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The Interview

Chapter 1

Gunshots echoed through the speakers of the TV and Sam dodged his character behind cover. Messy hair and yesterday's clothes, he sat in his bean back chair playing video games with his friend before doing anything productive with his day. Sparse decorations hung on the walls, but the ones present all portrayed Sam and his girlfriend Jemma. The Call of Duty Modern Warfare theme played in the game's background.

His best friend Jake spoke over the party chat, “I heard they’ve got quotas on gender and race and now. They won't even hire a guy anymore. Tough luck on your interview dude.” Jake’s character died in the game and he cursed. “Fuck that guy. He’s behind that barrel. Get him.”

“I’m on it,” Sam replied navigating to the enemy player. He responded to his friend's comment after dying himself, “I’ve got straight A’s and hell I interned at their company my freshman year. There’s no way they don’t bring me on the team.”

“I don’t know man. It’s a tough spot to be in. I doubt you’ll get it.” Back alive Jake waited in the spawn point for Sam to arrive.

“If they don’t give it to me I don’t know what I’ll do,” Sam replied spawning his character next to Jake.

“What’s up? Everything OK?” Jake asked turning his avatar in the game to face his friend.

“I don’t know. Not really.” Sam moved forward and enter the fight again trying to forget his worries. “I’m strapped for cash, my girlfriend wants to get married and she picked a ring that will set me back thirty grand.”

Jake followed his friend into the fight and together they killed another player. “Dude What the fuck? Does she know you just graduated from college?” Chips crunched in the background of his microphone.

“Not in my ear dude. Mute when you chew.” Sam chided, then answered his question. “I don’t know. She just knows what she wants.”

“It sounds like you need to find another job prospect because no way in hell are they hiring a guy.”

“Damn. I’ll have to look around.” Sam sighed into the microphone.

“Mute when you sigh so hard. It sounds like you're sitting in a windstorm.” Jake teased using the same tone that Sam used. “When is your interview?”

“It’s tomorrow afternoon at two,” Sam paused the game and glanced at his watch. He needed to get dressed and meet his girlfriend within the hour.

“I’ll pray for you,” he began praying to Satan over the microphone. “Are you logging off?”

“Yeah. I got to go meet up with Jemma,” Sam stood up and walked into his bedroom holding the controller and talking into the headset. A distance runner in college, Sam had a muscular, slender build.

“Sounds good. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Yup. We’ll kill more baddies,” Sam tossed his clothes into the hamper and stepped into the shower. Water ran down his long brown hair dripping from his slender body to the tile floor. He scrubbed himself clean wondering if he could get the job. Dunn and Associates have to hire men, he thought, but the words offered no comfort as he washed and dressed for the day. On his way out the door, he tied his long hair into a bun on the top of his head.


Chapter 2

“Jake said they won’t give me the job. Apparently, they only hire women these days,” Sam leaned over the table and stabbed his fork into his girlfriends Salad. Sam smiled wide accenting his soft facial features.

“Good for them,” Jemma replied as she slashed her fork against Sam’s trying to save her salad from him. Metal clanked as their forks clashed. “You ate yours already. Leave mine alone.” A droplet of Salad shot from the plate and landed on her tight gray blouse. With a glare for her boyfriend, she wiped her left breast clean of the dressing.

Sam leaned back in his chair at the Olive Garden and let his girlfriend have her salad. They met most afternoons during her lunch break.“ Gender equality doesn't mean preventing men from getting jobs,” Sam said.

“In a perfect world Women would rule everything,” Jemma smiled at the thought. Dark brown hair waved down to her chin. She brushed it over her ear out of her face.

“I’m not sure I could deal with the objectification if I lived in a Matriarchal society,” Sam tried to think about the role reversal and all the differences he would face if men and women’s roles in society switched.

“I know you’re worried about the interview, but you’ll do fine.”

“That’s the thing. I looked up Dunn and Associates on Glass Door and a ton of people confirmed what Jake said. They only hire women.” Sam smiled up at the waitress as she topped off his glass of water.

She asked, “Is everything OK? Anymore Salad before your lunch arrives?”

“Just breadsticks thank you,” Sam said to her.

As the waitress left, Jemma asked, “Why not just pretend to be a girl? Your name is Sam. It’s kinda gender-neutral.”

“No way. I will not dress up as a girl to get a job,” Sam folded his arms and glared at his girlfriend.

“I don’t know. You’d be kinda cute. I bet if you let that man bun down and curled it you’d look hot.” She made overly feminine gestures placing her hands under his chin and batting her eyes. Lips pursed into a kiss, she added, “Sam my little cutie pie.”

“I’m a guy. There’s no way I will dress up as a woman and pretend to be a girl through a whole interview.” Anger flushed into his cheek and they turned red. Sam pulled the collar of his blue shirt forward frustrated, but unable to deal with his girlfriend's comments.

“Put you in high heels and a tight skirt. I bet all the boys would turn their heads and check you out,” her hands moved imitating a chef adding spices and seasoning to a dish and finished with a kiss to her fingers.

“You think I could pull it off?” Sam considered the idea but pressed it out of his mind the minute the words left him. Face in his hands he reeled at the thought of dressing as a woman. Convinced that his girlfriend wanted him to dress as a woman, fear, and disgust coursed through him.

“I love how easily I can change your mind on something,” Jemma reached out and took one of his hands in hers and smiled at his reddened face.

“Wait. Did you want me to do this or not?” The shock came in spurts as he deconstructed the moment and realized that she didn’t expect him to cross-dress for the interview.

“It’s up to you. I’d say just keep looking for another job,” she put his hand down on the table and finished her last bite of zesty salad.

“Fuck. This process takes forever.” He snatched the last bell pepper from her plate and added, “The job market is terrible right now.”

“Listen, go home and you can look up more job postings and browse indeed or whatever. I’ll be home later tonight.” Jemma smiled at him and placed her fork onto the plate.

“Ok fine,” the two finished their meal chatting about her job at the US Bank.

At home, Sam looked up job postings for an hour, but his mind wandered to the idea of dressing as a woman for the interview. Dunn and Associates had been a dream of his after he followed their famous deposition. Glass Door and other sites confirmed his fears that the company only hired women. Frustrated he googled cross-dressing and feminization. After a series of YouTube videos on how to make his voice sound like a woman, he tried to speak in his falsetto voice and make it sound believable. One site recommended reading a book out loud in the new woman’s voice. He spent the better part of an hour reading the hobbit as if he were a woman. One night of practice would never get him to a convincing sounding voice.

He looked up bra sizings and clothing styles and set his mind on a few ideas. The more he thought about his plan the more determined he became. Dunn and Associates would hire him, and they would only know him as a woman.

The door to the apartment opened and Jemma walked in, “How’s the job search?” His laptop screen opened on a page describing how to walk as a woman panic shot through Sam. He wanted to slam the laptop closed, but that would draw more attention to his plan.

“Well, I’m definitely not going to dress as a woman and land the job interview,” he quickly pressed alt and tab at the same time to bring up a different window on his laptop, but it popped up a second window full of pictures of shemales and tranny women. “Fuck,” he muttered closing the laptop.

“That’s too bad. You’d be so cute in a skinny black dress.,” she kissed him on the cheek and glanced down at his closed laptop.

“What are you looking up?” she asked stepping into the bedroom. Sounds of opening drawers and shuffling clothes came from the other room towards Sam.

“Nothing. I’m just trying to find a job.” Sam ran through a checklist in his mind of the steps to prepare for his interview in the morning. Phone in hand he typed out a to-do list: Get women’s clothes, Get makeup done somewhere, Get hair styled. He closed the notepad and stared at the wall wondering if he could really do any of that. He typed in a quick note at the end. “I’m a guy, not gay, not queer. I just need to dress like a woman for a day.” The thought never crossed his mind that if he got the job, he’d be forced to dress as a woman for the duration of his tenure.

“Are you coming to bed?” she asked from the other room.

“Yeah. I’ll be there in a minute,” he sighed as confused emotions drifted around his head.

Jemma stepped into the doorway wearing a black lace negligee. Sam shot up in his chair at attention and ran to the bedroom with her. Their sex normal and uninteresting neither of them satisfied with the result, but their relationship was happy and neither complained very much.


Chapter 3

Deep breaths readied Sam for the razer. Shaving cream covered his whole body. The razer traced lines up his legs towards his thigh. He wondered how high he should shave the hair. A long while later he stood in the shower the only hair left on his body above his penis and the top of his head. On a whim, he shaved his pubic hair.

Toweling off his hair, Sam sorted through Jemma’s clothes. He pulled out the black silk negligee and wondered if he was supposed to wear anything under a dress. He left the neglige on the hanger and thought it might be fun to try it on another time.  A soft white pair of panties stood out to him. “That’s a simple one. Not too feminine.” He said slipping his legs through the fabric. At his upper thigh, he pulled the elastic nervous to place it over his cock. Two quick breaths in and he slipped the material up. His penis bulged out of the white lacy material. Penis bent in half, he adjusted it up then to the side, but it stuck out from the panties. After shifting his cock around, he finally pressed it straight up on his abdomen. The tip of his circumcised penis smashed by the tight elastic band.

Sam looked at himself in the mirror. Shock spread across his face as he thought he looked cute. Forcing the feelings down he turned to the closet to find a suitable dress or dress pants. Hangers slid along the wooden pole as he moved dresses and blouses from side to side searching for something that would fit him well. A long pencil skirt caught his attention, Sam pulled it down and unzipped the back. Pulling the black fabric over his legs he slipped into the skirt and checked himself out in the mirror. Never in his life had Sam noticed that he had a slight curve to his hips. Feminine features on his body stood out as he clothed himself.

“Ugh, I almost forgot a bra,” Sam groaned opening Jemma’s drawers looking for something that would match his panties. A plain white bra fitted around his chest, but he had no breasts or anything to fill the bra. A quick google search gave him an idea. On his side of the closet lay a Nerf football, Sam scooped it up and cut it in half down the long side. The foam material squishy stuck out too far. Sam cut them in half again until he had two small mounds that matched his slender form. Satisfied so, he placed duct tape on the back of each and stuffed them into the bra against his chest. Another glance in the mirror and they convinced him he could pull this off. A light pink blouse and the ensemble was complete.

In his car out in public dressed as a woman, Sam hyperventilated trying to gain the courage to step outside. “I need this job. I need to pay for that damn ring,” he opened the door and stepped out into the parking lot. He walked into the beauty salon and glanced at the pictures on the wall. Beautiful women with long hair posed to accent their features. Sam found his thoughts drifting. He wondered if he could ever look that pretty, but quickly he shut down the idea, stopping himself short. This is only for an interview.

“Hi, I have an appointment this morning,” he spoke in his falsetto voice trying to sound as much as a woman as he could.

“Ah yes, I’ll take care of you right over here,” said a friendly black woman. Hair up in a tight bun, the woman smiled pulling out the chair.

Sam sat and smiled at her through the mirror, “I’ve never really done anything with my hair.” He spoke in his normal male voice and shock split his face and hers at the same time. “Fuck. I’m sorry,” he said once again in his woman’s voice. “This is what I want you to do with my hair,” he pulled up a picture of a curly-haired brunette.

“Oh, honey you’ve got the hair for it. Let me take care of this for you,” she winked, and no judgment crossed her voice.

“If it's not too much to ask, can you do my makeup as well?” He asked timidly.

“Is this your first time?” she asked placing a hand on her hips.

“Yeah. I…” Sam looked at the ground ashamed of his decision to dress as a woman.

The woman spun Sam around in the chair and snapped her finger from side to side, “There’s nothing to be ashamed of. You just be you.”

“I wasn’t sure this was me this morning, but I’m feeling pretty confused.” Sam confided his feelings with the stranger.

“It’s all right. Just take the day and see how it goes,” the hairstylist began her work trimming, washing, shaving a missed spot.

“Thanks,” Sam said as she pulled the apron off of him. His long brown hair hung loose to his shoulder and flipped out away from his head at the tips in a soft curl. Sam liked the way he felt dressed this way and dolled up, but the internal struggle of dealing with the implications plagued his mind.

“No problem. You’re so cute,” she pulled out her makeup and began the next phase of the job.

“I hope so,” Sam closed his eyes for the light pink eye shadow. Sam was a whole different Sam. His body and face looked the part, but his mind had not yet transitioned. He worried that doing this might change him forever. Sam thanked the friendly woman and walked out of the salon. As his feet crossed the threshold out to the parking lot, pink and white colors darted across his vision until he could no longer see. Stumbling backward he reached for the door to steady himself. A breeze darted across his exposed skin tickling him and leaving a lingering warm sensation on his flesh.

“I can’t see,” Sam called out. He wiped at the warmth covering his arms and legs. Soon it covered his whole body and he stumbled falling to the ground.

Footsteps echoed from the parking lot and a firm hand gripped his forearm holding him from hitting the ground. A comforting male voice spoke, “It’s OK. Miss. What happened?” The stranger pulled Sam to his feet and placed a comforting hand on his shoulder.

Sam’s first thought was that the makeup and clothes worked. This stranger thought he was a woman. He grinned up at the stranger and said, “I’m not sure…” As the words left his mouth his vision returned, but the burning sensation lingered on his skin. “I don’t know what happened, but as I walked out of the salon I couldn’t see for a moment.” Sam turned to face the friendly man and slowly he made out the details of the person.

The tall man adjusted thin glasses as he smiled staring below Sam’s eyes. The stranger’s gaze was level with Sam’s chest. Sam let out a small giggle and blushed at the attention even though he knew he didn’t have breasts. Instinctively he twisted his chest away and covered it with his hand. His nipples firmed inside the bra and rubbed against the fabric. Sam idly wondered if his chest had filled the bra before.

The man let go of Sam’s shoulder and said, “I’m glad you’re OK. You nearly fell to the ground there.” In the stranger’s eyes, Sam saw an enticing hunger that caused him to blush deeply.

Sam replied, “Thanks. I have to go. I have an interview to get to.” He turned to go and walked past the man towards his car.

The man took a few steps to follow Sam, and asked, “Can I have your number?”

Sam turned and winked at him replying, “I have a girlfriend already.” The stranger nodded his head and waved goodbye without saying anything else.


Chapter 4

Along the drive into the office, Sam practiced his falsetto woman’s voice, and after speaking this way for most of the morning it began to feel more natural. He stepped out of his car and stood on black high heels. The pencil skirt clung tight to his legs and ass. He worried that an erection would give away his gender, but the thought drifted away quickly. He admired the sign for Dunn and Associates and pictured himself becoming an associate at the firm one day. He pulled open the glass door and walked into a large waiting room.

A friendly young woman sat at a desk speaking into a phone at her ear. Sam approached the counter and politely waited for her to finish the phone call. With a smile, she said, “Welcome to Dunn and Associates. What can I do for you?” The secretary adjusted the business card holder on the counter so it sat evenly spaced between her computer and the phone.

Sam cleared his throat and said, “Hi, I’m here to see Mr. Nord.” His voice cracked slightly, but he recovered with a soft cough. The warm sensation coursed through his body lingering from the strange event at the salon. He wondered what could have caused it, but left the matter alone.

“Yeah, he’s finishing up an interview. He’ll be with you shortly. You can take a seat over there.” She motioned to a row of seats where a confident young man sat. His blue eyes pierced Sam, and he felt the eyes on his back as he spoke to the secretary.

Sam shifted his weight onto one leg leaning out with his ass knowing that the young man in the chair was watching him. If only he knew that I was a man, he thought. An inkling feeling at the back of his mind wondered if that were true still. “Thank you,” he said turning around. The blue-eyed man smiled at him with half of his face.

“We’ve got water around the corner if you’re thirsty,” The secretary added.

“I’m fine thanks,” Sam sat in the chair two seats away from the handsome man. Phone in hand, he texted his girlfriend, “I just made it here. Wish me luck.” He glanced down at his chest and saw that the small bra on his chest was full. Shock filled Sam and it took all the composure he could muster not to place his hands on his chest and check if he had breasts.

The confident young man stood up and walked to the water cooler. After a quick drink, he returned and sat in the chair next to Sam. He felt uncomfortable for the attention, but at the same time confident that his new-look passed for the real thing. Sam wondered if he were the real thing now. He needed to check if he had breasts but now was not the time.

Wide shoulders and a wide smile he turned to face Sam, “What position are you interviewing for?” His rich low voice reeked of confidence. The man leaned to the side towards Sam with a confident glint in his eye.

“I’m for the paralegal position,” Sam edged away from the man, uncomfortable at the unwanted attention. He wondered how women deal with this all the time. 

“Really me too. Maybe we’ll be coworkers,” the young man replied. He missed the social cues of Sam leaning away, and he stared at Sam’s chest openly.

“Yeah. I’m nervous about the interview. I’m not sure how this will go,” Sam replied searching for help out of the conversation he turned to the secretary who smiled at Sam and shook her head eying the other applicant warily.

A strong hand gripped Sam’s thigh, and the young man said, “You’ll do fine. I bet you’ll ace it.” He leaned close and winked.

Sam wanted desperately to run away and change his clothes back into his normal attire. The experiment had gone too far. Sam wanted out, but it was too late to change his mind now. “Thanks,” he replied fear running through his mind.

“Trevor? He’ll see you now,” the secretary said smiling at Sam.

“Well, that's me. Hey before I go. Can I have your number?” the young man asked.

“Excuse me?” Sam asked offended at the question. He pulled out his phone and checked for a response from Jemma, but he had no notifications.

“Oh sorry. I…” he stammered, “I’ll see you around.” The young man entered the nearby office. Frosted windows prevented Sam from seeing into the room, but the silhouette of the young man glided towards the opposite end and sat in a chair.

“What was that?” Sam asked the secretary looking for some understanding.

“Ugh. Men are the worst,” she replied.

The irony in the statement lost on the secretary Sam giggled, “I know right?” He could not remember if he had ever giggled in his life, but this female persona took over his demeanor. Every conversation with a woman he could remember playing in his mind. Sam worried that he’d offended or acted poorly at some point, but he was a nice guy and nothing too terrible stood out to him. In reverie, he lost track of time. His phone vibrated, and he checked for a text, but it was just an unknown number calling him. “I need to use the restroom real quick. Can you point me in the right direction?” Sam asked rising from the chair.


Chapter 5

Motivational posters hung on the walls down the hall towards more office rooms and the restroom. Mountain landscapes with inspirational quotes. Sam turned to the bathroom and opened the men’s door. “Shit,” he muttered. A blush painted his cheeks red and he turned to the women’s bathroom. He locked the door behind him and ran to the mirror. Shaking hands unbuttoned the pink blouse until the plain white bra stood out against his skin. To his surprise, Sam had breasts filling the small bra. They were tiny compared to his girlfriends, but they were there. His skin pressed against the nerf footballs he’d taped there. The bright orange squishy material discarded he glared at his chest hoping that his disdain for this gender swap could reverse it.

“What the fuck is going on?” he wondered aloud. Sam unclasped the bra and freed his small breasts to the world. The dark pink skin of his areola had grown about half an inch in diameter covering a large portion of the small tits. “I must be dreaming this can’t be real,” he said slapping himself in the face. The sound echoed through the room. Sweat beaded on his forehead. Sam loved tits, but never wanted a pair of his own. He pulled on the soft nipples and poked them as if touching them would make it turn back to normal. The pressure on his soft breasts caused his nipples to harden. It felt strangely good. Sam pressed the thought out of his mind.

He paced the bathroom trying to think of a solution to this strange problem. The shoes clicked on the tiles filling the room. “What would Jemma say if I came home with tits,” panic set in full and he ran to the sink. After turning the faucet on he splashed cold water onto his face trying to clear his senses. The lingering warm sensation from the salon swirled on his skin twisting and forming a ball inside his stomach. I need to go see a doctor. Sam ran to the door at the point of throwing it open to flee his chance at getting his dream job.

“Do I still have my dick?” he wondered aloud. He reached his hand down to his groin, but the black pencil skirt prevented him from getting a good feel of himself. He reached around behind him and unzipped the skirt.

A friendly voice called through the door, “Hey you’re up hon.” The shadow of her form shifted under the door.

“I’m almost done in here,” Sam let out a soft peep of fright. Panicked he zipped the black pencil skirt up and ran to the door. The thought of his dick out of his mind.

“Are you OK. If you need a minute I can tell Mr. Nord,” she said in a friendly tone.

Sam paced the room twice and replied, “I’ll be out in a minute.”

“OK,” the secretary said through a smile. After a moment her shadow left from below the door.

Fidgeting fingers buttoned the blouse up again. In his haste, Sam latched one of them wrong and the shirt sat bunched and open to his abdomen. The bottom of his now full bra visible through the hole. Sam did not notice and he walked out of the bathroom towards the lobby. The secretary smiled at him and motioned to his shirt, but Sam mistook the gesture for encouragement and walked towards Mr. Nord’s door.

The secretary clicked her pen once and said, “Good luck.”

With his hand on the door, Sam looked back and said, “Thanks. Today has been off, and I really need a bit of luck.” Sam walked into the wide office and closed the door behind him.


Chapter 6

The door swung open and Sam walked into the room his high heels clicking against the floor tiles. A tall wide-shouldered man sat behind a desk flipping through a stack of papers. Dark hair grayed into a salt and pepper on the sides of his head. He glanced up from the papers and rose.

“Mr. Nord? Hi. Thanks for having me,” Sam spoke in a soft feminine voice. The higher-pitched sound shocked him and he blushed flustered at the sudden changes in his physicality.

“Oh. It’s my pleasure,” he said with a dimple-cheeked smile. Mr. Nord motioned to the chair opposite him, “Come here have a seat.”

The clear glass desk hid nothing from view. Sam’s eyes drifted down to the man’s groin. Sam sat in the chair and held his hands at his waist. He desperately wanted to search for his dick under the skirt, but instead said, “Thanks. Here’s my resume.”

“I read it from the email,” Mr. Nord smiled and lifted the paper to his eyes. They darted across the writing and he placed it atop a pile in the corner marked applicants. “You’re very qualified. I’m surprised you applied here. You could go anywhere and get a job with that resume.” Mr. Nord rose from his chair and walked around from the front of the table. A pen and paper in hand he leaned forward and glanced down Sam’s shirt.

Sam blushed at the not very discreet attempt to look down his shirt, and said, “I’ve been looking for a job since I graduated. I worked a part-time job as a bartender, while I’ve been looking for the perfect opportunity.” He twisted hoping that the response was good enough.

“Why did it take you so long to find an opportunity? With this resume, you could get a job anywhere.” Mr. Nord asked putting his paper down he sat on his clear desk. He never wrote anything on the paper instead stared down at Sam the whole time.

“I’ve dreamed of working for you ever since I read the big deposition you guys had last year,” Eyes beaming with excitement at the opportunity to an interview with the firm he wanted, Sam spoke with enthusiasm. As he explained his favorite parts of the case.

Mr. Nord grinned Sam displaying his dimples and firm features, “Really? I had no idea you were a fan.” He wore a white button-up shirt with no tie. Light gray pants led down to brown suede shoes. Firm muscles bulged from his shirt at his biceps.

“I know that I can contribute to this company,” Sam spoke up a little too quickly cutting off Mr. Nord.

“I want to ask you a question,” the older man said standing from his leaning position he walked to stand behind Sam in the chair.

Sam stared forward unsure why the man stood behind him, “Alright,” but the anxiety of expected interview questions helped him to focus on the moment at hand.

Two firm hands rested on Sam’s shoulders and rubbed gently at the base of his neck and upper back. Mr. Nord pushed Sam’s hair aside and rubbed with his firm thumbs up to Sam’s ear. “Most of the applicants for this position don’t have the grades or background that you do. I wanted to hire you from the minute I read your resume, but now after seeing you. God, I want to hire you on the spot,” he whispered leaning close to Sam’s ear. “I want to hire you now.”

The soft breath tickled the back of Sam’s neck and goosebumps formed on his skin. “Oh, thank you,” Sam said unable to respond to the attention. This is not the direction he wanted this interview to go to. Sam was not gay. The thought gave him Pause. He did not even know if he was a man anymore. He hadn’t been able to check if he had a penis anymore.

“I mean it. You are beautiful. Am I too forward in saying that?” Mr. Nord walked around to stand in front of Sam again.

“I’ve always wanted to work here Mr. Nord,” he stammered in response.

“Just call me Blake,” Mr. Nord leaned down and planted a firm kiss on Sam’s lips. Hand on the back of his neck, he held Sam in the embrace. Sam felt his mouth open to the probing tongue, but his mind screamed at him that this was gay and that he was not gay. Their tongues swirled and Sam felt his breath escape leaving him panting as Mr. Nord pulled away.

“What are you doing?” Sam protested rising from the chair. Hand brushing through his hair, Sam turned to run towards the door.

Mr. Nord caught him by the hand and said, “Offering you a job. Do you want to work here?”

“Yes, but I…” Sam protested trying to pull away from the man, but he could not. Blake pulled him close again and wrapped his strong arms around Sam’s hips and kissed him. The two held each other and kissed barely breathing as their lust and passion flowed one to another. Sam pulled out of the kiss, but Blake would not let him out of the embrace.

“Then just accept the position,” Blake leaned in to kiss Sam again.

Pushing away from the kiss, Sam felt aroused at the touch. It confused him and send his mind reeling. “I want to, but…” he trailed off.

Blake pressed his hips into Sam firmly. His dick rubbed Sam’s waist. The thick cock against his stomach caused Sam to let out a soft cooing purr. Blake let out a grunt and placed a hand at Sam’s lower back pulling him into the cock. Blake kissed Sam firmly on the lips. Sam melted at the touch.

“I knew there was something special about you Sam,” Blake said pulling out of the kiss. “I want you to take off your clothes. Are you wearing panties under there?”

“Fuck, are you sure this is OK,” Sam protested and spoke in his normal lower toned voice.

“We’re two consenting adults,” Blake questioned leaning against his desk.

“I don’t know,” Sam replied confused emotions a distorted mess in his mind.

“I want you to take off your clothes,” Blake spoke in a firm commanding tone.

Sam jumped to attention and found himself obeying. “Yes sir,” he said. He unzipped the pencil skirt and slipped it down his legs. The black fabric formed a circle around his feet. He bent to remove the high heels, but Blake stopped him, “Keep those on.” Nodding his head Sam adjusted the white lace panties. Sam took this chance to run a hand along his groin. He no longer had a dick. Wide-eyed he fought the urge to flee. Mr. Nord motioned for him to continue undressing, and Sam obeyed. He removed the blouse and pulled it up over his head.

Mr. Nord reached a hand forward and cupped Sam’s left breast and rubbed it through the white bra. Blake walked a slow circle around Sam inspecting his body. Blake was a good five inches taller, and he ran a ringer along Sam’s shoulders. “God, you’re sexy.”

The praise to his body made Sam feel beautiful in ways he never knew that he needed. Blake unzipped his pants and pulled out his large cock. He leaned against the desk and motioned to it. “I want you to suck me.”

Sam nodded his head and knelt on the floor. He took the dick in his hands and tried to recall how his girlfriend did this. He placed his mouth over the tip of the cock and made out with it while rubbing firmly up and down with both hands along the shaft. As he worked his mouth his mind wandered, and he screamed internally still unsure about doing any of this. A bead of pre-cum dripped into his mouth and Sam took that as a cue to take the cock deeper. He dropped his hands and forced the dick deep into his mouth. Thick veins pressed against his lips as it slid in and out.

“Fuck, you’re good at this,” Blake groaned as his cock throbbed surging cum into Sam’s mouth. “You better swallow that.” He commanded smiling. Sam liked Blake’s dimples, and he pulled his mouth off of the cock and swallowed the cum. Sam glanced at his clothes on the ground uncertain if this exchange would continue. He bent down to pick up the pencil skirt, and Blake slapped his ass hard.

“I want you to beg me,” Blake said slapping Sam’s other ass cheek. Sam rose and stared up at Mr. Nord.

“Are you sure? I…” Sam searched for words to describe these new feelings.

“Beg me, Sam,” Blake unbuttoned his pants and pushed them to the floor. He stood wearing only his white shirt and socks.

“Please fuck me,” Sam said timidly.

“On your hands and knees.”

Knees on the ground Sam placed his hands at Blake’s feet, “Please Mr. Nord. I want you to fuck me.” He spoke in a timid voice, but the urgency and demand came through.

“That wasn’t very convincing,” he bent down and lifted Sam’s chin. “Beg me like you mean it.”

“Mr. Nord, please, I need your cock in me,” Sam cast his face down again and yelled the words.

Blake nodded his head. “Bend over the desk.” He walked to a filing cabinet in the corner and pulled out a bottle of KY jelly. Blake applied it to his fingers as Sam lay his stomach down on the desk. He aimed his ass out toward Blake. Sam did not know if he had a pussy or not, but he hoped there was somewhere for Blake to ram his cock. Moisture dripped down his bare legs and Sam reached a hand to his groin probing. Exactly where he expected, his fingers touched the tight lips of his virgin pussy.

Sam nodded his head against the glass. “Yes, sir.” Sam rose to the desk and leaned over it directing his ass towards the commanding man.

Blake glanced at it holding Sam’s ass cheeks wide with his hands. “Just a little warming lubricant.” He rubbed the KY jelly along his dick and pressed two of his fingers against Sam’s pussy. He grinned, “It seems your already wet.” Sam’s nipples hardened against the glass desk and he stared at the floor waiting for penetration.

“You look really tight is this your first time,” Mr. Nord spoke in a very hopeful voice.

Sam nodded his head and glanced back at the smiling Mr. Nord. Blake said pressing the tip of his cock against Sam’s labia. An eager grin faded and Mr. Nord ran his dick up and down along the soft wet lips. Lubricant dripped down his dick landing on his balls. It pooled on the carpet below him. The head of the cock entered Sam’s pussy pressing the soft flesh apart. Sam winced breathing short quick breaths trying to maintain composure. Blake pressed forward each time that Sam’s breathing normalized until his entire shaft rested inside Sam. Blake pressed in and out to a slow cadence. Same pressed firmly into the glass desk and he held his hands at the edge holding himself in place.

The firm cock slid back and forth along Sam’s vagina filling him with pleasure that curled his toes. Sam’s insides coiled and twisted with pleasure.

Blake whispered, “You’re my little bitch now. I’m going to fuck you every day at work.” Sam nodded breathing slowly enjoying the pain and attention. Blake rammed his cock hard into Sam’s pussy. The force sent him rocking against the glass atop the desk. Sam stared at the ground enjoying this moment more than he ever enjoyed sex with his girlfriend.

“Take my cock,” Blake groaned and Sam expected an eruption of cum, but he slowed the pace regaining control of his ejaculation.

“I want you to start Monday and I want your next skirt shorter than this one,” he leaned down and pulled on the white bra strap snapping it back into place against Sam’s skin. Blake leaned forward gripping the table with both hands. His hips rocked with intense speed sliding in and out. Sam let out a moan as the forceful thrusts smashed his small breasts against the desk.

“Oh God. Fuck,” Sam groaned as intense warmth spread from his vagina throughout his body.

“You like that?” he asked groaning. Eyes closed, he leaned his head back facing the ceiling. Flesh slapped flesh and the sounds of their sex echoed through the room.

“Fuck it hurts, but I love it.” Sam felt beautiful and appreciated in a way he never had before.

Blake groaned flexing his ass cheeks. “Take my cum,” he surged forward into Sam and burst a stream of cum.

“Oh Mr. Nord, fuck me,” Sam groaned his hair askew all over the desk. Blake rammed into his pussy filling it with cum.

Blake pulled his cock from Sam’s vagina and shivered. In a soft voice, he said in Sam’s ear, “You’re hired.”

“Thank you, sir,” Sam said looking up at the tall man. His dimples drew Sam’s attention, and he felt ready for another round of sex. He stood from the glass desk and felt cum slowly dripping down his pussy spilling onto his thighs.

Blake pulled up his pants and glanced at the clock on the wall. “You’re welcome. Monday, I want you in sexier panties.” He adjusted his wrinkled white shirt.

“What?” Sam’s eyes widened. Dressing as a woman every day could be an exciting new adventure. He liked feeling beautiful and wanted, but he was a guy and loved his girlfriend. Could he consider himself a man without a penis? Sam wondered what caused this or how long it would last.

“You heard me, Sam,” Blake smiled walking towards his chair and stack of papers.

“Yes sir,” Sam answered. He wanted to fuck this man again, and if he had to dress as a woman to do it, then so be it. Sam pulled on his pencil skirt and blouse. Checking himself in the camera on his phone he adjusted the blouse and ran his fingers through his hair to make it look less askew.

Blake pressed a button on his phone and dialed the secretary, “Hey Jane can you draw up the new hire paperwork. Sam here is going to join the team.” Sam could not hear the other end of the line, but Blake added, “Thanks, I’ll send her your way shorty.” Blake offered one last dimpled smile to Sam “I’ll see you first thing Monday morning.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” Sam smiled.

If you’re interested in reading an extra sexy scene for this story, you can find it on my Patreon. Amazon won’t let me link directly to it though. 
You can find the link on my website. 
Note From the Author

Thank you for taking the chance on a new author and reading my story. I hope the characters touched your soul in the same way that they touched mine. If you loved the book and have a minute to spare, I would really appreciate a short review on Amazon. I read every single review and take the criticism to heart. Your help in spreading the word is greatly appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a huge difference to helping new readers find stories like this one.

Thank you
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