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High-Heeled Coup

   by Kylie Gable

    

   She had set me up perfectly. I had to admit that I had been outmaneuvered, outthought and completely outwitted. Kendra Easton had baited a hook with a few rumors and a touch of sex appeal and poor sap that I am, I foolishly bit. I was going to lose my job and there was a very good chance I'd be spending some considerable time in prison. They act like there's some big difference between white collar prison and blue collar prison, but it's still just prison—A place where the price for dropping the soap could be quite painful, if not life altering.

   Harrington-Trask had hired me straight out of business school and by twenty-six I had a corner office and was considered one of the "wiz kids” of Wall Street. At age twenty-eight they hired Kendra Easton. She was friendly at first, but neither one of us was used to second place. Our competitive natures got the better of us and we waged a dirty war of attrition. When Hal Grayson finally retired, we were in direct competition for his spot on the Board. Whoever secured it would be set for life, but the loser would have to leave the firm rather than face their biggest competitor as their new boss. That suited me just fine.

   The one advantage that I had over Kendra was my masculinity. Wall Street is still an old boy's club. I could participate in our weekly basketball game at our private gym and drink with the big wigs after work. Then she shows up at the gym one week, playing for Federman's team and as she nearly breaks my ankle on a crossover dribble, I quickly learned that she was a Division III all-American point guard at Johns Hopkins. Go figure. Afterwards, she came out drinking with us, just another one of the boys. My masculine advantage completely gone.

   She steadily built up her status as an alpha while subtly diminishing me. It was corporate infighting at its best, nothing personal just business - but damn good business. She even volunteered to put on the annual Christmas show and then had me tabbed as Mr. and Mrs. Claus's trampy teenage daughter. It was such a beautiful ploy that left me absolutely no choice, having to either look like I wasn't willing to pitch in and be a team player or appearing in front of everybody in a slutty and very feminine costume. I’m still not sure which would have been the better option, I chose the second and then had to listen for weeks afterwards about what a hot girl I’d made, or could make. 

   That's when I started getting desperate. Too many meetings had some not so subtle comments about me "allowing clients to take me out in my Christmas dress" that were dismissed as good natured ribbing, but made me look both ineffectual and ridiculous. There’s an old saying that if you sling enough mud, some of it will stick. I knew that I was losing this game and I needed something to seriously boost my creditability back up again. I finally gambled on a merger rumor with money that I didn't have. When it didn't happen, I made things worse by trying to cover myself, I had to use more money that wasn't mine to cover the loss, and inevitably I left a trail. Hell, it was practically a homing beacon that led right to my door. Kendra didn’t even need to pounce on it, she knew she had me and slowly but relentlessly reeled me in. It was laughable just how easily she had played me, knowing  how desperate I’d become, she had created the false rumor, sat back and watched as I jumped in with both feet, then dug myself even deeper by trying to extricate myself. 

   Now scant hours before they decided which of us got the promotion, she had me in an unused conference room sealing my own fate with the ineluctable threat of prison hanging over me, like some modern day sword of Damocles.

    

   ***

    

   "Quit fidgeting and look up at the ceiling," she demanded as she began to apply dark eyeliner to my lower part of my left eye.

   "This is going to ruin me." I moaned.

   "No, prison would do that. This is going to save your job, now hold still."

   "Look you win, okay? I'll just withdraw my name from consideration."

   "Sorry Steve, but I simply can't leave any potential rivals wounded. I have to take you out of the game completely. It's nothing personal."

   "The hell it's not."

   "Well alright, maybe it is.  You could have welcomed me when I came here, but instead you decided to sabotage me. I could have lived with that, but when you started leaving badly Photoshopped X-rated pictures of me in the lunch room, you sealed your own fate."

   "You knew that was me?" he asked sheepishly.

   "In any case you're turning out even better than at Christmas time. Come on pucker up and I think you're about ready for show time."

   I sat mournfully on the comfortable leather chair feeling very exposed in a jaw-droppingly tight duplicate of the dress that Marilyn Monroe wore when she sang Happy Birthday to President Kennedy. Those black and white pictures never did justice to just how many rhinestones were on that thing. Across the hall, David Federman's sixtieth birthday party would be starting in about fifteen minutes. I was to hide in here for half an hour before I walked across the hallway and burst in to sing Happy Birthday Mr. Federman in my best Marilyn Monroe voice. Kendra had wasted no time or effort in making me into an exact replica of Marilyn right down to the platinum blonde wig and severe corset to give me the right shape, but she wasn't going to take any credit for it. Instead, I was going to claim that I did the whole thing myself.

   My choices were to humiliate myself in front of my bosses and pray to God I didn't lose my job, or else guaranteed prison time, scandal, and the end of a brilliant but brief young career. 

   I would have girded my loins if I knew what or even where they were, instead I steeled myself wishing that I had a stiff glass of single malt with me as I waited my entrance. Exactly thirty minutes after Kendra had left, I slunk out of the conference room put a big smile on my face and burst through the door to the office birthday party. 

   "Oh my God! Steve is that you?" she covered her mouth and tried to look shocked in an Oscar worthy performance. The rest of the room was surprised by my appearance in the figure hugging sequined gown. I made a beeline for our boss and standing behind his chair, I put my arms around him and then began in my breathiest, most seductive Marilyn imitation to sing "Happy Birthday Mister Federman". As I continued my faux seduction of our boss, the room was a mix of nervous laughter and stunned silence, with a few pitying looks thrown in. 

   "Very good," said Federman laughing nervously and pulling away from me. "Why don't you go change and then come back for a piece of cake." 

   "Oh this is comfortable enough Mr. Federman, I'm glad you liked it," I said picking up a piece of birthday cake. I was already under strict instructions from Kendra that I had better not make any attempt to remove even a stitch or clean off any of my makeup before the end of the work day. Of course, with her confiscating my suit, I didn't exactly have much choice anyway. 

   When they did finally announce that I didn't get the promotion and that they had gone with Kendra, I wasn't the least bit surprised though as tears welled up in my eyes I worried that my mascara would run. Her first order of business was to tell me that she wanted to meet with me bright and early at 7 o'clock Monday morning. I knew that my days at Harrington-Trask were numbered so I starting making phone calls to head hunters and contacts to find me a landing spot. I fully expected Kendra to fire me at that meeting. I even went back to my office on Saturday to pick up some personal things and make a few more calls. Working weekends wasn't unusual for me and I figured there was a very good chance that this would be one of those clean out your desk in fifteen minutes with a security guard standing behind me watching everything I did. 

   I dressed for work as I usually did on that Monday, but I made no special effort to impress Kendra. What would be the point? That ship had sailed, and sunk, a long time ago. It wasn't like I even wanted to work for her anyway. I spent Sunday polishing up my résumé and calling a few more old contacts. 

   When Monday morning finally did come and I went into my meeting with Kendra in her new office, I knew I was in for it. She wore a purple suit that was at once feminine and also professional, but she also wore a predatory smile that made me feel like a mouse about to be played with by a cat, batted around mercilessly before being devoured. 

   "Good morning Steve, I trust you had a pleasant weekend." 

   "Well actually—" 

   "Good, good, I did too," she interrupted. "This new job comes with lots of responsibilities you know." She stated brightly. 

   "So did you just call me in here to gloat? You’ve already told me that you wouldn't leave me around as a rival so I've started looking for a new job." 

   "That won't be necessary. In fact, the non-compete agreement that we had to sign when we started working here makes that a very bad option." 

   "That won't hold up when you fire me, you bitch." I replied with some vehemence. "Temper princess," she smirked. "Besides, I'm not going to fire you." 

   "Because you know that without me all my clients will bolt." 

   "Actually no, I've already talked to most all of them and they're more than happy to continue with us." 

   "So fire me already." 

   "Oh no, I had... something else in mind. But you're right, I'm not going to leave you as a rival, you're going to keep working for us... in a different position, and at a bit of pay reduction of course." 

   "I'm not going to take a pay cut or walk around here defeated so everybody can point at me and whisper about what a joke I am behind my back." 

   "Well that’s good, because you won't be up here. You'll be going down into the secretarial pool." 

   "The hell I will." 

   "Your choice, however your only other option is prison." 

   "Prison? You're not serious," I stammered. Did she know about the money I’d ‘borrowed’? If she did, it would be quite easy to convict me. 

   "I'll get you a soap on a rope as a goodbye gift if you're serious about leaving." "But... I'll be a freak. I don't want to be a male secretary," I pleaded. 

   "Then I do believe you're in luck," she said laughing in a way that sent a chill down the back of my spine.

    

   ***

    

   Walking to Kelly Anson's desk the following Friday was a humiliating experience. I was no longer wearing the comical costume of a male actor portraying a female, but instead was actually trying to fool people into thinking I was a female. I had spent the last four days under Kendra's tutelage, living at her place as she went about preparing me to assume the role of one of the secretaries, as a female secretary, but even after four days of extreme training I hardly felt ready to fool anybody, let alone the secretarial pool. 

   I remembered when I first came to work at the private equity firm; Ms. Anson was Seth Thornton's private secretary. Unfortunately, she was also his lover and a carefully discarded receipt from a lingerie shop let Mrs. Thornton find out the truth. Kelly Anson was summarily exiled to the secretary pool with all the speed and efficiency that the Soviets used to ship dissidents to Siberia. 

   "Ms. Anson, I'm —," I stammered as I approached her. 

   "I know who you are Stephanie. I know all about you." She smiled knowingly. "Oh." 

   "Don't worry. Outside of Ms. Easton there aren't too many people who know about your reassignment. In fact I'm the only person other than Ms. Easton and you who know it isn't exactly voluntary." 

   "And you're alright with it?" 

   "Hardly, but when has Harrington-Trask ever cared about what a secretary has to say. They obviously think that anybody with half a brain could do the job or they wouldn't have sent you down here totally untrained to do this job." 

   "I do have an MBA you know." 

   "That’s great, I’m sure it'll really help when you’re making the coffee for us, and fetching our lunches for us. Let me show you to your desk." 

   I dutifully followed behind her until she stopped and watched my gait. She smiled at me saying "I'll say this; you've got that walk down better than most of the new hires. You might even be able to fool a few people, for a while." 

   "I need to fool everybody." 

   "Well I certainly won't give you away but these women are very perceptive. Don't think that because they're secretaries they aren't intelligent, or you'll learn to regret it." "Yeah, I'm sure," I said dismissively. 

   Despite being surrounded by lots of young and attractive women from the secretarial pool, I was now totally isolated. I wasn't going to make any friends when my number one priority was to keep my distance so that the women I worked with didn't figure out I wasn't a woman as well. 

   The first three weeks of my new job were seriously monotonous, but I threw myself into learning to be a good or at least a competent secretary. Mostly I just got their coffee, did some filing, and tried hard not to get noticed. 

   Then three weeks into the new job everything changed. Kendra Easton made a surprise visit to our floor and made sure that Kelly took her straight to my station. When they came to see me, I was busy taking everybody's lunch order, making very sure that I had it all correct. It was just another demeaning aspect of my new position, at the very bottom of the pole. 

   "Aww, are you pining away down here slut?" rang out Kendra's familiar vocal cadence behind me. "Do you now spend your days dreaming of meeting a dark, handsome man who will take you away from all of this, slut?" 

   "Hello Ms. Easton," I said, turning and smiling pleasantly and professionally. "Well, well how the mighty have fallen," mocked Kendra. "Oh, I just love that suit. 

   You look absolutely great in pinks, they really bring out your complexion." 

   "Is there anything else you'd like to see, Ms. Easton?" asked Kelly pointedly trying to guide my tormentor away. 

   "Tell me Kelly, how is our new girl working out?" asked Kendra. 

   "About as well as could be expected," replied Kelly. "She’s had no secretarial training as you know." 

   "I want to see her do better than that. She'll work morning, noon, and night to be the best secretary in this whole firm, won't you Stephanie?" 

   "Yes, Ms. Easton." 

   "You know Stephanie, I’ve just bought a new condo downtown. I do believe it used to be yours. I imagine you're not living in the same neighborhood now though, what with the pay cut and all." 

   She was right, I was now a well-paid secretary making nearly $50,000 a year. However, I used to make that every couple of weeks. I had some great investments that had kept me afloat, but I'd had to really trim down my expenses. I quit my wine club, sold my condo, and both of my cars. Even the summer home was now on the market. 

   "That's a great location, I’m sure you’ll like it there." I said smiling, though it killed me. 

   "Yes it is," she smirked. "I'll have to have you over sometime. I could definitely make use of a maid." 

   "We should get going Ms. Easton" nudged Kelly. 

   "Yes, I wouldn't want to prevent the new girl from getting everybody's lunch order right. I'll talk to you later Stephanie" mocked Kendra as she walked off with Kelly. I sat in my cubicle and tried hard to think happy thoughts. But it was very difficult, Kendra made me so mad but she had knocked me down so far below her that I couldn't imagine any way to get revenge that wouldn't involve a long prison stretch for me. 

   One of the other secretaries could hear me muttering and pounding my fist on my desk and came over to comfort me. Candace was twenty-six years old and had been working for the firm for four years now. She was half-Dominican and half-Italian and that mix was a great combination on her. She was always friendly to everybody, just as long as you didn't cross her. She also had the long legs and the figure of a model. 

   "You put up with a lot of shit from that bitch" she said handing me a tissue. 

   "Thanks, but I'm not going to cry... wait, you heard that whole exchange?" I asked. 

   "It would have been hard not to. She really has it out for you, what did you do to her?" 

   "But... then you know I'm—-well you know." 

   "That you're a man? Oh everybody knows that. You can fool people from a distance, but secretaries are some of the most observant people in the world. We're trained to know what the boss needs before even the boss does. We had you figured by your second day here." 

   "I guess I've always known you were having a good laugh at my expense. I see the way that everybody looks down on me." 

   "Nobody looks down on you for being a secretary Stephanie, at least not down here. I've probably been a little colder to you than I normally would because I resented having you thrown completely untrained into this place. The big wigs have no idea how much we do for them. They simply assume that anybody can do what we do." 

   "I admit, I guess I did always take the secretarial pool for granted," I replied sheepishly. "Nobody else even really has them anymore, besides Harrington-Trask." 

   "You know why that is," complained Linda a fiery redhead joining our conversation. "It's because they can pay us less than personal secretaries. They make billions of dollars every year, but they kept the secretarial pool just to save a couple of hundred thousand dollars." 

   "I really had no idea," I confessed. 

   "Nobody up there does, we practically run this whole place but we don't get the six figure bonuses. So if anybody has given you the perception that they look down on you it's probably because they still see you as one of those guys." 

   "People in the secretarial pool are sick and tired of always getting dumped on, so believe me seeing Kendra dump on you like that will only help your rep down here," offered Candace. "Why don't we all go for lunch today?" 

   Just like that, I had friends at work again. No, I shouldn't say again. For the first time in my life I had actual friends at work, real friends, who weren't just looking to network with me, find a sign of weakness and stab you in the back when it was most opportune for their own career. These were friends who would watch your back for you and cover for you if you needed it. Lunch hours and coffee breaks became fun times, full of office gossip and laughter between friends. The women all knew I was male and had no desire to be accepted as a female, but they accepted me anyway and didn’t ask awkward questions.

    

   ***

    

   Then it happened. Exactly three months after being exiled to the secretarial pool I was needed again. I was peremptorily summoned up to Kendra's office. It was my first time in my old department since I’d cleaned out my desk and I felt like I was a teenager at a Twins game and had just snuck down to the good seats with my bleacher ticket. I had that feeling like any moment somebody would throw me out, but even worse I was terrified about being spotted. I doubted anybody would recognize me in my plum dress, under all my makeup and hair, but I had no idea who knew about what happened to me, and who just assumed that I’d moved on to a corner office somewhere else. 

   Her secretary motioned for me to enter Kendra's office. She seemed efficient, but with her mousy blonde hair and bored look she paid scant attention to me and I guess that made sense, to her I was just another secretary. 

   "Come on in Stephanie," smiled Kendra from her desk. "Why don't you give me a twirl?" 

   "Pardon me?" 

   "Twirl for me," she motioned drawing circles in the air with her finger. "I want to see how that dress looks on you." 

   I rolled my eyes, but reluctantly did as I was instructed. "Happy?" 

   "Ecstatic Stephanie," chirped Kendra. "That's a very pretty dress, it shows a lot of leg and still looks professional for the office." 

   "I’m pretty certain you didn't call me up here to discuss fashion." 

   "No, I guess not. What do you think of my secretary?" 

   "I don’t know her, she’s fine, I suppose." 

   "She's a temp. I'd like to make you my permanent secretary." 

   "I'm sure you would. So you could enjoy watching me squirming under your thumb every day, constantly gloating in your victory over me." 

   "No Steve, first it wasn’t that big a victory, for me anyway. Second I want you to be my secretary because I'm going places and I'm taking Harrington-Trask with me. I believe with you on my team, I, we, could go to amazing places." She got up from her chair and came around to the front of the huge oak desk. Leaning back against the desk, she rubbed my knee as she tried to coax me, "This is a one-time chance I’m offering you to get back to the big time." 

   "Could I go back to being Steve again?" 

   "No," she laughed. "You're Stephanie now, for as long as you work here." "No dice then." 

   "Don’t be so hasty, hear me out first. You help me for a few months and I get your past indiscretions erased, even get you out of the secretarial pool and probably back into your old life... albeit not at Harrington-Trask." 

   "You make a tempting offer, you must really need me." 

   "Hardly, but we are looking at acquiring Braymont again and nobody knows more about Braymont than you." 

   "Yeah, which is why I recommended against any kind of merger with them. The liquidity problems alone would leave us way too vulnerable. That bit of advice is for free." 

   "I think we can still make it work," she said confidently. 

   "So you want me to do the same job as you, but still get paid a secretary's salary?" 

   "Actually, as my private assistant, you would get a considerable pay increase. It's got to be hard to be constantly having to buy new pantyhose or nail polish on a lowly secretary's salary." 

   "Go fuck yourself. I'm not going to go up there just so you can exploit me." 

   "Your forgetting something, you've got no choice. I’ll bet with your new look, you'll be real popular in prison." 

   So it was with real sadness and some trepidation that I packed up my things and made the trip upstairs to Mergers and Acquisitions. It was the lifeblood of the firm and my best chance to get back my masculinity, but I didn't trust Kendra at all. She obviously had an agenda and would set me up again just as surely as she did last time. But ‘once bitten twice shy’, this time I would be going in with my eyes open, wary and hopefully able to spot the traps before it was too late. I also sensed that Kendra was far too comfortable, almost complacent around me. She had bested me so easily, putting me right out of the game without raising a sweat so that she now saw me as no threat. 

   I was extremely proud to say that the other secretaries were obviously sad to see me go when I made the trek back upstairs. 

   "You'll always have a friend down here when you need one," said Candace at a rather tearful margarita fueled lunch hour. Even Kelly told me she wished me luck and to watch out for Kendra. That was nothing I didn't know already, but I appreciated the sentiment. It would seem that I had made more real friends in my short time downstairs than I had in all the years working upstairs.

    

   ***

    

   "I’m about to have a meeting with the representatives from Braymont. I've read over all your old files but I need you to bring me up to speed on any recent developments" ordered Kendra. She had wasted no time in picking my brain even as she made sure my daily experiences as her secretary were humiliating. Only a few moments earlier, I’d sat in and took notes on a meeting between her and Jack Morgan. I don't think he recognized me but it certainly humbled and humiliated me to see my old rival and golfing buddy, who I’d spent many an evening with in various bars checking out the local talent, now staring at my pantyhose encased legs and now checking out the effect that the three-inch sandals I wore were having on my ass in my tight khaki skirt. 

   At least twice, he became so distracted that he entirely lost focus on the meeting. He was such a dog when we worked together only now it seemed that I was his target for acquisition. He started with small flirtations like complimenting me on my silky black blouse and my perfectly manicured scarlet finger nails, but he quickly graduated to "accidentally" brushing against me and then blatant gawking. Rather than being upset by his schoolboy advances, I could tell that Kendra was thoroughly enjoying that she had been able to put me in such a position, and that with one stern look she could ensure that I would endure it, simpering and giggling pathetically. 

   "There isn't much to tell Ms. Easton. As it says in the files we closely examined the possibility of merging with Braymont, which given their situation at the time would actually have been more of an acquisition. We decided not to go through with it because we couldn't make the numbers work. Braymont is definitely undervalued but they also have too many long term open positions for the risk to be accurately quantified. I don’t believe that anything has changed since that report. There's definitely something there and we would be a good fit, but they're overleveraged and would open us up to huge liquidity problems. We could easily become embroiled in some major agency issues and even have a potential proxy fight on our hands. The Courtnall Group is still shopping them around as far as I know, as they are desperate to offload them and need the liquidity that they’re having to provide, in other areas. In short it's a very aggressive move which has the potential to be a big winner, but there's just as big a chance of bringing us down along with them. I decided that it was too much of a gamble and so advised against it." 

   While talking I could see the effect of what I was saying was having on Kendra. She had a look in her eyes of a gambler, willing to risk all to make that big win. 

   "I'm sure that you did, you pussy" replied Kendra condescendingly as she locked her office door. "That's always been your problem. You see problems and you hesitate. I see what I want and I act." 

   "Ms. Easton?" 

   "You're my little bitch now and that role suits you perfectly. Look at you prancing around in your short little skirt, your makeup is almost too perfect. I was always a tomboy, I could never get used to wearing this crap every day, but you, you've taken to being a slutty little secretary like a duck to water." 

   "Kendra, you're scaring me now." 

   "Such a little bitch," she laughed. "I love it." She ripped open my blouse sending half dozen little buttons spilling out over the floor. Then she kissed me deeply on the lips, our lipsticked mouths momentarily wrestling for domination before I managed to pull away. 

   "Get away from me, this is harassment," I spluttered. 

   "No, this is an acquisition," she announced grabbing my right arm and wrenching it painfully up behind my back while pushing me over her desk. She pushed my chest down on top of the blotter as she opened the drawer next to me. 

   "Get off of me," I demanded. "I’ll scream." 

   Unfortunately my hesitation cost me. Before I could yell for rescue she shoved her still-moist panties into my mouth and quickly secured them in place by wrapping a roll of packing tape around my head about ten times. "I'm so glad I keep a few spare pairs of pantyhose around for these sort of emergencies" she declared as she turned her attention to lashing my wrists very securely behind my back. I couldn't pull my wrists free, and soon it was way too late leaving me to unable to do anything but helplessly moan into the makeshift panty gag. Two more pairs of pantyhose were used to secure each of my ankles wide to the legs of her desk. This left me awkwardly struggling for balance and enabled her to easily push my torso back down on her desk with very little effort. 

   I could hear her sitting down on her desk chair and reach into a very expensive black leather briefcase. I felt her pull down my panties and hose and push up my skirt. Soon she was applying lube to my asshole and I was crying out a muffled plea into my panty gag. 

   "I've wanted to do this almost since we met," she taunted me, bringing over her ten inch strapon dildo in front of my face where I could see it. "I think it's very important that we firmly establish which one of us is the alpha and which one of us is the bitch in this relationship." 

   "I’ll give you one guess as to which one you are" she smiled a predatory grin and then she resumed her position behind me and wasted no time in forcing the rubber phallus deep inside me. I kept trying my bonds but she was so driven, I honestly don't know that it would have done me any good to be untied. She was much fitter than I was and she was so wild with lust, totally consumed by her power that I wouldn't have had much luck shaking her off me even if I wasn't tied up. 

   "Yeah take this, bitch," she cried raking my back with her nails as I shuddered. She pumped so forcefully and with such passion, it was a very awkward and uncomfortable
feeling, but I couldn't help myself becoming aroused. I started pushing back to meet her thrusts. 

   "Yes! I knew you'd love this Stephanie. You are such a slut, but don't you worry I'm going to get you the real thing too. You wouldn't believe how many clients are always looking for a hot piece of ass and now I'm going to have you on hand to take care of that. You may even get a few five star dinners out of it. You'd like that wouldn't you, my little bitch?" 

   I cried out into the gag. I wasn't gay and had no desire to have a guy fuck my ass but hearing her talk about it in such a way was turning me on. We were both a sweaty mess by this point, but still she kept pumping away. I knew the walls of her office weren't much of a noise absorber but she didn't care. She continued to cry out in ecstasy and in her total and absolute possession of me. She finally gave a deep gasp and collapsed on top of my back. I sighed in frustration as I had been about to cum myself. 

   "Fuck that was hot! Was it good for you too, baby?" she teased. "I'll tell you what, I'm going to go home for some lunch and to change my clothes. So you'll have about an hour if you're desperate enough, you can have my permission to fuck my desk. Of course I'll know because of the puddle on the floor, but you can clean that up later." 

   Just like that she got off me and stepped out of the strapon leaving the dildo buried deep in my ass. "Oh you're going to be so sore when that comes out," she laughed gently slapping my ass. "I'll see you in an hour, have fun with yourself." 

   Now I was left all alone and as pitiful as I know this sounds, I humped her desk to orgasm, twice.

    

   ***

    

   I knew that Kendra had made me her secretary because she wanted my knowledge of Braymont, but I couldn't shake the feeling that the main reason I was now working for her was that she enjoyed the power trip. It wasn’t enough to know that she had bested me, she was now reveling in seeing me mincing around in my heels, her once formidable male rival now fetching her coffee as a lowly female secretary. She had won and she wanted to rub it in. 

   My own personal life was rapidly collapsing. I was losing friends left, right and center as with my new reduced circumstances I no longer had the cash to run in my old circles. Not being able to talk about work made me feel ostracized like I had nothing in common with any of them anyway. The girls I used to run around with also became scarce when my money dried up. I spent a lot of lonely night’s home alone watching television shows. 

   The one group that never forgot me was the girls from the secretarial pool. Candace especially made an effort to take me out for lunch every so often and along with the other secretaries from the pool she always encouraged me to hang in there. By then, I badly needed the encouragement and that was the only reason that this one particular Friday night found me out at a local club with them. There were plenty of cute girls there, but unfortunately, I was in a short black dress and white go-go boots with a four-inch heel. Even Kelly was out that night and assured me I looked fine, I should just loosen up and have some fun. I had wanted to go out in my male clothes but Candace wouldn't hear of
it. She told me it would be too strange being out with me as a guy. She wanted a girls' night out and so although feeling pressurized I relented. 

   The club was noisy and crowded. It smelled of an odd mix of body spray and pricey Tom Ford cologne. This was a typical club for young twenty-something’s with little cash, but it's proximity to the financial district meant it attracted a good few of the moneyed types. It was almost a rite of passage for MBAs making six figures, to try and pick up the hottest and most broke twenty-two year olds. 

   The girls from the secretarial pool were all attractive women but they would be ignored by the big fish. Twenty-five was considered too old for the kind of no strings hook up they were looking for. That didn't matter to us as this was ladies night. We were far more interested in drinking and enjoying each other's company. I soon had a real buzz on from the Sex on the Beach cocktails I was drinking as did the other secretaries. Candace and Linda were singing some Katy Perry song I had never heard before, while Kelly watched over us all like a mother hen. 

   "Compliments of those two gentlemen" said the bartender placing a fresh round of drinks in front of us. I smiled and tipped my glass to them as I picked it up from the table lifting it up to my wet glossy lips. 

   "You know you just gave them the green light to come over," admonished Kelly elbowing me in the ribs. 

   "Hey ladies I'm Kenneth," said a tall and elegantly dressed African-American man with a light complexion and a dark beard. "This is my coworker Jason" 

   Jason was a clean shaven redheaded man who was a little more casually dressed than Kenneth. He smelled amazing and I wanted to ask him what cologne he was using but the question just felt too awkward. 

   "Do you mind if we join you?" asked Jason. "Just say if you're having a girls only night or something and don't want us around, that's cool," 

   "Well, we kind of—" I started, but was cut off by Linda who told them to take a
seat." 

   "Guessing by how you're dressed," said Kelly, "you're in finance aren't you?" "Is it that obvious?" answered Kenneth jovially. 

   "I'm afraid so," I replied. "We're all secretaries at Harrington-Trask." 

   "That's cool," said Jason. "You guys are the ones who really run everything." "I like this guy," announced Linda. 

   "We're with CDO," said Kenneth. "In M&A and just had a hundred million dollar deal fall apart, so we're out celebrating." 

   "Sure beats mourning," added Jason. 

   "I don't know. I can think of worse things to see in the morning than you two," joked Cass. 

   "Well why don't you let me take you out on the dance floor," said Kenneth. "I can't be with a girl who can't dance." 

   "Do you mind dancing with me?" asked Jason. It took me a moment to realize he was looking right at me. I looked over at Linda and apologetically shrugged my shoulders. She waved for me to go off onto the dance floor with him and so that's what I did. 

   Jason was very light on his feet and I clearly wasn't. Dancing was something I didn't particularly enjoy doing in the best circumstances, let alone while wearing heels. I had no idea where to put my arms or how to move, So I just tried to copy what I saw Cass doing with Kenneth. When we danced close it took a lot of pressure off of me knowing that Jason would lead but the fast dances were much trickier. 

   It felt strange being in another man's arms. He was a perfect gentleman and I just tried to go with it and have fun. When he walked me back to the table I could see from the looks on the other secretary's faces that they would have gladly traded places with me. Even when I was on top I never had a woman look at me that way and there was a part of me that was jealous about it. I wouldn't have given any of these women a second glance a few months ago but now I craved their desire for me.

    

   ***

    

   The following Monday, Kendra was late arriving for work. She must have been working hard over the weekend because all the Braymont files were still out scattered on her desk. I couldn't help myself. I sat down in her chair and began to comb through them. The merger was much closer than I had thought. In fact, it was imminent. Kendra had used a lot of the preliminary work that I had done on the project, simply ignoring all my warnings about the inherent dangers. Even when Braymont's people brought up the liquidity issues, she quickly dismissed their concerns. 

   Among some of the smaller details and codicils was a plan to merge the company clerical staffs, which appeared to imply that the woman in the secretarial pool at Harrington-Trask would all be let go. It actually made a lot of sense; secretarial pools went out with IBM Selectric typewriters and Filofaxes during the Clinton administration. Still these were good, hard working women who I now considered my friends; I needed to let them know to give them as much time as possible to find new employment. 

   I was lost, immersed in the details of the deal that I’d been so close to, but never managed to close; and was taken completely unaware finding that Kendra was standing at the doorway accompanied by an older man who I recognized as Christopher David, the head of Mergers and Acquisitions from Braymont. He was a well groomed man with silver hair in his late fifties with a prominent red nose that instantly drew your attention. 

   "Comfy Stephanie?" asked Kendra. 

   "Oh I'm sorry Ms. Easton. I was just tidying up in here. May I get you a cup of coffee or anything?" 

   "This is the asset that I mentioned earlier Chris," she said to her companion, completely ignoring my offer. "This is Christopher David from Braymont, Stephanie. I don't have to tell you just how important he is to both our companies right now. Why don't you show him the executive washroom?" 

   "Oh well this is my lucky day," said Christopher as Kendra handed him the key. Kendra's expectation for me was pretty clear, even before Chris extended his arm to me. I took it and allowed him to lead me past the desks of all the smirking coworkers. 

   "Right this way, Mr. David," I said trying to sound professional. 

   "You are even more beautiful than Kendra said you were," he smiled down on me. "Th-thank you Mr. David." 

   "Oh please call me Chris. We're about to get much better acquainted." "Yes Chris." 

   "Now, Kendra said you were the kind of employee who wasn't afraid to pitch in and do whatever's needed for the team?" he asked looking around to make sure we had some privacy. 

   "That's right." I said, resigned to do this. 

   "Well that’s good because I'm going to need a bit of hands on assistance in a moment" he said putting his arm around me and leading me into the men's room with him. I knew what Kendra would do if he reported back that I didn't do exactly as told, so I had to comply and soon found myself on my knees on the cold tile floor. At least the executive washroom was always kept spotless. The cold floor wasn't comfortable but as restrooms go it was first rate. Chris locked the door and returned to me saying, "Now my dear. I believe Ms. Easton told me that you had a tongue that had to be experienced to be believed." 

   "Yes sir," I replied meekly looking up at the expectant expression on his face. 

   "When Kendra told me about you, I took a pill so I'm all good to go now." 

   "That's a relief," I lied dropping to my knees and unzipping his pants to release his penis. It wasn't very large but whatever pharmacological help he had received had left it rock hard and ready to go. I licked my licks seductively for him and began to run my tongue sensually underneath his dick. I then moved on to his sensitive balls, which I took in my mouth and played with as an old girlfriend had once done to me. It was amazing, so I hoped that this old guy appreciated it. 

   "You are a pro at this. I will make sure this isn't the last time you get to service my cock," he said as if he was offering me a promotion. 

   "Mmm," I moaned. Fortunately having his penis in my mouth removed the obligation for me to fake any vocal enthusiasm for servicing him. I made up my mind to do the best I could to get things over with and that's exactly what I did. I found that the tip of his cock was very sensitive and I spent most of my time and effort there. Soon he shot a surprisingly large load into the back of my throat. I swallowed it all and smiled up at him. 

   "Stephanie you are everything that your boss said you were," enthused Mr. David. "I will tell Ms. Easton that your performance was exceptional. I'm sure that she'll reward you for that when it's time for your review." 

   "Thank you Mr. David," I said biting back on my anger. "That would be really great." 

   He left the bathroom leaving me to clean myself up. I did have a small stain from his seed on the collar of my dress. I tried to remove it with water but it was going to need a dry cleaning. 

   Exiting the bathroom I could see that Kendra and Mr. David were going to be occupied for awhile so I decided to sneak on down to the secretarial pool. 

   "Wow! It's always such an honor when the important people come down here to visit us poor working minions," teased Kelly when she saw me. I was immediately greeted very warmly by Cass and Linda. 

   "Very funny," I replied with equal warmth. "We need to talk seriously though." 

   I let them know their jobs would be eliminated as soon as the merger went through. They all took it pretty well; Harrington-Trask wasn't exactly known as the greatest employer in the world. They were cheap, miserly payers; they used you up and spat you out when they were done with you.

    

   ***

    

   The merger was approved by the SEC and sailed through the stockholders of both companies. The Courtnall Group only too happy to be shot of Braymont and HarringtonTrask had been swayed by the presentation by Kendra advocating the effective acquisition of a major rival. We were now gathered in Harrington-Trask's board room to sign the final paperwork. There were news cameras outside and inside the room was buzzing with excitement. 

   I was there as Kendra's secretary along with two other executives from our company with their secretaries in tow. Mr. David and some of his people were also seated at the table when Federman entered the room in a jovial mood. 

   "Gentlemen, ladies, our stock is already taking off after the announcement this morning. I believe that we are looking at a very profitable merger for all involved". 

   "Excellent news," agreed David. "I think we're all to be complemented for finally putting this deal together." 

   Lots of pontificating, bloviating, and inane small talk followed as the corporate lawyers directed the two wealthy men to sign on the proper dotted line. Things then became rather dull until suddenly Kendra's cell phone began to buzz. She quickly silenced it but it was followed by every cell phone in the room going off. Kendra looked down at her phone looking irritated and puzzled. 

   "What the hell's a dawn raid?" a voice piped up from the back of the room. 

   "It's when one company buys a lot of shares of another company the moment the stock market opens in the morning," I replied. "It's a common way to make a hostile takeover bid." 

   "Who’s CDO?” asked Kendra, “They own 43% of our company" She looked ashen. "Uh oh," I replied. "If this is a corporate raid, I do hope that you have retained the liquidity you’ll need to fight it off." I commented rather smugly. 

   I looked over at the table and both David and Federman were angrily talking into their respective phones. They kept glancing over at Kendra who was also speaking frantically into her phone. 

   Everyone looked up from their phones when the door burst open and Kelly abruptly walked in with Kenneth and Jason on each arm. 

   "Good morning," said Jason enthusiastically. 

   "Who let you in here?" demanded Federman. "This is a private meeting." 

   "We thought this is where we should be" replied Kenneth. "Considering that we now own 46% of Harrington-Trask stock." 

   "And I'm here as a proxy for Cynthia Trask," added Kelly. "Who owns about 5% of Harrington-Trask as well, which if my math is correct gives us a majority holding in the company." 

   "You can't do this," screeched Kendra. 

   "I think they already have boss," I laughed. 

   "Mr. Federman, Mr. David, I'm sure you'll find your severance packages quite reasonable, but if you'll excuse us we have a business to organize. Ms. Easton could you leave us as well, but we’d like to have a chat about your future with the company, would nine o’clock on Monday morning suit?" said Jason twisting the knife. 

   "I'd go with you boss, but I'm afraid I'm needed here. I think that I’m in line for a promotion, but don’t worry there’s always a place in the secretary pool if you need it."

    

   ***

    

   Kelly had set everything up beautifully. At eleven-thirty on the day I had confided in the secretaries I was told to meet them for lunch. When I arrived I learned that Kenneth and Jason would be meeting us there. I'm not ashamed to say that I flirted with Jason and used what passed for my feminine wiles to charm him. 

   In the end, it was my impromptu presentation that sealed it, with my knowledge of the merger details, what I’d warned Harrington-Trask about the dangers of the deal only made it an opportunity they couldn’t resist. With Harrington-Trask so focused on acquiring Braymont they left themselves wide open for a hostile takeover bid and CDO was just the type of innovative risk-taking company with the resources to pull it off. Kelly added the final missing piece. Mrs. Trask had always hated the boy's club network of the company. Kelly knew how to contact the wealthy widow and then sold her on the idea of a pair of women running the daily operations of the new company—-her and me. 

   I finally got the corner office I always dreamed of, but the price is working in skirts and heels. Kelly is running a lot of the day to day operations of the company and she's done wonders for morale. Kendra's Non-Disclosure Agreement prevents her from revealing my past indiscretions so I sleep well at night. Her future is still to be decided. The non-compete agreement held her just as it had me so we thought that we’d make her sweat while we thought up something suitable for her. Linda is the best assistant I could ever have. Why not Cass? Well, you can't really have your fiancée as your secretary, now can you? 

   





KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

    

   Rather than place an ad for the other stories I have written here, I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects. Thanks for reading.

    

   Love,

   Kylie Gable

   @KylieGable on Twitter
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