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FULL SERVICE SECRETARY

Grayson is in a desperate situation. He’s in debt, with no way to pay it back.

That is until the beautiful Ms Sereine makes him a proposal. Become her pretty, feminine secretary, and embrace the very generous incentive scheme she’s willing to offer him.

The question is, how far is Grayson willing to go to earn those bonus payments?

Grayson is deep in debt and his life is out of control. He’s behind on payments, and his love life is a mess. With interest piling up and the threat of creditors knocking on his door he goes to see Ms Sereine, the woman who set up his loan.

She’s sympathetic, and she wants to help, so she offers Grayson a solution. She’s in need of a secretary, a pretty, feminine, girly secretary, and she thinks Grayson would be perfect for the role. There’s just one problem.

The salary is less than Grayson’s currently on. How is he meant to make payments on a lower salary when he’s already struggling?

Ms Sereine has considered that. Her work in sales sees her earning generous bonuses. She’s willing to share some of her commissions if Grayson is willing to put in a little extra effort.

Grayson agrees to Ms Sereine’s terms. He steps into the role of her secretary and as time passes he begins to find that the extra effort feels like no effort at all. Soon Grayson finds himself on a journey of self-discovery as he uncovers desires and talents and needs he never knew he had.

As Grayson works to pay off his debt he is transformed and he struggles to accept his new glamorous, flirtatious, and brazen identity. He’s just working to pay off his debt, right? And the more effort he puts in, the more service he’s willing to offer, the faster his debt is paid off.

And that’s why he’s doing it all, right?

But what happens when the debt is paid off? What if there’s more motivating Grayson than just his debt and the repayments?

What if deep down Grayson was born to be a Full Service Secretary?


One

The clock hand ticked loudly as Grayson watched it marking off the seconds before his appointment. He was torn between wanting it to hurry up, the waiting almost the worst part, and wanting it to stop entirely, wanting time to freeze so he never need face what he knew was coming.

Yet, the second hand remained steadfast and regular as literal clockwork, tick, tock, tocking away the intervals of time before he had to face his fate. Taking a deep breath he looked away from the clock and scanned the waiting area, the expensive chairs and tables, the well-kept pot plants, the luscious art on the walls, the thick wool carpets, trying desperately to distract himself and ease the sense of dread that was bubbling in his gut.

Why did he need to get here so early? It was bad enough having this appointment first thing in the morning, but arriving early just meant he had even more time to sit and wait and stew, winding himself into spirals of anxiety and worry. Yet, what choice did he have, really?

As fretful and as stressed as he was about this appointment, he knew that there was no chance he could ever have risked being late. So, wanting to take the pitfalls of early morning commuter traffic into account, the potential for accidents and traffic jams, he’d set off far earlier than he’d needed to.

And it was just his typical luck that traffic this morning was a dream. He’d arrived even earlier than he’d expected, and so it was that he’d been sat for almost twenty minutes already, replaying possibilities and catastrophising outcomes in his head, his chest getting tighter and tighter and tighter as the seconds ticked down.

He could almost feel his blood pounding in his skull, and that was never a good sign. Grayson knew that getting stressed wouldn’t help, that fretting about what might happen didn’t solve anything, yet he couldn’t help it. He was a worrier, always had been, and had accepted that he probably always would be.

Taking another deep breath he turned his attention to the pile of papers in his lap, checking he had everything he figured he might need. As he looked through them all he felt his heart sinking.

“Why did I have to be so stupid.” He muttered to himself.

He’d thought it was romantic, chivalrous, a gesture of his passion and his love, a way to make sure Coleen stayed with him, but it had ultimately just been one in a line of massive mistakes. He always did it, only this time it was worse.

“Grayson?”

Grayson looked up at the call of his name, looked across the waiting room to the door he was sat opposite, and his heart sank.

“I… yeah.”

The woman in the doorway smiled, a cool if somewhat friendly expression. She stepped out and to the side, gesturing for Grayson to enter.

“Pleasure to meet you, Grayson. I’m Ms Sereine. Would you like to step into my office and we can begin?”

Grayson rose to his feet but his legs felt heavy. He couldn’t take his eyes off Ms Sereine, and seeing her had made his mind go blank in the way it always did around beautiful women. That was one of the reasons he was here, the fact that his brain just didn’t work properly around attractive women.

Why did it have to be someone hot?
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Grayson sat in the chair opposite Ms Sereine who sat behind her desk, a large ornate wooden block of furniture that was clear except for her computer monitor, her keyboard, and the papers relevant to this meeting. Looking around her office Grayson could tell she was efficient and at the very least competent. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe…

“So, Grayson, you wanted to discuss your payment schedule?” Ms Sereine said.

She was still smiling, and Grayson couldn’t help but stare into her brilliant green eyes, shimmering behind her thick-rimmed glasses. Her gaze was sharp, intelligent, and there was the unnerving sense that she was reading him like an open book.

He shifted and tried not to stare, but it was difficult.

Ms Sereine was tall, taller than Grayson by at least six inches in her heels, but Grayson, as short as he was, was used to women being taller than him, even if not by quite so much. Yet her height alone would not have been nearly as impressive if it hadn’t been for her figure.

Dressed in a simple, tight-fitting, grey dress, cut to just above her knee, Grayson had been granted ample opportunity to admire Ms Sereine’s long, full legs, the shape of them only further defined by her high heels. Worse, the tight fit of her dress and the heels on her feet made the sway of her hips and ass as she walked almost provocative, and Grayson had felt his eyes almost glued to her full, pert, round butt.

With her trim waist, and her full chest, her breasts straining at the fabric of her dress, the low-cut neck showing off her cleavage, Grayson could almost feel his mind turning to jelly. He needed to focus though. It was exactly this kind of reaction around beautiful women that had got him into this mess.

As she sat across from him he tried to focus on her face, keeping his gaze off of her chest as she leaned over her desk, almost inviting him to stare, the smooth, pale, flawless freckled flesh of her tits inviting, but looking into her eyes did not help. She was strikingly beautiful, her face almost regal, freckles flecked across her cheeks, her long curly red hair tied up in a messy bun that only accentuated the formality and style of the rest of her look.

And her eyes… those deep green eyes staring at him, the make-up light and simple, long lashes, making her eyes deeper, brighter, more dazzling. How was he meant to focus around her? How was he meant to…

“Grayson?” Ms Sereine spoke again, grinning, as though she knew what effect she had on him.

“Oh, yes, my payments. I… I don’t think I can keep making them, at least not at the current rate, and I wanted to see if there was an option of refinancing or something, maybe…”

Grayson was mumbling, nervous, flustered. He could feel his heart racing.

He needed to work something out because his loan was killing him. With his job, there was no way he could keep making the payments at the rate he was.

He should never have taken it out in the first place, but Coleen had convinced him. It hadn’t been hard for Coleen to convince him.

As beautiful and as sexy as his ex-girlfriend had been, she’d only had to ask once and he’d agreed. She needed a car for work after all, a way to get around, a way to meet clients and get to appointments, and she needed a nice car to show that she was successful, after all, success breeds success, she had said.

Only, she’d not been able to get a loan in her name due to issues with a previous boyfriend, or so she’d said. So, could Grayson sign the loan agreement and she’d then make the payments?

It had made sense to Grayson. He had an excellent credit score, so had managed to get a loan agreement with great rates, had been able to purchase a very nice car for Coleen. She’d made the first payment, and then… she’d broken up with him, had found someone better.

Grayson was used to painful breakups, women finding someone better than him, someone more masculine or handsome or successful, but what he wasn’t used to was being left with a debt he couldn’t afford. Which is why he’d asked for this meeting. He was hoping he could work something out. Otherwise…

“I’m afraid there’s nothing I can do.” Ms Sereine said. “The repayment plan and the rates are fixed.”

Grayson’s heart sank. Ms Sereine had been the one who’d helped him set up the loan, had been the one who’d sold him the car, who helped him work out the rates and payment plan that had helped him buy a car that was way outside of his means, so he’d been hoping…

“I could always purchase the car back from you if you’d like, sadly it’d need to be for a much-reduced price, but a large down payment on the loan might mean we could work out a refinancing agreement.”

“I… I don’t have the car.” Grayson said.

He could feel his heart sinking as the reality of the situation set in. He’d signed the loan agreements, had put his name on those papers, but the car… the car was in Coleen’s name. She legally owned it, while Grayson legally owned the debt.

“I see. Well then, that does leave our options rather limited. You’ve already missed one repayment and there is another due soon. If you don’t keep up to date on your payment schedule we will be forced to call in collectors.”

Grayson paled. He didn’t own much, but if collectors were called out what little he did own would be forfeit. He’d be left with nothing, while Coleen got to drive off with a brand new sports car and zero consequences. It just wasn’t fair…

But, Grayson knew he only had himself to blame.
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It was always the same. Grayson would meet a girl and fall head over heels for her and would do whatever he could to impress her.

It didn’t help that he felt he had so many failings to make up for. He wasn’t particularly smart, or successful, he was far from rich, and he was not what he’d ever considered handsome, so he’d always tried to impress in other ways.

True, Grayson wasn’t unattractive, his face was symmetrical, and maybe even alluring in some ways—more than a few of his friends had commented on his features over the years, telling him he had nice eyes, or good cheekbones, a couple of his female friends telling him they were jealous of his lips and his lashes—but it was not the classically handsome face that a man was supposed to have. On top of that, he was short and slim and… just not very manly.

In high school, he’d been self-conscious about it, about his figure, about how slight and effeminate he was, his lack of body hair, his butt that was too round, his hips that were too wide, but he’d hoped that he was just a late bloomer. As he’d reached his late teens and graduated high school that hope had dwindled. As he’d gotten into his early twenties, graduating college, the hope had all but gone. Now, in his mid-twenties, the hope had vanished.

He was always going to be small and boyish, slim and short and self-conscious. He was always going to be awkward around beautiful women because he knew he’d never be good enough. Maybe now though he’d finally learn the lesson to stop trying to make up for it in ways that would get him in trouble, though Grayson doubted it.

“I… I’m not sure what I can do. I don’t have any savings and I don’t earn enough to make the payments, not with my other commitments. I can make some but… you said you can’t refinance. Is there nothing you can do? I’m not trying to get out of paying it, just… I can’t afford it.”

Ms Sereine stared at Grayson for a moment and she smiled. She seemed almost sympathetic, and as she stared at him Grayson got the sense she was studying him, surveying him. He shifted in his seat, uncomfortable under her scrutiny.

“Might I ask then why you took out the loan? If you knew you could not afford it then… why?”

Grayson took a deep breath. Maybe if he explained himself Ms Sereine would be compassionate. Maybe then she’d be able to help. So, blushing with shame and embarrassment, Grayson explained himself.

Ms Sereine listened, nodding. When Grayson finished she sat quiet for a moment.

“I see. That is a… most unfortunate circumstance. I feel sorry for you, really, but the loan is fixed. There is nothing I can do about it. But… maybe… I might be able to help in another way, though it is a little… unconventional.” Ms Sereine said.

“Anything. Please.” Grayson said.

Ms Sereine smiled, a grin that made her eyes twinkle. Something in her expression sent a thrill down Grayson’s spine.

“How would you like a job that would mean you could make those repayments?”

Grayson broke into a broad smile. His current job was a dead end, paying only enough to live on. If he could get a better job and pay off the loan then he could write off this whole experience as something to learn from.

“Please. Yes. That’d be amazing.”

“Well then, how about I explain what it is I’m offering?”
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“You… you’re serious?” Grayson asked.

Ms Sereine nodded.

“Deadly. I know it is a little unorthodox but it is the best I can do. You need a better-paying job and I have need of a new secretary. Now, normally I’d want to interview you and check your qualifications, but I know from your loan application that you’re more than qualified on paper, and I’ve spent enough time with you that I don’t think an interview is needed. Plus, I feel a little sorry for you, and I want to help.”

Grayson was quiet for a moment. Ms Sereine had offered him a job as her secretary, except…

“Surely a secretary would make less than I make now though, so how would that…”

Ms Sereine held up a hand, silencing Grayson so she could speak.

“We pay quite well here, and in your case, given your circumstances, I’d be willing to pay you at the upper end of that salary range. True, that would be a bit less than you’re on now, but there is the chance for regular bonuses should you do well. Given my position in sales, I earn regular bonuses for selling and landing big contracts. If you, as my secretary, help me, then I see no reason why I couldn’t share some of that good fortune with you.”

Grayson was quiet for a moment. Given Ms Sereine’s position as a senior salesperson at a luxury car showroom he imagined she could make quite substantial bonuses, and given her charismatic and very attractive personality and appearance, he could only assume she was an excellent salesperson—hell, she’d sold him a car he definitely couldn’t afford, which is what had, partially at least, caused him to end up in this mess.

“And the… the dress code?” Grayson asked.

Ms Sereine smiled. She nodded.

“Mandatory I’m afraid. Which I understand might be off-putting, but that’s one of the reasons I’d be willing to pay you so well.”

“But…”

Again she held up a hand to silence him. Grayson fell quiet, feeling small and timid. His head was spinning.

“No buts. The offer is simple enough. Take the job and you should, if you perform your job well, be able to make the loan repayments while also taking more home than you do now. I know you have your doubts but if I didn’t think this would work and if I didn’t think you could do it I wouldn’t be offering.”

Grayson sat for a moment. The offer was generous, a new job, the chance to be able to pay back the loan and earn more. But… there was one problem.

Ms Sereine’s secretary had to be a woman. It was company policy. So, if Grayson were to accept the job, then he’d need to come to work as a girl. He’d need to dress, act, talk, and pass convincingly as a female version of himself. Could he really…

“Well?” Ms Sereine asked.

Grayson took a deep breath, exhaled slowly. He knew he didn’t really have a choice.

“I’ll do it.” He said.

Ms Sereine smiled.

“Excellent. You can start first thing tomorrow morning. But first… what do you have planned for the rest of the day?” She asked.

Grayson had a feeling it didn’t matter what he had planned.

“Nothing important. Why?” He asked, a sinking feeling in his stomach.

“Because you need to go shopping, and you need to get ready.” Ms Sereine said, grinning. “But don’t worry, I’m going to help.”


Two

Ms Sereine waited while Grayson phoned into his current job, handing in his notice over the phone and using his built-up leave to forgo his notice period. His boss expressed sadness that he was leaving, but not much. It was a dead-end job after all, and he was used to a high turnover of lower-level workers. With the call made, she shepherded Grayson out to her car.

“Get in. I’ll drive.” She said.

Grayson was in awe of her car. It was sleek and glamorous, just like Ms Sereine, and it was painted in a shimmering shade of dark magenta, the pain metallic, a custom paint job that must have cost a lot. Maybe Grayson’s bonuses really would make up for having to come to work as a girl.

As Ms Sereine unlocked it Grayson opened the passenger door and climbed in, buckling his seatbelt and sitting awkwardly as Ms Sereine settled in and started the engine.

He could not help but admire her legs out of the corner of his vision as they worked the pedals, the hem of her dress riding up to flash her thighs, and as she turned to face him he had to focus to not look at her cleavage, a task that was made harder by their difference in height, her chest almost level with his head.

“Any preference about where we head first?” Ms Sereine asked.

Grayson was still for a moment. He had no idea where they should go and what he needed to get ready for his job as Ms Sereine’s secretary, let alone a preference about where to go first, so he just shrugged.

Ms Sereine smiled at that, her eyes twinkling, an expression of almost joy. Was she enjoying this? The thought left Grayson both confused and flustered.

“Well then, I guess I’ll just decide for you. But don’t worry, you’re in very safe hands with me.” She said.

And with that, she slipped the car into gear and headed out into traffic, driving just a little too fast and just a little too erratically for Grayson. It was all he could do to sit back and try to enjoy the ride, his mind racing with the possibilities of what he’d let himself in for.

With the way Ms Sereine drove it wasn’t long before the pair arrived at their first destination, a row of shops downtown, and as Ms Sereine parked Grayson looked out of the window trying to work out which of the many shops she was taking him to.

There was a laundrette, a tailor's, an electronics repair shop, a bookshop, a gift store, and a… Grayson froze. Surely it wasn’t going to be…

“Come on then. Hopefully, they’ll be able to squeeze you in, but we might have to wait a while, and given everything else we need to get done there’s no point delaying.” Ms Sereine said.

Grayson turned and watched as she climbed out of the car, the firm swell of her ass and thighs was only accentuated by the way she moved, and Grayson sat for a moment, almost hypnotised. It was only as Ms Sereine turned and looked back into the car, urging Grayson on, that he realised he needed to follow. Girding himself, looking back to the beauty parlour just a way down the street, Grayson slipped out of the passenger seat and stepped out of the car.

“Shall we?” Ms Sereine said.

Grayson nodded, aware that he didn’t really have a choice. He needed to pay that loan off. He just needed to do his best and get through this. If he worked hard, did well, and earned the bonuses Ms Sereine had said he would then maybe it’d be over relatively quickly. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. And maybe this would finally teach him a lesson, to stop throwing himself at hot girls.

Maybe now he’d stop losing all sense when a beautiful woman paid him attention. But then again, given his current situation and how easily Ms Sereine had convinced him to accept her offer, maybe there really was no hope for him.
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Grayson was in luck, or maybe was out of luck, depending on how he looked at it. The beauty parlour was quiet, so they could see him right away.

Ms Sereine had him sit in the waiting area, looking awkward, the only male among several pretty, hot female employees, and she went off to discuss with the beautician what Grayson needed. He could not hear what Ms Sereine said, but he could see the beautician glancing at him, nodding, smiling.

What was she going to do to him? He looked around the shop and saw the range of strange machines, the chairs sat in front of mirrors, the shelves and drawers and countertops covered with make-ups and creams and nail polishes, fake nails and fake lashes and hair extensions, bottles and jars and containers filled with things he had no names for.

He squirmed, and looked to the door. He could always leave, run out and not come back. He didn’t have to do this. Except… he had to pay back the debt somehow, and this did seem like the best way he had of making the payments. Spending the day at work dressed as a woman wouldn’t be so bad, would it?

He blushed as he thought about it, embarrassed and shamed by the idea that Ms Sereine thought he’d be able to pass convincingly as a girl. Yet, something about that also made him smile.

He’d always been awkward as a boy, and a man he was certainly lacking. Maybe as a woman it wouldn’t matter that he was small, slight, that his face was plain.

He’d be able to wear make-up and a wig to hide. The clothes wouldn’t be his, so it’d just be like going to work in a disguise. He could do that, go to work in disguise if it meant paying back the debt and being able to get on with his life. Once it was all over he could leave and go back to normal.

Maybe it might even be interesting, seeing how women experienced life. Maybe he might even learn something about women that’d help him with his love life—and as he thought about Coleen and his string of similar ex-girlfriends he figured he needed the help.

“Grayson?”

Ms Sereine’s conversation with the beautician was over and the young, pretty beautician, a girl about his age with striking blue eyes and long, wavy blonde hair, long fake nails and lashes and heavy make-up, was standing in front of him. He felt his belly flutter at the look of her, glamorous and brazen. Was she going to make him look like that? How would it feel to look like that?

Grayson smiled and nodded. He blushed a deeper pink at the thought.

“Come with me please.” The girl said.

She waited for Grayson to stand and then led him off into the back of the shop. As they passed Ms Sereine she smiled.

“I’ll wait for you here. And don’t worry about the cost. We’ll just add it to your debt.” She said.

Grayson opened his mouth to object. He hadn’t agreed to that, he hadn't signed anything, he hadn’t…

But then he saw the look in Ms Sereine’s dazzling green eyes and he knew there was no point in arguing, and compared to the original debt it couldn’t be that much, could it? He just hoped that whatever she’d arranged wasn’t too expensive.
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“Strip please.” The beautician said.

She and Grayson were alone in a private room at the back of the salon, and the door was locked, but still the command, almost barked at him, put him on edge. Did she really want him to strip in front of her? Completely strip?

“There really is no need to be shy. I’ve seen everything you’ve got and more plenty of times. Just strip off naked and climb up onto the table and we can get started. This shouldn’t take too long but if you stand around it’ll only take longer.”

Grayson blushed, but in the end, he accepted his fate. He stripped off, awkward and embarrassed, aware that the young, pretty beautician was watching him, and then climbed up on the table, acutely aware how naked he was while she remained fully clothed.

“Now, put these on please.” She said.

She seemed unphased by Grayson’s nudity, but he could not help but feel awkward, his hands covering his cock, trying to retain some sense of modesty and control. He’d been naked with a few of his girlfriends before, had been intimate with them, but his experience with women was overall relatively lacking given his age when compared to his friends and peers, so he still felt shy being naked even at the best of times, especially given his lack of masculinity, and this situation was definitely not the best of times.

Yet the beautician seemed almost nonplussed by his exposure, which Grayson figured should have made him feel better, though it didn’t. She just stood there, holding out a small pair of what looked to be tanning glasses, and she waited for Grayson to take them and put them on.

Resigning himself, Grayson kept one hand over his crotch, and reached up with the other to take the glasses, putting them over his eyes as the beautician told him. With the glasses on he was blind.

“Good. Now, keep those on and stay still unless I tell you to move. This will take a while so just try to relax.”

With that said she began.

At first, there was heat, sharp needle-like bolts of heat over Grayson’s skin, starting at his feet and working up over his legs. The heat zapped, over and over, and soon the pain became almost normal, soothing, a rush of endorphins letting his head float.

The beautician worked over legs, belly, chest, underarms, even over Grayson’s crotch, though she had to work to persuade him to move his hands. She worked over his face too, the heat zapping neck, cheeks, over his lip, then she made him roll over, the heat repeating over his back, butt, the back of his legs, the pain ebbing and flowing so Grayson lost track of time.

Finally, she was done, and the heat and the pain faded. Grayson took a deep breath, his skin oddly sensitive, pricking, and he went to move and roll over before a hand came to rest on his back, the palm’s cooling touch a balm after the painful zapping.

“Stay there. We have one more thing to do before you can get up. We’ll do your back first, then your front. This will be a lot quicker and will help the healing process.”

Healing process? What had she…

And then Grayson’s mind went blank as he felt a cooling spray wash over his body, a fine mist settling on his skin, the relief after the hot zapping almost immediate. He sighed and giggled at the sensation.

“Nice isn’t it?” The beautician asked, the question obviously rhetorical. “Now lie there for a moment and let that soak in for a bit then we’ll roll you over to do your front.”

Grayson lay still for a moment, basking in the soothing coolness. It felt almost pleasant and he wondered what was going on. After a moment he felt a hand urging him to roll over.

“Now your front.” the beautician said.

Grayson rolled over and let the beautician adjust him, moving his hands off his crotch, arms on either side of him. Was she staring at his cock? He’d always known he wasn’t large but… had she noticed? What was she doing?

The thought that the beautician was staring at his cock, judging his size, made Grayson squirm. His cheeks flushed, and he wanted to hide, but… she’d said to stay still. He had to just lie there, exposed, and wait.

And then the spray came again, the mist of cold vapour settling on his skin, soaking in. The relief after the heat of his initial treatment was enough to make him smile despite the situation.

“Just a few more minutes then you can get dressed in a robe, then I’ll take you for the rest of your make-over.”

The beautician said it as though it were nothing, as though it were ordinary, but that word caught Grayson’s attention. Make-over. He was getting a make-over. He had understood that was why he’d be brought to the beauty parlour, that changing his look was why Ms Sereine had booked him in, but to hear it in such clear language chilled him.

He was getting a make-over.

“There. All done. Now, let me help you with your robe and I’ll take you to your next appointment.” The beautician said.

Next appointment? Grayson couldn’t help but wonder how many next appointments there were going to be.
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Once Grayson was dressed in a robe, the plush cotton soft against his skin that now felt oddly sensitive after the hot and cold, only then was he allowed to remove his glasses. The beautician then checked he was feeling okay, making sure he wasn’t dizzy or in pain, before leading him to another room.

She sat him in a chair facing a wall, but where there was obviously a mirror Grayson saw only a heavy cloth, a fabric sheet covering it so that he could not see his reflection. He frowned, puzzled, as the beautician settled him in.

“To maintain the surprise.” She said, nodding at the sheet-covered mirror. “You don’t want to ruin it, do you?”

Grayson shook his head, looking up at her. She was grinning as she spoke, and her tone was playful, almost conspiratorial. Grayson couldn’t help but stare at her for a moment, her heavy make-up, fake lashes, fake nails, her bright hair. She was hot in a bold, brazen, excessive way that left him both thrilled and flustered.

When Ms Sereine had said he needed to dress and appear as a woman to be her secretary he’d assumed he’d be dressing demure and conservative, plain, professional, that he’d look unassuming. Did she intend for him to look like the woman in front of him? Did she want him to look so… sexy?

The thought made his chest feel tight, a fizzing in his gut. He wasn’t sure what emotions he was feeling, the storm of them too tempestuous to decipher.

“Good, now you sit tight while I let the others know you’re ready, then we’ll get to work.”

She wandered off and left Grayson alone for a moment before returning with two other women, both of them with looks as brazen and as sultry as the first beautician’s, and the three of them wasted no time in getting to work, the bustle of their activity, their chatter to each other, enough to quickly overwhelm Grayson.

He was going to have to pay for all of this. He hadn’t wanted any of it, was just doing it to pay back a loan for a car that he didn’t even own, and now he was going to have to pay for all they were doing to him on top of everything else.

How much debt was he going to be in? How long was he going to have to work as Ms Sereine’s secretary to pay it all off? And why was he finding this whole ordeal kind of… exciting.

The three women fussed with his face, and his hair, fiddled with his fingers and his toes. One of them pinched his ear lobe and then, before he really knew what was happening, Grayson felt a sharp stabbing pain.

“Fuck.” He cried out, not quite sure what was going on.

“Just once more on the other side and then it's all over.” The woman said.

She moved quickly, before Grayson had a chance to react, another stabbing pain, and it took his brain a moment to understand. The pain, his ears, he had… his ears had been pierced. What else were they going to do?

And why was he letting them do it?

“There, all done. Do you want to see?” The first beautician asked.

Grayson didn’t want to see, but he figured he didn’t actually have much choice. He knew he was going to look ridiculous, but at least none of it was permanent. After this was all over he could just remove his earrings and wipe off any make-up and get on with his ordinary, boring, miserable life.

Grayson nodded and two of the beauticians stepped back, gripped the sheet over the mirror, and pulled. Grayson looked ahead, into the glass, saw his reflection, and blinked, stunned.

“What do you think?” The first woman asked.

Grayson didn’t have an answer though. He couldn’t believe his eyes.

Staring back at him was a girl in a soft cotton bathrobe.

Grayson shifted, and the girl in the mirror moved at the same time. It really was him. He was… he was her.

“Do you like it? Say you love it. You look amazing!” The first beautician said.

Grayson stared at his reflection, taking it all in. His hair was longer, extensions having been added, some in the same flaxen blonde shade as his natural hair, some lighter, blonder, extending his natural hair, which was grown to just below his ears, down to his chest, the long flowing locks styled into loose curls. His lashes were thicker, darker, fake lashes, and there was make-up, mascara and eyeliner, making his eyes seem big and bold and bright, the blue of them dazzling now.

He shifted, fluttering his long fake eyelashes, and he giggled, admiring the colours of his make-up, the highlights and the shadows, the powder and creams that had been used to give his face an almost ethereal glow. And then there was the eye-shadow, blended perfectly, in blacks and pinks, that made him look sultry and sexy and even a little slutty.

Even his lips looked better. Plump and pink, glossy, shimmering, he couldn’t help but pout. He looked hot for the first time in his life. As a man, he might have been boring and plain but as a woman he was…

“You look beautiful.” One of the women said.

And Grayson had to agree. He giggled again, muttered his thanks, flustered and embarrassed. He turned his face and saw his big hoop earrings, in gold, which only added to his look, and as he reached up to brush his hair out of the way to get a better look he saw his nails.

They were long and bright pink. And… the skin of his forearm was darker and smooth.

Grayson blinked, looked down. He’d never been hairy, but now he was… he was utterly smooth, and his pale skin was darker, almost as though he’d been out sunbathing for several weeks, a luscious bronze that only made his skin look even sleeker.

He shifted his legs to get a better look, seeing his thighs and shins smooth and sleek, and he realised even his toenails had been painted, the same pink as his fingernails. He’d had a complete make-over.

“Now, the laser hair removal is permanent, but you’ll need to come in for repeat appointments to keep on top of it until we get all your hair. That’s only every few weeks though, and in between you’ll stay completely smooth with no need to worry about shaving.” The first beautician said.

Grayson blinked. Laser? Permanent? Repeat appointments?

“The tan and the make-up though are only semi-permanent, so while they won’t wash off, it will all need topping up to keep you looking like a sun-kissed, glamorous goddess. We can do that every time you come in for your laser treatments though, unless you want anything changing or enhancing. In which case just book an appointment.”

Grayson was stunned, his head spinning. He just nodded, not quite sure how to react. After how much this would probably have cost, and the fact it was, at best, semi-permanent, he realised there was absolutely no easy way to back out now. He was stuck.

“I… thank you.”

Grayson looked back up from his smooth legs to the mirror. The girl that looked back at him really was hot. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe it’d be nice to feel attractive for once.

“Oh, you’re very welcome. I love jobs like this. I’ll look forward to seeing you again in six weeks. Now, let’s get you dressed and we’ll book you in for your next appointment before you leave.”

Staring at the mirror, captivated by the beautiful girl staring out at him, Grayson just nodded. He was going to look like this for at least six weeks. He had thought it was going to be just for work. This was going to be a bigger deal than he’d initially thought when he’d agreed to take on the role of Ms Sereine’s secretary.
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“You look amazing!” Ms Sereine said as Grayson stepped out from the back room. “But those clothes… they have to go.”

Grayson blushed and nodded. He had to agree.

He had got changed after his make-over, had got dressed back into the clothes he’d put on this morning—smart trousers, a shirt, tie—to make a good impression for his meeting with Ms Sereine, but with his new look, his long hair, fake nails, fake tan, hooped earrings, his long lashes and pouty lips, he looked ridiculous.

And not ridiculous in the way he’d been expecting to look.

He had imagined he’d look like a dull, plain boy made-up like a girl who’d just not bothered to change the clothes he wore, but instead he just looked like a hot girl wearing her boring boyfriend’s clothes or her dorky brother’s. He felt stupid, but also oddly thrilled.

After all, he’d be working as a woman until he paid off his debt, so at least now he knew he’d look good, and that people wouldn’t laugh at him. But that did leave the rather pressing issue of clothes.

“Don’t worry though, we can go shopping now. I have a little time to help you get some suitable attire. We can pick out a few new outfits for you, and some underwear, some shoes, and of course some accessories. And let's not forget make-up and toiletries. You’re going to need everything.”

Grayson baulked. This was going to cost him a small fortune and he could only assume that all of this would be added onto his already existing debt too. Yet, it was too late to back out now. He’d agreed, and he’d already technically spent a lot on his make-over, on his new look.

So he just quietly nodded and acquiesced, letting Ms Sereine make the decisions for him, letting her lead him, but a small part of him almost enjoyed letting her take charge. As Ms Sereine paid Grayson checked himself out in the mirror and he couldn’t help but smile.

He was used to hating his reflection, seeing a boring, plain, unexceptional man, a man no one paid any real interest to, someone easily forgettable, but that person was gone now. They were replaced with someone hotter, someone eye-catching and sexy, a cute girl who looked just a little daring and slutty despite her hideous outfit.

What would he look like when he was dressed in clothes to match? Grayson blushed, a warm sense of excitement uncoiling in his gut. Was he actually beginning to enjoy this?

But why shouldn’t he? He’d spent his whole life feeling ugly and unattractive. If he didn’t really have a choice, if this was just to pay off his debt, then why shouldn’t he at least enjoy it a little?

He giggled as he looked at the girl in the mirror, cheeks flushing pink, realising that he was paying for all of this too, and since it was only adding to his debt, then he really should try to make the most out of it.

Maybe working as a girl for a while would give him new insights into how women thought and felt and afterwards he might even be able to have a healthy relationship that wasn’t based on him being taken advantage of. Maybe this would be a good thing for him. Maybe...

“Grayson?” Ms Sereine, called.

Grayson snapped his attention away from the mirror, saw Ms Sereine watching him from the doorway. She had paid and was waiting to leave and now everyone was watching him, had seen him staring at himself. He blushed and hurried after his new boss, flustered and suddenly shy.

As Ms Sereine held the door for him Grayson stepped out, and Ms Sereine followed behind, heading toward her car. Grayson kept his head down, feeling awkward and as though everyone was staring at him.

“You know, Grayson really is no name for a girl as pretty as you. I can’t go calling for my hot secretary and be calling out ‘Grayson’. We need a better name for you, don’t you think?”

Grayson’s head spun. He hadn’t even thought about his name, but now he realised that Grayson was a boy’s name. It would be weird if he were to be working as a girl, a hot secretary, looking as he did, dressed in women’s clothes, but was called Grayson. Could he really just discard his name though? Could he…

“What about Grace?” Ms Sereine said. “Yes, that’s it. Grace. From now on you’ll be Grace, a pretty girl, and you’ll act like one, talk like one, because you certainly look like one.”

Grayson giggled. Grace. It sounded… right. She really did look like a girl so it made sense that she should act like one and talk like one, right?

“I… yeah, Grace sounds… lovely.”

Grace turned and looked up at Ms Sereine, her new boss, and she smiled. Ms Sereine looked back, her eyes sparkling, and she seemed pleased with Grace’s reaction.

“Perfect. But tell me Grace, do you have a style?” Ms Sereine asked.

Grace paused, considering the question. This was her chance to take some control, to choose what kind of secretary she’d be, what kind of clothes she’d be made to wear.

Grace just smiled though and shrugged.

“I don’t know. I… what kind of style do you think I should have?” She asked.

Ms Sereine’s grin widened.

“Oh, I have the perfect style in mind.”Ms Sereine said. “How about I show you?”

And Grace understood that it hadn’t really been a question at all.


Three

Grace woke after a long night's sleep, and she forced herself out of bed, aware that it was her first day, wanting to take her time to get ready so she was as confident and as prepared as possible. She climbed out of bed, still not used to seeing her body so soft and hairless, blushing at the sight of her smooth thighs poking out from her new satin pink pyjama shorts.

It had felt odd at first, getting home and unpacking all her new clothes, her skirts, tops, dresses, heels, her underwear, lingerie, panties and tight and stockings, suspenders, even padded bras, but once she’d showered, using her new scented soaps and moisturisers, she’d actually felt she was excited for it all. Grace had cleared her wardrobe and drawers out of all her old, boring boy clothes, and had packed away her many new items.

Just that act had been thrilling, her new clothes so much more alluring than her old ones, the materials so soft and varied, the different colours and styles, the many textures, and all of them were so much cuter than her old clothes. The thought she was going to get to wear all of them made her head fizz with a nervous anticipation.

After that, she’d tidied up the rest of her new things, her toiletries, soaps and lotions and make-ups, perfumes, accessories, jewellery and bags and hair clips. It had been exhausting, but when she was finally done she knew she was in a good place to start afresh tomorrow, her first day in her new job, as Ms Sereine’s secretary.

So, she had showered, washed up, and headed to bed, slipping on one pair of her new pyjamas, pink satin shorts and a matching pink satin top. The fabric had felt sleek and comforting, almost sensual, and as she’d drifted off to sleep she’d squirmed, relishing the sensations.

Yet it had still come as almost a shock to wake up and realise it wasn’t all a dream. She really was smooth now, soft, dressed in satin pyjamas. She really was Grace now, and as she headed through to the bathroom she caught sight of her reflection, and that just confirmed everything.

She giggled, grinning. A young, hot, pretty girl stared back at her. Grace.

Grace smiled and struck a cute pose, blushing a deep pink. Her make-up was still flawless, her long blonde hair falling in frizzy waves, messy bedhead, and her tan was a deep golden bronze.

With her face nails and fake lashes and earrings still on, her pouty lips, she looked sultry and provocative. Grace felt her cock throb, just the sight of herself exciting her. Had she ever met a girl looking like she did in a bar when she’d been Grayson she’d have assumed she was way out of her league.

“I… I make a way better girl than I do boy.” She said, quietly.

Just saying it made her feel giddy. She might have felt it before, half thought it, but it was the first time she’d said it out loud, the first time she’d fully admitted it to herself.

She really did make a better girl than boy. She was short and slim, with a delicate face, narrow shoulders, and her hips and ass, which she’d always thought of as too girly as a boy, were stunning on a girl. Even her thighs looked good, thick and smooth, toned from years of yoga and biking.

It was like… it was almost like she’d always been meant to be Grace. The thought made her grin.

“I suppose I need to get ready then. First day of a whole new… a whole new job.”

Grace smiled, and set to washing up, styling her hair, then made herself food before getting dressed. She chose a pair of black panties with a matching black padded bra, and black sheer pantyhose.

Over the top, she wore a simple fitted grey dress, snug around her hips and ass, the hem falling to just above her knee, with a slit up the back that rose to almost her ass. It was sleeveless, with a collar fitting around her throat, and with her padded bra on she couldn’t help but admire her figure. She had curves.

She had been worried she’d look silly, like a boy in a dress, but she could see now how wrong she’d been. She looked…

“Hot!” Grace said, smiling.

Dressed, Grace grabbed a handbag, slipped her phone, keys, and her new purse into it, and then slipped on her heels for the day, low kitten heels in black. Finally, she slipped on her coat, taking one last look in the mirror to make sure she was ready before heading out. She was nervous, but also… excited. She might have been forced into this situation due to her debt, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy herself too, right?
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The trip to work was far more eventful than Grace had been expecting. She had been worried that people might stare, that maybe she might have been overconfident in her look, but what she wasn’t prepared for was people staring because her look was so good.

As a boy Grayson had been practically ignored by everyone, dull and ordinary and unexceptional, he’d been forgotten and almost invisible, and he’d gotten used to it. That was how he’d lived his life. So while Grace had prepared herself for people to cast sly glances, to stare for a little too long, or perhaps for people to even whisper or gossip about her, what she hadn’t been prepared for was people openly ogling her.

Waiting for the bus though she soon realised that men, and more than a few older boys, were openly staring at her, gawping, their gazes lascivious and greedy. Just the way they looked at her made her flustered, eyes roaming her body, her legs, staring at her, several even winking at her and then smiling as she blushed and looked away, suddenly shy.

Yet, she couldn’t help but respond to their attention. She shifted, wiggling her hips, her ass, playing with her hair, smiling back, and when the bus arrived and she boarded it she found her gait shifting, an extra shake to her hips and ass, an extra strut to her walk, a giddy sense of joy that made her ache.

So it was that Grace arrived at her new place of work practically grinning from ear to ear, buzzing from the joy of teasing men, having them stare at her. There was a sense of power and excitement in knowing people found her hot, knowing that they wanted her, and it was new, bright, and addictive.

“Good morning Grace.” Ms Sereine said as Grace arrived. “You’re looking lovely this morning. That dress really suits you.”

Grace smiled, a bright spark of joy kindled by Ms Sereine’s compliment.

“Thank you.” She replied.

“Your desk is all set up for you in front of my office ready for your first day, but first we need to go over the contracts. If you’re ready would you like to join me in my office?”

Grace nodded, smiling. She had already gone through so much, had experienced an extreme make-over, had been taken shopping for clothes and other things she needed, had lost her name, and had racked up who knew how much in new debt, so signing a few contracts, making sure the job was real, seemed like nothing at all in comparison.

As Ms Sereine headed off to her office Grace followed, taking a seat to face her over the desk. Just the day before Grayson had been sat in the same chair she sat in now, fretting about his debt, and now Grace sat there, with a solution in front of her. How quickly things had changed.

“Now, there are just a few small details to go over. First, this is your standard contract of employment. If you’d like to read and sign.”

Ms Sereine pushed a stack of official-looking papers over the desk towards Grace. She took a moment to scan her eyes over them, nodding as she read. It all looked acceptable.

She took the pen Ms Sereine offered her and signed, smiling.

“Perfect, which means next we can go over your bonus scheme. Now, this isn’t part of your official contract, but I want to be upfront with you from the get-go. Simply put, I make bonuses based on how I perform, based on the sales I make. If you help me you’ll earn some of that bonus. Simple things like helping me relax, helping me focus, helping me entertain clients. That sort of thing. Do you think you can do that?” Ms Sereine asked

Grace nodded. It all sounded agreeable.

“Wonderful. Which means you won’t mind one final guarantee that you’ll behave, will you?”

There was something in Ms Sereine’s tone that made Grace pause, but she’d come so far already. What was one more guarantee?

“I… yeah. Sure.” Grace said.

“Good girl.” Ms Sereine said, smirking. “Now, if you’ll stand up for me…”

As Ms Sereine spoke she rose to her feet and moved to stand in front of Grace. Grace looked up, saw the stunning, beautiful redhead looming over her, green eyes commanding but not unkind. Slowly she rose to her feet.

“Good, now stay still and look up so you don’t get distracted. I’d hate to hurt you.”

The words were almost ominous, but Grace did as she was told anyway. If this was needed for her to earn the bonus payments then she’d do it, whatever it was, because it was the bonus payments she was here for. They were what would allow her to pay off her debt.

She stood still and looked up to the ceiling as Ms Sereine moved, dropping to her knees in front of Grace. That movement stirred something in her. What was Ms Sereine doing? Having her hot, beautiful boss on her knees in front of her stirred something in Grace, but she focussed on the pattern of the ceiling tiles to avoid getting excited, but then…

Ms Sereine, in a series of swift movements, lifted up Grace’s dress, pulled down her pantyhose and her panties, and exposed her cock. Grace froze, suddenly paralysed by shock. What was…

And then Ms Sereine gripped her cock in her hands, Grace’s cock still soft, limp and smooth.

“So cute! You look so pretty now you’re all hairless.” Ms Sereine “But, even as cute as your little dick is, needs must.”

Grace was confused for a moment, Ms Sereine’s grip at the base of her cock was tight, her dick squeezed so that even as thrilling as the situation was she couldn’t get hard, despite the throbbing. And then she felt it…

Something hard and cold and heavy was fitted to her dick, around her balls, and there was an ominous click. Her smooth, pretty little dick was squashed flat, almost painful, and Ms Sereine released her grip, rose up to her feet.

“You can look now, if you’d like.”

Grace was still for a moment, then looked down, a chill running down her spine, her belly fluttering. She hadn’t known what she had been expecting, or why she’d done what Ms Sereine had said, but now…

Now she was fitted with a cute, pink, metal cage on her cock. Her dick was locked away. It had been rendered useless.

“Just until you pay off your debt. You understand.” Ms Sereine said. “And hopefully it’ll help motivate you to make the most of the bonus scheme I’ve come up with for you. Now, why don’t you pull your panties up and sit again, and we can go over it.”

Ms Sereine, grinning, moved to sit in her chair, and watched as Grace pulled up her panties, her pantyhose, and smoothed down her dress. As she moved she could feel the weight of her new cage, but there was something almost comforting about it. She’d been worried this morning about her dick showing through her dress, spoiling her look and her figure. With her cage on, she wouldn’t need to worry about her cock showing.

It was squashed flat, and there was zero chance of her cock getting hard again. So… was it really that bad? Giggling, flush, head spinning, Grace sat and looked over the desk to Ms Sereine. She shifted, squirming, still getting used to the way her cage felt, and she could tell Ms Sereine was amused by how she was acting.

“Now, your bonus scheme. It’s really very simple…” Ms Sereine began.
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The scheme was simple, but it was also not what Grace had been expecting. She had been expecting extra payments for hard work, or good performance, and while that was what the scheme was, in a way, it was not the kind of work she had imagined herself doing to pay off her debt.

“So I only get paid if I… if I…” Grace could barely bring herself to repeat what she had heard.

Ms Sereine was so stunningly beautiful that it seemed impossible that she’d make such a demand. Grace’s heart skipped. Just the thought of it, being paid to do it, made her head swim. Her body was hot, and her caged cock throbbed in agony and delight, trying, and failing, to harden. Is that why Ms Sereine had caged her cock? Is that why she’d made Grace into her pretty, hot, sexy secretary? So she could…

But that didn’t explain why Grace was enjoying it.

“Yes, you only get paid your bonuses for serving me. Each act gets an amount taken off your debt. The more intimate or demanding the act, the greater the payment. The more pleasure you give, the greater the payment. The more you enjoy yourself, the greater the payment. No one is going to force you. You’ll be earning enough from just your basic work to pay off your debt, albeit very, very slowly. So it’s entirely optional. You can engage with the bonus scheme to pay off your debt faster, and have fun in the process while making me happy, or you can just work as a normal charming, pretty secretary. It’s your choice.”

Ms Sereine stared at Grace, smiling. She made it sound so simple, so mundane. Grace blushed, shifting in her seat, squirming.

She had been so tired the night before she’d fallen asleep the moment her head had hit the pillow. And the night before she’d been so stressed she’d not done anything in bed but fret and worry.

It had been days since she’d last cum. If she’d known she was going to come to work and be caged then she’d have made sure to pleasure herself that morning. As it was, she was horny, and the clothes she was wearing, the feeling of being pretty and sexy and hot, the things Ms Sereine was talking about, only made it worse.

“I…” Grace paused.

Her default reaction was to say no. Doing those kind of things for money was wrong, and dirty, wasn’t it? It was… it was sinful. She was better than that, wasn’t she?

Plus, she’d never really done anything like that before. She’d only ever kissed a couple of girls and that was it. To do that for the first time, for money, to pay off a debt was wrong, wasn’t it?

Yet she really did want to pay off the debt as quickly as possible, to get this whole thing sorted and over with, to put it all behind her, and not doing it would mean working as a hot, sexy, feminine secretary for even longer. It’d mean the debt hanging over her for years. Could she really live and work as Grace for that long?

And… Ms Sereine was really, really hot. She was the kind of woman Grace would normally have considered way out of her league. She was the kind of woman Grace would have noticed from across a crowded bar and felt hopeless over, knowing she would never be good enough to get her attention, let alone anything more.

But now… now here she was offering Grace money to do these things. True, Grace would have to do them as Grace, and she’d be caged, but still, it was more than she could have hoped for even under the best of circumstances. So… could she?

“Well, Grace, I’m waiting for an answer. I’m only going to make this offer now. It’s a one-time thing. You can work as my secretary, have fun with me, and earn potentially substantial bonuses, or you can just work as my secretary. The choice is yours, but you need to make it now. And making no choice, staying silent, is effectively refusing me, so… answer, now. Are you interested?” Ms Sereine said.

Grace took a deep breath. Her heart was racing, caged cock throbbing.

“I’ll do it.” She said, voice soft, shaking, cheeks burning. “I… I’ll do what you tell me, and I’ll… I’ll perform the extra duties required of me to earn the bonuses.”

Ms Sereine smiled. She looked delighted.

“Wonderful. I have a feeling we’re going to make an excellent team. But now, how about we seal the deal? Get down on your knees for me. Seeing you looking so hot this morning has me all pent up, and I’m feeling in need of some relief.”

Grace’s head was swimming. She knew that by agreeing she’d be expected to serve, but she had not been expecting to serve quite so soon. Yet, part of her was glad, was pleased to get the first time over with sooner, so the weight of worrying and fretting was lifted, and another part of her was excited, eager to feel what it was like to pleasure a woman as hot as Ms Sereine.

So, without arguing, Grace slipped from her chair and fell to her knees, looked up at Ms Sereine as her boss rose to her feet and moved around her desk. She stopped in front of her sexy secretary and loomed over her for a moment, grinning, then reached down to the hem of her tight dress. As Grace watched, Ms Sereine began to lift her dress up, exposing her stocking-clad thighs, her smooth, long, full legs, her suspender straps, her panties, her hips, her ass, her cunt.

“Now, be a good girl and slip my panties off, then get to work. I’ve got things to be getting on with, so the sooner you make me cum with that slut tongue of yours, the more of a bonus you’ll receive.”

Grace looked up, looked into Ms Sereine’s stunning green eyes, blushing, and, biting her bottom lip, nodded. Her caged cock throbbed and, slowly, she reached out and began to strip off her boss's panties.
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As Grace pulled Ms Sereine’s panties off she felt her heart skip as she caught her first glimpse of her pussy, a thick thatch or coarse, red, curly hair, her inflamed lips parted, and the delicate pink folds glistening with her arousal. Ms Sereine wiggled her hips, helping her secretary strip her, then lifted her feet to step out of her panties.

“You can keep those. A memento to commemorate you agreeing to be my office slut.” Ms Sereine said, grinning.

Grace smiled, muttered thanks. The panties were black, lacy, stunningly sexy, and they were damp with Ms Sereine’s juices.

As Grace put the panties to the side Ms Sereine shifted, moving her feet further apart, and her cunt opened like a flower in bloom. As close as Grace was she caught the scent of Ms Sereine’s arousal, dense musk, and she inhaled deeply, the perfume of it making her belly flutter and her caged cock twitch.

“It’s not going to lick itself you know.” Ms Sereine said, smirking.

Grace realised she had been staring, frozen. She giggled, and, taking her cue, she shifted, leaned in close. As her face came closer to Ms Sereine’s pussy the scent intensified. It was so beautiful, so lurid and erotic, and Grace felt her caged cock aching, head spinning.

Ms Sereine reached out with her hand, brought it to the back of Grace’s head, and gripped her hair tightly, almost painful. Then, with not a gentle amount of pressure, she forced Grace’s face down, forced it into the thatch of her hair.

“Lick. I don’t have all day.” Ms Sereine said.

Grace, submitting, was momentarily overwhelmed by the scent and the sensation, the hot wet folds pressing at her lips, hair ticking her nose, but she knew it was her place to obey. With her body throbbing, aware that this was her first sexual contact with another human, breathing in quick, rapid gasps, she began to lick.

“Fuck… that’s it. Deeper. Don’t be timid, my cunt doesn’t bite.” Ms Sereine said.

Grace did as she was told. She buried her tongue deeper, pressing it into the wet folds, tasting and scenting Ms Sereine’s arousal at the same time. It was heady, rich, musk. It was hot, demanding, and Ms Sereine ground her hips, fucking her pussy onto Grace’s face.

Grace submitted, licking, pressing her tongue in, rising up, finding the hardness of Ms Sereine’s clit, circling. Ms Sereine reacted with a sharp breath, the hiss of pleasure, and she ground her cunt down even harder, fucking her hips, fucking Grace’s tongue.

“That’s it. Just there, like that. Keep that going.”

Grace obeyed. If felt… good, being on her knees, a slutty, hot, sexy secretary licking her boss’s cunt, serving. If this was all she needed to do to earn her bonus then maybe it would even be fun, living as Grace for a few months, learning how to pleasure her boss, serving at work while working as a sexy secretary.

Yet, as she licked, Grace could feel an agony growing. She was still caged, and she’d remain caged until the debt was paid. Licking Ms Sereine’s cunt was so hot, so arousing, she could feel her dick throbbing, painfully, locked away, useless. If she had to do this regularly then it would only add to her frustration and humiliation, but… what choice did she have.

As Ms Sereine tightened her grip, holding Grace’s hair tight, she forced her hips forwards, fucking down into Grace’s tongue. Grace obeyed the demands of her boss’s body, licking, sucking, tonguing her clit and cunt, face wet, head full of the scent of Ms Sereine’s arousal.

“Just there. That’s it… don’t stop. Fuck I’ve needed this. Seeing your transformation yesterday, then seeing you looking so fucking sexy and innocent and shy this morning has me so worked up I was practically dripping. Your tongue right now is exactly what I need to be able to focus on work.” Ms Sereine said. “And I have a feeling over the next few weeks you’re going to be earning a lot of bonuses as we get to know each other.”

Grace giggled, the sound muffled by the wet, slick folds grinding down on her face. She licked, breathing hard, caged dick throbbing, and she could feel the quivering in Ms Sereine’s pussy intensifying. Was she going to…

“Fuck… yes…”

Ms Sereine pulled on Grace’s hair, bucking her hips, grinding her cunt down into her face so hard it was almost painful. There was a pulsing, clenching, muscles taught, and then a flood of wetness, Ms Sereine’s pussy filling Grace’s mouth with liquid, Grace swallowing on instinct, the liquid warm and almost sweet, her lips and chin soaked.

“Fuck… that was… wow.” Ms Sereine said.

She pulled on Grace’s hair even as Grace continued to lick, the taste and the sensation, the thrill of pleasuring the beautiful older woman, moreish. As her lips and tongue were pulled away she whined, wanting more, so horny it almost hurt. She looked up at Ms Sereine and smiled, blushing.

“You did well. Consider that a hundred off your loan. Now, go get cleaned up and get to your desk, we have a day of work to be getting on with, but be sure to stay close to your phone, as I’m definitely going to want to call on you later after that performance.”


Four

And so Grace began her new job, her head spinning as she realised quite how demanding it was going to be. As she washed her face and returned to her desk to begin her regular duties she could still taste Ms Sereine on her lips and tongue, and it was difficult to focus as horny and squirmy as she was.

Yet, she had no way to relieve herself. She was caged, and she had work to do. So, she did her best to focus. She took deep breaths and forced herself to concentrate on the mundane secretarial work that was now her job.

Gradually she found herself calming down, enough that she could get on with the things she needed to do. The job was, for the most part, simple enough, though demanding in ways she had not been expecting.

She was far more customer-facing in her new role than she’d thought she’d be, and it was not something she’d ever had to do before. Yet, she almost enjoyed it.

Before, as Grayson, she’d have hated interacting with people, chatting on the phone or welcoming people, talking with them face to face, having to smile and make small talk, having to be polite, charming, but as Grace, she found it came easily, and it was almost fun. It didn’t hurt that people were far more engaged and pleasant with her as Grace than they’d ever been with Grayson.

Was she really that different? Was it the hair? The make-up? The clothes?

Or was it something less obvious? Was she somehow changed? She felt different, lighter and happier. Was that obvious to the people around her?

As she greeted the men and women who came for appointments with Ms Sereine Grace chatted with them, smiling, and she found herself falling easily into the role of charming secretary. She buzzed with a sense of euphoria as people smiled at her, as they chatted with her, friendly and warm, seeing her in a way they never saw Grayson.

They were so much more polite. They were so much more enthusiastic.

The women made small talk, complimenting Grace on her hair or make-up or clothes, more than a few offering quite blunt compliments over her figure, her eyes, lips, and Grace had to wonder if they were flirting with her.

As they chatted with her, talking to her as they would to any other young, pretty, sexy secretary as they waited for their appointments, Grace could feel herself settling into her new role, her new personality, and she found she was enjoying it. She began to discover who Grace was.

Maybe it was being so horny, maybe it was getting on her knees and eating her boss’s cunt on the first morning of her new job, or maybe it was just that she felt sexier and hotter as Grace, more attractive than she’d ever felt as Grayson, but she discovered that Grace was a flirt. Grace discovered that she enjoyed flirting with the customers, with Ms Sereine’s appointments as they checked in and waited.

She found it was fun to chat and be friendly with the female customers, the taste of Ms Sereine’s cunt still on her lips, her thoughts constantly foggy with lust given how pent up and frustrated she was. Yet, she found it was even more fun to chat and flirt with the male customers.

She found it was fun to see how they reacted when she smiled at them, watching them react to how she batted her eyelashes, watching them shift and fidget as she squirmed in her seat, unable to fully settle. She found she loved watching them light up as she bit her bottom lip as they tried not to stare at her from their waiting room chairs.

She found it was fun to tease them, pretending to work but moving around in her tight dress, playing with her hair, a twinkle in eyes. She enjoyed serving them coffee, walking out of the room with an extra wiggle in her hips and ass, her heels clicking, returning with a broad smile, strutting, watching their eyes roam her body, her long legs, the way they shifted uncomfortably as she served them their coffee with a smile and a flutter of her long, thick, dark lashes. She relished the thrill of the power she had over them.

It helped that she could remember what it was like to be in their shoes. As Grayson she'd been stuck in waiting rooms like this many, many times, a hot, pretty secretary being polite and friendly, doing her job, and he could remember how awkward he’d felt, how awkward he always felt around a beautiful, sexy woman. Yet, now she was that hot, sexy young woman.

She was the one just doing her job, being charming and friendly, flirting, enjoying the thrill of it, watching them struggle to understand if she really was flirting with them or if she was just being professional and friendly. It was exhilarating, a heady high, and her belly fluttered each time she realised that her teasing was turning them on, making them shift awkwardly in their seat, making them hard, getting them excited and flustered.

Watching them try to stay calm as she flirted with them, teased them, got them hot and bothered, was a joy, but watching them then realise they had a meeting with Ms Sereine, the look of pale panic as they realised they had to try to get their composure back at short notice, was an absolute delight.
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Just as Grace was settling into her role as secretary Ms Sereine emerged from her office. She’d been working for hours, and her arousal was just beginning to dwindle, replaced instead by hunger.

“Do you mind going out and fetching us both lunch Grace?” Ms Sereine said. “My treat. You can bring it back and we can eat together in my office, spend some more time together. Get to know each other.”

Grace blushed, nodded. It was clear what Ms Sereine was suggesting, but she found she wanted it too, was excited for another chance to get down on her knees and serve, earn another bonus, more money off her debt.

So, with Ms Sereine’s food order written down, a recommendation for the best place to get food, and cash in hand, Grace headed out.

As she left, heading out from her desk, she made sure to keep a sway in her step, hips and ass wiggling as she passed the other offices. She waved to the other secretaries she passed, women she’d had a chance to chat with, get to know, a certain joy at being welcomed as one of the girls, sharing in gossip and tattle, and she noted how many of the other men working in sales, middle-aged men in expensive suits, traditionally handsome, some a little heavy around the middle, others fit and athletic and muscular, watched her go.

All the men in her office had made a point to come by her desk that morning and welcome her to the company. She’d never had such a warm welcome on her first day at any of her previous jobs, had never had women come by her desk to ask her for coffee, to chat with her and get to know her, and she’d never had men swing by her desk one after the other for a chat and a hi, had never had so much attention.

Yet, she’d loved every moment of it. She’d loved the joy of feeling free to join in, the sense of feeling welcome, included, the sense of just being herself. It was like she’d been hiding for her whole life.

And she especially enjoyed the way the men would offer to get her coffee or would just swing past her desk with some awkward excuse, just so they could get a look at her, a chance to chat with her. She enjoyed laughing at their lame jokes, watching them light up, enjoyed teasing them with a coy look, fluttering her eyelashes, pouting, biting her bottom lip, playing with her hair. She felt hot, sexy, and powerful.

So, as she headed out to get lunch, she made a show of leaving, heels clicking, wiggling, strutting, and she smiled as she noticed the attention she received. She’d been the new person in an office many times before but had almost immediately felt forgotten and invisible. Now though, as the new, hot, young, pretty, sexy secretary, she was anything but forgotten. She was the centre of attention, and she relished it.
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Grace picked up lunch and brought it back, knocked on Ms Sereine’s door and waited. She was flush and fluttery, feeling sexy, and her caged cock was throbbing from the thrill of flirting with the cute boy at the food place, a big grin on her face at the way she’d so easily got him flustered, at the way he’d snuck her an extra cookie as a special treat for a pretty girl. She’d never been treated like that before.

She might be being forced to be Grace, she might have to live and work as her for a while to pay off her debt, but if today so far was anything to go by she figured she’d definitely be enjoying herself.

“Come in.” Ms Sereine called.

Grace checked her clothes, smoothing out her dress, then did as she’d been told, opening the door and entering. Ms Sereine was sat behind her desk working on some papers, but she looked up as Grace entered with lunch and smiled.

“Ah perfect. I could do with a break. Why don’t you sit and we can chat while we eat.”

Grace nodded, moved to put the food on the desk where Ms Sereine cleared a space, then sat. Ms Sereine took her food as Grace took hers and the pair were silent while they began to eat.

“So, how are you finding your first day?” Ms Sereine asked.

Grace thought for a moment before answering. She smiled. She told Ms Sereine that it was fun, more fun than she’d been expecting, and that everyone was being very nice to her. She blushed as she said that she’d especially enjoyed earning her bonus, thanking Ms Sereine for the opportunity. Ms Sereine beamed, a sparkle in her eyes.

“Oh, it’s my pleasure.” She said, winking. “I’m just here to help you pay off your debt, and that I get to enjoy myself, get to watch you transform from an awkward, plain boy into a rather dazzling, sexy young woman, get to relish the pleasure of that hot mouth of yours, well… let’s just say we’re both getting a bonus out of this situation.”

Grace blushed, squirming. Ms Sereine was making it clear that she had enjoyed herself, had enjoyed the process of Grace’s make-over, had enjoyed watching her become her hot, sexy, flirty secretary, and that she had enjoyed this morning, and her brazen, sultry manner caught Grace off-guard.

“But all that aside, I must say you’re doing far better in your job than I was expecting. That is your actual job, not the job of pleasing my cunt with your tongue, though you were better at that than expected too.”

Ms Sereine laughed, and Grace felt her cheeks blaze with shame, flustered and embarrassed, her caged dick throbbing. She couldn’t help but feel turned on around her boss, couldn’t help but feel fluttering and light-headed.

“Not only are you good at being a secretary, at looking after my appointments and my paperwork, but you have an excellent way with the customers and your co-workers too. Don’t think I haven’t noticed you out there flirting with every man and woman you meet. If I didn’t know better I’d think you were a bit of a slut. Are you Grace? Are you a bit of a slut?”

Grace’s blush deepened. She did not answer though. The truth was that she didn’t know the answer. Was she a slut? She had enjoyed this morning, getting on her knees, and she’d enjoyed flirting.

She’d never had a chance to feel attractive before, had never felt sexy or hot or wanted, but now she’d got a taste of it she knew she was hooked. Did that make her a slut?

“Oh don’t look so coy! It’s a good thing. That’s one of the reasons I wanted to have lunch with you. I wanted to say thank you. Because of you, I’ve had my best day of sales in a long time. All of the people that have come into my office today have been in a wonderful mood. The women have felt attended to and comfortable after having you look after them, and the men… well, the men have all been so distracted and horny that I’ve been able to run rings around them. I’ve convinced all of them to sign a deal that I do not think I’d have been able to get them to sign without your help. So, thank you, Grace. You’ve only been here one morning, but already I think we’re making an exceptional team.”

Grace giggled. She was… she was really good at her job? All her flirting this morning had helped? The idea that she’d put all the women into a good mood by being friendly and helpful, and that she’d made all the men so distracted and horny with her flirting that Ms Sereine had been able to get them to sign whatever deal she wanted made her feel… proud.

Maybe she really was a slut? Maybe this was her true talent? She’d never really excelled at anything before, but maybe as a slut she was gifted?

“I… you’re welcome. I was just… I was just being me though. But… I’m happy to have helped. You’ve done a lot for me, to help me pay off my debt, so… I guess helping out is the least I could do.” Grace said.

Ms Sereine smiled. She looked pleased, and Grace felt a warm glow knowing her new boss was satisfied with her performance.

“Well, from now on I expect you to keep on just being yourself. I want more days like today. I want you to go out of your way to flirt with my customers. I want you to tease them, I want you to be provocative and brazen, I want them so distracted and flustered by the time they get into my office that I’ll be able to get them to sign anything. Men, women, groups, it doesn’t matter. I expect you to charm them and excite them. Do that, and I’ll make sure I pass on extra bonuses for you. Understand?”

Grace blushed. Ms Sereine was telling Grace to flirt, to tease, to seduce her customers so she could get better deals, earn bigger bonuses, and she would then in turn pass those on. The thought made something in Grace’s belly flutter, her caged dick throbbing.

She was going to be expected to act like a slutty, flirty, sexy secretary, to get Ms Sereine’s clients amenable to signing. She’d have to flatter and charm the women and make the men hot and horny and flustered. This was a lot more than she’d been expecting, yet… the thought made something inside of her giddy with joy.

“I… of course. I’ll do my best. I’m just happy I’m able to help.”

She was going to be paid to act like a slut. Why did that thought excite her?

“Good girl. I knew you’d be excited to help out. Now, how about we celebrate our new deal? Watching you flirt this morning, watching you parade around like a hot little slut, has me in the mood for more of your tongue. Now, be a darling and come kneel in front of me while I sit and relax. Do a good job and I’ll make sure your bonus is even more than this morning’s.”

Grace smiled, flustered, dizzy. She was going to get to serve Ms Sereine again. She was going to get to taste her pussy again, worship her cunt with her tongue.

She’d have done it for free as horny as she was. The whole morning she’d gotten more and more excited, the freedom to be pretty, sexy, getting turned on by being stared at, lusted after, flirting, the memory of Ms Sereine’s cunt still fresh in her mind, dick caged, so that now she was almost dumb with how horny she was.

“I… yes Mistress. Of course.” Grace said.

She rose to her feet and moved to kneel in front of her boss. Ms Sereine looked down at her, grinning.

“Oh, Mistress. I like that. I think we’ll stick to that when we’re in private. Now lift my skirt up. I’ve not been wearing panties since you stripped mine off this morning so there’s nothing stopping you from diving right in. And how about this time you use your fingers too… I’m in the mood to feel something hard inside me while you lick.”

And Grace did exactly as she was told.


Five

The first day of Grace’s new job was easily the most overwhelming, but amazing first day she’d ever had. The days that followed were just as brilliant. She relished the thrill of being Grace, the sense of freedom, the joy of feeling pretty, attractive, of having people be friendly and warm and excited to see her.

She loved chatting with customers, playing the flirty, friendly, charming secretary greeting them, fetching them coffee, making sure they felt welcome and valued, and she loved finding new ways to flirt with and excite the men, new ways to charm and flatter the women.

Each customer was different. Some men liked to stare at her ass and legs, and so she found reasons to bend over in front of them, her ass facing them, kneeling down to rummage in low filing-cabinet drawers, dropping pens or pencils under her desk, strutting around the office, leaning over her desk to fetch something.

Other men liked to stare at her face, and so she found reasons to chat with them, asking about their days, their lives, listening to their jokes, laughing flirtatiously, playing with her hair, biting her bottom lip, fluttering her long, dark, thick fake lashes.

Some even seem fixated on a certain part of her body. Her chest, for example, the padding of her bra that looked like small tits in her tight-fitting dresses. She took notice of this and began to add just a little extra padding to her dress, buying a pair of bra inserts that made her fake tits look even larger.

Others still were fixated on her lips, the way she’d play with them, the way she pouted or bit her lip when concentrating, so she took to applying lip-gloss provocatively in front of them, eating a banana or a hard candy lollipop, sucking, slurping, licking while maintaining eye contact. There were just so many ways to tease and have fun, to distract men, to flirt, to get them flustered and hard and excited, and she loved finding more and more ways to get them distracted ready for their meetings with Ms Sereine.

It helped that she had lots of chances to practise. Her male co-workers found more and more reasons to visit her desk during the day, and she found new and more innovative ways to tease them, to flirt with them and taunt them, flaunting her body, smiling, giggling, batting her eyelashes, acting coy or brazen or shy or sultry or innocent or slutty as the mood took her or as the situation required.

Ms Sereine took notice of this, praising Grace for how well she was doing, for how well she was fitting in, for how useful an assistant she was. She praised Grace for small things, mannerisms and behaviours, and the praise helped Grace find her best self, one who was flirtier, gigglier, more relaxed, more playful and more fun.

And Grace was rewarded for her performance too, was rewarded for her hard work, for her flirting and for her brazen teasing. Ms Sereine, delighted with her new secretary’s abilities to help her make deals, bought Grace gifts, clothes and jewellery and lingerie, expensive items that Grace delighted in, taking more and more joy in filling her wardrobe with pretty, girly, feminine, sexy things.

It became almost ordinary, routine, Grace falling easily into her new role as a pretty, flirty secretary, and within only days she began to feel more comfortable than she ever had as Grayson. She was happier too, relishing her new job, the joy it brought, the thrill of it, the power, how playful and attractive she felt.

It was nice to feel wanted, to feel lusted after. She relished the sense of naughty power it gave her to see how easily she could excite men, make them flustered and squirmy and hard, and she almost began to feel as though she had always been Grace, as though this were the life she was meant to be leading.

And the other parts of her job, the bonuses she would earn regularly, only added to that joy and that thrill. Each morning, and often several times a day thereafter, she would be called into her Mistress’s office and be tasked with pleasuring Ms Sereine. Grace would be asked to help Ms Sereine relax, or help her celebrate a lucrative deal, or simply be asked if she’d like to enjoy herself while earning a little extra off her debt.

Each time Grace said yes, and each time the yes became more enthusiastic as Grace learned the pleasure there was to be had in getting down on her knees and worshipping her Mistress’s cunt. In the beginning, she had been nervous, knowing she had no experience, not sure if she was going to be good, wary about upsetting her boss, anxious over the situation, but as she got used to it, as she became accustomed to her new position, as she learned that she wasn’t unskilled with her lips and tongue, Grace began to enjoy herself.

It helped that she had remained caged, that she had not been able to cum. Feeling cute and pretty and sexy, flirting and teasing, kept her constantly turned on, and with no way to earn release from her constant burning need to cum, she found a sense of release in the joy of making Ms Sereine cum.

Getting down on her knees, lifting her Mistress’s dress, pulling her panties down or to the side, burying her face in that thick, musky red thatch of pubic hair, burying her tongue in those hot, wet folds, it was heaven. Feeling Ms Sereine grind her pussy down onto her face, gripping her hair tight, hearing her moans and whimpers of pleasure, tasting her wetness, it was the closest Grace came to release, to sex, and she was learning to relish every moment of it.

And, if her bonuses were any reflection of her talent, she was getting better at it too.
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So, on a day much like any other, after days and weeks of being caged, being denied, after learning how to live and work as Grace, after learning to relish and embrace her new life, her new identity, making the most of it as a temporary means to an end, Grace found herself again in Ms Sereine’s office. Dressed in a short pleated skirt, thigh-high socks, heels, and a simple white blouse with a very padded bra underneath, she looked every inch the sexy, slutty secretary as she strutted in, doing her best to sway her skirt as she wiggled her ass and hips.

Ms Sereine smiled, clearly pleased with Grace’s performance, and Grace blushed as she entered, shy as always in her Mistress’s presence. She felt a tingle in her lips. It had been hours since she’d last tasted Ms Sereine’s cunt, and her caged cock throbbed at the thought that she might get to taste it again.

“You’ve done very, very well Grace.” Ms Sereine said. “Far better than I expected. My sales are at a record high, and I just found out today that if I, or rather we, continue like this then I’m in line to get a rather sizeable additional bonus at the end of the year. Of course, since we both know that your rather particular talents are essential to my success, I’m obviously keen to see that you’re rewarded too.”

Grace blushed a deeper pink. She was always so happy when Ms Sereine praised her, when she acknowledged her talents. Grace loved playing the slutty secretary, teasing and flirting and flattering, helping Ms Sereine to sign lucrative deals, but even more than that she loved feeling as though she were helping Ms Sereine, as though she were assisting her, as though she were part of a team.

“I… thank you. I’m just pleased I could help you like you helped me. I… I’m really glad I could work with you, like this. You helped me work out a plan to pay off my debt and… though it’s a little unconventional, and I was sceptical at first, I… I’m having fun.”

Ms Sereine laughed, a kind, friendly sound.

“I’d noticed you having fun. Watching you flirt with the customers and the other staff, watching you tease them, get them all flustered so they can’t concentrate, it’s quite a joy. When you came to me with your debt problem I knew we’d be able to help each other, but I didn’t realise you’d be quite as useful or as talented as you are. Not only are you gifted with that tongue of yours, and not only are you stunningly beautiful, but you are a natural-born tease. I think together we make a perfect team.”

Grace bit her bottom lip, coy, flattered, bashful. She smiled.

“I… thank you, Mistress.” She said.

Grace watched Ms Sereine carefully as she said that last word, aware just how much her boss loved it when she called her Mistress.

“Mmm… and there you go teasing me too. Just as I said, a natural-born slut.”

Ms Sereine laughed, and Grace giggled. She did enjoy teasing her boss, but whereas teasing the customers and her co-workers had no consequence, teasing Ms Sereine definitely did.

“But you know the rules. No teasing unless you’re willing to follow through. Now, since I’m in such a good mood, and you’re clearly feeling frisky, why don’t you come here and attend to me.”

Grace smiled. She knew exactly what Ms Sereine meant. She nodded, and walked slowly across the room, strutting, swaying her hips and ass, and knelt at her Mistress’s feet.

Already she could feel her dick throbbing in her cage, an agony of frustration with no way to gain release. So, instead, she focussed all her attention on pleasuring her Mistress.
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Grace licked, tongued, sucked at Ms Sereine’s clit. She pressed her fingers deep into her Mistress’s wet cunt, fucking her with her hand as her cock throbbed in desperate frustration.

Her mind was fuzzy, giddy, whirring. She breathed deep and fast, the scent of Ms Sereine’s musk rich and heady. The taste of her was on her lips, tongue, and she could feel her boss grinding her inflamed cunt down hard on her lips, tongue, fingers, chin.

“Fuck… that’s it… tease me more.”

Grace did her best to please Ms Sereine but it was difficult. She was so distracted, so horny, that she was struggling to even focus on the task of worshipping that divine pussy.

Squirming, cage aching, Grace shifted her free hand down, beneath her skirt, stroking over the hard bulge of her tiny cage inside her skimpy panties.

She moaned. The contact felt good, as much of an additional frustration as a relief, but it was better than nothing. As Grace licked, fucked her fingers, sucked, lapped, she began to work her hips, grinding her caged cock against her hand. Maybe this would be enough to cum?

She had tried everything, had tried tugging on it, teasing it, had even bought a vibrator to try buzzing it, but that had just left her numb after almost an hour. But maybe this would work. Maybe after so long being locked up, teasing herself with the addition of being turned on from worshipping Ms Sereine’s cunt would be enough.

Ms Sereine moaned, grinding down, and Grace licked, fucking her fingers. It was so hot, so good, and then…

Ms Sereine stopped moving. She froze, and Grace felt her stiffen.

“Grace, what are you doing?”

Ms Sereine pulled back, tugged Grace’s hair to pull her face out of her wet pussy.

Ms Sereine looked down, stared at Grace’s hand, a mocking smile. Grace blushed, squirmed. She pulled her hand away, shamed by what she had been caught doing.

“Were you playing with yourself while you were supposed to be focussing on me?”

Ms Sereine’s voice was light, playful, teasing, but Grace could hear the undercurrent of tension. Grace nodded, aware that she could do nothing but tell the truth.

“I… It’s been so long since I came and… serving you turns me on so much. I’m so horny all the time at the moment. I… I can’t help it. Being cute, feeling sexy, flirting and teasing the customers and my co-workers it all… it all just has me so wound up I couldn’t think and I just… I’m sorry. I’m just so horny.” Grace said, her blush enveloping her face and throat.

Ms Sereine stared at Grace for a moment.

“Well, why didn’t you just say. I can’t have my very best secretary ever not being able to focus on her work. If you’re horny then we need to do something about that. You’ve been such a good girl for me that I think a little extra something to help relieve that pressure is only appropriate.”

Grace’s face lit up. She had assumed she’d not be able to cum. That she’d been such a good girl to warrant an extra reward, the chance to cum, made her heart skip.

“I... yes please Mistress.” She whispered.

Ms Sereine smiled.

“How about, since you’ve done so much for me, I do something for you. How about I offer you a chance to cum. What would you say to that? What would say to us fucking?”

Grace couldn’t believe it. She’d never been with a woman. Hell, her only sexual experience in her life was licking Ms Sereine’s pussy. The chance to fuck her was beyond anything she’d dreamed of.

She was going to get to fuck her boss, the hot, sexy, older redhead. She was going to… she was going to get her cage off?

“I… please. Yes. Yes please, Mistress.” Grace said.

Ms Sereine chuckled.

“So enthusiastic. I never would have known you were such an eager slut when we first met. But very well. Now, slip out of your panties and skirt and bend over my desk. I’ll be right with you.”

Grace froze. Bend over the desk? How was she going to fuck Ms Sereine like that? Unless…

“Now, Grace! I don’t have all day. Do you want to cum or not?”

Grace paled. She wanted to cum, needed to cum, but… what did Ms Sereine have in mind.

“I tell you what. If you do what I want, if you let me fuck you in your pretty, tight, hot little ass then you’ll get a very generous bonus.”

Grace giggled. The added incentive wasn’t needed, but it was nice.

She blushed as she realised Ms Sereine didn’t need to give her a bonus as an incentive, it didn’t matter what Ms Sereine was planning on doing, how she was planning on fucking her, how she planned on using her. She trusted her, she was her Mistress, and if it meant Grace could cum then she would do it.

If there was a bonus on offer though, who was Grace to turn it down? And with that thought in mind, feeling like a dirty, slutty, brazen secretary, Grace did as she was told.

[image: ]

Grace stripped off her skirt and her panties, blushing, aware that Ms Sereine was watching her, then did as she was told, bent over her Mistress’s desk, palms down, chest flat on the cool surface, her back curved, ass lifted. A shiver ran down her spine as she realised how exposed she was, but that only made her caged cock throb harder.

“Legs wider.” Ms Sereine said.

Grace obeyed. She still had her heels, her stockings, and her suspender belt on, and posed as she was, skirt and panties off, she felt like a sexy secretary from a porn movie, bent over her boss's desk, about to be…

Grace giggled. She knew what her Mistress was going to do to her, and her heart leapt. She never would have thought to ask for it, would never have wanted it, but knowing it was going to happen, that it was Ms Sereine who was going to do it, that she was going to fuck her, fuck Grace as her slutty, sexy, flirty, playful secretary, made her heart swell.

Behind her, there was rustling, the sound of Ms Sereine moving about, as though getting dressed, and then footsteps coming closer. Grace lifted her head and looked back over her shoulder.

She smiled and blushed and her ass clenched. Ms Sereine was wearing a strap-on, a thick, long, perfectly sculpted cock, with balls, veins, and a thick, flared head. Ms Sereine was going to fuck Grace like the slutty girl she was.

“I… I didn’t…” Grace was muttering, in shock and awe.

“Changed your mind, Grace? Do you not want to cum? I can promise you that if you let me fuck you, if you let me fuck you in your tight, sweet ass that you’ll cum, and you’ll never look back. You let me fuck you and you’ll cum harder than you ever have before and you’ll finally be the woman you were clearly born to be.”

Grace smiled. She nodded.

“Please… yes. Just… I’ve never done this before so… just be gentle with me, at least to start.”

Grace giggled and Ms Sereine just nodded.

“I’ll be gentle, to start. Now, legs even wider, and ass up. It’s time I claimed my pretty little secretary slut.” Ms Sereine said.

Grace did as she was told. She spread her legs as wide as they would go and curved her back, head down, ass up high.

Ms Sereine’s heels clicked as she stepped in closer. Grace gasped as she felt something cool and wet drip down the crack of her ass, and then warm fingers, tracing a line, running down, over her hole, pressing barely into her entrance.

Grace moaned, pressed back. Her head was spinning and she was so horny she could barely think. She felt her ass spreading, hungry, fingertips pressing in, making her wet and slippery, and then they were gone.

She whined, wanting them back, only… they were replaced with something harder, thicker, longer. Ms Sereine’s strap-on cock.

Grace moaned loudly, the pleasure and pain of it pressing against her virgin entrance, wet, slippery, tight, and overwhelming. She wanted it, needed it. She yearned for her Mistress to claim her, make her a woman.

Grace pressed back, her hole stretching, and Ms Sereine pressed forward, thrusting her hips. The head of her cock slipped deeper, forcing Grace’s virgin ass wider. There was pain, pleasure, hunger, and Grace wiggled her butt.

Hands roamed over her smooth, pert flesh, slipped up to grip her hips, and, as Grace shifted back, wanting to feel more, Ms Sereine pressed forward, hard. Grace’s hole stretched, Ms Sereine sank deep, pressure at her outer entrance, her tight ring slippery with lube and then…

The thick head popped past Grace’s outer defences, slipped suddenly deep, and Grace moaned loudly in delight and shock and bliss. Ms Sereine’s cock was inside her. Her Mistress’s strap-on cock was inside her tight, virgin ass. Her boss was fucking, had her bent over her desk in stockings and suspenders and heels, her fat, long, strap-on cock in her tight hole, her cute little dick caged, and she was fucking her.

Ms Sereine was fucking Grace, filling her ass, and Grace was loving it. Her caged dick throbbed, and her tight hole clenched down hard on the girthiness inside her.

Her hole, slippery, wet, tight, squeezed, and Ms Sereine thrust forward, slipping more and more into Grace’s ass until her balls and her belly were pressed against her pert, round butt.

“You took all of it! So eager, so hungry, such a butt-slut.” Ms Sereine said, giggling.

Grace blushed, but she did not speak. She was beyond words, pleasure washing over her, wave after wave of it, intense giddy joy filling her, spreading out from her tight ass, her fluttering belly, a knot of bliss unravelling.

“Fuck… fuck… more… please…”

It had been so long since Grace had cum she was almost delirious with need. She needed to cum.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

Ms Sereine pulled her hips back, slipped her cock out until the flared head was tugging at Grace’s entrance. She wiggled, teasing, holding it there even as Grace lifted her ass up, wiggling her butt, pressing back, wanting more, begging with her body, moaning in need.

“Still want me to be gentle?” Ms Sereine asked.

Grace moaned, lust and pleasure and hunger. She shook her head.

“No… no please… fuck me. Fuck me hard. Fuck me like a slut. I… I need to cum. Please.”

“Well then, don’t say I never reward my precious little secretary slut.” Ms Sereine said.

And with that she thrust suddenly, hard, deep, pounding her cock into Grace’s tight ass. She slammed it all the way in, making Grace’s ass jiggle, knocking the breath from her lungs, then pulled back, and she began to fuck.

Ms Sereine worked her hips, rutting like an animal in heat, pounding Grace hard, and Grace, craving more, desperate to show she was a good slut, a pretty, hoy, sexy secretary, desperate to cum, to earn her bonus, worked her ass back, wiggling her hips to chase the pleasure unfolding inside her ass, chasing the delight.

The thick head rubbed over a knot of bliss inside her ass with each thrust in and out, the joy radiating through her. Her caged cock was agony, drooling precum, and her head was floating on a tide of need and joy.

Grace could not speak, could only moan, working her ass back in time with her Mistress’s thrusts. She spread her legs wider, lifted her ass up, and offered her body, her mind, and her soul up to her Mistress for her to claim.

Ms Sereine worked hard, fast, deep, long rapid strokes in and out, the pair fucking, the office filled with the sound of slapping flesh. This was Grace’s first time having sex with anyone, and it was her getting fucked. She was bent over, legs spread, getting fucked in her tight ass by her hot boss.

The thought thrilled her. She could never have imagined anything quite so right before, but now… now she knew this was perfect. She worked her hips, bouncing her ass up and down on Ms Sereine’s strap-on, and she could feel the pleasure unravelling. She was close, her caged cock throbbing, and she whimpered as Ms Sereine drove her cock deeper.

“Cum for me. Cum for me and admit the truth. That you’re a slut, a hot, sexy, flirty little slut. Admit you’re my secretary, my slut, and cum for me.”

The words were enough to drive Grace over the edge

She felt the knot of pleasure inside her ass unravel, her belly fluttering. Her caged dick throbbed, hard, pulsing, and then Ms Sereine thrust in deep.

Grace’s hole clenched, milking, and she knew there was no going back. She was a slut. A butt-slut. She was a sexy, flirty, playful, slutty secretary.

“I’m… I’m cumming…”

Grace moaned, working her ass back, taking all of Ms Sereine’s cock. Her tight ass squeezed, and her caged dick drooled a thin stream of cum, limp and painful and locked away. She came harder than she ever had before and it was bliss.

“Fuck…” The single word was one long exhale of delight.

Ms Sereine reached a hand up to stroke Grace’s back, working her cock slowly in and out to milk the most pleasure from her slut. Grace shivered.

“You think you’ll be able to concentrate on your work now?” Ms Sereine asked.

Grace giggled, still cumming, the pleasure overwhelming, aware of the fact that Ms Sereine had held true to her promise. She had made her a woman.

“I… yes Mistress.” Grace finally managed to say.

The pleasure had made her dumb, and her climax had almost stunned her, but she was, slowly, returning to her senses. She giggled, wiggling her hips to tease the last drops of pleasure from her climax.

“Good.” Ms Sereine said. “Because I need you to arrange an important meeting for me tomorrow. I think with your help I might be able to land a deal that will guarantee me, us, that prize of best sales person of the year.”


Six

Grace made a special effort to make herself extra presentable as she got ready for work, choosing an outfit that was a little extra revealing. She picked out her favourite miniskirt, one she’d not worn yet, a cute tight-fitting black pleated skirt that went perfectly with a very snug white silk blouse.

She wore black stockings, suspenders, and a set of matching black panties and bra, the latter with extra padding to make her chest look as full as possible. As she slipped on the blouse and skirt she was delighted with what she saw in the mirror, and she knew immediately that she’d made the right choice.

Her blouse was so thin and sheer that her bra was clearly visible through it, and the skirt was so short that it showed off the lacy tops of her stockings. As she moved the straps of her suspenders showed, the skirt so short that she knew that were she to bend over or sit indelicately—something she knew for certain she was going to do—that she’d flash her panties. The thought delighted her. She knew this meeting today was extra important to Ms Sereine and she wanted to make extra sure she was as distracting and flirtatious and titillating as possible.

Finally, she slipped in a new pair of heels, a black strappy pair that were higher than anything she’d worn yet, but as she put them on and tested them out she felt more comfortable than she thought she’d be.

“All those days at work in smaller heels really has paid off.” She said. “And I guess the platforms do make it a bit easier.”

The heels were six inches at the heel, but with a two-inch platform, so they actually felt only a little more difficult to walk in than her usual heels, but they looked far, far sexier. Just standing in them made Grace pose in a way that made her legs look longer, fuller, and her ass just popped.

“I hope this is what Ms Sereine meant when she said dress to impress.” Grace said, giggling.

Last, she made sure to do her hair and make-up, adding just a little extra to her look to make sure she was as slutty and as brazen as possible. This deal meant a lot to Ms Sereine so Grace was going to do everything she could to make sure she got the contracts signed.

Not only was the bonus she’d been promised substantial, but there was also the warm glow of knowing she was a good girl, a talented slutty secretary, and that she’s served her Mistress well.

With everything done, and her look perfect, Grace set off for work. From the way men looked at her as she walked down the street she knew she’d got her look absolutely spot on.

[image: ]

“Oh, that is… YES!” Ms Sereine said when she saw Grace.

Grace beamed, blushing.

“Is it okay then?” She asked.

Ms Sereine nodded.

“Definitely. You look… that is absolutely perfect. Now, one last time, you’re sure you want to come with me? You don’t have to, but having you with me would definitely help me land this deal, and if I do then it’s a big bonus for me and you. But… it might be a bit more demanding than you’re used to. Are you okay with that?”

There was a sparkle and a twinkle in Ms Sereine’s eye, her smile full of mischief, her expression making Grace’s belly flutter. Grace just nodded.

She wanted to help, wanted to do all she could to aid her Mistress. Maybe if she did a good job then Ms Sereine would fuck her again with her strap-on cock?

Just thinking about it made Grace’s caged dick throb. She’d only cum yesterday, but she was, if anything, only hornier than ever today.

She’d spent the entire time since their tryst thinking about Ms Sereine fucking her, about how good it felt, and she wanted more. She had never known being fucked in her ass could feel so good, yet now it was all she could do to stop herself obsessing over it.

“I… I want to come with you. Whatever you need I’ll do. I want to help.” Grace said, grinning.

Ms Sereine smiled, nodding her head, clearly pleased with her slut secretary.

“Well, I’m very grateful for your help, and you’ll be amply rewarded for everything you do. Just remember if you ever want to leave, you may, but if you choose to stay then I’ll be very glad for your assistance.” Ms Sereine said.

“I… I understand.”

Something about what Ms Sereine said, about her tone, sent a chill down Grace’s spine, but the anxiety and the thrill only made her want to help more. The thought of teasing, flirting, helping Ms Sereine get the deal she needed by any means necessary, by using her skills as a slutty secretary, made Grace blush.

“Well then, let's be off.” Ms Sereine said.

And with that, she led Grace to her car. The pair set off together with Grace in the passenger seat, squirming as she pressed her smooth, stocking-clad thighs together, wondering just what kind of reward and bonus she might get if Ms Sereine landed the deal.

[image: ]

Ms Sereine led the way into a large office building, walking quickly, briskly, her legs longer and her strider quicker than Grace could manage. As Grace tried to keep up she could not help but wiggle her ass and hips, her platform heels demanding it, and she could feel her tiny skirt riding up, flashing her stocking tops, her suspender straps, her panties.

As she entered the building she could feel people staring, women looking her up and down, men ogling her, lusting after her, and it made her giddy from the joy of it. Her outfit, chosen with purpose, was going to be perfect.

“In here please Grace.” Ms Sereine said, stopping outside a set of double doors on the third floor.

Grace did as she was told, stepping in as Ms Sereine opened the door for her, tottering in her heels. As she entered she looked around the room and she smiled as she saw two faces she recognised.

“Hi there!” Grace said cheerfully, giving a friendly, bubbly wave.

She knew the two men in the room, a pair of office workers who’d visited Ms Sereine often over the last few weeks, trying to negotiate a deal for a fleet of cars for their senior team. If this was the deal then Grace knew it would be a phenomenally large bonus for Ms Sereine, and for her. But only if Ms Sereine and Grace could get them to sign.

As it was the contract Ms Sereine wanted them to sign would cost them far more than their competitor. But their competitor didn’t have Ms Sereine’s secret weapon. Grace…

Grace knew these two men well. She’d flirted with them a lot over the last few weeks. She’d teased them a lot. Hell, she was pretty certain that she was the main reason they kept coming back to see Ms Sereine despite the fact that the deal she was offering them was worse than the one they were being offered elsewhere.

So, Grace smiled inwardly, sure that she could help Ms Sereine land the deal. She knew that the pair of them liked it when she played a little dumb, acted the part of giddy, silly, flirty, airhead bimbo secretary, so she giggled as she waved, bouncing up and down slightly in her heels, making a show of how enthusiastically she was greeting them.

From the way they smiled at her, looking her up and down, she knew she was off to a good start. From the way their eyes lingered on her legs, her hips and ass, her lacy stocking tops, she knew she’d chosen the right outfit.

“Hello, Grace. Lovely to see you. I wasn’t sure Ms Sereine was serious when she said you’d be joining us to help sign the contracts.” One of them said.

The man who had spoken was Leon, the senior of the two, taller and a little chubbier, older, his hair greying at the temples. He was still handsome, in a lived-in cuddly kind of way. He had a real thing for Grace’s butt, and she’d enjoyed finding excuses to bend over in front of him and flash him her panties, teasing him with an extra wiggle in her walk when she fetched him coffee, feeling his gaze glued to her legs and butt.

“I… yeah. I didn’t think she really meant it, but… wow, you look amazing today Grace.” The second man said.

The younger of the two was Greg, a little shorter than Leon but broader, more muscle, toned and athletic, handsome in a classic actor kind of way with a cute beard. The way he looked at Grace always made her a little weak at the knees, his eyes so earnest and sweet. He had a thing for her lips, and it was him that had made her realise that eating something as simple as a banana or a lollipop could be a very effective way to tease and fluster and distract someone.

“So, where do I sit then?” Grace said, wiggling her hips.

The two men smiled.

“Oh, you’ll not be sitting Grace.” Ms Sereine said.

Grace jumped as she felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned and saw Ms Sereine standing close behind her. She frowned, puzzled, now sure quite where she should go. Ms Sereine just smiled.

“You’ll not be sitting, as you’ll be too busy on your knees.” Ms Sereine said, smirking.

Grace’s eyes went wide, and then… she giggled. Finally, she understood what she’d be doing to help Ms Sereine land the contract.

She looked back to Leon and Greg, and she giggled, fluttering her eyelashes. The two men looked suddenly almost embarrassed.

“You know… you really don’t need to…” Leon managed to bluster.

“Yeah, I… we were only teasing, and… the contract is too expensive anyway. We’ll just… we can just take you out to lunch to say sorry for your wasted trip.”

Grace pouted.

“You mean I came all the way out here for nothing?” She said. “I thought maybe I could help convince you to sign those contracts. I mean, I know they’re more expensive, but… well, there are some thing's that are more valuable than money.”

The two men looked at her. She stepped towards them, wiggling her hips, ass, strutting as provocatively as she could. Their eyes went wide, and she could almost feel Ms Sereine behind her, beaming with pride.

She was going to help her Mistress get this contract signed no matter what. And if she got to have some fun at the same time, then all the better.

“I… I mean… like… what are you suggesting?” Leon muttered.

Greg opened his mouth to speak but he was too stunned to manage words. Grace sauntered towards the two men, feeling bold and brazen, powerful, slutty.

“I’m suggesting I offer you something much more valuable than money if you sign those contracts.” Grace said. “If you sign, I’ll show you just how grateful I can be.”

Grace licked her lips, pouty, fluttering her thick, dark, fake lashes. With her hands she reached down and began to peel up the sides of her skirt, flashing her thighs, her panties, her hips, just a brief glimpse of her bare ass cheek.

“Sign that contract, agree to the deal Ms Sereine has worked so hard to set up for you both, and I’ll thank both of you, personally, with my mouth, and my ass.”

Leon and Greg blinked, flustered, turning pink. They looked at each other, looked to Grace, who was wiggling now on the spot, playing the part of slutty tease perfectly, and then to Ms Sereine.

“She means every word. There’s a reason I brought her with me after all. My perfect, stunning, slutty secretary.” Ms Sereine said.

Her words lit a fire of pride in Grace’s belly. She had called her perfect, stunning. She had called her hers.

“Well, boys, are you going to sign, or am I going to leave here without getting fucked?” Grace said.

She could not believe what she was saying, how slutty and brazen and obscene she was being. But… at the same time, it felt right, and she was happy.

She was going to use her body, her slutty secretary talents to get the two men to sign Ms Sereine’s contract, was going to get her boss that commission, and she was going to let both of them use her mouth and her ass.

She was going to fuck both of them, was going to let them use her as a reward, a sales incentive. She was… she was going to have a lot of fun. But only if they signed. Her caged dick throbbed, aching at the thought of sucking a cock, at the thought of a flesh and blood cock cumming in her ass.

She wondered if Ms Sereine knew that she didn’t need a bonus or thanks to be convinced to do this. All she needed was permission to fuck.

“I… well, in that case, does either of you have a pen?” Leon asked, grinning.

Grace could not stop herself from breaking out in excited giggles. She was going to get to reward them with her body after all.
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Leon and Greg almost fell over themselves to sign the contracts that Ms Sereine put in front of them, not even checking the details or the small print. That the contract was heavily in Ms Sereine’s favour did not bother them.

They were not interested in the details of the deal. They were interested in the incentive to sign on the dotted line.

They were interested in Grace, Ms Sereine’s slutty secretary. As they signed Grace stood close by, almost bouncing in excitement, giddy, head spinning with what she was about to do, excited, anxious, and very horny.

Only a few weeks ago she had been Grayson, a boy, had been in debt, and then… she had met Ms Sereine. Ms Sereine had offered her a lifeline, a chance to work to pay off the debt, had given her a new life, as Grace.

It had been terrifying at first, the prospect of having to work as a girl, but soon Grace had found she was having more fun than she’d ever had as a boy. She was hot as a girl, sexy and playful and flirty, and she got to earn bonuses to pay off her debt faster, got to serve her Mistress as her slut.

It had been a revelation. She had realised how much fun she could be having, how joyful life could be. As Grayson, she’d never done much more than just kiss a girl. No one had paid much attention to him. He was dull.

But as Grace… as Grace she was dazzling, beautiful, sexy, and wanted. Grace was desirable and flirty and fun. She’d got to serve her Mistress on her knees, often, and had been paid for it—the thought that she was sexy enough to be paid for sexual services made her giddy and flustered.

And, more than that, she’d been fucked. She’d let her Mistress fuck her, and now she was going to let two men she barely knew fuck her.

She knew one was obsessed with her ass, and the other kept looking at her lips. The thought that she was going to pleasure them both, at the same time, thrilled her.

As Grayson, she’d thought of herself as straight, but as Grace… she was fluid, more playful. If people were hot, or cute, or just nice to her, she might flirt with them and tease them. And if there was pleasure in it for her, if there was an incentive, like a bonus, or if it would help her Mistress, then Grace definitely didn’t mind doing more than flirting.

So, as Leon and Greg signed their names, Grace watched giddy and grinning. The pair signed and Ms Sereine snatched up the papers and the two men turned to look at Grace, both of them looking almost shy. She loved the power she had over men, the way her raw, wanton, feminine sexuality unnerved them. She had power, and she was very keen to use it.

“So, you can have my mouth or my ass. It’s up to you. You can take turns if you want, or, and this is my personal favourite idea, you can both enjoy me at the same time, one in front, one behind. What do you say?” Grace said.

She was beaming. She loved the thrill of being a slut.

“I… well, who are we to deny such a pretty girl what she wants.” Leon said, smiling.

Greg shifted, his eyes glued to Grace’s lips, her wet hot mouth, and as she licked to tease him she saw his cock grow hard in his trousers. She knew what he wanted, which meant…

“So, since I know you want to feel my mouth Greg, you want my lips wrapped around your cock, I guess that means you Leon will have to settle with fucking my ass.”

“Oh, that doesn’t sound like settling to me.” Leon said.

And with that, he reached out and slipped his hand under Grace’s short skirt, slipped it up to squeeze her ass, hard. Grace yelped in delight. Grace shifted, wiggling her ass, and she bent over slightly to offer Leon a better view.

“So, how do you want me then? On all fours, or on my back on the meeting table?” Grace said.

Leon and Greg looked at each other, exchanged looks, and they looked back to Grace, smiling.

“All fours.” They said together.
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Grace wasted no time in getting ready to offer the two men their reward for signing. As Ms Sereine watched she slipped out of her panties and got down onto her hands and knees on the floor, lifting her skirt to flash her smooth, round ass, wiggling it as she lifted it high, spreading her legs.

“Come on then boys. I’ve got a busy day so if you don’t hurry then…”

Grace did not have a chance to finish. Greg, encouraged by Grace stripping off her panties and getting down onto all fours ready to service the two men, had already slipped out of his business trousers, pulling his pants down to expose his hard cock.

It was so much thicker and harder and longer than Grace’s dick, caged and throbbing, but it was not quite as big as Ms Sereine’s strap-on. Yet… the sight of it, flesh and blood, the veins, smooth skin, the crown of it, the oozing slit, made Grace’s belly flutter.

She was going to suck a cock. She was going to let it cum in her mouth, was going to swallow. Worse, or maybe better, she was going to suck a flesh and blood cock while another one fucked her ass, came inside her.

Grace licked her lips and Greg, encouraged, horny for the slutty secretary, got down on his knees in front of Grace and brought the head of his prick to her mouth. He did not need to ask or encourage.

Grace wanted it perhaps even more than he did. She parted her lips and extended her tongue, licking the tip of Greg’s cock, and Greg pushed his hips forwards, pressing his cock into Grace’s mouth.

She sucked on instinct, sealing her lips in a tight ring, and Greg fucked his cock deep. Her tongue began to swirl.

“Fuck… oh god… the way you’ve been teasing me, flirting with me, you got me so horny. I can’t stop thinking about you, about how hot you are, and now… now you’re actually sucking my cock and I can’t believe how lucky I am.” Greg muttered.

His words flattered and, as a reward for being so sweet, Grace sucked harder, took his cock deeper. Her head spun, caged dick throbbing, aching.

And then she felt something cool and wet run down her ass crack. Lube, teasing over her hole. She giggled as she sucked, wiggled her ass, and then she moaned as something warm and hard and thick slipped over her entrance, aiming, and then began to press.

Grace moaned in bliss as her hole began to stretch. Leon’s cock was slipping into her ass. A real flesh and blood cock was about to penetrate her. She was about to let a man fuck her, cum in her.

She was about to be double-teamed and that thought alone made her caged dick pulse in delight. She sucked hard and spread her legs wider, pressing her ass back.

“Fuck… so fucking tight… you are so fucking hot.” Leon moaned.

Hands gripped her hips. Hands gripped her hair. Greg thrust his cock into her mouth, fucking in and out as she sucked, lips tight, tongue teasing, and Leon pressed his hips forwards.

Grace pressed back, the pressure, the pleasure, her body wanting more. It was not as thick as Ms Sereine’s strap-on, but the way it was throbbing, the fact that she knew it would cum inside her, was a thrill all of its own.

The pressure built, her belly fluttering, and she could feel it slipping deeper. She wanted more.

“You look so hot on your knees Grace. A perfect little slutty secretary. Don’t we make a wonderful team?” Ms Sereine said.

Her words, her praise, were a joy in and of themselves, and they lit a fire in Grace. She wanted to be Ms Sereine’s slutty secretary. She wanted to be her incentive, her secret weapon, but, more than that, she wanted to get fucked, wanted cock, wanted to feel the two men cumming inside her, wanted to cum.

So, as Leon forced his cock into Grace’s ass, and as Leon fucked her mouth, Grace threw herself into her new identity. This was supposed to be temporary she knew, until she paid off her loan, but now, feeling what she was feeling, the joy, the pleasure, the bliss, she knew she could never go back. She was Grace, Ms Sereine’s slutty secretary.

And she needed to be fucked.

Grace pressed back as Leon forced his hips forwards and his cock pressed, there was pressure, and then her hole opened and his cock, thick, long, hard, throbbing, sank into her tight ass.

“Fuck!” Leon moaned.

Grace could hear the pleasure in his words, Leon’s voice hoarse with it. She could feel his cock getting harder inside her, stretching her hole, throbbing, and she squeezed down on it, grinding her ass back to feel more, relishing the feeling of being a slut.

His hands on her hips gripped harder, Greg’s hands in her hair holding her tight, and the two men, a cock in her mouth, a cock in her ass, began to fuck her. Leon pulled back, his cock slipping out until just the head was inside, tugging at her entrance, and then thrust forwards, burying his cock deep.

Grace moaned, drunk on pleasure, and she sucked, letting Greg fuck her mouth as Leon fucked her ass. The two men fucked in unison, thrusting in and out, finding a rhythm between them that meant there was always one cock buried deep, either in Grace’s mouth or ass, Leon thrusting deep as Greg pulled back, Greg forcing his cock into Grace’s mouth as Leon pulled back.

Grace sucked, clenched her ass down, worked her tongue and hips, chasing the pleasure, the joy, the bliss, trying to give the two men the best fuck of their lives. She was a slutty secretary and she was built for this. It was heaven.

“Fuck… I’m… I’m going to…”

Greg thrust, his cock throbbing, swelling, harder and thicker and longer. Grace could taste his precum.

She wiggled her ass, clenching her asshole, wanting the two men to cum together. Her caged dick was throbbing, drooling. She wanted them to cum together, one in her mouth, the other in her ass, because she knew when they came she would cum and she wanted that overwhelming sensation to crash down on her all at once.

Leon thrust into Grace’s tight fuck-hole gripping her hips, slamming into her, and she could feel him, a rutting beast fucking a slut on all fours. She was getting pounded from both ends and she knew this might be the first time, but it would not be the last.

She wanted more of this, and she wanted more than this. With Ms Sereine setting up the contracts, and her body as the incentive, she knew there would be lots more.

“Fuck… you’re so tight. The way you're squeezing down I can’t hold it. I’m going to…” Leon thrust in hard, deep, cock swelling, throbbing. “… I’m going to cum inside your tight ass…”

If Grace could have giggled she would have. They were both going to cum. They were going to fill her with cum. She could feel her belly fluttering, caged dick aching, her ass a buzzing spot of pleasure radiating out.

The two men both thrust, holding their cocks deep and Grace could feel the swell, the throb and then…

They were cumming. Both of them. Greg was cumming in her mouth, jet after jet of spunk, Grace swallowing it, thick and hot and salty, sticky in her throat, warm in her belly, and Leon was cumming in her ass, filling her hole with his seed, throbbing, pulsing, shooting her full of hot jizz, his throbbing cock making her hole quiver.

Grace moaned, blissful, drunk on cum and pleasure, and she swallowed, squeezing down with her hole. The knot of bliss in her ass and belly unravelled, her caged dick throbbed, hard, and then she too was cumming, cumming hard, body shaking.

The three came together, and Ms Sereine sat watching, grinning, pleased with her secretary.

“Well, that was faster than I expected, but then… she is very talented, isn’t she?” Ms Sereine said.

“Fuck… she was… wow.” Greg muttered.

“Absolutely worth signing that deal for.” Leon mumbled, cock throbbing in Grace’s ass.

As their climaxes subsided the two men pulled back, pulled their cocks out of Grace’s mouth, ass, cum on her lips, tongue, dripping out of her well fucked ass. She giggled, swallowed, licked her lips, and she clenched her ass tight to keep as much cum as possible inside her.

“Well, next time you need to renew the contracts you know where to cum.” Grace said, blushing.

“Oh, we know.” Greg said, smiling.

“And… if anyone else you know is looking for a new deal, then feel free to give them Ms Sereine’s number. I’m sure she can work out something to everyone’s satisfaction.”

Grace giggled. She looked to Ms Sereine, smiling, blushing, and made a show of wiggling her butt, still on all fours.

The two men, exhausted, laughed, their lust sated.

“I have a feeling that advertising your boss like that will mean you end up handling a lot of calls from people looking to sign a deal.”

“Just so long as it’s not just calls I’ll be handling I’ll be happy.” Grace said.

Ms Sereine smiled at her, a subtle nod.

“After seeing how much fun you had today, and seeing how well you handled that negotiation, You’ll be getting a lot more than just calls, that I can promise you.” She said.

Grace giggled. She looked up at Ms Sereine and beamed.

She knew eventually her debt would be paid off, and probably quite quickly with the bonuses she knew she’d be earning, but she didn’t care about that any more. She was happy in her new job, her new role. She knew that when it was all paid she’d be begging to stay on as Ms Sereine’s slutty secretary. Which just left one question… what would she spend her bonuses on once the debt was paid?

As the two men began to get dressed and Grace eased her skirt down over her hips she felt a flush of pride and joy and excitement. She already had a very good idea what she might spend her bonuses on…


Epilogue

Grace rose with the sound of her alarm, well rested and excited for the day, a smile on her face and a spring in her step. As she bustled about her morning routine, getting ready for work, she couldn’t help but think about how lucky she was.

It seemed unreal now to think that she’d once lived a different life, been a different person, each morning bleary and miserable and exhausted from just the thought of getting up and out and on with her life. Now she couldn’t wait for each new day to begin, couldn’t wait for another day at work with Ms Sereine, could not stop smiling as she had her morning shower and chose her outfit for the day.

She supposed it didn’t hurt that getting dressed was so much more fun now. Before, as Grayson, she’d been forced to wear boring, ugly, boy clothes. Now though… now she got to spend every day dressed as a slutty secretary, picking out short skirts and tight tops, fitted dresses, sexy lingerie, heels, boots, choosing make-up and jewellery that would make people pay attention to her, styling her hair, making herself look good, making herself feel pretty.

As she chose today’s outfit, one she had picked out for months, she felt a thrill run down her spine. The short, slim dress was black, slinky, with thin straps over the shoulder and a low cut neck, so short that it barely covered her ass, with a split up the back that was sure to flash her panties whenever she moved or sat or bent over—which she knew she’d be doing often.

When she’d chosen it she had felt a pang of uncertainty, not sure that it was the right thing to do, not sure that she’d ever get to wear it. Now though, after everything, after the weeks and months it had taken to get here, she knew she’d made the right decision. This dress was the first dress of many like it, the first outfit of many like it, and she was going to look hot.

As she slipped it on she shivered, relishing the sensual way it slid over her smooth, soft, hairless body, over her stocking-clad thighs, her round ass and full hips, her body shaped by months of targetted exercise and diet to make it even more feminine. It was her dream dress and it fit her perfectly. She couldn’t wait to see Ms Sereine’s reaction to her wearing it.

At the thought of her Mistress, her heart skipped. It had been days since she’d last seen her, and two weeks since she’d last been to work. The thought of returning with her new dress on, fitting perfectly, made her giggle. What would people say? What would they do? Would they stare?

Grace hoped they would stare, but, really, there was only one way to find out.

“All ready. Time to show the world.” She said.

With her heels on, dressed, and her hair and make-up done, feeling sexy and brazen and gorgeous, Grace stepped out and headed to work, ready to impress. As she walked she could feel the sway and the wiggle and the jiggle in her body, squeezed into her tight, short, sexy black dress, and she felt amazing.
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Grace was not disappointed by people’s reactions. As she made her way into work she saw men staring, women glaring, cars slowing down, and every time she got a reaction she felt a little more excited, a little more eager to get back to work and her secretarial duties.

Doing her best to draw attention, wiggling, heels clicking, swaying her ass, she enjoyed the way men, and some women, would stop to look at her, eyeing her legs, ass, hips, figure, eyes glued to her lips, the smiles they offered her, the way she made them blush when she smiled back, Grace arrive feeling flush and excited. It was first thing on a Monday, and already her caged dick was agony.

But then… she hadn’t got to have any fun for weeks. What else did she expect?

She laughed at herself, shaking her head, aware of just what a mess she was going to be at work today. She wondered what her first day back would look like, and the possibilities made her belly flutter.

After settling into her new job as Ms Sereine’s slutty secretary she had paid off her debt quickly, but once that was done she had been faced with a decision. She could leave, and go back to being Grayson, could be released from her cage, go back to her old life, or she could carry on as Ms Sereine’s secretary, but be released from her extra duties and her cage, or she could just continue.

It hadn’t been a hard decision. Grace had chosen to stay at Ms Sereine’s side, and remain as her slut, caged, without even needing to think about it. Ms Sereine had been delighted, and had been sure to show Grace just how happy she was with that decision—and that was a night Grace knew she’d remember for the rest of her life, just thinking about it making her hot and bothered.

So, as she stepped into the building and made her way to her desk, it was with a sense of purpose, knowing she was there for a reason. She was there to work as Ms Sereine’s slutty secretary, to help her however she could.

And it helped that the benefits and the bonuses were so good too. Not only was Ms Sereine generous with the bonuses she got from her improved sales record, but she was also generous with her time, and her body. Grace still got to serve her boss often, offering up her mouth, her lips and tongue, and her ass to her, but she also got to spend time with her too, going out for dinner together, going shopping, going out for drinks to entertain prospective clients.

She was happy, she loved her job, her life, and she was delighted to be back. More so because as she walked through the building she got to see everyone’s reaction to her new look, and their expressions, their stares, made her hot.

Over the months since she’d got her job she’d worked on her body, her look. She’d grown her hair out, had exercised and dieted, had gone for makeovers and fillers in her lips, had tweaked this and changed that until she was perfect. Or rather, almost perfect.

There was still one thing missing, but she knew how to fix that. Once she’d paid off her debt she began to save. She saved, working just as hard as before for her bonuses, bonuses that became larger and larger as her skills as an incentive to signing Ms Sereine’s contracts became known, until she was able to afford what she wanted, what she needed.

As she walked to her desk she dropped her bag off and, smiling, ready to face her boss and show off, she crossed to Ms Sereine’s door and knocked. There was a pause, silence.

“Come in Grace.” Ms Sereine said.

Grace took a moment to check herself over, making sure she was looking her best, smoothing down her dress, then almost as nervous as she’d been on her first day, she opened the door and entered.

As she saw Ms Sereine’s expression, her beautiful green eyes lighting up, she knew she had absolutely no reason to be nervous. She felt her caged cock throb and, excited, she gave a little provocative wiggle before striking a pose.

“You look… amazing.” Ms Sereine saids. “Are you happy?”

Grace nodded. She’d never been happier. As Ms Sereine watched she lifted her hands to her new, perky, full tits, and she jiggled them softly, the flesh still a little tender after the surgery.

They were amazing, and she still could barely believe they were real. The weight of them, the jiggle, the soft, pert, perfect shape of them, the way her clothes were filled out now, even her fat, perky, swollen nipples.

She had tits. Big, fat, bimbo, slutty secretary tits.

“The happiest I’ve ever been.” Grace said.

Ms Sereine smiled.

“But I guess that means you need to think about what you’ll want to spend your bonuses on next… any ideas?”

Grace smiled.

“A few.”

Ms Sereine chuckled.

“I expected as much. Now, I’ve missed my having my personal secretary around, so why don’t you come over here and let me have a good look at you, and then you can get on your knees to give me a proper good morning.” Ms Sereine said.

Grace giggled. She’d been looking forward to this.

“Yes, Mistress.” She whispered coyly.

“Oh, and don’t take too long either. I’ve arranged a rather important meeting for us later. Do you remember the contract I was working on before you left for your surgery? Well, it’s all ready to be signed, they just need a little extra convincing to sign, if you’re feeling up to it?”

Grace felt her belly flutter. It was a massive contract, the biggest Ms Sereine had negotiated since she’d started as her slutty secretary, and the bonus from it would be equally massive. But, more exciting than that, the contract involved the entire senior management team at a large company. Four men and two women, all of them quite attractive in their own way.

She smiled as she recalled all the flirting and teasing she’d done as the deal had been settled. They’d all need a final convincing to sign.

Grace couldn’t wait.

“I’m happy to help you however I can Mistress.” She said, grinning.

Ms Sereine looked delighted.

“Good girl.” Ms Sereine said.

As she spoke she shifted in her chair, spreading her legs wide, her skirt riding up, exposing her thighs, her hips, her… cunt. Grace blushed as she realised Ms Sereine wasn’t wearing any panties.

“But first…” Ms Sereine let the words hang in the air.

“You always cum first Mistress.” Grace said.

And with that, she fell to her knees and began to crawl to offer her boss her very personal, slutty secretary good morning. It was good to be back at work...

THE END
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Conner is stuck in a rut and he’s miserable. When it’s suggested he try yoga to get fit and feel better he’s dismissive. Yoga can’t fix anything, can it?

And then he meets Skye, the hot, tattooed, purple-haired yoga teacher who is nothing like he expected, and Skye, seeing something special in Conner, is determined to give him more than just a hot yoga body.

The moment Conner saw Skye he was captivated. She was nothing like he imagined a yoga teacher to be, and it turned out his first class was not as bad as he feared. After class, Skye and Conner get to talking, and he finds himself opening up to her in ways he never has before. He feels calm in her presence, comfortable and at peace.

Soon he’s taking one-on-one lessons with his hot, purple-haired yoga teacher, and Skye, sensing something in her student, does her best to help him and keep him motivated, even it means using some quite unconventional methods—like teaching him in only her underwear.

As the lessons progress and the methods become even more unconventional, brazen, and exhilarating, Conner begins a journey of self-discovery and passion that sees him transformed. With Skye’s help, Conner lets go of his fears, his worries, and he learns the peace and joy of self-acceptance as she guides him on a journey that sees him slowly becoming softer, prettier, and more feminine.

Conner might have started his journey on the yoga mat, but where it ends is up to him. If only he’s brave enough to take that final leap and open his heart to what his yoga teacher is offering.


HYPNO MAID
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Ryan is a mess, and his flatmate and her girlfriend have had enough. They need him to be better, or move out.

Desperate, Ryan says he’ll try harder. Luckily for him, the two women know just how to help him clean up his act...

It’s hard living with two attractive women when you’re terminally single. For Ryan, living with Maya and Olivia, it’s even harder. Not only are the two women very hot, but they’re also together, and they’re deeply into each other.

Ryan had thought it would just be him and his friend, Maya, when he moved in, but now her new girlfriend is around all the time, and though Maya is sweet and charming and kind, Olivia is the exact opposite, and Ryan is sick of her picking on him.

Olivia is picking on Ryan for a reason though. Maya and Olivia have had enough of Ryan’s bad habits, his bad attitude, and his mess. So, the pair give him an ultimatum: improve his habits, or move out.

Not wanting to lose his room, his home, Ryan says he’ll try, but admits that his bad habits are hard to break. Hearing that, Olivia offers him help.

Her help is simple enough. Hypnosis while Ryan sleeps, to help him break his bad habits, just like giving up smoking or eating healthier Olivia says. Ryan is sceptical, but soon he starts noticing changes in his behaviour, his routine, and his habits. He doesn’t want to admit it, but maybe Olivia’s suggestion really is helping.

And then a package arrives in the post, and what’s inside changes everything...


ORAL FIXATION
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Harper has a bad habit. When he’s nervous, he bites his nails. Unfortunately his new boss, Ms Venatrix, makes him very nervous, and she will not tolerate his nasty habit.

Fortunately, she knows just how to fix his oral fixation. The question is, is Harper willing to submit to her plan?

Harper has always dreamed of landing a prestigious job at MONUMENT, a high-end fashion magazine founded and presided over by the remarkable Ms Venatrix. So, when he is offered the position of personal assistant to Ms Venatrix he’s thrilled.

But on his first day on the job, Harper makes a crucial mistake. He arrives at the office late and wearing an ill-fitting suit that is clearly past its prime. Worse, Harper has a bad habit of biting his nails when he’s nervous, and as nervous as he is, he just can't seem to stop biting his nails.

Ms Venatrix doesn't mince her words when she calls Harper into her office at the end of his first day to discuss his performance. He’s simply not good enough, and he needs to be better. As a fashion magazine, MONUMENT needs all its staff to dress appropriately and look their best, and as her personal assistant, the habit of biting his nails has to stop.

Fortunately for Harper Ms Venatrix is willing to give him a second chance.

Soon Harper finds himself not only dressing and looking better, but his habit of biting his nails has been redirected to something a lot more appropriate, and a lot more fun. And Harper comes to realise that he really has landed the job of his dreams, it’s just not quite what he was expecting…


CAMERA SHY




[image: ]

There’s a rumour circulating that Rob’s new neighbour, the hot Ms Scarlet, is a professional Dominatrix, and Rob needs to know if it’s true.

So he decides to break into her house to find out. After all, what’s the worst that can happen?

Rob and Alex are best friends, and have been for most of their lives. They went through school together, and now they’re at college together. They’re almost inseparable. So when rumours start to circulate that their new neighbour, the beautiful Ms Scarlet, is a professional Dominatrix, its only natural that the two come up with a plan together to find out the truth.

That plan is simple enough. Rob will break into Ms Scarlet’s home when she’s out and will investigate. Only… the plan doesn’t go as they hoped, and the truth is not what either of them expected. Ms Scarlet is a photographer, and during the break-in Rob manages to break some of her very expensive equipment.

When Ms Scarlet confronts Rob with evidence of his misdeeds, she gives him an ultimatum: work as a model to repay the debt he owes her, or face the consequences of his actions. It seems like a simple enough deal, but what he hadn’t counted on was the kind of modelling Ms Scarlet specialises in.

Soon enough Rob finds himself caught up in a whirlwind adventure of feminization, flirtation, and with numerous fans willing to pay to see a lot more of him. As he finds new ways to pay off his debt and begins to enjoy his new modelling career, there’s only one issue.

He never did tell Alex about damaging Ms Scarlet's equipment, and how he was paying off his debt. He just has to hope Alex never finds out, because if he does, who knows what the consequences will be…


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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