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The Office Party

“Oh, come on, really?”

“Traditions are traditions, Danny.” Replied Jonathan, grinning ear to ear at the prospect. “Ay! Danny lost sales for the month!” He shouted back into the main office area to a response of ironic cheers.

I rolled my eyes. There was no tradition, it was something devised by the office at the summer barbeque and since then the entire office had played a game of pretending as though it had always been done.

I walked into the main office area with my head held high and my hands up in the air, as though the cheering were for me directly, and not for the forfeit I had to endure.

“What you gonna wear Danny-boy?” Came one call from over in finance.

“I haven’t got a date yet Danny, will you go with me?” Came another.

“Yeah, yeah. Very good.” I replied, making my way to my desk knowing that I couldn’t back out now without being a bad sport.

Truthfully, I never thought I was ever in danger of losing the forfeit. The bet was made in the summer with everybody in sales, the lowest scoring salesperson in November would have to go to the Christmas party in drag, and at the time I was in the top five consistently, with a very clear bottom few consistently dragging behind.

But there’s a reason the house always wins, and the gambler always loses, there are just too many variables. At the end of August Jennifer left, which was much to the joy of everybody involved as it was widely agreed that a woman in drag holds no hilarity. In September Joey was moved to another apartment, it was agreed that he was not fit for sales but was still of good use to the company with his ideas in advertising, another potential loser gone. Then in October two more were laid off, the company had no respect for the integrity of their competition. So that left a small sales team of 8, and when it came to November, Danny had a bad month, as simple as that, some months are worse than others, and this was his worse.

“Need help picking an outfit, Danny?” Asked Alicia as she came and placed paperwork in his desk.

“I think I’m good, thanks.” I replied with a smile, thinking that I wouldn’t mind getting ready with her in truth to watch her slide those tights on her long slim legs, and to see that peachy ask before her skirt goes over it. “I trust my taste.” I winked at her, and she laughed.

A whole month of these jokes, I thought, this’ll get old quick.

* * *

I had always felt every so slightly out of place in the offices of the bespoke car sales office. I never grew up as a petrol-head, I really knew very little about cars when I started, and I never understood the macho culture that surrounded them. But my cousin spoke for me and got me the job, promising that I was smart enough to learn on the fly, and I did, before long I could talk the ins and outs of cars as good as the rest of them, although I lacked the enthusiasm in my voice, unless of course I was talking to a client. So whilst respected for my work around the office, I never became one of the boys, often having lunch with the girls of the office and enjoying conversation that didn’t involve listing RPM numbers and 0-60 speeds.

People aren’t blind either, they saw me to be different to the rest of the men there. Their suits fit tight on their broad shoulders and large chests they got from bench pressing before coming to work in the mornings, whereas I preferred extra time in bed over the gym and would always choose a wine or beer over a protein shake.

I left the office that day to claps on the back and laughter, I joined along, I’m not a bad sport, but I really didn’t expect to be losing on sales this month.

Whilst driving home I made the decision to go home and at least look at some girls clothes, try and find out what would be the least embarrassing. What would I look best in? Not that I wanted to be a drag queen, or ‘pass’ as I’ve heard some people call it in YouTube discussions, just, I didn’t want to look a total idiot. I thought maybe a sexy Santa’s girl or sexy elf might be appropriate, I would look totally unsexy in it, so it would be sort of a gag? Maybe.

When I got home I loaded up some fashion store websites, and searched through the girls’ clothing, trying to figure out what to wear, but mostly, I didn’t know what to look for. Besides, I had no idea what the office were expecting from me. Was I thinking about this too hard?

* * *

Over the next couple of weeks I got used to being called Danielle, it seemed the whole office had decided that was to be the feminine version of my name, they were all looking forward to the forfeit, and I have to admit, so was I. The joke was beginning to be reality it was so constant, and when someone came down from head office called me Danielle, I didn’t even stop to correct them to say that that was just an office joke and I was actually called Danny, it seemed that Danielle was just my name at work now, and somehow, that person was detached from Danny. I even felt my movements become more feminine and flirtier, less weighted and more fleeting, floating through the office like a dancer. Or perhaps I was imagining that in my memory now that I had come this far? I'm not sure when the change began.

Maybe the change began when I started enjoying my online searches, looking for new clothes, wondering what would fit me. I started to browse femboy and trap forums, I started realizing that my small frame and petite body would look good in a pleated schoolgirl skirt, or a crop top that said 'Daddy's Cumslut’. Yes, that’s when things really changed.

Smooth, shaved legs. Precum dropping from the tip of a cock as it hung out of a skirt, cocks dangling between legs as their asses pushed up in the air in feminine submission to cock. It was all so alluring. The internet was like a portal to a new way of being, everywhere you clicked became a means of discovering that that everything I had made myself could be changed with just a clothing change. I could wear Caesar’s clothes and become Caesar.

So, I ordered a pleated skirt one night, it was like one of those Japanese schoolgirls styled ones. That’s all I’ll buy I told myself, I wanted to know what it would feel like to wear, what it would be like to do a twirl in one. Maybe I would get in doggy style and see what it would feel like for the air to breeze underneath and tickle my asshole.

Let’s be honest, with thoughts like that, I had no chance.

I was indoctrinated already, those internet forums, the alluring pictures, the glow of the screen every night flashing images of a new masculinity, one of girl-cocks and boy-pussies, my mind was transforming.

* * *

A few days later I got at home to see that brown parcel outside of my front door, I knew exactly what it was, and an excited feeling stirred inside of me. I took it and opened my front door, practically skipping in like an excited little girl.

I tore it open the cardboard packaging, then the plastic wrapping, and unfolded the black pleated skirt to reveal my future.

I skipped gleefully to my bedroom where the full body mirror was and flung my clothes off and with it my masculinity, my previous and current being, my existence up until now. I examined my body in the mirror, my narrow waist the came in from my hips, my little shoulders, my slender legs. Did they get my gender right at birth? I wondered to myself, looking at my floppy cock in the mirror, maybe this is what was meant for me.

I pulled the schoolgirl skirt over my feet and up my thighs and to my hips where I hooked it into the place.

I stared at myself with a smile larger than I knew I could smile. What was happening to me? All of this from a forfeit at work?

I spun the on the spot, thrilled with the way the skirt spun, exhilarated of the feeling of being a little girl, free, gay, not concerned with soldiers and cars. Not that girls can’t be concerned with those issues, but growing up as a boy it felt they were imposed on me, and now with this skirt on I could throw all of that to the side, not bother with it anymore, trample on it in a pair of high hills, spit on it.

I walked around the house that evening in just my skirt, my cock enlarged and tingling the entire time, tickled by the loose fabric, until finally when sat on my floor leaned against the couch I began to play. My knees up, feet apart, I started to stroke myself under the little skirt and the sensation was heavenly, unlike any wank I had ever had, it felt gentle, forgiving, full-bodied. I moaned, softly. I never moaned when playing with myself, but it just came out of me. I lifted my hips ever so slightly, enjoying the feeling of my asshole being revealed and showing itself, something I had never been concerned with before.

I stroked slowly at first, until my head was filled with little pockets of endorphins ready to burst and released simultaneously, rushing throw me. I sped up, in full strokes of base to tip, imagining myself a girl, and without expectation, my eyes shot wide as the orgasm struck out of nowhere, releasing my whole being, cum shooting into the inside of my skirt and covering it. I trembled and slumped down and fell into what felt like a half-sleep at the foot of my couch.

When I woke up, I was sticky with cum, and felt tired. I took the skirt off and threw it into the washing pile, where it lay there for days, unloved and thrown to the side. I felt shame about what I had been doing, about the evenings up late looking at femboys, searching for clothes, accepting being called Danielle, which for the next days I met with disdain.

But soon enough, the feeling called, the desires whispered into my ear like the guiding transformative gods of Homer, the shame of my laptop history turned back into curiosity, and soon enough I found myself searching for girls clothing again, making baskets full of them online but not buying them.

Until one night I did.

* * *

It was two weeks until the Christmas party when the package arrived. The excitement ran through me just as it had the first time. I ran up to the front door, grabbed it, fumbled my way through the lock and inside, and ran to the bedroom.

I stripped down and examined my body in the mirror again. Turning on a toe, running a finger down a torso, cocking my head to one side. I could be an anime girl I thought, or maybe an OnlyFans girl, a cute femboy, or a successful trap. I don’t see why not.

I stripped open the package and tipped it all out on the floor in its individual plastic wrappings. There was matching lingerie, skirts, dresses, shirts, crop-tops, and don’t judge me, but a pair of cat ears. I guess that’s what happens when your femininity is created from the internet in 2021. Meow.

I let out a shrill excited shriek as I looked at all the clothing options on the floor, what would I try first? Underwear first I decided, logically.

I had brought lace bras, my research told me they would be the best for a small chest, and my chest was certainly petite. Two different styles, but both similar in their triangular structure that hugged the chest and ran into the shoulder and round to the back. One was blue and the other red, I tried them both on and preferred the blue.

I stood looking at myself, examining from all angles the piece of lingerie on my chest. It was an interesting sensation to decorate your body like tinsel on a Christmas tree. Should’ve bought earrings, I thought, thinking of baubles on a Christmas tree. As a man I had never decorated my body, we had tattoos, and that was about it. Even Calvin Klein’s were mostly practical. I guess we sculpted our body as decoration, but I wasn’t like the lads in the office, I wasn’t a gym-goer. But despite that, why shouldn’t I get to decorate my body too?

I pulled the matching panties on, giggling at myself as I tucked away my cock only semi-successfully.

The thong slide through my ass crack, another new sensation that I associated with femininity. Sure, men had thongs, jockstraps, and so on. But who wore them? The feeling of a thin sliver of fabric sliding between your ass was a uniquely female experience, and knowing that, feeling that, turned me on more than I was still ready to admit.

I had researched well, and I was confident of the rest of the clothes I was to try on. They were all with the office party in mind, and I had kept my choices smart, but attractive.

I had a selection of pencil skirts. Tight, waist hugging, figure forming over the ass, alluring for my slender legs to reach out of. I settled on the black one, it felt sexy and sleek. I pulled a pair of tights on underneath up and under my skirt and sat in front of the mirror. My bra and skirt on, a pair of tights soft on my legs. I ran my hands up and down my legs, feeling the fabric on my palm and tips of my fingers, running my lingering touch up my own inner thigh before finding my dick tucked away and almost surprising myself with it, a rush of sexual adrenaline and discovering surging through my being.

I put on my white shirt next. Which held less of a sexual thrill but brought the outfit together. It was cut differently to any shirt I had wore before. The buttons undone at the top created more of a v shape aiming to open my chest out to the viewer. The shoulders fit tighter, making me look more petite, and the bottom was designed to tuck nicely underneath a high waisted skirt, which helped give me a narrower look. Over it I wore a small black blacker with some white detailing. I know it was a simple look, but it was my first time, and it was an office party, so go easy on me.

All that were left with the heels, they arrived the next day, along with a little treat for myself. Something I bought one night in the heightened ecstasy of edging to filthy femboy and transgender porn, bent over on the floor with my ass high pretending I was being pounded.

Well, why can’t I be? I had thought in that moment, and next thing I knew, I was browsing a sex website.

I didn’t buy big, and when it arrived the next day, I was glad I didn’t. I stuck at 6-inches, which in retrospect was still maybe too big for me, most start with a buttplug, don’t they? Though I guess many start with an actual cock, so things were still easier for me compared.

That evening I pulled my schoolgirl skirt out of the back of my underwear draw where it had been hidden. Hidden from who? My own sense of shame at wanting to be a little schoolgirl, I suppose. But an erection and an hour of edging to porn rid of all senses of shame, and desire flowed.

As I pulled it over my erect cock and idea came to me and I got my new heels out too, I hadn’t tried them on yet due to a long and arduous work call I had to deal with when I got home. But then seemed like the perfect time.

I slid my feet into the slender black inched heels, thrilled that they fit perfectly. Hours of looking at online forums to find out what size my ‘male’ feet needed to look for to fit into ‘womens’ shoes. I stood towering over my male self in my high heels, strong and beautiful, my legs longer, my ass lifted under my schoolgirl skirt. I knew what I had to do, and I was manic with horniness at this point. I felt like a slut, and I wanted to act like one now.

I had never even played with my ass before, or even thought about it. A girlfriend once tried to put a finger in it whilst sucking me off, but I reflexively withdrew with disgust, protecting my masculinity, terrified of losing my macho heterosexual status.

And all it took was a silly forfeit to undo that all.

I sat in front of the mirror in my little skirt, my legs apart, knees up, heels on the ground, dildo in hand. I lick it from base to tip, seeing how I looked, examining what a cock looked like in my hands, experimenting with what it felt like to be a girl.

It felt good.

I sucked on the tip before pushing it inch by inch into my mouth, proud to discover I could fit all 6-inches inside of me without gagging. Using my other hand, I toyed with my asshole that I had already rubbed the lubricant that I bought with my dildo over. I ran circles around my hole, instinctively knowing how to make it relax despite never having done this before. I slid a finger in and moaned with dildo in my throat.

I wasn’t sure if I was ready. But I was impatient.

I rubbed extra lube up and down the dildo, stroking it, imagining me pleasuring another man dressed as a girl. I stroked it up and down and practiced playing with another, and not my own, before putting it between my legs and teasing the tip in.

It popped into my asshole with surprising ease, and I gasped. The pleasure seemed to elevate me off the ground as I floated above my body in ethereal pleasure in absolute disbelief that this was what I had been denying myself my entire my life.

I flattened the base of the dildo on the floor as much as I could, and with an ecstatic gasp and moan I sat down onto the bottom of it, letting it fill my asshole, making my cock pump out cum in orgasmic pleasure. I’d never came that quick before, and I didn’t want to lose the sensation, I begun to bounce up and down the dildo as though I were pumping the cum out of me by doing so, I bounced up and down, up and down, feeling the skirt flap as I exercised my feminine sluttyness newly discovered, until finally I slumped over at the base of my bed, much like I did that night underneath the sofa.

This time when I awoke from my slutty slumber however, I didn’t feel shame. I felt fulfilled.

* * *

I walked through the door and stood at the entrance to the festively decorated office, waiting to be noticed. Although confident of my efforts, a pang of nervous regret suddenly ran through me as I considered spinning on my heels and running before ever being noticed. Afterall, it’s not as though I had to come to the part, although it is bas etiquette not to do so, but maybe they weren’t even expecting me to follow through, and now I had done so, in extravagant fashion.

I stood there at the entrance for what felt like eternity, waiting for the heads to turn and notice me, Danny, stood there, as the woman I was dressed at. I waited for the laughter, for the commendations for following through on the forfeit, or the ridicule for taking it so far. But none of it came. Mariah Cary played through the speakers over the chatter of tipsy colleagues sharing too much information about their lives, intoxicated by champagne, the smell of which drifted through the air.

I stood and waited, and waited, and looked around. But though a few faces amidst the conversation of those sitting too close to those whom they avoided during their sober workday turned in my direction, none of them seemed to recognize me.

Taking it in my stride I decide that must be a good thing, so I began my pilgrimage to the champagne table, walking around the computer desks and partitions of the dull day, now covered in silly string and tinsel. There were odd duos and trios at their cubicles talking tipsily, and others dotted around the room.

I reached the drinks table to see that spirits had already been opened. I thought it had smelt particularly strong of alcohol in the low-lit offices. I picked up a bottle of champagne and realized it was just prosecco, which was about par for the course for the company, although as the lowest earner in November, I guess I had no right to complain, so I poured myself a glass.

As I did so I heard a voice from not far behind me amongst the maze of cubicles that sounded like Jason, though I wasn’t sure who he was talking to.

“Who’s that at the drinks?” He was asking.

“No idea, but she aint bad.”

“Might be someone from head office. You know, send them to office party, see what things are really like when the curtains pulled back.” Jason suggested.

I suddenly felt all awareness of their eyes on me. Or was it me? I looked up the other end of the four tables that had been combined to make a food and drinks area. Julie was down the other end fixing herself a lemon and vodka, the latter component being poured liberally, she hadn’t noticed me, or the conversation going on behind us. And I couldn’t be sure who the lads were talking about. Julie may have come in a little black dress, but at work she comes fully professional, not even any cleavage on show, so her identity could easily be confused from behind. An office party and a little booze and she was a different woman.

I took downed my first prosecco and poured another one. I before turning round with a smile to glide through the room and see if someone would recognize me. And as I did so, sure enough, I looked Jason in the eye, and it turned out to be Mike he was talking to, I should’ve known, the two of them are duo alpha-male couple that come only as a pair. They make the same jokes, wear the same clothes, and date the same kind of girls, who in fairness, are always smoking hot.

His face dropped.

“No fucking way.”

I grinned, trying to hide my nerves. I held my arms out as if to say yes fucking way, you asked, I delivered.

Mike started laughing, “Fucking hell Jason, you were eyeing up Danny! Oi Danny, Jason was eyeing you up.”

“As if you weren’t, shut the fuck up.” Replied Jason, red in the face, backhanding Mike across the chest.

“You really went through with it will, huh, guess we were right to call you Danielle.” Commented Mike, eyeing me up and down and lingering on my legs longer than his tipsy mind thought he was.

He stood up and turned around scanning the office for anyone he could find. “Hey! Everyone, Danny- Danielle did it! He looks like an actual girl!” He called out, and slowly everybody came around to come see the result of my forfeit. The boys from sales came first and, some of them drunker than others, and hollered and whooped.

“Looking naughty Danielle.” Slurred, Christian, he’s eyes scanning my outfit.

“Watch out Danielle, he’ll be trying to take you home at the end of the night.” Laughed Ian, one of the more senior team members, before slapping me lightly on the arm and leaving with the comment, “Fair play to you though. You put the effort in, not bad.” And turning away with a laugh.

The younger lads stuck around though, they were like hyenas to a meal, and honestly, I didn’t not enjoy it, which left me feeling guilty, turned on, surprised, and a whole host of emotions.

Just then Julie, alongside Louise, and a girl from HR I didn’t recognize, came out of a conference room giggling in their trio, drinks in hand. Instantly Julie noticed me.

“Wait, is that? Fuck off, Danny? You really do make a Danielle don’t you.”

The girls came over and marveled at me with the boys.

“Go on, give us a catwalk then.” Said Louise.

I felt the pressure, and I was anxious. But mostly I was tingling under the attention and gave an exaggerated catwalk with plenty of swagger, hips swinging side to side. The girls laughed.

“You’ve been practicing at home, haven’t you?”

I blushed and didn’t say anything, taking a sip of prosecco and raising my eyebrows.

“He has as well!”

“Each to their own, you do you, Danielle!” Commented the girl from HR. Trust a HR representative to say ‘to each their own’ in such an office situation.

The festive atmosphere of the evening in the office heightened and heightened as drinks were had. And as everyone became used to me being Danielle, more used to in fact than I had managed on my own at home, the more relaxed I felt in exhibiting my sexuality that I had only newly discovered.

We all sat around in our office chairs and played truth or dare, feeling like teenagers at a sleepover. I chose truth, Chelsea asked me how long I had been dressing like a girl for, I told the truth.

“Wow, you got good quick.” She commented.

“You really did, Danielle. You’re smoking in that little skirt, think the rest of these girls can learn something rom you.” Jason had his hand on my leg, I looked at it, wide eyed, then looked up, I could see the girls in the circle looking at it, then at me. They wore smiles and their eyebrows were up, they knew what was happening, they knew what I did next made a big difference to how my night would go.

And what did I do?

I did nothing. The feeling of his big strong hand on my slender thigh was creating a tingling underneath my tight, and my cock was growing into a semi that wouldn't fit in my lingerie anymore.

We continued playing truth or dare, going around the circle, discovering untold truths about each other’s marriages, or secret kinks, or naughtiest things in the office. Until it came around back to me and I chose dare.

Everyone was well and truly drunk by now and had revealed far too much about our self’s, there were no hold barred at this stage.

“Tell us how big Jasons cock is.” Says Julie with a wry smile on her face. She had been meditating on that, she had been waiting for me to choose dare to escalate things, I could tell.

“Oh god!” The girl from HR, who turned out to be called Felicity, covered her ears, “La la la la.”

Everyone laughed, then Louise reassured her that all the senior members were gone, we’re just having fun. Then everyone turned back to me, sat next to Jason.

“I don’t know! How am I meant to tell you that?” I ask, already imagining the different ways I could find out.

Jason opened his legs and undid his belt and top button of his trousers.

“Go ahead.” He said, arms out wide.

“You’re kidding.” I looked him in the eyes. He wasn’t kidding.

I took a deep breath and sighed as though this wasn’t exciting the fuck out of me down to my dirty core.  I plunged my hand underneath his trousers and underwear and fumbled for his cock. I knew when I found, gripped in my palm, it was massive. Floppy and massive. I massaged it for a moment with my thumb, forgetting my surroundings, my breathing got heavier, my body tingled, I wanted to open my legs for him right then. Then quickly I remembered where I was and withdrew.

“It’s, erm…”

“Fucking massive by the seems of it!” Said one of the girls, though I couldn’t really tell who on the basis that I was drifting into a world of smuttiness and felt dizzy with the desire to fuck.

They moved on to Jason.

Julie asked again, she really did go wild at these parties, and I for a moment wondered how much she would regret tomorrow. Maybe not much, she was all dressed up, maybe she didn’t feel like Julie. I didn’t feel like Danny, and that gave me freedom.

“Okay Jason, now you tell us how big Mike’s cock is!”

“Oh, fuck off!” Him and Mike shouted in unison. Truth be told I thought mike had passed out, he was certainly with the fairies at that point, but that woke him.

Everyone laughed at the two of them, no one actually expected him to do it.

“Okay, how aboooout. Show us just how big your cock is.”

“Really?” He asked, scanning the room to see the reactions. I suspected he was pleasantly surprised, he had probably been looking for the chance to whip his cock out in front of the office girls for some time.

“I do not want to see that.” Slurred Mike. “I’m out.” He got up, bringing up a number for a taxi on his phone already.

“Obviously got a small one.” Said Louise once he was gone, and we all laughed.

“Right, get it out then.” Said July.

“I do kind of want to see.” Followed Felicity.

“Me too.” I said. Well, whispered with my breath, a bit more sexually than I had intended.

There was a naughty nature to the offices that we spent our weekdays in now, I had no idea what the time was, the lights were too low and I couldn’t see the clock on the wall.

“Well, okay then.” Jason said, clearly pleased with his audience. With no hesitation he whipped his cock.

“Wow.”

“Okaaay then.”

Everyone was surprised. Not only was Jason tall, he was ripped, and he had a massive cock.

“Shame you’re such a dickhead Jason, I would be all over you otherwise.” Said Julie, and all the girls laughed, including me. Jason, however, didn’t quite get it.

“Whatever. You like it or what?”

“It’s impressive.” Whispered Felicity.

Without time for thought Julie turned back to me.

“Truth or dare?”

“What about you guys?”

“I think you two are more into the game than us.”

She was setting us up the dirty bitch. I looked at her with a face that said thank you, thank you for letting me try being a slut.

“Okay, dare.”

“Show us how good a girl you. Make Jason hard, I dare you.”

The other girls’ mouths were wide open, they couldn’t believe what was happening in the office.

I eyed Jason sidewards, apprehensive. Unsure what he would think. He didn’t flinch, he looked at me waiting.

“Okay.” I said.

I reached over apprehensively and took his cock in his hand. I had never done this before. I had barely practiced with my dildo.

I started stroking him, bit quick Julie interjected.

“No, no! Come on. You can try harder than that.”

“I-.”

“Come on Danny- sorry, Danielle. But I know you’re better than that.” The girls giggled. I felt nervous at the sudden extroverted mistress-esque dominance of Julie but at the same time empowered by her willing me on.

“You’re right.” I said. I’ve practiced at home.”

I stood up out of my desk chair and walked away from Jason with my hips swaggering before turning back and facing him. I walked up to him and got on my knees, looking him in the eyes. I wondered for a brief moment if he saw a hint of Danny in me, a hint of the lad who every day in this office he bantered with and treated in such a way, that really, helped along this quick transformation. This dynamic made sense in a large sense of this.

I put his cock in my mouth, and instantly it started growing from its semi-erect state to hard as a rock. Just like I had practiced on my dildo I hid my teeth behind my lips and worked the cock up and down.

The girls behind me were silent.

I took that as a good thing.

“Do you like that Jason?” I asked him, putting on a softer voice than the one he knew in the office.

“I do, yeah.” He said, moaning a little, his head back, his cock hard in his mouth. “You like watching that yeah girls?” He asked the trio behind us.

“I like seeing what a slut Danny is when he becomes Danielle.” Said Louise.

The other two giggled.

Everyone was having fun at my expense at the office party. But as it turned out, not how I had imagined they would.

“Do I make a good girl?” I asked him, looking up with doe eyes.

His response was to put his hand on the back of my head and push me down as he thrust his hips up. That was as good a yes as it got.

I sucked him up and down and reveled in my first taste of precum, licking my lips and spreading it around my mouth.

Lost in the moment I suddenly came back to consciousness when Julie said.

“Fuck him.”

“What?”

“Fuck him.”

“You want me to?”

“I kind of want you to too.” Said Felicity.

“Me too.” Moaned Jason, and everybody laughed.

I stood up and turned to the girls, illuminated by the one fluorescent office light above us, I felt like a performance piece.

I was performing. And I loved it. Just as I performed in front of my mirror.

I pulled my tights down whilst watching the girls. I noticed that Felicity, the most hesitant and quiet of all the girls, had her fingers slyly between her legs and up her dress, but I pretended not to see.

I pulled my thing down and pushed my ass back to Jason.

“Spit on it.” I told him, and he did, and then without waiting to be told, he pushed his thumb in with ease.

“You’re ready.”

“I’ve been fucking myself a lot.” I told him, well, told the room.

I shuffled up onto his lap as his spat repeatedly in his hand and rubbed it all over my asshole. Though I was feeling so horny I suspected he could go in dry.

He lined up his cock with my asshole and without being told to I dropped with a gasp from both him, me, and the girls watching.

I dropped to the very bottom. From his tip, to the balls. In one motion. Was it an amateur move? Maybe. I knew it would hurt a little. But I just wanted to be full. And I felt full.

My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I moaned a noise I had never made in my life.

I opened my eyes briefly; all of the girls were underneath their dresses and skirts now.

I started moving up on his cock, grinding, finding the spots that made him moan, that made me moan, that made the girls moan at the sight of me. My cock was out of my underwear, and I pulled my skirt up and over it so the girls could see how hard I was.

I couldn’t last long, and I knew it. Fucking in the office, in front of the girls from work. And never mind the girls from work, fucking Jason!

I bounced up and down and the aching inside of me grew, like a balloon enlarging inside my entire body, waiting to pop with orgasmic magnitude.

Up.

Down.

Slowly.

Grind.

Fuck.

I feel so full.

Jason was groaning, his hands were on my hips. They tightened, when suddenly.

“I’m going to fucking cum.” He said.

“Me too.” I moaned. And I sped up, a fast three up, down, up.

Then down.

I slide all the way down his massive cock to his bulls and I felt his body stiffen, then relax, as he pumped cum deep inside of my asshole.

I collapsed too. My eyes rolled in the back of my head and my cock spurted out without needing to even be touched.

I trembled on his cock in my usual feminine-orgasm bliss, the kind I’ve only achieved as Danielle. Before I finally managed to open my eyes, to see the three girls in front of me, all smile, one biting her lip, one still playing with her wet pussy, and the third, Julie, getting down to clean my girl-cock with her mouth.

And that was the office party.

The End.

Did you make it to the end? Thank you!

There is more to come, I promise!

But for the time being, why not follow me on Amazon? That way you won’t miss the second installment!

I hope you loved reading about Michelle and Kate. If you did then please leave a review! It has always been a goal to be able to at least go part-time with writing, and every review will help with that goal!

I hope to see you soon.

-          Love, Lucy.


Also by Lucy




Feminized Cuckold Collection

Feminized for my Wife’s Bull

Feminzed for my Wife’s Boss

Feminized for my Wife’s Trainer

Feminized: In Law Christmas

Feminized: The Collection (Bundle)


Commissions

Like what you’ve read?

Want a more personalized story? For you or for a partner?

I also do commissions!

Prices range depending on length, and no I don’t mean your cock!

From 1000 words to 10,000. The smuttiest stories written for you!

Contact me at LucyBloomWrites@gmail.com

I look forward to hearing from you.
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