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-TO COME-

Jackson looked like he wasn’t in the mood for any more crap and I obediently run over to him. As soon as I was in grabbing distance I felt him put his hands on me and throw me over his lap.

What the hell was he doing?

I should have guessed. When he said he needed to correct my ways, he meant an old school punishment. A spanking on my perfect bubble butt ass.

“You’re going to say thank you after each one,” Jackson said. “And you will call me Sir.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “Thank you, sir!”

I was squealing as each spank came down on my cheeks. It really hurt, I had never been spanked by a man before, and here I was facing the powerful hand of a very strong alpha boss coming down on me.

But the thing is, I was enjoying it.

Not just the pleasure-pain thing, not even the fact that being submissive as a woman got me off, but it was the fact that I could tell Jackson was enjoying it too.

How could I tell?

Well, let’s just say I could feel the already sizeable bulge in his trousers grow bigger and pulse against me as I wriggled, cried out, and thanked him for each spank. I began to grind my crotch into his intentionally and manage to hit my clit pretty well too. Suddenly I found myself being picked up and thrown down onto the large fluff rug in the centre of the office. I suddenly felt very vulnerable again as I looked up and saw two tall, powerful, distinguished men standing over me.

“Go on then,” Jackson said. “Shake that booty for us, make it clap!”

I knew I had no choice but to start shaking my booty. My cheeks were still on fire from the spanking, I took a quick look over to the mirror and my thoughts were confirmed. I continued to watch slyly as I began twerking and flexing my booty for these two horny men...

-end of preview-

CHAPTER ONE

I put the car into gear and pulled out of the underground car park.

But just as I was heading to the exit I realised, or should I say had a brain flash, that I might have left my wallet on the roof of the car. How incredibly weird and totally out of character.

I slammed the breaks, probably harder than I needed to, and got out of my car. Yes, it was true, I had indeed left my wallet on the roof and quite miraculously (okay, perhaps an exaggeration, but… sue me) the wallet had stayed perfectly in place.

Weird city.

Anyway, I opened the wallet to check everything was inside and it was. I got back into the car and composed myself. I said it wasn’t like me to do something like that, but recently I had found I’d been having moments where I was forgetting things or just coming out with dumb, airhead comments.

Well, probably nothing I thought. It wasn’t as if I had an insidious brain aneurism developing was it? 

I shut the car door and put it back in gear and drove out of the car park. I had lost a couple of minutes because of this delay but I wasn’t going to worry too much as I had left enough time to get to the carwash anyway. It was a high end prestige car wash that you had to make an appointment at.

You might laugh, but it was actually marketed as an artisanal car wash.

I mean come on, that is just pushing the boundaries of lunacy too far for me...

What, did they was the cars with triple fried washing liquid?

Actually, I really hoped they didn’t because that would leave a vile residue wouldn’t it? Hey ho, maybe I should be less of a cynic in life. I was going to go and keep an open mind about the whole thing. I could always complain bitterly after the event if things didn’t work out as I had planned.

I began my drive.

This was odd, the traffic was heavier than normal for this time of day. It looked like there had been some roadworks put in place just before the traffic lights by the big building on the corner. This was not ideal and seemed to be causing a classic bottleneck of cars. I briefly considered the origin of the phrase bottleneck and wondered if it was anything to do with dolphins before making a mental note to Google it later.

In theory, as the car was stationary, I could have looked at my phone but I had a strict policy of not doing that unless the engine was off and the car was parked. And anyway, we did appear to be inching forward at this point.

The traffic began to release from the build up and I was able to press ahead on my journey to the carwash. I was looking forward to getting it cleaned, it really needed it. 

As I continued to drive I played a little game in my head. Thing is, I do believe that mental exercise is almost as important as exercise of the physical variety. I tried to imagine every country in the world and then visualise their flag. Needless to say, after the obvious choices I was pretty stumped.

And thinking about it, I wondered how would I even know if I was right about those?

This was puzzling in another sense too. It was a further example of an air headed moment. and while it was okay, I guess, to have these lapses outside of work I really couldn’t afford to allow this kind of flaw to start creeping into my performance in the workplace.

I figuratively crossed my fingers and trusted, or should that be hoped, it was merely a temporary aberration.

A car beeped quite aggressively and at length at me. I couldn’t believe the cheek of it, I hadn’t done anything wrong. Well, I ignored the absolute prat and continued to drive.

God, people could be so needlessly aggressive and petty when behind the wheel of a car…

I tuned my in car radio to another station and was met with some pleasant but uninspiring jazz. I left it on as I couldn’t be bothered changing it again.

Then, just as I was turning down the filter street that led to the ring road that would take me ultimately to the car wash, I was blasted with the long hard beep of another car.

What the absolute hell was going on? I was getting paranoid now.

I felt a bit chilly and went to turn the air con up to a heated level. Well, that mad eno difference, there was still a cold blast of air coming into the car. 

Another beep.

And another.

What the hell?

Then it hit me. I suddenly wondered whether I had properly shut the car boot before leaving the car park. I felt a sickening feeling in the pits of my stomach. I glanced in my rear view mirror and my worst fears were totally confirmed in black and white before my very eyes.

The boot was wide open!

Not only did that explain why the car was so incredibly cold, it also explained the constant beeping from other cars. They weren’t being aggressive road hooligans, they were actually trying to help a driver in need of assistance. I felt a bit embarrassed and pulled over safely to shut the boot, my face as red as a beetroot from the embarrassment.

This was getting silly now, I thought as I pulled out of the roadside layby and got back to business on my journey. Mistake after mistake, what was becoming of me?

I was determined to make it to the car wash without another incident so got my focused head into gear (ironic, seeing as I was driving a car) and put all of my energy into what really should have been a simple task I could complete with my eyes closed (I mean that metaphorically of course, as driving with your eyes shut would be almost certainly lethal for you and other motorists or nearby pedestrians.)  

I felt a slight crunch as I put the car from third to fourth gear. I didn’t mind this because it at least showed I could spot my own errors. And anyway, who can honestly say they’ve never crunched a gear change?

I know enough about cars and motorsports to know we can’t all be Michael Shoemaker can we?

Okay, so things got back to normal after my mishaps with first the wallet on the roof and then me not properly locking the boot door and it flying open without me realising for ages while driving. The jazz on the radio was actually better than I first imagined when I tuned in and I might even go as far as to say that it was the best jazz I had listened to in ages either on radio or live or on my streaming service. I liked a lot of different genres of music, don’t get me wrong.

But today I was in the mood for some smooth jazz, nothing too free form or aggressive. I would always keep an open mind with music, never avoiding a certain kind of genre based on preconceptions.

Really I was happy to learn and take in new sounds all the time. One of my favourite genres was Malaysian Crunch, a sort of jazz inspired part Euro beat part pan pipe sound. Well, you can look it up if you want, I won’t force my tastes on anyone!  

I’d managed to get the temperature at a decent level in the car too and was actually enjoying my drive at this point. I was really looking forward to getting the car washed at this point.

I had had it for a while and kept it in decent condition with regular services and regular washes. But for some reason I had left it a little while and was now at a point where it looked a bit shabby both inside and out.  

This was something that I needed to sort though as it was actually a company car that at some point I would need to return. If that return happened any time soon I would be in a bit of trouble though so that should fully explain my motivation for taking the car to this somewhat different, slightly out there and so called artisanal carwash.  

I felt an itch on my nose and took a moment to scratch it. It was one of those itches that I wouldn’t be able to wait out until it passed. It was one of those that would keep on existing and getting worse.

And you know what they say, it always feels good to scratch an itch!

Well, I gave it a quick scratch and felt a whole lot better. But somehow, and out of nowhere, a car pulled in front of me forcing me to break hard. 

Luckily there were no cars driving close behind me so I avoided a crash. I dread to think what a crash would have done to not only my insurance premium but also to my confidence on the road, even though it wouldn’t strictly have been my fault.

I actually had a totally clean driving record, not even a ticket for speeding or parking on double yellow lines. I really prided myself on my skills and proficiency behind the wheel.

But, yeah, as I say, I guess my luck was turning.

Maybe this day wouldn’t turn out so bad after all. Heck, I might even become a lifelong customer and advocate of artisanal car washes! 

Just as I parked my car at the car wash I braked too hard and hit my head on the wheel. It kinda hurt and I had a quick look for some pain killers to pre-emptively neutralise the pain. I couldn’t find any in my pockets but then remembered that stray pack I had picked up in the office kitchen a couple of weeks ago.

Not exactly stealing, but I did pocket them quickly.

I reached into the glove compartment and briefly surveyed the bottle. It read Transformiol Max. The bottle had an image of a totally hot babe on the front, dressed somewhat skimpily, and with a suggestive look on her face.

Advertising, eh!

The corporate shills will do anything chasing that increased revenue won’t they?

I hadn’t heard of the brand but thought who cares and quickly popped a couple. I felt a bit drowsy and felt myself snoozing off…

CHAPTER TWO

I felt myself waking up, feeling a little cloudy. I got out of the car, definitely feeling a little strange, and made my way over to the reception desk.

I was getting funny looks from the workers but put it down to paranoia…

Then I noticed a couple of looks from other customers who were milling about with lattes and the like. Well, my clothes did feel strangely loose, but was that enough to be drawing so much attention? Weirdly I didn’t exactly hate the attention, which was different to usual.

Hmmm, what is going on? I thought.

Then I walked past a large mirror attached to the wall and I couldn’t believe what was looking back at me!

I couldn’t believe it but instead of a reasonably fit, well turned out male, it would appear I was now a woman. And not just any old woman, but an incredibly sexy, perfectly curvy yet petit woman.

What the actual hell?

Without thinking about what I was doing I actually checked myself out in the mirror. Despite now wearing my old male clothes and being therefore in clothes that were way too big, I could still make out my body shape.

I surveyed my pert breasts that, braless, wobbled underneath my thin white shirt. I could make out the outline of my nipples and as I stared I felt the incredible sensation of the nipples hardening and pushing against the shirt’s material. Instinctively I put my hands to cover the nipples but this only made my body tingle more.

I couldn’t believe how turned on I was.

I turned to the side and then further round, looking over my shoulder at my new female ass. It was round, hard but with a significant amount of jiggle to it. It stuck out of my men’s cut trousers, and in actual fact its shape had caused a rip right down the middle of the backside.

God, that must have been what people were looking at, I thought.

Then it hit me. If I had a woman’s face, a woman’s breast and a woman’s bottom then…

I must have a pussy.

I was in a daze and even though anyone could have been watching, I put my hand down the front of my trousers, trying to make it look like I was adjusting the waist band.

Oh my God.

There was no dick there, nothing. I continued down and felt a thin line of pubic hair.

I carried on…

There it was, my new pussy.

As I quickly ran my fingers over my lips I could feel the heat coming from there. All I wanted was to stick my fingers in and get myself off there, on the spot.

I didn’t care who would see.

My hot, wet pussy was desperate for a good seeing to, whether it was by me or someone else I’d be finding out soon enough… But I resisted and despite feeling like my legs were going to give way in all the excitement I turned around and started to walk back to the car.

This was an emergency and I needed get back to the car and get out of here.

But then out of nowhere I felt a hand on my shoulder. It was a firm grip, definitely a man. And it felt different because of course now I had the smaller, more petite shoulders and frame of a woman.

Then in a booming voice I heard him speak.

“Hey, you must be the entertainment,” He said.

CHAPTER THREE

Entertainment? I thought, puzzled.

I turned around and looked at him.

My jaw nearly hit the floor…

He was probably about six foot two, had very broad shoulders, and in his tightly fitted crisp white shirt I could make out not only very well defined pecks but also what looked like a six pack and a pair of imposing biceps. Wow, this guy sure did work out, but he also had brains as his suit suggested a management position.

But what did he mean by entertainment?

“Follow me,” He said. “My name is Jackson and I am the co-owner of this place. I’ll show you to the dressing room.”

Dressing room? I thought.

I felt nervous but for some reason just went along with what he was saying. It wasn’t like I was some kind of compliant bimbo.

Or was it?

Was my physical change also a mental on some levels too?

He showed me into the so-called dressing room. But it was actually just Jackson’s office.

“Well, a dressing room is a dressing room,” Jackson laughed. “Unless you’d like to get into costume out there in front of everyone?”

He then handed me the costume, a tiny bright yellow bikini that would leave barely a single thing to the imagination.

I couldn’t believe it.

I held it up in front of my eyes.

“I can’t wear this!” I exclaimed in shock.

As I ran my hands over it I couldn’t deny that as scandalised as I was by the prospect of wearing this, it was actually turning me on. The thought of flaunting my new feminine, hot body in front of a load of gawping, horny customers and workers was actually sending me into some kind of sensory overdrive.

“Right, come on, I’m not paying you to stand around,” Jackson said.

And with that I began to take my male clothes off.

I paused and waited for Jackson to leave and give me my privacy. He simply stood there, his hands on his hips and stared at me.

Here was a real alpha male who knew what he wanted and how to get it.

I couldn’t believe it, but I was getting more and more turned on. I could feel my pussy getting hotter and wetter.

I was even imagining what he had in his pants.

How big it was.

How wide.

How hard!

This was getting out of control.

I continued to strip.

This was the first time I was seeing myself naked and I almost forgot that Jackson was there. I looked at myself completely naked in the large mirror and gasped.

I ran my hands over my slim torso, plump breasts, and curvy thighs and ass cheeks.

I took a sharp intake of breath then as Jackson put his hand on my shoulder. I tried to move away but who was I kidding. I wouldn’t have been able to move even if I had wanted to. I could only physically do what this alpha God would allow.

“Listen bimbo,” Jackson said. “We haven’t got long before you go out but I think I’m going to give you a little warm up to get you in the mood to show off that body.”

With that, he picked me up and carried me over to the large and comfortable sofa in the corner of his cool office. He laid me down gently and got on top of me.

I was in heaven, he was so handsome and strong.

And I was powerless to stop him, not that I wanted him to stop.

I felt his hand go up my leg and gently part my legs.

Oh my god, it was happening.

He gently eased his fingers in and out, the wetness I could feel on his hands as he rubbed them over my nipples was incredible. I probably would have cum right there just from that had he not flipped me on to my front and began spanking me.

He didn’t hold back either.

“You take these spanks,” He said. “You take them and you remember that I am paying you to do a professional job for me out there. Any screw ups and there will be a lot more after we’re done.”

It was at this point that I knew this was an alpha male not to be messed with. Without thinking I promised him I would do my best and I arched my so that my booty was bigger and easier for him to spank.

I began to say thank you sir after each one.

Suddenly the spanking stopped and he flipped me back on to my front.

“Right, get this in your mouth and work for me slut,” Jackson said.

He pulled down his trousers and it was easily visible through his sexy white briefs that he had a massive cock.

And not just massive, but hard too.

He pulled his pants down and the monster cock sprung to life, taking a moment to settle into position as it bounced around.

Jackson then leant forward and I could see the dick coming my way.

I had fantasised about a moment like this, and now I was a woman it was really happening. I opened my mouth and took the cock in and began to slurp, bob, lick its impressive form with everything I had.

I’m sure it wasn’t perfect, but it felt so instinctive that I could see I was doing a decent job. Jackson quickly began to begin pushing his cock further and further, and I could sense he was getting excited as when I grabbed his magnificently muscly butt cheeks I could feel they were super tense.

And then it happened.

Whooosh, I felt his hot cum fly into my mouth, filling me with his salty, ropey cum.

Jackson pulled his dick out quickly and began to spray his seed all over my face. As it slowed down he grabbed my head and made sure to rub his massive, slightly sweaty dick all over me. It was like he was an animal making his territory and all I could do was submissively take it, so turned on, so happy to be a woman under his control.

“That’s it, take my big dick you little bitch,” He said.

Once he was done he simply stood up and ordered me into my bikini. He calmly informed me that I was to spend the next few hours standing in the front window of the showroom, alternating my position from squatting to simulating cleaning, to squatting again. Once I was done, he also had some errands for me to run in town.

He was using me as a real life sex-doll maid.

It felt humiliating but a massive turn on.

“And when you’re done,” He said, “you’ll be back in here and I’ll give you my full evaluation.”

I knew what he meant, and I couldn’t wait!

My new life as a bimbo was so far shaping up to be absolutely incredible, I could only hope that I would perform well enough to get a full-on bimbo orgasm. I would soon be finding out, but not before I complete my work tasks…


CHAPTER FOUR

It was time to make my way back to the car dealership…

After the experience with Jackson I had had to do the modelling stuff, which was a real turn on being drooled over by passing customers and set my mind thinking of hard dick inside me, in my mouth, all over my body. Then after that it was out in the car to run some errands. I really couldn’t believe this was in my job description but like a good little bimbo I just went along with it.

I opened the car door and put it in gear before easing away gently and moving up through the gears. I had to confess that the car was a great drive, providing the kind of smooth motion and comfort that you would normally associate with something way more expensive and upmarket.

I was impressed.

As a way of distracting myself from getting too much in my head, I turned on the stereo with ease.

It was the first time I had used it and was taken aback by the quality, namely just how rich the sound was, how full the base notes, and overall just how well quality clarity was being achieved, the kind of quality you would associate with a top level elite system like Bose or that other one, what’s it called, Bango Oliver? Bang Bang Son?

Well, whatever, it was a great sound.

I changed stations until I found some calming classical music. I settled on some classical digital station, yes the radio was digital DAB, and tried to let my mind go with the music, while all the time retaining concentration on the road of course. I had been getting more and more into classical tunes, there was something about them that I found pretty relaxing.

Maybe it was the lack of lyrics?

Maybe it was the rhythmic sweeps that could keep you in a moment of reflection and calm bliss for as long as the note played?

Maybe it was just something a bit different, who knows?

But, yes, I did momentarily drift away from my earlier experience, Mozart (or it could have been Blaken or Botacelli – hey, I did say I wasn’t an expert!) and his gang in the orchestra doing its job to absolute audio perfection.

It was warm outside and the cabin began to heat up a little, so rather than risk sweating in my clothes I decided to turn on the air conditioning system. I was perhaps a bit disappointed that the controls lacked an intuitive touch but managed to sort it out after a bit of fiddling. I was cooler, but not too cool, although I knew full well that this was unlikely to be the case for too long after I arrived at my location. 

Perhaps it was best to keep the temperature in the car as cool as possible to counteract what would happen later?

Hey, that isn’t really how temperature and body temperature works is it?

If only life was so simple, but human design is unique and doesn’t work like some square’s office spreadsheet.

I suddenly remembered that I hadn’t done the online weekly food shop before leaving the house. What an incredibly annoying thing to do, further compounded by the added annoyance of remembering the error. What do they say about a problem forgotten?

Hang on, is that even a saying?

Anyway…

I momentarily contemplated turning around and returning to do it. I had my standard order saved on the app and it would only take a moment to press the order button and it would all be done. Very convenient and a good way to actually save money because it means you don’t end up in the shop or shops being tempted by all the so called special offers (that you don’t actually want or need to buy) and multiple pack deals that purport to be huge savings but quite often will only represent a tiny reduction per unit purchased.

Well, I realised that it wasn’t an option for me to turn around now and decided to continue on my journey and do the food order later – even if this meant that I would` almost certainly miss out on my preferred delivery time and probably even have to wait a couple of extra days if I wanted to get my slot of choice.

Well, I guess this is a classic example of first world problems isn’t it.

I felt a little ashamed at being so spoilt, after all there were millions of people in the world who didn’t have enough food to eat and here I was moaning that I might not be able to get my almost fully organic, healthful food delivered at a specific time to my door. The delivery driver even offers to bring the food in for God’s sake!

How spoilt is that?

Really makes you think.

But, on the other side, surely it’s the responsibility of society as a whole to sort out famine, and individuals cant possibly beat themselves up constantly because they get their food delivered.

Oh well, the things you think of when you’re trying to keep your mind of a certain other thing eh? The mind is a mysterious instrument, the brain works in ways more complex than we have yet to fully understand. 

As I drove along the double-laned road I did my standard mirror checks so as to ensure that traffic wasn’t encroaching on me, that should I need to break I would be able to safely do so, and also as part of a general safety routine that is, or should be, advised when you learn how to drive.

Everything looked good, and I continued in sixth gear, kind of like a gear you use to cruise at a steady speed, typically on motorways or dual carriageways.

The classical music on the DAB radio continued to play but I must admit its calming effect had sort of worn a bit thin and I found my mind becoming distracted somewhat. I made the choice that a change of music was required. Initially, I attempted to do this via the voice recognition service but all that seemed to happen was that I would get an error message telling me that my command was not being recognised.

This was pretty annoying, I mean: if the technology is good enough to install it should be good enough to work ninety nine percent of the time. Am I wrong about this?

Anyway, I changed the radio station manually and found some pop hip hop that was mildly appealing, a catchy beat and some lyrics that alluded to various criminal and sexual acts in a way that was able to get past the radio censors.

I used to be really into hip hop, gangster rap to be precise, as a teenager but had found my interest waning over recent times. I think I just got sick of people faking it and talking about cars they didn’t actually own and that’s not even getting into the misogyny that didn’t sit well with my taste as an adult.

Oh well, call me boring but I don’t think it’s right to commoditise women in that way, it’s a bit tacky and not at all respectful. But I happened upon a station that played okay commercial hip hop that seemed fused with EDM (electronic dance music) and kind of thought, why not, I can vibe to this on my journey if it means I keep a calm head.

Well, it wasn’t long before the suggestive nature of the lyrics brought into sharp focus the fact that I was now apparently the exact kind of woman that a rapper or pop singer would like to spunk their cum all over. I felt a surge of energy run through my body and before I knew it, I was holding the wheel with one hand and rubbing my pussy through my trousers with my other hand. I let out a moan and grinded my crotch against my hand for extra pressure. I kept on doing this, intensifying the speed, as I waited at a red light. As I was building to a climax, feeling like a filthy bimbo, I looked across to the car next to me.

I couldn’t believe it!

I was being watched by a car full of rather macho looking young black dudes. Now, any one of these alphas could have taken control of me, pinned me, used me as they pleased, and I would have been powerless to stop them.

But, sadly, we were in two separate cars, at a traffic light that was now about to change.

As we drove off in separate direction, the car with the black studs hooted its horn and I knew exactly what each and every one of them would be jerking their big hard black cocks to that evening. Still grinding away, my pussy soaking wet, this thought pushed me closer to orgasm – but what pushed me over the edge was the knowledge that one day it might be the case that I would be in the car with them, their white bunny to be played with, fondled, grabbed, spunked in and on…

It was at this moment that my body couldn’t hold the orgasm any longer and I found myself finger fucking myself over the edge, moaning loudly, trembling, and bucking my hips as I drove my car.

If you had told me that this would have happened before, I would have called you an insane person. But here I was, a bimbo bringing herself to a sweaty, loud orgasm as she drove!

I continued to drive and made an attempt to breath slowly, reduce my body temperature and regain my composure.

As I was getting close to the showroom I saw an upcoming stand still of traffic. This wasn’t great and I can tell you right now I didn’t especially appreciate the on board satellite navigation system advising me of the impending problem.

Telling me to expect delays?

Advising me to find an alternate route?

I can see all this with my own two fully working eyes, I thought.

That’s the thing with technology, it quite often believes itself to be far more intelligent than it actually is. Call me old fashioned but my eyes and my brain aren’t done yet, I’ll put them up against any computer when it comes to spotting a traffic jam.

Well, the pros and cons of technology in cars aside, the fact remained that there was a traffic standstill on the horizon and I was on a time limit.

I had to get back to the showroom by the set time or there would be trouble. There were no other ways into the retail park so I had to reconcile myself with the possibility that I was going to be late and I would have to deal with whatever the consequences of that might be.

As I drew close to the tail end of the traffic, I eased of the accelerator and let the car roll slowly towards its nearest fellow automobile. I looked at the clock, I only had about five minutes before I was expected to arrive; normally it would take less than a minute from here, but I really didn’t see how I would be there in less than fifteen.

Sure, the temporary traffic lights were working, but they were only letting a few cars through each way at a time and I was at least a dozen cars back.

This didn’t look good, and I knew it.

What would happen if I was late I could only imagine…


So I pulled back into the carwash carpark and jumped out of the car with the bags of shopping. I walked briskly towards the reception area and looked around for Jackson.

Nowhere to be seen.

CHAPTER FIVE

I figured I would try his office and walked up to it, really trying not to spill the fruit and veg he had requested from the pretentious organic market shop.

I could hear some talking from inside the office but walked in anyway. I was late and didn’t want to further annoy my boss.

“Ever heard of knocking?” Jackson said, unimpressed.

Jackson was sitting at his desk and had an irritated look on his face. Across from him on the other side of the large desk was a man probably in his late forties, but in excellent shape.

I could see the two men exchanging looks and felt the butterflies go in my stomach.

Now it was one thing to service and pleasure Jackson, he was my boss after all, but I hadn’t really thought about the possibility that other men might want a piece of me. And to be quite honest, I wasn’t sure that is what I wanted, whether I was even ready for that step.

Well, I didn’t even know if that was what was happening, so put the thought out of my head.

“Well, aren’t you going to answer me?” Jackson said, now sounding very impatient.

“Oh, yes, I’m sorry,” I replied, still a little distracted.

“For God’s sake, that’s not an answer, and it’s no way to speak to your boss either,” Jackson bellowed.

I wasn’t sure what to do. I looked nervously at the two men and became conscious of the guest eyeing me up.

“Okay, if this is what I’m dealing with I will have to take some corrective action,” Jackson said. “Strip!”

What? I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

Part of me felt humiliated and degraded, but I was battling another side that wanted to follow orders, be a submissive bimbo and show off my gorgeous body to these men.

Well, I guess you can guess which option I took.

I unbuttoned my tight fitting white shirt and let my breast fall out on display. Jackson had sent me out and told me to buy some secretarial wear, but on the condition that I didn’t buy a bra.

Now I could see why…

And so could the two men sitting in front of me!

I felt my nipples stiffen as the large fan in the corner of the room passed me on its journey from side to side. I looked over to Jackson who told me everything I needed to know just from a stern glare.

I unbuttoned my suit trouser pants and let them drop to my ankles before stepping out of them. I was now standing in just a pair of tight, tiny black panties with a see through mesh at the front. I couldn’t believe how exposed I was in front of my boss and his client. As was becoming a pattern, I felt incredibly turned on by the situation, the exposure, my vulnerability in the presence of two alpha males.

But then I acted on my new feminine instinct instead of covering up in modesty, I put my hands on my head and proceeded to turn around in a circle and show the men both sides of my body.

As I did, I couldn’t help but put a slight twist on my hips, knowing full well that

this would cause my booty to shake.

I knew that it was pointless denying it, I just wanted to please these men and be a sex object for them.

“Okay, better,” Jackson said. “But you still need to understand that you can’t be so God damn unprofessional. Get over here now!”

Jackson looked like he wasn’t in the mood for any more crap and I obediently run over to him. As soon as I was in grabbing distance I felt him put his hands on me and throw me over his lap.

What the hell was he doing?

I should have guessed.

When he said he needed to correct my ways, he meant an old school punishment. A spanking on my perfect bubble butt ass.

“You’re going to say thank you after each one,” Jackson said. “And you will call me Sir.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “Thank you, sir!”

I was squealing as each spank came down on my cheeks.

It really hurt, I had never been spanked by a man before, and here I was facing the powerful hand of a very strong alpha boss coming down on me.

But the thing is, I was enjoying it.

Not just the pleasure-pain thing, not even the fact that being submissive as a woman got me off, but it was the fact that I could tell Jackson was enjoying it too.

How could I tell?

Well, let’s just say I could feel the already sizeable bulge in his trousers grow bigger and pulse against me as I wriggled, cried out, and thanked him for each spank. I began to grind my crotch into his intentionally and manage to hit my clit spot pretty well too.

Suddenly I found myself being picked up and thrown down onto the large fluff rug in the centre of the office. I suddenly felt very vulnerable again as I looked up and saw two tall, powerful, distinguished men standing over me.

“Go on then,” Jackson said. “Shake that booty for us, make it clap!”

I knew I had no choice but to start shaking my booty. My cheeks were still on fire from the spanking, I took a quick look over to the mirror and my thoughts were confirmed. I continued to watch slyly as I began twerking and flexing my booty for these two horny men.

They cheered me enthusiastically as I twisted and bumped my crotch up and down on the luxury rug.

Then I sensed them closing in on me and before I knew it I was being grabbed all over my body.

I felt hands on my nipples, gently teasing them and stretching them out just the right amount.

I felt a hand running up my leg and into the crack of my ass and over my puckered little hole.

I stuck my ass out further to encourage more action around my ass and pussy and I wasn’t disappointed as I felt fingers sliding into my sopping wet pussy. I moaned and pushed backwards to get a deeper hit. This only caused me to get hornier and hornier.

I was in heaven at this point.

Then an amazing situation went up a notch as both men stripped and stood before me totally naked and with their rock hard cocks standing proud. I felt a shiver of excitement run through my body but I didn’t have much time to think as I found myself being picked up at either end of my body.

What the hell was happening?

Suddenly I felt Jackson enter me from behind and his client’s large, veiny, thick cock enter my mouth. It tasted a little salty, but I couldn’t deny that it felt natural to me.

As both men began to rock me forward and backwards, their loud grunts getting louder as they filled me up with their giant pulsing cocks, I began to feel an unstoppable energy building up in my body. My pussy began to go wild with excitement, vibrating its energy out around my smooth, toned body.

Suddenly I couldn’t control it any longer and began to shake and squeal uncontrollably, my entire body spasming and twitching.

Once I was done, both Jackson and his handsome client pulled their dicks out and came all over my toned stomach and juicy tits. I barely noticed, I was absolutely ruined from my cataclysmic orgasm.

I could hear them talking to each other and opened my eyes to the sight of their strong calves, muscled thigs, and large swinging cocks above me.

The client dressed and left.

Jackson picked me up, put me over his shoulder (which felt soooo erotic by the way, the strength of him contrasting with my vulnerability), and carried me over to the large sofa in the corner. I lay across him and listened as he told me what a good bimbo I was, how proud he was of me for taking both cocks so well.

It felt good, really good.

I really couldn’t imagine a time in my life when I had felt so satisfied.

He then kissed me softly on the lips and walked out, turning around to smile at me at the door.

My heart skipped a beat.

“You were incredible,” He said.

Jackson told me he had some business to attend to and I could rest for a bit in his office. He also told me we would be going out tonight, and I better be ready for a wild time.

I promise I’ll tell you about it another time, because believe me my journey as a woman had only just begun…
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