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OFFICE DOLL

Woman Feminizes Male Assistant

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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I kept my head bowed as I waited, too afraid to upset my boss Edith once again. She’d been so cold to me ever since I ruined her chance at a major account while we were at a business dinner. I flushed with disappointment every time I thought about it. Edith used to treat me like her prized possession, but everything changed when I spilled a bottle of thousand-dollar red wine all over the client’s ten-thousand-dollar suit.

Edith never looked angrier than at that moment. She promised to buy Jerome Norris, the client, a new suit and everything, but he wasn’t having it. Jerome chewed me out about being unprofessional for having three cocktails before the wine and stormed out of the restaurant, leaving us with the bill.

Jerome was an ex-boxer turned cigar aficionado and was trying to make the tobacco product popular. He wanted grown folk, the thirty-plus crowd, lighting up cigars like they were made of candy, and Edith wanted to be the woman behind his plan.

It’d all been going so well until I spilled the wine, but there had to have been more to it than that. I secretly thought Jerome had a problem with me from the second we met.

Maybe it was because I was a white boy. It was the only reason I could think of because if I was being honest, besides spilling that bottle of wine, I was pretty perfect.

Jerome was big on supporting black-owned businesses, which was why he'd reached out to Edith in the first place. Edith was biracial. She had the complexion of milk chocolate, and her hair was all natural. If someone saw her, they would never guess that her father was white.

If that was Jerome’s problem with me, then he should just get over it. Edith could hire whoever she wanted, even though I wasn’t sure how long she’d keep me around after the wine-spilling fiasco.

“Virgil, there’s an error on this report!” Edith hollered.

I was standing in front of her desk with my head still bent, afraid to look up and meet the fury in her eyes. She was so powerful. So dominant. Her ad ideas had made it to the Superbowl twice, and she was in the works of collaborating with another team on an upcoming commercial for the next Superbowl.

Edith had her finger on trends before anyone else even got a whiff. She was simply the best at what she did, and everyone wanted to work for her, but she’d given me the job, and now I was probably on the chopping block.

I’d graduated in honors from a bachelor’s program in business administration with a minor in marketing and practically begged Edith to hire me because of the boutique marketing powerhouse she’d become.

“What’s wrong with the report?” I asked in a quivering voice.

Edith slammed her hand on the desk, pushing her curly brown hair behind one ear as she stared into my soul with those intense eyes. I didn’t look away. I knew better, but all I could see was us at dinner. Her yelling at me in the parking lot. I swear she looked like she wanted to bend me over and spank my bottom that night, but she just got in her car to leave instead.

I’d never been more humiliated or upset or confused in my life, and I just wanted us to go back to how we’d been. I missed laughing with Edith. I missed how she’d bring me little treats from the bakery and tell me that she liked my shirt. She probably didn’t know it, but I’d fantasized about making love to her more times than I could count.

My voice was light, and my body was slim, but I definitely found women attractive. Some guys caught my attention too. Not that I ever did much about my desires. My sheets had zero stains. All my solo sessions were in the shower, so my jizz could swirl down the drain. Nearly all of my waking hours were devoted to Edith, but honestly, I’d fire myself if I were her.

“You added these numbers wrong! I mean, really? This is simple mathematics!” Edith caught herself and took a deep breath, lowering her voice before she spoke again. “You’ve really been going downhill, Virgil. I’m not sure what to do with you, but you’ve got to shape up, or I’ll have to ship you out.”

I swallowed, feeling the tears well in my eyes. How could I be such a punk? I hated myself! I covered my face and didn’t move, even though Edith was holding the report in the air for me to take it. I was too embarrassed with myself to work. I messed up simple addition! There was something seriously wrong with me.

“Virgil! Take this damn spreadsheet and get out of my office! These reports never used to take you this long. I’m really starting to worry.”

I sucked in a sharp breath and wiped my arm along my nose. Edith winced. I dropped my head and ran out of the office, feeling lower than low. I wished more than anything there was a way for me to get my boss to forgive me. I wished that Jerome had never entered our lives because we were so much better off before I spilled wine all over him!

Edith didn’t talk to me the rest of the day, but there had to be a way for me to get back on her good side. There had to be a way to put the past behind us.

I just knew it.
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Another few days passed, and I was still in the doghouse. Edith wasn’t friendly. She didn’t speak to me more than what was necessary to facilitate her business. She didn’t bring me little treats from the bakery. No smiles when she passed my desk. I was getting so desperate that I looked for other jobs, but I couldn’t imagine working for anyone else.

Edith was a boss bitch and everything I wanted to become. She wasn’t even ten years older than me, but it seemed like she had the world in her hands. It seemed like nobody could stop her, even if they poured concrete walls around her. She’d find a way out, and then she’d thrive once she got to the other side.

It was near the end of the workday. It was a Thursday, and I really couldn’t stand another weekend wondering how Edith would act on Monday, so I acted on the penultimate day of the workweek. Edith was scrolling through her computer. I swallowed and knocked on her office door.

“Yes?”

“Edith, can we talk?”

She sighed and kept scrolling without looking in my direction. I could see a reflection of the image of the screen on her glasses. I stood in the doorway, waiting for her to say something, but she didn’t. She was amazing at acting like I wasn’t even there.

“Edith, please. You know how sorry I am about losing Jerome Norris’s account. If I could go back and—”

“Shut up, Virgil. I don’t want to talk about it.”

I swallowed, hating how cold Edith was acting. She’d never told me to ‘shut up’ before. I felt like I was going to cry again, which was the worst part. I couldn’t continue with the abuse!

“If you’re going to fire me, just do it already! I’m tired of walking on eggshells around you, Edith! This used to be a fun job!” I cursed to myself as the first tear fell. I was hot in the face from yelling, but Edith looked unphased, which honestly made me love her even more than I already did.

“Virgil,” she said with a long sigh and finally turned to look in my direction. “What do you want me to say? Jerome has a ton of rich contacts. It was about so much more than the cigars.”

“I know, Edith, I’m sorry, but I can’t keep doing this!”

“Then leave. You know where the door is, but if you think I’m about to sign some papers that say I fired you, then you’re highly mistaken. I’ll wait until you really mess up, and then I’ll toss you out the door, but until then, I can put up with your mediocre performance. How long until you snap? A week? Two? You’re already fraying at the seams,” Edith said with a snort. “To think you actually want to run your own business.”

I frowned as Edith laughed harder. She was laughing so hard after a moment that she had to stop to catch her breath. I was burning. My cheeks had to have been a deep red color. Edith was such a bitch! I wanted to scream at her that she was wrong, but I was powerless.

My family was dirt poor. I got a full-ride academic scholarship, but an education wouldn’t carry me to the top. I needed connections. I needed people on my side who would invest in me and lift me up, as others had done for Edith. She was the ultimate people person. She could turn a grump into a bright and happy soul within minutes of speaking to the person. Her skills were remarkable.

Edith stood when I didn’t move. She seemed to float as she moved until she was standing in front of me. Her perfume suffocated my nostrils with its delicious scent. My hairs stood at attention when Edith placed her fingertips under my chin, lifting my face to make me look into her eyes.

Her mesmerizing emerald eyes. She was honestly the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, and I hated how her simple touch was making my manhood grow.

“Virgil,” she said with a purr on her tongue.

“Yes?” I asked in a whisper. My cock was throbbing against my slacks, desperate to come out, but it would never happen. Not with Edith. She had a roster of men to choose from, so there was no reason on Earth she’d ever want me.

“Why are you so tense?”

“I…” There were no words that could leave my lips. Edith still had her fingers beneath my chin, and I felt like I could cum. It was pathetic but true. It’d been so long since anyone had touched me, and now the sexiest woman in the world was stroking me with her fingertips.

“Virgil, have you ever noticed how thin you are?”

A breath escaped my lips. “Uh, yeah. I guess. Why?” My cock was throbbing uncontrollably. I didn’t want to cum in my pants, but I was getting close.

“Don’t tell anyone I told you, but it’s one of the reasons I hired you. When you came into my office wearing that fitted button-up tucked into your chinos. Shit, I almost jumped on you then.”

“What?” I asked in a weak voice.

Edith gripped my chin and forced me to stare her in the eyes. “I’ve always had a thing for you, Virgil. Don’t you get it?”

“You’ve had a thing for me?”

“Don’t act so surprised,” Edith said with a chuckle. “I love a skinny boy with rich brown eyes like yours.”

I bit my lip. “Really?”

“Well,” Edith said as she released my face and took a step away from me. I could finally catch my breath. Maybe I had a chance not to cum all over the inside of my pants. “I’ve always had a thing for you, but you desperately need a makeover.”

“Hey!”

“Oh, calm down! You’re plenty handsome, but you’re not exactly what I want. There are a few tweaks I’d make before I let you have me.”

“Are you saying I have a chance?” I asked, feeling my cock twitch. If there was any chance in the world I could have Edith, I would do whatever she asked. Just the thought of being inside of her could make me lose my mind if I thought about it too long.

“Perhaps, if you’re willing to play by my rules. You could also just stay my employee and get out while you’re ahead because once I have a taste of you, I won’t want to let go.”

I stared at a random spot on the wall, wondering how Edith could possibly want to make me over, but I could handle whatever it was. Did she want me blonde? Cut my hair? Buy me some new clothes? That didn’t sound so bad if it meant I could have the woman of my dreams.

“So, what do you say, Virgil?”

“Will you be nicer to me at work?”

Edith sighed. “Whatever. I’ll stop being a bitch. I’m still upset about losing Jerome, but he and I have gotten back in touch. All hope isn’t lost.”

I gasped. “Really? Are you being serious right now? He’s going to give us another chance?” I was screaming. I was so out of breath I felt like I might faint.

Edith put her hand on her hip and cocked it to the side. “Boy, Jerome is giving me another chance. Don’t get it twisted. You’ll be nowhere near this project.”

“Sure, whatever you say. I’m just so happy and relieved that I didn’t completely ruin that contact for you,” I said with happy tears in my eyes. I was so out of sorts that I dropped to my knees to catch my breath, feeling on top of the world. There was no reason to fear losing my job. Edith and I could go back to normal, or we could have even more.

The realization hit me after I’d caught my breath and got back to my feet. “Were you being serious about you thinking I’m cute? Could we really go out?” I asked, trying to imagine a situation where Edith and I would actually be seen out together. She was nine years older than me and a million times more successful. “Or were you just pulling my leg?”

Edith closed the space between us. She brushed her fingers along my cheek, getting my cock hard all over again. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. I don’t know if I want a boyfriend and all that, but you and I could have a little fun if you’re willing to let me give you a makeover.”

“You mean like a haircut and shopping?”

Edith smirked. “Yeah, something like that.”

I didn’t want to ask why there was such a sinister tone in her voice, so I swallowed and nodded, knowing I’d regret passing on the opportunity more than I would taking it.

“Okay, what do I have to do?”

“Meet me at my place after work tomorrow around six. We’ll go shopping then. If you don’t mind, I have to make a phone call before a dinner meeting.”

“Sure,” I said and stepped out of Edith’s office.
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Tiffany, Edith’s personal shopper, was standing in the lobby of her building when I approached. It was Friday evening. I was disappointed to see Tiffany instead of Edith but knew Edith probably had a meeting or a phone call before she could see me.

“Virgil!” Tiffany hollered and threw open her arms. Her long, tight braids bounced on her shoulders as she ran over to me. “How have you been?”

“Wonderful,” I said and gave her a hug.

“Sorry Edith couldn’t make it, but she gave me a detailed list of what to buy,” Tiffany said with a playful grin. “She expects us back at her place by eight after her meeting.”

“Okay,” I said. Tiffany led me to Edith’s private car. Her driver, Wallace, held open the door. I thanked him as I slid into the backseat next to Tiffany. We went to an elegant strip mall in the suburbs. Wallace opened the door for us as we stepped out the car.

“Let’s go in here first,” Tiffany said and grabbed my arm, dragging me toward a store that was far out of my price range, but Edith was buying, and there was a chance I might get to taste her pussy on my lips, which made my dick hard just thinking about it.

My briefs and jeans were tight enough to hold down my throbbing cock without attracting too much suspicion. There were several salespeople inside. They didn’t rush over to help us, but I could tell they were waiting for us to call them over at a moment’s notice.

“So, what does Edith want me to wear? A suit?”

Tiffany glanced at me and grinned without saying a word. The store was clearly split into men’s and women’s sections, and I got confused when Tiffany started walking toward the women’s clothing, but I didn’t ask any questions as I followed her. I figured maybe she was looking for herself before we started on my shopping, but I should have known better.

It only got worse when Tiffany picked up a skirt and held it in my face. “Virgil, what do you think of this?”

The skirt was white and pleated and looked like something a society woman might wear on a tennis court. “Um, it’s cute, I guess.”

“Why don’t you try it on? What size are you? A six?” Tiffany asked as she held the skirt out, waving it in front of my face.

I gasped. “Why in the world would I try on that skirt? Have you lost your mind?”

Tiffany cleared her throat. “You’re the one who agreed to make Edith happy. You think you’re the first guy she’s had me take shopping? I knew this day would come when I first saw she hired you. You’re Edith’s type,” Tiffany said in a sensual voice.

“Her type? What does that mean?”

“What do you think it means? She wants you to wear a skirt, and trust me, this is only the tip of the iceberg, honey.”

My heart was racing when I glanced at the skirt again. I couldn’t believe Edith! She had no right to send me on some shopping spree for women’s clothing. I was a man for crying out loud! A man who loved women and only had a minor curiosity for men and dicks and all that.

I pulled out my phone and hit Edith’s name. She answered on the third ring.

“What is it, Virgil? I’m about to start my meeting.”

“A skirt? Really? You want me to wear a skirt? Who do you think I am, Edith?”

Edith sighed into the phone. “Look, Virgil, get over it. Either put on the skirt or don’t, but if you really want to make me happy, you’ll go to the nearest dressing room and try on every single item of clothing Tiffany gives you. Understand?”

My body broke into a fiery heat. I didn’t want to humiliate myself by trying on skirts and dresses and whatever else Tiffany decided to give me, but what other choice did I have? I wanted Edith more than I wanted to leave the store. She was the woman of my dreams, and maybe I wouldn’t look that bad in women’s clothing. What was so bad about trying it once?

“Tiffany said something about there being other guys,” I said.

“None of them are you, though, Virgil. We’ve been through so much, you and I. Wouldn’t it be fabulous to be girlfriends for a night? Don’t you just want to let go and see how powerful you might feel as a woman?”

I was silent. How could I answer a question I’d never once pondered? Sure, I thought about what it might be like if I’d been born a woman, but I never thought about dressing up and acting like one. I honestly didn’t think about much besides business and work and how to make money.

“Look, Virgil. I need to hang up, but this makeover is as much about you as it is me. If you’re not willing to let me doll you up, then I won’t want to fool around with you, but that’s fine. You’ll go back to being my assistant, and we’ll pretend like this never happened. I’ll even bring you treats from the bakery when I go.”

I warmed, feeling like maybe I wouldn’t need to put on a skirt after all, but when I lifted my eyes to glance at it in Tiffany’s hand, I knew that I would wear it. I would do whatever Edith wanted me to because deep down, I knew I was in love with Edith.

“Good luck in your meeting.”

“Hopefully I’ll see you at my place after.”

“Yeah,” I said. Edith quickly told me goodbye and hung up the phone. I took a deep breath and went over to Tiffany, ready for whatever she had to give. “I probably should have shaved before I came here, huh?”

Tiffany brightened. “Are you going to try on the skirt?”

I shook my head and grinned. “I guess.”

“Goodie,” Tiffany said with a clap of the hands. She handed me the skirt and pushed me toward the dressing rooms, where I tried on at least ten different skirts and dresses. Some of them looked terrible, but there were others that made me look positively feminine and delicious. Honestly, someone could catfish me with a picture of my legs if they weren’t hairy.

That was only the first store of many.

I wasn’t sure how much Tiffany ended up spending, but I wouldn’t be surprised if it was more than a thousand. We were carrying at least nine bags by the time we made it back to where Wallace was waiting.

“How was shopping?”

“Delightful,” Tiffany said with a bright smile. “Virgil is going to make a lovely girl.”

Wallace blushed, and I felt my stomach drop to the pits of my stomach. “Very well,” Wallace said as Tiffany slid into the backseat. I couldn’t even look Wallace in the eye when I got in behind her.

He closed the door, and then we were off, heading back to Edith’s place. I was nervous and excited and woefully unprepared for what my boss had in store.
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We got to Edith’s apartment a bit before she did. Tiffany took all the clothes out the bag and placed them on the dining-room table, sorting them by style and color. I watched Tiffany in awe, wondering what her closet looked like and finding that I was a little jealous of the images forming in my mind.

“How long have you been working for Edith?”

Tiffany lifted her eyes and smiled. “Seven years or so. I do a lot of little jobs but working for Edith is my favorite.”

“So, you’ve bought clothes for other guys before?”

“Not like today. She normally only has me pick out an outfit or two, but she really went all out on you.”

I was going to ask another question, but then the elevator doors to Edith’s loft opened. She came out. The scent of her perfume instantly hit my nose, intoxicating me with its aroma. I suddenly felt at peace. It didn’t matter that Edith was about to dress me up like a doll and make me her girl. Part of me was excited to experience the difference.

Would I be able to fool people? Would men want to fuck me?

“Hello, my beautiful people!” Edith gave Tiffany a hug before turning her attention to me. “How was shopping?”

“It was interesting, but I had fun,” I said.

“Perfect,” Edith said. She pulled me into her arms and squeezed tightly, making my desire even stronger as her perfume covered me. “I’m so glad you enjoyed yourself.”

“Need anything else from me?” Tiffany asked.

“You’re free. Send me a payment request, and I’ll approve it.”

“You got it, girl. Have fun,” Tiffany said and kissed Edith on the cheek before heading toward the elevator. She winked at me as the doors were closing, which made me nervous about being alone with Edith. I was all hers now. There was nobody around except us.

I’d been in Edith’s loft countless times, but I’d never felt so insecure or out of place. Edith went over to her cabinet without saying a word. “Would you like anything? Wine? Sparkling water?”

“I’ll have what you’re having.”

Edith hummed as she got to work mixing a sparkling limeade. She sat across from me, taking a sip. I picked up my glass and did the same. The drink was fresh and delicious but did nothing to calm me. I felt like I was going to explode from the nerves coursing through me.

“So, Virgil, how did the clothes fit?”

“Fine,” I croaked. “Just fine.”

“Was there any piece you loved?”

I looked at the women’s clothes spread across the table, remembering how I’d looked in the mirror wearing each, and there was one dress I particularly liked. It was a little loose around the chest, but it made my ass look huge. It was red and short and gave me a surprisingly feminine form.

If I was going to dress as a girl, I wanted to pass. I didn’t want people looking at me like I was just a boy wearing a dress. I wanted them to look at me and salivate over the curves of my body.

“That one,” I said and pointed at the red dress.

Edith’s lips curved into a smile. She picked the short red dress off the table. “My, this is a wonderful choice. Did you try it on?”

I bit my lip and nodded. “I tried on everything.”

“You’re such an obedient boy. I love it,” Edith said with a wild grin.

I swallowed, wondering if I should have put up more of a fight. Was that what Edith wanted? Was that what she’d expected? I suddenly realized that I could have told her no, but it hadn’t seemed like an option at the moment. All I wanted was to make her happy. I wanted to be squarely within her circle instead of standing on its edge.

“Was there anything wrong with the dress when you tried it on?” Edith asked after I hadn’t said anything.

Should I tell her that it was small in the chest? Should I tell her that I thought I needed big boobs, or would that just make her push me harder? Would she make me even more of a girl? Would she push me past my limits?

“Virgil! Hello! I’m talking to you.”

I cleared my throat. “It was small in the chest.”

Edith grinned. “Are you saying you need boobs?”

I said nothing and didn’t lift my head to meet Edith’s eyes. Was this what she did to all her boyfriends? Did they all fall into her trap so easily, or was I different? There were so many questions I wanted to ask, but I knew Edith would never give me the answers, and even if she did, how could I know she was telling the truth?

I either had to accept that I was going to dress up as a girl or leave, so I took a deep breath and finally spoke.

“Yes,” I said in a soft voice.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I need boobs. The dress looks great on my legs, but my chest looks way too flat.”

“Why didn’t you just say something? I had Tiffany pick out lingerie for you too. Did you see it?”

I shook my head. Edith picked up a bag Tiffany hadn’t unpacked and turned it upside-down, letting the contents rain onto the table. There were stockings, panties, bras, and sleepwear that looked positively feminine.

“That’s all for me?” I asked with a whine in my voice.

“Oh, don’t sound so sad! We both know you’re going to love it! Most of my boys won’t even try on a dress until the third or fourth time I ask, and you went right for it! I knew there was something special about you when we met.”

I groaned, wishing I’d been more like those other men. Why did I agree to wear a dress so easily? Why did I know I was also about to do whatever else Edith asked of me?

Edith grabbed my shoulders and put her face inches from mine. If I moved a tiny bit, I could kiss her, but I resisted.

“Come on, Virgil! This is exciting! Haven’t you always been curious about getting in touch with your feminine side?”

“Maybe a little,” I admitted. “It’s not something I’ve thought too much about, but I guess I wonder what it’d be like to be a girl from time to time.”

“Who doesn’t? Being a woman is fabulous!” Edith opened her arms and spun in a circle, and a big part of me wanted to be her. I wanted to capture that feminine energy and make it my own, which was exactly what I was about to do with some guidance from my boss. My idol. My future lover, if I was lucky.

“Can I ask you one question?”

“Ask me anything,” Edith said with a bright smile.

“Why do you want me to dress up as a girl? Don’t you like masculine guys?”

“Sometimes, sure, but there’s nothing I love more than a cute femboy. I can picture us doing so much together, but if I’m being honest, I think you’ll be much more powerful as a woman. You kind of come off as a bitch as a guy, and nobody likes a bitchy guy, but men will worship a bitchy woman if she handles herself with class.”

“You really see a future for us?” I asked, wanting everything Edith just described.

“Yes, you’re fabulous, Virgil, but we need to make you a girl, so you can reach your true potential.”

I opened my heart and put myself in Edith’s hands. She was a force of nature, and I wanted to be by her side when she took over the world. Becoming a girl to have all that didn’t sound so bad.

“Tell me what to do.”
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“Twirl! Twirl!” Edith snapped her fingers as she hollered at me. I was wearing the red dress with a pair of red panties and a stuffed red bra. Edith had gel inserts that made my bosom look surprisingly big, and it made my body look utterly feminine.

All my body hair was shaved clean. I’d lathered myself with lotion afterward, which made my skin shimmer. I stared at my naked body for minutes in the mirror. Besides the cock hanging off my pelvic region, my body was all smooth and girly and brought a strange sense of happiness.

I twirled in the red dress as laughter spilled from my lips and the gel inserts swayed on my chest. I felt like I had real breasts. I felt like a girl and couldn’t get over how amazing it was. If it weren’t for my short, manly haircut, I was positive people would think I was a girl at first sight.

I got a little dizzy and fell into Edith’s arms. She held me up by wrapping her arm over my shoulder and her other around my side.

“You’re gorgeous, Virgil, but you’ll need a new name. You can’t tell people you’re Virgil.”

I caught my breath and tried to steady myself, still feeling a little dizzy from spinning in all those circles. “Do you have a suggestion for a name?”

“Hmm,” Edith said and tapped a finger against her lips. “What about Valerie?”

“Valerie,” I repeated.

“Don’t you like it?”

“It’s cute. You don’t think it’s too close to my original name?”

“Maybe. It’s up to you, girl. Tell me a name, and I’ll call you it, but you need to decide quick because I want to go out.”

“Go out? Tonight?”

“Yes, girl! It’s Friday night. What do you think? That we’re just going to sit around here and stare at each other? There are places to go. People to see,” Edith said with a laugh.

I swallowed. There was so much more I needed to worry about than my name, like how I’d sound when I told a man anything about myself.

“Where did you want to go? I might look like a woman, but I don’t sound like one. And my makeup? Edith, I can’t go out like this!” There were hints of panic in my voice.

“Girl, take a breath. You just need to talk more lightly. Don’t try to go too high, though, or your voice will crack.”

I cleared my throat and parted my lips to say something like a woman but got too scared, so I snapped my mouth shut. I went to try another phrase but got nervous all over again, and I could feel an internal avalanche of nerves forming, and I really didn’t want to be a mess before we went out on the town.

Edith grabbed my shoulders. “It’s okay, girl. Take a breath. I’ll grab a wig and some makeup. Tiffany got you some shoes, right?”

“Yeah, I told her no heels though.”

“No heels?” Edith asked in a loud voice. “Have you lost your mind? You will learn how to walk in heels. Where are the shoes?”

I grabbed a pair of flats from the table and gave them to Edith. She squealed and ran off to her closet.

“What?” I called after her.

“We’re the same size!”

I cursed to myself. Edith never went without heels. She wore heels that were so tall I was sure she would fall on her face. I watched her sometimes, just waiting for her to tumble, but she never did. It would be a different story for me, though. I was sure of it.

Edith came back with a pair of three-inch black stilettos in her hand. “Put these on, girl. You can’t go out with me unless you’re in heels.”

I groaned but took the heels. There was no arguing with Edith, and honestly, by that point, I really needed a drink in my system, and if heels would get me there then so be it. I sat on the couch and curled my legs to the side as I slipped on the heels. They fit comfortably, but I still wasn’t sure how I’d ever be able to walk in them.

“Okay, girl. Now stand and walk over to me,” Edith said.

I swallowed as I stood, feeling like a giant in the heels. I was on the shorter side for a guy. Now I felt on top of the world. The arch was a bit uncomfortable, but just standing in the heels made me feel more powerful than ever. I felt like I could walk into any room and land a deal.

“Come on, Valerie! You can do it!”

“I’m coming! Give me a second!”

“Don’t get sassy with me, girl! I’ll destroy you even quicker than I made you.”

“Edith!”

“You’re so sensitive. I’m just messing with you, but you really need to come on. I want a drink!”

I took a deep breath and followed the advice Edith had given me. I squared my shoulders and leaned them back slightly as I took my first step. She coached me with each of the steps, and I managed to make it to her without falling on my face, but she wanted me to do it again.

“Walk like a girl. Walk like you’re sexy. Not like you’re concentrating on walking.”

“Like it’s that easy!” I huffed.

“Come on, girl! We’re wasting time.”

I groaned, but then Edith stomped her foot, which reminded me that she wasn’t one to play. She’d just leave me at home and go out herself, and then all my hope would be lost, and that wasn’t what I wanted, so I put my hands on my hips and strutted back and forth across the living room until Edith was cheering for me.

“Go, Valerie! Go, Valerie! Rock those hips!”

I glanced over my shoulder with sass and snapped my finger when I reached one end of the living room, twirling in my heels.

“Yesss! Work it, bitch!”

“Who’s a sexy girl?” I asked as I pounded my stilettos against the hardwoods. “I’m a sexy g—” I squealed as I tumbled to the ground.

Edith hollered and ran over to me. We both burst into laughter when I realized I was fine.

“Someone got a little too cocky.”

“Guess so,” I said.

“Come on, Valerie. We need to finish your hair and makeup because I’m in desperate need of a drink.”

“Same,” I said, and then Edith helped me to my feet. She put a brown wig on my head after dolling up my face, and I honestly couldn’t believe I was looking at myself when I saw my reflection in the mirror. Every trace of my masculinity had been washed away. I was all woman and couldn’t wait to hit the town.

“You ready?” Edith asked.

“Yes!”

She looked me once over and shook her head. “No, you’re missing a purse.”

She went and got a spare purse. It was a little tiny box with a long chain, and I felt even more marvelous when I hung it on my shoulder.

“Now you’re ready.”

“Let’s go, girl!” I said in the lightest voice I could muster.

“Perfect,” Edith said and grabbed my wrist. We raced out the door, and I couldn’t help but notice how Wallace checked me out when he opened the door. There was recognition in his eyes, but that didn’t stop him from seeing me as a woman, which made me extra hopeful for the night. Wallace closed the door, and then we were off.

***

All eyes were on Edith and me as we entered the lounge. Countless men looked up and down our bodies, making my girly cock stir. I felt like I could have my pick of the crop, which was never an experience I had as a man.

“Come on, girl. Let’s find a spot.”

The lights were low. The chairs and booths were covered in a dark violet suede. Gorgeous art hung on the walls. A band played live jazz on a candle-lit stage. Edith laced her fingers with mine as she pulled me to a small circular table with two exquisite chairs.

“Let’s sit here,” she said.

I nodded and sat across from Edith, trying to ignore all the men who were staring at us. Most were alone or with another male friend, clearly on the prowl. We women were in the minority.

A server came over. Edith ordered us two vodka martinis. I would normally drink a beer or a fruity cocktail, but Edith said a martini was a must.

“Why? Just to fit in?”

“Image is everything,” she said with a grin. “Haven’t you learned anything by working for me?”

“What if I wanted a beer? What’s so wrong with that? Ladies can drink beer.”

“Ladies drink martinis. You can order a Manhattan if you want, but men feel less threatened by a woman who drinks clear martinis. If a woman plays her cards right, she can get a man to empty out his wallet without him ever realizing he opened it in the first place,” Edith said.

“Is that scientifically proven?”

Edith fluttered her eyelids. “What’s science anyway?”

“Are you being serious?”

“I don’t know, but you’re far too serious. You’re always wound up and two seconds from boiling over. Don’t you ever just take a break? Don’t you ever take time to relax? Men want women to make them feel pampered and cared for, even if the woman is in charge.”

“Doesn’t all that get exhausting?”

“Sure,” Edith said. “Which is why I really want a girly boy like you to be my number one. I want a boy who can fuck me but also be my best girlfriend, and you’re already doing an amazing job.”

“Am I?”

Edith nodded, looking past me. “All right. These guys are approaching. Stay cute.”

I adjusted my shoulders and let out a breath. I could smell the cologne before I saw the men who were wearing it.

“Evening, ladies. Mind if we buy you some more martinis? What are they? Vodka or gin?”

Edith lifted her eyebrow while she looked at me, like she wanted me to answer. I licked my lips, but Edith said nothing, and the air around our table was getting rather uncomfortable.

“They’re vodka martinis,” I said in my girly voice.

“Should we order another round? My friend and I need another drink.”

“Won’t you boys tell us your names before you buy us a drink?” Edith asked.

“I’m Brandon, and this is Nathan.” The one talking was clearly more of an alpha. He had confidence for days. Nathan seemed a little quieter, but maybe there was more to him than met the eye.

“I’m Edith, and this is my girlfriend, Valerie.”

Brandon licked his lips when he looked at me. Nathan kept stealing glances of Edith. I didn’t know if I was ready to entertain men, especially guys like Brandon and Nathan, but Edith seemed like she wanted company.

“So, you ladies want those drinks?”

“You’re mighty eager, aren’t you, Brandon?” Edith asked in a teasing voice.

“When I see something I want, I go after it.”

“Does that mean you’re successful? How much money are you making?”

Brandon froze and seemed to lose a hint of his alpha swagger. He glanced at Nathan, who looked even more timid than Brandon had become. I couldn’t believe Edith had actually asked how much money he made, but she was a boss bitch. Why would she want some poor man’s dick?

“What kind of question is that?” Brandon finally asked.

“A serious one,” Edith said before taking a sip of her martini.

“I make millions, but I’m not after no gold digger.”

“Trust me, honey. The only people digging for gold in my life are the men trying to get at me.”

Brandon narrowed his eyes before turning his attention to me. “What about you, sweet face? What’s your story?”

Edith and everyone else watched me, waiting for me to speak. I cleared my throat and used my best girly voice to explain that I worked for Edith, which Brandon didn’t seem to mind. We broke off into pairs and made it through two more martinis before Edith was pulling me away from the guys, telling them that we needed a bathroom break.

I couldn’t believe it when I was standing in the women’s restroom. Girls passed me without even looking twice. They really couldn’t tell I was a boy in a dress, which made my heart warm. I loved how well I could pass for a lady.

“We need to ditch those guys,” Edith said as she checked herself in the mirror. “You ready to go?”

My eyes widened. “You just want to leave them?” I asked in my girly voice.

“Yeah, they’re total posers. I know a rich man when I see one, and that’s not him.”

“You only date men with money?”

“I only date alphas with money. It’s just my thing,” Edith said with a shrug. “Let’s go.”

I didn’t object as Edith pulled me into the night. We took a taxi because Wallace had already gone home and giggled with each other the entire way back to Edith’s place.
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Edith and I were tipsy as we stumbled into her loft. We gravitated toward each other when the elevator doors closed. Our lips parted. We kissed. My girly cock was getting hard beneath the red panties Edith had me wear.

“You did so great tonight. I think you’re ready for tomorrow,” Edith said between kisses. She had her hands all over my body, making me worried I’d cum before we even got around to any meaningful action. Her lips tasted incredible, but I wanted to have the flavor of her pussy all over my mouth. I wanted to fall asleep tasting it over and over again.

“What’s tomorrow?” I asked, so hungry for Edith. Desperate to slide into her dripping pussy while wearing my pretty red dress. Whatever plans she had could wait. “We don’t need to talk about tomorrow.”

“Yes, we do.” Edith broke the kiss and took a step back, leaving me hungry for more. “We’re flying to Miami.”

“What? Why?”

“Enough talking,” Edith said with a grin and came back to me, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me close to her face. She pushed her tongue into my mouth as she reached under my dress to grab my ass. I gasped as she moved her fingers closer to my thong, slipping them past the fabric and into the split along my ass. My body stilled when she pushed her finger against my entrance.

“Has anyone ever been inside of you?”

“No,” I said in a whisper.

“Have you ever wondered what it’d be like to get fucked?”

I shook my head. “Why? Are you going to fuck me?”

“Wait here. Don’t move a muscle.”

Edith ran out of the room. My body was a wreck with nerves, but what could I say to Edith? I couldn’t ask her to stop. Not after we’d come this far. There was a chance I could slide into her wet pussy lips, and I’d do anything to feel that sensation. I’d already dressed up as a girl and enjoyed that, so why shouldn’t I be open-minded to other stuff?

When Edith came back into the living room, she was carrying a dildo. It was long and floppy, and I honestly hoped she didn’t plan on putting it in my ass, but I knew better. I was seriously reconsidering the happy-go-lucky thoughts I’d just had.

“Are you planning to put that in my ass?”

“Call it your bussy. It sounds much cuter.”

“My bussy?” I felt my cheeks grow hot. They were probably changing colors. There was no way I could actually call my asshole a bussy. Had Edith lost her mind? “No, I’m sorry. That’s where I draw the line.”

“Honey, whatever lines you draw, we’ll probably end up passing them. You’re the doll of my dreams, and I don’t plan on letting you go.”

“I am?” My voice sounded needy and pathetic, but Edith was so wonderful and amazing, and if I could be her special someone, I wanted to become that person. I wanted to be there for her at every turn.

Edith gently pushed my long, brown hair out of my face. “How about this? If you stick this dildo up your ass, I’ll let you eat my pussy.”

I licked my lips. They were dry and needed her wet pussy lips to moisturize them. I could handle a little anal penetration for that.

“What do I do?”

Edith grinned as she popped open a bottle of lube. “Relax that bussy because this dildo is thick,” she said with a laugh.

“Don’t you have a smaller one?”

“You’ll be fine,” she said and handed me the lubricated dildo. I stared at it with wide eyes, wondering how I’d ever fit it inside me, but then Edith lifted her dress and pushed her panties to the ground and all my worries flew out of the window. All I could think about was tasting those glistening pussy lips.

“Stick it up your bussy, girl.”

“Should I put some lube on my hole first?”

Edith passed me the bottle. “Sure, slather it up with as much as you need, but the most important thing to do is relax.”

I nodded as I got down to my knees. I was at eye level with Edith’s gorgeous pussy, which gave me all the motivation I needed to press the tip of the dildo to my ass. I was still wearing the red dress but had removed my panties for easier access. I took deep breaths trying to do my best to relax, but I could already feel the pain of the initial stretch.

“Relax, girl. You can do it,” Edith said as she touched herself. I watched in awe as she spread her wet, shimmering lips to reveal the tight hole between them. I felt my ass relax a little for the dildo as I watched Edith touch herself. “There you go, Valerie. Sit on that dick and spread your bussy.”

I gasped as the tip pushed through my ring. I did my best not to clench, but it was impossible. The pain was blinding. I closed my eyes and took a breath, refusing to pull off the dildo because I wasn’t sure I’d be able to put my ass on it again if I did. Edith touched herself and cheered for me to continue, but I honestly didn’t even hear her as I took deep breaths and lowered my ass onto the dick.

I didn’t open my eyes again until I had the dildo deep in my ass, spreading my hole even more than I thought possible. Edith was standing right in front of me. I could smell the delicious scent of her desire as she grabbed the back of my head and moved my mouth close to those dripping pussy lips.

Edith held my head against her womanhood as I lapped up her juices and massaged her pussy with my tongue. She moaned like crazy and told me not to stop. She told me that she wanted to squirt all over my face. I had to grab my dick to steady myself, afraid I’d bust a nut all over my red dress. I hiked it up between licks, revealing my stiff cock.

“That girly dick looks so sexy,” Edith said as she glanced down. “Stroke it and cum with me.”

I was so overwhelmed by the heat of her pussy against my mouth that I could cum in seconds. I hadn’t been touching my cock for that very reason, but I couldn’t disobey Edith’s order. She was staring down at me, waiting for me to do as she’d said. I grabbed my cock and stroked it once, moaning deeply. It was so sensitive and slick from my lubricated hand, and it didn’t help that I had a dildo deep in my ass pushing up against my prostate, making everything feel a million times more sensational than normal.

“Getting close, girl?”

I nodded and moaned into Edith’s pussy.

“Me too,” Edith said before beginning a crescendo of moans, each one louder and more feminine than the last until she was screaming at the top of her lungs and covering my face with her girl cum.

I pushed all the way down on the dildo and rubbed my cock once more before busting my load, cumming at the same time as Edith. She held my face against her womanhood as we came, but it was everything I wanted.

Now I would have her scent on my nose for the rest of the night.
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“Rise and shine, Valerie! We have two hours until our flight to Miami!”

I groaned and stirred, refusing to open my eyes. Edith wasn’t having it, though. She sprayed something on my face, which startled me out of my sleep.

“What the fuck was that?” I asked in a not-so-girly voice.

“Hey! Watch your voice! You’re Valerie until we get back from Miami. This is a business trip.”

“Sorry, but you can’t just spray shit in my face and not expect me to get upset. What’s in there, anyway?”

“Oh, it’s just water! Lighten up!” Edith gripped the covers and ripped them from my body. We’d slept in her bed after making out and talking for over an hour in the dark. It was wonderful. “Come on, Valerie! We can’t be late.”

“I don’t even have anything packed,” I said in a groggy voice. “Why can’t we just stay in bed?”

“We’ll have a bed in Miami! Now, come on! We have a meeting with Jerome Norris when we get to Miami, and we really can’t mess it up this time, so I need you looking cute when we get there."

I flushed. “You can’t be serious, Edith. You want me to see Jerome? After everything that happened?”

“Jerome is meeting Valerie. Trust me, she’s much cooler than Virgil will ever be.”

I shook my head. What point was there in arguing with Edith? I didn’t see much difference between me as Virgil or me as Valerie besides appearances, but maybe my personality changed when I became her. Maybe I was brighter and happier and less of an annoying, bratty bitch.

“I don’t even have anything packed.”

“Don’t worry. I have a suitcase packed with some of the outfits you picked out yesterday. I grabbed you a fresh razor. There’s a change of clothes for you in the bathroom. Why don’t you go take a shower and put them on?”

I nodded and got out of bed. We were in a hurry, and I’d already wasted enough time by sleeping in far longer than Edith had, but I didn’t even hear her get out of bed.

The dark blue sundress I’d tried on yesterday was sitting in the bathroom, along with light blue, lacey lingerie. I took a quick shower, touching up my shaving job. Then I stepped out and dried off and put on three layers of lotion, worried I might break out in red bumps before I saw Jerome, who was honestly sexy.

I wanted him to look at me with desire. I wanted him to forget all about the wine I’d spilt on his suit. He was on my mind as I slipped into the light blue lingerie. The bra was padded and gave me a decent bosom when I put on the dress.

“Valerie! Come on! We’re going to be late!”

“Coming,” I hollered. I was just about finished. We’d have to do my makeup later, but I’d be passable with just the wig and maybe a cute pair of stilettos. Luckily, Edith had a pair of white pumps waiting for me by the bathroom door when I opened it.

“Put on those shoes, and let’s go! I’ll kill you if we miss another chance at working with Jerome!”

“Why didn’t you wake me up earlier?” I screeched, feeling far too pressured. We still had to drive twenty minutes to the airport, and that was if there wasn’t traffic. My heart was racing all the way to the airport with Wallace zipping through traffic while Edith did my makeup.

Luckily we made it on time, but just barely. Everyone had already boarded the plane when we got to the gate, but they acted like it was no big deal because we were fabulous and sitting in first class. I felt like I could finally breathe when we were in our seats.

I hadn’t screwed up the meeting.

Not yet.
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Edith and I got in a bit early, so we checked in to our hotel and lounged around until we had to freshen up and head to Jerome’s condo. He had a penthouse overlooking the ocean, and I couldn’t wait to see it.

“Now, you better be on your best behavior, girl. No screwing this up tonight,” Edith said as we rode up the elevator to Jerome’s place.

“I promise. I won’t do anything to mess this up.”

“If you do, I’m not sure we can be best girlfriends. You know the saying. Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice.”

“Shame on me. Yeah, yeah. I know,” I said in my girly voice. I was all Valerie and would do my best to keep my true identity under wraps, considering what’d happened the last time Jerome and I were together.

“Are you getting an attitude, girl? You’d better watch that mouth.”

“Or what?” I said to mess with Edith. She glared at me and was about to say something, but then the elevator doors opened, and we were in Jerome’s loft. He was standing by the kitchen, and there was a man I didn’t recognize on the couch who was puffing on a cigar.

“Edith,” Jerome said and threw open his arms. “It’s so good to see you. Who’s your friend? Did you fire that old assistant of yours?” Jerome asked a hint too delighted.

“No,” Edith said with a wild grin.

I wanted to run back to the elevator and disappear, but it was too late for that. Jerome took one good look at me and saw right through the feminine disguise. If he’d seen me on the street, he probably never would have seen who I really was, but it was impossible to hide next to Edith. We’d been a pair too long.

“Oh, shit. I…” Jerome turned to Edith, clearly looking for help on how he should continue.

“Valerie, don’t be shy. Introduce yourself to the man.”

I walked up to Jerome. He was looking up and down my body with a curiosity that looked a tad too sexual. Was he really imagining himself doing stuff to me? Did he want to undress me and bend me over that couch? Something I imagined he’d done to countless women, but had he ever done it to a femboy like me, and why did I kind of hope it happened?

Had that dildo last night changed me?

“Hello,” I said in my softest voice and let my gaze fall to the floor, but I didn’t miss the thickness of Jerome’s bulge along the way. “I’m Valerie. I hope you can forgive me.”

“Water under the bridge,” Jerome said as he stepped closer. His scent was manly, but somehow it was equally as intoxicating as Edith’s. A vision of Jerome’s dick in my ass and Edith’s pussy on my lips passed through my head. I got hard against the white thong I was wearing.

I’d changed into a little black dress with white lingerie at the hotel with the same white pumps I wore on the plane.

“Richard, come over here and meet the ladies.”

That was when I realized the man sitting on the couch was Richard Goodwin, the big fish Edith had been after when she reached out to Jerome in the first place. Richard Goodwin was a millionaire many, many times over if he wasn’t a billionaire already. He stood from the couch and walked over with a cigar in his mouth and a scotch in his hand.

“Why, don’t you two look nice?” Richard said as he observed us with hungry eyes. “Can’t say no to a couple gorgeous ladies joining the party.”

Edith stepped forward and smiled brightly. “It’s nice to meet you, Richard. Jerome has told me so many wonderful things about you.”

Richard chuckled deeply and clasped Jerome’s shoulder. “Is that so?”

“Yes, sir. Not a negative word to date,” Edith said with a twinkle in her eye. “What are you drinking?”

“Just an aged scotch. Would you like one?”

“Do you know how to make a martini?”

Richard beamed as he looked at Edith, clearly falling for her charm. It was impossible not to like her. I’d seen her hook countless clients just by batting her eyes and using that voice that sounded like honey on a freshly baked croissant.

“Vodka or gin, baby?”

Edith stepped forward and linked her arm with Richard’s. “You pick,” she said and led him to the bar Jerome had built into the wall. I watched and wondered if Richard even knew Edith was making her moves, but Jerome stepped forward and stole my attention.

“You sure do clean up nicely,” Jerome said and let his eyes pass over me again. I felt a flutter in my stomach, but that sensation was just telling me what I already knew. I wanted Jerome. I wanted to get down to my knees and suck his dick just as I’d eaten Edith’s pussy the night before.

“Thanks,” I said in a soft voice. “Your place is lovely.”

“You want a tour?”

I swallowed and smiled shyly. “Sure.”

Jerome was so handsome and confident and dripping with success as he showed me around his loft. He had an entire room dedicated to sports and exercise equipment, which explained those massive arms and thighs. He could probably pick me up and pin me against the wall to fuck me hard.

I got stiff just thinking about it.

Edith and Richard were sipping their cocktails and sharing his cigar when we returned to the living room. The views in Jerome’s place were spectacular. His windows looked toward the sea, which seemed like it would never end.

Jerome gestured at the couch. We sat next to Edith and Richard, who were giggling about something probably unrelated to business. Edith almost never talked business when first meeting someone, which was part of the reason I thought she was so successful.

“You want a cigar?”

I blushed. “Oh, I don’t smoke.”

Jerome grinned and moved closer, placing his hand on my thigh. “Won’t you share one with me?”

Edith gave me a look that said I probably should, so I smiled and shrugged and watched as Jerome lit a cigar. He took a few puffs before passing it to me. I took the cigar and inhaled, swallowing the smoke that made me cough like a fool.

“Don’t swallow, baby girl. Just let the smoke hang around in your mouth before you blow it out.”

“Like this?” I asked and tried again.

“Exactly like that,” Jerome said and moved his hand higher up my leg. I stiffened as Jerome got dangerously close to my dick. “You’re so sexy as a girl, Valerie.”

My cock stirred, threatening to push against my panties and make a tent under my dress. “You’re not so bad yourself,” I said. “You don’t have a problem with…?” I focused my gaze on my crotch.

Jerome shook his head. “I’ve always been curious what it’d be like to be with a femboy.”

Richard cleared his throat. “What are you talking about over there?”

Jerome looked over his shoulder at Richard. “You’d never believe it, but this is Edith’s assistant I was telling you about.”

Richard stared at me a long moment. “I thought you said her assistant was a guy.”

I cleared my throat, and Richard’s eyes widened. He glanced at Edith for confirmation, and she nodded once. “Shit, really? I can’t tell.”

Jerome grabbed the cigar and set it in the ashtray on the table. He reached his hand forward and cupped my face with it, moving his lips dangerously close to mine. “I couldn’t tell, either, but I love what I’m seeing.”

“Yeah, she’s hot.”

Edith scoffed. “What about me, Richard?” she asked. I saw her touch her chest, but then Jerome’s lips landed on mine, robbing me of my senses.

I moaned as he gripped the side of my face and kissed me more deeply. He squeezed my thigh and moved his hand until it brushed against the outline of my erection, which made him moan into my mouth.

“I can barely control myself around you. You’re so sexy as a girl.”

“So, you don’t hate me?” I asked in a breath.

“Why would I hate you?”

“I don’t know… because I’m white.”

Jerome laughed. “What does race have to do with anything?”

“I swear you didn’t like me and couldn’t figure out why.”

“Well, you used to come off as a know-it-all, and then you spilled the wine all over my suit, but I have nothing against you, beautiful.”

I blushed, feeling like I’d overreacted for no reason. I scooted closer to Jerome, wanting him all over me. Inside of me. I wanted to feel his lips against my neck as he pushed deep into my bussy. For a second I thought I was going too far, but then I looked over my shoulder to see Richard and Edith locked in a kiss.

“You want to have a little fun?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Good,” Jerome said. He grabbed my hips and pulled me onto his lap. I gasped as I moved my legs to straddle his. He moved his hands under my dress and squeezed my ass, making me moan at his touch. His dick was rock hard, and I could feel precum leaking through my panties.

Jerome was kissing me, but I could tell he wanted more by the way he was squeezing my ass and pulling apart my cheeks. He thrusted his hips, dry fucking me, and all I wanted was for him to remove the layers between us.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

Jerome reached his finger into my panties and pressed against my shaved hole. “Damn, you’re tight, girl. You want my dick in this ass?”

“Yeah, fill my bussy, boy.”

“Your bussy? I like that,” Jerome growled as he fingered my hole harder. Taking him would be so much different than the dildo because he would have all the control, which only made me want his dick more. I was so grateful Edith had already trained my hole, almost like she’d known exactly what would happen, but I didn’t dwell on that.

I was too lost in the sensations of Jerome fingering my hole with his thick digits, but I doubted they compared to his cock.

“Use that bussy,” I hollered.

Richard and Edith had stopped kissing and were watching us when I glanced in their direction. Part of me wanted to curl up an hide, but what was the point? We were all sexy and healthy, and I really just wanted to have some fun.

I opened my arms. Richard and Edith gravitated in our direction. They took turns kissing me as Jerome sucked on my fake breasts through the dress and fingered my hole.

“You want some dick in your bussy, Valerie?” Edith asked.

“Yes, please! I need it!”

Edith reached under me and unbuttoned Jerome’s pants. He moaned as she pulled his pants and underwear to the floor, revealing his thick cock. It was so dark and sexy, and I desperately wanted it in my mouth, so I moved down Jerome’s body until I was on my knees between his parted legs.

Edith held Jerome’s cock as I parted my lips. I had my hands in my lap as I closed my mouth around Jerome’s cock and started bobbing my head. Edith pulled me off his dick a moment later and shook Jerome’s cock to slap my face.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Richard said.

I glanced at him, and he had his hand in his pants, but there was no reason he couldn’t join the party. I’d become a cock-hungry slut in the matter of a night, and I wasn’t about to miss this opportunity.

I reached out to grab Richard’s thigh and moved him toward the couch. He sat and grunted, unbuckling his belt. He ripped it off at lightning speed and was without pants before I could catch my breath. Edith held my head and moved my mouth to his cock. I parted my lips and took Richard’s member.

His cock was like a fountain of precum, salty and slick and equally as satisfying, even though his cock was a little smaller.

Edith climbed on the couch and put her pussy in their faces while I sucked their dicks. It was so hot listening to one of the guys eat her out while I sucked the other. My cock was throbbing in my panties, and I desperately wanted to touch it, but I needed a dick in my bussy before I did.

I didn’t even think about it when the desperation became too intense to ignore. I stood and spat on my hand, wiping it against my backdoor entrance as I turned my body away from Richard. He watched me with wide eyes as I moved my hole toward the tip of his dick, pushing down until he was inside of me.

I’d only moved the thong to the side, so it rubbed the side of his cock when I let go, which he seemed to enjoy. He held my hips as I gently bounced on his dick. I bent forward and grabbed his ankles as I bounced faster on his uncovered cock, trying to milk him of his cum. I wanted all of it inside of me, leaking out of me like a dirty little whore.

Richard smacked my ass as I rode his dick, and the noise echoed around the room. Jerome and Edith stopped to look at us.

“Don’t cum before I fuck your bussy, girl!”

“Dude, you got to fuck her. She’s so fucking tight,” Richard said like he was about to unload in me.

“Let me fuck her before you cum, bro.”

“All right. We can take turns,” Richard said and pulled out of me, leaving me feeling empty and hungry for more cock. I moaned as I rubbed my girly cock through the white thong, so close to cumming but ready for more dicks in my ass.

“You boys enjoy her bussy while I use that mouth,” Edith said and moved me to the middle of the living room. She propped herself up on her hands and moved my face into her pussy as the guys got into position behind me.

Jerome pushed into me. He was thicker than Richard and produced less precum, so his cock felt incredibly big, and the friction was so much more intense, but I took it like a good girl. I kept my face in Edith’s pussy as Jerome pounded my ass with his bare cock.

“This bussy is the fucking best,” Jerome said as he pushed deep and pulled out. “Fuck this hole before I cum.”

Richard entered me and pounded my hole for a full minute before pulling out, and then Jerome thrusted into me. I kept my eyes closed and enjoyed the pleasure and sensations coming from all directions, and I didn’t even have to touch myself to cum.

It happened when Jerome entered me for the fourth or fifth time. He hit my spot in just the right way, and I busted all over the inside of my panties as I moaned into Edith’s pussy, and then they just kept using my hole.

It was a few minutes later when Richard hollered out. He dumped his load into me first, and then Jerome fucked me for a full minute before filling me with his, pushing a little of Richard’s seed out of me with each of his thrusts.

I reached into my panties and jacked myself off until I came a second time while I licked Edith’s pussy and clit until she was cumming all over me. When I finally looked up, the guys were sucking on her hard nipples.

Jerome laughed and fell back to his bottom. Richard was grinning like crazy and shook his head. Edith and I shared a knowing look, like we’d gotten what we wanted but also had the men right where we wanted them. They would do anything for us now.

“You guys want to get in the hot tub?” Jerome asked.

“I’d love that,” Edith said. “It’s on the balcony, right?”

“Yep. Let’s rinse off first, though. My shower is big enough for the four of us.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said.

Jerome grinned and took my hand. Edith grabbed Richard’s, and we all went to Jerome’s oversized shower with five different showerheads, so it wasn’t at all awkward. It was actually rather sexy, and things only got spicier once we got outside to the hot tub.
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One Year Later

Business was better than ever, and Edith had even made me a partner in the company, so I got a cut of the profits. I was still her executive assistant, but it was more than that. She never made a major decision without consulting me, even if she ended up going against my advice.

I didn’t mind. Edith and I had so much fun together that I could never stay mad at her. Business was business, and we had so much more than that.

“Ready to be Valerie for the weekend? We need to leave for the airport in fifteen, but Wallace has our bags in the car.”

“You know it, girl! I can’t wait,” I said in my girl voice and snapped my fingers.

“Good, clients love her.”

“You love her.”

Edith grinned. “You know I do, but seriously, you’re so much chiller when you’re a girl. I don’t know what it is, but it’s like you become yourself when you get all dolled up.”

There was some truth to Edith’s words. Sometimes I didn’t know if I was more myself as Valerie or Virgil, but I was certainly more entertaining as Valerie. When I put on my hair and dresses and heels and everything else, I felt like I could conquer the world and have a little fun while doing it.

“Should I change on the plane?”

“Yeah, we’re flying private, so you have plenty of time to get all sexy.”

“Perfect,” I said and typed a few more things before closing out my programs. Edith and I didn’t always fool around with clients, but we normally found a boy or two to enjoy during our work trips.

I couldn’t wait to see what the weekend had in store.


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading Office Doll. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed this story. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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