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Chapter 1

___________________________

________________


My name is Simon, and I’m twenty-three years old. I graduated from college with a degree in hospitality services. My aim was to work for a big hotel and make my way up to management. I had a good business head, and I minored in accounting. My grades were good, my family was happy and most supportive of my career ambitions. My parents wanted me to open a bed and breakfast in the country somewhere eventually, but I enjoyed city life and would settle for being a good employee of a large hotel.

Settling down and having a family was not a main concern of mine. You see, in high school, I was always like another girlfriend in social gatherings. I wasn’t particularly built like a high school wrestler or football star, never really went in for organized sports, and I found girls the easiest to talk to and be around, as did they. Living in New York, professional sports were really popular, and except for a slight interest in the New York Yankees which I got from my dad, there wasn’t much else that interested me.

So, I felt I had more in common with the girls than the boys. I often accompanied my female friends on shopping trips, to concerts, and parties – things like that. Quite often we would travel to the city and shop and hang around there. The girls would often ask my opinions on clothing, and trust what I had to say more than one of their own.

Some of the meaner boys in school, (and there were many of them) called me a” fag,” and some of my girlfriends “fag hags,” a reference to my sexuality, and the friendships I had as a result. The insults stung, but I tried hard not to let them bother me. My speech was another factor. I had a “feminine sounding voice.” I can’t make you hear it here, obviously, so I’ll trust you with your imagination to get a feel for how I sounded.

Sexually, I wasn’t attracted to women, or men. I had no preference. I didn’t consider myself to be gay because I never acted out on it. However, I did admire men with strong bodies, rugged, chiseled faces, straight and flat abs – just the opposite of me, and I had . . . fantasies. I wondered what it would be like to “flirt” with some nice-looking guy, and the thoughts often aroused me. So, I suppose around the age of eighteen I had real doubts as to whether or not I was gay.

I could never see myself being with a man dressed as I was. My fantasies gravitated towards dressing as a woman and perhaps then flirting with men. So in college I rarely dated, and let my fantasies about men and dressing up just well up inside me. Something had to be done because I was in a constant emotional turmoil.

I got my own apartment after college, and then I was free to indulge in my fantasies. I was straddling a line between being straight, and being sort of a cross dresser, or a straight guy with a fetish for women’s apparel. I finally decided to indulge my proclivities and then let them take me where they might.

I shopped online for bits and pieces of women’s clothing – going slowly at first, and then a bit faster when I knew what I wanted. The slutty-whorish appearance really turned me on. It gave me a giddy excitement. I liked the punk look, especially Joan Jett; the shoulder length black hair, black mascara, black leather jacket, and a bit of rouge on the cheeks. I saw myself at late night clubs, maybe getting it on with a good-looking guy, and taking it from there. I was yet to go public with my fantasy.

However now, it was obvious to me that this was more than a fantasy – it was real.

My best friend at that time was a very sweet girl named Olive, short for Olivia. We met in a coffee shop/bookstore, where people would come in, have coffee or tea, read books, play chess, and just hang out – as long as you ordered something. We would talk on the phone for hours on end, go to the movies, shop, or sometimes stop at a bar for a nightcap.

Olive was attractive with long, auburn hair, blue eyes, and a gorgeous body. What attracted me most about Olive, naturally, was her clothing and makeup. She was a real artiste where that was concerned, Men would ogle her and look at me with a pang of jealousy. Hah! If they only knew. But I was protective of Olive. I guess you could say she was like a “little sister” to me. We joked about that because she was six months younger than I was.

Early in our relationship, Olive thought that we could be physical, but she quickly caught on that I wasn’t that sort of a guy. She dated often, but never found a man that really caught her eye. I think early on, she wished that I could “change.” But her fantasies about me that way soon turned to realizing that a leopard can’t change its spots.

I needed her help in securing the hotel job. She was all in for helping me. As it turned out, she had a bit of a problem herself where she thought I could be of help to her.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

____________________________

_______________


My cross-dressing life intensified shortly after I became friends with Olive. I ordered lingerie and became fascinated with YOUTUBE videos. I especially liked one channel, where this woman was teaching cross-dressing men how best to use makeup to make themselves look quite feminine. Naturally, I ordered my own makeup from a cross dressing store’s website, and some wicked lingerie from AMAZON.

I ordered a black thong with a G-String in back. It was satin, and as soon as I took it out of the packing, I knew this was perfect for me – no doubts. I slipped it on over my legs and the rush that I got made my whole body tingle with an inexpressible joy. The thing I noticed right away was that I needed to shave my whole body – and I mean everything.

Now the feeling was just right. My cock got hard instantly as I placed it over me. I loved the way the G-String in the back felt between my butt cheeks. I also had black, sheer nylon pantyhose, tight fitting jeans, which went perfectly over my lithe frame, and a black laced bra which pulled on my chest to give the illusion of cleavage. I put on a white camisole over it, and lastly the black, Joan Jett wig.

I realized I had to hide my hard-on, so I purchased a silicone cock cage, which prevented my bulge from showing through my jeans. I also discovered that some sex toys like butt plugs and dildos could make me cum without even touching myself. This was my introduction to what’s called the “sissygasm.” What this did was to really make me crave cock. I used bigger and wider dildos until I was confident I could take any size cock; but I wasn’t quite ready for that yet.

One afternoon I stopped by Olive’s place, dressed, and made up. This was the first time that I went out dressed as the new “feminine me.”

“Oh my God, Simon. You look absolutely stunning,” she said looking me over with true admiration as I stood in the doorway. Her encouragement made me feel validated; like I had arrived at last.

She looked me over carefully. “The only thing we need do here is to fix your makeup a bit. Here, come into my bathroom, and let me help.”

“Do you really like ‘the new me?’” I asked.

“Of course, I do! Now I’ll have a girlfriend to go out with to bars!” she said excitedly.

I thought I did a decent job with the makeup, but Olive put the cross dresser on YOUTUBE to shame. She knew how to use foundation eyebrow pencil, and blush the right way to hide shadows and bring out my features perfectly so I could easily pass muster as a woman.

“Olive, I don’t know how I can possibly thank you.”

“I’ll think of something Simon,” she said with a smile.

“Hey, why don’t we go out this Saturday night?” she said. It would be my first time going out to an establishment dressed, and I was a bit nervous. Going to Olive’s apartment was an important step, but it wasn’t like going out to bar dressed en femme. Olive caught on.

“Hey, Simon, look at me,” she said while holding my chin up with her fingers. “You got nothing to worry about. Do you think anyone really cares what you prefer to dress like?”

I just shook my head.

“That’s right, no one really gives a shit. To me, you look fabulous!” I couldn’t resist. I leaned over and gave Olive a kiss on the cheek and a hug.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

___________________________

________________


Icouldn’t remember when I was ever this excited about anything before. This would be a Saturday night out to beat all other Saturday nights when I would go to a bar by myself and mope. I had a feeling that tonight would be momentous in some way. Before we left her apartment, Olive asked me, “Simon, have you picked out a female name for yourself?”

“Yes actually, I have. It’s a rather memorable name and I think it’s very cool.” Olive was waiting with bated breath. She was cute the way her blue eyes opened wide.

“Okay, what is it? Simone?”

“No,” I said like playing a guessing game.

“I give up already. I don’t feel like we’re naming a baby you know – out with it!”

“I’ve decided on “Simra.”

“Simra? Sounds cool, but what kind of a name is that?”

“I don’t know, but it sounds exotic, and I think it adds to my mystique. It’s a name that a guy is not soon to forget.”

“I can’t argue there. Well, I’m honored to accompany my best friend Simra when she goes out for her first time ‘on the hunt,’” and she laughed. I laughed too.

“Okay,” I said. “So where are we going?”

“I thought about “The Iron Stallion?”

“Okay, sounds good,” I said.

The Iron Stallion was a bar in the Chelsea part of Manhattan. It wasn’t a gay bar, it was neutral, leaning towards punkish/goth. All types of people went there, each with their own expectations, or none. So, we called an Uber, and we were there in about twenty minutes.

A black stallion’s head hung from the front mounted on a wooden frame, and inside the place were turn of the last century ornate wall sconces, with dimmed light. The bar had a long mirror behind it and a crowd around it. All the seats were taken. Across the dance floor from the bar were booths of red leather. Techno music boomed from the speakers. It looked like many of the patrons were “touchy-feely” on the dance floor, and some with their tongues out and eyes glazed, probably from doing ecstasy.

“Wanna get a booth?” I said, a bit wobbly from the low black pumps I wore. I had to try and concentrate on my walking without it becoming too obvious.

“No, why don’t we hang out first and see what the place is like first. Or, if you’re hungry we can get a table.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “We can stand here and see what we catch!” Olive laughed and nodded in agreement.

We ordered two Margheritas, and stood with our backs to the bar, just looking around. I had that dark “punkish look” that I loved so well, and Olive had a short leather skirt on with four-inch heels that was her signature style. It wasn’t long before we were approached by two guys who obviously had getting laid or something close to it on their minds. One of them was kind of cute with a “preppy look,’ short, brown curly hair, a wide smile, and bright blue eyes. His friend was the rough, muscular type that I fantasized over, and my cock in its little cage was straining to get out. His cute friend did the talking.

“So, how are you girls doing tonight?,” he said, using a worn out, dull and tasteless line.

Olive answered for the both of us. “Oh, we’re just standing here at this bar waiting to be swept off our feet by two men with clever pick-up lines.” She meant that as a punch to the gut, and if it was, it didn’t show on the jerk’s face.

It was at that point at which I felt the power that a good-looking girl would have over guys with cheesy pick-up lines. The same kind of lines that my dull, old Simon-self would have used; tasteless, and without any imagination. I was in the driver’s seat for the first time, and it felt good.

The guy built like a tank was smirking and looking at me, probably thinking that I was an easy lay, and was quite eager to get into my pants. I wanted him to.

Blue eyes responded to Olive. “You never know. My buddy here and me might just be the pair to do it.” Olive was quiet and he said, looking at both of us. “Oh, my name is Brad, and this is my friend Roger.”

“Nice to meet you Brad, Roger,” Olive said. “I’m Olive, and this gorgeous creature is my best friend Simra.”

Blue eyes said, “Simra, now that’s an unusual name, pretty. What kind of a name is that?”

I shrugged my shoulders and answered. “It’s the name my parents gave me.” Blue eyes nodded, and Olive was smiling. Roger was the quiet one, so I took the initiative.

“So, Roger, what do you do?”

“I work in construction – I’m an electrician’s apprentice.”

I should have figured that. He had big, beefy hands that looked like they could hold power equipment, go through walls, (or hold onto my she cock), that type of stuff.

“And what do you do Simra,” Roger said. “I hang out in bars Saturday nights and fend off boring questions from guys that don’t know the first thing about what girls like.” Olive looked like she saw a side of me she had never seen before: a real bitch.

But Roger wasn’t put off. “You wanna remain mysterious, that’s fine with me, or you wanna dance?”

“Actually, I’m in the hospitality business, and I’m looking for a job in a hotel, and maybe one day start up my own bed and breakfast in some country place.”

“That’s interesting. I admire that, it shows initiative. It’s not easy starting up a business these days.”

Brad had engaged Olive in some conversation I couldn’t hear on account of the music being so loud.

“Yeah,” I said, eyeing him over. “I would like to dance. Let’s go.”

Roger pulled me gently but firmly through my arm and led me to the dance floor. It was a fast number, but with techno music, I wasn’t sure if you called it “a number” or whatever it was. It was just fast.

I didn’t waste any time, I was horny as fuck because earlier that day, I drove myself to orgasm just by sucking on one of my extra-long dildos. So, I began grinding my waist into Roger’s front. The blinking lights that could cause an epileptic seizure, blocked anyone from seeing what was going on, but I know that Roger felt it, because he pulled himself tighter into me.

I reached up to his face and kissed him; he was about four-inches taller than me. He wrapped his arms around me and started groping my chest. I pulled his arms away and placed them around my waist. I didn’t want a guy pawing my breasts just yet.

I was feeling really raunchy; slut-like. I have a low tolerance for alcohol, and the Margherita made things that otherwise would make no sense, actually make sense, so I took Roger by the arm and led him to the restrooms. I looked at his face and he had an expression of bewilderment, but he quickly got the idea.

There was just one guy at the urinal, the whole place smelled like piss, and this joint wasn’t classy enough to have an attendant in it. I found an open stall which looked clean enough, and I went to work right away.

I spread paper towels on the floor under my knees, and I started work on his zipper. My nails, which were fake, and painted black, made unzipping his fly somewhat difficult, but not impossible. I didn’t want to seem too desperate, but I was – I wanted his cock very badly.

I then undid his pants and pulled them down around his ankles. His cock was enormous and tented up through his boxers, almost tearing the fabric. He was looking down at me and grinning. I smiled back at him and slid his boxers down just underneath his balls. I wasn’t prepared for what popped out. His cock was at least eight-inches long, and the widest cock I’d ever seen – even on YOUTUBE.

I wasted no time in planting my deep purple painted lips on the tip of his cock, circling it with my slick tongue. He stood there and moaned, pushing my head onto it deeper. It almost made me gag, so I pulled back a little and started my up and down sucking motion. My mouth was getting wetter and wetter, my tongue making circles around the Boa Constrictor in my mouth.

He met my sucking by pushing his hips back and forth on me, his balls smacking my face. We were locked in a frenzy of sucking and licking. My shoulders were hitting the stall door, and I could hear a couple of guys outside laughing. I wished that there was a line of guys ready for me to suck on their cocks. I was in slut heaven.

Roger made a gasp, and my cock was in pain, straining against the cage. Before I knew what was happening, a hot shot of white, sticky cum was all inside my mouth. There was so much, that I couldn’t keep up with swallowing it all, so some dribbled down the sides of my mouth. He was still pushing out his jizz, so holding his cock in my fist, I took it out of my mouth, and let him shoot a wad on my face. It landed in my eyes, blinding my right eye for a second, and making my mascara run.

I licked his cock clean, and then stood up (my knees were aching, but it was worth it) facing him, and kissing him full on the mouth, giving him a taste of his own jizz.

He licked my face clean. My wig was tussled up, and my face probably looked like a mess. We stood there kissing, but I wanted to cum desperately, so I did what any good slut-whore would do. I asked him, with cum-mouth, “How would you like to fuck me Roger?”

“Oh yeah, babe! You’re fucking wild! But . . . I don’t know if I can get hard again so fast.”

“I have a solution,” I said. Reaching down to my handbag which was on top of a paper towel, I pulled out a black cock-ring. He looked shocked.

“Wow babe, you sure do come prepared!” I grinned in the evilest way I could.

“Here stud,” I said. “Place this on your cock.”

He spent a second or two looking over the contraption, and then slid it on over his cock. In about one minute his cock was hard again. He smiled and said, “Now we’re in business!”

Roger pulled me toward him and started to hike my dress up facing him. I wasn’t ready for that yet, so I spun myself around, and said, “No Roger, this way,” and I turned my back on him and stuck my butt out towards him and pulled the G-String off to the side of my left butt cheek.

I reached down into my bag again and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly, rubbing a good amount on my “bussy” and some on his sticky cock. He moaned when I did that. God, I was so fucking horny, I didn’t wait for any stupid conversation. I pushed my ass back onto his cock.

“Here,” I said. “Spread my ass wide. He did so, and before I knew what was happening, he had penetrated me. I was glad I practiced a lot at home with my dildo collection, because this boy was HUGE.

My cock was throbbing inside my cage. “Oh, wow Sim, you are so damn tight. I love it.”

“I’m glad you like it,” I was panting. “I fucking love it,” I said.

Now we were in a rhythm of hard ass fucking that was driving me insane. Several times, he went deep enough to hit my P-spot and kept going faster and faster. I tried to prolong my “sissygasm” as long as possible, but with this guy, I knew it would be difficult.

His balls were smacking my ass this time instead of my face. Ha! I was getting it from both ends tonight. I went back on him faster and faster until he let out a loud moan! I felt his hot cum enter my bussy, and it was enough to send me over the edge. I came loudly in the front pouch of my thong, soaking the gaff, and leaking out a dark stain. I was sending out pulse after pulse of jizz.

Roger went faster and faster until he pulled out from sheer exhaustion. “My God, Simra, you’re absolutely unbelievable!”

I turned around to face him, and some of my jizz was dripping down the insides of my thigh, mixed with Roger’s. Then, mechanically, like it was business as usual, I pulled up my tight black jeans, organized myself, and both of us left the stall. There were two guys inside, gawking at us, as I made my way over to one of the sinks to clean my face up a bit.

I wondered where Olive and Brad were, so I told Roger, “Try and find Olive and Brad, I’m going outside for a cigarette.”

Roger was looking around the dance floor, and at the booths against the wall. When I got outside, I lit up one of my long, all -white, Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. I missed the days when you could smoke in the bars in New York.

I noticed Olive and Brad just to my right. She was smoking as well. We made eye contact and smiled.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

___________________________

_______________


After that night, I didn’t see Roger anymore, or even bother to get his number, and neither did Olive get Brad’s. Both of us didn’t think there was anything special about either one of them. Olive was not the slut type like I was, she was more of the “vanilla” variety. More about that in a bit.

But that was okay, we were still very close friends and went out a lot of times together. I had decided to transition to a full trans female or “Shemale,” since I liked the term better. It made me feel better about myself, no shame, no doubts as to who I really was.

Like I said when I first met Olive, and then later as I began my transition – Olive was like my “little sister.” I was very protective of her, and we always knew where each of us was going and what we were up to.

The thing that changed in our relationship was a biggie – it was sexual. Olive found me more appealing as a transgender woman than she did the old Simon. She was in love with Simra, and the feeling was mutual. Yup, it was official; we were a couple. Olive provided me the stability I needed and was very accepting of my sexual tastes and lifestyle. She loved it when I fucked her (both ways), and she, for the first time in her life, was used to a “boy clitty” in her mouth and taking the huge loads I provided.

Olive was tired of where she was living, and our closeness only grew, so the logical thing was for Olive to move in with me. We jelled nicely together.

One day, Olive decided to leave her job at the coffee place and go for something more in the realm of the business world. In Manhattan in those days, the most exciting and temperamental of all businesses was commercial real estate. So, she went on “Zip Recruiter,” and found a firm in mid-town that wanted her. Olive had gotten her real estate license a few years ago while she was in college. She called it a fall-back thing; in case she couldn’t find another job to her liking.

She had been working there a few weeks already and on a Friday evening we were in our living room just cuddling after she sucked me off. She wanted to discuss our plans for the weekend. It was May, the weather was getting warm, and we thought we’d go clubbing in the Hamptons.

By this time, I was a fully experienced cum-sucking slut, all my sexual fantasies were being satisfied; both inside and outside the house. I was even thinking about making a “business” out of my sexual exploits but avoid using any terminology that would lead one to think of prostitution, or any other “escort,” or shady pursuit. I thought of billing myself as an “adult pleasure consultant.” I had Orlando, Florida in mind, and of course Olive would move there with me.

Something didn’t look quite right with Olive. I asked her what the matter was. What she said enraged me.

“Olive honey, you’ve been sulking around all night and looking pre-occupied. What’s wrong?”

She looked away from me, ashamed, and said nothing.

I turned her towards me on the couch. “Out with it!” I said. She looked at me with tears in her eyes.

“Hey, I’m sorry for sounding rough, kiddo, but I care about you. I love you, and you’re my little sister,” I said, trying to get a smile out of her.

She took a deep breath. “Well Sim, it’s like this. I rented out a large ground floor office space on Third Avenue. It’s going to be a big office supply store.”

“Wow! Congratulations! That should make your bosses happy, no? Nice comish, right?”

“Yeah that’s the problem. One of the bosses, my immediate superior, Charlie Kincaid is a little ‘too happy.’”

“What do you mean?”

I could see that Olive was uneasy talking about this, so I got out a bottle of wine and we each had a cigarette.

“He called me into his office to congratulate me, and started talking about how I was going places with this firm and how happy he was about my performance, and what I could do to make it even better. That’s when things got a little weird.”

“What do you mean exactly by ‘weird?’”

“I was standing in front of his desk, and he came over to me and got really close, and started saying things like how attractive I was, and if I had a boyfriend, and how he could make my life so much better. That’s when he patted my ass and swooped in to kiss me. I couldn’t break free Sim, and he kissed me on the mouth and put his grubby, fat little hands under my blouse.”

“That son of a bitch!!! I’ll fuck that guy up!”

“Oh no Sim, please don’t do anything crazy. He’ll get me canned, and then I’ll be out of a job.”

“So, what’s your plan? Can’t you go to HR?”

“That’s when he got this really twisted look on his face, and told me if I did anything like that, well, things could happen to me!”

“Wow. . .so he physically threatened you, huh?”

“Yes, he did.” Now Olive started crying, and I pulled her close to me, and tried to soothe her. “It’s okay honey. We’ll figure something out. Now, you’re telling me all this happened in his private office?”

“Yeah, he’s got blinds on the long windows that he likes to keep shut. I’m not the only one he pulls shit on. I’ve seen many girls walk into the creep’s office.”

“Is he married?”

“Yeah, he’s married with two small kids. He keeps the picture frame on the same desk that he bends the girls over on.”

I thought about it for a while. “I think I may have an idea. Are there any openings in your company?”

“Well yeah, there’s an opening for a secretarial position – typing and filing mostly, but what about it?”

“I’m not working now. Maybe I could come work there, and maybe get close to him. Know what I mean?” I winked when I said that.

“Tell you what,” I said. “Play it cool with him and tell him you have a friend who wants the temp position – the secretary’s job, and you happen to know ‘the girl is open.’”

For the first time in the evening, Olive smiled. “You know what Sim? I think it may work!” She laughed. “What are you planning to do?”

“Well, if I get the job, maybe you could set up a ‘nanny cam’ in the office and I could really make life difficult for the scumbag!”

Olive thought pensively for a moment and drank from her wine glass. “It might just work Sim. There’s a BEST BUY down the street from the office and I’m sure I could pick up a small device from there that will fit on the shelf somewhere. I’ll approach the bastard on Monday. I’ll even set up the interview.”

“Okay,” I said. “Here’s something else. It sounds like a plan. Now maybe we could, you know, ‘double team’ the prick. How can he resist a threesome, eh’?”

She came closer to me on the couch, and we kissed and hugged. “Umm, I don’t know how I feel about touching the gross piece of shit, but you on the other hand . . .”

I loved it – using my skills for a delicious blackmail plot. I would be my Olive’s ‘Guardian Sissy.’

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

___________________________

_______________


Monday morning rolled around, and Olive went into Charlie’s office. She acted like she was into “playing his game,” and mentioned she had a friend who was interested in the secretarial position, and that her girlfriend was “active.” It was an abstract term to describe some girl that would like to fuck Charlie’s brains out, and the promise of a threesome, really got Charlie’s juices flowing, and made his cock bulge, which Olive could see right away.

“That sounds terrific Olive! I see you’ve had a bit of a ‘change of heart.’ That’s good. Can your friend come in tomorrow. I don’t give a shit what her skills are, we can always find someone else to load the work onto – the three of us will have a grand old time.” Charlie tittered to himself and winked at Olive and left the office. Charlie liked model trains, and there was a toy locomotive on the shelf behind his desk. Perfect.

Now the only problem was how to get that camera inside the office. So, on her lunch break, Olive went to the BEST BUY electronics store down the street and had a plan.

Cynthia was one of the other girls in the office that also had a “thing” with Charlie that she wasn’t too happy about. When Olive got the camera, she came back to the office to speak to Cynthia about it. Cynthia was all in. Charlie had taken it a bit farther with her and had her bent over his desk every Wednesday like clockwork, a big increase than when it first started happening. So far, Olive had escaped that, but she felt that with every passing day, and with Charlie’s advances, her time was drawing nearer.

Olive gave the camera to Cynthia and on Wednesday she would plant it next to the locomotive, inside of a Bonsai tree that was on the shelf next to the train.

Olive spoke to Charlie and told him that I could come in on Thursday afternoon for the interview. She even emphasized that he would have a time “he wouldn’t forget.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6

___________________________
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So far, so good. It was Thursday morning and Charlie was out in the field until about one o’clock, and so Cynthia had plenty of time to plant “the nanny cam” inside the bonsai tree. It was positioned to give a nice, wide-angled view of the front of Charlie’s desk. I was due to come in for my interview at two-thirty, and I was well prepared. I wore a killer outfit – total assassin; black four-inch pumps, a black mid length satin skirt with a high slit up the side, a long sleeve, tight fitting satin blouse with a black laced bra underneath. By now I had some decent cleavage, and I was sure that today, this Charlie character would be looking down at it.

I took extra care with my makeup; my signature “Joan Jett” look, black lip gloss, heavy black mascara, purple eye shadow, and hoop earrings. I also wore a spiked choker for a little bit of a goth/punk style. When I walked in at two-twenty, a couple of minutes early, I had my Olive next to me. I think when Charlie saw me, his eyes fell on the floor somewhere. One thing was for certain, his cock was a ramrod.

Charlie was behind his desk, and when he saw Olive and I walk in he got up from behind his desk, with a salacious “Charlie grin” on it that Olive told me meant that Charlie was open for business.

“Charlie,” Olive began, “this is my friend Simra that I told you about.”

“Well, how do you do young lady, I’m Charlie Kincaid, the supervisor of the commercial agents here. So, I understand you’re interested in a bit of some temporary secretarial work, is that right?”

“Yes Mr. Kincaid. I can type and file, and I’m pretty computer savvy (which was true).”

“Why that sounds great. Olive, I think this means you’ll get a nice ‘finder’s bonus.’ Now how would you like that?”

“Oh, that sounds very nice Mr. Kincaid.”

“Now, uh, Simra is it?”

“Yessir,” I said.

“I’m not sure what Olive told you about our place of work, but we like to think of ourselves as ‘one happy family,’ isn’t that right Olive?”

“Yes it is Sir.”

“Now what that means, Simra, and I’ll be frank about it; you have to please the boss – me.” He held up his hand when I started to speak. “Now you look like a smart young lady, and if you play along, you’ll go far in this company. In fact, it could end up being more than just temporary. Why, Miss Devlin outside in the reception area is due for a big pay raise soon, as well as a promotion to a bonafide sales agent. The company paid for her realtor’s course and all.”

He looked at us both with a grin. “If you’ll notice, most of the field management people here in top positions are all women. Now how do you think they got that way, hum?”

He laughed. “So, any questions Simra?”

I wanted to appear as eager as possible.

“Just one Mr. Kincaid.”

“Please Simra, this is a nice friendly company; so, call me

‘Charlie,’” he said, “Okay?”

“Sure Charlie,” I said with an eager smile spreading from ear to ear. “When do we get started?”

Charlie was very impressed with me, his new potential hire and addition his sex stable. “See that Olive? If only you had been this eager to get started as soon as your friend Simra here, you’d really be somewhere in this company by now,” he said with a mild reprimand.

Charlie reached behind his desk for the cabinet below the window and took out a bottle of wine and three glasses. “I think this special time calls for a celebration. What do you think Olive? After all,” he said, eyes devouring me from top to bottom, and cock standing straight up in its tent, “you did very well by introducing Simra to our company.”

Charlie happily poured each of us a glass of the burgundy wine and raised his glass in a toast. “To new experiences and lots of job success!”

The three of us clinked our glasses for the toast. It would certainly be a “new experience” for Charlie, but as far as it being a “success,” I guess that depended on whose vantage point you looked at it from.
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Chapter 7

_______________________________
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We put the glasses down on the table, and Charlie was smacking his lips together and then spit on his hands and finger- combed his brown hair back. “Well now, let’s see,” Charlie said as if he was in a new car show room and deciding on which model to test drive first. “Humm, decisions, decisions,” he said with his fist under his chin like he was Rodin’s Thinker.

“Why don’t I give Simra here a spin. She looks like she’s craving cock so bad like she’s gonna burst if I don’t unload inside of her!” He was eagerly undressing me with his eyes, and he turned to Olive, who was standing, terrified. “Olive, you don’t mind if I begin fucking you after I’ve tasted your friend here first, now do you?”

“Of course Charlie, no problem. I know that Simra here is dying to suck your cock. I told her all about it.”

“Did you now? Well, that was mighty kind of you, Olive. Just watch now and please don’t be jealous.”

Truth be told, I was dying to suck Charlie’s cock and let him have his way with me. I was a consummate slut-whore.

Charlie got up from his swivel chair and walked around to the front of his desk where I stood. He came closer to me, and I threw my arms around his shoulders and kissed him hard, sending my tongue sailing into his mouth, and wrapping it around his tongue. He moaned through the kiss because I was using my black polished fingernails to grab his junk through his trousers.

He parted a second and said, breathlessly, “I can’t wait babe, my cock is throbbing like it’s got a pulse of its own.”

We resumed our passionate kiss, and with my right hand, I pulled down his zipper and then unbuttoned his trousers and undid his belt. He couldn’t wait, and dropped his pants until they curled around his ankles.

I felt for his boxers and slipped the top seam behind his balls and looked at his cock, now freely pointing up towards my face. It was nothing special, but it was certainly bigger than mine. It was also bigger than that guy Roger’s in the Iron Stallion in what seemed like an eternity ago.

Without missing a beat, I got down on the carpet of his office on my knees and put my mouth up against the boss’s cock. My tongue stuck out between my lips and aimed for the slit on the head of his cock. I tasted the sweet-salty mix of pre cum, and gave it a lick, which made even more come out, and made Charlie moan. “Wow babe, keep going!” he ordered.

Now I put the rest of his cock into my mouth, slowly, keeping my lips tight like a seal. The expectation of being filled with nice, warm, gooey jizz made my mouth water. I began thrusting, his cock turning black from my lip gloss; thrusting, sucking, and licking. He met my head butts with his waist, and I could feel his ball sack smacking me in the face.

He hissed between his teeth and then I pulled off him, because I had needs too – my cock was pushing hard against the cock cage, and I had sissy pre cum inside of my gaff already.

I pulled off him and his eyes widened with surprise. “Simra, what are you doing? I haven’t finished yet!”

“I know Charlie, how would you like to fuck me now instead?”

“Oh fuck yeah! Let’s go,” he said as he reached for the top of my thong.

“Not there Charlie; I’m tired of my pussy always getting the action. Let’s try something new here. How about my ass?”

Charlie laughed and looked at Olive. “You take notes now, Olive. I want you to be a real slut like your friend here!”

His eyes lit up and he grabbed onto his cock with his fist curled around it. I reached next to me on the floor and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, quickly from my bag. I turned my back to him and got between Charlie and the desk and bent myself over on top of the desk blotter, my ass pointed up to the ceiling. I pushed the G-String to the side of my ass cheek, and spread the jelly on my butt, and reached back to find his cock was eagerly in position. I gave him a generous helping of lube on his cock.

He was lined up good, and I started the action by slowly backing up on Charlie’s rod. His head was big, but my dildos at home were bigger, so I didn’t mind being stretched. I loved it in fact. He moaned with pleasure as his cock sank deeper and deeper into my nether region. I clenched my butt cheeks together as I was turned on by his deep penetration of me. Charlie’s hips gyrated like a paint stirrer and the sensation of his cock hitting the walls of my bussy was without words.

He went faster and faster inside of me, the expectation of his coming explosion was making my gaff soaked with pre cum already, even more than before.

Charlie’s hands gripped the sides of my butt cheeks as he went faster and faster, making my brain turn to jelly. I felt like I could feel his cock come out of my throat at any second.

Then, he did it – his cock shot its load deep into my ass, filling it up entirely with the hot, sticky cum that had probably been building up since last night. Shot after warm shot went into me, sending electric shocks through my entire nervous system. It was too much for me, and I emptied my own load into my thong, my “sissygasm” leaking my own jizz down the insides of my thighs.

I could also feel warm streams of Charlie’s jizz rolling down my butt cheeks, as he kept on thrusting. After what seemed like an eternity, the boss pulled out of me, obviously pleased with his new hire; and I, of course was pleased with the new connection that Olive had given me.

In a way it almost seemed a shame that Charlie should be humiliated for doing only what felt good to me. But my altruistic side realized that I was doing this plan for the girls who didn’t want this to be done to them.

I wasn’t fully satisfied either, and I wondered, maybe as a kind of self-justification, if I revealed my cock to Charlie, what would his reaction be? I didn’t have to worry about any repercussions, because I had my insurance policy – the video camera to rely upon in case things went south.

“Simra, you’re hired!” Charlie said with a grin. “You can start on Monday.”

Olive stood behind us with a quizzical look on her face that she showed to me. I took that as my cue that I had to go on with the plan.

“I’m not done yet Charlie,” I said in a deadpan tone.

“What do you mean ‘I’m not done.’ I heard you cum!”

An evil grin crossed my face and as Charlie’s eyes were glued to the front of my thong, I pushed it down and my cock popped out. His mouth opened in astonishment. With a courage and a feeling of power I never knew I had, I said, “Okay Charlie, now it’s your turn to bend over the desk. Whaddya say boss? One good turn deserves another.” I didn’t know what I was expecting – being thrown out of the office, smacked, punched . . . or killed???

Instead, Charlie said, “Wow, this is a pleasant surprise Simra. Come on, let’s see what ya’ got!”

I said nothing. Olive’s mouth hung open in astonishment. My feelings of lust gave right in, and I reached for tube of K-Y and took my cock out of the cage, and let it drop to the floor, next to the key. Then, I spread the K-Y on Charlie’s ass and on my newly freed and stretched, hard she cock.

I lined up straight on Charlie, and pushed the tip right in. He moaned with pleasure. Charlie was not as tight as I had expected, but it was still good. I easily slid into his ass, spreading his butt cheeks apart with my hands, and started pumping. I went faster and faster, his ass seeming to suck me inside of him.

His fist grabbed onto his cock, and he had the luxury of being able to stroke it, whereas I did not. Charlie met me thrust for thrust, and soon we were in a hedonistic rhythm that nothing could stop. Charlie was grabbing the desk with his left hand, while his right continued stroking, and I kept pumping. I felt Charlie’s butt grind up against me with each back thrust. Then Charlie let out a moan and he shot another salvo of white, sticky cum onto the front of his desk.

The sights and sounds got me too and I shot a monstrous load all the way up Charlie’s ass and he moaned, grinding his ass around my cock, soaking up the whole feeling. I kept on pumping, until finally I thought my back would give out.

I pulled out, and Charlie stood up and faced me.

I almost hated doing it, but as I looked at my Olive, she gave me a nod, like now would be a good time. I knew I had to do what I really came here to do.

“Listen Charlie,” I began. “What you’ve been doing to the female employees of this office has to stop now! I have you on camera,” I said, as I walked over to the bonzai tree where Cynthia planted the camera. “It’s already uploaded to the cloud. If you don’t stop your little game that you’ve got going on in this office, harassing the female employees of this company, I’ll send a copy right away to Human Resources!”

Charlie looked flustered and pissed. I was ready for an explosion, bust Olive looked very proud of me, full of admiration and love.

“Human resources, eh? Is that what you’re going to do Simra?”

“Absolutely!”

“Well, what else do you want? I’ll start you as an agent instead, and I’ll even give Olive here a raise.”

I was flabbergasted, and so was Olive. “I don’t understand,” I said, not comprehending what I was hearing. It was so simple. It was definitely not what Olive and I or even Cynthia for that matter I’m sure, were expecting.

“Just a minute,” Charlie said as he picked up the phone on his desk.

“Yes, this is Charlie Kincaid. Could you please send Miss Forgash up to my office right away, please. Yes, thank you.”

In about three minute’s time, the door to Charlie’s office opened, and a beautiful red head, with long, flowing hair, and a mid-length tight black skirt walked in.

“Miss Forgash,” Charlie began. “We have a new employee to hire as a new agent. Simra, this is Dorothy Forgash, she’s the head of human resources. Simra, Dorothy.”

Quite flustered, I said meekly, “How do you do?”

“Dorothy,” Charlie said. Show Simra, and Olive here, what the ‘benefits’ of being part of this company are please.”

“Why I’d be happy to Mr. Kincaid.”

With that said, Dorothy unzipped her skirt and undid her belt, pulling her skirt down to her knees. She reached underneath her black thong, smirking at us. Charlie burst out in a fit of laughter I thought would tear the building and half of Midtown down.

Dorothy proudly revealed one of the largest cocks I’ve ever seen.

“I think you ladies have it all wrong!” Charlie said. “It looks like all of us have quite a few things in common,” he said, continuing to laugh. Olive and I looked at each other with shock and amazement.

“You see, in this office we are all one big happy family! I’m so glad you could join us Simra; and Olive, your positions and raise are quite secure. Now, what are we all waiting for? Let’s all of us have some fun!”

Olive looked at me and shrugged and said, “Welcome to the company Simra.”
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