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PROLOGUE

You’ve always known. The look, the feel of the panties on your body was incredible. But if only you were a real woman, imagine how incredible that would be…

Would you really want it? If you could? A total gender transformation, a feminization that goes way, way beyond dressing up in a slutty thong and see-through bra…

Could you handle the attention that you’d get as a high-heeled, hot, sultry woman with the curves that drive men crazy? That make them lust after you, pursue you, undress you with their eyes at every turn…

Well, sometimes fantasises do come true, although be warned: once you’re in your feminine form, desired by the alpha men and women alike, your body presented to them in nothing but the most scandalous lingerie, and less, you may never want to go back…

CHAPTER ONE

So the office carpark was kind of normal, exactly what you would expect for an out of town business development new-build project. Plenty of spaces, a decent amount of space allowed for each car.

So, yeah, no room for too many complaints when all is said and done.

I did notice that there were electric charge-points. Now, this did impress me. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not an environmental extremist, the kind of person who would recycle a used teabag until it disintegrated.

No, but, I do care about the planet that we live on.

On that basis, I think my personal ground zero is that I want the best possible environment for mine and future generations.

Anyway, back to the charge points.

Sure, I had seen these at gas stations and of course outside people’s houses or in their garages, but in a work place car park?

This was new, and suggested to me a forward thinking company, which could only be a good thing. Couldn’t it? Well, there were a few of these charge points, all of them currently unused but I am sure they would be filled up, so to speak, as the day progressed and people arrived.

I was nice and early, determined to make a good impression on my first day on this job. Sure, it was a temporary assignment but I had been told that there was a strong possibility of it developing into something long term.

Now this I could get on board with.

I had been kind of aimless in my career for too long, not really making use of my pretty decent degree, not taking the steps to build some long term security.

Well, this could be a turning point and I was actually looking forward to getting started, not that I knew too much about the company, other than they were relatively new, were involved in corporate services, and had an apparently progressive attitude, which could only be good.

All in all, I was happy with the situation, feeling the most upbeat I had in a while. Generally speaking, I was a relatively happy person who despite issues over my non-career, was pretty regular and happy.

But, as I say, this job opportunity had actually come at a good time when perhaps my morale needed a bit of a pick-me-up.

So here I was, right. Feeling upbeat, ready to go in, all signs pointing in the direction of a positive future. But I was feeling nervous, unsettled. So, I did some basic breathing and meditation techniques. No big deal and it certainly did seem to be working to some extent because I felt like I was beginning to work out what was up. It was nothing but a simple case of first day nerves.

Well, with that processed I now had no reason not to get out of my car, and walk in to my new workplace, ready to make a positive impression. No more nagging doubts, all I needed to do was act cool, show respect but not suck up, try and get everything as perfect as I could.

What could possibly go wrong?

I managed to summon the will to get out of the car and then calmly shut the door behind me. There was no going back now, and I knew it.

It was strange, because I definitely sensed that this was different, that this feeling was not quite the same as other first day nerves.

Well, rather than endlessly try and process an unknown and opaque feeling, I thought the best course of action was to proceed through the car park and towards the office building. Heck, someone might be on the reception and I could have a little discussion with them to see how the land would lie in this place?

Well, why not, I thought.

For an early start it was clear that it was going to be a warm day, the heat from the sun actually kind of hot, certainly hotter than one would expect for this time of year, and based on the forecast I had heard on local radio as I drove in. I could almost feel myself sweating, and then suddenly: oh hell no.

Had I forgotten to put on deodorant this morning?

I stopped dead in my tracks and very subtly make a move to smell my armpits to check.

What was the verdict?

Well, I actually had little reason to panic because in actual fact I had applied my deodorant, albeit less than normal.

Who said this day was doomed to end in disaster?

In a weird kind of way this actually gave me the confidence to approach the ensuing day with no fear. I had had an early wobble, but that was a false alarm, so I felt logically like the rest of the day would be easy sailing. Yet, there was still that strange feeling, a feeling that only got stronger as I approached the large, glass faced building.

It was almost as if an energy was emanating from the glistening walls.

I approached the large, heavy double doors, and was pleasantly surprised as they opened up and allowed me to enter and walk towards the reception desks. I was conscious of the soles of my shoes clicking on the polished marble, a repetitive sound that echoed around the empty, high ceilinged atrium area.

Certainly, it was difficult to not be impressed by this contemporary and clean design.


CHAPTER TWO

“Yes, can I help you?” The young lady sitting behind the reception desk asked.

First things first, she was an absolute world class stunner. I mean, serious model material. Perfectly made up, stunning facial features. Her clothing was classy, contemporary, office casual.

What else did I expect?

“I’m new today, on a temporary contract from Career Swaps and More Inc,” I replied.

At this point, the demeanour of the receptionist clearly changed. A sly smile came over her face, not unfriendly, maybe more mischievous than anything.

Certainly, while it wasn’t exactly threatening, and probably more friendly than anything else, it did give me pause for thought.

Oh well, probably just my nerves, not point in over analysing, I thought.

“Okay, if you just sign here I’ll take you through now,” She said. “Everyone is all ready for you, so it’s good that you have arrived nice and early.”

“Okay…?” I replied, showing my nerves.

“Oh no, nothing to worry about, it’ll all go just fine, you seem perfect for this,” She said, confidently but with a hint of enigmatic mystery that I couldn’t quite get a hold on.

I duly signed the paperwork, not bothering to read any of it of course.

I mean, come on, small-print is for losers isn’t it?

Just a load of irrelevant legal jargon and contractual theoretical that will in no way have any kind of impact on your practical, day to day, work situation.

Well, that is what I thought.

As I followed the receptionist towards the elevator I couldn’t help but check out her quite incredible body. She was at least five ten, maybe more. Her legs were long, well defined, leading up to a pert, juicy ass that really was super emphasised by her tight, form fitting pinstripe cropped trousers.

I guess perhaps she sensed me looking, and in truth she was probably all too used to men drooling over her, because she turned around and gave me a knowing look.

“Well, it’s definitely a good sign that you seem to approve of the uniform,” She said.

What the hell did that mean?

Friendly banter? Maybe even a come-on?

I wasn’t going to rule anything out.

I started to feel quite confident that this workplace was going to be more than just a job for me, that there were opportunities here that I wouldn’t normally get the chance to experience.

It soon became apparent that I was not wrong in my instincts.

As we stood in the futuristic glass elevator and made our way up to the ninth floor, I noticed that it was actually the receptionist that was doing most of the checking out.

Maybe she really was into me?

“I’m just wondering exactly what they’ll do with you?” She said. “I’m definitely thinking eager to please, a bit slutty, something of an airhead.”

Wait, what?

“Excuse me?” I said. “What the hell are you talking about?”

The receptionist stared back at me. Her initial confusion soon changed into a kind of realisation, then ultimately I guess she just found something very funny.

She laughed, looking me up and down, slightly in disbelief.

“So I guess they haven’t told you? At the agency?” She said. “Well, for what it’s worth, I think you’ll do great. Just go with it.”

I had no idea what was going on. I genuinely did not know what the actual hell she was going on about.

Do great with what exactly?

An airhead?

A bit slutty?

What did this all mean?

“What the-” I said, attempting a question.

“Listen darling,” She said, “We’re here now, and it’s probably better that I leave it to them to explain to you. You know, you have signed a contract now, so it’s definitely better to just embrace it, unless that is you feel like having your ass sued into the next century.”

This was starting to sound serious.

What the hell had I let myself in for?

Before I could begin to process anything, the elevator stopped and its doors opened smoothly and silently.

As we walked to the meeting room, I felt a surge of nerves, but strangely enough it was accompanied with excitement, an anticipation of what was to come. It was something about the words she had used: slutty, aire-head, eager to please, that rung around in my head.

I couldn’t deny it, and certainly my cock couldn’t either, I was definitely turned on for some reason.

But why?

What was the reasoning behind my excitement?

I was about to find out, and I was about to realise that it’s always a good idea to read the small print…


CHAPTER THREE

I entered the room one step behind the receptionist, who had now introduced herself to me as Kylie.

All the way up the lift I had been struggling to keep myself from checking her out, drinking in every curve and nuance of her amazingly beautiful body and face. To be honest, my mind had kind of skirted over the traditional fantasies and I had begun to go to a place that I had found myself more and more recently.

I had started fantasising about what it would be like to be her as opposed to be in her.

It was at this point in the elevator that she had turned to me, almost as if she was reading my mind and said something along the lines of that I would soon be living out my dreams, my deepest, most intense fantasies. This had taken me back, surely she shouldn’t read minds?

Well, I was moments from finding out.

“Here is the new starter,” Kylie said, pointing towards the large, metallic table in the middle of the room.

Sitting around the table were a group of incredibly impressive looking individuals.

Men and women.

Expensively tailored.

Phenomenal bodies, the air thick with success, power, elegance, authority.

I didn’t know what to do, I felt so small in their presence.

I attempted to wave my hand to say hi. Sure, quite a pathetic gesture really, but I guess I was nervous. Well, before I could even get to a full wave I was shut down by what appeared to be the senior woman on the table.

“That’s quite enough of that,” She said. “Well, I must say you certainly have a lot of what we are looking for.”

What did she mean?

What was happening?

I sensed a sudden change in atmosphere in the room.

The remaining people on the table picked up their tablets and began to look at the screens intensely, touching the screens, seemingly as if they were designing something or adding the finishing touches to some kind of group project.

This was getting weird.

I decided that now was time to make like a banana and split.

I turned around.

Then it suddenly got hazy.

Wobbly on my legs.

What was happening-

What-

Wh-

I felt myself fall, cushioned by someone who I couldn’t quite make out, but an individual who certainly had strong, large, manly hands.

It seemed like I was out for hours, in some kind of deep, almost cosmic, sleep. The dreams I had were intense, charged, vividly erotic, each dream overlapping the next. There was something different about these dreams though. It felt as if I was experiencing some kind of endless orgasm, one after the other, two at a time, a surge of energy that I had never experienced as a man.

In this dream, my hands were running all over the body of the most sensual, curvaceous, sexed up female body I could ever have imagined. I felt my fingers push up into the hottest, wettest pussy imaginable.

It was a truly incredible experience.

Then, just as I was about to see this incredible woman’s face, I felt myself coming around.

Slowly.

Eyes opening.

Bright lights.

In the presence of others.

Where am I?

What is-

“He’s coming round!” A voice cried out.

I managed to focus my eyesight and saw that it was the woman who had spoken to me as I had faced the table of company bosses before I passed out. I squinted my eyes and saw that her name was Melanie Hocks-Rhodes.

“Fancy a look at the new, improved you?” Melanie said, a look of satisfaction on her face.

Hang on.

What did she mean by the new me?

What did she mean when she said improved?

I didn’t have time enough to consider what exactly I wanted, or what was possibly going on before I felt myself being raised up. I looked to either side and saw that I was suspended by elastic ropes on each arm and by the ankles.

Aside from this strange sensation, something didn’t feel normal.

I just couldn’t put my fingers on it.

“Show her,” A man said, an especially handsome man, clearly the alpha on a table full of alphas.

Her though?

Then it happened.

A large 3D holographic projection screen was activated, and it appeared to show an incredibly hot, totally naked woman, writhing around, bound by thick elastic ties just like the ones attached to me.

Now, this woman was a phenomenon.

Large, but sculpted breasts. Model material.

A tiny waist, perfectly trim, the kind that is normally only possible after hour upon hour in the gym.

A thin strip of dark pubic hair leading down to perfectly presented, glistening pussy lips.

Then incredible thighs and buttocks. Slender, with a perfect amount of curve on the hips and thighs, and then a big, juicy booty that was jiggling the ideal amount as the woman thrashed about, seemingly unsure of where she was in this situation.

Hang on, I thought.

The woman on the holographic projection was moving just like me…

The woman on the projection also seemed to be in a very similar room to me…

The woman on the projection screen was… me?

At this point I was presented with a physical mirror, held up to my face.

My face. Perfect cheekbones, plump lips, long blonde hair, made up like a classic bimbo. I felt my body spasm. Part in shock, part in sexual ecstasy.

“That’s it,” Melanie said, now standing next to me, holding what appeared to be a large, black vibrating dildo, running it over my inner thighs, up towards my pussy.

“W-w-w-w-w-what, the… ooooh… hell…. Ummmph… is happening?” I said, panting, moaning, in total confusion but totally turned on, ready to blow my lid.

“What is happening, you bimbo,” She said, “What is happening is that you have been selected, transformed, and are the latest horny body swap bimbo on our company employee roster.”

I tried to digest this news but found the onset of the first of what turned out to be many orgasms just too distracting to properly process my thoughts.

“That’s it, let it happen,” Melanie said, pushing the vibrator around my pussy, all over my clit – yes, my clit – as I bucked and moaned, slowly letting loose and allowing wave after wave of orgasm to come over my body, just like had happened in the dream when I had passed out.

As I came time after time, each as intense as the last, the alpha boss began to explain what was happening.

“You, slut,” He said, “have undergone a transformation that we have been developing over the last year or so. Future-tech that allows us to convert beta males into their true selves, cock hungry women who desire the feel and power of an alpha man or woman to dominate them. This is your true now, here with us. You have signed the contract, and as has been explained to you, the consequences of reneging on that deal would not good for you. Don’t worry, you’ll have fun. We will work you hard, in every way you can imagine. But you will have your true desires fulfilled. That’s it, scream and moan in true ecstasy, this is just the beginning.”

In that moment I had a second of clarity in between orgasms. This man, this muscular, strong, beautiful man, was absolutely right.

This was just the beginning…


CHAPTER FOUR

Still in shock at what had gone down, I took a seat and made an attempt to carry on as normal.

I looked around the large cafeteria and couldn’t help but be impressed by the clean, airy feeling of this large expanse of space. It was kind of revolutionary to invest so much money in staff dining, but clearly this was a company that did not do the normal, the expected, the standard corporate behaviour.

What made this cafeteria extra special was that it had a retractable roof on the extension that would automatically pull back when the weather allowed.

I’ll repeat: a retractable roof.

This really blew my mind – which given the situation you would think would take some doing. I had worked in some terrible places previously, real low down, minimum effort, low budget offices that looked like they belonged in another century, and certainly not at the forefront of twenty first century design and architecture. Normally what I also found was that there was a direct correlation between how awful the architecture, internal and external, and how awful the work environment itself was.

Makes sense though, right?

Think about it.

The more drab and dull the space, the less motivated you will be. And logically, this would surely apply to the managers also.

Sure, they should rise above it, think of their high wages, and not take it out on staff, but how often have you had an ear-bashing from a manager who is clearly very unhappy themselves?

That’s right, it’s a good point isn’t it?

Well, as I say, I was sitting down now, about to have my lunch in a clean, smooth environment, so much so it would almost qualify as futuristic.

I took out my lunch pack and opened it, a nice perfectly prepared and high nutrition snack. But I digress.

As I began to tuck in to the crisp, fresh sandwich, I attempted to distract myself by thinking about what television shows had really got me revving recently. We were, after all, living in the golden age of high quality production values, box sets, and big name Hollywood actors committing their talents to the small (or not so small, if you’ve seen some of the monster beasts available for purchase) screen.

Who would have possibly predicted this a few years ago?

Don’t lie, no one would.

We’re talking about an era where TV has gone from backwater zero to top level hero.

Sure, I get it.

Not all television is created equal, and there is still more than a fair share of absolute rubbish that wouldn’t look out of place in a substandard alternate universe where chimpanzees produced television for a living instead of their regular life of gang warfare and collecting bananas to eat.

Actually… hang on.

Maybe that would actually be a pretty neat show? Chimpanzee gangsters.

Sounds far-fetched?

Well, we’ve got the technology to pull it off, I am sure.

Hey, maybe another time I should actually pursue that.

Who knows, I might even be nominated for an EMMY award (TV’s equivalent of the Oscars).

But, back to the topic. Yes, it is true we are in the golden age of television and in theory then it should be so easy to find a constant supply of top level series to watch. But here’s the kicker. I am not entirely convinced that this is the golden era.

Because every time I try and watch a series I am left feeling a little turned off by what seems to be a paint by numbers approach to plot, character, and overall feel. I am not quibbling about the impressiveness of the budget or production values, there are all pretty decent, even in the terrible shows. What gets me going (in a bad way) is how boring a lot of it seems.

Give me a series that has enough ups and downs and possibly even reach-arounds, and I’ll be happy. I will be sitting there with my bucket of popcorn and a drink, sometimes alcoholic sometimes not, and I will laugh and concentrate for the full sixty minutes over the course of each episode. But, occasionally I suppose I just want more, want better.

You know?

Maybe this actually is some kind of deep insight into my psyche. Beneath the outer surface, a look into what makes me tick – and what doesn’t. Could it be that in my search for perfection I have been missing the real me? This would certainly explain my mixed feelings towards what I had experienced so far. I suppose what I really could do with, if I believed in such rubbish, would be a kind of guru figure to help me process all this.

I guess though, I would just have to learn on the job.

Truth be told, I had a feeling I might be too busy in a combination of enjoying myself and the adrenalin of something so shocking and new to do any kind of deep analysis.

Even thinking about it made me blush.

I picked up my sandwich and took a large bite, fully aware that this day was far from over and I would need every single nutrient in this humble creation.

Well, you know what they say.

‘You can’t keep putting off what is inevitable.’

I think it’s an old Chinese proverb or something along those lines. I normally don’t go in for that kind of thing, call me a cynic, but I have found that actually a few of these ancient sayings do carry a fair bit of weight to them.

Weird, huh.

I guess sometimes with age does come wisdom.

Now not everything ages like a fine vintage edition wine of course, often what is perceived to be wise in one era will seem absolutely and totally crazy a generation or ten down the old evolutionary line.

I mean, come on. They used to believe the earth was flat!

Anyone dissenting to that wisdom in public would likely find themselves being tortured to death.

Can you imagine?

Trust me, you don’t even want to go there.

Now of course, we know that the earth is a kind of round shape. But who knows, even this could be disproven in a couple of hundred years. Well, they do say time is a cycle (they being some people, I am not claiming everyone subscribes to this particular strand of time theory).

Wait. This is getting very deep and totally scientific, far much so for my liking. The point here is that I knew I had to get back to work, that my time enjoying the simple, delicious sandwich was coming to an end.

I looked around my surroundings and noticed some spectacular paintings on the wall.

Huge, highly excellent portraits of the board of directors.

All powerful men, classically buff and in well-tailored suits.

I guess I found it a little intimidating because I kept looking away, unable to stare for too long before getting a funny feeling.

I guess deep down I knew what this meant.

But, hey, this was all still so new to me.  

Well, just as I was about to stand up and leave, knowing full well it was the right thing to do, I remembered that I actually had a couple of pieces of fruit to eat.

How could I have forgotten? And there was no way I was going to leave two incredible and nutritious pieces of fruit that would provide me with my needed energy for the afternoon.

I had a funny feeling I would need every single drop of energy imaginable…

I quickly crunched through my apple and despite eating it quickly the quality of the fruit was such that I still really got a kick out of its fresh, zesty flavour and texture. I really was a big fan of apples, and if I had a gun to my head would probably have always listed them as my number one fruit.

Then it was time to eat the banana. It was possibly not quite ripe enough, which meant it was very strong. This, combined with its substantial size, made me feel very self-conscious as I ate it.

I could feel myself blush, and maybe I was being paranoid but I could feel glances being cast my way.

Such was my embarrassment, I didn’t look up.

I couldn’t deny that there was something undeniably erotic about eating the fruit. Of course, there was added context now, in my current situation. But, what was I going to do, avoid eating bananas from now on?

No, I knew that it was something I would just have to get used to.

In fact, as was happening, I almost felt like this was something I could possibly embrace.

I mean, if horny men enjoyed watching me eat a big, thick banana, then what was wrong with that?

If anything, wasn’t it a kind of compliment? The more I thought about it, the more – in theory – I felt like this was something good, a sign that I really was perfectly cut out for my new role, my new body, the new me.

I just imagined the stirrings in the pants that my luscious lips slowly accepting the banana in my mouth would cause.

Would some of the men just find it too much and have to make their way to a bathroom to vigorously jerk their cocks?

Or was that just what the lower status men would do?

Could it be that the real men, the higher-ups, would see me swallowing the big bend, and think that they should approach me with a view to setting up a personal appointment, on the surface to discuss work, but clearly for the sole purpose of getting my lips around their own banana sized dicks?

Woah, I thought.

I found myself getting a little steamed up from all of these thoughts. In fact, I think without even realising I had actually been making something of a performance of eating the banana.

This wasn’t ideal.

Even though I was becoming more comfortable with the idea of my new situation, I still wasn’t entirely comfortable with the extent of what it meant.

I felt a surge of embarrassment again, suddenly becoming paranoid that people would be able to tell just how wet I was, just how unbelievably cock hungry I was, ready to lick, swallow, jerk, as many big, hard, thick, dicks as was possible.

Even though I was still learning about my new body, I knew how incredibly attuned it was to my mind. The connection was so much more intense as a woman than it was as a man. That was both a good and a bad thing, albeit mostly good if I was being honest. The unbelievable pleasure I could experience was mind-blowing, but also I could tell I would have to learn how to control it unless I wanted to be having constant orgasms and soaked panties at any given moment.

In fact, I felt like I wasn’t too far from just cumming right there in the cafeteria. I knew I had to finish the banana and get the hell out of dodge as soon as possible.

Three bites and it was gone, and so was I.

As soon as I was finished made my way out of the cafeteria and towards the glass elevator that would take me up to the fourth floor. 


CHAPTER FIVE

I entered the office I had been told to stop in on after I had finished my lunch.

Strange, I thought.

I looked around at the empty office. When I say empty I mean totally bare. There was literally nothing in there at all. No chairs. No table. No computer or evidence of technology other than a small camera I noticed in the corner.

My curiosity getting the better of me I walked up to the camera to take a closer look. Staring deep into the lens I had a funny feeling I was being watched.

That this could be deliberate, some kind of test perhaps.

Just as I was about to turn around and leave-

WAIT.

DO NOT MOVE.

What the…

YOU WILL REMOVE YOUR CLOTHES IMMEDIATELY, DOWN TO YOUR UNDERWEAR AND AWAIT FURTHER INSTRUCTION.

CHAPTER SIX

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Or, actually, maybe I could. This had been a quite crazy day, a truly unpredictable experience, so maybe this was just the kind of thing I should have been expecting.

The voice that was coming from somewhere in the room, a hidden speaker perhaps, was commanding, deep, stern sounding. I knew it would be a bad idea to not comply with the instructions.

I felt a flutter in my heart, a real mix of emotions, as I began to remove my tight-fit secretarial blouse. My soft, large breasts bounced and jiggled a little as I struggled to get my arms out of the tight garment.

I guess I was still getting used to women’s clothes!

My heartrate went into overdrive as I began to pull down my short pencil skirt. As with the blouse, I had an awkward moment when I needed to step out of the skirt as it rested at my feet.

I almost tumbled over trying to navigate my heels out at the bottom, but luckily regained my composure. I then went to remove my heels but the voice returned.

KEEP THE HEELS ON, BIMBO.

Nervous, somehow totally compliant to this unseen overlord, I stood there perfectly still in nothing but a black, lowcut bra, extremely high cut black panties with a thong back, and, of course, the sleek high heeled business shoes.

I was the absolute image of a slutty secretary, one who was ready to get down to work for her boss, if you follow my meaning.

The thing was, this was closer to the truth than I imagined.

Then, music began to play.

It was loud, a big beat, the kind of hip-hop track you could expect to hear on the radio or in the club. Of course, in the music video you would see curvy babes dancing, shaking their bodies, all for the pleasure of the big ballers in the club.

Wait…

I wasn’t expected to…

Was I….?

DANCE. WORK THAT BODY. SERVE YOUR BOSS. EARN YOUR PLACE.

The voice sounded just as serious as it had previously. I knew I had no option. But, I had never really been a dancer before. My old male body really never coordinated itself to move to the beat, let alone whip and twerk in a way that would drive members of the opposite sex crazy.

I was nervous, it was like I was auditioning for my job… and the criteria was the ability to get my boss hard!

WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR!

That was the clearest cue I could get. I had to start. Slowly at first, I began to sway my hips a little. Like I say, I had never been a good dancer.

But-

That was as a man.

This was different. I found my body, my entire body, was picking up the beat naturally and totally. Within seconds I was really working myself up into a sweat, grinding my hips, dropping down so low my substantial ass cheeks were practically touching the floor.

I couldn’t deny it.

This felt incredible.

I was using my new femininity to express myself, my new-found sexual urges, through dance.

Before I could question what I was doing, I had removed my bra and released my titties. Not only that, but as I whipped my hips around seductively, I was pushing my breast up to my mouth and sucking on the nipple, instantly making it incredibly hard and sending the message down to my pussy, by now totally soaked, pulsating, hot, that I was enjoying this.

I switched nipples, smiling sensually towards the camera as I did.

GOOD. PUSH YOURSELF SLUT. SHOW US HOW HORNY YOU ARE, HOW MUCH YOU WANT THIS.

I didn’t need any further encouragement.

I turned so that I was facing away from the camera.

In time to the beat I bent forward, giving the camera a full, steady view of my long, curved, slender legs right up towards my larger, sporty, curvy ass cheeks, now totally eating my thong to such an extent it was barely visible.

I knew I wanted to take it further.

My mind and body were in tune, both knowing that I wanted to do my best to impress, to turn on the masculine voice (and the man – or men) behind the voice.

I was committed to making this the dirtiest, filthiest show imaginable. Slowly, I placed my fingers inside the waistband of the thong and pulled it down, first over my substantial cheeks, down past my thighs, and then off my feet.

I dropped down to the floor, still facing away from the camera, and began to grind and pump my pussy into the floor, twerking, making my booty bounce and rock in time to the music.

As much as I was hoping to get the men off – and I really did hope they had their almost certainly big, meaty dicks in their hands, by this point I was simply focussed on how much I was enjoying the experience.

Each time my pussy hit the floor, I could feel it pulse harder.

I knew I was about to cum.

My first orgasm on camera.

It was on its way now, I couldn’t have stopped it even if I wanted.

At this point the music stopped, presumably so they could all hear my moaning, which by now was long, loud, and totally un-self-conscious. I didn’t care that there wasn’t a beat to work to, I was working to my own beat, the rhythms that my ensuing orgasm was working me to.

“Oooooooh, urggggghhhhh, ooooooooh,” I moaned, in total ecstasy, panting, as I came, shudders and pulsations running from my pussy all over my entire body.

The orgasm was explosive and knocked me out. All I could do was lie there on the floor, my face in the carpet, my eyes shutting from the sheer mental and physical exertion.

GOOD. NOW PUT YOUR CLOTHES BACK ON AND PROCEED WITH YOUR DAY’S TASKS. NOW!

CHAPTER SEVEN

I knew I had no time to waste, this show was about pleasing them, my needs weren’t relevant so there would be no post-orgasm rest.

As I dressed, almost like a zombie, my thoughts slowly came back into my brain. Had I really just brought myself to orgasm, totally naked, my pussy, ass, tits on show for strangers on the other side of a camera?

Was I nothing more than some slutty cam-girl?

One thing I did know…

One thing I simply could not deny...

I had enjoyed it – and hoped there was more to come. The more degrading, kinky, and sluttier the better...

A bit later on, I had been sent to fetch some stationary. Despite the claims that this was a highly futuristic and progressive business, they still did use paper.

Hypocrisy?

Well, maybe that is too harsh a way to look at it.

The paper in question was super high quality recyclable stock, and employees were encouraged to think twice before printing paper, with digital electronic communication being the preferred method. I guess the idea of a paperless office environment was still a little way off, so I couldn’t in all due honesty be too harsh.

As I say, I had been sent to fetch some stationary. A list that included paper, some pens, large marker pens, some tape, and a few other small things.

No biggie, right? Well in theory no, it should be easy. Couple of issues though:

Number one, I was still getting used to walking in heels, so there was an element of concern about carrying the supplies back up.

Secondly, despite having been given some instructions on how to access this area, I was still getting to grips with the building and was finding it a little difficult to grasp my bearings. In truth, I had almost no idea where I was.

I could have been anywhere.

The issue was that with such a fluid architecture, all the areas kind of blended into themselves, so it was hard to make a clear take on precisely where you were at any given time.

That being said, there were electronic touchscreens periodically dotted on the walls. These information points had a kind of GPS system that would locate you and point you in the right direction.

Sounds perfect?

Well, the problem is that I was still waiting for my touch ID to be processed, which rendered the information points as totally useless to me. This wasn’t great to say the least in all honesty. I wasn’t going to let this get me angry, or to make me feel nervous.

No, I would have to show everyone that I could be trusted with simple tasks.

I mean, come on, how hard could it be to find a part of a building? It wasn’t as if I was a total doofus when it came to directions, now was it?

Oh, right… Yeah, I guess this kinda could become a problem.

I needed to somehow work out where I was. I had been walking for a few minutes and didn’t seem to be getting any closer to the stationary zone. What options did I have?

I walked over to the tall glass window and saw that the car park was immediately beneath me, meaning based on the carpark position I was actually somehow on the opposite side of the building that I needed to be on… and if I continued this way I would eventually, and naturally, come to the stationary zone, which I remembered from the instructions was located on the rear of the building, the area that overlooked the company gardens.

Success. I felt pride at my logic. Maybe this company would change me in more ways than one. I began my walk around and just as I did I heard the sound of footsteps heading in my direction.

Well, what did I expect?

It was an office, a massive one at that, surely there would be plenty of people milling around on some kind of business or other. I guess it was just the sheer scale of the building that could give it a kind of haunted, deserted feel when no one was in close proximity. I thought back to a place I used to work at that was, in terms of floor space, actually bigger than this building.

Now that was saying something.

Honestly, it was enormous.

A throwback building to a time gone by. This wasn’t the kind of place with glass walls, high ceilings, and wall mounted digital GPS machines.

Heck, this place didn’t even have central heating in some corners of its vast floor-space!

Well, as I say, back in this old cavernous office, decrepit as it was, it actually was possible to hide out when you fancied a break. Such was the state of disrepair, there were areas that were kind of almost no-goes for staff.

Well, one person’s no-go area is another person’s paradise, so to speak.

Everyone had their favourite spots to go and hide, some even stored kettles there to make a cup of java as they did their crosswords.

Seriously, this was what happened.

Slackus-maximus.

Well, anyway, I had found a corner of an old computer room. You know back when computers took up entire rooms? This was before you could get computers that fit in your back pocket (I’m talking about smart phones). Well, what had happened was that when these mega-computers had been deemed useless, was that all of the rooms with the large computers were now empty. As a result of the crazy nature of this building, there were no funds and no inclination to refurbish the rooms.

So, yeah, I kind of had my own private break room.

Believe me when I say this, it was a sweet set-up. I had a kettle, a chair, and via the use of my handheld reading device, I had a huge library of books to choose from. My only gripe was that the Wi-Fi in this part of the building had been pretty weak, but it was still strong enough for me to read the news websites I frequented and a little bit of social media screen time.

Anyway, what else I got up to in that room I will leave for you to decide. My breaks were so long it is only natural that my mind would wander if you catch my drift. Anyway, back to the new office and my new job…

I heard the steps approach and then saw that it was a young gentleman with a postal trolley carrying what appeared to be office supplies.

Excellent, I was close, closer than I had imagined.

The young man smiled at me, a little embarrassed.

Wow, that was a funny feeling.

I felt myself blush at the complement of a random man smiling at me, himself a little embarrassed at his own emotions shining through so evidently.

He lacked the sense of commanding entitlement of the senior alpha males of this place, that was absolutely for sure! 

Anyone, it was a feeling and situation that I supposed I would have to get used to if I was going to stay here. I must confess, it was a funny feeling, but a good one.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The rest of the afternoon had passed relatively without incident. Sure, I had been a bit self-conscious as I bent down to the lowest filing cabinet, fully aware that my perky booty was getting some admiring glances from two IT tech guys carrying out some repairs on one of the junior manager’s laptops.

I had actually fully blushed, which didn’t go unnoticed as I scuttled off, wobbling a little in my high heels.

I looked at my watch and there was only about an hour left before clocking off time. Yes, this had been a crazy day, one that I could never, ever, have expected. But, I figured that I just needed to go with it, see what happened.

I mean, it wasn’t as if this was permanent?

Even if it was, I would be able to go home, get online and see if there was any precedent for this kind of thing. I could be a real internet sleuth when I wanted to be, so felt relatively confident that I would be able to find something – either about my body swap situation, or further details about this company.

At the very least I would be able to get out of my work clothes and take a moment to check myself out in the mirror…

Just as I was contemplating having a shower with my new body in the privacy of my own home, I received an email alert.

YOU ARE EXPECTED IN THE ELITE SUITE ON THE ELEVENTH FLOOR IN TWO MINUTES.

Suddenly, I got a sinking feeling.

Something told me that I wouldn’t be leaving in an hour, and not only that – far from having a private evening at home, it was very possible that what I was going to be experiencing in this so called ‘Elite Suite’ was going to be far from a relaxing, private voyage of self-discovery.

I approached the doors to the Elite Suite and was somewhat taken aback as they slid open, making that kind of sci-fi style swoosh sound as they did. As I entered I felt my legs buckle a little, out of sheer nerves.

Who could blame me?

What stood before me was a man who could only be described as a perfect physical specimen of masculinity, sophistication, power, and dominance.

A strong jaw, perfectly kept hair and a light beard serving to highlight high cheekbones and perfect, dark eyes and ebony skin.

I continued to look him up and down, I just couldn’t help myself! Here I was, not even a full day into being a woman and I was totally drooling over this black God standing in front of me.

I kept expecting him to say something, to stop me from objectifying him like this.

But he didn’t say a word, he just stared at me.

I looked at his wide, lean shoulders, perfect for showing off an expensive, personally tailored Italian suit. I could see that he was packing significant muscle underneath his crisp white, unbuttoned shirt – the kind of heavy lifting required to achieve that kind of physique was leagues ahead of what I had ever been capable of when I was a man.

This male really would have put the old me to complete and total shame.

Down to his trousers, I could see his powerful thighs and long legs. He certainly was tall, at least six foot three, maybe more.

Then, of course.

My eyes were drawn to… well, so I have to spell it out?

Yes, my eyes were drawn to his crotch. Just from the way he was standing I was convinced I could make it out. There’s no other way of saying it… he had a monster black cock inside his pants.

I almost couldn’t believe what I was looking at, it was the most dominant, masculine thing I had ever seen. I could feel a tiny bit of drool build up at the corner of my mouth. Before thinking, I wiped it away with my hand.

“Well, that didn’t take long?” He said, smiling.

I didn’t know what to say. I felt myself freezing.

“What’s the matter, cat got your tongue?” He said. “I must say you do live up to the reports I received. Now, I suggest you get on all fours and crawl over to me right this second.”

Was he being serious?

Who was I kidding, of course he was. The look on his face, while not unfriendly, certainly was pretty stern. It was like he was a strict teacher, or totally dominate male who gets what he wants, when he wants.

No excuses.

I felt myself drop down to all fours and begin crawling towards him. It felt incredibly degrading, totally animalistic, like something I had watched plenty of women in porn do over the years.

What the-

Was I one of them now?

As I got closer, I could see the Alpha bulge in his trousers was becoming more prominent. I felt a surge of excitement, fear, anticipation.

I had questions, uncertainty ran through my mind.

What would he do with me?

Would he tease me, make me feel more feminine than I could ever have possibly imagined – and not just before today, but a level of femininity that would unveil itself to me now, having already spent hours in my new form?

I looked up at him, his strong, sculpted features looking down on me with a look of clear hunger. He turned and began to walk away from me.

Without hesitation I followed him, remaining on all fours.

“Good,” He said. “You understand your place. You accept your role, your place in this world.”

As he spoke these words, I felt electricity all over my body, my already hot pussy beginning to throb, ache for his touch.

“Yes sir, I understand,” I said, attempting to keep up as he increased his pace and walked over towards the large window that overlooked the car park.

He stopped walking and turned to face me.

“There’s something not quite right here,” He said. “Can you tell me what that might be?”

“Sir… I’m not sure,” I said.

I genuinely didn’t know, and was too scared to say the wrong thing in case it displeased him. Clearly, I was so subservient to this God that I was losing the ability to have independent thoughts! Not that I was even complaining about it. If anything, it felt kind of liberating.

“You’re not the brightest are you,” He said, scornfully. “Well, I’ll tell you what’s not right. The fact that you still have your clothes on simply isn’t working for me right now.”

With that, and without him asking, I stood up and removed my shirt and skirt. It didn’t even cross my mind to ask him, I just knew.

Shame I didn’t get everything right though.

“What the hell do you think you are doing?” He demanded.

Standing in front of him in just a tiny bra and even skimpier panties, I felt self-conscious and had attempted to cover my body up with a combination of my hands and slightly turning my slender hips away from him.

Big mistake.

“Don’t ever cover yourself in front of me again,” He roared.

Immediately I moved my hands away from my body and faced him, totally ashamed at disappointing him.

“Hands on your head, now!” He commanded.

I put my hands on my head, totally exposing myself. I was genuinely worried about what he might do. Such was his incredible physical presence, allied of course with his high status, that I knew full well he could literally do anything he wanted and I would, in practical terms, be totally helpless to stop him.

“Please, sir,” I offered. “Please, I’m sorry – “

Before I could continue, he walked to me, grabbed me by my arm and put me over his shoulder in a kind of fireman’s lift style. Such was his strength it was as if I was as light as a feather. I could tell that he wasn’t even showing a fraction of his true physical power.

“I can that although you have completed the physical transformation to a high standard, there is still some work on the mental side,” He said.

With that, with me still bent over his shoulder, he stood in front of the mirror and began spanking my exposed ass cheeks.

“Owwwwwww!” I squealed, genuinely shocked at the stinging sensation, my ass cheeks wobbling and jiggling with each spank as they rained down, one after another.

“No! Instead of owww, I want to hear thank you, sir,” He said, totally meaning business.

“Yes sir, thank you sir,” I said, the spanks continuing.

I looked down towards the car park and wondered if anyone could see me. I mean, if that happened to look up this way then they would almost certainly be able to see me – totally vulnerable, flung over the boss’s shoulder, my juicy female booty getting spanked mercilessly.

Without warning, he dropped me to the floor.

“On all fours, get that ass in the air, slut!” He commanded, taking things up a notch.

I didn’t hesitate and immediately did as I was commanded.

Keeping my head down, I sensed him walking around me. I could hear the sound of a cell phone camera taking photos, but didn’t dare look up in case this was going to result in more punishment.

I felt his hands on my ass, grabbing and caressing my hot cheeks.

Then it happened…

His fingers slipped inside the waistband of my thong, smoothly pulling it down over my cheeks and then down to the bottom of my thighs.

I felt myself breathing heavier and heavier.

Instinctively, I presented my ass and glistening pussy more prominently.

Although I can’t prove it, I am absolutely certain that he smiled at this point. A smile of approval.

How can I be sure?

Call it female intuition.

His large, rugged hands on me, I felt him open my cheeks, totally exposing my pussy and my asshole.

It was a thrill, a truly exhilarating feeling to be so exposed, so compromised for an out and out leader, a totally and unapologetically masculine man.

“Ask me for it,” He said. “Tell me what you want.”

Was this really happening? It almost felt dreamlike.

Could I go through with this?

I had to, I knew this was my destiny...

“Sir, please will you make me a real woman,” I said.

I was nervous, totally out of my depth, but somehow it felt right. A certain confidence came over me, or maybe it was a loosening of my inhibitions.

“Make me a woman with your hard, thick, alpha cock,” I continued. “Let me lick it, swallow it, work it for you. Put it in my mouth, my pussy, my… ass. Put it wherever you want. Do what you want with me. I am here to serve you. I am a filthy, cum hungry, cock crazy slut whose purpose in life is to please and satisfy a real man like you. The old me is gone. Long gone. I want you to pump me, fuck me, cum all over me, make me degrade myself for your amusement and pleasure.”

It seemed like this was enough for him. With consummate ease he picked me up again, turning me around to face him. Kneeling in front of him, only centimetres away from his crotch, I waited as dropped his trousers and then, the big reveal.

Slowly pulling down his crisp, white Armani briefs, I couldn’t help but gasp in total awe as his enormous, rock hard black cock sprung out and slapped me on my nose. He laughed, totally loving the look of awe, fear, and excitement on my face.

I wanted to kneel there and marvel over it. I had never seen such an incredible, magnificent, and alluring sight in my life.

“Do I need to ask?” He said, firmly.

No, he didn’t.

I grabbed hold of his veiny, powerful shaft in both hands and brought his bulbous dick head towards my mouth. I flicked my tongue out, then swirled it around his cock head.

The taste was bitter, strange, but also totally natural. It was like I had devoured a thousand cocks in my life… but this was the best one. I worked the cock, shallow at first, gradually taking more and more.

Just as I felt I might be getting him close to the edge, I felt him pull away. Had I disappointed him? I panicked that I had done something wrong.

I couldn’t have been further from the truth…

At this point, he picked me up and moved me towards the window again. Standing me up, my hands pressed against the glass, he kicked my legs apart and roughly pushed his cock into my pussy.

I moaned loudly, banging my hands against the window, rocking my head back. It was an incredible sensation, one that was totally new to me but at the same time felt like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Slowly giving me deeper and harder thrusts, I felt him quickly build to climax. In the hands of a lesser man, this would have been a quick fuck, but the size of his cock, his evident sexual prowess, and the fact that I was an orgasm waiting to happen in his presence I felt my body begin to convulse pretty violently.

I let out longer and longer moans, louder and louder screams of ecstasy.

“That’s it, that’s it!” He said. “You show me how much you love it!”

It wasn’t long before I was almost limp, totally blown away by what must have been three consecutive orgasms. The only thing keeping me up was his incredible hands.

He pulled his cock out and placed me back down on my knees.

Facing his dick onto my outstretched tongue, he smiled as released his hot, stringy, explosively powerful cum onto my tongue, into my mouth, and then all over my face.

I felt honoured to be taking his load.

It didn’t want it to end.

“Now,” He said. “I think you have a future here, slut. That’s not to say there isn’t room for learning, but we’ll train you well. I’ll send someone up for you in a moment, but for now I want you to stand up and present yourself at the window. Let the world see your naked body, your cum covered face. Be proud of what you are, and what you can contribute in your new form.”

“Yes sir,” I said. “Thank you sir.”

I watched as he pulled up his pants, his large cock being stuffed back into the briefs. He looked me up and down, nodded approvingly, and made his way out of the office. I turned my head back towards the window and looked down.

A crowd, maybe twenty people, looked back up at me, all holding phones and recording devices.

I looked back down at them and wondered just what was next for me.

The world was a different place now, and as I felt a sliver of cum drip from my nose onto my top lip, I intended to embrace every single second of my new existence a slutty, cock craving woman.
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My boundaries were obliterated when Mrs Stephen invited one of her personal trainers, a big black alpha called Jayson, in to play a part in my final humiliation. Would I pass the test to become Mrs Stephen and Nicolette’s new sissy toy… Deep down, I knew what I had to do to get what I desperately craved…

VALENTINE PANTIES - HERE

They would put me in tiny, frilly VALENTINE PANTIES but only after I had shown how much of a SISSY I truly was! Reader discretion advised, super explicit sissy feminization content...


My panty obsession had been discovered by Margot and Tanya, two beautiful, dominant, and ruthless women who worked for me. Well, I worked for them now. They degraded me, humiliated me, PUNISHED me and pushed me to my absolute limits. They knew I was a pathetic sissy though, that I had long dreamt of this. I was their toy now, their submissive pet, and this was just the beginning, with no degradation too extreme, and no taboo out of bounds… 

AS A BUNDLE: PANTIES & PAIN – HERE

OR AS SINGLES…

SOPHIA’S SISSY - HERE

KATIE’S PANTIES - HERE

THEIR PANTIES - HERE

TINA’S CLASSIC SISSY BUNDLE…

PUNISHED - HERE

WHY NOT ALSO CHECK OUT HER PERFECT10 BOOKS STABLEMATE TEE RISE TOO…

HER HUGE BACK CATALOGUE AND LATEST RELEASES ON AMAZON – HERE

TEE’S HUGE ENTIRE 2019 HUCOW BUNDLE - HERE

TEE’S LATEST 10 STORY HUCOW BUNDLE - HERE
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