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I walked unsteady in the heels, almost hypnotized by their click-clack rhythm on the hard tile.

I'd practiced hours in them in my condo after work. Fully dressed and naked. All out femme and boring homme. But that was for me only in the confines of my own home. Not weaving between desks at my own business on my way to my office.

The whole experience was hitting me hard. I don't know what it was that triggered me in that second when there had been so many intense moments before, but they all came crashing in on me as I walked the coffee to the man who had done this to me.

He hadn't.

Not really.

But it was fun to think it was him who had forced me into the lingerie, the cute secretary outfit, makeup, and all the padding and primping it had taken to make me into the sweet submissive thing knocking at an office door.

It was Saturday afternoon and I could still taste Brian's cock in my mouth.

“Come in.” Brian's deep voice carried through the thick door.

“I brought your coffee, sir.” The words trickled out of my mouth as I pushed the door open. I knew I sounded girly. Brian had made me practice.

“There's a smart girl for ya.” Brian smiled and nodded me into the room.

His eyes devoured me as I strut my way in my little secretary heels to the desk I occupied Monday to Friday. I wondered if he was ready for the next step. I hoped I'd lubed myself enough. Brian was a a very big man and I was still a virgin in that regard.

“Have you had anything to drink?” Brian's tone was neutral, but his question wasn't.

“No, sir. Not since I helped you out with your … problem.” I stood in front of his desk, my hands nervously clasped in front of my lap, my head down in embarrassment.

“You mean since you sucked my dick.” It wasn't a question.

“Yes, sir. I haven't done anything to get rid of the taste since I sucked your dick.” My own hidden cock tried to respond to the humiliation of admitting that, but I was too well tucked.

“Still like the taste of a real man?” I wasn't looking up at him, but I could hear the smirk in Brian's words.

“Yes, sir. You're delicious.”

“You finish the filing?”

I felt the question all the way down  in my tuck. Brian had ordered me to set aside some genuine secretarial tasks the past week. Things I'd normally delegate to the office girls. Things he was making me do, now that I was the one primping around the office in my short skirt and lingerie.

Brian ran through the list of other tasks he'd assigned me. They were all so far below my station as owner it was ridiculous. But the further down the corporate ladder I found myself, the happier I seemed to be.

“You're a very efficient girl, Candy.” That's what Brian called me when I was dressed. My real name is Michael. I called myself Lisa when I was girled up, but Brian thought I made a better Candy.

“Thank you, sir.”

“Maybe next week I'll have you serve double duty. Be my office girl in the morning and my cleaning girl in the afternoon. I could ask the service for a spare uniform in your size.”

“I don't know if I'd like that, sir,” I said out loud, but my fantasy (and my penis) responded much more favorably.

“You'll like what I tell you to like. And you'll thank me after.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“I'm ready for that special project.”

“Spe…special project, sir?”

“Yes. The one we've been talking about for weeks. I asked you to be ready for it in case I sprang it on you today.” Brian was talking about lubing my backside. And his cock. I blushed furiously at the thought of both. “I've decided you're ready.”

“Thank you, sir.” Was I really thanking a man for telling me he was going to fuck me? “I hope I don't let you down, sir. It's an awful big project.”

“You think you're ready for it?” Brian pulled himself up already knowing how I was going to answer.

“Yes, sir.” I nodded.

“Good girl.”

Brian walked up behind me. I could smell the heat of his cologne before his powerful hands were on my shoulders. I wasn't a very big man myself. It made passing as a girl easier. I breathed in his scent. All man. Real man. I could run myself stupid at a gym and never smell anything like that.

His hands worked their ways down my sides and rested on my hips. We were close, but not too close. I could feel his hardness through his pants as it brushed my ass. I wasn't lying, he was huge. This was going to hurt.

That didn't stop me wanting it.

Brian's hands wandered lower to the hem of my skirt. He took his own sweet time getting there, but whipped the skirt up in one mad violent pull the second he got there. He used the same mad energy pulling them down to my knees. I thought he was going to rip them the rest of the way by hand, but he stood himself back up and lifted his foot onto the crotch.

He slowly stepped down. The thin strands of fabric holding my panties together strained under the weight of the slow stomp, but they held. I felt them pass bare skin and stocking before Brian's foot reached the ground.

Brian gave me a push towards the desk. I stumbled trying not to trip over the underwear bunched around my ankles. I heard a sharp slap before I felt Brian's hand hit my ass.

I yelped like a girl.

Brian put his other foot between my legs. I spread myself out as best I could, but my panties were cuffing my ankles leaving me a bit bowlegged. Brian pushed me again, forcing me to trip-step out of the crushed underwear. I collapsed onto my own desk, skirt still up, panties discarded.

Brian took a step forward. When his other leg came back between mine he kicked my ankles to the side forcing my weight onto my upper body. I tried to stand, but Brian held me down with a hand between my shoulders.

“I don't know …”

Brian shut me up with two fingers up my well lubed ass.

“Candy Candy Candy.” Brian shook his head and clucked at me. “You are positively soaking. You can't tell me you don't want this.”

“I didn't … I wasn't …” I closed my eyes.

Brian pulled out of me. “Want a taste, Candy?”

“No. No.” I pulled myself together and added more diplomatically. “I mean no thank you, sir. I wouldn't want to ruin the taste of you I already have.”

“Smart girl.” Brian wiped his fingers on my discarded panties.

I watched over my shoulder as Brian pulled his zipper down, worked his cock out of his pants, and stepped back into the gap between my legs.

“Face down, bitch.” Brian slapped my ass again and I obeyed.

I started breathing heavy when I felt the head press against my moist opening. Brian was huge. I had no idea if I'd be able to take him, but I had no doubt he wasn't going to stop trying.

“Feel that?” Brian grunted behind me.

“yes, sir.”

“You really a virgin?” Brian worked the head in small circles around my hole. “Am I your first?”

“No. I had my first woman when I was 16 and five more before I graduated. I lost track of how many one night stands I had in college. I've had a hundred women.”

“Silly girl. You can go lez all you like, but that doesn't mean you've actually been fucked, does it?”

“I guess not, sir.”

“So does that make you a virgin or a slut?” Brian spanked my ass with his erection.

“a virgin, sir”

“Tell me how much you want this. Beg me to pop your cherry. Tell me what you want.”

“I want your dick.” Even breathing hard and panting I made my voice sound as girly as I could as I begged. “I want … I want you to fuck me. I want you to pop my cherry, sir.”

“Boring.” Brian spanked my other cheek with his hard-on. “Do better or I'll ram a table leg up your ass and tape it in place.”

“I want to feel you inside me.”

“Better.” Brian lined his cock back up at my entrance.

“I want you to plow me like a bitch. I wanna be your bitch. I want you to slam so far inside me I can taste your cock from the inside.”

Brian toyed with my puckered hole as I debased myself. As I begged him to treat me like a whore.

“I want you to push me on this desk and rob me of my humanity. I want to be your cum sock. I want you to spill your load in me. I want to feel you drip out of me when I walk back in here on Monday. I want you to screw me so hard my unborn grandkids can feel it. I want … FUCK!”

Brian must've liked what he heard cause he slammed into me so hard I had to shut up. Holy shit did it hurt. I bit my lip and lay my cheek against the hard wood. Some stupid distant part of my brain hoped I wouldn't cry; it took forever getting my eye makeup right. I laughed it was so dumb.

And my laugh turned into a moan as Brian pushed further. Tears started welling up at the corners of my eyes when he reached the inner ring of muscle. It felt like he was ten sizes too big, but he was horny, stubborn, and lubed. And it wasn't his ass taking the pounding.

I thrashed under him like a fish thrown flat on the sand at the beach. I couldn't even tell if I was fighting or trying to speed him into me. I bucked and convulsed under him. I spread my arms out trying to find something to grab onto and pull myself away from him. But he was too strong. All it took was one powerful hand behind my neck and the cock in my ass to keep me pinned to that desk. I tried to kick, but my feet were too far apart and nothing was working right. All I managed to do was lose a heel.

This is my desk. I thought. He is fucking me on my own fucking desk. How am I ever going to work at it again? Knowing he held me down and plowed me like an airhead bimbo in some office porno.

 “Shhhh” Brian's voice was calm and soothing. His mouth almost on my ear. “You can do it.”

“it hurts”

“I know it hurts baby, but it'll be better. Soon. You just have to relax and let me in. Once I'm in everything's gonna feel so much better. I promise.”

I nodded through my tears. Maybe he was right.

“Now I'm going to push again and I need you to be very brave for me. Can you do that? Can you be my big brave girl?'             

“yes” I said the word so soft even I wasn't sure I heard it.

“That's my good girl.” Brian kissed the back of my neck before pulling back to his full height for the final thrust.

“ARRRGH HAA AH AHHHHHHH!”

Brian was ripping me apart. I not only thrashed under his onslaught I screamed as he slammed deeper and deeper into me. Tears flowed faster and harder than I'd ever cried before. I don't think I cried so much when I was in diapers.

None of that mattered to Brian. No matter what he told me, no matter how gently he put things, all Brian wanted was to bury himself in me.

I sobbed. I begged. I prayed to God it would be over. That Brian would give up or I'd pass out from the agony.

But Brian didn't give up and my brain refused to shut down. I was blubbering nonsense promises by the time I felt his balls slap into my ass.

“I am so proud of you, Candy.” Brian ran his hands down my side. Jesus, was he petting me? “I know I'm very big and you opened like a flower for me.”

“I don't feel like a flower.” I don't think I had any control of my body. I tried to move, but even the parts of me that weren't pinned under Brian's cock couldn't move. I was a puppet with her strings cut. “Am I … Is there any blood? I feel like there's blood.”

“A little.” Brian kept on petting me. Thank Christ he was giving me time to adjust to his cock before thrusting back. “Don't worry. They'll clean you up when I'm done with you.”

“They?”

“I think little Candy was a little too focused on other things, girls.” Brian pushed his hips further. There wasn't any deeper he could go in me, but he pinned me harder to the desk. “She must not have heard you tip toe in.”
“girls?”

“Of course he didn't hear us.” The first voice was very definitely not Brian's. Female. And horribly familiar.

“It's Saturday afternoon,” another woman added. “Only a total bimbo would wear shoes like that.”

“You can look at her feet at a time like this?” A third woman? How many damn people were there? “And I think Candy may have started as a 'he', but she's definitely a 'she' now.”

The three female voices were behind me. I tried to look at them over my shoulders, but there was no chance of seeing anything through the wall of muscle that was buried deep inside my bowels.

“no” I tried to gather my voice through the hot heaving breaths. “I don't … they can't see me like this.”

“Like what?” Wanda, the oldest of the three office workers walked around the corner of my desk. She was dressed casually in jeans and t-shirt. “As a sissy or a fuck pillow?”

“We did catch the poor slut with her pants down.” Gilly was three years younger, but had been with me the longest. Before she got engaged I actually hoped we might date one day. She was the only one in a dress, but it was a loose summer thing. Attractive, but not the virtual fetish wear I was in.

Mostly in.

“Show a little kindness.” That was Amy. She'd been with me less than a year. Barely out of high school. When she didn't get accepted to any colleges she took a job as junior secretary for me. “You remember your first times don't you. Poor thing's scared out of her pants. Aren't you, hon?”

Amy put a hand on my cheek and gave me a sympathetic smile.

“I am.” I lowered my eyes. “A little.”
“There's a brave girl.”

“You don't have to clean up her messes.” Wanda plopped down in my seat.

“Yeah,” Gilly crossed her arms and leaned on the wall behind Wanda. “You'd think the boss would know how to put things in the right file.”

“You know? About …”

“Yes, sweetie.” Amy patted my cheek. “Brian told us all about your secretary fantasy.”

“I don't have …” I started to protest, but Amy shushed me.

“There's enough of that,” Amy said.

“There'll be plenty of time to train you starting Monday,” Wanda said.

“But right now we need to discuss the new organizational chart around here.” Gilly didn't look me in the face. Her eyes were aimed at what was going on behind me.

“You're gonna make a great junior secretary, Candy. I just know it.” Amy clapped the tips of her fingers the way some women did.

“I'm not … a secretary.”

“No. But if you try real hard and pay attention to everything we teach you I'm sure you're gonna be the bestest secretary ever.”

“No, I mean I'm the … ARGGGGGG!”

Brian shut me up by pulling out. Not all the way, but I could feel the thick part of his head brush the ring of fire inside my ass.

“I don't want to hear any of that negative talk, Candy.” Brian was breathing heavy as he lecture-fucked me. “You know where you belong.”

“And we're going to make certain you stay there,” Wanda added.

I wanted to say more, but Brian thrust all the way back in. Two powerful hands rested on my hips. I knew what was coming and more tears fell.

“Obviously Brian's going to be on top.” Gilly gave a grim smile as she watched me being fucked. “That leaves me or Wanda up for Brian's old job.”

“Wanda,” Brian grunted as he started fucking me.

“That leaves you as office manager, Gilly. With Amy getting promoted to full secretary.”

“You mean I'll get to order Candy around?”

“You've earned this, Amy. So has Candy.” Wanda put her feet up on my desk. Only now it was Brian's and I was face down inches from her filthy sneakers. “How long's this gonna take, Brian?”

“She's soooo tight.” Brian had worked himself up to a steady rhythm.

“Don't rush it,” Amy insisted. “This is Candy's first time. It should be special. Wouldn't it be great if she came?”

“I didn't cum my first time, why should Candy?” Wanda shifted her feet. A bit of dirt flicked onto my face.

“Is she even hard?” Gilly asked Brian.

“Don't know.” Brian pounded into me. “Don't care.” Brian pulled back.

“She must have a very small thingie, don't you sweetie?” Amy put her chin on Wanda's sneaker top and looked down at me. I tried to speak, but all that came out was grunts and heaving breaths. “Is that what made you a sissy? Your teeny tiny penis.”

“Sissy's call it their clits.” Gilly sounded enough like she knew what she was talking about for Amy. “Their asses are their pussies. Do they have some special term for their tits?” Gilly looked over at Wanda.

“I don't know? … tits.” Wand a took her feet off the table, Amy almost hit her chin on the table.

Wanda gestured to Gilly to lean down. The two started whispering to each other while Brian picked up the pace and Amy played twenty questions. They pulled out their phones and were texting.

“Does he feel good?” Amy asked. “In your pussy?”

“no”

“Don't sound like that. You'd think he was hurting you.”

“he is”

“Right now, maybe. But it feels so much better the more he fucks you. Soon as he hits your g-spot you're gonna go bug nuts. Trust me.”

“I don't … I don't think I can … ohh ohh ohh ohhh”

“Ok. I was just making shit up about the g spot, but … you are really feeling it.”

I wasn't an idiot. I knew what a prostate was. I knew how it was supposed to feel when someone was inside you. Whatever Brian was hitting may have been it. My ass was still on fire. Every other part of me was jelly. But when the side of his shaft brushed against that one spot … it was almost worth it.

Amy wouldn't let me look away from her no matter how hard I tried. She held my head when she had to; I didn't have the leverage or the strength to resist. She watched every expression as it whirled over my face. I think Gilly may have been recording for posterity, but Amy had a front row view of my humiliation. It was obvious she found it fascinating.

Brian picked up the pace. I only thought I was being fucked before. This? This was the real thing. A cock too big for me slamming me so hard I barked at each downstroke and sighed when he pulled back. The head was sliding in and out of my ring now. Whatever resistance it had given was spent. Brian was wrecking my ass and all I could do was moan and grit my teeth.

“He's getting close, Candy.” Amy's palms were on my cheeks. She flipped one over and backhand wiped my sweaty brow. “You know what that means, don't you?”

I nodded through the tears and the sweat; the agony and the fleeting moments of pleasure.

“I need you to use your words, Candy. Like a big girl.” Amy talked down to me like an air-headed bimbo. No. Like a toddler. Only what Brian was doing to me wasn't childish in the least.

“He's gonna cum.” I managed to blurt out between thrusts.

“Where is he gonna cum?”

“In me. He is going to cum in me.”

“That's right. And he's got a real big cock, so ya know it's gonna be deep.”

“yes”

“He'll shoot his load so far up inside you his sperms will be swimming in you for days. Don't you just love the thought of that?”

“no”

“You'll have to wear a kotex to protect your panties.” Amy ignored my protest and went on. “Like a real girl does when she has her period.”

“ohohohohohoh” I tried to say something, anything, but I could already feel Brian speeding up. Tensing in me. A familiar heat enveloped the balls that slapped against me. I'd felt it a million times before right before I came. Now it was my turn to be the receptacle. The cumdump. The cunt.

The heat rose from balls to tip. Brian speared me hard as he shot the first wave. I could still taste cock and cum from the morning's blowjob; it wasn't hard to imagine he was shooting all the way through me and depositing another load on my shivering tongue.

Each thrust forced more of his spunk up inside me. Amy was right. I'd have him dripping out of me forever. Hours. Days after he fucked me I'd be feeling the evidence of his claiming me puddled in the bottom of my panties.

No. My underwear. The girls were having a joke at my expense. I was still the boss. I'd be back in my own things tonight. When I was back at my condo in jeans and t-shirt I'd decide if I wanted to continue this thing, whatever it was, with Brian.

Right now I was being ridden hard and put away wet.

Amy smiled all the way through my torture. She somehow put a positive spin on every humiliating moment. At least she tried. I was too drained and confused to tell if she was trying to sincerely get me through the trauma or being snide.

“Wow. You took it all,” Amy gushed. “I am so impressed. That's an awful lot of dick you managed to handle. I know some real girls who woulda thought twice about taking it in their pussies. And you took it up the ass like a pro. That is so awesome.”

“Candy's a good little slut.” Brian held me down with his body weight, but his cock was already deflating in me. Even flaccid I think he may've been bigger than me hard. “Does everything I tell her. I'm sure she'll take orders from you just as good.”

“Aww. Do you hear that, Candy? The big boss thinks you'll be a super good girl for me. You down with that? Or am I gonna need to give your little bottom a nice sissy spank-spank?”

“Thanks for being a part of this, Amy.” I tried to reassert my authority. It wasn't happening laying spread on my own desk while another man slowly pulled his spent cock out of me. “But things are going back to normal when we …”

“This is your new normal.” Brian slapped his now flaccid cock against my ass on the way out. “You serve this dick. It's your boss. And if dick says you do what the girls say, Candy's gonna do what the girls say.”

“That's not what I …” I started to protest, but Brian pushed my face down into the desk.

“Who does Candy serve?” Brian let up the pressure barely enough for me to answer.

“I serve …”

SMACK!

Brian stopped me with a spank on my damaged ass.

“I asked you, who does CANDY serve?”

“Candy serves your dick. Candy serves your dick. Candy serves your dick.”

Gilly and Wanda pulled themselves away from their texting to laugh at me. Amy stepped aside to let Brian step in front of me. He hadn't bothered zipping up; his cock hung out dripping with lube and cum, level with my face.

“Well my dick says your new boss is Amy.” Brian grabbed my cheeks in one hand and pointed my face at his pee hole.” What does Candy say to that?”

“Amy is Candy's boss,” I answered the spent cock.

“Good girl.” Brian gave me a playful slap on the face. “Now be a great girl and clean me up.” Brian shoved his penis in my mouth. I didn't want to even think about where it had been, but I had no choice. There was no fighting Brian. Not with my pants down, his cum dripping out my ass, and three women witnessing my humiliation.

“Did Candy cum?” Amy asked Brian first before looking back at me.

“Let's find out.” Wanda must've walked around me while Brian was making me address his dick. She pressed her hand around my crotch, feeling my gaff until she found the damp spot I'd made with dripped precum. “Don't think so. She's wet as fuck, but I don't think the dumb thing made it all the way.”

“A gentleman sees to it his lady is taken care of.” Gilly had also moved behind me. “Candy'll think you don't love her if you don't finger bang her like a good boy.”

Brian cradled my head with one hand while the other one reached over me and ripped the gaff off. I was still tucked when he stripped me. He groped around a few minutes without finding my junk. “You sure she has a dick?”

“Clit,” Amy corrected. “Sissies have clits.”

“And Candy is a sissy from where we're standing.” Wanda and Gilly were both staring straight at my crotch.

“Maybe if I shake her a bit her clit'll come out to play.”

Brian lifted me up by the waistband of my skirt. I tried to pull my legs together, but Gilly was blocking my right leg; Wand my left. Gravity pulled my dick back into position. Brian gave me a couple hard shakes till my balls descended.

“There we go,” Gilly said.

“Awww. You got the cutest little clitty, Candy.” Amy sounded super positive about the whole thing.

I looked up at her as best I could with my tongue washing Brian's dick and the other two women keeping me from standing.

“I guess there can't be any doubt Candy liked it.” Gilly pulled my ass to the side to get a better look at my downward facing erection. “Her clit is positively throbbing after that fucking.”

“We've got loads more important things to be doing that giving Candy her jollies.” Wanda didn't sound so much bored as mildly pissed. “Give her a couple quick tugs and get this over with already.”

“Little help, Candy.” Brian pulled his dick out and shoved his fingers in my mouth until his hand was lubed.

I was gulping for air when he shoved his cock back in.

I came in three quick strokes.

“That was predictable,” Wanda snarked.

“That's a pretty little loser puddle, I suppose,” Gilly added.

“She's finished here.” Brian pulled his cock out and zipped himself back up. “Why don't you ladies get her cleaned up.”

I started to get up, but Gilly and Wanda didn't move. I tried to push my upper body up, but Wanda shoved me back down.

“You going to let her leave your desk looking like that, Brian?” Wanda flicked a finger hard against my abused ass.

“Clean it up on your way by, Candy,” Brian ordered. “Don't be tedious and ask for a towel. You know I expect you to use your mouth.”
“Yes, sir.”

I crawled backward. The women weren't letting me stand so I lifted myself above the cum puddle as best I could, got to my knees, and wound up with my face pointed right at the still steaming load.

“Don't be shy, Candy,” Amy encouraged me. “We all know it's your favorite. Make it all gone.”

I closed my eyes and licked. It wasn't the first time I'd tasted cum. Not even the first taste I had of my own. I made short work of it. I knew what Brian expected so I showed him my empty mouth once I was finished.

I started to get up, but Brian put his hand on my shoulder.

“Kiss the place I popped your cherry,” Brian said. “Kiss it or the girls won't think you love me.”

Was he seriously asking me to do that? After all he made me do? After all the things the office girls witnessed? I begged him not to make me with my eyes, but he smiled and nodded at the spot my cum had just laid.

My first attempt didn't meet anyone's approval. I had to kiss the desk over and over again until all four of my subordinates decided I'd done a good enough job.

“From now on, whenever you come into this office you'll get down on your knees and kiss where you just kissed.” Brian took a seat. My seat. “I don't care who's here. I don't care how humiliating it is for you. You'll do it right or I'll make you do it over and over till I'm satisfied. Ok, ladies; she's all yours.”

The women didn't let me lower my skirt or look for my panties. Something wet was already leaking out of me as they dragged me towards the bathrooms on the other side of the office. I started towards the men's room before Amy guided me towards the women's.

I knew I was a hot mess before I got there, but I couldn't believe I looked that bad when I saw myself in the mirror. Drool and cockjuice covered my face. My hair was a disaster.

Gilly and Wanda pulled off the rest of my clothes while Amy knelt behind me and took a look at my ass. I winced when she wiped a paper towel over my still dripping rectum.

“Take this.” Wanda put some pills in my mouth.

“Here.” Gilly shoved a cup of water to my mouth and didn't take it away until I swallowed everything.

“What was that?” I asked, but Wanda and Gilly had moved on to stripping my bra.

“Wow. Brian really wrecked ya,” Amy said. “Don't worry. I'll get you some fresh panties and a pad and you'll be good as new. Just take it careful sitting down the next few days.”

“Where are my clothes?” With Brian not there maybe I could get things back to normal. I never had any trouble getting what I wanted out of the girls.

“You're wearing them,” Wanda said. “Sorry, wore them.” She tossed my bra on the floor. My breast forms bounced off my feet.

“I don't mean that and you know it.” Was I slurring my words? I'd been through a lot today; it wouldn't surprise me. My legs were already shaky.

“Yeah,” Gilly said. “Candy wants to know where her real clothes are, right?”

“Right.” But there was something about her tone that made it clear she was mocking me. But my brain was getting slow. I didn't have a good comeback.

“There's a little blood back here, sweetie.” Amy's voice was distant. “Don't worry. We'll get you …”

Amy's voice faded out. Everything seemed muted and distant. I didn't even feel it when Wanda slapped my face.

Then everything was black.

-----

I was alone when I woke.

At first I wasn't sure if I really was awake. My eyes were open, but it was just as dark as it had been when they were closed. The sensations I was getting from my body didn't make much sense. When I felt the weight of breasts swinging free on my naked chest I figured I was dreaming or tripping on whatever pills the girls had forced down my throat.

The ringing in my head refused to go away, no matter how I tried to make it go away. If I was dreaming, it was a low grade nightmare.

I was on a floor. All of me as naked as my chest. Cold tile pressed into my exposed flesh. I pulled myself to my knees and felt the weight of my … breasts? Christ, I wasn't dreaming. Felt the weight of my breasts bounce against my chest.

I tried to wrap my hands around them, but they were more than a handful. It took both hands to cover one boob. My chest felt numb where the breast met the torso. I was aware of the weight, but my tits didn't feel like flesh in my hands.

As I woke up I figured out they were rubber. Like the forms I normally wore when dressed en femme, only much much bigger and attached. I tried to pull them off, but gave up when the pain started.

“These fuckers are glued on.” My words echoed in the darkness, but it wasn't my voice. It wasn't the girliest of girly voices, but it couldn't be mistaken for a man's. Ever. “What the fuck?”

I raised a hand from my tit to my throat. It was a bit sore, but that didn't explain the sultry femme voice I'd just heard. Long hair fell over my shoulders; my nails extended more than an inch past my fingers.

At least they had an easy answer. Extensions and fake nails were something I'd considered, but never dared experiment with. The same with gluing forms to my chest. The voice didn't make any sense.

“How long was I out?” I think I would've like my voice if I heard someone else using it.

Normally I was aware of my junk. Even when it wasn't uncomfortable or horny I could feel it dangling between my legs. Sometimes I needed to think about it; this time … it didn't feel gone, but it didn't feel there either. If that made any sense. Like I was tucked, only I wasn't wearing the gaff.

I was careful to keep my nails pointed away from anything sensitive as I reached between my legs.

The pussy lips felt natural. I'd have thought I'd had full sex reassignment if I could feel the labia as part of me. Whatever rubber or latex they were made out felt amazingly lifelike. I managed to work a finger down my vag a bit, but I was dry and didn't want to cut anything with my new nails.

I could feel my cock under the whole thing. It wasn't uncomfortable, but it didn't feel great either. The fake vag was glued on as tight as the tits.

My tits.

I felt something wet under my butt. When I ran my hands over my ass they came up loaded with warm cum. Brian's cum. Then whatever had been done to me had been done quick. If I was still leaking  this fast it couldn't have been long since I'd been fucked.

Was it my imagination or did my butt feel fuller? Girlier? It felt like my own flesh, not rubber, but there was more of me than I remembered having yesterday.

I didn't have anything to wipe the cum off with and didn't want to smear it anywhere else on my body so I held that hand up away from me as I pulled myself to my feet.

My balance was shit. I was still coming down from Wanda's roofie and top heavy as fuck thanks to my ginormous tits. I held them close to my torso with my non-cum hand and fumbled my way in the dark.

I clenched my asscheeks together to keep from leaking yesterday's cum all the way down my leg. I tried not to think about what I must look like. Humiliation washed over me as I jiggled my way in the dark. As scary as this was, as confused as I found myself, it all fed my feminization fantasy. I wasn't hard. I don't think I could get hard under the fake pussy. But little Michael was trying to grow at the thought of being drugged and forced into this situation.

I fumbled into a stall door first. I felt my way to the next. I counted more stall doors than there were in the men's room so that left the women's. Hopefully I was still in the office. It could've been any women's room for all I knew.

I worked my way to where the door would've been if this was the bathroom I thought it was. I came to the light switch before I found the door.

“Thank Christ.” I was still in the office. “Completely feminized. Naked. Jiggling. With a voice that sounds like a sex starved Gillian Anderson and Brian's cum trying to leak out of me. But at least I wasn't taken to a secondary location.”

I gave my eyes a second to adjust to the light and made my way over to the sink. The face that stared back at me was mine, but that was it. The extensions matched my own hair color so perfectly I wondered how long the girls had planned this. The fake tits looked like my own skin. I was hairless from the scalp down, but that wasn't a surprise – I'd spent hours making sure my skin was as femme as possible before I walked into the office yesterday. I should have been seeing some five o'clock shadow by now, but even my face was whisper smooth. They must've done something to that as well.

I power minced my way around the bathroom checking out all the stalls. Not a sign of anyone else and not a stitch of clothing. Unless I turned myself into a toilet paper mummy I was going to be strutting around in my birthday suit a while longer.

I looked longingly at the feminine hygiene dispenser on the wall. If I had a quarter I could do something about my leak. A tampon would've worked best, but even a pad would be enough to let me relax my bottom cheeks.

If I had panties to wear them in.

In theory it was Sunday. No one was in the office unless they had a damn good reason, and the only one I could think of was me. The only people on the other side of the door already knew about me. Brian. The office girls. Anyone else they'd brought in on this. I could walk out there and the only people who'd see me in my shame were the ones who put me in it.

That didn't make it easier.

I closed the stall and took a seat. If I was going to explore I was going to do it with an empty bladder. Peeing was different through the fake pussy, but I eventually figured out how to release. It was messier than pissing as a man. I wouldn't be writing my name in the snow until I got out of this mess.

I wiped myself dry for the first time then wadded up some more TP for my backside. I got what I could and stuffed another wad up my hole as a makeshift tampon. It wasn't perfect, or likely to work more than a few minutes, but it was better than the alternatives.

I poked my head outside the women's room. Morning light filtered through the windows on the other side of the hallway. I didn't see any of the main lights on, but there was enough coming in from outside to supplement the security lights. I could find my way around without too much trouble. Additional trouble.

I must've looked like I was trying to be modest holding my breasts like that with my arms wrapped around my tits, but I was just trying to keep them under control. The damn things must've been D cups or bigger; they were murder on my … everything. If I didn't find the solvent or a bra real soon I was gonna be in big trouble.

There was a light coming out from under the men's room door, but no other sign of life visible from where I was. Had they left it on last night or was Brian in early to continue our game? I decided to circle back to the men's room after checking around the rest of the office. I had a couple stashes of boy clothes in case Brian took things too far. If he'd found those I might be able to make it back to my car once it got dark enough. I had a spare key hidden under the wheelbase and a bag in the trunk that'd cover everything up till I made it home and could hack off the girly prosthetics with proper tools.

I made it into the main part of the office. I tiptoed my way to the unused desk in the bad corner of the floor. I'd hidden a pair of dockers, some sneakers, and a sweatshirt in the bottom drawer. I wasn't sure if the latter would fit over my new assets, but it was better than nothing.

Which is what I found in the drawers. Nothing.

“Fuck!” I kept my voice low in case Brian or the girls were in the inner office.

Now that I was in the office proper I could see the light coming out from under the inner office door. I wasn't sure if anyone was there till I crawled over there and put my ear to the door. I couldn't make out what Brian and the girls were saying, but they were having a lively discussion. Probably about me. I wondered if they still planned on putting me at the bottom of the corporate ladder. All the trouble they'd gone to femming me up didn't lend me a ton of hope.

If I walked in there it'd all start over again. I'd be ordered to do … I didn't even want to imagine what they'd do after yesterday. I don't know how long they'd be before checking in on me, but I didn't think it would be long.

My only chance was the men's room. And even that was a long shot. When I arrived yesterday morning I was wearing my regular clothes and changed into Candy in there. With no one else due into the place all weekend I hadn't bothered taking my things with me. I figured I'd change back that night after Brian was finished with me. I didn't know how sideways things were going to go.

If Brian hadn't collected my things I could grab them and be decent enough to make it to my car and freedom. They'd still have some embarrassing footage of me, but I could deal with that once I was Mike again. There was nothing I could do as Candy.

I listened at the door.

Nothing.

My makeshift tampon was giving up the ghost. I could feel the wicked cum pooling at the edge of my still aching rectum. Even if my clothes weren't in there I still needed to go in there to fix myself up.

I opened the door an inch. When no one said anything or leaped out at me I stuck my whole head in.

“My clothes!” They were right there, where I left them.

I was so happy to see them I wasn't sure where to start. I ran to them I was so excited. As much as I wanted to cover my ass I needed to clean my bum before I tried to slide it into pants. And my boobs were in desperate need of some support. Any support. Even the cheap t-shirt I'd worn into the office yesterday.

That wasn't as easy as I thought.

The shirt was tight on me normally; there just wasn't any space for me to wedge my knockers in. I managed to get it over my head, past my shoulders, but I'd need a crowbar and some lube to work it over these sweater puppies.

My head was covered in shirt when I heard the door swing open.

“Hello.” It was a man's voice and not Brian's.

“What the hell you stopping for, man?” A second man. “Holy crap is she …?”

“Tits-ass naked?” A third man? How many strange guys were flooding in here? “Looks like.”

I pulled the shirt off fast and did the only thing I could – cover my tits with it. I backed up between the urinals and covered my crotch with my other hand.

“I can explain. I can explain.” Maybe I could still talk my way out of this. “It's not what it looks like, I'm …”

“Candy.” The first man said. “I'm George. Wanda's husband. She's told me a lot about you.”

“I didn't think she was supposed to be wearing any guy clothes.” The third man headed for the sinks and picked up my pants and shoes. “Hey. She's my size. You don't mind if I steal these do ya?”

“I don't want any trouble.” I clutched the shirt and squatted as small as I could with my back to the wall. “Just give me my stuff back.”

“That's not your stuff.” The second man walked up, unzipping his fly. I thought he was coming for me, but he turned at the last second and aimed for the urinal to my right. A thick stream of piss fired out of his exposed cock.

Why didn't they have dividers between these damn things?

“I guess I'm making introductions,” George said. “The guy slipping into your pants is Mark. He's dating Amy. Bernie, the guy relieving himself a few inches from your head, he's engaged to Gilly. Brian and the girls asked us over to help you find your new role in the office. Ain't that right, guys?”

“I thought we were here to fuck her throat.” Mark checked out his new pants in the mirror. He tossed his jean shorts over his shoulder.

“That too.” George did everything but roll his eyes at that.

“Poor thing looks scared to death from up here.” Bernie gave me a side look while he finished his piss.

“What do you expect?” George said. “You don't even say hi before you whip your dick out.”

“I had to piss. Didn't you hear me say that before we even opened the door? How much I hadda pee?”

“And you're just helping yourself to her stuff,” George added towards the sink and Mark.

“You and I know she's not getting close to a pair of pants, George. Half the time she's not gonna be allowed panties.”

“That's as maybe, but we don't have to be dicks about it.”

“I thought that was the point.” Bernie made a point of zipping up. “Us being dicks towards her.”

“Don't pay them any attention, Candy.” George gestured for me to come towards him. “Now come over here and let me get a good look at you.”

I don't know why I obeyed. Maybe it was because he was slightly nicer than the other two. Maybe I wanted to put some distance between me and the urinals before Mark could take his place on my left. I kept the shirt close and walked towards him as best I could without standing all the way up.

“They did a job on you, didn't they?” George put his hand on the shirt and pulled until I gave up resisting. I let it go and covered my girls with both arms.

“I guess. I woke up this way.”

“She even sounds like a bitch.” Mark walked up to us. I saw my own pants staring back at me as I looked his way.

“What did they use to plump up her ass?” Bernie flushed and walked up to me. “Or is that more rubber?”

“Don't know,” George said. “Wanda mentioned something about shots, but I got no idea.”

“She on the rag?” Bernie walked up behind me, cutting off my last way out.

“No!” I wanted to turn my butt away from him, but there was no way without pointing it at one of the others.

“Somebody's sensitive.” Mark took the shirt from George and traded it for the muscle T he was in.

“Brian said he came in you, sweetie,” George spoke to me. “Is that it? His jizz leaking out?”

I nodded.

“You want a pair of panties to cover up? Something to fit a nice thick absorbent maxi-pad in?”

“I'd like some clothes please.” At that point I didn't care if they were girl clothes; I just needed to be covered.

“Knock knock.” Gilly's voice came from the door before it opened a couple inches. “Our new junior secretary has gone walkabout. Any chance she got confused and tried to go potty with you big boys?”

“She's here,” George said. “Asking for panties. Hope you didn't skimp on the bra; she's got a lovely set of coconuts.”

“Hey, Candy,” Gilly called inside. “Earn your clothes with the boys then meet us in the ladies'. We'll get you kitted out.”

“You got any tampons, hon?” Bernie asked. “She leaves a trail wherever she goes.”

“If you want to shove something up her, you're just gonna have to improvise, Bern.” Gilly's tone got slightly harsher when she spoke to me. “We're not gonna do anything you haven't already done already with Brian. Less even. Bad jokes aside your ass is off limits. For now. Brian plowed you pretty good last night and we want to give your boi pussy some time off to recover. Be a good girl and blow them off then we'll get you dressed and sorted out. Sound good?”

“No.”

“Not my fantasy, sissy.” Gilly closed the door. “Have fun, guys.”

I was already eye level with their crotches when the men started unzipping.

“We don't want to hurt you, Candy.” George pulled his dick all the way out. He wasn't as large as Brian, but he was getting hard and almost in my face. “We'll take it as slow or fast as you want, but this is gonna happen.”

I nodded up at him.

“Unless you say 'no.'” George put one hand on my chin while he worked himself all the way erect with the other. “I'm happy playing dubcon, but I'm not gonna rape you.”

For an answer I wrapped my hand around the shaft and kissed the head. I breathed him in. He smelled strong and manly and everything else I wasn't.

“Brian wasn't kidding,” George told the other men over my head. “She's got a mouth on her this one.”

I heard zippers and fapping on either side of me as I worked George's shaft with my mouth and hand. I couldn't see if the man who took my free hand was Mark or Bernie, but I was quickly working his shaft. The other man pulled my hand from George's shaft and I was blowing George while giving handjobs to the other two.

I worked George to a frenzy. Until he had his hands on the side of my head and was literally fucking my face.

“Jesus you're … Oh, God. Oh, God. I'm gonna … I'm gonna unload down your throat.” George put his hand on the back of my head after he speared my throat. I couldn't pull back when the first salty spurt hit my tonsils.

George rode my face till he was spent. I fell to the side and Mark took his place inside me. He tasted different then George. Or Brian. If I … if I did this long enough would I be able to tell my men by taste? The thought added fuel to the job I was doing on Mark's knob.

Mark came faster than George and tossed me off him before he was finished spewing. Most made it down my throat, but the last few spurts caught me in the face and tits. I clawed my way up only to find Bernie's dick.

I still hadn't gotten the other men's tastes out of my mouth when I added Bernie's flavor. I looked up at him when my nose was buried in his pubes. Bernie smiled down at me as he let me bob slowly on his shaft.

“You're right,” Bernie said to George, but was looking at me. “Candy was born to suck cock, weren't ya, girl?”

I nodded around his cock.

“Where ya want it, Candy?” Bernie didn't break eye contact. “Mouth, face, or tits?”

I opened my mouth a little around him and pointed inside before closing back around him.

“You like the taste?”

I nodded.

“Good girl.”

Bernie made me work for it more than the others. I slurped. I twirled my tongue around the head. I pistoned my face against him like a reverse woodpecker. I was almost ready to beg Bernie to cum down my throat when I felt the familiar heat the preceded ejaculation.

“Looks like you earned your clothes, Candy.” George helped me to my feet. “Try not to drip too much on your way to the women's room. Oh, and if any of us ever catch you in this bathroom again, you're getting bent over and filled. Understood?”

“Yes, sir.” Clenching my asscheeks wasn't so hard. I headed out the door as fast as my feet could mince me out of there.”

-----

Amy was waiting for me in the women's room when I jiggled in.

“Looks like you had yourself a good time.” Amy gave me a side-eyed smile. “God, those hooters look bigger on you than they did in the box.”

“Can you do anything about them? I'm not above getting on my knees and begging you.”
“Sorry, Candy. Your girls are staying put. I do have some bras to help with your back. If you're a good girl I'll take you for a fitting over lunch next week.”

“I … ok. Thanks.”

“Let's just get you cleaned up first.” She came towards me with a damp face cloth. “How you holding up back there?”

“Still leaking,” I admitted.

“I guess you aren't the first girl to use toilet paper when she didn't have anything better. What you wanna take care of first? Panties and pad or bra and boob support?”

“I don't suppose getting me my guy clothes is an option? No. Don't even say it, I can see it on your face.”

“If I let you wear pants would you really be living your sissy dream?”

“Yes?”

“Pull these on.” Amy tossed me a pair of pink panties. Even folded up I could see the lace flowers. “Get em up to your thighs and I'll show you how to put your Kotex in. Assuming you haven't rocked a pad before.”

“No.”

“Give yourself a wipe.” Amy handed me some more TP and a wastebasket. “Then watch what I do.”

In less than a minute Amy had my pad sorted out and my panties in place. The first two bras were ridiculously small. I thought the third was too, but Amy seemed happy. I felt weird actually supporting boobs for the first time, but the support was Heaven.

“Garter belt or stay ups?” Amy asked.

“I get a choice?”

“Sure. You'll be in both sooner or later.”

“Stay ups.”

“Sorry. You're gonna have to sit on the potty to put 'em on. Don't fall in.”

I took a seat and worked one black stocking up at a time. “How long are you going to do this to me?”

“Let you be Candy?”

“Make me be Candy.”

“Tomato tomahto. And I don't know. Till you get this out of your system. Or it stops being hilarious bossing you around. So a real long time.”

“Is there any way I can access my … equipment?” I had to pull my tits down to look at my flat panty crotch.

“Gilly thinks you can still cum. If you hit it just right with a toy or you get lucky with a boy. Getting hard? Brian jerkin' ya off may be the last stiffie you get to experience. From that side of the peen, that is.”

“This is new stuff. Is everything you're dressing me in new?”

“Pretty much. Between super-sizing your boobs and the butt injections we figured there wasn't much of your old Candy wardrobe that'd still fit. Don't worry, we got you stuff that's every bit as professional as the clothes you're giving up.

“Speaking of. You're gonna love these heels. Catch.”

I held my hands up before the incoming shoebox landed on my face.

They were black and strappy. So shiny they were almost mirrors. “Four inch heels?” I was actually pleasantly surprised; I was expecting stripper heels inhes higher.

“Three and a half.” Amy watched me put them on. “They'll be a little easier to navigate while you get used to being femme 24/7 and still keep you shorter than any of the guys. And most of the girls. I think you'll have an inch on me, but I'm cool with that. My power doesn't depend on how tall I am.”

“Is this it?”

“Of course it isn't, silly.” Amy took me by the hand and pulled me out of the stall. “I'm sure the boys would love to watch you wiggle around the office like that, but we're gonna give you some real clothes.”

“Real bimbo clothes?” I eyed the little black skirt Amy was handing me.

“Totally.” Amy held the skirt out at arm's length and pulled the waistband. “The rest of the girls and I spent forever deciding just how short one of these could get before it crossed the line into bedroom wear.”

“And this passed?” I worked it up my thighs and slid the side zipper into place. My stocking tops were covered. If I didn't move. Or breathe. Or think too hard.

“Barely.”

The blouse she handed me buttoned up the front, but there weren't as many buttons as I'd have been happy with. “That's a lot of cleavage.” I stared down at my on-display knockers.

“Candy seems like the kind of girl who flaunts what she's got.”

“I'm really not.”

“And here's your purse.”

“More pads.” They were the first thing that jumped out at me when I looked in. “Guess I should be glad you don't think Candy's a tampon kinda gal.”

“As many men poppin' in you? You'd have toxic shock in a week.”

“What's the rest of this stuff? These aren't my keys. Or anything of mine.”

“They are now. I'm sure Brian and Wanda wanna walk you through that stuff. Let's get your hair and makeup and they can tell you all about it face-to-face.”

“Is this really happening?”

“Yeah.”

“I have a billion questions.”

“I've got blush, foundation, lipstick, and a ton of product.”

-----

Brian was seated at my desk when I finally strut into my office.

Only “my” was now “his”.

The men who came down my throat and on my face sat on the sofa on the far side of the room. Mark was still wearing my guy clothes. I blushed when he caught me checking him out. He wore them better than I ever had.

Wanda stood behind and to the right of Brian. Gilly sat on a chair beside Wanda. Amy took the empty chair on the left.

There wasn't a chair for me.

Amy did a pretty amazing job sorting me out. I hardly recognized myself in the bathroom mirror when she was finished with me. I'd been dressing one way or the other since I was a teenager, but I could always see a bit of my old self under the makeup and clothes.

Not this time. If I didn't know any better I'd swear the woman looking back at me in the reflection was my sister. If I had one. The outfit was pushing things for an office environment, but still technically kosher. I was displaying a ton more cleavage and leg than I was happy with, but I'd seen office girls wearing less (if only barely) on the streets.

The blazer Amy had me slip on over my button down blouse should have made me look more professional, but it somehow drew even more attention to my breasts. If I stood a certain way I was positive the rubber nipples could be seen through the thin layers of blouse and bra. Amy said I was imagining things, but Amy can't be trusted.

The extensions are piled up on top of my head. The type of updo you see in every clichéd male fantasy. A few loose strands falling down to suggest I was barely keeping myself under control; a couple long pins holding everything in place. All I'd have to do was pull them out and my new hair would cascade down in a hopefully attractive way.

It sounds like an oxymoron, but my makeup was thick, but subtle. It took several layers to hide the last traces of masculinity in my face. Not that there were many, but what there was had to be covered. But the overall effect didn't come off as cheap or garish. It was obvious I was wearing makeup, but only an expert could tell how much it took to give me a demure modest look. The contrast with my bimboesque outfit only made me look hotter.

The glasses weren't prescription; Amy just thought I looked hot in them.

I walked up to the desk not knowing what to do. The heels helped me sway in bouncy feminine way. Amy had given me a couple spanks of encouragement on the way from the bathroom when she didn't think I was putting my all into my jiggle.

I felt everything as I took those last final feet. The earrings dangling from piercings Brian had made me get only a few months ago. The weight of each breast as it bounced in my bra. The feeling of the strap being pulled against my shoulder with each jiggle. The pad between my legs, already wet with some of yesterday's cum. Christ, Brian must've shoved a gallon of the stuff up my backside. My cock buried deep in my new pussy. My feet struggling in my new heels. My stomach rumbling with nerves and hunger. It'd been almost a day since my last meal. My last meal that didn't involve me swallowing one the of the loads the men in the room had fed me.

I stopped in front of the desk. It didn't feel like mine anymore. Not after yesterday. Not with me sashaying in here now dressed as I was. Brian looked like he belonged behind it. Anyone in the room looked like a better fit than me, even Amy and she was the junior secretary.

No. I was. Amy was now my boss. Everyone was now above me. Assuming I didn't wake up.

Brian gave me an expectant look that confused me. I looked to Amy. Was there something I was supposed to do? Something she was supposed to relay to me? I felt as clueless as the bimbo I was dressed as.

Amy gave a pointed look at the front of the desk, but I had no idea what she meant.

“You've forgotten your instructions already?” Brian didn't sound surprised.

“She's new. And not that bright.” Amy managed to defend and insult me in the same breath. “Give her one more chance before you spank her.”

“There was something I told you to do,” Brian said. “Whenever you entered my office. If you don't follow instructions in the next twenty seconds I will punish you in front of all these people. Do you understand, Candy?”

“Do you … do you mean kiss the desk?”

“Fifteen seconds.” Brian nodded.

There was zero chance of me getting on my knees and kissing it in time. Unfortunately that was the only way I was going to get through this with some shred of dignity intact. When I bent at the waist I could feel my skirt lift in the back revealing more of my stocking tops and the rest of the bare-legged gap between stockings and panties. I'm sure the men of the sofa got a full view of my panties. Mark on the end was so close he must've been able to make out the outline of my pad.

Brian and my office girl bosses behind the desk got a good view down my blouse as I leaned forward. I felt like a cow displaying her udders as I lowered my lips to the place I'd been defiled. My first fuck as a girl; and possibly my last squirt as a man.

“Why's she doing that?” I think it was Bernie.

“We'll let Candy explain,” Gilly said. “After she's done.”

I thanked Brian when I was done and turned towards the men on the sofa. I stumble stuttered through an explanation of events that left them laughing their asses off and me blushing like an olde tyme bride going to her wedding night.

“Very good, Candy.” Brian ended my humiliation. “Now it's time to discuss your future around here.”

“We're prepared to give you your fantasy,” Amy continued.

“In all its sordid wonder,” Gilly went on.

“But on our terms,” Wanda finished.

“You want me to be the office girl? Is that it?”

“You want to be our office girl.” Brian looked so powerful behind the desk. Did I ever look that in control when I was in that chair? Probably not. “We're just giving you the tools and the justifications.”

“Without your boy clothes, keys, wallet, and ID there isn't much you can do. Is there, snowflake?”

“I could call the police, Wanda.” But she gave me such a withering stare down I was backtracking within seconds. “No I couldn't.” Not dressed like this.

“The treatments to your hips, ass, and throat won't go away without medical intervention. Costly medical intervention,” Gilly said. “The solvent to unbond your tits and pussy is cheap in comparison, but still more than you have in your purse.”

“You're going to look and sound like a woman for a very long time,” Wanda added.

“Good luck trying to get back in your condo.” Amy at least gave me a sympathetic smile. “Without your key there's no way you're going to convince the powers that be you're really Michael.”

“You can have the home, job, and lifestyle that we assign you or we can let you walk out the door now.” Gilly's smile wasn't sympathetic. “I'm sure a smart girl like you can make a living some way.”

“We'll even give you a box of Trojans on the way out the door,” Wanda pushed the knife in. “Just to show there's no hard feelings.”

“Ok.” I took in a deep breath. “You've told me about the job. What about all the other stuff?”

“Candy, sit in Mark's lap,” Brian ordered.

Mark was a few years younger than me. He worked with his hands and was much much stronger than me. I was kinda surprised he fit into my clothes, but there he was.

He patted his lap as he caught me staring. I blushed as I clicked my way over there in my too high heels.

I'd blown him less than an hour ago, but I could feel his erection poking into me before I'd rested my full weight on his lap. I tried to minimize my contact, but Mark grabbed my hips and wiggled me around until the shaft was resting between my cheeks. I was wearing a thick pad, but I swear I could feel each vein of his hard cock.

“Ok. So the guys and me decided if you don't wanna be a man anymore, that's cool.” Mark bounced me on his lap as he spoke. “But you gotta give us something in return.”

“Another blowjob?” I wanted some serious food before I took another load down my throat.

“I like where your mind's going, but that's more your way of thanking us for doing all this fun girly crap to ya.” Mark wrapped his arms around my belly. “The price to be our little bimbo secretary is gonna be some of your guy stuff.”

“Guy stuff?”

“Not like you're gonna be doing any guy things any time soon.”

“Doing guys, definitely,” Gilly snarked. “But no guy stuff.”

“What do you want?” I had a nervous pull at the bottom of my stomach.

“Your clothes. Your man clothes, that is.” Mark's hands wandered closer to my crotch.

“And your old girl stuff too,” Amy added. “Never know when I wanna play dress up in the bedroom. And it's not like you can fit into any of it anyway, Candy. Not with those ginormous sweater puppies you're rockin' now.”

“So? Can I have your stuff?” Mark's fingers wandered onto bare flesh under my skirt.

“yes”

“Not good enough,” Brian said.

“Make her beg for it,” Wanda demanded.

“You heard the boss.” The tip of Mark's finger teased the edge of my panties. “Make it good, girl.”

“I want you to please … pretty please … pretty please with sugar on top … take my boy clothes from me.” Was I really saying this? Was I really willing to give this part of my manhood up? But even as I asked myself the questions the words came tumbling off my lips. “I don't ever want to wear pants again. I can't imagine going outside without a bra. Please, oh please, keep my in panties, Mr. Mark.”

Mark swung me around on his lap until I was riding it sidesaddle. He grabbed my chin between thumb and forefinger and pulled my mouth to his. Mark's tongue was hot and angry when it invaded my mouth. I wondered if he could taste himself on my breath as he claimed me with his kiss. I could. I could taste nothing but three men's loads and a faint whisper of lipstick.

Another pair of strong hands wrapped themselves around my waist. I actually found myself struggling to stay on Mark. Holding his rugged shoulders with my tiny hands as Bernie pulled me from Mark's lap to his. They were so close my feet lower legs were still on Mark.

“I want this.” Bernie held the keys to my car in front of my face. “And the truck. They are much too butch for a lady like you.”

“What'll I drive?” I looked nervously from Bernie's face to the keys.

“Other than cocks? Nothing. Sissies don't drive.” Bernie held something in his other hand. It took me a second to recognize the subway pass. “You'll be using this to get anywhere you need to go. Unless you can convince someone to give you a lift.”

“What do I have to say?” I asked.

“The thing you fantasized saying, but didn't dare in a million years to say out loud,” Brian answered. “Don't hold back. I'll know if you're holding back.”

I gulped and nodded my pretty little head. I don't know if it was going to be easier or harder saying what I wanted after blabbering out my fantasy response to Mark. I could feel Mark's hands still on my lower legs. Bernie had one arm behind me; the hand with the subway pass was working its way up my thigh.

“You're right, Mr. Bernie, sissies shouldn't drive and those awful things are much much too manly for a little thing like me.” My cheeks burned as I went on. “Please take them off my hands. I don't know what to do with them if you don't. Candy doesn't even have a driver's license.”

“And never will.” Bernie pulled me closer.

“Maybe if I'm a good girl you can let me be with you in the passenger seat.” I slid a hand under me until I found his crotch. He wasn't as hard as Mark was when I found him, but it didn't take much to make him grow under me. “I'd be ever so grateful.”

Bernie's tongue tasted different than Mark's. Like their cocks. I wondered how many parts of each of my four men I'd become taste-sensitive too. Would I be able to lick an armpit blindfolded and know it was George? Kiss an ass and know it belonged to Mark?

I put up no resistance when George pulled me onto his lap. My feet were now off the floor completely and resting on Mark's lap. My ass was on George's erection, but the rest of my legs stretched out over the other two. I don't know when it happened, but the subway card had been stuffed in my panties.

George had another set of keys dangling in my face. The ones to my condo.

“But where will I stay?” I asked the obvious question, hoping George would take me in to my own place. Being a guest in my own home felt weird and sexy at the same time.

“In my old place,” Amy offered.

“We're all getting an upgrade,” Wanda said. “George and I move into your condo. Gilly moves into our old apartment; Amy into Gilly's.”

“And you get Amy's little place.” George caught the keys Amy tossed.

“Yeah, it's a good thing your clothes are so tiny; not a lotta closet space at my place.”

“Everything's ready.” George got my attention back by shaking the keys. “Amy's stuff is already at Gilly's; your new wardrobe is waiting for you at her old place. Just prove to me you want it.”

I didn't bother with words this time. I put my hands on either side of George's head and pulled my face into his opening my mouth submissively until it was filled with his tongue. I only let go long enough to take Amy's, now my, keys and stuff them down my bra for safe keeping.

“There's only one thing left.” Brian's words echoed in the world outside George's kiss.

Brian was standing over me when George pulled me away. No. Towered is the best word. Even in the heels my assistant manager turned boss was over a head taller than me; laying flat out on the sofa I was barely level with his crotch.

Brian picked me up like I weighed nothing. He could've easily carried me like a bride over the threshold the few steps it took to get back to his (and, yes, it was now his) desk, but he tossed me over his shoulder caveman style and only let me go when he flopped me onto his lap as he took his seat.

“There's paperwork.” Brian hadn't broken a sweat much less gotten winded manhandling me. “Transfer of titles for the vehicles and property. A lease agreement for your new place. The name change paperwork should go through the court pretty quickly. Once that's done we can get you a non-driver's ID, bank account, etc in your real name.”

“What about my own bank account? And my portfolio?”

“All that, and this company, will be your gift to me. The final pieces of your male identity and privilege you are giving up to live your dream.”

“What about me?”

“Candy? Well, Candy gets a hundred bucks in her purse and Amy's old pay rate.”

I let that sink in. I paid Amy ok for a flunky, but still a lit less than I was used to.

“Starting pay rate,” Amy clarified. “You take this deal you're getting paid what I was when I walked through that door. You'll have to prove you're worth more.”

My penis stirred in its confinement. Holy fuck, this was it. Everything I had fantasized about. Everything I'd confided in Brian with over the past few months. My life would go from top of the heap to an almost literal sissy hell. Trapped in whatever clothes they gave me or I could afford with the pittance left over after rent and food and utilities.

Forced to suck them off or take it up one of my other holes whenever they made me.

And if I agreed would I ever be with a woman ever again? Of the seven people in the room only the men had expressed any sexual interest in me. Wanda and Gilly looked down at me; Amy saw me as a project. Someone to sculpt into some Platonic bimbo ideal.

“I'd be stupid to say yes.” I hadn't realized I said the words out loud until Wanda laughed.

“Sounds like we got our answer.”

“Don't be mean, Wanda.” Brian's tone was warm and gentle. “Candy's a very smart bimbo, aren't you, Candy?”

“yes, sir”

“Good girl,” he cooed at me.

Brian put a finger in my mouth and pushed it to the back of my throat to get it wet. He didn't bother taking his time working his hand up my thigh and into my panties; he only slowed down long enough to pull pad and panties aside before working his spit covered finger into my still slightly damp hole. After taking his cock yesterday, the single finger slid in with only minor difficulty. He buried himself up to the last knuckle and left his hand inside me.

“The thing to remember, Candy.” Brian used his free hand to hold me while the other impaled my ass. “Is there are more than one kind of smart. Mike was man-smart. Candy is sissy-smart. Both are valid, but both will come up with different answers to the same question.

“When you said it would be stupid to sign was that you trying to be Mike or Candy?”

“Mike,” I admitted.

“Do you feel like Mike right now?”

“no”

“When was the last time you did?”

“I don't know … Friday, maybe. Before I got home and started getting ready for our big day.”

“Were you happy when you were Mike?”

“no”

“When was the last time you were?”

“I can't … I can't remember.” I shook my head as I tried to think. “A long time. A very long time.”

“Is Candy happy?” Brian punctuated his question with a further push up my butt.

“yes”

“Always?”

“Most of the time. It was scary waking up like this. Alone. Cold.”

“Were you ever scared when you were Mike?” Brian was already referring to my male self in the past tense.

“All the time.”

“Why?”

“It's hard. Being in charge. Performing. Being the one with the penis.”

“I know. I know.” Brian started rocking me back and forth, gently fucking me with his finger while the rest of him soothed me. “You know what you have to do to make all that go away, don't you, Candy?”

I nodded.

“If you do I can't promise it'll be easy.”

“There'll be days you're going to want to shove those heels up my ass,” Wanda said.

“Or look at a pair of pants longingly,” Amy added. “Boy pants, girl pants, it won't matter. You'll just want a pair.”

“If you sign on the dotted line I promise you I'm going to treat you like the stupid slut you are,” Gilly answered. “And you're just a big enough of a perv I think that might be a selling point.”

“Wanda and I are thinking of having a baby once we move into our new condo.” George was smiling. “She's made it clear once she's in a family way our sex life will be on the shelf for a year after the baby comes. She doesn't mind me using you in the meantime. And I will.”

“Any hole you want to, sweetie.” Wanda was talking to George.

“Gilly hates giving head,” Bernie said. “But has zero problems with me getting all I want from you.”

“I'd have a problem if it was a woman,” Gilly admitted. “But sissies don't count.”

“Without using their fingers,” Wanda added.

“I like blowjobs as much as the next guy,” Mark said. “But I'll probably focus on your ass and pussy.”

“But only when I'm on my period.” Amy literally put her foot down as she said it. “It's not cheating if I'm bleeding. And it's Candy.”

“And if that's not enough cock for you I'll take any hole I want any time I want.” Brian rammed his point home by adding a second finger. “And you will thank me for it afterwards. With words and by kissing the dick that took you.”

“yes, sir”

Brian rolled me off his lap slow enough I was able to land on my hands and knees, but so fast I didn't have time to even think about modesty. My skirt flipped up showing the men on the sofa all my legs and most of my ass. One fake tit slipped out of its bra cup and through the cleavage window in my blouse.

“You can stay down there on your knees as long as you want,” Brian said. “When you get up you'll either sign your Mike-life away or walk out that door with your condoms and a hundred bucks in your purse. Ok, the last part is roleplay. We'll keep you as Candy a couple weeks and let you get back to playing boss when we've had our jollies.”

“And if I sign?”

“That's real. You become our corporate cum bucket, Amy's direct report, and the cock whore of the men behind the ladies in the office. It won't be a bed of roses.”

I knelt there staring at my reflection in Brian's leather shoes, thinking about what I was doing. Telling myself it had to end. I had to trade the keys jangling in my empty bra cup with the ones to my real home. Give back the subway card and retrieve my car. Get rid of my tits and ass and somehow get myself to sound like a man again.

All that made sense. All that was the smart thing to do.

Man-smart.

But what would Candy do?

I had my answer as I pulled myself to my knees. Brian offered me his hand for balance as I navigated the heels the rest of the way standing.

The papers were waiting for me. So many places to sign, date, and initial. So many times to give Mike away and accept life as Candy. But they were just paper. I could knock them off the desk casually. I could ruin them with spit. Hell, I could pull my panties down and sit on them till Brian's left over cum did the job.

“What name should I sign?” I picked up the pen and looked at the first page long enough to know where to sign. I didn't bother reading. “Mike's or Candy's?”
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