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Gender Bending Investigations Part 1

 "You've got to be kidding me." I threw up my hands and fell back into my chair. Walt just stared at me stone faced. I glared back at him. It wasn't possible. Hell, it was crazy! What kind of madness was sweeping our agency that he'd even think to suggest such a thing?

"No, Max, I'm not." He pulled open the file that was on his desk. He still liked to work with paper files, at least when possible. His computer wasn't gathering dust in a corner, but when he wanted to really dig into a case he liked it all on paper. I grimaced at that, if he'd printed this out, he really was serious.

"Surely, we have female agents that could do this." I shot back. It wasn't like it was the first time we'd had to use women to infiltrate an organization. We didn't like to go that route, as the stress and demands were well outside of the norm, but some cases demanded extreme measures. This one certainly did.

"We do, we have some excellent women in the department, and despite the fact that we've already lost four good agents to this case, I have could pick three women right off the top of my head that would be able to get all the way inside Patrick Oswald's inner circle within a few weeks. The problem is they wouldn't know what to do once they got there." Walt reached over his cluttered desk to hand me the profile sheet on Oswald.

It wasn't like I needed it. He was the premier industrialist who'd managed to successfully merge half a dozen new technologies into a financial and manufacturing empire that dwarfed any such attempt in history. In just five years, he'd managed to use his skills at managing consumer demand, automated manufacturing and drone delivery to drastically cut his costs and allowed him to reap enormous profits that he used to buy up even more industries. There was simply no more powerful man alive.

If his public persona wasn't compelling enough, I'd been tasked with investigating some of his earlier business dealings before his breakout success. I'd spent most of the last five years following his every deal and watching his empire grow like an infection around the world. I could see there was a taint, something wrong, that I'd not been able to unearth. The fact that four of our agents sent for in depth investigations had already disappeared only made my fears stronger.

I shook my head. "I may know all his deals and probably half his computer systems. But still, it's crazy."

"You know we've been doing this for the last three years right? It's not always so extreme, but it's the best way to ensure you don't get busted while in deep cover. You'll basically be immune from DNA checks and you know the background guys are wizards at filling in your cover story." Walt laid it out there. He didn't come to me with hypotheticals. This was a serious proposition, and I knew that other agents in the back office were already hard at work building the new me.

"Yeah, but a woman? And not just for appearances sake, you know for this to work, I'm going to have to basically seduce him or at least let him think he seduced me." My stomach twisted a bit from saying it out loud. It was unreal. Full body DNA augments had been around for almost a decade. What started out as a way to more reliably lose a few pounds or fix baldness, had progressed into virtual rewrites and even crazier changes in some fringe groups. Over the last few years it had even progressed to full gender swapping. Men could become women over the course of a week, right down to the DNA. All the old sloppy surgeries and hormone pills that still resulted in somewhat ambiguous results were gone.

The science of it was fascinating, and the social impact was enormous. The old wars over homosexuality and transgender policy exploded and then faded away as the sex line became as easy a choice as gender was. If you were born female and wanted to be male, a simple treatment plan made it happen and once it finished no one could ever guess that you hadn't been born that way. Even a thorough medical check wouldn't show the artificial source after the transformation. Once the treatment was over, within a week, the only people who could know would be those that had been told.

"You know I wouldn't ask this lightly, but our last agent thought he was onto something really big before he went dark. We need someone to get inside his home. The security is impossible and we don't have enough evidence to get the level of warrant we need to do it with uniformed agents. If you're right, then we can't wait very long to confirm what we suspect and come up with a plan to deal with it." Walt continued to make sense. I hated him for that.

He was right that I was the best person for the job. If I could get in and get access to his private data network, I knew just what to look for. Any other agent would have to be trained, and it would take too long to cram five years worth of background information into their head. It didn't help any that I also had a photographic memory, it was what made me so good at my job, and that wasn't a skill I could just hand over to anyone. I didn't know any agents with the right match of skills to pull this off within the next few months, but that didn't make me feel any better about the assignment.

"Damn it." I grumbled and tossed the papers back at him. We both knew I couldn't turn down the assignment. It was simply too important. Hell, I was the one who'd written the reports that had expanded the investigation in the first place. Whatever it was that was fueling Oswald's rise to the top of the corporate and political world was undoubtedly sinister. We had to find out what it was before he finished his latest round of projects. Deep in my gut I knew that he was scheming to control more than just a financial empire.

"Good. I know time is of the essence, but given the circumstances, if you want to take the night and take care of personal business, I think we can handle the delay." Walt started organizing the papers back into his file.

I fell back into my chair for a moment. I hated to admit that I didn't have much personal business to handle. The last few years had been something of an obsessive devotion to this case. I hadn't ever been the most social person before I'd joined the agency, and the long hours had helped convince any remaining friends to stop calling. I didn't even want to think about the fact I hadn't been on a date in years. The sad fact was I really had no reason to delay. I didn't even have a cat that would miss me.

"No, we shouldn't waste any more time than we have to. I assume you've already gotten the DNA team working on the new me." I stood up. If there was one thing I was good at, it was throwing myself at my work. If I was going to go through with this, I didn't want to give myself the time to think up new objections. It was better to just ride the shock through and commit.

"They've finished up. I can have them prep the treatment chamber. It's down on level C." Walt had his phone to his ear before I could take a single step. He was almost as anxious as I was. The truth was, agents didn't go missing very often, and losing several on the same case was unprecedented. Walt wanted answers and as much lead time for staving off bigger problems as he could get. I appreciated his concern, both for the team, and the mission. I knew he'd have my back if he could.

I gave him a curt wave and headed for the elevator. There was certainly an unreal feeling to this little stroll. If I didn't go running away before I got to level C, this would be the last time in a while that I'd be walking around as a guy. My mind reeled at the notion. I'd been aware of the tech for a while. I'd even gone in for a few more standard procedures to cure a few of my old football injuries. I'd know a few old guys who'd gone for the whole rejuvenation package and had come back looking forty years younger.

The world had mostly flown by without me though. As I worked my way up the investigative division, I'd tuned out most of the outside reality. The social changes that came from this near immortality and body sculpting technology was little more than academic knowledge. I'd not really existed outside the agency in so long I didn't really know the world I'd be stepping into.

Try as I might, I couldn't deny an innate curiosity. Given my crappy luck with women, I was especially curious about their perspective. The highly organized world of my office was in firm opposition to the chaos that seemed to come whenever I got involved with a girl. Their motivations always seemed a bit incomprehensible to me, and certainly their methods were maddening almost as much as they were alluring. It wasn't that I didn't like women, I just couldn't seem to bridge that gap and really connect with them. The thought of becoming a girl just dredged up all those questions, and I wasn't sure what to think.

By the time I was riding the elevator, I had a hard time not thinking about how different it must be to be a girl. My mind couldn't help but drift to thoughts of breasts and pussy, and the notion that I wouldn't have anything dangling between my legs at least until I managed to finish this assignment. That was enough to send cold shivers up my spine. I had to fight down an urge to stop on another level and just bolt. Was I really going to go through with this?

In the end, I managed to avoid embarrassing myself. Walt was counting on me. I knew just how important the job was, and I couldn't just back out. There was no one else who could step up and do this. That meant I had to go through with it. Half the population managed to survive being female, I could certainly do it for a few months for a worthy cause.

"Agent Tinnel?"

I had to shake my head before I realized that the elevator had stopped and left me standing in front of the level C reception desk. It took another moment for me to see the surprisingly hot young woman standing in front of the desk in a lab coat and holding a clipboard. The image was almost laughably stereotypical right down to the black rimmed glasses and the bun of brunette hair on the top of her head.

"Uh... yeah, that's me." I stammered and got off the elevator.

"A little nervous, huh?" She smiled and held out her hand. "I'm Dr. Niemand, but you can call me Louise. I'll be handling your adjustment."

"Doctor? But aren't you..." I stood looking at the girl who couldn't be much more than twenty five. I wouldn't even have been surprised if that was being generous. Her skin was perfect, not a line or wrinkle, or even a hint of makeup. It wasn't until I realized just how rare such a natural beauty was that my mind started to catch up.

"A little young?" She laughed and did a wickedly sexy little spin that managed to somehow look graceful even as she showed off every generous curve she had squeezed into her lab coat. "And just where are you right now Agent Summer?"

"So you've gone through a full rejuvenation..." I gaped a bit. It was hard being so close to a woman that clearly knew just how stunning she was and wasn't afraid to show off that fact.

"Oh, so naive." She bounced over and gave me a pat on the head. Then she handed over her clipboard. "I like to show this to agents coming down for their first adjustment. I know it makes things easier when you know you're in experienced hands."

I stared at her for a moment before I glanced down at the clipboard. There was a big picture of an old man, probably in his fifties, in a lab coat with dark rimmed glasses. It wasn't such a remarkable photo, aside from the name on his agency badge, Dr. Louis Niemand.

My eyes darted back to the young woman patiently standing in front of me with a wide, knowing smile carved into her face. I didn't need to ask the obvious question. She just laughed and nodded before striking another alluring pose.

"Curiosity got the better of me, what can I say?" She chuckled and took the clipboard back. "Now, shall we get on with things, I do have other agents to attend to today."

"Sure..." I wavered for a moment as she strutted down the hallway. I had to pull my jaw off the floor as I watched her tight ass swaying with every step. I shook my head and followed after her, a bit ashamed of myself for the fact that I couldn't stop staring at her as she walked. I so rarely ran into such an unabashedly sensual woman that my cock wasn't about to allow me to think about the fact that she hadn't always been one.

She opened up a small room and ushered me in. Aside from the antiseptic smell, there wasn't much in the room aside from a hospital bed and some monitor equipment.

"Now, since we're in a hurry, we're going to go with a full treatment and conditioning combo. I'm going to give you the DNA alteration injections and then we'll put you on a special IV that'll help fuel your body through the changes. The full treatment is a bit uncomfortable, so we'll keep you under for the whole process. That'll give us the chance to run the mental conditioning treatments as well. So in about a week you'll wake up to a whole new feminine you." Louise motioned towards the bed. I had to let all that information process.

"What, mental conditioning? I thought I was just getting a new body." I shuddered. Even that notion was enough to make me nervous. The thought of having my brain messed with was even worse.

"Sorry, I thought the director had briefed you." She took a deep breath and motioned for me to sit down. There were a couple of short stools and she sat down across from me.

"Okay, this is for a deep cover mission, right?" She asked.

"Well, yeah." I nodded.

"Right, then think about it. Despite my proclivities, we don't usually do gender reassignments here. There are a lot of core behaviors that are different between the sexes, believe me. Now, what would you do if some guy moves up close behind you and grabs your ass?" Her matter of fact gaze just cutting through my reservations.

"I'd probably jump to the moon and try to punch him." I replied.

"Which would be appropriate sometimes, but would you ever consider pushing your ass onto his hand, and maybe snuggling up against him?"

"Ah..." I looked away as I thought it through.

"It's more than just that, you can't really force yourself to have the right reactions. One way or the other, you need to train yourself to behave in character. Our mental conditioning program will help you with that. It'll also help get you past some of the harder things, like reassigning your sexuality so you can be comfortable with an attraction to men, and giving you a demeanor that your target will find alluring." She explained. It all made a twisted kind of sense. I didn't know the first thing about being a girl, much less any kind of nuance. Just having the right curves wouldn't be enough. Oswald was a smart guy and he'd figure that out all too quickly.

"Damn, that's just so wrong." I shook my head. "But, I get it. I guess I should get started before my feet get any colder."

She laughed at that and pulled out a hospital gown. "You're going to need this. I promise not to peek while you change."

I grabbed the gown. She was busy prepping things and I quickly switched out my clothes. I couldn't quite believe I was going to do this for real. I was used to taking orders, but this was a whole different deal. I wasn't normally even a field agent. I couldn't deny the need though, and that was the issue. We had to find out what Oswald was up to, and this was likely to be the fasted way. I didn't doubt that Walt had other plans in motion. He wasn't about to put all his eggs in one basket.

"Okay, I guess I'm ready." I stood there, with my ass hanging out of the back of the damn gown. This was my last chance to back out, but I took a deep breath and held my place. I wasn't going to let myself look like a fool now.

"Great. Now, just relax. The injection won't hurt much, and when you wake up on the other side, it'll all feel strangely natural." Louise held up a syringe and pressed it into my upper arm. "Okay, let's get you into bed before the sedative starts kicking in."

I let her guide me up and I slid onto the hospital bed. It wasn't particularly comfortable, but I knew it wouldn't matter much in a few minutes. I could already feel the serum kicking in as she pulled up the covers for me.

"Just dream good dreams and I'll see you in a week." She smiled as everything started to fade out. I didn't try to fight it. In fact, it was rather relaxing, a smooth drift into oblivion.

***

As smooth as I'd dropped off, coming back seemed to take forever. I couldn't say that I was dreaming, or exactly what it was, but my mind raced. Images and thoughts seemed to jumble together and fall away before something else jumped to the top of my mind. It wasn't like a dream, there was no crazy story that I was following.

There was simply too much to keep track of. A flash of insight would fade out before I could truly consider it. A picture would form and then explode while I tried to recognize it. Everything was a mess. It wasn't a nightmare nor a fantasy. I had no words to describe the sensation.

I was lost in this storm of the mind for untold time. There just wasn't a sense to it, and I simply rode the waves. Every once in a while I would seem to collect myself enough to wonder if this was what insanity felt like, but even that disturbing notion was pushed aside before I could seize upon its implications.

When the world finally started to come together again, I don't know how long I stayed on my back, staring up at the ceiling. I was wondering why everything looked so blurry and waiting for my perceptions to shift again. I must have stayed like that for a while though, it certainly felt like forever. When a door opened and someone came in, the novelty of linear action seemed to finally break through my expectations. I really was awake!

I blinked again, still staring upwards. The light in the room felt like morning somehow, not the normal glow of fluorescents but actual sunlight. I turned to look towards the sound, and spotted a blurry figure in white stepping towards me. It was a nurse, I realized as she came into better focus as she approached my bed.

"Why are you so blurry?" I asked. A jolt shot through me as I heard my words echo in my ears. I sounded so wrong, after a lifetime of hearing myself, I sounded so much lighter. I hesitated to think that I sounded almost feminine.

The thoughts started to connect after that. One part of my mind reacted in shock, while another was hardly surprised. Of course I sounded like a girl! I had to have expected that, and yet in my fuzzy state, I had almost forgotten why I was lying here in the first place. I'd never really considered the finer details of the transformation, I hadn't given myself time to prepare.

"Sorry?" The nurse asked as she leaned in. She was cute, almost too young for such a job, with cropped blonde hair and a button nose. An idle part of my mind wondered if she'd been a guy as well. Maybe it was a thing around here.

"Why is everything so blurry?" I sat up a little and looked around. I was starting to come out of the haze I'd been in, but my sight was still just as bad. I held up a hand and realized that it was in focus. Somehow, I'd become nearsighted! It was rather disconcerting. I'd never needed glasses before, and now I couldn't even make out the letters on my nurse's badge despite her standing barely five feet away.

"Oh, I'll have to get the doctor to answer that. Are you feeling alright otherwise, miss?" I could hear the concern in her voice. It was just below the professional tone. I suppose it would be rather strange to hear that kind of question. People usually knew they were nearsighted.

"Yeah, just fine. I am a little thirsty though." I sat up a bit more and felt a strange jiggle and an odd weight on my chest. I let the moment of surprise pass. There wasn't any doubt what I'd find if I looked down. I suppose the only question was how busty Oswald liked his women, and it didn't take much for me to remember that detail. Almost all the women he casually dated fell into a pretty firm set of dimensions.

The strange thing was, he wasn't really so limited. It seemed like he had one kind of taste for random flings and something else entirely for his more steady relationships. I thought back to an analysis I'd done a few months ago. Oswald seemed to like dating women who could challenge him intellectually without much regard for their looks, but he liked fucking girls who fit a very tight profile. Generally, he seemed to like cute brunettes a bit shorter than him, with ample but not gargantuan assets. The dichotomy between his two different preferences had cost him more than one relationship.

The nurse brought me a glass of water before she shot out of the room. No doubt, the doctor would want to see me now that I'd woken up. All I had to do was sit here and wait for that. I savored the clean taste of water as I recovered my senses. I figured this would probably be the last bit of quiet I'd get for a while. I had a mission to get started and there was a lot of preparation I'd need to do before I'd be able to do that.

I'd barely set the glass back down when Louise burst into the room. She squealed as soon as she looked at me and did the most girlish jump and clap thing I could recall seeing since middle school. I shot her a derisive glare.

"Aww, you look so cute when you pout." She giggled at me and turned to rummage through the night stand next to my bed. I realized what the issue must have been. A fair number of people who wanted to switch sexes probably over idealized the stereotypical behavior of the other sex. So after they turn, they're likely to go overboard and exaggerate what they think of as appropriate behavior. Throw in the excitement of getting their desires fulfilled and it was easy to see how the doctor seemed locked in as an emotional school girl. That didn't make it any easier to handle her energy at this particular moment.

"Cute?" I resumed my glare as she stood up again. Now, she was holding up a big mirror. I pulled back at the sight of it. I'd been doing a good job of not thinking about how I'd changed, but it seemed like that had come to an end. I was curious, but at the same time seeing my new face would just reinforce the reality of the situation. I didn't know if I was ready for that, but I couldn't very well make her put the mirror away either.

"So cute." She smiled and lifted the mirror. I gulped and guided it up so that my new face slid into the center. I blinked at the stranger staring back at me. I sat there stunned for a moment. Louise was terribly right about one thing, the girl staring back at me was hopelessly cute.

My new face was small and round, with high cheekbones and a perky button nose. My eyes seemed like large saucers with bright green orbs staring back at me. My lips were thin, and alluring. All of this was framed by a tousled mass of long brown hair. I suddenly felt a bit short of breath and took in a few gulps of air. I didn't usually get panicked but I suddenly felt squirrelly.

"Hey, hey, it's okay." Louise reached out and rubbed my shoulder. That was enough to snap me back.

"Yeah, it's kind of a shock, though." I gave her a weak smile. I knew there was only way to get through this strange feeling though. I had to get on with my mission. "But why am I nearsighted?"

"Sorry! I almost forgot about that." She reached down into her pocket and pulled out a pair of dark rimmed glasses. I sat there and let her put them on me and suddenly everything was in focus again. "Yeah, well, part of being undercover is in establishing your identity. When we want agents to appear as people who haven't gone through an alteration we give them a random mix of natural flaws just like in the normal population. Since people who get altered almost always fix things like eyesight, that's always a natural choice."

"So, I get to be blind to throw them off the trail that I could be an undercover agent?" I grumbled a bit. I'd managed to avoid glasses for this long and now I was having them forced on me.

"In part, yes, but part of your alteration was based off the tastes of your target, and apparently he digs nearsighted girls. So here we are." She smiled.

I realized that she was right about that. Thinking back to the girls that Oswald picked, it was rare for them not to wear glasses. So now I'd have to live with it until this assignment was over.

"So, what's next?" I asked as I reached up to adjust the glasses. They weren't very heavy, and I supposed I'd get used to them. It wasn't like I didn't have enough other changes to keep me distracted.

"Oh, well, if you're up for it, we should probably go through a standard physical. The nanos do a good job of keeping you in shape despite being in bed for a week. Still, we need to check everything out just to be safe." Louise explained as I pulled off the blankets.

My sudden movements only emphasized the changes. My arms felt so thin, and my chest jiggled again as I slid out from under the covers. Everything seemed a little strange, the way my joints moved, even the way my weight shifted. I almost tipped over as I tried to slide my legs out of the bed.

"Careful now, it'll take a bit for you to get used the changes in the way your body balances. It's probably the hardest change to get used to at first. So let me help you here." She gave me her hand and I took it and slowly stood up. Despite all of the oddness, the strangest thing was the fact that I was now a bit shorter than the perky little doctor. The last time I'd seen her, I had been looking down at her, and now I had to look up slightly to meet her eyes.

"It also can take a bit getting used to being small." She smiled. "Trust me though, there are some definite advantages to that."

The way she winked at me made my stomach twist. I wasn't quite ready to think about the full depth of my new womanhood, just yet, but the look of eager lustfulness that crossed the doctors face in that moment made it impossible to avoid. I'd been trying not to notice the empty feeling between my legs, but now it suddenly seemed like an enormous void. It wasn't that I used to think of my balls a lot, but they were always in the back of my mind as I moved around and the absence was impossible to ignore now.

"Well, let's take it slow for now. You'll get used to the changes soon enough." She turned and I followed her through the back passages of the facility. It wasn't that different from any other hospital setting I'd ever been in, aside from the disproportionate number of rather fit young women and men. There weren't a lot of people that looked older than thirty and even those that seemed older had a vibrancy that seemed unusual.

"One of the perks of working here. All the treatments are free, so why not take advantage." She smiled as she noticed me checking out the nurses station. I don't think I'd ever seen a nurses station staffed entirely by well built twenty year olds. That wasn't the only thing that interested me though, I quickly noticed that looking at all those sexy women was making me feel strange. My pulse quickened, I flushed and most of all I felt a strange squishy heat building up between my legs.

It took me a moment to realize it for what it was. I was getting aroused! The sensation was both familiar and yet alien. The way my brain began focusing on sex was familiar, but the ways my body reacted were distinctly different. I resisted the urge to touch myself, but there simply wasn't any doubt that my changes really were thorough.

"Oh, and I don't know if you took the time to read the brief, but you are fully bisexual now." Louise giggled after she saw my head whip around after another hot woman in a lab coat walk by. That hit me a bit. I hadn't really thought about it. Being attracted to women was just such a normal thing, but I realized that I'd been checking out the guys as well, without really noticing.

"How can you do that?" I asked. Sure, I'd known about this part of the operation, and even monitored agents who'd been altered for undercover assignments, but I'd never really looked into the details. Now that I'd gone through the process, I had a hard time not being curious.

"Well, so much of the brain is just biochemical reactions, along with your personal wiring. All we needed to do was adjust the chemical balance in the brain along with the changes to a more feminine brain structure for the base effect. The hardest part was weakening the memory bonds that covered the cultural aspects of your masculinity. That's always the tricky part." She explained as we entered a small examination room and shut the door.

"So you didn't change my memories or anything?" I shuddered a bit at the whole notion. They'd been rummaging around in my head, which wasn't exactly something I was eager to think about.

"No, we wouldn't want to do that. No, we just made certain experiences less pronounced for your unconscious mind. Gender swaps are the hardest, especially when you come in basically straight. If we didn't alter anything, you'd end up almost asexual with a slight attraction to both sexes. You'd have your established attraction to women, but not the biological underpinning for it, and you'd have your biological attraction to men, but still have your mental aversion to that attraction that was learned behavior based off of your previous biology." She continued while she worked through the basics of a physical examination.

"So you had to make me like both men and women?" I felt a bit silly asking that. It seemed like such a strange idea, even if it did make a bit of sense.

"Exactly, we had to adjust your brain chemistry a bit in your DNA profile so that you'd have a physical attraction to women and we had to weaken any inhibitions you felt towards being sexual with a man. I know that all probably sounds pretty crazy." She took my blood pressure and added to my notes.

"Yeah, it really is kind of weird. I guess I'll have to get over it though." I smiled weakly. If I was going to complete this mission, I'd have to get used to all of that.

"Oh, don't worry about that. We've already reconditioned most of your responses, we just need to do a bit of testing to make sure it all worked." She continued through reflex tests of my fingers and toes.

"What do you mean?" I looked down at her as she poked at my big toe and watched me flinch.

"Simple." She stood up and before I could react, she slid her hands around my neck from both sides and leaned in for a big kiss. I was surprised for a moment, but then simply melted my lips into hers. When her hands slid down and began cupping and squeezing my new breasts I didn't flinch. It felt so good, and I couldn't resist pressing them into her hands. She continued like that for what seemed like an eternity before pulling away gently.

"Your reflexes were perfect, properly submissive and receptive. You didn't even flinch." She smiled. "Now, if you don't mind you should get undressed for the next part of the exam."

"What? I'm not submissive!" I squeaked as I started to slide off my hospital gown.

"Then why are you getting undressed so fast?" She laughed. It took me a second to piece it all together and then I gave her a scowl.

"Because you asked me to, this is an exam, right?" I shot back. She just laughed and gave me another pat on the head.

"Oh, you are just too cute when you're being all indignant." She smiled and then pulled back closed her eyes and took a deep breath before continuing. "Sorry, business is business and I need to be a bit more professional."

"Yeah, I'd say." I nodded as she started looking me over. I had to summon up the gumption to do the same. In all the excitement, I'd done little more than glance down. I wasn't sure I was ready to take in the full depth of my changes. Of course that was about the time that the doctor reached up again and cupped both of my breasts and gave them a good squeeze.

"Oh, fuck!" I squeaked at the sudden rush of sensation. It was strange the way my chest felt so soft and her fingers pressing into my flesh. It wasn't directly erotic, but shivers of pleasure were shooting up my spine as my chest tingled in her hands.

"Very good, you're nice and firm and clearly sensitive. Now, I just need to check one more thing up here." Louise's tone was almost mockingly dignified as her fingers slid over my softness and wrapped around my nipples. I moaned as she started rubbing her fingers around the tender nubs. Now, my new pussy started to quiver as she started to pinch at my hardening peaks.

"Wonderful. Now, can you climb up into that chair and we can finish checking you out." Louise pointed towards a gynecologist exam chair.

I gulped, but did as she asked. I understood that this was all required, despite Louise's flippant attitude. Sometimes things could go wrong with this kind of transformation. Given the extent of the changes it wasn't hard for some little thing to end up strangely shaped, wrongly placed or just missing. The technology had been in use for long enough that major errors didn't happen, but it was always good to be thorough. I kept my thoughts on the mechanics of the issues instead of letting myself consider the fact that I was about to get my new anatomy probed.

"Good. Now just relax, I know this is going to feel pretty strange but we want to make sure you're one hundred percent woman." The doctor continued as she smeared some clear jelly onto my stomach and just above my new mound. I wondered just what she was doing when she held up an ultrasonic probe.

"What are you doing?" I asked, trying not to sound as concerned as I was.

"Oh, I guess this is all a bit new to you. I'm going to take a scan of all your new woman parts and make sure everything is there and looking good. Now try to hold still, this will just take a minute." She explained as she pressed the device against my stomach and started to slide it up and down.

"Don't you need to... welll... put it... inside?" I stammered a bit, not knowing quite how to ask the question. I was almost afraid to remind her, though it wasn't like she would just skip a part of the exam.

She just laughed.

"I guess you're thinking of the old exams where you get that damn cold speculum slid all the way up your vagina. We do still need to do that sometimes, but usually only if we find something strange with our readings here. These new high resolution 3D scanners tell us almost everything we need to know, and your standard medical nanobots can detect for any infections or other standard problems. It makes this all a lot more comfortable, aside from the chair." Louise explained. She continued her work for a bit and then set the scanner aside. "Now, while the computer is running its analysis, lets clean you up and check out your new pussy."

She grabbed a towel and wiped off the jelly and then slid in between my legs. I gasped a bit as she slid her fingers over my new folds. To say it was strange was an enormous understatement. Her touch was a bit ticklish, but also sent shivers of pleasure up my spine. I was sensitive, and in some ways it mirrored the pleasure I felt when my cock was stroked, but it lacked the throbbing urgency that I had when aroused as a man. Instead, I found a growing warmth between my legs and a strange yearning to feel something inside me.

"Excellent, your little pussy is beautiful and it seems to be pretty sensitive as well. You also look really good hairless, but you'll have to shave to keep that up." She said as she pulled away. "For someone who just got railroaded into all this, you're doing very good. So let's get you dressed."

"Okay." I pulled myself out of the chair. It was a relief to be out of there and even more of a relief when Louise handed me a long robe to put on. It was a nice soft material, but fluffy enough not to make any lewd presentation of my new anatomy. If that wasn't enough, it was a nice plain white. I had been half afraid they'd make it pink.

"So, I'll have to shave?" I finally asked as I pulled the robe closed.

"Yep, just like a real woman, or at least one that hasn't had treatments. I'll have to see if I can sneak some nano hair removal cream into your budget. It's a lot easier than shaving, but they don't always like to add it to the budget." She explained. I nodded. Despite facilities like this, or maybe because of them, we didn't always have a lot of extra money in the agency.

Of course, that didn't make me feel better about the prospect of shaving. I suppose it was just another part of the female identity I now had to assume. I had to live with all the girl stuff, right down to hygiene.

"Now, don't worry too much about all that. We have a very good little training program to teach you all the stuff you need to know about living as a woman. Hair care, makeup, lingerie, menstrual care, and all that good stuff. A lot of it was already loaded in with the rest of the mental conditioning, but we like to make you go through the motions so it rises to conscious understanding." She explained.

"Great. So now that you've checked me out. What do I do next?" I asked as I stood in the exam room wearing nothing more than a robe. I didn't have clothes, a place to live, heck I didn't even know my new name. I certainly could go by Jack Tinnell anymore.

"Well, I'll transfer you to your handler for that. He'll take care of getting you set up. We have some in facility housing for undercover agents during their adjustment period. He'll give you your new background profile for you to study. From there you'll have your training and then you'll be ready to begin your assignment." She explained as she led me down the hall to the reception area.

When we rounded the last corner, I spotted him. I nearly tripped as I did. It wasn't just that he was a rather tall, well built man in a company suit. The way his eyes sparkled as they met mine made my heart skip a beat. It took a moment more my brain to catch up with where my instincts had gone. This guy was hot! I could feel my body start to warm up again just looking at him.

The reality of that arousal bounced around my head. It was so strange. Rationally, I was a bit shocked by how strong it was. I'd had that feeling around women before, but never a guy, and I knew I'd been around sexy men before. That wasn't the part that hit me the hardest though, it was the fact that it didn't really bother me all that much. I knew they'd messed with my head, but it was entirely something else to really feel how much I'd changed.

"Good afternoon, Doctor. This must be agent Tinnell." He extended his hand as I stumbled into range. "I'm Agent Raikins. I will be your handler for this assignment."

My mind tumbled around as I tried to actually think around my libido. Finally, I shoved my hand into his and shook it. "Glad to meet you. I'm... Agent Tinnell."

"Down girl." Louise giggled. I shot her a glare, but that snapped me out of my daze. For a moment, I'd somehow become a star struck school girl, and I quickly blushed as I tried to pull myself together again.

"Sorry, I hope I didn't make you uncomfortable. I suppose we should get you dressed though. That'll probably help." He remarked as he glanced down at my robe.

"Yeah, that would be great."

"Perfect, I'll take you to your room then." He moved to summon the elevator.

I took the moment to turn back to the doctor. As much as she'd grated my nerves a bit, I had to admit she'd done a good job getting me this far. "Thanks, Louise. Hopefully, I'll be able to use your services again soon."

She smiled and then pulled me in for a hug. "Take care, Agent, good luck on your assignment."

I nodded and then followed Raikins into the elevator. He stood there quietly as the elevator took off before he spoke. "I hope this isn't too weird for you. I know the gender swapping assignments always hit hard."

"Yeah, I'm not in top form today." I laughed, then looked down. It wasn't easy to see much, but it was clear that I was a girl just the same. "Though I'm probably in the best shape I've ever been. It's just a bit unnerving with the boobs and pussy among other things."

"Yeah, I hear you. I had to get swapped last year for an assignment, that's why I'm your handler. I know pretty much how your feeling right now. So if you have any questions, I'll do my best to answer them. Otherwise, I'll stand off as much as I can." He explained. I turned to look at him and he gave me a rather knowing smile and I blushed a bit more. If I took his full meaning, then he knew that I was trying my hardest not to think about how good it would feel to bang him right here in the elevator.

"Sure, so can you tell me what more I've got to do before getting into the field?" I asked. The sooner I could get my mission done, the faster I'd be able to switch back.

"Not much. We just need to confirm that your conditioning all worked and that you've got the right reflexes and instincts for a twenty something young woman. It should mostly be pretty straight forward, except for one thing." He hesitated.

"What's that?" I saw the expression on his face. It was hard to describe it exactly, but it was a degree of concern, though exactly in what way I couldn't be sure.

"Well, we need to see that you're fully comfortable with being a woman, that's a lot of basic tests like putting on makeup, getting dressed, and even how you walk and present yourself. Of course, since you're going to be on a seduction mission, that means we've got to be sure that you behave appropriately in bed as well." He tried to keep his tone professional, but his voice skipped a bit as he hit the end.

"Like, sex?" I asked to confirm. My stomach twisted a bit. The strange part of it was the mix of excitement that churned inside me along with the trepidation. The curiosity started to flare up inside me, and the small voice of my former masculinity was drowned out by the prospect.

He nodded. "You understand right?"

"Yeah, of course. I have to admit the whole idea is kind of turning me on. I feel so weird." I laughed a bit. He must have gone through this as well. At least I was lucky enough to have a handler that could relate.

"I bet. I felt like I was going crazy a bit at first. Don't worry though, our trainers are rather expert at what they do. Honestly, I've never told anyone this before, but I do kind of miss it. Not enough to change back, but I can understand those who stay women." He was nearly whispering by the end. I blushed a bit more at the whole notion. It certainly wasn't something you'd want to admit to other guys, even in a world where gender swapping had become more common.

I was rather glad that the elevator stopped, and we could turn our attention to my new quarters. He brought me down the hall and then opened up the door. I stepped through and had to admit to being a bit stunned. The room wasn't huge, but it had a great view with huge windows along the end of the living room that went all the way from the floor to the ceiling. There wasn't a balcony, but that barely diminished the effect. There wasn't much for decoration, but the furniture was top quality leather, and the living room sported a huge wide screen TV on one side and a nook kitchen with a bar on the other. A small hall by the kitchen led back to what had to be a bedroom and bath.

"Nice, isn't it." He smiled as I gaped. I just nodded. My real apartment was barely much more than a studio and was well past needing a major renovation. The rent was still more than I was comfortable with on my meager salary. By comparison, this was almost like a dream, even if it was just temporary.

"Yeah, at least field work does have some perks." I agreed while I quickly poked around.

"Now, we've also got you set up with some clothes in the bedroom. It's just a few outfits, but if you have any problems with any of it, or want something else let me know. Otherwise, I can let you settle in here, and I can get back to my wrapping up my other assignments." He explained as I popped into the bedroom.

"Yeah, I guess I can't be your only job." I took a deep breath and opened up the closet. I wasn't sure what I expected to see, but what I did find was a mix of dresses, skirts and blouses. There wasn't a pair of pants to be seen. I grumbled a bit, but supposed that it made sense, I needed to get used to being a girl, and if there was one thing that stood out for feminine clothing it was skirts.

"So are you okay in here?" He asked after I'd gone quiet. I felt my heart race a bit when he turned round the corner. I knew he was just being a good handler, but a part of me felt a weird appreciation for his concern. Having a big guy looking after me was quickly growing in its appeal.

"Yeah, just weighing my choices. I suppose the whole lack of pants was a strategic choice?" I motioned towards the hanging skirts.

"Yep. It's part of the whole psychological evaluation before we can send you out. We need you to be comfortable as a woman, and we need to see it. The only way that works is if we push you to take on the role. It wouldn't do for you to look like a woman if you were clearly uncomfortable, that might give you away, and we're not here to give the other guys wins." He explained as he stood there in the doorway. I could tell that he was looking me over. I was after all, still in just a robe, and if he was anything like the guy I had been, he was certainly undressing me with his eyes.

My first reaction to that realization surprised me more than anything else. I felt myself getting a bit turned on again, and for a moment, even considered just dropping the robe and letting him get a full view unimpeded. Then I regain my senses, or at least enough self control not to do that.

"Sounds reasonable." I turned my attention back to my closet and trying very hard not to think about my newfound appreciation for the male form. I did have to chose my new outfit after all.

"So, is there anything else I can do for you? I should get going, otherwise. We can go over the operational details tomorrow morning, I'll come by around nine to pick you up. How does that sound?" He asked. I knew he must have a good deal of other work. It was always busy around here. Still, it felt strange to be alone like this, in a strange place and in a new body.

"Are you doing anything after hours tonight? Maybe just come by and hang out." I asked. It felt like kind of a strange question to ask, but I knew I'd like the company.

"Sure, I didn't want to push or anything, but I'd be happy to stop by. I can bring dinner. How about seven?" He replied. I wondered just how much of this was scripted, but I didn't really care. I'd only have to kill a couple hours before he'd get back and then hopefully I could just relax for a while.

"Sounds great." I agreed and he showed himself out. Now I was left with figuring out my next plan. What did I want to do now that I had a couple of free hours? I was still noticeably undressed, and rather unkempt in general. There really hadn't been a chance to take care of it before now.

I decided the first thing was to take a shower. I wasn't sure if I really needed one, but somehow it just felt like the right thing to do. Of course, it didn't hurt that my curiosity was more than ready to be satisfied. Now that there was no one else to gawk, I could finally really check out the new me.

It didn't hurt anything that I had a nice full length mirror hung on the closet door. A part of my mind flashed to those fancy dressing room setups you see on TV montages with a full set of wrap around mirrors so you could see everything at once. I wasn't sure if I was a bit disappointed not to have such a thing, or grateful that I didn't. One mirror was probably enough to keep from overwhelming me.

I took a deep breath and pulled off my robe. I quickly turned to place it on the bed and then slowly turned back. Sure, I'd caught a few peeks before, but it was all from a rather top down perspective. I was a bit apprehensive about what a full frontal view would really look like.

I closed my eyes, moved into position and then opened them.

"Oh shit!" I gasped as I stared at my reflection. I let out a nervous laugh at the utterly feminine tone of my voice. I couldn't have sounded more girly if I'd tried. As strange as it was to admit, though, my new lighter voice was a perfect match for the girl I saw in the mirror.

I was certainly cute enough, especially with the dark rimmed glasses sitting on top of my button nose. My face looked a fair bit younger than the rest of my curves seemed to indicate, but I was clearly in my mid twenties. My hair was just a bit past my shoulders, and still rather unruly.

The rest of my body was built to kill. I was a bit on the shorter side, and I was nicely curved without being overwhelming. I had the chest and hips to rock just about any dress or skirt combo. I marveled a bit at my breasts, feeling their weight tugging on my chest and the way they seemed to always be moving the wrong way. For the moment at least I was still hairless for the most part below the neck. I had to agree with the doctor that it was a good look. My new pussy snuggled right between my legs with all the appropriate sexiness.

In the end, despite a bit of mousiness, I knew I'd have no problem getting pretty much any guy who liked girls to turn their head. It was a strange notion. Part of me still objected to the idea, but another voice in my head seemed to be excited about the prospect. I guessed it was all part of the conditioning process. The contrary part of me felt so much weaker. It was almost an intellectual echo of what had once been profoundly dedicated emotions. That fact was rather disconcerting, but I understood the necessity of the situation.

I was slowly starting to realize that I was looking forward to exploring my sudden womanhood. Sure, I hadn't exactly planned on it, but it was a temporary thing. In a few weeks or a couple of months at most, I'd be back in my old body living my old life. For at least a little while, I'd have a chance to see things from an entirely new perspective.

That didn't mean I wasn't nervous. I tried to think my way through things as I prepped for the shower and stepped in. The strangest part was just getting used to the new me. It was more than just a body, it was the mental changes as well. The way I felt around men was entirely new, and despite my previous objections I knew the doc was right about me being more submissive now. I'd never been an alpha male type before, but I could feel even more than my usual deference to others.

My mind kept going back to my handler as well. It certainly didn't help that he'd been through a full rejuvenation when he'd gone back to being a guy. It was just a natural consequence of the full body transformation, but I wouldn't be surprised if he told me he'd had a lot of little issues fixed on his way through.

It wasn't until I was in the shower and started to lather up my soft new curves that I realized just how deeply he had affected me. My new body was so much more sensitive than my old one, especially my breasts, but not just there. Just feeling the water running over me was sending pleasurable sparks up my spine. I felt like I was winding up for something, and my thoughts bounced between various erotic musings. Most of all though, I found myself thinking more and more about just what Raikins would look like naked, and well, what we could do together in that case.

Even as the notion came into focus, I barely flinched. Rather, I slid my delicate little fingers down between my legs and started to wash my new mound. Or at least that was the part of me that was trying to remain somewhat dignified wanted the truth to be. My hand was on a different mission, though, another curiosity to be satiated. Just how did a woman's pussy feel when stroked and rubbed by her own fingers.

I gasped and moaned as I explored my tender new folds. My fingers sparked pleasure wherever they slid. It was such a strange feeling, pressing my fingers into soft and tender folders between my legs and drawing out more intense feelings than I ever had as a man. It was almost too much to take, and then I found my clit.

I almost doubled over from the shock when I stroked that most sensitive nub. The experience was almost numbing ecstasy, and my legs quaked as I struggled to keep control. I pulled my hand away and gripped at the railing in the shower and allowed the feelings to subside before I went in again. This time, I was more careful, more delicate, and I was astounded by the rush of pleasures that flew through me. I'd certainly masturbated before, but then the feeling had been concentrated, focused on my throbbing cock. This was something so different. There was still a focus between my legs, but it was softer, and the rest of my body was awash in warm numbing pleasure.

My one hand gripped the rail as the other continued its work, driving me crazy as water continued to flow over my naked body. I adrift in an ocean of pleasure unlike anything I'd felt before and I just rode the tide, higher and higher. My mind filled with erotic images, memories of all the porn I'd watched over the years, and for the first time I saw it in a whole new way. I was no longer being driven by the thought of being the manly stud who got to bang all those sexy women. I thought about being the woman, spread open and stuffed full of raging cocks. There was no duplicity, no hesitation inside me, and when I finally felt the rush of ultimate ecstasy explode inside me, my mind was focused on the thought of a big hard cock releasing its seed into me.

I stood there, panting, numb with pleasure for quite a while. I was taken aback by the intensity of my orgasm, but also the flood of fantasies that had gone along for the ride. I realized that their conditioning program had been far better than I would have guessed, since I seemed to have become a rather full fledged woman with little more than a memory of my former masculinity. The fact that this didn't really both me, was only further evidence of just how skilled they were.

With my explorations done for now, I finished up my shower. I dried off and brushed my hair. Somehow, I knew just how to get it all properly primped after just a bit of trial and error. I didn't do anything fancy, just straight with a little bit of bangs just over my eyes. It only emphasized my youth, and I knew it would be relatively easy to maintain if I kept this style.

Getting dressed was a bigger issue. Raikins would be coming by later. I hadn't realized just how conflicted that would make me. Sure, I wanted the company, but I was quickly realizing just how hot he made me, and I wasn't sure I could control myself in his presence. Much less, if he made a move, I knew I wasn't likely going to resist him. That only made me question myself more. Did I want to put the moves on him?

I shook off the question for now, and went back to picking out my clothes. I decided to keep it relatively simple. A basic blue blouse and a matching knee length skirt. It was just about the least sexy choice I had. That didn't mean much though, since I rocked just about any ensemble.

To balance out my less adventurous outer wear, I went full in on the lingerie. White silk panties with very girlish lace and a matching bra. That was probably the closest I came to snapping back from the headlong rush into womanhood. Putting on the bra was a mix of awkward and decidedly feminine activity. Feeling my breasts cupped and the straps digging in slightly around my shoulders and back made it rather hard to forget how different this was.

With my clothes sorted out, I went about waiting. There wasn't a lot to do in here, aside from watching TV or looking out the window. Given how quickly I started to dwell on my situation, I decided that TV was the better bet. After flipping through the channels, I found a good action flick, and was happily surprised that I hadn't lost my appreciation for random explosions and gratuitous violence. I tried to ignore the fact that I was paying a lot more attention to the sweat dripping, muscle bound hunks driving the action than I would have in the past. Luckily, it had a good story and I really got into the show.

It was a perfect distraction, and I was able to get my mind off my situation for a good couple hours. In fact, when I heard the door bell ring, I'd almost forgotten where I was entirely until I felt my boobs jiggling when I swung around.

I turned off the TV and went to open the door. I wasn't sure exactly where this night was going to go, but I was going to enjoy the ride just the same. Even if it was just dinner and pleasant conversation, I wasn't going to be disappointed. The truth was I didn't even know what I wanted to happen, but as soon as I started to think about it, my mind just whirled with the possibilities. I wasn't going to let that paralyze me, however, and quickly opened the door.

Raikins was standing there, still dressed in his plain dark suit. My heart skipped a beat, but I was thankful when my stomach did a grumble at seeing the pizza box in his hands. It wasn't the most creative of foods, but I was in the mood for a nice melted mix of cheese and meat.

"Well, you do clean up pretty good." Raikins smiled as he looked down at me. I blushed a bit, remembering again just how short I'd become. I felt almost like a kid again as I looked up at him. My eye level was about the middle of his chest, and I wasn't about to let myself give in to the voyeuristic impulse that welled up for a moment.

"Thanks, I guess." I squirmed as he walked in. My thoughts bounced around again. Part of me was happy he noticed how I looked, another was worried about that same fact, and my imagination was busy working through pretty much every eventuality. In the end, I just stood there, staring up at him and acting like a deer caught in some headlights.

"Well, the pizza is getting cold. And I've got a couple of cold ones if you're up for a brew." He lifted up a bag with the distinct silhouette of beer bottles pressed into the sides. That just sent my brain racing some more. At the mere suggestion of a beer, I found myself yearning to pop one open. I don't think I ever wanted a drink more than in that moment. Of course, the very next thing that popped into my head was the thought that if you wanted to get into a girl's pants, getting her a bit tipsy was a great way to get things heading in the right direction.

"I've also got some soda for you if you're not up for beers. I know some of you analyst types don't always drink a lot." He set the bag down and pulled the bottles out and set one on the table and opened up the fridge. "I'll just put these away, unless you want one now."

I shook my head for a moment to clear out some of the clutter. I didn't usually second guess myself so much, but there was a lot of new all concentrated in the last few hours, both physical and mental. Still, I decided that I really did want that drink. I might be a little worried he would take advantage of me, but I still wasn't sure that I didn't want him to do so, at least not yet.

"No, I'll take one." I stepped over and grabbed a bottle and twisted the top off. The scent was electric. This wasn't just any old bottle, it was from one of the finer local breweries. At least I knew Raikins had some taste in beer, even if his choice of pizza was rather uninspired. Still, decent pizza a great beer was a good way to start things off.

"So, table or couch?" He asked. There was really only one answer.

"Couch. I was just watching a pretty good action flick, do you know if anything else good is on?" I quickly hopped over and claimed the prime viewing spot.

"Hard to say, but we've got streaming here, so there's plenty of good movies to choose from. What are you in the mood for?" He asked as he brought over the pizza and a couple of plates. I popped open the box and was happy to see a nice cheesy pepperoni pizza waiting for me to dig in. I grabbed a piece and settled in.

"How about some classic sci-fi. I just got done with an action movie, so maybe something with a bit more adventure." I hadn't realized how hungry I was until I'd taken my first bite. I suppose it was the natural consequence of getting my whole body rearranged. That realization didn't stop me from wolfing down my first piece though.

He found a good classic movie, one of those blockbuster special effects ones from the mid teens. All laser swords and space battles. I hadn't watched it in years, but it was still a load of fun. Apparently we'd both been kids when it had come out and we reminisced as the movie played.

By the time the movie wrapped up, the pizza was down to one cold slice and we'd both finished off all the beer he'd brought. In actuality, it had only been two each, and while I could feel a bit of a buzz, I was far from drunk. I could tell, though, that another one would have put me well over the line. That was another revelation, I was used to being able to drink a good four or five beers before I'd really feel it, but as a girl, I'd have to draw the line a lot sooner if I didn't want to pass out.

"You seem to be adapting well." He said as the movie wrapped up.

I laughed at that and pointed to my head. "Well, all the crazy is just happening up here."

"Yeah, I know that feeling. Give it a couple of days and you'll sort it all out. I know that's what it took for me, both ways. You wouldn't think that getting turned back into a guy would be strange, but it was almost worse. I'm not quite sure how to explain it." He smiled. I think I could understand what he meant. Being a woman was a whole new thing, a huge change in perspective, but also an opportunity for a new way of living. Going back to your old life might feel a bit constraining after such an experience.

"Yeah, I could see that." I nudged myself a bit closer to him. We were both sitting up, so it wasn't hard to do, but it was pretty easy to spot.

"Are you okay?" He asked. I blushed and squirmed a bit. I'd been thinking about things all night. I always like to brood in the back of my mind, and after all this I'd come to my decision. I felt a bit crazy for it, but I really wanted it.

"Yeah, I was just thinking..." I reached up to brush my hair over an ear. I had to fight down a giggle as I realized I'd picked up such a girlish nervous tick. Still, I couldn't just leave my words hanging. "You could spend the night here. If you like."

I saw his eyes go wide as he looked down at me. I had to have been beet red as I met his gaze and hoping that he could see the sincerity in my eyes. I knew just how forward I was being, and I felt a bit crazed, but at this moment I felt a connection to him, and I couldn't deny that I felt an attraction as well. I knew I didn't have to do this, but I wanted my first time as a woman to be at my discretion and not as some part of a performance review.

"Okay, are you sure?" He finally replied. I knew he was working through his own considerations. He was my handler after all, we'd be working together on this assignment. Maybe it wasn't the professional choice, but I really didn't care right now.

"About as sure as I could be." I slid my hands behind his neck and pulled his head down to mine and met him for a kiss. My world shook from the sudden intimacy. I'd kissed a few women over the years, and had some serious girlfriends, but even the notion of kissing a guy had never occurred to me before. At this moment, however, it was the right thing to do, and I was almost as shocked by how natural it felt. The world hadn't ended, lightning hadn't struck me down. All I was left with was to decide if I wanted to slip him some tongue now or later.

The weight of his lips on mine left me quivering. Even though I'd opened the gates, he quickly took control, his arms wrapping around me and pulling me close. I'd never felt so warm or safe as in that moment. It was electric, and only seemed to fuel my passion more. I was eager to throw caution to the wind, to dive in and experience the full depth of my new womanhood.

All the nervousness and hesitation I'd been feeling fell away during that kiss. This was my life for now, and everything I did just seemed right. A lifetime of masculine memories were all but forgotten. Instead, I wanted to know just how it felt to be fully female.

As he rubbed my back, I slid my hands down, over his chest and started to rub at his sides. My fingers slid downwards, towards his center. I could feel his cock growing hard through the his slacks. My pussy quivered at that, excited from the effect I was having on him, and eager to know how it would feel stuffed inside me. I started to rub the outline of his manhood through the fabric and his breathing grew more ragged as he shuddered.

Finally, he pulled back, gently breaking out lips apart. He looked down at me and I blushed, flush with arousal, my hand stroking his raging hardness. I knew he was seeing me as the youthful, eager young woman I'd become, my chest heaving with ragged breaths and my eyes filled with lust. I'd been aroused before, but this was something beyond anything I'd experienced and a feeling I couldn't deny.

I didn't wait for him to think up some objection. My fingers went to work on the buttons of my blouse. I knew we probably shouldn't be doing this. Our jobs alone would probably have argued against it, and I knew I wasn't in the best state of mind, as I was mildly buzzed and still in a bit of shock from my transformation. None of that mattered to my horny little body. I could see just how amazing Raikins was, and how strong and hard he was as well. This wasn't the time for rational arguments, either from my mind or his.

The buttons flew open as I worked, and my blouse quickly opened up to reveal the lacy bra I'd picked out before. I could see in his eyes that he liked it. I knew from experience just how nice a bit of lingerie could spice up an encounter. It didn't hurt that my round little breasts were just a perfect match for the cups.

He went about his own undressing, taking off his suit and tie before I'd finished with my blouse. His shirt followed in short order and we were soon sitting there with him topless and me with just a bra. It was my turn to gape, as I took in his sculpted chest and toned stomach. My stomach flipped in the best way. I never imagined I could get so aroused just looking at a guy's chest, but my new body wasn't shy in the least.

"You really don't have to do this." He smiled down at me. I blushed a bit. It was hard thinking about what I was doing. It wasn't just the arousal flowing through me, it was the anxiety and curiosity as well. I didn't want to slow down. I had to know.

I thought about what to say, but no words came. I reached back behind me, and after a moment a fumbling, I unhooked my bra and let it slide off. If he had any doubts about my intentions, the sight of my ripe breasts should be enough to dissuade his concerns. I flushed as I revealed myself. Normally, showing off my chest wasn't a big deal, as a guy no one really cared, but now, somehow I felt far more exposed and strangely titillated as he looked down at me. I could feel the odd weight on my chest as my breasts hung there, jutting out for him.

He nodded and then pulled in for another kiss. His hands slid up my sides and I quivered as his fingers caressed the soft curves of my breasts. I moaned into his mouth when he cupped my breasts and gently squeezed them. His touch felt so good and I pressed my chest out further for him. That strange heat between my legs grew stronger as he molded my softness with his hands. I couldn't do much more than stroke his back and return his kisses.

I don't know how long we stayed like that, but as good as it felt, another need was starting to grow inside me. I knew it was time to take this even further. My hands started to roam randomly up and down his back, over his arms and then finally downward. When my fingers found their way to his belt buckle, my conflicted thoughts bounced around again. I knew what my body wanted, I just wasn't quite ready to admit that it was what I wanted. The throbbing need inside me was stronger than my reservations, however, and I started to fumble my way through unbuckling his pants.

The air of anticipation started to fill me. My stomach quivered with excitement as I managed to free his belt and set it sailing over my shoulder. I was still kissing him, and almost had to laugh as I struggled with his fly. It was just an absurd thing, and yet I couldn't slow down, not now. I had to have what was contained inside his pants, and what little rational thought I had left wasn't about to get in the way.

Finally, I managed to open his fly and I pulled open the sides. My hand slipped into the opening, and my fingers slid over the long hard outline of his cock. I felt an eager clenching between my legs. Somehow this massive organ would fit inside me. My knowledge of anatomy and all my experience with sex just faded away against that unreal truth. Part of me couldn't really believe it, and the rest was excited to find out.

We kissed again, harder this time as my hand slipped inside his waistband, and for the first time I touched another man's cock. It was unreal, he was so hard, so hot. The feeling was familiar and yet so completely alien. When I would have touched myself, the feeling came back from both sides, but now all I could feel was what my hand could tell me.

I could feel him shudder beneath me as I stroked him. I knew just how much pleasure my delicate fingers were eliciting from his hardened shaft. It was strangely thrilling to know he could be so easily pleasured, and that I could be the one to do it. I'd always felt that way when I was with a woman, and now with the roles reversed, I couldn't deny the satisfaction I had was the same.

With his cock encircled by my fingers, I pulled back and looked into his eyes. I could see the barely restrained lust in his eyes, and I knew I felt the same way. There was only one thing left to do.

"I... I want you..." I panted and then leaned in for another kiss. His lips met mine with the same wild passion and then I felt his hands slide down. His fingers dug into my ass and before I knew it, he was standing up, lifting me with him. I gasped in surprise as he carried me towards the bedroom as I wrapped my arms around his neck to help me hang on.

He dropped me down onto the bed, and without a word, he reached down and pulled my skirt and panties free with one smooth pull. I was left wearing nothing more than my glasses and a pair of socks. I panted, looking over the heaving slopes of my bare breasts to watch him slide the rest of the way out of his pants and boxers. I quivered on the bed, feeling the slightly cool air of the room tickling my naked flesh. It was strangely titillating, as was the sight of his raging manhood jutting out towards me.

My eyes rolled over his bare flesh as he stepped closer. I'd never looked at a man in such a way before, and he was a perfect specimen as only our rejuvenation tech could create. He was fit and trim, his muscles perfectly sculpted as if he was a runner and not a body builder. It was enough to send my feminine lusts soaring. Almost without a thought, I spread my legs open for him, revealing my needful flesh.

"You're beautiful." He managed to say before he climbed onto the bed. I flushed at the compliment. It was the perfect thing for him to say in that moment. It meshed in just the right way with the feminine psyche that was locking into place inside me.

Then he was upon me. His hands slid their way up my body, followed by his lips. He stroked and kissed and licked up my thighs, and before I could say anything, he pressed his lips into my feminine folds.

"Oh, oh yes!" I cried out as his tongue slid up inside me, or along me or something. The sensation was so strange and felt so good it was impossible for me to know just what was happening. I pressed my hips upward, into that wonderful pleasure and he continued as I moaned and panted with pleasure. My legs drew open even further so he could elicit even more of that ecstasy with his mouth.

He sucked and licked and nibbled between my legs, exploring my tender new folds as I writhed in pleasure. It was almost too much to take, and I could feel something even more powerful building inside me, a tension that cried out for release. Each time it grew stronger, tighter, and he would ease off, letting me simmer, before pressing higher again. It was torture of the worst sort, one of pleasure denied instead of pain inflicted.

"Please! Oh, god, please!" I gasped between ragged pants as he drew me to another ragged peak. His touch inflaming everything inside me. He held me at the edge as I quivered, not knowing what was beyond and yet knowing I needed to discover it. Then, with one long lick he pulled up and began moving up my body again.

He was faster now, his kisses and strokes more determined. He worked his way up my heaving belly and then he found my sumptuous breasts. For a moment he lingered there, squeezing and suckling on my soft chest as I panted and the raging pleasure started to ebb just slightly. I ached and yearned for more, even as I squirmed beneath him. His touch was still lighting fires inside me, the way his fingers molded my breasts and his tongue traced my aching nipples. It was almost too much for me.

He didn't stop for long and I gasped as his lips rained kisses up my neck and then his teeth came nibbling on my ear. Shivers of raw pleasure shot up my spine. His hands continued to stroke and press into my chest, and just as I could take no more, I felt something slide against my seething folds. For a moment, I was so lost that I wondered what it was pressing against me, and then I realized in a flurry what it was.

Any hesitation, and doubt about what I wanted next had long since been washed away. I was lost to the crazy pleasures of the flesh, and when I felt him rubbing his length against my dripping nether lips I drew my legs open, braced myself and pulled his lips to mine. I assaulted his lips with eager kisses, and then when he paused with his manhood resting against my gates, I pulled back and looked up into his eyes again.

"Take me." I went in for another quick passionate kiss. "Please."

He leaned down and pressed his lips into mine again. Then he drew close, his hands pausing their assault and I could feel nothing aside from the movement of his cock between my legs, sliding along my slit. I could feel the tip gently parting my lips as he slid down and moved into position. I panted, clutching at his arms as I felt him pressing against my gates. It felt both natural and bizarre, an exposure I couldn't imagine and yet a yearning to be filled that I couldn't deny.

Without another word, I felt him press down, and I could feel myself stretching open to take him. I threw my head back at the impossible sensation of him sliding deeper, parting my flesh and filling me. He pushed slowly as I panted, my whole world consisting of the passage between my legs. Then he would pull back, just a bit, and thrust gently forward, working even further into my depths.

I held my legs open, clenching against that pleasurable invader as it drove ever deeper. I couldn't believe how good it felt, how amazing the fullness was, or how much I yearned for more. My breaths grew deeper and more passionate as he split me open. I didn't know how much more I could take when I finally felt his balls press between my legs. I felt a shudder fun all the way up my body at the final realization that I had every inch of his massive girth throbbing inside me.

The passion inside me now seemed to boil over. I kissed him, stroked him and most of all I ground my hips against him. He returned every gesture, and with impossibly constrained force, he pulled back, slowly drawing his cock out of my seething folds and then with one smooth thrust, he drove all the way into my depths again.

"Oh, yes!" I moaned as I felt his cock fill me again. He was pressing against me now, my bare flesh sliding against his, my breasts rubbing against his hard chest. It was such a uniquely feminine feeling, to be impaled and dominated so completely, and I was in awe of the erotic power of the moment. I couldn't deny myself any of the pleasures of my new body as I ground my hips into his. "Fuck me! Oh god, fuck me hard!"

He didn't disappoint me. His hips began thrusting harder, driving into me again and again. I did my best to meet his thrusts as I kissed and licked his face. I dug my fingers into his back. It was all so intense and with each amazing thrust, I could feel that tension building again, drawing tighter.

I cried out in ecstasy as he thrust into my eager writhing flesh. Just as he had with his tongue, he would drive me to the point where I was about to explode and then let me hover there, just at the edge before easing me back. I would wail at the denied release and then he would push again, pressing me into another even more intense height. Over and over again he did this until I was rabid with lust.

I was beyond words now, torn at the edge of raw pleasure and then I felt him draw his cock out of me, until it was poised at the very edge with my nether lips wrapped around his bulbous head. I seethed for a moment and then he began thrusting again, harder and deeper than I thought possible. It was all I could do to hold myself in place as I begged for more.

Then it broke, that raging tension, that flaming need exploded and my whole body quaked with pleasure as he drove hard into my flesh. I wailed as raw pleasure flooded me. I could feel his thrusts grow even more intense and then he drove deep, and my insides flooded with warmth. I knew he was coming inside me, his seed flowing into my depths and that only drove my passions even higher.

I wailed as I drew him close, pulling his body tight against mine. It felt so good, the pleasure smashing through every thought and every part of my body from the tips of my toes to the top of my head. It was all I could do just to hold him and take deep breaths as I reveled in the depths of my first womanly orgasm.

We stayed like that for some time, neither of us wanting to break away from that moment. I could feel that he was still hard inside me as my senses slowly returned. The savage needs of my new body had been satisfied for an instant, but now that I had explored these new depths of pleasure, I wasn't quite ready to stop just yet.

"That was amazing." I gave him a quick peck on the cheek.

"I'm glad you like it." He gave me a goofy smile back. I knew for a fact that he'd enjoyed himself as well. Not that I blamed him in the least. I would have been just as happy if I'd gotten to fuck a hot little number like myself when I'd been a guy.

"So..." I started to stroke his arm gently. "When do you think you'll be ready for round two?"

A flash of surprise crossed his face and then an even wider smile grew in. I guessed that it wouldn't be long. I laughed a bit, never expecting that I'd be quite so precocious at a time like this. For the moment this was all in good fun. Tomorrow, I'd have to be serious, there was a mission waiting for me, but for tonight I could let loose. I wasn't about to let him off the hook so easily. I had a lot more to learn about being a woman, and there was no time like the present.


Gender Bending Investigations Part 2 - The Roman Bath

 "So this is my new place." I looked around as the door swung open. In a way, it wasn't much, just a small studio apartment. The bed was in a little nook near the door, and the kitchen was open with a bar separating it from the rest of the apartment. The one saving grace was the living room. It wasn't huge, but one whole wall was a big sliding glass door that could open out onto a small patio. From the tenth floor, I got a killer view of the city and the water. It was the perfect place to launch my new life as a woman and get to work on my investigation.

I quickly took stock of things. The whole place was prepped decently well. The agency had contracted with a corporate relocation service to help set me up. That meant the furniture was in place and all the standard utilities were set up. Unfortunately, my cupboards were bare and so was my closet. Aside from a couple of outfits that I'd gotten at the agency, I didn't have anything to wear.

I'd barely walked in when I sensed someone behind me. I turned around and let out a sigh of relief. It was still a strange feeling being a woman, and I noticed that I was a lot more sensitive about who was around me when I was on my own. In this case I didn't have to worry, it was just one of the agency's telepresence androids.

"So how do you like it?" Came the slightly synthetic sounds of my handler's voice. The android body was linked to a virtual reality setup back at the office. It was a handy standin. You could change the androids face and voice to get around most surveillance. It was hard to pick out that it wasn't human if you couldn't get a really close look at it. They were really close to looking completely human aside from a few ticks. For deep cover agents it was a safer way to keep in contact without risking standard communication lines. Phones could be tapped, internet communications could easily be intercepted, but in person communication was much harder to shield and the data connection they used was supposed to be virtually undetectable.

"It's great. I love the view." I smiled. I knew it was agent Raikins manning the droid today. Outside of emergencies, he was going to be the one taking care of all of my needs from the agency. "Too bad I can't really have you over."

He laughed. Over the few days of my training and adjustment period, I'd spent a good deal of time in bed with him. In part, it was just getting used to the new plumbing, but honestly, sex was awesome as a woman. The other part was the transformation process had a side effect of temporarily amping up your libido. I don't think I'd been as horny even when I'd been a teenage guy. It didn't hurt that the sex helped take off the edge of my nerves. I wasn't exactly a field agent after all.

"Honestly, you got lucky. This was one of the few buildings with vacancies and standard privacy features." He walked in and closed the door. That made sense. There were plenty of ways to spy on people, and given that I was trying to infiltrate the inner circle of one of the most powerful men on the planet, I had to expect that at least some attempts would be made once I got closer to my goal.

"I assume you're not going to leave all of my security needs to outsiders." I looked around the room. No doubt, there were ultrasonic disruptors around the room and special vibration modifiers on the windows to prevent audio pickup. The slight tint in the windows also indicated that they had a filter to keep people from seeing in from the outside. The next biggest vulnerabilities were the data connections.

"Of course not. We've got a few data randomizers in place to handle your standard internet connections and phone. When you use either, you'll be operating in dual band. All your real data will flow through the agency with our special wifi network while your standard connections will be sending dummy data that looks appropriate. Even if they can get physical accesses to your devices your logs will show the dummy data. The dual band capability is hidden rather deep in the code and has never been detected yet." Raikins explained. I nodded. If there was one thing I understood, it was the need to secure data. In my former role as an analyst at the agency, that was the way we usually caught criminals. Sloppy data handling was always a good weak point to bring someone down.

"Well, I'll still try not to use it too much. If there is one thing I can say about Oswald, he knows his data systems." I walked over to the window. I could see the local headquarters of Patrick Oswald's technological empire. It was almost understated, aside from the Thineritech logo emblazoned on the building it was just another generic office building. That had been one of Oswald's gifts, an ability to blend in until it was too late for his competitors to deal with him. He had a knack for that, and that was just another thing that made him dangerous.

I still wasn't sure about how I was going to get close. Sure, I was almost the perfect image of his ideal woman. That had been a requirement when they'd transformed me from a back office analyst into an undercover agent. I was short, not quite petite, with ample breasts and attractive curves. My face was cute and round, with big doe eyes that hid behind a pair of dark rim glasses and everything was framed by long lengths of brown hair. Each detail had been matched against the profile of women that Oswald had dated over the last five years, right down to my nearsightedness.

"I just hope this job leads somewhere, I would hate to just be languishing in a standard day job while Oswald keeps doing whatever it is he's doing." I grumbled a bit. This was one part of field work I never did quite get. Luckily, it wasn't up to me to figure all of this out.

"No problem. For one, there is going to be a little office party at the end of the week at Crentechnics. Since this is the main office for that part of Thineritech, Oswald almost always likes to check out the new recruits. From our records, he has always made a point of personally welcoming every new member at this office, and many of the other facilities in the country. If we've prepped you well enough, we expect an eighty percent chance that he'll pursue at least one private meeting." Raikins explained. I had already gathered much of that from my own work. I had spent the last five years researching Oswald after all. If it hadn't been for that fact, and our suspicions that he was about to do something big soon, I wouldn't have been sent on this assignment.

"And if not?" I turned back to the android. It was always a bit creepy looking at it. The device was almost perfect, if you didn't know it was an android, you'd just guess that the strangeness was a personal quirk, but since I knew the truth, it always set off a feeling of unease inside me.

"Well, then we'll have to work on another plan. Undercover work is a lot of hit and miss when it comes to getting you inside. You'll just have to play it cool. My recommendation is that you should apply your skills to stand out in your new job. If a casual meeting doesn't spark an interest, seeing you making big advances in your position is your next best bet. We know he's attracted to intellect as well as beauty. The fact you have both is just a major advantage." Raikins said. It was still weird listening to him talking through the android. I would just have to get used to that.

"I guess, I should get my place setup then. I need some food, and a wardrobe. As much as I like the skirts, a bit more variety would be good." I did a quick swoosh to show off my current outfit. I did like the way it looked on me. It was a strange thing, but over the last few days I'd gotten used to my newfound appreciation with women's clothes, not just as something to enjoy looking at, but the actual wearing part of it.

I'd been perfectly straight as a guy, well, aside from the random curiosity that guys ignore. The transformation had cut right through all that though. Not only did I have the body of a young and attractive woman, they'd reconditioned my brain so that I could better fit my undercover role. I'd actually developed an affection for feminine clothes and an appreciation for just how they showed off my body. As strange as it was getting used to the greater attention that men would give me, I found it oddly validating. That didn't mean I didn't find it all pretty strange, but I didn't let that fact get in the way of everything else.

"All right. I'll be monitoring you. You know how to get in touch if you need anything. I'll check in again later." Raikins nodded and turned to leave. I wasn't about to let him go so easily. I bounced over towards the average looking android and gave him a big hug.

"Thanks for setting everything up for me, and for everything else. It's been a lot of fun so far. I certainly feel better knowing I've got you watching over my shoulder." I gave him another big squeeze. I knew most of that would go through the VR link, and he'd feel it. I hadn't had the chance to give him a proper hug before leaving the office, and I wasn't about to lose this chance as well. He'd helped me so much over the last couple of days that it was hard to convey my true appreciation, but this was a start.

"That's just my job, but you take care." He returned the hug. It was slightly mechanical, but it still felt good.

With that he was gone, and I was alone in my new apartment. I still had the next day before work would begin, so now it was time to go shopping. There was plenty to get, and I had the time to enjoy it. I knew I didn't have the biggest budget to work with, but I was ready for the challenge.

I popped into the bathroom quick to check my hair. It was another strange quirk, and yet it felt oddly natural to regularly check on my appearance. It was just another way that the deep conditioning had paid off. I tried not to think too much about it or else I'd get in the way of my new instincts. The truth was I needed to let all of this girlish stuff flow so I didn't signal anyone that I wasn't what I appeared to be.

What I appeared to be, that was pretty crazy too. I hadn't just turned into a cute little nymph, I'd also lost about fifteen years of aging. I felt invigorated in a way that I hadn't been in years, and was eager to get out. I hated to admit that it had been months since I'd really been outside. The Oswald investigation had kept me exceedingly busy and I didn't have much of life otherwise. In the strangest way the last couple weeks had been almost like a vacation.

I had to fight down the urge not to skip as I made my way down the street. It was a hard impulse to suppress on such a warm and sunny day. Louise had explained that the conditioning process could sometimes trigger a psychological over compensation at times. It didn't just make me act more feminine, it could push me to go overboard. As young as I'd become, I was still too old to go skipping down the street.

There were ways to distract myself, though. I'd taken a keen interest in gauging the reactions of people I walked by when I was on the street. It wasn't something that used to interest me too much, but now it was amusing to see how many men turned to watch as I strutted by in my short skirt with my hair flowing in the gentle breeze. The thing that surprised me was that it wasn't just men, there were more than a few women who'd given me the same lustful glances. I wasn't sure if I was reading more into their reactions than was really there, but I wasn't about to ask.

The day of shopping was remarkably uneventful. I managed to get enough food for a couple days and picked up a few more outfits, including some actual pants. I may have come to accept wearing skirts, but that didn't mean I always wanted to wear them. I sorted out a couple more outfits as well, mostly so I'd have something appropriate for work.

When I got home, I did a crash course on my cover. I'd been hammering in all the information since my first day after my transformation. I was now Karen Broden, just two years out of the University of Iowa with a degree in computer science and a bit of experience from a small company in Chicago. I'd grown up in a small country town and got into computers because I wasn't into the rural jock worship thing. I had a knack for data mining and information processing, and that was what had gotten me into the company. It wasn't that I had forgotten even a single detail, my memory skills hadn't been diminished by my transformation after all. Reviewing everything was just a way to calm my nerves.

The funny thing was how much my cover story mimicked my real background. Even crazier was just how much little detail was crammed into my head while I'd been under. I'd often throw out some casual detail about growing up in a one bar town and it was only after I said it that I realized it wasn't from my own life. I'd gained a lot of respect for the staff that handled both the cover story and my mental conditioning.

Finally, I took a quick shower and tucked into bed. The real test was about to begin. I had to blend in, and with any luck, in a few days time I'd be meeting Patrick Oswald and I'd have my first chance at swinging into his orbit. I still wasn't sure just how I was going to do that, but I was ready for the challenge.

***

I took a deep breath and looked up. This was it. Crentechnics. The building itself was hard to distinguish from the row of otherwise generic office buildings on this side street of the main business district. This wasn't where architects went to show off their skills, it was where efficiency met basic design. Crentechnics had been just another startup looking for cheap office space, at least that was the case when they'd started up ten years ago. Now it had taken over the entire building and was another piece of Patrick Oswald's financial empire.

It was also one of the easiest ways into Oswald's orbit. It had only recently been bought out, and the Agency had a couple of contacts inside that could help with getting hired into the company, and thus into Oswald's world. Truth be told, it was also the kind of company I'd have found myself in if I hadn't ended up working for the Agency. They did deep level data analytics, these days, it was all about integrating data processing with artificial intelligence. The kind of thing that helped the modern world make decisions, from doctors diagnosing disease to helping pick out the next new band you should listen to.

I took a moment to adjust my clothes. I still wasn't quite used to the feeling of a bra squeezing in on me and I wanted to make sure my skirt was straight. I had struggled with the decision to wear it. One the one hand, it felt kind of natural, and it made me look sexy, on the other hand, it made me look sexy and I wasn't sure if that was quite the appearance I wanted to project on my first day of a new job.

Still, it was done, and I couldn't wait any longer. I was actually a bit nervous. Even though this was only a temporary job for me, I still needed to do well or else I wouldn't be able to impress Oswald. I needed to get his attention, and the sooner I could do that, the sooner I'd have a chance to get close to him. It also improved my luck in terms of really encouraging him to spend time with me.

Despite the rather plain exterior, the lobby was something else. It had been decked out, complete with a modern fountain sculpture complete with an integrated hologram system that showed stylized fish jumping and splashing out of the flowing water. The walls were done in white marble, with a modern take on Greco-Roman design, and the floor was done with a tile mosaic of the company logo and various depictions of the work being done here. It was almost on the edge of good taste, but their designer knew when to draw the line and keep it from becoming tacky while retaining the appearance of wealth and refinement.

I was busy gawking a bit when a slightly older man walked up. He looked to be about thirty and trim, but with the brightest blue eyes. I swooned for a moment before I caught myself. It was still hard to get used to the sudden rushes of feminine reactions. I wasn't used to thinking about guys as sexy, or appreciating the way their gaze shifted as they checked me out. I could tell just from the way his eyes flickered that he liked my boobs.

"Hello, you must be Karen." He reached out and I took his hand, trying hard not to blush. "I'm Phillip Dremen, I'm heading up the team you'll be joining."

"Nice to meet you." I did my best to give him a hearty handshake, but my once firm grip wasn't so strong any more. It was one of the effects of becoming a girl, and oddly disconcerting. Handshakes had become a much softer affair and not the subtle assertion of masculinity I'd been used to.

I also squirmed a bit. Even this rather unassuming contact with a handsome man was enough to excite me. I wondered for a moment if real women had this problem or if it was just a lingering side effect of my recent transformation. I'd been told that the hormone adjustment had given me the sex drive of a teenager, and I could attest to that. I knew as a guy it was hard working around attractive women sometimes, though it didn't happen often enough for it to become a problem.

"I know you were hired remotely, would you like a tour of the office first, or just dive right in?" He asked.

"Maybe just the major landmarks. I've been curious about just what project I'll be working on." I nodded. I already knew the layout of the place, but a girl new to town and the company shouldn't be so well informed. I didn't want to give him the wrong impression.

"Sure, right this way." I motioned me towards the elevators. "How do you like the city?"

"Well, I haven't gotten a chance to see much aside from looking out my window." I smiled.

"Really, that's too bad. Hopefully you can get out and check out the town. We've got a lot of great stuff around here." He walked me through the building. He pointed out the cafeteria and bathrooms, as well as the employee lounge. That was something that still surprised me.

"Well, we've taken all the research seriously around here. If you need a nap, just pop into one of our dark rooms, the ones on the left are for dozing. There's no judgment around here about that, we know you'll be more productive if you take ten minutes to close your eyes than if you try to power through. I usually like to take mine around two thirty." He smiled.

I surveyed the room. The dark rooms were off on the left end of the room, and in the middle was almost like an arcade. There were several game machines, both the classic style and more modern consoles hooked up to TVs. There was also a set of other gaming tables, pool, ping pong and even a war gamers table complete with swappable buildings. It was a geek paradise.

"You're free to spend whatever time in here that you like, so long as you get your work done. This isn't the eighteenth century anymore and this isn't some assembly line factory either. We want you sharp and focused, but I know I've had some of my best ideas after burning some steam off in here." He explained.

"You don't have to sell me on it." I laughed. Even after years of research, there were still people that just didn't believe that this was actually the most productive way to work. At least so long as you had committed employees. That was the other half of course, if you treated your employees well and let them feel connected to the company's success, all of these distractions wouldn't keep them from getting their work done. Still, the older generations didn't quite believe in it, and that led to a lot of defensiveness about such policies.

"Well, I guess most new recruits are surprised by how flexible we are. I will tell you that we do track your badge. If you are meeting your assignments, there's no issue, but if you spend all your time in here and don't get your work done, then there can be trouble." He explained. I took another look around. It was still early in the day, so the room was almost empty aside from one animated game of foosball. Then I spotted doors on the other side of the room. Like the dark rooms on the other side, it looked like there were a row of small rooms.

"So what are those rooms?" I pointed over to the far wall.

He looked uncomfortable for a moment and then steadied himself. "Well, just like a little sleep can help restore your energy, a little sex can help take the edge off of any stress that might build up."

I blushed and took a step back. I'd never really heard of that before. Well, okay, sex did help with stress, but to have a company so open to the idea that they set aside rooms in the office for it? That was almost crazy.

"It's completely voluntary, of course. There are even toys if you don't want a partner. Again, no judgment, just don't let it get in the way of your work." I could see that he was gauging my reaction. What would the little country girl think of this. Midwesterners were still thought of as relatively conservative, especially on things like this.

"Wow, I guess I never would have expected something like that." I blushed a bit and looked up at him bashfully. It really seemed a bit crazy, even if it made a bit of sense. The worst part, however, was that now I had the idea of sex on my brain, and I felt an even more vigorous quiver up my spine when I looked at Phillip. "Do you ever... well, indulge?"

That really hit him. I could see him actually blush a bit. "Yeah, I guess most of us do, except for the married ones. Though, seriously, I don't want you to feel any pressure on this one."

I nodded. I certainly understood and yet I didn't want to linger here for too much longer. Nothing good could come from dwelling on the point. "I understand, but I'll definitely have to think about it. So, shouldn't we get on to our team?"

"Right, we've got work to do." He pulled his chin up and spun us back towards our office. I knew he was just putting on a cover to handle his momentary discomfort. I could tell that he was trying to tread a fine line. No doubt, he'd like to get some one on one time with me in one of those little rooms, but that was just basic animal instinct, and as our team leader he didn't want to get off on the wrong foot with a new coworker.

We walked the rest of the way in somewhat awkward silence. I had to admit that I was thinking a lot about those little sex rooms. The idea of popping into one of those rooms for a quick fuck was a little disturbing and a lot sexy. I knew it was just my fired up libido, but I'd already gone two days without some good hot sex and it was starting to affect my concentration. I took the time to focus myself on my mission. I couldn't let myself get distracted so easily.

"And this is our team." Phillip motioned around the room. It was so unlike my office that I could scarcely believe it. The room seemed to exist as two separate rings. The outer ring was like little open offices, separated by cubicle walls on both sides but open into the room. The desks were all placed against one of the walls, so you couldn't just walk up behind someone and easily see their computer monitors.

The inner circle was a mix of open tables, free standing white boards and couches arranged so that you could have an easy circular discussion. The room was open overall, and felt quite comfortable, but I could see that a lot of work got done in here. Each of the whiteboards was filled with scribbles and the central table had a rather complicated data model on the holographic display as several people had a rather animated discussion around it.

At least they were talking right up until they noticed me. Then they all gave me a big smile and waved me over. We walked up to the table and they all lined up to look at me.

"Hi, I'm Karen." I smiled. That name still sounded weird to me, but I was starting to get used to it. Oddly enough, it was one thing that hadn't caught in my conditioning. It didn't help any that I was now the focus of attention for this group of men and women. As soon as I spoke, everyone from around the room came over and we all traded handshakes and introductions. It was a bit awkward, and I made careful note of all their names. This was one of those times where having a photographic memory really paid off.

Once all the introductions were over most of my new coworkers drifted back to their work until it was just me and a few others.

"Karen has a few hours until her official orientation seminar. Why don't you see if she can help you with your little problem." Phillip was doing his best to wrangle me into work. I had to admit I was curious. Just what could a company like this need with someone like me anyway?

"Sure." Susan nodded, and dragged me over to one of the tables showing a data model hologram. It was strange getting pulled around by a small Asian woman, but I wasn't about to object. "Okay, do you understand what you're seeing here?"

I took a moment to scan over the display. I let my jaw drop a little. These kind of displays were still rather cutting edge, and I'd not seen one outside of a trade show. The Agency didn't have the budget for this kind of tech. As cool as it was, it took me a moment to figure out what I thought it was displaying.

"Do you mind if I touch it?" I asked. This was a bit scary for me. I'd never done more than fiddle at simple tasks with a holographic display. Now I had to look like I at least had some experience with them. Since I was supposed to be a recent graduate, I should have at least put in some lab time on this kind of display.

Susan tapped the controls a couple of times. I followed the motions of her hands and watched the displays that flashed past. She was saving the current settings, so if I messed anything up, she'd be able to restore her work. Then she slid the control over to me. I held up my hands and did a quick calibration. It was strange to work with a computer with nothing more than a visual interface, but then I noticed a strange feeling in the tip of my finger as it approached the holographic controls.

The burly looking guy across from me smiled as he noticed my surprise. Jack was casually dressed in a T-shirt and jeans, which managed to show off his equally trim figure. For techies, everyone around here either kept good care of themselves or were paying hefty sums to the rejuvenation clinics to keep in shape. "We've got all the latest here, state of the art force feedback interface. It's actually a low energy electron beam that's fired off when your hand gets close to something on the display. Just enough for you to feel it, but not do any damage."

"Nifty." I grinned. Then I started to play with the data model. First, I spun it around, studying it, then zoomed in, so I could see the details on each component. It was a wild way to see data connections, and whatever it was they were tying together, they weren't going for simple. This thing easily had a couple hundred major relationships displayed, but I drew in on the ones flashing in bright red.

"Well, it looks like these correlations are consuming a lot of your resources." I said.

"Any suggestions?" Susan asked firmly. She wasn't quite curt, but just sharp enough that I wondered about her intent. She looked at me with a critical eye. I knew this was something of a test, a sink or swim moment, in her mind if nothing else.

I took another careful moment to look at the data relationships. I skipped over the obvious answers. Each of them had a cost that wouldn't improve the situation much. I did sense a degree of frustration from both of them, they'd clearly been trying to work through this issue for a while. My guess was they wanted me as a tie breaker, as well as to test my general skills.

The data sprawled out in front of me and I worked through my options, going deeper into the linkages, looking for places where I could improve the processing speed without causing fallout, and most of all, looking to get as much bang out of it as I could. This wasn't something I normally did, sure I did deep analysis of data for criminal investigations, but this was different. On the one hand the data sets were more organized, but there were also far more of them. It was the amount of cross linking that made things trouble.

I could see they were both growing impatient, I had to give them something and then I found it. There was a data nexus that had been skipped over, it was deep in the algorithm, but by redirecting the links and slightly changing some of the cross references, I could eliminate their bottleneck. I threw my hands into the work. It was actually kind of fun playing with the hologram, stretching and tossing data representations with the flick of a wrist. Finally, I was done and turned back to them.

"How about this?" I took a step back and let them examine my work. Susan and Jack tore through it, every link and every change. I knew they were looking for faults, not to be mean, but because that was what this kind of software work was all about. Even the smallest error could come back to bite you when you were making systems this large.

"Well, I'll be." Jack muttered as he fell back into his chair.

"Yes, it seems we've been shown up." Susan crossed her arms and gave me a look that sent shivers up my back. It was a mix of respect, scorn, and bemusement. I wasn't sure exactly how to react to it.

"Congratulations, you've just blown through about a months worth of their work." Linda giggled as she popped up behind me. The lanky blonde didn't quite look like she belonged here, aside from the black rimmed glasses, she was dressed more for a high class party then a software development lab.

"Three weeks anyway." Jack nodded. He at least was smiling. I could see it bothered him that I'd managed to solve their problem so quickly.

"Well, then that calls for a little celebration!" Linda clapped. "Well, we needed to properly welcome our new team member, and since she's put half of us ahead of schedule, why don't we go hit Craven's?"

Everyone seemed to agree to that quickly enough and before I could beg off, I was swept away with the crowd. Craven's was apparently the favorite dining hole around here.

"So, completely overwhelmed yet?" Linda asked as she led me into the restaurant. The place was a bit of a dive, but one that was still cared for with love. The atmosphere was intentional and not from neglect, though at first glance it was easy to miss that distinction.

"A little, it really isn't quite what I expected." I nodded and followed everyone over to a set of tables.

"Yeah, it's not like most companies, and after we got bought up by Thineritech a year ago, it's been wild. Not bad, but the management changes have really got us working outside the box." Linda explained.

"What kind of changes?" I was curious. I rarely dug into this kind of detail in my previous investigations. As far as I'd been able to tell, Oswald hadn't used his subsidiary companies for much more than profit generation and patent collection. He wanted to control the technology and who could use it, but otherwise, he left the companies alone. It was only a few core operations that seemed to have nefarious intent.

"Well, we'd always been a somewhat flexible office, but you've seen the lounges right?"

"Yeah, Phillip took me by one this morning."

"Well, the old ones were little more than break rooms with a couch on the side. Nobody cared if you popped in for a quick nap, but it wasn't something most of us did. After the buyout, the whole office got upgraded, all thanks to Big T." Linda continued as we got our menus. "After that, we were encouraged to take breaks, and unwind. If you were tired, take a nap, if you needed to blow off some steam go play a game. The strangest thing though, when five o'clock comes around, the managers will shoo you out, and they really discourage working from home after hours."

I let that sink in. I'd never really paid much attention to the working conditions in Oswald's companies. I'd generally assumed they worked like other tech companies, right down to the long hours. Sure the lounge had been extravagant, but that was just a feature designed to keep you in the office all day, every day so you could work more. There was one more thing though that struck me as odd. I leaned in so I could whisper to her. "I'd think the sex rooms would be the weirdest thing myself."

Linda was quiet for a moment, and I looked up to see her with the strangest expression. It cleared, and she went back to her smiling self, but it was like I'd triggered something. "Oh, don't be silly. I forgot you're from someplace in the Midwest right, Ohio, wasn't it?"

"Iowa." I interjected.

"Sorry, Iowa then. I know people are a lot more uptight about the whole sex thing out that way, but really, it's no big deal here. That doesn't bother you does it?" Linda looked at me with a sincere concern. I had to admit her statement surprised me. I knew the world had changed a lot in the last decade I'd been holed up inside the Agency, but I hadn't expected this level of comfort with the subject.

"Oh, no, I'm okay. I guess, I just hadn't expected it." I smiled and let the conversation flow around me. They got most of my cover story out of me in a few minutes before drifting back into office talk. It was almost refreshing how normal it seemed. I just sat back and let them feed me information on the day to day work of their little department.

It wasn't until we were heading back to the office that Linda held me back a little and then leaned down to whisper in my ear. "If you're really okay with the whole sex thing, then make sure to swing by my desk around five. There's a little place some of us like to go after work and I can guarantee you have an experience you'll never forget or regret."

She gave me a quick pat on the shoulder and then skipped ahead to join up with the rest of the group. I stumbled forward, a bit stunned and a lot intrigued. It didn't help that my energized libido quickly sent my imagination to the kinkiest places. I had to shake my head to clear out the most distracting notions. It was time to go back to work.

Or rather, it was time to sit through new employee orientation. A company as big as Crentechnics tended to hire a lot of people, so they brought them in every two weeks as a big wave. That meant a lot of auditorium style briefings and corporate pep rallies. I could see that a lot of the people around me were excited to be here, especially the younger ones. I tried to mimic their enthusiasm. Sure, I'd given up the corporate world after just a couple of years, but my new identity was supposed to be at the on ramp to her career and not the slightly jaded mid career fellow that I was.

There wasn't much useful information to glean from those meetings though. It was all pretty standard, and as such hopelessly dull. I tried to mask the boredom, but it was impossible to keep my mind from drifting back to what Linda had implied after lunch. I was beginning to think that the world really was different now then I'd expected. I'd been so wrapped up in the Agency that it had been easy to ignore the changes, but now that I thought about it, it wasn't surprising.

The same technology that allowed me to transform from an unkempt middle age guy into a perky and petite twenty something was no doubt having big impacts across the medical spectrum. Birth control was now virtually perfect, a simple treatment could adjust your body not to make sperm or release eggs until the procedure was reversed. Sexually transmitted diseases, as well as any other bacterial or viral infections were a thing of the past. Doctors could give you a simple nanobot injection that would hunt down any undesired infectious agents and kill them in a way that also trained your immune system to hunt them down if you were exposed again, much like a vaccine.

It wasn't hard to see that society might kick back to the sexual revolution type of thinking. Free love, after a fashion, seemed to be back. Sex could be had without the risk of negative consequences. It was only in places that still held to more traditional moral values that hadn't quite gone as casual as the more cosmopolitan areas of the country.

The logic of it was hard to ignore, and I kicked myself silently as I realized just what I'd been missing out on. While I'd been content to run deep data analysis for the agency and spearhead lots of investigations, I'd been missing out on the new sexual revolution. It wasn't that I regretted all of my choices, but I certainly could have indulged more than I did.

So, by the time I managed to get out of the orientation, I didn't hesitate to meet up at Linda's desk. It certainly wouldn't hurt the investigation to get in closer with the team here at the office. At least that was how I rationalized it. I was trying not to admit that I was looking forward to whatever kind of debauchery they had in store.

"Oh, I'm so happy you decided to stop by. You are going to head out with us tonight, right?" Linda smiled as she saw me approach. My eyes looked her over with renewed vigor as she waited for me. She was hot, not that she was quite my type. She was a bit too tall and lanky. My preferences ran towards the shorter and curvier variety. Still, the look of enthusiastic lustfulness on her face made up for any deficiencies. Whatever it was I was getting myself into, she certainly was ready to enjoy it.

"Yeah, I guess I'm too curious to say no." I blushed a bit. In some ways my previous lack of experience was going to be a bit of a boon here. Sure, I'd been messing around with Agent Raikins, but despite the intensity of our coupling, we'd kept it pretty tame as far as kinkiness went. I suspected that this little outing was going to be a lot more adventurous.

"Great! I'll get Jack and Susan. Some of the others might stop by later, but since you're on our little team, it's kind of up to us to warm you up." Linda smiled wickedly. I felt a shudder roll up my spine. The more she spoke about it, the more convinced I was that I had to find out what she was planning.

The others joined us and then we were on our way. We headed down the sidewalk and soon found our way to a rather non-descript building just outside the club district of town. We walked inside and I was blown away decor as soon as the door closed. Where the company had tried to meld the modern with the classical, this place made no such attempt. It was dripping with Roman style, right down to the marble statues of people in almost every variety of sexual embrace carved in relief and ringing the room. There certainly wasn't much left to the imagination there.

To complete the look, there was a young woman dressed in a flowing white dress that matched well with Roman fashion, aside from the almost translucence of the material. Her every curve was readily seen, as were her dark nipples. About the only thing her outfit truly hid was a clear view of her pussy. The effect, however, was just as intended, and I could already feel the rush of heat starting to flow between my legs.

"Welcome. Please, come this way and check in. We have the standard waivers on the screens. Is there anything special you'd like tonight?" She smiled and waved us over to a small table that had several small computer terminals lined up on top.

"No, we'll just be joining the main hall today." Linda smiled and pushed me over to the terminals.

"It's all just boilerplate waivers. Just thumb print it and we can get going." Linda prodded as I quickly scanned the documents. If it was a standard waiver, it sure didn't read like it. Of course, I'd never been to a place like this before. Somehow, I seemed to be entering into some kind of orgy. I wasn't sure what to think about that, but I quickly signed off on the documents and followed Linda down the hall.

The hallway broke off in two directions, one for men and one for women. For a moment I almost went the wrong way, but Linda gave a quick shout and I followed her over to the women's side. I was kind of surprised to see a rather comfortable looking locker room.

"So, what do we do here?" I asked.

"We get undressed." Susan scowled at me. I was learning that it wasn't me that she was targeting specifically. She had a way of being terse with everyone. She also didn't hesitate, and while I stood there in stunned silence, she had already stripped off her blouse and was working on her bra. Linda gave me a tap on the shoulder to break me out of the trance I'd fallen into. As course as her demeanor was, her body was just as stunning. She was petite in the way some Asian women could be and her breasts were smaller than mine, but perfectly rounded, and she was completely shaved from the neck down. It took some effort to stop staring at her as she opened up a locker and dropped her clothes inside.

With the spell broken, I turned to attend to myself. I felt a bit self conscious as I undressed. I wasn't used to being naked in such an open setting like this. I hadn't even been to a gym since college. My new dimensions only amplified my anxiety. Still, it got easier with each piece I took off, and it wasn't long before the three of us were all equally naked.

"Okay, now before we go any further, I want to get a few things clear, since I know we've been a bit coy with you so far." Linda stopped and bent down so she could look me in the eye.

"Okay." I fidgeted a bit. Thankfully, they kept the place warm enough that there wasn't any discomfort being naked because of the temperature, but I was still standing around without any clothes on. On the plus side, I was next to two very sexy women who were equally bare and as a girl, I could allow myself to be aroused and not have everyone easily notice.

"Now, first of all, if you ever want us to stop all you need to do is say so. Everyone here only wants you to enjoy yourself. In the same way, if anyone tries to do something you don't like, feel free to say so and they won't do it. Since this is your first time here, no one is going to try anything extreme, but always know that we want you to enjoy yourself." Linda explained. I just listened and nodded. I still wasn't quite sure what to expect, but I was growing eager to find out.

"I understand."

"Good, and a few quick questions before we get started. You have three holes, is there any one you don't want used?"

"Well... maybe my butt." I blushed a bit. That was one thing that still seemed to be a bridge too far for me. At least for now.

"Okay, and do you mind being touched by or touching men or women sexually?" Linda continued. It was almost hard to take her seriously with the way she smiled at me so warmly. It was so nonchalant that I almost doubted where I was for a moment.

"I guess, both are okay." I must have turned a bit darker red as I admitted it.

"Wonderful! We're going to have a lot of fun. Now just let us go out and get things ready for you." Linda laughed and then bounced out of the far end of the locker room with Susan.

That left me standing naked and alone in the locker room. I was torn between excitement and concern. Just what was I getting myself into? I wasn't about to back out now. I had to find out just what it was that went on here.

It wasn't long before Linda popped back in. There was something strangely alluring about a woman walking around completely naked and yet not being intentional sexual. It didn't hurt that Linda was a sight to behold, with her nicely rounded breasts, and lean figure. She was built like a dancer, and combined with the graceful way she moved, it was hard not to stare.

"Okay, everyone's ready. Now there's just one more thing." Linda lifted up a small face mask, like the kind used for sleeping. "For your first night, we like to do a special kind of introduction. Believe me, you'll have a lot more fun if you don't take this off."

I considered it for a moment. I felt a shiver go up my spine. I was going to walk into the unknown wearing nothing more than a sleeping mask. Completely blind to whatever it was they had planned.

"Okay." I took it and felt the silky cover for a moment before I pull it on.

"You know what they say about losing one of your senses..." Linda laughed and then she slid her hand up my arm. The light touch was almost ticklish and made me quiver. Her fingers moved back down and then took my hand. "Now, why don't we find out?"

She tugged on my hand and I let her lead me out. We took it slow, and I could feel the air swish by as we went through the door. Linda pulled me a bit further into the room. I felt like I was walking on something soft, not quite carpet, almost like a thin pillow, but covering the whole floor. Anticipation was exciting me. Whatever it was that was about to happen, I was trying to be ready for it.

"Now, tonight, we have a special guest, a young woman who's never ventured here before and so we want to welcome her with an evening of pleasure so that she will always know that she has a home here." I heard Linda introducing me. She let my hand go, left me standing alone. It felt like a void, a place empty and without form. The air was still, the temperature perfect, and that only added to the effect.

I waited. My breath growing deeper as I fought against the sudden urge to tear off the blindfold and see what surrounded me. Just as I was about to give in when I felt hands on my feet. Soft, delicate fingers slid over the top of my feet, along the sides of my soles and around my ankles. The touch was delicate, sensuous. At first I thought it was just two, but then it was more, a never ending stream of soft gentle strokes. One by one they slid over my skin and I trembled and shuddered as they started to slowly work their way up.

Higher and higher they drew, up the sides of my legs, over the curves of my calves. I started to hear voices, or rather sounds. It started light, just whispers of moans and coos of pleasure. The sound was wickedly feminine, and like a siren's song, drawing out my anticipation as they drew further up my legs. Every stroke growing closer to that warming cleft between my legs.

That's when the kisses started. Each of my hands was taken, and kissed, on my knuckles, on my palms and on the back of my hands. The kisses were light at first, almost feathery, but they quickly grew more intense, more demanding. The strokes on my legs became stronger at just the same moment, sinking deeper into my flesh with each touch. Before I knew it, I was in adrift in a sea of sensation, stroked and kissed all over the edges of my being. It was intense, and yet it was outside, my core was left untouched, seething and eager.

I panted, almost delirious, from the sensation. It was pleasurable, but it was also a tease, a taunting of sensation denied and ecstasy promised. I held myself there as the ache began to grow almost out of control. I needed more, and yet, I didn't know how to get it.

"Are you ready?" Came a whispered voice in my ear, soft and feminine.

"Do you want it?" Another whisper, this one deep and masculine taunted me from the other side. Every moment, the lips and fingers swirled around me. It was surreal, and yet, the questions continued. There was simply no debate about the answer.

"Yes... please..." I gasped. The whispers stopped, but nothing else. I trembled, and quaked, knowing that something more was coming, but not knowing what.

Then suddenly, I felt something wet and probing press against each of my nipples. I gasped as tongues swirled around each tender nub, sparking pleasure through my chest. It was so hard to concentrate with so much happening all over my body, but the tongues drew my focus as lips slowly descended upon the peak of each breast. I still wasn't used to how sensitive my nipple could be, and in my current condition, I felt like I was going mad as I was suckled on.

I pressed my chest out, pushing my soft breasts into those eager, hungry lips. The feeling was electric, the way their tongues worked over my nipples, sliding and rubbing. Teeth nibbled gently, squeezing and pulling my flesh as I gasped and moaned. It was wicked, wild pleasure, and it only made me want more.

"Oh yes, yes!" I cried out as hands reached up and cupped both of my breasts, squeezing my softness. My body quaked, aching and needful. The void between my legs was yearning to be filled. In all the time since my transformation I'd never felt so fully, so wantonly feminine. I was standing here, at the tender mercy of so many, and I wanted nothing more than for them to take my yielding flesh and fill it with raw pleasure. It was a feeling completely at odds with my former masculinity. The core sense of the need to conquer and claim had been washed away and replaced with the unquenchable need to be ravished.

I felt more hands move in behind me, caressing my back and rubbing over my bare bottom. My hair was brushed aside, and lips pressed against the side of my neck. They licked and planted light kisses all the way from my shoulders to the bottom of my ears. I was surrounded now, engulfed in a sea of touches and strokes, kisses and squeezes. My entire body was being lovingly handled, every part of my flesh enticed. All except for one place, the one place I most wanted, most needed to be touched.

"I needed it... oh please, please..." I wailed. It was almost torture, an impossible torture of raw teasing sensation. My pussy throbbed and ached as it dripped with my juices. I had never been so ready, so completely aroused. I wanted nothing more than to be taken, but I had to hold on, I was at their mercy, and all I could do was wait for them.

So many hands were surrounding me, stroking and rubbing, that I barely realized when they began to push and pull. All at once, they worked together, pulling me gently back and lifting me off my feet. There were so many that they handled me easily, and some hands continued to caress me as they carried me. I don't know how far it was, but I soon felt myself being softly lowered into a bed of cushions.

My instincts took over as I fell onto my back. Hands were still massaging me, lips still kissing and suckling, and I pulled my legs open. They helped, drawing them wider, exposing my eager wet center to everyone. I felt a tickle between my legs. The comfortable air of the room felt cool as it slid over my boiling wet pussy. I'd never been so hot before, and the strange feeling only drew out more feminine gasps from my lips.

"You are so hot..." Came a whisper. A different man this time.

"So wet..." Sang a feminine voice.

"We welcome you." Came a chorus of husky voices, all filled with lust.

That was the moment I felt the probing between my legs. I knew the feeling well, the bulbous firmness of a man's cock sliding along my wet slit, parting my nether lips. I gasped, my pussy clenching in anticipation. The helplessness of waiting was so uniquely feminine. The man was in control, and I could only stand in yearning until he pressed forward. As he slid against me, the hands slowed, and then stopped. They rested against my flesh, comforting, but not distracting as the head of his cock slid down my channel and came to rest against the gates of my womanhood.

"Oh god!" I cried out when he thrust inside. I was so wet, so eager that my wet folds offered no resistance. His thick cock slid deep with that first push, and I moaned from the raw pleasure that came from being so completely filled. It was perfect, my tight pussy filled with a throbbing cock, all the way inside me.

They granted me a moment to savor the feeling, to enjoy the fullness and then everyone began anew. His cock pulled back as mouths assaulted my nipples again. He thrust as they nibbled. His hardness stretched me as I was kissed and licked and stroked from every direction. There was no escape, and no focus. My cries of pleasure filled the room as they continued. It was too much to keep together and I felt lost to the sensations flooding over me.

The raw feelings only made me more wild, more crazed. I felt the tension building inside me as his cock slid in and out, pressing deep and then pulling back. His angle such that every stroke rubbed against my clit, and I moaned each time he drove into me. It wasn't just me though, the whole group seemed tied to my pleasure, their actions in unison, all growing more intense, more powerful as he pounded into me.

"More... oh please, more..." I begged as the world grew tight. I could feel my orgasm beginning to bud. The impossible sea of pleasure was building up as a tsunami before the shore, threatening to wash me away. I pleaded, and screamed as everything collapsed into one singular focus of wanton power.

Then he drove deep, my breasts squeezed down and my nipples pinched between hard sucking lips. I threw my head back as my body exploded. That one moment broke through me, tearing through that last vestige of control and my release was at hand.

My body quaked and my pussy clamped down on his cock. I could feel it inside me, filling me with his seed as my body sought to milk every drop from him. The hands around me shifted somehow. The way they moved had changed from building me up, to helping the pleasure flow. Their touch was smooth and soft, almost as if they were petting me, and I savored the quaking ecstasy of my orgasm as it flowed from my pussy to the tips of my toes and fingers and through my throbbing chest.

"Oh, thank you." I panted as everything slowed. For a moment it almost felt like I'd come to rest, but not quite. Slow long strokes continued up my sides and down my arms. My breasts were gently kneaded. It was all so relaxing, and I went limp for a moment as he pulled back. I was empty again, dripping cum, and everything felt surprising perfect.

"The night is still young..." Came a taunting whisper from my right.

"We have so much more for you..." I heard from the left.

Before I could even begin to question those words, I felt a soft breath between my legs and I moaned when I felt a tongue slide along my semen filled slit. I drew my legs open on instinct and took in the full feeling of a tongue sliding over my bare pussy. It was something Raikins had never done. Our sex had been passionate, but somewhat tame, and now I learned just what I'd missed. The feeling was so intense, so direct and I squirmed as the tongue slid between my fleshy lips and slid up and over my tingling clit.

The person working between my legs was well skilled and I savored every lick and nibble and most of all the way they sucked at my folds. It was unreal, and I quickly understood why women liked to be eaten out so much. The feelings were so different from just being fucked, and there was so much more opportunity to focus on my clit and not just the raw fullness that came from being stuffed full of cock.

I was quickly brought back to a state of moaning, wicked yearning. As a man, I needed time after cumming to recover, and when I was with just one man, I hadn't had that notion challenged, but now I was at the mercy of a larger group and I didn't have to wait.

"Are you ready for more?" The whispers returned as I squirmed under this new assault.

"Oh yes... I am, I want more!" I answered with savage enthusiasm. I needed more. My pussy had been primed again and I couldn't wait, not for long. I couldn't stop now.

Again the hands guided me. They helped me get up, only this time, they pushed me forward until I was on my hands and knees. My legs were gently parted, and my ass pressed upwards. I felt so wanton in this position, waiting to be mounted like some beast. It was electric, a full embrace of such a submissive feminine position.

"Are you ready to give?" Another whisper asked. I wondered for a moment what it meant and then I felt something press beneath my nose and slide into my lips. My mind reeled for a moment before I realized what it was and what they were really asking. They were giving me the choice to suck on a cock.

I quivered, fighting to think through the lust raging inside me. I knew it was a choice. I was to be mounted and ravished again, no matter what I decided. I had certainly never done this before, and that poor abused husk of my former masculinity made a feeble objection, but I was past listening.

When he pressed forward again, I opened my mouth and he slid inside. I wrapped my lips around the side of his cock as I started to lick. The taste was intense. I had never really thought about it before, but it was musky and strong, a concentration of manliness that left my feminine body quaking. When he moaned in pleasure at my suckling I felt a sense of debauched pride that was hard to fully describe.

I had barely gotten the feel for sucking on a man's cock when I felt another pressed between my legs. This time there was no gentle preparation. I was wet and ready and he drove into me without any more warning. I moaned around the cock in my mouth as I was mounted. Now, I was lodged wickedly between two men, with their cocks filling me and my breasts dangling from my chest. It was wild.

I'd sometimes imagined having a threesome. Of course, back then the fantasy was me with two women, not me as the woman with two men thrusting into me. That didn't make this reality any less erotic. The sounds of male pleasure only helped me to enjoy my own. We soon found a rhythm of thrusts and sucks that had us all quivering lustfully. Getting fucked from behind like this was so different, so uniquely feminine that I felt shivers run up my spine every time he stuffed me full of his hardness. The cock in my mouth only gave me something to focus on, and allowed the pleasures inside me to build even stronger. It was a strange combination and yet I was happy to bounce between them, sandwiched by two powerful men.

As I was so fully ravished, I began to hear more sounds around me. First it was just a little a gasp here or a moan there. Then the sounds of slapping flesh. Before long it sounded like a full on orgy had broken out around me. I wasn't surprised, but the effect on me was electric. The sound and smells of untamed lust filled the room and only served to make me more aroused.

The mutual sounds of the men who were thrusting into me only made it worse. I threw myself into the sex, sucking and licking at the one cock with abandon as I did my best to squeeze and grind my hips against the other. Strong hands sank into my waist and around my head, and they grew tighter as the heat grew between us.

The man in my mouth was the first, I felt him wobbling on his legs just before he thrust into my mouth and grunted. I felt his cock begin to pulse as my tongue ran under the bottom, and before I could think to do anything, I felt his seed blasting down my throat. The taste was strange and salty, but I didn't pull away. I swallowed each rush of his seed and continued to suck until he stopped. An echo inside me cried out in dismay, but in truth, I was happy, I'd given pleasure, and despite the manner in which I'd done it, it still felt good.

No sooner had that cock withdrew, then the other one started to ride me in earnest. Now, however, my mouth was free, and I didn't need to be quiet any longer.

"Oh god! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" I wailed as he did just that. His thick cock pounded into me, and now I could focus on him. My whole body was bouncing from each thrust, my breasts jiggled bellow me and my head bobbed as I cried out for more.

His thrusts continued, each one drawing almost to the lips of my tight pussy and then deep inside me. Every time, he stretched me open, filling me impossibly full. I was losing myself to the pleasure, to the wonderful void between my legs. I let myself go, savoring it all, as I felt another orgasm straining inside me. It was easier now, so easy to open myself to it, to let it build up, almost to the brink.

That's when he withdrew. His cock pulled back and instead of filling me again and pushing me over the edge, I felt him pull out and the lips of my pussy slide over his hardness as his hands pulled off my hips. For a moment I panted, then I wailed. The denial was almost painful. Then just as I felt like I was about to collapse in agony, I felt lips pressing into mine.

I returned the kiss, investing all of my frustrated passions into those soft lips. I felt more hands on me again, all so soft, so delicate. They slid over my curves, cupping my breasts and all of them so tender. I knew I was being engulfed by women, I felt their breasts sliding against my arms and thighs. They rubbed against me, and before I knew it, I was being turned onto my back again. This time a woman slid on top of me, her body lithe, her breasts small as they pressed against my stomach. In the darkness, it took me a moment to realize that she was lying with her head between my legs and her spread thighs above my face.

The smell of hot pussy filled my nose, and I had only to move up an inch to find her wet slit waiting eagerly before me. Just as the tip of my nose nudged against her folds, I felt her pull my legs wider and her mouth descended upon my hot center.

"Oh, oh yes! Thank you!" I gasped as tongue and lips worked over my sensitive folds. For a moment all I could feel was the wetness of her tongue parting between my nether lips and running along my wet grove. The sensation was wild, so completely feminine that I had to embrace it. I pulled my legs open even further and pressed my hips to meet her wonderful assault upon my flesh.

It took me a moment to recover my focus, and when I finally did. The scent of her dripping pussy told me there was only one thing to do. It was my turn to enjoy the taste of another woman. I pushed up ever so gently and reached up slid my tongue over her folds. I felt her whole body quake as I returned every lick and nibble that she'd graced upon me. It was amazing, locked together like this, writhing as one helplessly needy mass of flesh.

I was so close, that it didn't take long for her to have me back at the ragged edge of another orgasm. Each denial had only driven me more wild, and she skillfully pulled me higher again and again. Each time she stopped just before I was about to explode and then she would let me simmer and cool just enough that the next round took me even higher. My feeble attempts to pleasure her began to slip away, and before long I was unable to do anything beyond begging for release.

The whispers returned, taunting and promising. I almost didn't hear them, I was so lost in the lust raging inside me. When I finally realized what they were asking there was only one response.

"Yes! Please, I need it! I need to cum!" I cried out. I just couldn't take any more.

That was the cue, and the woman gave my pussy one more long lick and then rolled off of me. Before I could scream in frustration, I felt someone else descend upon me, strong masculine hands pulling my legs open and then sliding up to firmly squeeze my chest. I felt the cushions move as he climbed between my legs and I felt his cock press against my pussy.

Then he struck and with one hard thrust he drove into me. My whole body quaked from the assault, his cock felt so big, so much thicker than the others, and my pussy strained to accept him. It was unreal, like my whole being was being stretched around him. It was too much and by the time his balls slapped between my legs I was moaning from the most intense orgasm of my life.

All that tension came out in one huge rush of raw ecstasy. For a moment, my whole body was numb from the sensation, awash in the rawest form of pleasure I'd ever known. It was simply amazing, and when I thought nothing could ever feel better than this, he began to thrust inside me.

The intensity of sensation was beyond my comprehension. My body was still shaking in orgasm, and wrapped tightly around him. I seethed in pleasure, moaning and gasping helplessly as wave after wave of orgasms rushed through me. His every stroke ran over my clit before it filled my deepest depths.

It was as if the pleasure never stopped. It was simply one endless orgasm. I writhed and screamed, clawing at him. I was wild from the raw sensations, the pure rapture that engulfed me. I did everything I could to draw it out, to make it last forever, but it was more than I could take.

He was busy as well, his thrusts growing more urgent as I strained myself against him. I knew he was reaching his peak as well, and this time I was not about to let him be denied. I drew him tight, wrapping my legs around him as he drove into my writhing flesh. We panted and moaned together, locked in a shared frenzy of lust. I wanted this moment to never end, and yet I knew my every action was drawing him nearer to his peak. I had lost control of my body to the raging power of my lust.

"Cum in me! Fill me!" I cried out when he drove deep that last time. It was so powerful, so intense, and when his cock began to pulse inside my tight wet pussy, I felt everything. It was so unreal, and I cried out with another, final rush of pleasure as I felt my insides fill with his warm seed.

I milked him dry as my endless orgasm began to fade. The power of it was just too bright to last, like staring at the sun. Somehow I knew my core would burn if I'd stared into that abyss of ecstasy for too much longer. As his cock released the last of his cum, he bent down and kissed me. It was a deep kiss, tender and soulful, but without the savage lust that we'd both felt only moments ago. It was perfect. I melted into him and his hard, firm warmth as I slowly came back down to Earth.

We stayed like that for a while, I couldn't say how long. My world slowly expanded again, as I panted. My strength slowly started to return as did my awareness of the room around me. The sounds of pleasure and passion filled my ears again. It was different now, I realized. As I had worked off the edge of my own stress, so had everyone else. The night had gone from frantic, helpless need, to far more relaxed exchanges of pleasure.

"Thank you." I heard him whisper into my ear a moment before he rolled away. I moaned lightly as I felt him slide out of me, and for a brief moment I was alone again. Then I felt another person slide up next to me and press her body into mine. She hugged me, and held me close. I was surprised that she stopped there, but it felt too good to object.

"So, how was it?" I heard Linda's soft voice as she slid off my mask. I just stared at her for a moment, scarcely believing what I'd just experienced. In a way, it had been so much like a dream, and yet seeing her like this snapped me back to reality. My lips turned up in the widest silliest smile I had ever made.

"Amazing, just amazing." I let out in hushed tones. I was still almost completely drained.

"Are you ready for more?" She asked, a wicked smile growing on her face. Still, her embrace remained whole, her hands not straying. She could wait for me, and I loved her for that.

"Not yet, I need to rest, and you feel so good like this." I replied.

I never imagined my first day on this job would end with me like this, dripping cum and snuggled against my lovely and naked coworker. In a bit I might go for more, but now I simply was going to savor the moment. Tomorrow I'd be back on the case, ready to work my way into Oswald's inner sanctum, but for now, I was just a naked and ravished young woman.

I wouldn't have it any other way.


Gender Bending Investigations Part 3 - The Magnate

"Well, it certainly sounds like you had fun last night." The android gave me an awkward smile. It didn't quite mimic Agent Raikins expressions right, but I knew him well enough to know what he was trying to do. I wasn't used to working with his robotic stand in yet, even if I knew that Raikins was puppeteering the android from a virtual reality suite back at the Agency.

I blushed a bit at that. Naturally, I had to tell my handler why I'd been out all last night. I was rather embarrassed to tell him that my co-workers had taken me out for a full on orgy to welcome me to the team. Thankfully, he didn't ask for too many details, since I wasn't sure I would have been comfortable sharing.

"Yeah, it was kind of amazing." I squirmed in my seat just thinking about it. At least I was at home where I could allow myself to just embrace the discomfort. The truth was, the whole experience had really rattled me in a way that even rolling around in bed with Raikins hadn't done.

I was a woman now, and certainly after last night, I'd pretty much been taken on an explicit tour of my full femininity. The deep cover mental conditioning that had been done when they'd turned me from a middle aged guy into an early twenties girl had held through everything. I had ached in ways I'd never imagined and begged for more again and again. I couldn't even tell you how many men had filled my mouth or my pussy with cum. I'd been ravished for hours, wonderful endless orgasm filled hours.

I didn't really want to think about it too much, or what the whole experience implied about me. No matter how real it had felt, this was all artificial. I wasn't really a woman, it was just a way to get into this organization and work my way into the company of one of the world's most powerful men.

"I'm glad, and it sounds like your cover held very well. So, for the rest of this week, I want you to keep cozying up to the new team you're on, especially your team lead." Raikins kept up with business. He was my handler for this mission after all.

"Phillip? Why?" I asked. I headed over to the fridge and grabbed a glass of orange juice. I noticed that I didn't get nearly as hungry in my newly petite form, but I still liked a little something in the morning.

"Our sources say that he has connections that go further up into management. If you can get on friendly terms with him, he will hopefully help get your name circulating up with the department heads. You've already done well when you fixed their little software issue yesterday. If the department heads are talking about you when the party comes around, Oswald is almost certain to give you some personal time." Raikins explained. It made sense. I'd already made a big splash when I helped them on my first day. If I could get more energy moving around me, that could only help.

"Sure. He's nice enough." I nodded and sipped at my juice.

"Just be sure not to lead him on. Keep it casual. The last thing we want is for him to get territorial about you. It can be complicated being a woman." Raikins gave me another artificial grin. I couldn't forget that he'd been a woman on an undercover assignment as well. He'd made it through all the weirdness, and that helped give me a lot of confidence.

"Relationships." I laughed. I'd honestly not had much luck with them. As a hapless guy I rarely even dated, and the nature of my work helped to sabotage what girlfriends I'd managed to get. Now, my goals relied upon striking up at least a somewhat serious connection with Oswald. The whole idea seemed crazy, but I had to do it.

"Right, be careful. It's easy to get things going too fast. At least there shouldn't be much damage that you can do in a couple of days. Still, try to get in good with your coworkers. We want them to be happy to introduce you around." Raikins pushed and I simply agreed. It was going to be a crazy few days, but if I was lucky it would position me right where I needed to be.

Raikins left me to get ready the rest of the way for work. The whole process certainly took longer now. All I used to do was take a quick shower and toss on some clothes. Now, I had to primp my hair and put on makeup. It still felt weird looking at a cute brunette in the mirror and knowing that it was really how people saw me now. Still, I wanted to look good, and I took the time to do it all right.

I did dress down a bit today. It was clear that this office wasn't very much for formality, so I went with a simple T-shirt and slacks combo. I laughed a bit when I looked in the mirror. Even in something that should be so plain, I still looked stunning. I knew it was a woman thing, the cute ones could stun you no matter what they wore, and it seemed like I fell into that category.

The morning was uneventful. Jack, Susan and I dove back into the data system I had helped with yesterday. Because of my brilliant idea, we now had to rewrite a rather large amount of our test code. It wasn't thrilling work, and was very detail oriented. In the end, we mostly sat around my desk and they helped me through the process of learning their system as we updated the code.

"So how is my newest little team doing?" Phillip asked as we all huddled over my desk. We were so focused that his interruption came as something of a shock. We all turned to look at him and he laughed at our rather blank expressions.

It was Susan who recovered first. "Just hammering through the rewrites, boss."

"Wonderful, but it's about time for lunch. You don't mind if I grab Karen, do you?" He asked.

"No, we could all use a break. So, be back here in an hour?" Jack asked. We all nodded and I soon found myself with Phillip on the way to the cafeteria.

"You haven't tried out the in-house chefs yet, have you?" Phillip smiled.

"No, I guess not." I followed him. It felt a lot more like we were walking into a restaurant, then any employee cafeteria I'd ever seen. About the only thing it had in common was that you had to line up for your food. The rest of the room was filled with very nice tables or booths that could sit from two to ten people. There was even an upper level that gave you a good look at the city. It was pretty much all the way classy. The tables and chairs were solid wood, well carved and polished. The room was filled with plants, sculptures and paintings that all added to the atmosphere.

"Then you're in luck. We may go out sometimes, but the quality of the food here is top notch, and all complimentary as well." Philip picked up a tray. The smell was certainly enticing. It was a wild combination, the kind of thing that only a place like this could generate, but the pure quality of the scents all complimented each other. The strongest sense was from the stir fry currently flipping into the air as the chef worked it in his wok. The tantalizing smell of steaks on a hickory grill teased at my nose. By the time we'd made it up to where they took orders, I was fighting off the urge to drool.

The menu wasn't as extensive as I would have expected, but it was nice to see a very nice variety. There was basically an option for every taste and diet, but generally only one. I was torn, there were simply too many choices. Phillip ordered the chicken stir fry while I debated my choices. Finally, I knew I had to make my decision.

"I'll go with the steak and potatoes. Medium rare." I ordered and followed on after Phillip. We grabbed drinks and swiped our badges and walked into the seating area.

"They'll have the food out in a few minutes. Why don't we sit upstairs?" Phillip escorted me to a small table with a view of the city. We were just early enough to have missed the busiest point of the lunch rush, and I saw people starting to scramble in behind us.

"Nice view." I took a look out. The city was bustling along. We were high enough here to get a view past, most of the rather staid business district and could see all the way down to the water.

"So, how do you like it here so far." Phillip asked. I quickly realized just why he'd taken me aside. I was a new employee after all. It was important to judge just how I was handling the new job. It was only my second day, but I knew how important it was to get people off on the right foot.

"Oh, it's been great. Jack and Susan are really helpful, and everyone is so friendly." I gave him a warm smile. It helped that it was all true. If I had been looking for a new job, I would have been very happy to be here.

"I'm glad to hear it. I'm sorry I couldn't make it out last night with everyone." He added with perfect nonchalance. My heart skipped a beat. I guess it was a pretty casual thing. Still, it wasn't quite what I was used to talking about with my boss.

"That's okay, everyone else did a good job of filling in for you." I blushed a bit. Then I giggled when I realized what I'd just said. Before I could stop myself, the giggle turned into the maniacal laughs of a mad man, or well woman. The absurdity of everything had just overflowed.

Phillip gave me a slightly worried smile as I regained control of myself. "Sorry, I just... well, I'm not used to that kind of attention, even if it was kind of fun."

"Oh, I understand. I guess it's an adjustment for you, coming from the Midwest and all."

"Yeah, but to be honest, I was always a bit curious." I tossed him a wicked look. Somehow it seemed the right tact to take. I was certainly not going to pass for a chaste small town girl at this point. Playing the naive but eager type seemed a much better angle. It was certainly a more friendly way to go.

"Glad to hear it. I know some people have a way of coming on strong, and the baths are a rather intense place." I could see the worry drain out of his eyes. I could understand how fine of a line he was walking. The very fact that people were more open about their sexuality meant that you had to be careful not to go over the line.

"Yeah, it sure was." I felt myself growing a bit wet just thinking about it. The endless pleasure of that little orgy had been rather unreal. Now it almost felt dream like, especially while I was sitting here about to enjoy my meal.

Thankfully, a server came by and dropped off our food. The very notion of having a waitress here seemed crazy. They really did care about treating their employees well.

Our conversation drifted back to work. Phillip's team was always busy. Even if my assistance yesterday helped put them ahead for their current project, all that really meant was that the next round of tasks got started sooner. I tried to fill in the right mix of knowledge with naivete in my questions. It wasn't always easy, since I knew I lot of things that someone recently out of college wouldn't know I had to constantly filter myself.

The food was amazing, and that helped. Every time I felt like I was about to take the conversation in the wrong direction, I'd take another bite of my steak. It was delicious and perfectly cooked, that hard found ideal where steak sauce was unnecessary. It was so good that I had a hard time not just focusing on my meal, but as we drifted away from talking about work I had another opportunity.

"So, I heard that there's going to be a big party this week, at the company." I prompted.

"Yeah, we like to have a regular thing to help welcome our new employees and help them mingle outside of their own departments. It's a pretty big deal. You are invited of course." He said between bites.

"So, it's just like a networking thing?" I tried to sound a bit disinterested. After all, that wasn't the kind of party that twenty-somethings got excited about. Networking might be important, but rarely was it much fun.

"Of course, you can do that, but the entertainment is always top notch, as is the open bar. We don't do things half way around here. And, if that wasn't enough for you, Patrick usually shows up." Phillip smiled as he dropped that name. I perked up accordingly, no one in tech would skip the chance to meet the man behind the largest tech empire in history. Of course, my reasons were a bit more nefarious, but I was no less pleased to hear that our sources had been right.

"Really? That's cool, but it's not like I'd get to meet him or anything." I wasn't sure if I was really pulling off the act right, but hopefully that puppy dog look of disappointment would have its effect on Phillip.

"Oh, well, he usually mingles with everyone, but I can pull a few strings and make sure you get a chance to talk with him." Phillip reassured me. I let the cloud of worry lift and then smiled up at him.

"Really? That would be amazing! I've so wanted to meet him." I did my best to act like the eager young woman I was supposed to be. Karen was going to meet her hero, that was certainly a cause for excitement. I did, however, want to help seal the deal. We were about to finish our meal, and we still had some time before everyone else would be back from work.

"Sure, no problem. I hadn't realized you had such an interest in him." Phillip nodded. A server came by to take away our plates and we got up to leave.

"Are you kidding?" I giggled. "How could I not want to meet the man who almost single handedly runs the tech economy?"

He laughed at that. I knew I wasn't the first to be a fan of Oswald. After all, his technology ran the world. He was rich and powerful, and somehow managed to avoid the arrogant flair that earlier generations of tech titans had all exuded. If it wasn't for my rather intimate knowledge of his companies, I would probably have been a fan as well.

This did give me another chance though. Phillip did seem to have the connections we hoped, and that meant that I could get his help to get close to Oswald. I wasn't going to let that chance slip away. So as we left the cafeteria, I slid up close to him and got onto the tips of my toes so I could whisper into his ear.

"I really appreciate offering to help me meet him, Phillip. I'm also kind of sorry you couldn't join us last night. We've got a little time now, if you want to see what you missed."

He turned and shot me a look of surprise that quickly started to melt to eagerness as he saw the wanton grin that had grown on my face. Honestly, our earlier discussion about last night had kind of turned me on, and this was an excellent way to kill two birds with one stone.

We didn't need to say anything else. The break room wasn't too far away and we were lucky enough to find one of the rooms empty for us. I still had a hard time believing that a company had rooms set aside for office flings like this, but I was more than happy to indulge. As I closed the door, I giggled a bit at the lock. It actually had three settings, empty, occupied and please join in. My mind boggled for a moment and then I set it to occupied. Maybe I'd try the third option some day, but that wasn't going to be today.

I felt a bit wild. I wasn't just along for the ride here, I was pushing for it. I was at work, or what was supposed to be work, about to have sex with my supervisor. A million sexual harassment videos must have been crying out in horror, but I was here willingly and so was he. The new world was a strange place, but one I was happy to dive into.

I turned back around and before he could do or say anything else, I reached up around his neck and pulled him down for a nice wet kiss. He flailed for a moment and then his hands slid around me and pulled me tight. My whole body ground against his. My super charged libido hadn't mellowed a bit, and I felt that depraved need welling up inside me. I don't think I'd ever been so aggressively sexual as I was now. It all just felt so good, and as a woman, even in this very libertine culture, it was a lot easier to get sex. Men still had to be cautious not to push when they weren't welcome, but for a woman finding an eager male was pretty much as easy as finding an unmarried guy.

We didn't waste any time being shy. As our tongues started to dance in my mouth, our hands went to work on our clothes. Shirts, blouses and pants were quickly unbuttoned, pulled open and taken off. We had to pause a few times to pull off an undershirt or in my case a T-shirt. Our underwear followed quickly thereafter, until he was naked and I was down to my glasses and a pair of striped socks.

My body pressed into his as we kept kissing. I quivered as my naked flesh pressed into his. There was a bit of a chill in the air, just enough to make me eager to share his warmth. He was fit and I enjoyed the feeling of my soft breasts pressing into his firm body. It was a strange feeling to be so malleable against something so hard. It was another aspect of being a girl that I found wantonly intoxicating. I'd always enjoyed the softness of a woman, but I'd never imagined the tantalizing feeling that came with enjoying the hardness of a man.

Philip broke away, just for a moment, and he looked down at me. My chest heaved from my ragged breaths as lust flamed in my eyes. I needed to be taken, to be ravished. The memories of last night were taunting me, mocking me with the remembrance of pleasure. I couldn't deny the power that held over me, the raw demands that lust had driven into my flesh.

"You are stunning." He gasped as he took in the full sight of my lust wracked body. His eyes traced every soft curve before they came back to meet mine. I remembered how I'd felt when we'd met yesterday, that attraction that seemed to spark between us. Now, it had grown to bolts of lightning crashing into me. His compliment only made it stronger. Even if I knew intellectually that this was not really me, not my real body, that made no difference to the lustful need that was overwhelming me.

Then, before I could react, he reached down and picked me up by my thighs. I wrapped myself around him so that I could hold on as he swung around towards the small bed that had been placed in the room. It was just big enough for its job, and I found my ass bouncing on top of it a moment later. I sat on the edge, with him standing in front of me. Most of all, his cock was hovering right between my legs, all hard and poised to strike.

"Take me..." I ordered him with as husky of a tone as my girlish voice could make. I spread my legs wide for him, exposing myself completely. I felt a bit crazed, the throbbing ache between my legs was driving me wild. I wasn't sure how long I could keep any semblance of control, and that's when I felt him rubbing against me.

I gasped from the pleasure of his hardness running over my slit, parting my tender folds and teasing my sensitive clit. The nuances of sex from the woman's side had a way of tearing through my defenses. It all felt so good, and so wickedly strange. I couldn't get enough of it. The strangest part was the feeling of submission, it was the man who took charge, who filled my flesh and drove me to my peak. I had influence to be sure, but where he could force himself upon me, I could only beg for him to take me.

Now, I didn't need to beg. He was as hard as I was wet and his cock was soon coated with my juices. Neither of us wanted to take this slow. I pulled my legs wide and gripped my thighs to keep them open as I struggled to keep control as his hardness teased me. I moaned and gasped as he rubbed and slid between my legs, preparing me, drawing me towards a cliff of raw desire. Then just as I couldn't take any more, I felt him slide down and press against my wet gates.

"Oh yes!" I cried out as he thrust. My tender pussy opened for him, parting as he pushed deep. I reveled in the sensation, that perfectly feminine feeling of impalement. He was inside me, deep inside me, throbbing and hard. It was depraved, a raw pleasure that cut through everything. At this moment, there was nothing I wouldn't have done to feel this way.

His hands started to slide over seething flesh. First, he stroked my thighs and teased my hands until I let go and then wrapped my legs around him. He moved higher now, over my soft belly and then up to my round breasts. As he rested inside me, his hands caressed my chest, squeezing and molding my flesh until I was a little more than a melted pool of pleasure.

As I writhed beneath him, he finally took mercy on me, and began to thrust. He was slow at first, drawing back and leaving me to quake and howl from the joy of feeling my tender passage split open again and again. He let me savor each moment as he slowly built his rhythm. I was completely open to him, and he continued to drive me wild.

"Please... harder!" I begged as he worked. It felt so good, but I'd gone from enjoying the simple wonder of being stuffed with cock. Now, I needed more, I needed to be pounded, to be fucked and fucked hard.

Phillip grunted as I squeezed down on him with my pussy. It made him feel so much bigger inside me, and I could see how much he enjoyed feeling my tightness as well. He started to lose control and I braced myself for it. His thrusts grew stronger and his rhythm more fierce. I shook each time he drove deep. I grabbed at the edge of the bed, in part to hold me in place, but also as an outlet for the tension building inside me. I needed it, needed it so much.

"Yes! Harder! Make me cum! Oh yes!" I wailed. I feared that I sounded like some cheap porno actress, but at the moment I couldn't think of anything else to say, or any other way to say it. I needed him to ravish me, to push me over the top. It was almost too much, but I couldn't let go. I had to have more.

He was panting now from the force of his assault. He was tense as well, his hands sinking deep into my flesh as he grew even more frantic. I cried out, thrashing from the needs wracking my body. The sounds of our passion echoed around us, and I seethed, the force inside me was tearing apart and when I finally couldn't take any more I felt him ramming deep into my depths and we cried out together.

As his cock exploded, I felt my body rush with raw pleasure. The power of it left me gasping. My pussy milked him dry as my orgasm coursed through me, hammering through my flesh. I still couldn't believe that sex as a woman could feel so good, and I simply savored the warm glow that came over me.

"Thanks." I panted and stroked his hand as he braced himself against the bed. I could see that he had to recover as well. He smiled down at me, no doubt appreciating the gentle swells of my chest as I enjoyed the moment.

"No, that was amazing, you were amazing." He stammered. I know it must have hit him hard and I was glad. I knew just how much a good fucking could take out of a guy, it was just kind of funny seeing it from the other side.

"Well, maybe next time you won't skip a little evening outing." I laughed. I felt him slowly slide out and I was left empty but satisfied. I wished I had some time to cuddle, but the truth was that we were probably well overdue for getting back to work. I hated to admit that we couldn't just hang out in here forever.

"There's a shower in the back. If you want to go first." He motioned towards a door next to the bed. I slowly got up and considered my options for a moment.

"Well, you could join me, it would be faster." I tugged at him at the same moment I slid the door open. Before he had a chance to object I'd pulled us into the shower and let him take that first blast of cold water.

"Ah! You just wanted me to take the hit!" He laughed and shivered in unison. Thankfully, the hot water started a moment later and he warmed right back up.

"What? You thought I wanted to get frisky?" I giggled. I filled my hands with body wash and started to soap him up. I ran my fingers all over his hard body, teasing and taunting as I cleaned. The woman in me was enthralled at having such a sculpted man to work over. Still, it was strange to slide my hands over another guy's body when I wasn't overwhelmed with lust. In some ways the two sexes really weren't so different.

Just as I thought that, he started in on me by soaping up my breasts, naturally. I gasped as he scooped, squeezed and soaped them both up. He kept working from there, covering every bit of my body, front and back, with a little extra attention between the legs. There was certainly something electric about washing up like this, but we both knew better than to linger. If we wanted to have more fun later, there would be plenty of time to do so.

We splashed through a quick rinse and then he hopped out while I gave my hair a quick wash. Thankfully, I kept my hair style simple to hard to work with, but long hair did take longer to clean. By the time I was out of the shower, he was already dressed, but he lingered long enough to give me a quick kiss on the cheek.

"Don't take too long. Susan isn't the patient type." He smiled as he worked the door. "And thanks again, for a wonderful time. If you're ever interested again, you know where to find me."

"Right back at you." I winked. I certainly wouldn't turn him away. Even if I was doing this to help improve my chances of a personal meeting with Oswald, Phillip knew just how to make a woman squeal. I would be more than happy to get another round with him.

He gave me a wave and was off. I quickly dressed and primped myself before heading out. I had been worried about having to miss out on sex when I finally got into the field and under cover. I almost laughed at myself now, I'd had more sex since I started the assignment than when I'd been in training. It didn't look like I'd have to work hard for more either. I hated to admit that I was almost starting to dread the coming party since I'd have to give up all the fun I was having here if I completed my mission.

Still, there was work to do, and a lot more preparation to be done so that Oswald wouldn't be able to get out of meeting the up and coming developer that was rocking his data department. I was going to have a busy week.

***

"You look stunning." The android gave me its best impression of a smile as I did a little twirl to show off my outfit. After a crazy week of sex and software, we'd finally reached the company welcome party for new employees.

I flushed at the compliment. Even as I was getting fully used to being a woman, getting compliments on my looks still filled me with an odd mix of angst and pride. I tried not to let it show, especially since I agreed with him. I'd managed to find just the right dress with a little help from Linda. It hugged my curves, but left just the right amount to the imagination. The skirt slid past my knees, but the neckline plunged far enough to show off my cleavage. It was a cool baby blue, just nice enough to be almost formal, but still something you could almost go out for a night on the town. All in all, it showed off my little body perfectly, and matched well against the clothes that Oswald's love interests usually wore.

"Thanks. Is there anything else I should know?" I had spent as much of my free time as I could reviewing Oswald's personal tastes. I almost felt like a stalker for a moment, even if it was my job. I'd never really felt that way before in an investigation, but then I normally wasn't researching what kind of wine a man liked after dinner, either.

"We've been watching him as best we could this week, but he's mostly been off the radar. We're pretty sure he hasn't found a new woman, thankfully, but keep yourself prepared. If he does have a date, don't go fishing deep, just try and establish a professional relationship so you can get another chance later. From what I've heard, you've been making a few waves with your work so you may get another bite at the apple." Raikins explained. There was always risk in this kind of operation. We didn't have a lot of time to spare, but it was better not to risk burning bridges.

"I'll keep that in mind." I took one more stop by the mirror. "I guess I should be going then. I wouldn't want to be more than fashionably late."

"Good luck." Raikins waved as I headed out. He was going to hold back and change into another face. After that he'd go wander around for a while and end up hanging out near the party. If something went terribly wrong, he'd be able to back me up within a minute or two. Hopefully, I wouldn't need the help, but it was good to know that it was there just in case.

I didn't want to admit it to him, but I was a bit giddy. After a crazy week, I was ready to push for the next stage of the mission. I felt charged up. All the sex, and hell, even the work was having an uplifting effect on me. It was a new challenge, one that I could throw myself into in a way I haven't done in years. Best of all, it helped improve my reputation in advance of the party.

I just couldn't resist skipping at least for about a block. I felt absolutely ridiculous, and yet it felt so right. I finally managed to pull myself together and resume a more dignified walk before I got within a few blocks of the office. The party was being held there. Apparently, they had a whole floor that was dedicated to events like this as well as for other conferences and meetings. Tonight it would be decked out for us.

By the time I made it within a block of the office, I started to spot other employees. These kind of parties were not the thing that you would skip. It was also something people clearly were dressing up for. I was used to a pretty casual dress code around the office, but tonight, everyone was clearly coming in at least slacks and button shirts or dresses. I don't think I'd been to such an event in years.

"Well, you do clean up nice." I heard Susan quip as she came up beside me. If she thought I looked nice, well, she was stunning. The svelte Asian was rocking a slinky black dress that showed off her every asset. She gave me a stern look of approval. It was pretty much the most friendly gaze she was capable of. I took it as the compliment that it was.

"Thanks, and you are just stunning." I let all of my appreciation seep into my voice. She knew the effect that she could have on people, and I was aware of at least some of the game she was playing. I kept to my perky demeanor with her just for that, since I knew she found it aggravating. Over the last few days I could tell she'd gained a respect for me though. It had been hard, she wasn't as easy to impress as the others, but I'd worn her down. It felt strange working this hard to stand out while I was on an undercover mission.

She gave me a curt nod and we kept walking. It wasn't long before we were in a steady stream of other employees. We picked up another couple of people I recognized and soon we were all shuffling up to the elevators. It took a while, but we finally managed to all get unloaded up on the upper floor that had been all decked out for us.

When we finally stepped out of the elevator, I took in a deep breath. It wasn't just the company. The whole place was done up in style. The bare room was impressive enough, but they had done everything up in first class style. There were ice sculptures and the fanciest outlay of food I'd ever seen. A band played on a stage set off at the other end of the hall. It was classical, almost too fancy for me, but it fit the atmosphere perfectly.

"First time at a real gala?" I heard Jack laugh as he walked up. He was dressed in slacks with a nice button up shirt and a blazer. I was glad to see no one was wearing a tie. At least they had that much sense. I couldn't stand ties, and my new feminine sensibilities were just as hard on them.

"Yeah, I never imagined they'd put on something like this for us." I turned around and gawked at everything.

"Comes with the territory, you know. You're working for part of the biggest company in the world. Patrick likes to make sure his employees know they're appreciated." Jack laughed. I certainly had to admit that Oswald was good to his workers, at least at the level we were operating at. I couldn't be sure how far down this kind of treatment went, but I recognized people from pretty much every department I knew of.

I started to mingle. Or at least a vague attempt at it. A quick agency training program and a little mental reconditioning could change some things, but I was still something of an introvert in large crowds. It did help a bit that I was an attractive young woman now, at least in the sense that there seemed to be an endless stream of men file past to say hello before drifting off for greener pastures. After all, I really only had interest in one man tonight. From the general feel of the room, he hadn't made his appearance yet, so I quickly indulged in a snack. I wasn't so hungry, but there was no way I could resist sampling such an amazing spread.

"Delicious isn't it?" Linda popped up beside me as she sampled some of the cheeses. They were all set out on little crackers, no doubt picked because they matched the flavor or texture that was desired. I couldn't even guess what half of them were called, but they were each amazing in their own way.

"I know, I have to be careful or I'll have to go to the gym every day for a month to burn it all off." I agreed as I popped another hors d'oeuvre in my mouth. This was a little pastry wrapped meat. Despite its plain look, it was amazing, the texture, the sauce, the seasoning were all just to die for. Linda laughed and then walked slowly away after picking up another round of snacks. I took a deep breath and followed her or I was afraid I'd never be able to.

"Or you could just get a little metabolism booster treatment. Gym's are so 2010s." Linda smiled. "The second floor clinic can handle it in a snap, and it's all paid for. How did you think all of us software developers kept in such good shape?"

"Really?" I gasped a bit. It wasn't just the naive cover personality that was reacting this time. I'd certainly gotten treatments in the past, but then it was only for serious stuff, not just as a casual thing. I hadn't thought it had become so normal that people put the treatments ahead of just trying to do the right thing.

"Oh sure, just another company perk." Linda completely missed my concern, but I wasn't sure I wanted to press on the topic. I had to admit, I did understand. Doing things the easy way certainly beats out the hard way sometimes.

So I simply smiled. Linda quickly drifted away after that. As much as I tended towards being a wallflower, she was the social butterfly. It was almost mesmerizing to watch her as she worked her way around the room. I did lose track of her after a while though. The place had filled up, and I was still pretty much on my own. So I did what I usually did in such circumstances, I stood back and simply studied the people that were milling around.

The music started to pick up as well. It was an interesting mix as the orchestra moved towards more contemporary music. Their choices stayed classy, but it certainly had an effect on the crowd. People relaxed more and it wasn't long before the whole place was fully embracing the vibe. I just hung back and watched. Occasionally, someone I knew would swing past me long enough to say hello, but they never stayed long.

"So, hit your people limit." I heard a male voice from behind me. It sounded almost familiar, but I couldn't place it as I turned towards him.

"Yeah, I guess you could say that..." I stopped cold when I saw him. He was a foot taller than me, well built, with professionally coifed hair, and dressed in a T-shirt and blue jeans as only a CEO could. A shiver ran up my spine.

"You're..." I stammered.

"Patrick Oswald," He smiled warmly and held out his hand. "And you must be Karen Broden. I've heard an awful lot about you."

"Me?" I held there, honestly stunned and also trying to act the part of a star struck fool. Luckily, there wasn't much of a space between the two. I'd certainly seen pictures before and watch videos, but nothing could prepare me for meeting him in person. I also hadn't been a woman before either, and I felt a rush of heat from being so close to such an attractive man.

"Oh yes, I've reviewed some of your work, you've made quite an impression on your team, especially Susan, and she isn't easy to impress." He said and I finally realized he was still holding out his hand and quickly took it. His shake was firm yet tender, and the way his fingers slowly released my hand made me quiver. I tried to pull myself together, now was not the time to let my new body take over.

"Yeah, she's pretty tough." I nodded nervously. He was supposed to be something of an idol to me, so I fought to play up an awestruck feeling. How should I react to someone like that when he gives me a compliment? It wasn't like some actor or anything, this was someone in my field, technically a superior in the company as well. I seemed to have his full attention, now it just remained if I could sink the hook.

"Well, she's been around a long time. I probably shouldn't tell you this, but she's one of our earliest rejuvenation patients. She just hated the idea of retirement and when we finally got the tech working she insisted on being the first post approval subject, and told me to put her back in the trenches. I'm sure you can understand why I couldn't say no to that request." He laughed. I certainly understood that. Susan didn't make requests or suggestions, they were always politely framed orders. You weren't going to turn them down unless you wanted a lot of trouble.

"Wow." That was all I managed to say. I let my body language speak for me. I pulled my arms back and pushed my chest out while I squirmed on one foot. It had the effect of showing off my breasts without looking overt or aggressive. Still, it was an invitation, if he chose to take it.

His eyes certainly seemed to like the idea. I could see him scoping me out as quick as he could while taking a couple of extra looks at my cleavage. He might not be smitten yet, but it was a good start. It was a strange feeling standing here like this, trying to attract a man, it felt absurd and yet strangely kinky. Sure, I'd had a lot of sex over the last few days, but that was all different. Then it had been direct. This was so much more coy. I had to wait and see how he played things.

"So, if you aren't busy, why don't we take a walk?" He smiled again. It made my stomach flutter when he did. I knew I'd become very susceptible to a man's smile, but somehow this was more than that. I'd certainly sparked his interest, and I wasn't going to miss the opportunity.

"Okay, but won't they miss you?" I asked. Certainly, someone as important as Oswald couldn't just slip away.

"Oh, you'd be surprised. I've made the rounds and everyone's kind of used to me doing my own thing. Honestly, I wouldn't even come if not for the chance to meet some of the new talent, especially the special ones." He gave me a wry look. There wasn't any doubt he was referring to me. All my hard work this week had paid off. Now, I just had to keep my angle.

"So why are you wasting time with me?" I blushed under his gaze. He really was having a big effect on me.

He laughed and shook his head. "Now, this isn't the place for that kind of false humility. You can't show up one of the top teams here and then pretend you aren't something special. Now, are you coming?"

I nodded, a bit cowed by his suddenly stern glare. He had a reputation for keeping things straight. I'd never really appreciated that fact before now, but clearly he didn't like to be played. I cringed a bit inside, but I hoped that I'd caught the mistake before he held it against me. I just had to watch myself from here on.

"Okay, sorry." I followed him as he took me over to the other end of the hall. He worked his way through, shaking hands and exchanging a few words before moving on. All the while he kept me with him. It was strange being so close to this kind of casual schmoozing. I could see how it wore on him. He might be the king of his own little empire, but he had to force himself to play the extrovert. By the time we finally made it to a small staircase at the far end, he clearly needed a break.

"Now, let me show you why I really come here." He waved his hand over the door lock and it clicked open before he tugged at the door. I followed him. The staircase was surprisingly ornate, white railing with gold trim and some skilled relief carvings along the side of the rail. It only went up one floor, but it was clearly built just for him.

At the top it opened up into a cozy room. It was like a private lounge, with a few couches, a little bar on the side and a huge balcony overlooking the city.

"I like to come up here when I can. It's a lot more relaxed, and I can just bring up a few people at a time. I like the more personal touch you know." He smiled and motioned towards the balcony. "Of course, the best part is the view."

I couldn't help myself either. I stumbled towards the balcony, taken in by the sparkling city in front of me. My apartment had a wonderful view, but looking out from the top floor of one of the city's taller skyscrapers was an entirely different experience. It didn't hurt that this was a perfect night, with clear skies and a half moon.

"The city looks so beautiful from up here." I gazed out over the railing as he walked up. He had a drink for me and I took it. I could smell the fruitiness and took a sip. It didn't taste like it was too heavy on the alcohol. It wasn't like Oswald usually needed much help with women. At least that was his reputation.

"I still can't get over the stars." He looked up. I followed his gaze. He wasn't lying, the stars twinkled above. It really was a sight to behold.

"Ten years ago, you'd have maybe seen a dozen stars, even on a night like this. It took me almost a billion dollars of donations to retrofit all the lights in the city so we could bring back the stars." He paused to take a drink. "There's something about them that just helps people to dream big and I think we'd lost so much when we washed them out."

"You spent that much for the stars?" I asked, more than a bit stunned. I had to admit that I hadn't even considered the motivation for his work. I remembered reviewing all of his donations, but they'd always been billed as an efficiency move, to help the city use less electricity and provide a very large tax write off.

"Well, yeah. Sure, there were some other benefits, and it really helped me to sell the board on it, but honestly, it was all for this view." He smiled. I turned to watch him. There was something alluring about him as he gazed up at the night sky, his eyes sparkling, not from the lights, but from an inner drive and satisfaction with a wild dream achieved.

"That's really amazing." I pulled up closer to him. This was just the kind of thing that was supposed to impress, and I played into it. Honestly, it helped that I was actually surprised by his story. I was quickly realizing there was more to a man than just what files could tell you.

"I'm glad." He looked down at me, then back out. "I know I've managed to pull together a lot of power and money. If there's one thing I want out of all of it is making the world a more wonderful place to live."

"You've done a great job here, I've never imagined working in a place like this." I helped put a shine on his ego. It didn't hurt that it was true. This was almost a dream workplace.

"Thank you. Really, it's just a natural thing to do. Treat your workers well, respect them and they'll pay you back by working hard. I've gotten a lot of push back on that over the years, but I've been able to kick out the old guard that thought the best way forward was to suck the life out of everything." He smiled. "But enough about that kind of business. I wanted to talk to you about something else."

"Oh, okay." I smiled up at him. It was all I could do not to fawn over him. I batted my eyes, and made sure to give him sexy but subtle poses. I wasn't sure if he hadn't caught on, wasn't interested, or was playing a different game, but aside from the occasional glance, he didn't give me any longing gazes in response.

"I've seen something in your work. I know you've only been here a short time, but I think you have a skill for digging into the depth of things. I have a special team I'm trying to put together for a new project. I'm wondering if you'd be interested. I can't tell you much now, but I can guarantee you'll never regret saying yes." He looked down at me with a sincerity that ripped right to my core. Somehow, this was very important to him, I could see that, and that just made the answer even easier. Not that I was about to say no. A secret project! How could I have lucked out this much?

"Well, yes, of course, I'd love to!" I beamed. I actually felt a bit of a rush. I had barely dreamed of succeeding this well, and I hadn't even had to sleep with him. That was actually kind of disappointing. I hated to admit that, but I had started to wonder just what the great Patrick Oswald was like in bed. Of course, it couldn't hurt to help seal the deal.

So, I put down my drink and jumped up to give him a big hug, just the kind of a thing an energetic young woman might do when her hero offered her an opportunity of a lifetime. He wobbled for a moment as I pressed myself against him, then reached around and hugged me back. It was far more platonic than I expected and I started to pull away. I only had to take one look up at him to see he was wavering, trying to decide what to do.

I seized that moment, sliding my hands up and around his neck and pulling him down. He didn't resist and I tilted my head to the side just enough so that our lips could press firmly together. I kissed him like that, just a simple kiss. He returned that gesture, but didn't push harder, didn't move to dominate the moment.

He pulled back gently and looked down at me. He was grinning warmly, but I could see a mix of both concern and attraction. "I'm quite flattered, Karen, but you don't need to do this to thank me for the job."

I blushed. For a moment I was embarrassed that he was misinterpreting my intentions. As Karen, I was simply embracing an opportunity to get closer to my hero. As an agent, I was simply trying to strengthen our connection and finally as a woman, I just had to know how good he was. I shook my head at him.

"It's not that, I mean, you are Patrick Osawld and there is no place I would rather be than here with you." I smiled up at him, doing my best to reassure him that I wanted to do this, not because of any pressure from him, but rather because I wanted to. I had to admit that I was surprised by his concern. I always figured that a high roller like him wouldn't be so worried about his partner's feelings. His public persona had been carved out as a somewhat ruthless corporate magnate, and the way he seemed to cycle through women had suggested he had the same approach to his private life.

"Then, I am very happy to hear that." He didn't pause for my reaction, he just dove in. This time he kissed me with an eager passion that left me breathless. His arms curved around me, engulfing me in his warmth as he pulled me close. We frenched, our tongues sliding against each other, and he let us focus on that intimacy.

I quickly ran through what my plan was here, before I was completely swept away. Even a week of crazy sex hadn't taken much of an edge off of my new libido, and I knew that once the real fun started I wouldn't be able to focus on anything beyond the intense sensations that would inundate me. I had my in, and he didn't seem to suspect anything. Now, all I was trying to do was to build a tighter connection, one that would encourage him to pull me deeper into his realm and hopefully give me access to all the data I needed. I'd hit all my goals for now, so I had no reason not to enjoy what was about to happen.

While I was thinking through things, Oswald was still kissing me and his hands had started to slowly caress my back. It felt good, but ultimately, I wanted more. An adolescent make out session was slightly nostalgic, but it had left me starting to squirm in his arms as my pussy started to quiver in longing for what he had in his pants.

Without warning, he broke the kiss and gave me a wolfish smile before he dropped down, grabbed the hem of my dress and in one dramatic flush, he pulled the whole thing up and over my head. In an instant I was standing in front of him wearing nothing beyond my panties and bra. I returned his lustful gaze and went about returning the favor. It wasn't as easy to get him out of his clothes, but I worked hard and fast just the same. Soon his clothes were fluttering the air as well until he was down to just his boxers, which his cock was doing a good job of keeping up.

I wavered for a moment, trying to decide what I should do next and he didn't give me the chance to think it through. He pulled me in and kissed me again, his hands working quickly to unfasten my bra and then pulling it from my shoulders. Then he hugged me, and I melted against him. My softness pressed against his hardness in a way that was always so sensual. It felt so right, so natural to have myself pressed into the warm flesh of another person. His hands move firmly, decisively over me, working over my back and sides before finally coming to my ripe breasts and squeezing them.

"You're lovely." He looked into my eyes with a warmth that made me quiver. I never imagined how much a man's compliments could affect me. At a time like this, it only made me more excited. I didn't know quite what was coming over me, but I was at a loss for words, all I could do was smile, back up at him and then slide my hand into his boxers.

He drew in a sharp breath as I ran my fingers over his hardness. I'd come to enjoy the look on a man's face when I did this, using my delicate hands to stroke them. I knew men liked to pretend to be strong, but this cut right through all that, right to the core of their being. His boxers slid to the floor, and there was nothing else left to contain him.

Then he leaned down, slid his hands around my ass and lifted me up. For a moment I hung like that before he dropped me onto one of the couches. Then he grabbed for my panties and pulled them off with one long pull all the way up my legs. My shoes went off right with them and then he pulled my legs open. He stared down at me, panting and ready to strike with the raging hardness jutting from between his legs. I shuddered beneath him, enjoying his display of dominance, and my pussy was boiling now, seething with need. It was all I could do not to scream.

He knelt down and pulled me up so that I was positioned for him, my nether lips spread and open for him and the hardness ready to claim me. He pulled his hips back and I gasped as I felt his cock slide into my pussy again, rubbing and parting my folds. He ran along my wet slit, teasing me for only a moment before he positioned the head of his cock against my entrance. I squirmed beneath him as I felt him parting my flesh and rubbing against my more sensitive spots.

"Oh yes!" I wailed as he drove deep. I was so wet that there was no resistance for his thrust. In one hard push I felt him all the way inside me and I squeezed down against the invader in a vain hope to draw out the pleasure. He was big enough to leave me shuddering around his thickness, but he wasn't about to let me savor that moment. Before I had a chance to catch my breath, he was thrusting into me.

"Oh, oh fuck..." I gasped between his hard thrusts. He drove so deep, with such force that I was soon washed away by his rhythm. I didn't know how badly I needed to be fucked like this. So much of the sex I'd enjoyed so far had been cautious somehow. The debauchery of it had made up for the intensity, but this was different, this was raw power being applied to my being, and I was lost in it.

He grunted, grasping at my thighs as he drove into me hard. I could feel my breasts bouncing with every thrust, my flesh stinging as he slammed into me. I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes as the feeling built rapidly inside me. It was so intense! My hold on the couch became a death grip as I wailed. It was almost too much!

"Harder! Oh yes! Fuck me harder!" I begged. I felt like I was about to be thrown off the top of a mountain, the force building inside me was simply beyond comprehension. I didn't know how long I could take it and still he ravished me, his grunts growing more intense by the moment.

"Oh god... oh god... yes!" I gasped as I let go. I'd never cum like this before. His cock was still hammering into me, driving me crazy as my whole world seemed to melt into a rushing wave of pleasure. It was wild as I was caught between moments, my body swallowed up by the orgasmic ecstasy and yet pushed on by the raging hardness plunging into me.

As I moaned, he pulled his cock out and lifted me again. I felt like a toy as he flipped me over and moved me over the end of the couch. I realized what he was doing, and instinctively spread my legs open and shifted my hips. Then he mounted me. He was inside again, ravishing my eager flesh as I bucked beneath him. My breasts now jiggled against the couch cushions as he took me from behind. I pushed back against him, giving myself room to move and was soon bucking beneath him, and drawing out more pleasure for both of us.

He felt so much larger this way, filling me over and over again. It was wild, and I cried out as my orgasm seemed to rise and fall forever. I didn't know how long it would last, but I couldn't worry about that. There was simply nothing else for me beyond the driving hardness between my legs.

"Fuck me! Fuck me!" I screamed as his tempo increased. I'd never imagined a man could move so fast and yet drill me so perfectly. His breaths were rapidly becoming ragged, and his rhythm grew more erratic. His control was slipping. I clenched down on him harder as I bucked my hips.

"Do it! Cum in me!" I demanded. He was pushing me too far, too hard. I needed him to cum, I needed it more than I'd ever needed anything. He screamed out, his hands sank deep into my waist and he fucked me even harder before he gave me one last hard thrust.

I felt him explode inside me, his cock pulsed and the warmth of his seed filled my depths. I cried out, my rolling orgasm reaching a new peak as we relished the moment. My pussy clenched and milked him dry as he continued to shoot inside me. He waited until every drop was removed before he moved again.

The feeling of him pulling out made me gasp. I wanted to say something, or do something, but I was fully melted. I just quaked on the couch as he pulled me up and then hugged me. He maneuvered us for a moment until he was laying on the bed and I was on top of him. I wasn't quite sure how he'd done it, but it felt too good to argue with.

"That was amazing..." I managed to sigh as I let myself enjoy the warmth of his body. I knew we couldn't stay like this for long. There was still a party going on downstairs. Still, for the moment I could luxuriate in the afterglow. I'd never have guessed that Oswald would be a snuggler, but I was happy to be surprised.

I was glad that everything had gone to plan, even better than the plan in fact. The truth was, it made me a bit nervous and as the warmth of my recent ravishment faded away, I started to worry a bit. As much as I hated to admit it, I knew this rash of good fortune couldn't continue forever. My only question was when the other shoe would drop.

I took a deep breath and pulled in close to the man I was hoping to bring down. As good as he was in the sack, I still felt like something sinister was in play. Soon, I knew I'd be able to find out. I just hoped I'd be prepared to deal with it. Until then, I was just going to enjoy the ride.


Gender Bending Investigations Part 4 - Distractions and Discoveries

I hated to admit that I was glowing. Not only had I managed to work my way on to one of Patrick Oswald's special projects, but I'd also gotten him into bed or at least close enough. For all the sex I'd had over the last few weeks, I had to admit my time with him had been the best. It was hard to explain exactly why. He'd started off as considerate as anyone, but the way he took command, the way he ravished me had cut through my defenses.

"Well, you look happy." Raikins' android stand in sounded pleased as well. We were barely a week into my mission and I'd already gotten in deeper than we could have hoped.

"And why shouldn't I be? I got the official invite to Oswald's special project team this morning. If I'm lucky, I'll have a chance to get into his files from there, if not, I can hope that the connection I made last night can get me in deeper." I replied. I almost hoped for that. If I needed to work my charms on Oswald again, I wouldn't really hesitate. In fact, I almost hoped for the opportunity, whether I really needed to or not.

"Fair enough. I assume you'll be starting next week." Raikins continued. "I expect you'll show them the same level of competence that got you in. I'm curious about what this project is. I've been digging through your notes last night and checking against our other sources. If we assume the recent reassignments of other top employees is any indication, he's assembled quite a team."

"I assumed the same. I tried to figure out what kind of project it was based on those reassignments, but there are just too many options. I'll have to wait until I start on Monday and hope that I will get enough information to work with." I wasn't about to leave all the research needs up to Raikins and the other agents back at headquarters. I knew most of them were competent, but I still had years worth of files stuffed into my head. I had to at least cross check their answers with my own analysis.

"Well, at least we aren't going to be chasing our tails for long." Raikins nodded. "Do you have any plans for the weekend?"

"Just catch up on the research notes that your team has been putting together. I did tell Oswald he could contact me if he liked, but he had a meeting in California so I'm not expecting him." I explained. It wasn't the most exciting weekend, but after the craziness of this week, I could use the rest. Odd as it may sound reviewing records was a chance to ground myself as much as it was for information. So much had changed since I started this mission that I knew I would risk my sense of self if I didn't get a chance to touch base.

The combination of becoming a woman, taking on a new job and a new life was more disconcerting than I had expected. There were times I almost fell into it and let myself go. This new life was strangely alluring in ways I'd never expected. The conditioning I'd undergone with my transformation had made my new womanhood only a bit strange and having something akin to friends and interesting projects made it easy to forget just why I was there. Most of all, the sex was rattling me to my very core. I wasn't entirely sure I could give that up.

"Sounds like a good plan. Rest up, I'm sure next week will be even more intense." Raikins was finished. I knew the routine well enough by now. Everything had gone well enough that I hadn't needed much help. That was good, but it also left us with little official business to take care of.

I scooted over to give the android a hug. At least I knew he could feel those. Just as I wrapped my arms around him, I heard a knock at the door. I jumped a bit. There weren't many people who knew where I lived, just a couple of coworkers, and I certainly didn't expect to see them. Raikins got up as well. While I went to the door, he quickly moved back into a closet. It wasn't the most dignified thing to do, but it meant I didn't have to be rude to whoever it was that had come for a visit.

I quickly checked the door monitor. I was more than a bit surprised to see Linda and Susan standing there. Linda waved at the door camera with a big smile as Susan hung back. I braced myself and opened the door. Linda bolted right inside.

"I hope you don't mind the company." Susan stated in a way that told me I wasn't going to get rid of them quickly. I wondered just why they'd popped in, but I knew I wouldn't have long to wait.

"No, it's fine." I pulled on my more chipper demeanor and smiled at them. Given Linda's energetic entrance I had a feeling that I wouldn't mind whatever it was they'd come for.

"Oh, I heard you had a little private time with Patrick last night." Linda giggled as she pulled me over to the couch. "He is such a hunk."

I blushed a bit. I still hadn't quite gotten used to how free everyone around here was with their sexuality. I'd come to enjoy it, but talking about it so bluntly was kind of embarrassing. I just nodded and Linda beamed.

"It also seems that you might have gotten a new job." Susan took a seat on the other side of me. For a moment I felt rather surrounded, with a spunky blond on one side and a reserved Asian on the other. I had to admit that my pussy started to quiver a bit from the closeness. I was still getting used to being around women so much. My assertive bisexuality was having a distinct effect upon me as well.

"Yeah, it's kind of hard to turn him down." I felt Linda snuggling up on my right side.

"Don't we know it." Linda giggled. "There's something about him that just makes it hard to resist anything he wants. Of course, he does a good job of making sure you never regret saying yes."

Susan gave a rather cool nod of agreement. I could only imagine what Linda and Oswald would have done, not to mention Susan. It wasn't hard to believe Linda jumping all over anyone who wanted to fuck her, but Susan was much harder to place. I knew from experience just how energetic she could be in bed, but for some reason I had a harder time seeing her and Oswald together even if only for one night.

"Yeah, he does a good job of that." I blushed again as I remembered last night. Those memories only stoked me even more. I was quickly becoming aroused. There was something a bit more direct in the way Linda was snuggling up next to me and the way she let her breasts press against my arm.

"So, we thought we should give you a little bit of a goodbye before you disappeared." Susan pulled up from the other side and before I knew it, the svelte Asian pulled me over and gave me a warm and passionate kiss. My heart skipped a beat at the sudden intimacy. I certainly hadn't expected Susan to do something like that.

While I was busy tongue wrestling Susan, Linda had decided to slide her hand up my bare thigh and under my skirt. I shuddered as her fingers traced patterns all the way to me warm center. She teased me through my panties, running her fingers over the softness of my tender folds until I started to squirm. Susan didn't give me the chance to focus on that as she sent her hands over my chest and started to play with my breasts. Since I hadn't planned on heading out today I wasn't even wearing a bra and her fingers easily squeezed my soft flesh.

It didn't take me long to succumb to their assault. It wasn't easy to focus on much when someone was stroking your pussy, squeezing your boobs and giving you tongue diving kiss. I couldn't resist joining in, and Susan soon found me running my hands over her lean body. She wasn't wearing much more than a thin blouse and I slid my hands up and under the bottom and was stroking her smooth bare skin. I could feel the shivers of pleasure run through her as I worked my way towards her tender breasts.

Linda moved in from the other side and I felt her breasts press into my arm and side again. She'd pulled my panties aside now and was running her fingers along my wet slit and gently rubbing my clit again before moving back down. I slid my legs open as far as I could while sandwiched between these two sexy minx. Then she leaned in and whispered into my ear.

"How about we move to your bed?" Linda cooed as she gave my pussy a rubbing that had my hips quivering with eagerness. The whole experience of sex with other women was a novelty for me. I'd certainly enjoyed moments of it during our recent orgies, but now with just the two of them, there was an entire difference in the intimacy of it.

I didn't really need to answer. Susan slid off of my leg and the two of them helped me to my feet while their spare hands continued to stroke my sensitive spots. As we walked they skillfully undressed everyone as we walked towards my bed. The whole time I was little more than a quivering mess.

The skirts and panties were the easiest, they just slid them off and we stepped out of them, almost in unison. They had both worn button up blouses, so it didn't take much for them to open up those buttons and pull them off. They saved my shirt until we were just before my bed and then they pulled it off in one big flow of shirt and hair. Then we were three equally naked women and they pushed me onto the bed.

Before I could do anything else, Linda pounced on me. Her large breasts pressed into mine as she leaned down for her kiss. I flailed under her for a moment before I reached for her breasts. Her soft melons felt huge to my delicate little fingers, and I quickly moved to playing with her tender nipples until she started to moan. She wasn't about to let me have all the fun though, and I felt her fingers between my legs. I moaned as she rubbed her fingers along my slit in that perfect way that only made my pussy quiver for more.

Our mutual cries of pleasure echoed around the room as we continued to stroke and squeeze each other. Then in a sudden flurry of motion Linda slid her arms around me and pulled me tight before she rolled us over. Now, I was on top of her with my legs dangling over the edge of the bed. I felt hands sliding over my thighs as Linda smiled up at me. I swung around to see Susan moving into position behind me with a rather thick looking dildo strapped between her legs.

I didn't need to be told what to do at that point, I shuffled back a bit, until I was now bent over the side of the bed with my ass jutting into the air and my pussy exposed. I worked my legs open a bit further for Susan as Linda pulled out from under me far enough so that her hairless pussy was right below my chin. The aroma of arousal filled my nose and I dived in. I savored the taste of her juices as Susan started to stroke her fingers over my own dripping slit.

The raw needs of the flesh were hard to deny, and I wasn't about to. The novelty of sex as a woman still hadn't worn out. The feeling of being so pleasurably penetrated was unreal and alluring, as was the way my orgasms could simply roll over themselves to become a tide of ecstasy that could easily consume me. Most of all the sense of being dominated and having another person taking control of my pleasure was intense. Sure, I could act, and eagerly did, but I couldn't very well make them thrust harder or faster, it wasn't under my control.

I whimpered as Susan began sliding the hard plastic cock along my slit. I knew she was using my juices to lubricate the fake manhood. I was helplessly eager for it. Linda had already stoked my fires and as good as it felt to press my naked body against hers, I ached to feel my pussy stuffed full. It was all I could do to keep any focus on my work between Linda's legs. It was a challenge that I eagerly embrace. There wasn't much I enjoyed more than hearing the sounds of someone cumming when I was about to do the same.

Just as I was sliding my tongue over the length of Linda's slit, I felt Susan sliding her dildo into my quivering pussy. She took it slow, allowing me to savor the sensation of my pussy lips slowly opening up for the thick shaft. I was wet enough that Susan didn't have to do much to work the dildo in, so she kept up the teasing operation, pressing in just a little and then pulling back almost as much. I whimpered and squirmed as she slowly filled me up, but she held my hips so that I didn't simply push back and impale myself.

Linda started to squirm as well. I was so distracted by the action between my legs that I had stopped working on Linda's wet folds. I was only holding myself above her pussy and panting, my warm breaths coasting over he hot pussy. It had to have been torture, and as soon as I realized it, I did my best to dive in again and started to nibble on the folds of her slit. It was hard while Susan continued her glacial pace, but I did my best.

"My you're a hot little one." Susan grunted as she finally slid home and I felt her hips press into my upturned ass. There was a special sense of fullness when my pussy was completely stuffed. Whether Susan had done it intentionally or not, the dildo she'd picked felt like it was a perfect fit, long enough to reach my deepest depths and thick enough to stretch me almost to the point of discomfort. It was a wonderful feeling, at least for a moment before the urge to be fucked started to boil up inside me.

"Oh, that's so big!" I took a moment to sigh before diving between Linda's legs again. I had started to slide my fingers around the entrance to Linda's pussy as well, helping to fire her up even more. I could feel her clenching around me, eager for something harder and deeper.

"Oh, Karen, just right there..." Linda moaned when I slid a finger in and started to rub inside her pussy. She started to quiver around me and I repeated the stroke. Linda squealed and tensed around me again. I didn't stop. My lips pressed into the top of her slit and I started to suck around her clit as I ran my tongue along the top of her folds. She started to go wild as my fingers and mouth attacked her in unison.

Susan wasn't about to be left out. As Linda cried out in pleasure, Susan firmed up her grip on my waist and started to pull the dildo back. I shuddered at the growing sense of emptiness, and a renewed fervor of anticipation for the return stroke. I braced myself for it and moaned into Linda's pussy when the filling thrust came.

My fingers sank into the sheets as Susan worked up a smooth rhythm. She was so controlled, each stroke was even, in and out. It felt so good and yet with every thrust, I wanted more. It was hard to describe, but my pussy was aching for another hard fucking, and her tame thrusts were doing little more than teasing me.

I tried to distract myself with Linda's sweet pussy. There was a perverse satisfaction that came from making her wiggle and squirm at my touch. Her hands had come down to stroke my hair as I worked between her legs, and occasionally she grasped hard around my head when I managed to hit just the right spot. The fun of it helped keep my mind off of the torment that Susan's subdued fucking was building.

Even with my attempts to distract myself, I couldn't stop from wiggling and squirming my ass every time she thrust in. I squeezed down on the dildo, even though I knew Susan couldn't feel it. All of my instinctive attempts at coaxing more from her did nothing, and she kept up her smooth, teasing rhythm, stretching me until I was about to burst and then drawing back until the tip of the fake cock had just slid out of me and was nestled between my eager pussy lips.

I wasn't sure how long that went on. I kept licking and nibbling at Linda's wet folds and Susan kept slowly impaling me. I was almost afraid it would go on forever. It felt good, wickedly good, but that ache for more just kept growing. Eventually, I realized that I was really starting to tense up, that the measured pace Susan had maintained was having a bigger effect than I had thought. That growing need had masked the pent up pleasure that I suddenly realized was about to burst inside me. I'd never imagined such a technique and now I was wavering on the edge of a massive orgasm, all I needed was for her to let go.

"Oh... oh god, just fuck me!" I lifted up my chin to yell out after her last thrust. I was nearly at the end of my wits with my whole body quivering and eager for release. The distinct aroma of our shared arousal only added more intensity to the moment. I needed her to finish what she started.

Susan just laughed and gave my ass a gentle rub. The rhythm of that thrusting dildo didn't alter in the slightest. I wanted to scream out from frustration. The wicked denial was starting to unravel my senses, and I tried to make my own attempt at satisfying my own needs. She was prepared for that, though, and grabbed my hips to keep me from fucking her back. Now, I cried out, the need had grown too much and I couldn't even move to satisfy it.

Linda's hands pulled my head back down and I tried to resume attending to her needs. It was so hard, every filling thrust left me shuddering, and every withdraw drew my attention back to my seething and empty passage. I didn't know what to do. In the fleeting moments of clarity, I would lick and nibble Linda before Susan would press in or pull out and my mind would almost blank out again.

I was coming apart at the seams. My world collapsed around one focus, the seething passage between my legs and the aching need that had filled my whole being. I was now clamping down with my pussy constantly, and the feeling of Susan's thrusts grew more intense despite the fact that she hadn't changed her rhythm in the least.

Then when I thought I couldn't take any more, Susan pulled out of me again and gave me one hard thrust, hard enough to split me open in an instant and sting where her hips struck my ass.

Everything exploded. My whole body shook, from the tips of my toes to the ends of my hair. A rush of hot, burning pleasure crashed through me, flowing from my pussy as a tidal wave. I collapsed on the bed, the sensations so strong that I could only whimper as I gasped for air. I'd never imagined anything so intense and I simply quaked between Linda's spread thighs with my pussy still filled to the brim with Susan's dildo.

They let me rest like that for a while. It felt like forever as I coasted on a seemingly unending rush of pleasure. Susan stroked my ass and thighs while Linda stroked my arms, shoulders and hair. It felt so good. I didn't move, all I could do was bask in the warm afterglow. What else could I do?

Time had lost much of its meaning to me, but after a while, Susan slowly withdrew, and the two of them helped pull me onto the bed. I was glad that I'd gotten a larger bed when I soon found myself pressed between two lovely naked women. They continued to stroke and rub me as I recovered, and the pleasure slowly ebbed away.

I was turned towards Susan when the world finally started to come back into focus. She was smiling at me, or at least doing her best impression of a smile. It was barely a smirk, but for Susan she may as well have been beaming.

"That was amazing..." I gasped and gave her a quick peck on top of her nose. I'd have tried for her lips, but I was still too much of a wet noodle to move more than a few inches in any direction.

"That's her specialty." Linda giggled from the other side. "We wanted to make sure you got a proper send off, in case you considered not coming back to see us."

I managed to laugh a bit at that. If I had any doubts about dropping in on them again, they'd all pretty much been melted away now. As long as I stayed in this body, I would do my best to see these two as often as I could. It simply felt too good not to. I was starting to get back my strength now, so I reached over and slid my hand up Susan's bare flank.

"So what's next?" I smiled into her sparkling eyes. We all laughed. The day was far too young to end now, and the three of us had plenty of kinky notions to try out. Before we were done and left piled in a heap of exhausted, sweaty helplessness, we made a good chunk of the way through each of our imaginations. I could only wonder how much Raikins had been able to see of the show as he hid out in the closet. No doubt, I'd be able to get a playback later from the android's feed. I knew it would be well worth watching.

***

The rest of the weekend was far less eventful. I managed to review the new information that the home office team had collected while I'd been undercover. There wasn't anything that really stood out. Oswald's companies continued to suck up the competition and expand their market share. The more I reviewed the data, the more I felt like there was a pattern in it. I still couldn't see what it was though. There was simply too much activity and I was sure a lot of it was simply a smoke screen for whatever it was he was planning.

The one thing I was sure of, Oswald was trying to hide something. I tried to make sense of what it was, but nothing seemed to come together. His companies had expanded to the point where they were almost in every industry imaginable, and he was making moves on plenty that weren't already in his sphere yet. He clearly wasn't trying to take over every market, but he must have been intent on pulling something from those businesses, at least those he wasn't using as a smoke screen.

I considered how to approach the coming week as well. I may have gotten into one of Oswald's confidential projects, but that didn't mean I'd learn much. I spent some time trying to guess where he could really use my skills, but that was too broad a number of options to be useful. Ultimately, I just had to wait.

Thankfully, it wasn't a long wait. I decided not to dress up for my first day. I wasn't quite in the mood, and I suspected that where I was going the team would care far more about effectiveness than appearance. I kept it to just a plain blouse and pants. That didn't mean I still didn't look rather stunning, but I wasn't trying to emphasize it.

My new office was across town. A quick ride on the train got me there. I'd barely stepped inside when a rather tall man in a very sharp suit walked up to me.

"Welcome Ms. Broden. Would you please follow me. We need you to go through entry procedures before I can escort you to your team." He smiled warmly and held out his hand towards a set of doors off to the side of the lobby.

This building was so unlike the one I had been working at. Everything here was simple, functional and understated. The lobby was no more than a hallway between a few unmarked doors and the bay of elevators that were blocked off by a another glass door. There was no obvious way to open them, which must mean that they were automatic and monitored. There wasn't even an obvious security presence, but I suspected that one of these doors hid that.

"What kind of entry procedures?" I asked. I wasn't surprised. If this was a secret project, they weren't going to just let me stroll right in. I just hoped the Agency guys who built up my background had made it foolproof. If anyone could figure out I was undercover, I would expect that Oswald's background checks would be very capable of the job.

"Well, you've already been screened. Mr. Oswald reviewed your records personally. This is just to go over our procedures with you and get you entered into the security system. That way you'll have access to the required parts of our facility here." He explained as he opened one of the unmarked doors and held it for me. I walked into a small room, just big enough for two chairs and a small shared desk. There were a pair of tablets on top of the desk.

"Now, just take a seat and we can go over your new contract. There are some updates on confidentiality and security procedures that need review." He added and we both took our seats.

The contracts were standard enough for a high tech firm and a secret project. I did a proper review and asked questions that someone still new to their career would ask. It was all boring enough. The security procedures weren't much different. I had to go through a full body scan for the imprint. Apparently they had these scanners all over the building and a tracking system so that they could account for my whereabouts at all times. I would be scanned at entry and when using any door to confirm my identity and to ensure that no information was removed from the facility. All personal devices had to be stored and all implanted devices would need to have a memory reset after each visit. Luckily, I didn't have any implants.

I was rather impressed by the security. I suspected that I wasn't even seeing the majority of it. It wouldn't be easy to get in or out of here if you weren't authorized, and getting information out was almost as hard. Thankfully, my photographic memory would help us get around that little issue. I didn't really believe I needed to smuggle anything out. What I hoped to learn here was that missing puzzle piece that would make the rest of our information come together.

"So are we done?" I asked after finishing another scan. Apparently, they used multi-spectrum scans to catch as many things as possible. It also meant it would be virtually impossible to impersonate me and get into the facility.

"That's right. Mr. Oswald is waiting for you." The suited man now took me over to the elevators and took me up several floors. I noticed that the elevator had no numbers or controls. The system knew where I needed to go and there was simply no way to go somewhere else. I suspected it wouldn't even move if the people inside needed to stop on different floors.

When the elevator opened, it was an entirely different feeling. The suited man held back in the lift and I stepped out into an entire floor that was clearly Oswald's alone. The room was open, and ringed by windows that looked out over the city. Sculptures, paintings and lounging furniture filled most of the room, aside from the space right in front of the elevator door, where something resembling an office had been built up. There was a small desk and a couple of screens. A pair of comfortable chairs sat across from Oswald and he motioned me over to them.

"Good morning, Patrick." I smiled as I walked over. He returned my grin and got up so he could sit on the edge of his desk. It was a small gesture at making himself less intimidating. Even though we'd shared a passionate interlude a few days ago, he was still my boss and ruler of a financial empire. I gave him a sharp look as I sat down. "A girl can get the wrong idea when you don't call the next day."

He laughed. "I suppose that's some of those old Midwestern values. I hope you'll accept my apologies for that. I hate to admit that I've gotten a bit loose with my manners. When you're a trillionaire there aren't too many people willing to correct you on your people skills."

"Well, you did invite me here, so I think I can forgive you this time." I nodded.

"So, I suppose you're wondering why you're here and not digging into your new assignment." He picked up a tablet from his desk and handed it over to me.

"Well, kind of. I mean a CEO usually doesn't...." I trailed off as I saw the first page of the report that he had just handed me. "You.... really? Mars?"

"Yep, Mars. I realized long ago that there wasn't a way that any government on Earth would ever really get us there and do much more than collect a few samples and come home. I can't say it's been my only project, but once I realized I was positioned to make it happen about five years ago, I've been working to see it gets done." He explained as I started to devour the opening summary. He gave me a moment to let his project sink in.

"So you don't want to just go there..." I stammered as I kept reading. Even the abstract was fascinating. I'd dreamed about this kind of trip since I was a boy, but there was more to this plan than just landing a couple of astronauts.

"That's right, I've got a full colonization plan. The terraforming team has almost completed their project. We've actually managed a couple of sample retrievals to test our techniques on native Martian soil and it checks out. With a combination of bacteria and nanobots we'll be able to transform parts of Mars into an Earth like paradise within about ten years. We've even been able to snag a comet that will help us to replenish the atmosphere to something close enough to Earth for our purposes. We've got solar collectors that can be tuned to warm the planet to something comfortable for Earth life." He beamed as he explained. I looked up in shock. All of this had been done in secret, all of them were offshoots of projects he'd done with more terrestrial goals in mind. I'd even reviewed them, but this one bit of knowledge joined so many mysteries together.

"That's amazing, but why do you need me?" I asked. It certainly sounded like he had everything he needed. Not only what he'd already done, but the types of people he must have access to. What could one twenty something young woman possibly contribute?

"Well, we've missed something. We've been simulating the colonization and so far, every colony fails within roughly twenty years. The casualty rates are rather harrowing. We've accounted for everything we can think of, disease, social strife, supplies, crop failures, environmental disruption or inadequacy. All the details are in that report. What I want is a fresh pair of eyes, someone who doesn't know anything, but is good at sifting through data. You're one of the best data analysts I've seen, and all the others are already working on this project. I need you to try and find what it is that's breaking things down." He explained. I couldn't deny the fact that a fresh pair of eyes was often a wonderful way to figure out a problem in a system.

"But, surely there are others that would be better..." I started to say.

"Nonsense. You've got the skills, and you're not bogged down by middle aged pessimism. You also don't know enough about the topic, so ask questions, sometimes a good question is worth a hundred answers." He waved his hand around the room. "Feel free to set up anywhere in here. There's a request form on your tablet so if you need anything, feel free to ask. If I'm in don't worry about bothering me either. This is one of my top projects."

I sat back and digested what he was saying for a moment. This was certainly not what I was expecting. He may have hinted at it the other day at the party. The way he'd spent billions of dollars to rid the city of light pollution so that he could see the Milky Way from a downtown skyscraper was certainly a sign. He had no trouble using his resources for big stuff, and not taking credit at the same time. Hell, he hadn't even told people what his real goals were.

"But why? I mean, why Mars? Why terraform it?" I asked. It was just too much. As far as I knew, Mars was basically a frozen desert. There were a few surviving microbes that had managed to make it from the ancient times when Mars had been far more hospitable, but otherwise there was nothing there. Sure, it was a lot of big empty and earth had become a pretty crowded place, but even if it all worked, this was still a huge and doubtlessly expensive operation.

"Honestly, I always wanted to go there. That's a bit selfish, but I also worry that we've become too complacent and tied to a single world. Even with our commercial space projects we simply haven't managed a big push to expand the real human frontier. There are only a few thousand workers bringing in ore or maintaining the orbital power platforms. Even the tourist industry barely limps along. No one is willing to invest, we're all just stuck down here." He turned and looked out towards the city.

"It's more than just that. Even if others pushed for more investment, it's just propagating the problem we've had since the dawn of civilization. The only time big things happen is when they get done for powerful people. We've gotten so tied up with money, that those powerful people just turned to pulling out more for themselves. I couldn't stand watching it. So when I saw that I could start moving us in a new direction I took it." He continued.

"But aren't you now one of those powerful people?" I prodded. I could hear the contempt in his voice when he talked about powerful people. I had to point out the irony.

"I suppose so. I try not to let that go to my head. Honestly, I think the difference is in the why. There have been plenty of rich and powerful through history and most of us got there by an unrelenting drive to achieve just that, power and riches were the goal. I was never in the game to get rich, but I knew I would need to if I ever hoped to pull off what I really wanted." He answered.

"I still don't get the why."

"Simple, make a better world, and get people to start dreaming again and start exploring the next great frontier." He smiled. "So that's why I need you to figure out what we missed on our colonization plan. Can you do it?"

I nodded. I was beginning to think he was being sincere. There was still something that didn't add up here, but a lot more was making sense. He was right that his project would never get off the ground if he wasn't the one pushing it. There wasn't any real profit in colonizing Mars, even if it was possible. The costs were just too high, and the risk of failure too politically damaging. Even investors would likely jump ship if they caught wind of it, so he cloaked the whole project in other more tame projects, slowly building up the technology and expertise he would need.

"Excellent. Now, I've got some meetings for the next few hours. If you're up for it, I'd love to take you out for dinner tonight, I know a great place." He offered as he gathered up his own tablet.

"Yeah, I'd love to." I smiled at the sudden change of topic. It wasn't hard to agree to a fancy dinner on him. I certainly wanted to keep building whatever kind of relationship this was, and I had to admit I was kind of looking forward to a good hard fucking as well. I couldn't be sure he'd go for that again, but I could hope.

"Good, I'll be back by five. Now, just relax and work through what you can. Don't forget to ask for help when you need it. My team will jump to help you as much as possible." He explained and before I could say much more he was off.

Now I was alone in his office. I suppose the isolation was purposeful. I had to process a lot of information. Even if I needed to consult with others, I didn't need to be in a lab or anything to review notes. Maybe at some time in the future, but for now all I really required was a comfortable place to sit and time to go through the reports.

I walked around the floor once. It still shocked me that he'd set aside so much space for himself. The room was still stunning. I noticed that a lot of his art was rather inspirational, celebrating pioneers and innovation. I finally settled on a comfortable spot overlooking the water. I slid onto a nice chair and started in on the reports.

I devoured them. I shared some of Oswald's enthusiasm for space exploration and his reports were fascinating reading. The technology they'd developed was stunning, everything from the bulk transformation process to the tools for efficiently turning the Martian desert into a fertile plain for human settlers.

He was right about needing help though. My layman knowledge of space tech was soon shown to be woefully ignorant about almost everything. I checked some reference material, but was soon conversing with the various departments to figure out most of the details. I hadn't even noticed that it had become five o'clock and Oswald returned. I'd also barely made much of a dent in the information.

"So, I can see you need a break." He smiled as he popped up next to me. I must have looked rather harried. I had several tablets spread around me, each one turned to different report so it was easier for me to cross reference information.

"Oh! Is it five already?" I checked the time with a shock. How could I let so much time slip away?

"Yep, and if you had to ask that, you really do need to stop. Everything will be waiting for you tomorrow." He reached down for my hand. I let him help me up and then I quickly arranged the tablets so I could pick things up tomorrow.

"I really wanted to thank you for bringing me in on this. I kind of feel like I'm back in school, but this whole project is just amazing." I tried to fight down a squeal. It was hard not to throw my whole self into this project, even given my mission from the Agency. If I could help make a Mars colony real, how could I turn that down?

"I hoped that you'd feel that way. Just don't rush anything, we have time to get this right. So, why don't we head out." He motioned towards the elevator.

This is the point where I realize that I was still wearing little more than a T-shirt and jeans. Oswald was looking much better in a blazer and slacks. It at least looked like a good business casual style. I wasn't in anyway dress for something much fancier than fast food.

"Um... don't you think, maybe I should change into something nicer?" I motioned down at my rather plain attire.

"Well, I can guarantee that no one will say a thing about your outfit where we're going, but if you like we can stop down at the company lounge. They have a small wardrobe you can pick something from." Oswald took me over to the elevator. I considered the notion as I stepped inside.

"Okay, I'll take a look." I grinned. I could only imagine what I'd find there. If the lounge was anything like the last one I'd seen, I guessed that I'd find more costumes than real outfits.

"Don't worry, it's not some fetish stockpile. We like to keep a selection of formal wear for events since most of the teams go pretty casual around here." He laughed as the elevator came open again. "Feel free to take your time, I want you to be comfortable."

"Thanks." I followed him over to a rather extended wardrobe that sat beside the lounge. I hadn't expected such a selection, and it ran on for quite some distance. There were an array of outfits in pretty much every size you could imagine. Most were one type of formal or another, though there were some nice casual outfits as well. I found the way to my size and started wading through my choices. Just what kind of an impression should I be trying for?

I could go strictly business, but that seemed to be cold. Did I want to go slinky? I had to admit, the notion of traipsing around in a little black dress was alluring in a way I hadn't imagined until now. Was it because I liked him? Did I really like him? The very notion was insane. I was here to investigate him! I'd heard it was always a danger with undercover assignments. That intellectual understanding didn't have much of an impact on my feelings though.

I took a deep breath. This wasn't the time to get pulled into my emotions. I still needed to keep close to Oswald until I got the data I needed. He wanted to go out to dinner, and I needed to project a desire to attract him. I held onto this rationalization as hard as I could and tried to ignore everything else. The rest would just have to be worked through later.

I took one more run through the closet, but I had to be honest, there just wasn't anything that compared to the slinky black dresses. I grabbed a couple that were roughly my size and went over to the changing room to quickly try them on. I stripped off my shirt and pants and was lucky enough that the first dress I tried fit perfectly. I took a moment to check out my reflection. I had gotten used to seeing my cute and feminine face, but taking in the whole of my new svelte body was always a bit stunning. In this dress it was something else entirely.

The dress was cut so that my breasts were supported, but on display. Granted, I didn't really need much support so I had removed my bra and left myself with just the thin straps of the dress to maintain my modesty. The neck line showed off the top of my breasts and cleavage nicely. The silky material hung on my curves as well, showing off my slender waist all the way down to my thighs. Of course that also meant it showed off the elastic band of my panties as well.

That just ruined the look, and I struggled for a moment. I wanted to look hot, but going without panties was another level of risque I wasn't sure I wanted to jump on. I had to admit that the notion was kind of thrilling as well, though. I'd be going out, exposed and open and while some may guess, no one would really know that for certain. If my ultimate goal for the evening was to get him in bed, then it certainly wouldn't hurt that cause either. He might even find it titillating.

So the panties came off as well and joined the stack of clothes I'd built up. I took a moment to primp in the mirror again and straighten out my dress a bit. It felt kind of strange going out wearing only a dress and a pair of dress shoes. I'd certainly never done anything like this when I'd been a guy, and it wouldn't have felt the same way even if I had. Being a woman in a slinky dress was an entirely unique experience.

"I hope I didn't keep you waiting too long." I flashed him a smile when I bounced back to where Oswald was waiting. He turned to look at me and for a moment I could see the surprise and satisfaction on his face when he saw me. His eyes tried to be respectful, but clearly did a full appraisal as slowly as he thought he could get away with. I didn't mind, really, in fact, I felt rather smug from grabbing his attention so well.

"Oh, well, any wait would be worth seeing you like this. You look stunning." He smiled and held out his arm. He looked so strange with his arm hooking out like that and looking at me expectantly. It took a moment to realize what he was offering and I swung around and took his arm. Just another strangeness of being a woman, but it felt good to snuggle up against his side while we waited for the elevator.

"Thank you." I blushed a bit from his compliment. It seemed like men liked to throw a lot of flattery at lovely women. I'd never realized how much, and it still made me feel kind of weird when I was the target.

"I'm glad to see that you've thrown yourself at the project. I already heard back from several departments about your inquiries and they were all impressed. I knew I chose the right woman for the job." He smiled as rode the elevator.

"I'm just amazed to be involved with this at all." I beamed. It had been a crazy day and even for the short time I'd worked on the project, I was almost overwhelmed by the depth and complexity of it. There was no doubt that he was serious about making a colony work. "I just hope I'm not the only one doing this kind of review."

"Naturally. But I felt it would be better at this stage to keep you all separate."

"So we don't contaminate each other." I nodded. It made sense. He was trying to keep as many fresh eyes on the project. He didn't want us to infect each other with our own notions of what was happening. The best plan was to keep everything isolated, at least for now.

"Exactly. But enough about business. I know you'll be chewing on that all night, but I was hoping to get to know you a bit better." He gave me a warm glance. As intimate as we'd already been, we still didn't know each other on a personal level. I had to admit, even after years of studying him as an analyst in the Agency, I knew very little about him personally.

"So long as it's mutual." I gave him an impish grin.

"I wouldn't have it any other way." He stepped out when the elevator opened. There was a cab waiting for us and it set off as soon as we'd stepped inside.

"So where are we going?" I asked as I settled into my seat.

"Just a little place I own." He sat smugly for a moment. Then he laughed. "Ok, no humility here, it's Tops, over on second."

"Wow." I let my jaw drop a little. I knew how far his empire extended, but there was still something special about going to the fanciest restaurant in town. It also occupied the top two floors of one of the tallest buildings in town. The wait list for an evening there was almost three months. For new years eve it was up to five years now. I'd never even considered going there. It really wasn't my style, but for Karen Borden, it was something she should be excited about.

"I don't usually like half measures. If I want a nice meal, we go to the best place in town. I hope you don't mind." He relaxed as the buildings flew by. It still surprised me how fast cabs could go around town now that everything was self driving. There were just a few dedicated streets that allowed generic traffic, but the traffic control systems allowed us to speed across town at almost a hundred miles an hour.

"How could I?' I laughed. Turn down a date at the fanciest place in town, with the richest man in the world? For a single young woman, there was almost no question about objecting, even if all you took away was bragging rights.

"Well, then we're here." The door popped open and we made our way out. Tops had its own elevator complete with a red carpet entrance, a doorman and maitre d. Oswald did all the talking and I did all the gawking. The place was swanky in a way that defied my vocabulary. I had no words for it. I just followed along, feeling oddly like a lost puppy.

Almost everyone was dressed to kill, and nearly every table was filled with local celebrities and people of influence from all walks of life. The waiters and waitresses were dressed in impeccable black suits and dresses. A live band provided the ambiance, though they kept to classical choices and at a volume that didn't challenge conversation. The mood was entirely calm, and refined.

The dining room was enormous, filling almost the entire top floor of the building. Only a couple of elevators and a small hub for the staff sat at the center of the room. The floor was broken up into sections, some raised and some lowered to give each area a more intimate feeling. Lower sections were ringed with booths with tables filling the central areas while the raised section were only filled with tables.

As Oswald navigated through the room, I noticed that there wasn't an empty table to be found. A couple were being cleared in a frantically graceful manner by the staff, and I guessed they wouldn't be vacant for more than a few moments. We headed up to one of the raised sections that overlooked the center of the city and the waterfront. There was a clear table here, right against the glass, with a small division of plants, offering a bit of privacy from the other tables.

"There are some perks to being the owner." He smiled as he pulled out a chair. I stood there wondering just what he was doing and why he wasn't sitting down. Then it hit me and I blushed a bit, embarrassed to have forgotten my role for a moment.

"Thank you." I flashed a smile at him as I sat down and let him help push my chair in. Naturally, as a guy the whole exercise felt a bit strange, but as a girl, I rather appreciated the gesture.

"So you really own this?" I looked around. The notion would be crazy if it was anyone but Oswald.

"Why not? They've got a great chef, excellent staff and the view can't be beat." He waved his hand out towards the sparkling lights of the city. It was like a sea of stars down there, twinkling as millions of people went about their business. The movement of the streets was like raceways with the cars zipping along the main streets and slower streams on the side streets.

"Honestly, though, I'm still not used to having the kind of money I do. Buying a restaurant on a whim feels as crazy as it sounds. Still, I didn't do it all for fun, I've got their kitchen staff helping to design the foods for my auto-chef units for the initial stages of the project." Oswald winked at me. I laughed a bit. He had a way of tying all of his projects together. He needed help with the food for his initial colony team, before they'd be raising crops on Mars. So he picked out his favorite restaurant and bought it. In one stroke he gets to look like the dashing playboy and gets another piece for his bigger goal.

A waiter swung by and handed us the menus and went over the specials. For an Agency analyst, the menu was almost like a foreign language. I rarely ate at any place that was more than fast food, and certainly not somewhere that the name of the chef was a serious selling point.

"See anything you like?" Oswald asked as I pondered just what kind of meat came in half the dishes. I wasn't even sure if there was meat on the menu.

I gave him a distressed look and he nodded.

"Well then, I'd recommend the Verici Riodani. It's amazing. I'm not sure what it is, but I'm guessing it started out as a fish sometime before it got here." He put down his menu. "I may own the place, but I'm not in charge of the menu. People seem to like the flair of exotic names, so who am I to argue?"

The conversation drifted from there. Food and drinks came by and I indulged in a bit of wine while I enjoyed the succulent dishes that appeared in front of me. Oswald was still every bit the mismatched character. He was far from the arrogant rouge capitalist of his media persona. His modest beginnings had been played as part of his rags to riches story, but I could see that he hadn't really left them behind. We swapped stories about how it was growing up smart in a small town. In the end, I found his company far more enjoyable than I would have ever guessed after having watched his public persona for so long.

As we finished up our dessert, I felt a new mood starting to build between us. He was playing it casual, but there was little doubt where the subject was going to go next.

"So, can I pick a place?" He sipped on his drink as I ate the last of my cake.

"Oh, yes, that was amazing. Thank you." I said. I'd never eaten so well. That he was treating me only made it that much more enjoyable. I didn't even want to think about what the bill must have been. The menu had been devoid of prices.

"My pleasure." He sat back. "So, I've had a pretty good time and I was just wondering..."

"If I wouldn't mind going for coffee, at your place, maybe?" I finished his awkward sentence for him. I was getting used to the fact that he wasn't the suave operator he pretended to be sometimes. He liked things direct and clear. I felt an affinity to that, it was something in the way that software and data people thought. Of course that need for clarity only hurt at awkward moments like this.

This time I got a chance to see him redden a bit. He squared his shoulders a bit and gave me a big smile. "Something like that."

"Sure." I gave him my best lascivious grin. I was really beginning to enjoy playing the impish vixen. I'd never felt so playful as a man, but as a woman it just seemed to come naturally to me, especially with my rather elfish figure. I knew he didn't mind either.

"Shall we?" He stood up and offered me his arm again. It wasn't like he had to wait for his bill. He did own the place. I slid onto his arm and pulled up tight. If I was anywhere but here, I might have ended up on the front page of the news, but this was not the kind of place to allow paparazzi.

His car was waiting, and it wasn't long before we were zipping across the city again. His apartment wasn't far. He preferred living close to work, and while he did own several larger homes around the country, he rarely seemed to really live anywhere other than the apartment he had here.

"I never could abide by those huge mansions." He explained as he walked me into his place. It was still a large suite, with a nice open kitchen and spacious living room. Still, it was a stark contrast from the raw wealth available to him. "They're always so big and empty feeling. You know."

"It's nice to have the option though." I smiled. I'd never been able to afford much more than a single bedroom place, and it was far more compact than this.

"I suppose so. I just keep the big places to entertain. When you're one of the richest men in the world, there are certain expectations when you throw a party." He went into the kitchen and came out with a couple of drinks. "It's not coffee, but I hope you enjoy it."

I took a sip. I rarely drank much, but it was smooth and I knew it was going to go right to my head. I had learned that I didn't have much of a tolerance for alcohol in my new body. It wasn't that such a feature couldn't be added, it's just that it was such an obvious alteration that it would be instantly noticed in a medical exam. All it meant now was that I had to be careful to nurse my drinks.

"Very nice." I smiled as we moved over to the couch with the best view of the city. As we settled in, he waved his hand and the lights dimmed to that perfect level where you could still see, but everything felt more cozy.

"I'm glad you like it. Apparently, I bought the winery that made it last week. I got a couple of cases sent up from my finance guys." He laughed.

"I can't imagine what it's like to have so much money that you don't even know that you bought a winery." I giggled and snuggled in closer. For Karen, it would be something of a turn on or at least exciting that she was going to be hopping into bed with someone so rich and so smart. It didn't hurt that he wasn't bad looking at all. Of course, we'd rather gotten past the first impression stages of a relationship, and I had to admit I was looking forward to what was about to happen next.

"I'm not sure I really feel it either. It's just something that kind of happened. Throw in the work done to support the plan and sometimes I don't know what half my companies are doing. Sometimes it's almost too much just to keep up with what I'm doing." He draped his arm around me. His hand slid down my side, but he kept himself tame. We were both warming up, but were taking the time to savor the moment.

"Well, I hope you're paying full attention now." I rubbed his thigh softly. It didn't take much for two people who liked each other to get excited. I could even feel him start to squirm a bit. My ardor was rising as well. I was still getting used to the warm squishiness that grew between my legs when I got horny. The sensation was so strange, but it also heralded so much pleasure to come.

"There is nothing else on my mind." He pulled me in and gave me a hearty squeeze. I melted into him, then pushed up so I could give him a quick kiss. This was the perfect way to end a day like this. I had to admit that I was growing torn. The seduction had been a gambit at first, a simple way to get close to him, but I was beginning to really like him. I remembered my briefings and prep work, but I was starting to feel like there was something wrong with our assessments.

That flash of concern was quickly dismissed when he slid a hand around and cupped my breast. I squirmed at the intimate caress. His hand was tender, and he massaged my softness gently until I started to coo. He might have his awkward moments, but he always knew how to treat a woman when the mood turned steamy.

I relaxed and let him take charge. Maybe it was something to do with his confidence, but it was clear he liked to lead the way in bed. Almost as strangely, I enjoyed it as well. I'd never really considered the submissive role as a guy, or how hot it was to be dominated. There was a freedom that came with being told what to do. I didn't have to worry about my choices, all I had to do was enjoy the sensations of being ravished.

Oswald's touch was quickly exciting me. He started to rub his hand up my thigh, higher and higher, until he gave me a knowing smile. I blushed a bit, knowing that he'd found that I wasn't wearing any panties, and he slid his hand over my bare ass. I felt rather naughty at that moment. I'd skipped them for rather practical reasons, but I knew it was partly to entice him at this moment as well.

He didn't say a word. His other hand simply moved under my dress as well, and then in one wild fluid motion, he had the whole thing up over my head and floating over the back of the couch and I was completely naked. I felt a sudden chill, but it wasn't enough to cool the heat growing between my legs.

He started to take off his shirt, and I didn't hesitate to go after his pants. I'd gotten good at unbuckling a man's belt from the other side, and quickly had him stripped bare as well. His cock throbbed eagerly between us as I pulled off his pants and underwear while he tossed away his shirt. I had to admit I'd come to appreciate the sight of a man all hard and ready to pounce.

For a moment we sat there, each breathing deeply and gazing at each other. It was a visceral pause, I could feel my pussy quivering, eager to feel his throbbing hardness press into me. My whole body was tense with anticipation. I could barely wait for what was about to happen, and he let me linger on that fine edge long enough for me to almost growl with need.

Then he made his move. He grabbed me again, wrapping his hands around my waist and then he threw me over his shoulder. I squealed in surprise as he stood up and carried me to his bedroom. I thrashed a bit, pretending to be the outraged woman I felt I should be, but in truth I found the whole notion wickedly arousing.

"Let me down you brute!" I shouted while doing my best to keep from laughing. Somehow it felt ridiculous being handled like this. I hammer at his back with my fists, but nothing loosened his grip as he stopped in front of his bed.

"Wah!" I squealed again as he lifted me off his shoulder and tossed me onto his bed. I landed on my back, my hair exploding around me. It felt so wild to be handled like some kind of toy, but I tried to regain some bit of dignity before he jumped onto the bed and pulled open my legs.

His lips curved up lasciviously as his eyes sparkled with untamed passion. I only got a glimpse as he pounced upon me, pressing his hard naked flesh against my soft curves. I braced myself when I felt his manhood probing between my legs and then cried out when he seized my waist and thrust deep inside me with one hard push of his hips.

"Oh, god!" I screamed as his cock drilled into me. I was suddenly full of cock, and he began thrusting into me with a hammering fury that shook his bed. His forceful rhythm had my whole body bouncing, especially my breasts. The savage pounding drove out every other thought, and I opened my legs wider for him and tried to meet his thrusts as his hands began to work their way over my body.

His touch was as demanding as his pace. He squeezed and stroked up to my breasts and then he took them both in his hands and molded my tender orbs with delight. His fingers sank deep into my softness, my nipples were pinched and twisted and all the while a mixture of pleasure and pain had me reeling beneath him. Even when it hurt, it felt so good, I couldn't even articulate my pleasure any longer. All I could do was gasp and moan in unrestrained ecstasy as he ravaged me.

With his cock plunging into my pussy and his hands squeezing my breasts, he pressed down and kissed me. His lips were forceful, demanding, and his tongue dove into my mouth. I was consumed by this final act, my whole consciousness descending into nothing more than a world of savage sensations and raw lust.

We melted together like that, thrusting and writhing, moaning and gasping. It was intense, and I was fully at his mercy. It felt amazing, purely animalistic in a way that I could not deny. I just let myself go completely. My feminine instincts took over, stroking and squeezing him as I wrapped my arms around him.

The power of our shared embrace quickly overwhelmed us. It was all I could do to hold myself together, and every motion only intensified the loss of control. My lust was all that drove me as our flesh became one. I was gasping and moaning as his grunts rose to a crescendo of passion. He squeezed my breasts tighter, forcing me to cry out as his hips slammed harder between my legs.

Then he dove in for another demanding kiss and just as my lips met his, he gave me one last hard thrust. My body quaked as he ground into the depths of my pussy, and I could feel his cock pulsing inside me. Pleasure exploded inside me as my orgasm followed his release. My pussy clamped down on him while he filled me with his seed. My whole body shook as warmth spread through me.

I savored the waves of sensation that coursed through me as we kissed. We were locked together as intimately as two people could be and I was fully embracing the experience. I knew this was just the opening salvo for our evening, a ravenous start to an evening of pleasure.

It was too easy to lose myself like this. It wasn't long before nothing else seemed to matter beyond the pleasures of the flesh. Oswald's strength only served to turn me on more. The way he would direct me, control me, as we shared his bed, left me quivering with desire. He wasn't cruel. He was firm. He took what he wanted, but he was sure to always leave me satisfied as well.

When we finally drew to a close, I was cuddled up against his naked chest as he slept. I felt too alive in that moment to just drift off, even though I was just as exhausted as he was. If only this could be all there was to life, but I knew it was more complicated than that. I knew I was drawing close to the end of this investigation. Somehow, I knew the final piece was hiding within the very data that Oswald wanted me to analyze. Once I found it, all of this new life would come crumbling down around me. I wasn't sure I wanted that, not anymore, not after what I'd learned.

As I finally drifted off, I was left with one nagging question. What was I going to do?


Gender Bending Investigations Part 5 - Revelations

It was the morning light filtering in through the window that finally stirred me. Something felt different. That wasn't saying much, the last few weeks had been a whirlwind of change. I'd been turned into a woman and sent on an undercover assignment. I lived in a new apartment, wore new clothes, and that was just the little things. For all of that though, I'd gotten used to the changes, even the new body for the most part. It was still plenty weird sometimes, but at least a familiar strangeness at this point.

No, something else was different this morning. I wasn't much of a morning person and it took my barely roused brain time to collect together my thoughts and the sensations. First it was too bright. My bedroom windows faced to the west and the morning sun was wonderfully subdued in the morning. I was also naked, and I never slept naked. Just as I was figuring this out, I heard a groan and a big arm flew up and over me, and I realized I wasn't sleeping alone!

That was enough to jolt my brain. I fought down the urge to let out a surprised squeal. I was in Patrick Oswald's bed. It had been surprisingly easy. Sure, the Agency had done their level best to remake me into the his ideal woman physically, and I'd managed to impress him with my data analyst skills, but it had barely taken a few days from meeting him to end up in this position.

It didn't help any that I'd actually started to like him. I guess this was always a problem with undercover assignments, especially ones that required this kind of close contact. I'd needed to get into Oswald's inner circle. He was the playboy that ran most of the world's technology industry and a fair bit of everything else. We'd been investigating him for years, with me as the man digging deep into everything I could find. Something big was happening in Oswald's world and I'd always felt it was somehow nefarious.

At least that was until yesterday. Oswald had brought me in deep. No doubt he'd probed my agency provided background to make sure I was safe and he let me in on his biggest secret. He had built much of his empire as a vehicle to create a Mars colony. The whole notion was outlandish and yet I believed him, at least for the most part. He had a problem though, his analysts projected that all of his colony plans would fail, and he recruited me to help figure out the cause. As an outside observer, he was hoping I'd see something that his more involved teams had missed.

I still felt like I was missing something, and I knew it was important. I'd played along well so far, and Oswald had warmed up to me. It didn't hurt that he was amazing in bed, and I had been happy to spend the evening under the covers with him. My pussy was still tingling from the way he'd ravished me. Before this assignment, I'd never thought that having sex as a woman would feel so good. Now, it was hard to imagine doing it any other way.

That left me with Oswald's arm draped over me as he breathed deeply behind me. He was still asleep and I enjoyed the warm closeness for a moment. I was used to sleeping alone. It was certainly nicer waking up right next to someone though. My drowsy mind wandered for a bit as I snuggled back against him until I noticed his dick getting hard against my soft bottom.

That sparked an idea. I was all too familiar with waking up aroused in the morning as a guy. There was also a little something that came to mind, a desire usually unfulfilled. The worst part about an idea like that is that once I think of it, I can't stop thinking about it. I squirmed a bit as my pussy started to warm up. Now, there was simply no question about doing it.

Getting into position was not that hard. The trick was getting there without waking him up. First, I had to lift up his arm and slowly slink out from under him. I managed that without him reacting. Then I moved up beside him and gently pushed him onto his back and had to fight down the giggle that came from seeing his cock tenting the covers. It just seemed so absurd to do this, and yet I had to. Now that he was on his back, I slipped back under the covers head first. I was careful to crawl up beside him instead of climbing over him. Finally, I was in place, looking over at his shrouded manhood and feeling a bit giddy at the perverted playfulness of it.

I hovered as I considered what I was doing. I'd sucked on cocks several times over the last couple weeks, but this was different. It had always happened before in the midst of a wild orgy or when I was already deep in the throes of passion. While I was certainly getting a bit turned on, I was far from overcome with lust, and this felt far more significant in that sense. I had been a guy after all, and now I was about to go down on a guy without even the slightest prompting. What surprised me, was how little the notion bothered me, it was almost funny to my newly minted feminine psyche. After all that I'd done, that I'd even get a bit concerned about my masculine identity now was amusing.

He grunted and started to wriggle under the covers and that broke me out of my deliberations. There was simply no more time to waste. I pushed a bit closer and then tipped my head over. My hair cascaded over his stomach as I lined up my mouth with the tip of his morning hard on. I paused to take a deep breath and then dove in, opening my mouth for his hardness as my lips slid around the bulging head. He let out a sudden huff as I took his full length into my mouth and then gave him a nice wet suck.

I slid my tongue along his throbbing shaft and savored the masculine taste. It was so different than the tangy sweetness of a warm pussy, and yet so arousing in the same way. His breaths had become deeper and more ragged as I stroked and licked him with my mouth. I kept the pace slow and steady, I didn't want to wake him up too early. The very notion of it was making my pussy even hotter, and I couldn't resist slipping a hand between my legs so that I could rub my hot folds. It was a bit of gymnastics to manage, holding myself up with one hand while I bobbed my head on his cock and stroked my clit.

Any lingering softness in his manhood was gone now, and I could feel him throbbing hard in my mouth as he started to squirm under me. He was trying to fuck my mouth and I backed off every time he seemed to be getting too excited. I wondered just how much more it would take to wake him up, but I imagined that he must be having the best dream right about now.

"Oh... oh yeah..." He whimpered as I gave him a couple of long sucks. I was just about to go down again, when I felt his hands slide over my thigh and hair. That was enough for me to give him another devotional and dove down until my lips were wrapped around the base of his cock and my tongue was busy sliding up and down his veined shaft.

He started to shift under me, and I knew he was awake. I was ready for the next surprise. I pulled off of his cock and jumped on top of him, straddling him before his fuzzy morning brain could react. I reached down between my legs and quickly guided his throbbing hardness towards my dripping pussy and impaled myself with a swift shift of my hips. Our moans filled the air as I pushed down and his manhood stretched me open again. I reveled in the feeling of fullness as I felt the base of his cock pressing against my tender folds.

"Good morning, sleepy head!" I giggled as I started to bounce on top of him. My hair flew around me as I felt my breasts jiggling with each rise and fall of my hips. I was sitting back on my haunches, so I could nearly sit up straight as I rode him. He was hard enough to make it easy without the risk of him slipping out, and the look of half awake arousal on his face was enough to make it all worth it.

"Oh, fuck..." He gasped as I managed to work a wicked little twist into my downward motion. I could see that he was fighting to keep control as I bucked my hips. It wasn't every morning that a hot little vixen woke you up this way after all. I could almost watch as his neurons started to fire up and catch on with what was happening.

When his hands grabbed onto my thighs again and I felt him starting to thrust into me from below, I knew he'd finally woken up. I squealed as he took control and I was greeted by a series of hard thrusts of his huge cock. The shift was visceral, and I found myself reacting instead of acting as he ravished me from below.

"Yes! Harder... just like that!" I gasped as he pounded into me. It felt so much better like this, firmly in his hands as he claimed my soft flesh. All semblance of my recent command of the situation had melted away and I was putty in his hands. He didn't waste the opportunity either. He was a master and I succumbed to his skills. His pace grew rapid, demanding, and I knew that neither of us would last long as the frantic passion engulfed us.

Then he drove deep and held me there as he exploded inside me. The feeling of his cock shooting off inside me was enough to send me over the edge. I screamed out as my pussy squeezed down. My whole body quaked from the rush of pleasure. Everything was tingling, and I sank down on top of him as I milked his cock dry. His warm flesh felt so good against mine as we savored our mutual orgasms.

We stayed like that, panting and pressed together for a while, savoring the closeness and the sweet afterglow of a little morning fun. We rested, looking into each others eyes and smiling. I may have even giggled a bit. Suddenly, I felt silly, but not in an embarrassed kind of way.

"Thank you, I don't wake up that way often enough." He smiled as he finally started to stir. It was still a work day after all. I managed a quick glance at the clock and saw that we were in luck. There was still plenty of time to get ready. I smiled back at him.

"So how big is your shower?" I asked. He gave me a knowing grin and the sheets were flying through the air a moment later. There was still an odd thrill that came with being walking around stark naked, especially now that I was a girl. Thankfully, we didn't waste much time getting to the show, and his bed was more than big enough to comfortably accommodate two people.

As the water flowed down, I looked up. The moment just hit me. I was staring up at him, at this man who had managed to dominate me so wonderfully. His cock was still hard and it was now rubbing against my stomach, just as my nipples were pushing into him. He was so tall, and I couldn't ignore that when he was so close and I had to pull my head back to look up at him. Everything felt more real than it had since I'd begun this mission. Somehow, I felt like in this instant I understood so much more about being a woman.

The intensity of the feeling took me before I was able to snap back. I was untethered, and my hand reached for the soap. "We should make sure to get nice and clean, we have a long day ahead."

I didn't wait for him to reply before I started to soap him up. He joined me a moment later, starting at my shoulders and working down. I was busy enjoying the feeling of his firm flesh sliding beneath my delicate fingers as his strong hands ran over my softness.

"Have I told you just how much I love your breasts?" He asked as he gave them some loving attention. His fingers caressed them gently in smooth strokes, slowly following the curves as he moved towards the center where my hard nipples poked out at him.

"Not often enough." I blushed. I enjoyed the complements and yet it felt rather embarrassing to be so open about those feelings. I had to say I liked them as well, especially when they were being handled so expertly. There was no real male comparison, to the feeling of a man's hands on your breasts. It wasn't that they were so directly sensitive, but rather the way desirous attention could stoke further passion.

I had worked my way down to his cock and was not about to waste that opportunity as I soaped him up. "And you know I love this big hard cock."

He just laughed and we kept up our work until we were both lathered up, front and back. I'd never explored the male body so thoroughly before. Even when I'd been a guy, it had just been the simple mechanics of survival. Now, I was paying attention with the lustful eyes of a young woman. I never imagined just how sexy it was to trace my fingers along the lines of a muscular back. The firmness and strength were alluring in ways that titillated me.

We made quick work of that lathered soap as we slid our bodies against each other until we were free of the little bubbles, and almost squeaky clean. Still, there was one more need yet unmet, and I gave him a lustful glance and turned around so that I could grab onto a conveniently placed handlebar and leaned down so that I could thrust out my ass and spread my legs.

"There's just one more spot that needs a good scrubbing." I looked over my shoulder and wiggled my ass. He laughed and slid up behind me. I felt him reach for something and then felt his hand slide up my pussy a moment later as he covered me in a some kind of cool gel. I squirmed, surprised at the strange feeling for a moment before I felt his cock slide over my slit and I moaned in anticipation.

"My pleasure." He grunted and I moaned as he slid into me with an easy thrust. I cooed at the luxurious feeling of hard cock stretching me open and warm water flowing all around me. He didn't waste time teasing me. He quickly built up a rhythm that had me panting as I bounced from his firm thrusts.

"Yeah, make sure to get in there nice and deep..." I taunted as he drove in harder. He laughed and grabbed me tight so he could grind his cock in nice and deep. I gasped in thanks and squeezed down on him, hoping to keep him nice and excited.

The playfulness of it quickly dissolved into more base passion. I just let myself enjoy every moment. It was another benefit of being a woman. I didn't have anything like the same kind of performance issues, I didn't have to worry about shooting off early, or not staying hard, I could just ride the feelings and savor the wild pleasure.

Oswald made sure I enjoyed it as well. His thrusts were magnificent, but his wandering hands made their way to my breasts and down to my clit as well, rubbing and stroking and squeezing until I was squealing from the pleasure of it all. By the time he filled me with another load of cum, I was riding a wave of sweet orgasms that I knew would have me glowing all day long.

We rinsed off and finished cleaning up. Thankfully, he had a separate sink for me and I did my best to finish prepping as fast as I could. I didn't want him to see me in my disheveled state for too long. It was one thing when you were in the middle of a wild bit of fucking, but now that we were past that for the moment, I didn't want him to see me as Karen of the wild hair.

As I was finally finished drying up and gotten somewhat primped, I realized I didn't have anything to wear beyond the little black dress I'd worn to dinner last night. Even if I wore that back to the office I only had yesterday's clothes waiting for me.

"Oh, what am I going to wear?" I lamented as I tugged at the towel I'd wrapped around me. Oswald had already left to get dressed himself, but he popped back in when he heard me.

"Don't worry, I've got a little service around here. We can order you up a quick outfit. Just request it from my terminal." He said before jetting off again.

I wandered out and found his terminal already pulled up to the page for ordering clothes. He'd certainly picked out the outfit that was on screen. It wasn't bad either, a very modest skirt and blouse combination with just enough lace to be feminine without being girly. I knew it was a veiled hint, but that I could choose anything else if I wished. I thought about it for a moment and then ordered the clothes he'd picked out. It certainly didn't hurt anything to humor him. I did want him to stay happy after all.

Oswald swung through again as I ordered. He came up behind me and gave me a quick hug and a peck on the cheek. I felt an odd quiver at the casual intimacy of it. I'd never managed much in terms of relationships before, and I found myself struggling with a sudden rush of affection for this man.

"Sorry, but I've got an early meeting across town. I'll have a car waiting for you downstairs when you're ready to go to the office. I'll see you later." He gave me another squeeze and then I gave him a wave as he left.

As the door closed I stood there, collecting my thoughts. It took me a moment to realize that I was really alone in his apartment. That reminded me of why I was here in the first place. I slapped my forehead as I considered my position. The worst part was that I wasn't ready for this. I'd left the office wearing little more than a black dress, my glasses and a pair of shoes. I had even left my purse back in a company locker, not that it would have done me much good.

I had access to his computer systems, but I couldn't exploit it. I might be able to poke around a bit, but there was every chance that I'd trigger an intruder alert, or at least have my actions logged. I needed my agency infiltration tools to get anywhere without being detected, but I didn't have them on hand. I realized that this was just an example of why they didn't like sending amateurs on missions like this.

I consoled myself with the probability that I had just as good of access back at the office. Oswald was meticulous with his data, and after getting direct access of one of his big projects, I knew he took that tidiness much further than I would have guessed otherwise. That meant I was unlikely to find anything here in the first place and even if I did, I could be sure he'd know instantly that I had been into those files. It was better for me to exploit my access back at work where I could more easily mask my activities with plausible deniability.

That helped my conscious, but not for the those reasons. The fact was, I was starting to really like him. I even felt a bit guilty about spying on him, and felt a lot better once I decided not to try anything here. It didn't hurt that my investigation had only turned up a clandestine program that he was trying to hide from his investors, but one that was far from illegal. The trouble was I still had a nagging feeling that I was missing something and that I wouldn't like it when I figured it out.

Thankfully the clothes arrived and I could finally get dressed. I didn't have any need to stick around his place so I headed back to the office. I watched the world zoom past and simply enjoyed the sights of people going about their day. It was warm and sunny this morning and that helped perk up my mood as well. I still had a lot to do.

I didn't waste any time diving back into my research when I got to the office. It wasn't long before I was surfing through a pile of tablets, shifting between data sets and lost to the work of figuring out Oswald's problem. It was an easy distraction from the guilt that was starting to drift into my thoughts. Whatever the reason was, his colonies weren't slated to fail for something superficial, it was going to be something buried deep or else he would have found it by now.

So I dug into the base of the models they were using. It was clear he'd solved so many problems. The dysfunction wasn't related to something as easy as lacking food or water. Even radiation had been accounted for and the habitats had been designed to shield everyone. The more I looked, the less likely it seemed that he was going to have an issue with any of the physical aspects of the colony. That left me with one remaining area to consider.

People, the true linchpin of any operation was the people. It was an easy thing to overlook for me. I had never been particularly good with people. Data and information systems had always been so much easier to understand. Sure, I studied people, but I'd done it by breaking them down into bits of information that I could process. It was only the raw process of elimination that brought me to considering that it might be the people that were causing the colony to fail.

So, I ripped into the models relating to the personal aspects of the colony. I didn't know much about the psychology, but everything had been broken out into small pieces of data and the researcher who'd put everything together had done most of the work for me. Still, it was a mountain of work to go through and learn about how and why the models were built this way.

"So are you making any progress?" Oswald interrupted my train of thought as he towered over my little nest of tablets. He was holding a small pizza box and a tray with a couple drinks. I suddenly realized how hungry I was and quickly cleared off a spot for everything.

"I think so." I paused as I caught a whiff of the delectable scent of fresh pizza. I didn't even wait for him before opening up the box and grabbing a piece. I took one bite and nearly moaned in satisfaction. "Oh, that is so good."

Oswald just nodded and grabbed his own piece. I barely noticed as I savored each bite. Pizza was always an easy food, but this one was just perfect, there was just enough cheese to be a properly melted layer that held in all the baked goodness of pepperoni and pizza sauce. The crust was just firm enough to hold everything in place so it could be enjoyed. For a moment I let myself enjoy the wonder of eating the very best pizza I could remember.

I was well into my second piece before I was satiated enough to speak again. "I've been looking at the behavioral models for the colonists. I've got this feeling like things are breaking down on that side. It's a lot to go through, but I've been wondering more and more where the data came from."

"Why is that?" Oswald asked as he continued munching across from me.

"Well, some of the data looks weird. I haven't been able to put my finger on the precise issue yet, but it might help to know how this information was collected." I explained. I knew I could backtrack the research, but I figured Oswald might be able to short circuit that search.

"I believe most of it was assembled from recent academic studies, but I know we've run a few live demonstrations of colony habitats and collected psychological data from them as well." He reached for another slice.

"Huh, if that's the case, I'll need to take a look at those studies. I was hoping there were just some bad assumptions being used to plug in the simulations, but if its solid research, then I'm at something of a loss." I sat back and took a couple bites to give myself time to think.

"Well, hopefully you can get to the bottom of it. I'd be relieved if it was just something wrong with the simulation, I just want to be sure." He took a long drink from his glass and then got up. "I've got another meeting. I'll check in with you tonight."

I barely had time to give him a wave goodbye before he was off. He did have a little empire to run. It was surprising enough that he took the time to come up here and check in with me. I knew that was a mark of how important this project was to him. I wanted to think that he came to see me as well, but I tried to fight down the warm feeling that notion gave me.

I was trying not to think about how conflicted I was. I'd started this whole mission with a rather detached view of Oswald and a simple determination to succeed despite the strange circumstances it put me in. Now, I found that I rather liked him, and even more disturbing, I liked the things he did to me. Even after just a short visit, I was getting excited and that now familiar feeling of feminine arousal was heating up between my legs. It was strange enough being attracted to men in general, but even more troublesome when it was my target that I wanted to ravish me.

The easiest thing to do was to not think about it. I plowed back into the research, and distracted myself with heaps of information. There was much to go through and I wasted little time doing so. The further each lead took me, the more information opened up to me. I didn't need to understand it all, but I did need to work out the bit parts and then know where to dig into the details.

Days passed in a bit of a whirlwind. I burrowed into research and only came up for air when Oswald would pull me away for a meal or to ravish me in the most delightful ways. I didn't want to admit that my affections for him were growing deeper by the day, but it was impossible to deny that I loved the way he handled my body. He knew how to keep me on the ragged edge for what seemed like hours until I would collapse from a soul shattering orgasm. Other times he would force me to endure a nearly endless stream of ecstasy as he would make me cum again and again.

My life had come to revolve around research and sex. I barely saw my apartment and had only managed to check in with my handler a few times. I found myself waking up next to Oswald most mornings, and managed to rouse him passionately nearly every day. It wasn't long before it all seemed almost routine, at least until I finally managed to piece the last details together.

The truth was it was baffling. All the data pointed to one conclusion, but it was such a strange notion that I had to go back and rework through all the information and the simulation several times to be sure. It wasn't a fault of the simulation, or a mistake someone had made in entering the data. Even the research looked sound, and I sent off to several of the behavioral research teams to confirm my more amateur findings. As strange as it was, I couldn't escape my conclusion.

"It's the people." I finally explained to Oswald as we sat down for a private meal in a secluded corner of his office floor.

"How so?" He asked. It was almost anticlimactic sitting here like this while I had this bombshell waiting to drop.

"I didn't want to believe it, but everything I've been able to review tells me that it's the colonists that are the problem. Specifically, their aggressive behavior or rather their lack of it." I stated. It was a conclusion that I hadn't expected and I could see a twinkle of surprise in Oswald's eye as I said it.

"What do you mean?" Oswald asked.

"Well, you should know, we need at least a bit of aggression to push back against the status quo, to fix problems and make things better. The problem for the colony is that for some reason there's been a steady drop in that kind of assertive behavior over the last decade. There are positive benefits to the drop. There are less fights and open hostility, but that doesn't make up for the fact that people are somehow becoming less willing to challenge leadership or established rules." I explained.

"I see, and in a dynamic situation where the rules are in flux and we need people willing to push new ideas, no one is willing to step up and challenge established procedures, even when they aren't working." Oswald nodded thoughtfully.

"Exactly. In the short term, it makes the colony easier to manage, but over time the missed opportunities and unfixed issues add up to a high risk of failure. There are just too many unknowns in a mission like this to be able to establish a full set of procedures that covers every eventuality. People have to be willing to take chances, to keep problems from becoming catastrophes." I added. The satisfaction of finally figuring out the problem was countered by the sad fact that I didn't have a fix. Worse yet there was still one nagging question.

"Indeed, and that just leaves us with one point." Oswald sat back in his chair. For the first time in a long while he actually looked a bit uncomfortable.

"Why did people start losing their assertiveness and how do we get it back." I answered, but was a bit surprised when he shook his head.

"No," He said with a firm finality before he took a deep breath. "I know why people lost their assertiveness, I was hoping you would find a different cause for the colony failure, but..."

"You know what happened to people?" I shot up. It was the thing that had bothered me most while I was researching. Human history had been replete with conflict, often of the most brutal variety and that willingness to do extreme violence hadn't diminished any, even up to the last century. The sudden shift in our apparent nature was frightening, even when it was a positive change.

"I happened, or well, I meddled." He took another moment to collect himself. "Let me explain. In the early years of Thineritech's expansion, I picked up a controlling interest in a little biomedical company. It held the patents to some very promising medical technology. With a generous research budget, I was able to get the first generation of rejuvenation clinics up an running within a year. I spent my first billion just to rush it through the FDA approval process."

"So... wait, you're behind rejuvenation tech?" I gasped. Even after years of following his nearly every move, I'd never come across that.

"Well, not officially. I had a nice collection of shell companies I used to mask my control, and spun them off as soon as the basic tech was complete." He explained. "I didn't want the attention at that point, but the money certainly helped give Thineritech a boost."

"Ok, but what does that have to do with everyone becoming less aggressive?" I asked.

"Simple enough. When people go in for a rejuvenation, they're looking to go back and regain some youth and vigor, and what age do you think they target." He prompted. It wasn't a hard question, I only had to look around my office to know the truth to that one.

"I'd say early twenties or so." I nodded.

"Exactly, the age that people felt they were in their prime, which usually is late teens to early twenties. Now, tell me what is the chief problem people have with teenagers." He leaned in.

"Well, I guess it's that they're all a bunch of raging hormone machines." I answered.

"Exactly, and the last thing we want is a bunch of sixty year olds that rejuved back to twenty to have the same hormonal issues. So..." He laid the answer in front of me.

"So, you adjusted their hormone levels so that they wouldn't come out of the rejuvenation acting like sixty year old teenagers." I quickly thought through the implications. It seemed like a reasonable idea.

"Exactly, we adjusted their aggressive hormones so that they'd come out of their rejuvenations without that kind of baggage. When we found out that the effect was longer lasting than we expected, I felt like we'd really accomplished something. All of human history has been filled with loud, violent hostility that has held us back, and I'd managed to silently get rid of it almost by accident." Oswald continued. "I didn't even realize the full implications until we started in on the Mars colony project and started getting weird results back from the psyche studies and long term survival projections."

"So you knew about all this? Why did you need me then?" I sat there a bit stunned. I finally realized that this was the big secret I was here to find. It wasn't just what Oswald wanted me to find, but the mission I'd been sent on. Having the entire population lose their aggressive edge was something monumental.

"I was hoping we were wrong. That's why I needed you to come in and look at everything from a fresh perspective. We'd gotten too close to the problem, and I knew we couldn't be objective anymore. So I needed someone with top notch analysis skills to run through everything again." He explained.

"But... I'm just out of school... I mean, I know I'm good at this, but there had to be better people out there..." I tried to object. My cover story didn't work well against what he was saying. If this was such a big issue for him there was no way he'd risk it on some recent college graduate, he'd want someone with plenty of a real world experience and a proven track record of working through hard problems.

"No, I am very sure you were the right person for the job." He gave me a cool look that always meant I was missing something. Maybe it was the earlier revelation still had me shocked, but as soon as he gave me that hint, I knew I was blown.

"What? No..." I pushed back from the table, shaking my head. There was just something in the way he said those words and looked at me. He knew. He more than knew. I was trying to put the puzzle together now, but I could see it all coming together. I stared up at him, drawing quick breaths as I realized the position I was in.

"It's okay, Karen, don't worry." He smiled warmly as I tried to tamp down my fight or flight instincts. I knew I was already well and trapped if that was the way he wanted to play things. "I've been trying to come up with a nice way to tell you this ever since I met you. When I set things in motion, I knew I'd get the Agency's top analyst to take on the case. I never imagined they'd go quite this far and turn you into a ravishing young woman."

So much was making sense now. I'd had such an easy time getting in deep because this was where he wanted me. Still, there was the matter of what had pushed me into the field in the first place. "But what about those agents, the ones that disappeared?"

"Everyone has their price and I happen to have mountains of money and access to cooperative government officials at all levels. It wasn't hard to help them disappear into wealthy new lives." Oswald explained. That made sense too. If there was one thing I'd learned about Oswald over the last few weeks, it was that he wasn't brutal or vicious. He tried to make everything turn out well for everyone. He wasn't above manipulation and trickery, but he did like for everyone to be happy with the results.

"What happens now?" I felt my calm, mostly returning. It was a strange feeling having my secret out, even if it hadn't ever really been a secret. My mind was quickly sorting through my recent experiences, trying to make sense of how I should feel, but the truth was I was feeling even more attracted to the man sitting across from me. Despite being carefully maneuvered into this position and knowing I'd been at least somewhat taken advantage of, I still liked him.

"That is up to you. You could return to the agency and what you once were, or you could stay here. I could really use someone like you on our team. We've got to work out how to make the Mars project successful and I think you'd be a big help with finding out the flaws in our plans." He gave me a warm smile. "That and I've really enjoyed our time together."

I looked at him in shock again. He may have always known who and what I was, but now I knew that he did. That revelation was still working through my brain, and here he was making what looked like a rather intimate proposal. I didn't know just how I should feel about that. It was so strange and yet I couldn't deny the allure of his company or his bed.

He saw the confusion on my face, and must have known the swirling tempest going on inside my head. "Don't worry, I'm not about to rush you to make a decision. I know this must all come as a pretty big shock."

There was no denying that understatement. Still, the bigger shock for me was almost how little all of this really changed my feelings. Certainly, there had always been the basic assumption that I would go back to what I'd been once this mission was completed, but I'd gotten so lost in my work and so comfortable with my new life that I hadn't even thought about it recently. I'd been doing interesting work, and I couldn't deny that I felt wanted by Oswald. That feeling had burrowed deeper into me than I'd expected.

Before this mission, I had been essentially drifting through my life. I had a good job, but little beyond that. The last few weeks had been a wild mix of experiences I hadn't known I'd longed for. There were sex and friends and a thrill of discovery that I hadn't expected. There couldn't be any doubt that falling into the orbit of this man had already radically altered my life.

I sat back and looked up at him, pulling the hair from my eyes. I knew no matter how long I thought about it, there was really only one answer. "I'll stay."

The words hung in the air for a moment. I think I surprised him almost as much as myself. I knew I could always go back, Oswald would never block me, and I did feel a twinge of doubt at what I might be losing. Still, I'd be with the man who was going to get us to Mars, and who had already built a better world. That was a ride I couldn't imagine getting off of. There was also one other thing, of course.

I knew his mind had to be a bit of a jumble as well. He'd be feeling at least a bit guilty for putting me in this position, and for the manipulations leading up to this moment. I could see the conflicted feelings as he sat there stunned, and I knew I had the perfect chance to show him how emphatic I was before he snapped out of it. It would be the best way to reinforce just how much I really meant what I said.

So in that split second he was looking at me in shock, I jumped from my chair, scooted around the table and slid my lithe little body right onto his lap. I pressed my chest against his and before he could figure out how to react, I planted a passionate kiss right on his lips. He flailed before I grabbed his hands and pulled one to my breast and the other to my ass. I knew the exact point that he regained his composure and gave each a firm squeeze as our tongues played together his mouth.

While his hands worked their magic, I let mine run down his stomach and then rubbed over his pants. Feeling him growing hard beneath my touch sent a shiver all the way up my spine and the heat between my legs flared. All the swirling emotions of the last few minutes had culminated in a desperate need to be ravished.

That was one thing I hadn't discussed with him, a fact that I'm not sure if he even knew, but I suspected he might have known. The same shift away from aggression had been coupled with a shift towards the sexually libertine attitudes I'd been shocked by when I'd first started this mission. I understood it now. I had an almost visceral need to submit, to be dominated, and being surrounded by less aggression, I felt more comfortable giving in to those feelings. It was like I knew I wouldn't be taken advantage of, and even though I was letting myself be vulnerable, I had nothing to worry about beyond the pleasures bestowed upon me.

He was throbbing in my hand now as I rubbed his crotch through the thin material of his slacks. This was the last chance I had to pull away, and I considered it before I pressed on. I knew this was what I really wanted, to be a woman, his woman, and to enjoy all that it meant. My fingers worked over his belt and managed to pull open his fly until his hardness was barely contained by his boxers. Then I slid my delicate fingers under the elastic and felt him give a satisfying shudder of pleasure as I stroked his full length.

It still felt a bit strange stroking another man's cock. I'd been getting used to it, but this moment was particularly poignant. If I really never went back to my old life, then this was going to be sex from now. I squirmed a bit, feeling the warm needs of my new body. I'd come to enjoy it more than I ever expected. I was ready for him now, soft, and yielding as much as he was hard and throbbing in my hand.

"This is crazy, you know." He smiled at me. I could see him holding back for a moment, and I could see the struggle against his lust twinkling in his eyes.

"I know," I cooed in my sweet girlish voice. He was right, and yet that didn't change anything. Everything had been a whirl from the moment I'd been given this assignment. There wasn't any reason for that wild ride to stop just yet.

I didn't let him get another word out. I planted another wet kiss right on his lips and gave his throbbing manhood a hard squeeze. I knew he wouldn't be able to hold onto his restraint for long. The only real question for me was just how I wanted things to go while I still had enough control of the situation to push things in the direction I wanted to go.

His hands were still squeezing me tenderly and I was quickly melting into his touch. He was still letting me set the pace, and I moved to step things up. My hands made short work of the buttons on my blouse and I slid out of it with ease before I reached back to undo my bra. I wanted to feel his hands right on me, and he helped pull off the lacy cups. I sighed as he ran his fingers over my soft chest and squeezed my breasts. The sensation was uniquely feminine and I savored it for a moment before I continued.

I had to slide off his lap so that I could work my way out of my skirt and already soaked panties. I felt a rush at being naked in front of him again. I'd never appreciated how exciting it could be to be so exposed with someone when you knew he loved every inch of your body. I had been nervous about being made into his ideal woman when I'd started this assignment, and now I was so glad that things had worked out that way. There wasn't any doubt that he liked everything he saw.

Oswald took the opportunity to undress as well. Where I was somewhat wildly flinging clothes here and there, he was much more reserved. I had to fight down a giggle as he neatly piled up his clothes, but appreciated that he didn't go as far as folding them up. Even as horny as I was, I enjoyed watching him slowly reveal his sculpted flesh. It wasn't hard to get over any misgivings about my new attraction to men when I was around him.

So there we were, standing naked next to what had been our dinner, staring passionately at each other. His hardness and the smell of my musk left no doubt what we both wanted. Still, we stood there, waiting until I finally broke the spell. I jumped at him, tossing myself into his arms, and letting our two bodies press together. He caught me just right, and held me close, my small frame pressed against his chest as he wrapped his hands around my ass to hold me up. I slid my arms around his neck and gave him another hearty kiss before I pulled back a bit and leaned over towards his ear.

"Now, take me hard," I whispered into his ear in my best sultry voice. All the swirling emotions had come together into a raging desire for me. I needed him, and more than that, I craved the hard soul shattering power that only he seemed to be able to give me. I could feel his cock poking against my thighs and sometimes right between my legs. I was fully open, completely exposed, and ready for him to fill me to the brim.

He squeezed my ass and slid one hand that much closer to my center and then sent a finger to slide along my wet slit. I let out a shuddering moan of pleasure as he did so. I quivered as he ran that finger all the way from the front of my folds to the back. I was easily dripping now, my whole body ready for what was to come, and he carried me away from the table towards a set of cushions a few steps away.

I held on as he lowered us down. It wasn't so easy with me wrapped around his chest, but he managed it and I was now spread open and on my back. He kissed me again and I released his neck as he sent his hands running up and down my sides, rubbing and pressing into my flesh until I was cooing. All the while his cock was pressing into my slit, his full length rubbing along my wet folds until he was covered in my juices.

Then he pulled back, and I could feel the tip of his cock slowly sliding down my folds, parting them as he moved into position. I shuddered in anticipation, eager for the coming moment of perfect completion. Just as I thought I couldn't wait any longer he broke our kiss, held me tight and thrust into me with a satisfied grunt.

I cried out in ecstasy as soon as I felt his hardness stretching me open. I couldn't get enough of the sweet pleasure that came with that first satisfying penetration. The feeling of his cock parting my flesh and driving deeper always shook me to my core. I squeezed myself around him as he pressed deeper and gasped as he throbbed hard and thick inside me. It was a feeling like no other, and it was only the beginning.

I pressed my hips up, helping him to drive to my furthest depths until my mound was grinding into the very base of his cock. Nothing could have prepared me for that feeling the first time, and I never grew tired of it now.

"Oh, yes..." I whimpered as we pressed against each other, my softness wrapped around his hardness. It was intense and transitory. We both needed more, and the full tension of the day slammed into us and I gasped as we writhed together. "Now... fuck me... fuck me hard..."

He heard my gasping please and I shuddered as his full length pulled back, nearly exiting my seething flesh. He held himself there for a moment, letting me writhe in restless anticipation before he drove in again. My whole body shook with pleasure as he stretched me open again. I pulled my legs open wide and pushed back against him until he was as deep as he could be.

He pulled back again, and started thrusting. He began with long slow thrusts, allowing me to savor that wicked feeling of his flesh sliding into me as he stoked my fires hotter and hotter. His hips met mine over and over again as I moaned and gasped beneath him.

I was soon panting, gasping for more and he delivered. He began pounding into me, harder and faster with every assault of his hips. I wrapped my legs around him now, unable to let him pull away. My chest heaved against his and we traded quick heated kisses as our bodies came together.

We didn't need words. All we had to do was give in to our animal passions. We writhed together, our flesh becoming one. Every thrust was driving me further, and I squirmed and writhed beneath him, fighting to hold on as he pushed me towards my first peak. He must have known how close I was and he gave pounded into me hard until I felt the dam burst inside me and my whole body was awash in pleasure.

While I was lost to the ecstasy of my release, he held me close, stroking and rubbing my sensitive bare skin. His hands slid over my thighs and up my waist. They never lingered, and only seemed to help the pleasure flow through me. I cooed, luxuriating in those feelings as his touch began to excite me again.

I lifted my head to kiss him again, wet and passionately. He was still throbbing deep inside me and I knew we weren't nearly done yet. I started to squeeze down on him and ground against his hardness and he easily took the hint. Before I knew it, I was bent over the cushions and getting a good hard fucking from behind.

It was hours before our passions finally ebbed. We took turns on top and turns on bottom. I lost track of how many times I'd manage to cum, and somehow he'd managed to keep going even after he came at least three times. I'd never felt more fully feminine than I did when we finally collapsed on a pile of cushions, panting and dripping with sweat. He had truly ravished me, and I knew I wasn't going to regret my decision.

We stayed like that for a while, pressed against each other. At least until we recovered and started to notice the chill in the room. Then came the mad scramble for clothes as we both laughed at our silly selves.

He didn't ask about my choice again and I never let him doubt my words. The following days were busy as we worked at truly establishing my new life. I gave an almost complete report back to the agency along with my resignation. They didn't need to know about the full effect of the rejuvenation process. I did tell them about Oswald's plan for a Mars colony as well as the fate of the missing agents. I was careful to tie everything together so that my successors wouldn't find anything that would require reopening the case. As far as the agency was concerned, Oswald was just a security minded industrialist with a crazy big project in the works. They'd still keep an eye on his activities, but unless they hired an analyst far better than me, they would feel the need to do more than that.

Raikins was the hardest to tell. He'd done so well setting me up on this mission and helping me get started as a woman, it was hard to tell him I was leaving the agency. He took it well, and we promised to keep in touch, but somehow I knew that wouldn't really happen. I did my best to tell him how thankful I was for all he had done for me, just in case I was right.

I soon had my own office a few floors down from Oswald's. I also had my own team. We had a big mission, to find a way to make the Mars colony work without messing up the whole human race again. I threw myself into the job with a determination that I'd never felt as an agent.

As for Oswald, well, working on his pet project gave me plenty of excuses to have private meetings together. We shared a bed more often than not, and spent a lot of our free time together. I felt closer to him than anyone in my life. He was still a busy man with an empire to run, and I was along for the ride. I wasn't sure where the future would lead, but I was more than eager to find out.

The End 
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