slut! Let me be your secretary slut!" I howl out those words, my voice rising, louder and louder. Is a janitor walking by his door? Will the cleaning lady hear me? Will she shake her head, thinking about how little dignity I have?

Maybe. I don't know. But I can't care either!

"Are you ready to beg for the privilege of being a girl here in the office? Are you ready to beg for your new status?"

Yes. I am. I dip my head down again, and I know that's not good enough. Just before he can give me another spanking, I tell him the truth. "Yes. I, I know I'm your girl. I know that I belong to you now, Sir." As I say those words, they feel so good. They feel so right. How did I ever think that I could ever go back to being a boy? I don't deserve the power or authority that comes with masculinity. I could never be the boss. I am just a dumb female. I'm supposed to be cute. I should spend my time thinking about makeup and clothing.

He pinches my ass again. Then he gets up, and he sits on his chair.

"Come on. Come back," he says.

Does that mean he's going to let me remain as his secretary?

Honestly, I don't know. But I turn around, and I start to crawl over to him. As I do so, I lift my head. I lean in, slowly. I make my way back toward his cock.

And before I know it, I'm sucking again, moving my head down and up. I worship his body, just the way he likes. I flick my tongue and tighten my lips. I work hard to please him.

And then a thought occurs to me.

He might come in my mouth. In fact, he's probably going to come in my mouth!

I prepare myself, bracing. I know that it's going to come, but that doesn't change of the horror that ripples through my body.

Only then he changes his mind.

He grabs onto my hair and pulls my head back.

"Say it again."

"I'm yours. I belong to you, Sir. I'm your girl. I know that I can't be a boy again." I repeat those words, those thoughts that feel so true now. Even if there is that one small sliver fighting, telling me that I should resist, I can't do it.

"Good girl," he says. He pushes me down, away from his chair. Did I displease him? Did I mess up?

But then, Kevin pounces on me, pushing me onto my proper place. On my back, naked, my legs spread.

He's going to have sex with me right here and right now, on the floor of his office.

As I realize this, another bolt of arousal shoots through me. But then, that is only a shallow taste of what I'm about to receive.

Once he mounts me, he pushes his cock down, teasing my opening with the tip of his shaft.

"Is this what you want, slut? You want to be used?"

"Yes, yes please!" I call out.

He's done teasing me. At this point, he must be horny. He wants me. He's hungry for me. That thought makes me happy! He pushes down, thrusting into my slit.

This is it! This is right. This is who I am and where I belong. I deserve to be on my back.

He looks down at me, and our eyes lock on one another, and I can see that he understands the truth as well. Kevin is a real man. He deserves to be in charge. He's going to make the right decisions, better decisions. And me? I will hang off of his arm. People will know that I'm his assistant, and probably figure out the rest. Maybe they'll see me come out of his office, my hair messed up. Or maybe they will just realize that I'm too dumb to hold any kind of real position on my own. I must be having sex with the boss. I must be blowing him.

And they're going to be right.

He pumps me, thrusting, pushing forward and pulling back. The friction of his body against mine makes me gasp. It makes me moan. Pretty soon, it makes me scream!

Everything fades away into the furious storm of pleasure.

And then it finally slows down. It finally stops.

He kisses me on the mouth one more time.

"Good girl," he says. "Now get back to your desk. I've got some work for you to do."

"Yes, Sir," I answer. There is no other appropriate response, nothing else a girl like me can say.

The End
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