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CHAPTER 1:

"Charles, my boy, come in, come in. Take a seat."

The man speaking to me was my boss, Mr. Albert Franklin, and the overly genial tone of his voice made me a little nervous. I was a junior executive at the firm of Franklin, Peters, and Marcum and not terribly high placed within the corporation. I was ambitious though, and had made great strides up the corporate ladder so far but friendly private chats with Mr. Franklin in his office were not very common so I was on my guard.

"You're probably wondering why I wanted to see you," said Franklin as he leaned back in his huge padded chair.

"Whatever you need sir I hope I can be of some assistance," I replied humbly.

"That's the spirit, my boy! Ready for any challenge and anxious to make a name for yourself. I was like that when I was your age. A real go-getter we used to call it."

He wanted something from me and from the way he was buttering me up it sounded like I wasn't going to like it.

"You know I've had my eye on you for quite some time," Franklin continued.

"That's quite an honor sir."

"I've also asked around and I'm told you're a man I can trust."

"Once again, you honor me."

"I think my rat bastard partner Clarence is up to something. And I don't mean his usual two-faced, underhanded business dealings. I think he's making some kind of a power play to either force me out or take a controlling interest in the company, or something equally devious. I need your help in getting to the bottom of this and finding out exactly what his intentions are," said Franklin, losing the warm tone of his voice as he spoke of his hated business partner Clarence Peters.

There used to be a third partner, Malcolm Marcus, but he had hung himself in a supply closet in one of our out of town buildings. Franklin and Peters had always hated each other and Marcus was the buffer zone between them that kept everything balanced and the other two partners in check. It was said that the stress got to be too much for him and that's why he killed himself, but there was also a rumor about getting caught in some sort of money laundering scandal so who really knows why he took the plunge? The main thing was that he was gone, and since then things had really turned into more of an open battleground with both kingpins trying to gather various executives to their camps.

I was flattered that Mr. Franklin thought enough of me to think that I could be valuable to him but I still couldn't see how I was supposed to get some sort of secret inside information on his rival. I just wasn't that well connected.

"Of course, sir, I'll do whatever I can, but what is it that you want me to do exactly?"

"Son, what I'm going to ask you to do is distasteful, to say the least, and you'll probably think it's impossible, but I have a lot of faith in you, and if you're willing to accept this assignment you will be well-rewarded for your efforts I promise you," said Franklin, trying not to look me in the eyes.

"What can I do to help?" I asked with a gulp, wondering how awful this was going to be.

"I want you to worm your way into Peters' inner circle and find out exactly what he's trying to pull. If I can discover that in time I may be able to block his move."

"But...how would I possibly do that?" I inquired.

"By becoming his secretary, my boy."


CHAPTER 2:

This is where things start to sound a bit crazy. Franklin told me that there was an experimental drug being developed that would temporarily change a person's gender completely. It wasn't anywhere near being made available to the public but Franklin owned a large chunk of stock in the company making it and he had been assured that it was safe for human consumption.

The plan was for me to take this drug, turn into a hot young woman, and be assigned to Clarence Peters as his new personal secretary while his usual secretary, Ms. Clark, was out on maternity leave. There had been a great deal of speculation that Peters had been the one who knocked her up, and given his reputation as a womanizer it seemed quite plausible to me. It also made the whole idea of this insane scheme all the more terrifying.

"But wouldn't Mr. Peters have the final say in who is personal secretary was?" I pointed out. "What if he doesn't like me?"

"I'm sure that will be no problem. You see this drug has a way of producing very special results. That's the key to its ultimate success. You won't just be a woman you'll be a very attractive woman, and that is something my scumbag partner can never resist," Franklin explained. "Look at these pictures."

Mr. Franklin showed me a number of photographs of especially attractive women. They all looked like models or porn stars or something. I would have banged any one of them in a heartbeat but they all looked a bit out of my league.

"Very nice,"  I said in a noncommittal way, not sure of why he was showing me these pictures.

"All of them are actually men who are part of the testing program for the drug. I have no reason to believe that the results will be any less spectacular with you," said Franklin happily as he retrieved the photos and locked them in a drawer in his desk.

"But sir, even if what you say is true, not that I'm doubting your word for an instant, but even if I was able to turn myself into a convincing looking woman and get Mr. Peters to approve me as his secretary, how would I ever be able to sustain the illusion? I don't know anything at all about being a woman. I've never even had a really serious girlfriend."

"I've taken care of that. You'll temporarily move in with my own secretary, Ms. Larkin. She'll give you a crash course on everything you need to know about being a good secretary and a completely convincing young woman," Franklin replied. "She'll help you with the right wardrobe and fixing your makeup and all of that sort of thing. Of course you'll have a company credit card for any expenses you incur. This is a top priority project and I don't care what it costs to make it succeed."

Jennifer Larkin was incredibly hot. A bit older than I was, but still a real beauty. Pretty much every guy in the office had a crush on her at some point but the rumor was that she was a lesbian so most of us just admired her from a distance. The idea that I would be roommates with her was pretty appealing, except that I'd be living with her as a woman. On the other hand if she really was a lesbian that could be worth doing this dumb thing in and of itself. It was probably the only way I was ever going to have a chance to get it on with her.

"Sir, I've never had a secretary but how can I be sure that Mr. Peters will reveal important secrets to me? What if he just has me answering the phone and taking dictation or something?" I asked.

"Seduction, that's how. I know that asshole like the back of my hand, and I know that he won't be able to resist your feminine charms. He'll use you as a secretary, if you prove to be competent enough at the job, but he'll be far more interested in using you like a whore on the company payroll. That's his weakness and where he is most likely to slip up. When a man is thinking with his dick he never makes the best decisions. As his mistress you're going to gain access to all kinds of information, I assure you."

"Oh God."

I sort of knew that having sex with Peters was what Franklin was really driving at, but it was hard to take it all in when he actually presented it so bluntly. Not only would I have the humiliation of having to be a woman I'd also have to subject myself to the most unthinkable acts imaginable for a straight guy. How would I ever live with myself after that?

"If you do this for me there will be a major promotion for you, and of course an appropriately significant raise in salary. If you do it well enough that it helps me stave off whatever attack Peters is planning I'll be forever in your debt and I assure you there will be many more rewards coming your way. You'll be able to write your own ticket in this company, son. Who knows? Maybe someday your name will even be on the door," said Franklin.

"But I have to ask why don't you just hire some real woman who's already got the looks and experience to do this?" I inquired, half hoping that I had found a loophole.

"It needs to be someone who knows enough about this company to know what information might be valuable. And it can't be anyone recognizable so it can't be a woman who already works here. And it needs to be someone whose loyalty to me I can trust completely. I can't afford to pick someone who turns out to be a double agent or who can be bought off by Peters if he figures out what's going on," Franklin explained.

"I'm flattered by your confidence in me sir, but how can you be sure of my loyalty?"

"Because your manhood will be resting in my hands, as it were. You won't be able to go back to being a man without my help in procuring the necessary drugs to restore you to your former self. Even if you were tempted to double-cross me I don't think Peters could offer you any amount of money that would be worth giving up your cock and balls forever."

That was a pretty compelling argument. Franklin had obviously thought this all out quite carefully.

"Wouldn't it be easier just to trap him in a sexual harassment situation?" I suggested. "If he's really that aggressive with his secretaries it seems like you could easily find some woman to ensnare him in a scandal and that would get rid of him without all the other fuss and bother, wouldn't it?" I added hopefully.

"Scandal and lawsuits are the last thing in the world that this company needs right now. Peters has had plenty of charges against him along those lines over the years and the company has always been able to make settlements to keep it out of the courts and out of the news. There isn't really any way that I can force him to resign and sell his share of the stock, no matter how much he might embarrass the company. We're in a volatile stage at the moment, which is why he's planning some kind of power play. He needs to think that he's won you over with his charm. Then he'll be weak and vulnerable and most likely to drop his guard," Franklin said firmly.

I suppose I knew from the moment he brought it up that I was going to agree to do it but it was still hard to stomach the idea. My masculine pride screamed against it, but my ambition screamed louder and it sounded like this was a pretty fast track to the top, if I could actually pull it off.

"Well sir, I can't guarantee success, but I'm your man...or maybe I should say your woman," I said as I stuck out my hand.

"No...you're his woman," Franklin corrected as I felt a shiver run down my spine.


CHAPTER 3:

"Wow, this place is really nice," I commented as I brought the few personal items I was taking with me to Ms. Larkin's rather large and stylish apartment.

"Nicer than you expected a secretary to be able to afford?" my host said with a sly smile.

"No, I didn't mean anything by it."

"That's okay. There are perks for working for a man like Al Franklin. I'm not ashamed of that."

I noticed she called him "Al" instead of "Albert" or "Mr. Franklin" and I wondered just how intimate their relationship really was, but I wasn't going to press for any information like that right off the bat. She had been with him for quite a few years, from what I understood, so they probably worked very closely, whether or not that ever spilled over into the bedroom. Hell, she was supposedly a lesbian so it didn't seem too likely that they were lovers.

Once the deal was done with Franklin things moved very quickly. I was supposedly going overseas to work on some big project for the company, which would explain my potentially lengthy absence, and would also provide a good excuse for why I was being promoted over a number of senior executives if I succeeded in my task. Being successful on some big foreign deal would be just the kind of thing that might get a junior exec bumped up the ladder a number of rungs.

My gender transformation had taken place in secret at the lab where the stuff was being developed. The process involved a couple of injections and some rather bland liquid that tasted sort of like warm milk. The drink caused me to pass out briefly, which was just as well because it took a few hours for the drugs to work and I was told that it could be a little painful. I was still a bit sore when I woke up again but I was getting over that now.

The cloak and dagger thing had been played to the hilt with me supposedly making hotel arrangements and having plane tickets delivered to the office. It looked for all the world as if I was leaving on an extended business trip and there was no reason for anyone to think otherwise.

Ms. Larkin had picked me up at the lab and taken me straight back to her apartment. I had been provided with a very simple and plain outfit to wear once the transformation was complete, but even that somewhat ill-fitting and unassuming attire couldn't completely hide the fact that I had become a stunningly hot woman.

My tits were mind blowing. I don't think I've ever seen a pair quite as round and full and perfectly proportioned to a woman's body. They almost seemed to defy the Law of Gravity the way they stood up out in front of me but I could tell that it would take a little getting used to having those unfamiliar bags on my chest.

My voice was so unfamiliar to me that it was hard to believe that I was speaking, even when I knew that I was. It's a funny sensation to not know what you sound like. Even so it was a soft and pleasing voice and I'd probably get accustomed to it before too long.

My name, for the duration of this corporate espionage saga was to be Valerie Adams. It was nothing like my real name of Charles Pemberton, but I thought it sounded pretty and would be fairly easy to remember. I had a major crush on a girl named Valerie in junior high so that name always kind of stuck in my mind with fondness, even if I never did get anywhere with her.

"This will be your room," said Ms. Larkin as she showed me the attractively furnished guest bedroom.

"You have good taste. I really like the decor," I commented absent-mindedly.

"Well, you're already talking like a woman. That's a good sign," Ms. Larkin said with a slight chuckle.

I think I might have turned red with embarrassment. She probably meant it as a compliment but it sort of made me feel gay. It probably wasn't something I would have said if I were standing here as a man, but of course if I were still a man I probably wouldn't be in her apartment, let alone one of her bedrooms.

"Fortunately tomorrow is Saturday so we can go shopping and try to get you up to speed on your wardrobe and accessories. We'll have the whole weekend to work on your basic woman skills but I have no idea how much progress we'll make. I've never had to teach someone to be female before," she said with a smile.

"Thank you so much for this, Ms. Larkin. I really appreciate all the effort you're going to. It must be kind of a drag to give up your weekend just to haul me around some dumb shops."

"Please, call me Jennifer. We're roomies after all. And I don't mind any excuse to go on a shopping trip. I think it's going to be fun to have a gal pal to hang out with for a while. Especially one so attractive. There's some junk in the drawers you can wear to sleep in tonight and if you want to change into something more casual now I can rustle up something from my closet that might fit," Jennifer offered.

"That would be great," I replied.

I was kind of turned on to hear her call me attractive and wondered whether she was just being polite or starting to hit on me. I was so grateful to have a mentor to help me through this incredibly difficult transition and Jennifer was the perfect person for the job. I would have been totally helpless and confused on my own. I certainly wasn't going to mess it up by coming on too strong, but if she made a move on me I was more than happy to reciprocate.

Jennifer disappeared into the other bedroom and came back holding some clothes. She handed me a pair of jeans first.

"Try these. Your waist is a little smaller than mine so you might need a belt but I think they might do in a pinch."

I took the pants from her and waited for her to depart but she just stood right there in front of me with an arm full of other clothing.

"Oh, for heaven's sake take off your dress. If you're that shy about disrobing in front of another woman I don't know how you'll ever handle getting naked for a man," she said.

That made me feel like an idiot again so I quickly took off my dress and placed it neatly on the bed. That left me standing in my lab issued white cotton bra and panties. It was kind of a weird feeling to be this exposed around a hot chick like Jennifer, but kind of exciting too. I was hoping that she was going to join me in stripping down but instead she just waited for me to put my pants on.

"We're definitely going to have to get you some sexier underwear," she commented as I struggled to pull my jeans on.

They were so much tighter than any jeans I had ever worn before. Yet once they were over my hips there was a little spare room in the waist as Jennifer had predicted. Those suckers were skin tight and it felt sort of like the back was crawling up my ass but they weren't totally uncomfortable.

"Need a belt?" she asked.

"Yeah, a stiff drink sounds pretty good right about now," I joked. "But I don't think these pants are in any danger of falling off of me."

Next I put on a pretty floral top that was made of some very silky kind of material that felt incredibly good on my skin. My big titties filled it out quite nicely and it was cut low enough to show off some impressive cleavage. It was hard to look at myself in the mirror and not get turned on. I wondered if I was having the same effect on Jennifer.

"Now for that drink," she said as we headed back into the living room.


CHAPTER 4:

I wish I could say that we had a couple of drinks and got relaxed enough to spend the rest of the night licking each other's pussies but sadly that didn't happen. We chatted casually for a while, and she gave me some pointers on sitting and standing and walking properly, and then we just watched some TV like normal roommates might do, except that she was into a lot of shows that I had never seen before. Some of the shows were actually kind of interesting, although I never would have thought of checking them out before.

It was strange to be sitting around watching television as a woman, and it was strange to be suddenly living with someone that I had known from work for a long time, but didn't really know anything about at all. Even so it was kind of nice and Jennifer seemed to be going out of her way to make me feel comfortable and welcome.

Her expert guidance and superb taste were a godsend on our shopping trip the next day. She knew exactly what I needed and what would look especially good on me and I just pulled out the credit card and paid for everything that she selected for me to buy. I felt a little funny walking around in public dressed as a woman, but I had to keep reminding myself that I wasn't just dressed as a woman, for the moment I actually was one.

When we got back to the apartment she carefully went over all of my purchases and explained what situations I should wear which things and why and then we went to work on my cosmetics. I never knew there was a "proper" way to apply lipstick but I was getting an education in a lot of things I didn't know in a big hurry. By the time she had me all fixed up I looked even more amazing than before.

Work clothes had been a big priority on our shopping list but I noticed that Jennifer also selected a number of other items that seemed a little more flirty, like something you might wear to a party or to go to a club, which apparently was exactly what she had in mind for our Saturday night.

"Come on, it'll be fun. You need to learn how to flirt and lose your fear of men," said Jennifer as we were getting dolled up for a night on the town.

"Who said I was afraid of men?" I replied a little defensively.

"Aren't you?"

"Hell, yeah, I'm terrified of them when I think of them in a...you know...sexual way. I don't know how I could actually ever do anything with a guy."

"That's why we need to get you started in the right direction. Let's go meet some men, have a few drinks, maybe do a little dancing, and then see where that leads us," Jennifer suggested casually, as if we were just two regular girls who did this sort of thing all the time on a Saturday night.

I was a little surprised, and perhaps disappointed, that Jennifer's plans for the evening didn't seem to include a trip to a lesbian bar or something like that, but she had taken on the duty of training me to be a seductive vixen that no man could resist and she seemed to be taking it quite seriously.

We went to a rather nice upscale club that I had never been to but had been anxious to check out sometime. I'd heard that the quality of tail there tended to be pretty first rate, but that also meant that my odds of being shot down were all the higher so I hadn't worked up the nerve to give it a try yet. Now I was there as some of that quality tail and walking in I could see how it got its reputation. There seemed to be gorgeous women everywhere. It was actually a little intimidating but I knew that Jennifer and I were pretty hot and could probably hold our own in this glittering gathering of babes.

I wasn't wrong about that as men were all over us that night. It was actually kind of cool having someone always handy to buy you a drink if you wanted one, and sometimes even when you didn't. Jennifer did most of the talking and she was very, very, good at it. I marveled at her quick wit and sly innuendos that suggested a hint of sin without ever becoming an actual declaration of intent. I tried to follow her lead and pretty soon I was getting in the swing of it. I think all the drinks probably helped because I was feeling pretty good and loose by the time I hit the dance floor with a guy named Frank who said he was a stock broker.

Dancing was never my thing before, and I think without the social lubrication I might have looked like I had a stick shoved up my ass, but instead I was wiggling my booty all over the place and moving in ways that I didn't know my body could move. When Frank started dancing quite close behind me I thought I could feel his erection in his pants, but that might have been my imagination. God knows I would have been hard as a rock dancing that way with a girl who looked like me.

When the music stopped and we went back to our booth Frank put his arm around my waist and kissed me. Just like that, on the lips, in public. I guess I kind of liked it because I kissed him right back and even let him stick his tongue in my mouth.

"Well, you two seem to be hitting it off rather well," I heard Jennifer say as she and her dance partner Mike came back to their seats.

"What do you say the four of us cut out of here and go someplace a little more private," Mike suggested.

"Down boy, we haven't made any plans yet. Now if you'll excuse us for a moment we have to go to the little girl's room," said Jennifer as she took my hand and led me off to the women's bathroom.

I had never been in a female bathroom before, and felt kind of sneaky walking in there, but that was really the only option for me these days. Aside from the absence of urinals it was pretty much what any public restroom would look like but the steady stream of women waiting to use one of the stalls, or lined up at a mirror fixing their makeup, made it a world I had never known before.

"So what do you think?" asked Jennifer as she touched up her lipstick.

"Ah...I think I'm a little buzzed," I replied with a giggle.

"You want to dive right in and get it over with or would you rather call it a night?"

"Shit, you mean...dive in as in...sleep with these guys?" I sputtered as quietly as I could manage.

"Clarence Peters is not looking for a virgin. At least not to be his personal secretary. He's going to expect you to know a thing or two about sex and not be freaked out at the first sign of an erect penis. These guys seem pleasant enough for a one-night-stand. I don't think their expectations are going to be all that high. If you don't perform like a porn star nobody is going to complain, but Clarence Peters is going to hold you to a much higher standard of sexual excellence I assure you," said Jennifer as she helped me touch up my own makeup.

"How would this work exactly?" I asked timidly.

"We go back to their place or their hotel room or whatever it is and they fuck us. Haven't you ever picked up a girl before?" Jennifer replied.

"Well, sure. I just never experienced it from this end of the equation," I said in my own defense.

"Nothing to worry about really. You can just lie there and let the guy do all the work if you want to. And you don't have to do anything that you really don't want to do. Just tell him you're not into whatever kinky shit he's recommending."

"You don't mind doing this? I mean, these are just a couple of strangers and I'm sure you have plenty of...dating options," I said as diplomatically as possible.

"You mean why would a lesbian want to fuck a man?" she said with a laugh. "Don't believe all the office gossip you hear. I swing both ways honey. And although I generally prefer more serious relationships with other women I'm perfectly satisfied to ride on a big cock when it's offered."

Hearing her talk like that really got my juices flowing and despite my reservations I agreed that we should let Frank and Mike pick us up. I was just fucked up enough to let my curiosity get the better of me and that's how we ended up in some strange man's apartment as Frank led me to his bedroom and Mike started getting busy with Jennifer on the couch.


CHAPTER 5:

"Nice place you've got here," I said once we were in his room and the door was shut.

I couldn't think of anything else to say so I just babbled some inane pleasantry. There was nothing special about the apartment, aside from the fact that it must have been fairly pricey and looked cleaner than a lot of bachelor pads I had been in before.

"Well I put a fair amount of money in the bed," said Frank as he took off his jacket. "I think having a really good bed is a wise investment."

Then I was in his arms and we were kissing again, only this time it was much deeper and more aggressive. As we kissed one hand rubbed my back and one cupped my butt cheek, slipping quite easily under my very short skirt.

I felt my pulse racing a mile a second and wondered whether it was from fear or excitement or some combination of the two. It was all so unreal. This was the kind of thing that I always dreamed of happening when I was a man but never actually experienced. It took a lot of balls to hit on a hot chick and expect her to just go back to your place and put out, but Frank didn't seem to be lacking in confidence at all.

He was actually kind of a good looking guy, and I suppose that helped him find the courage for such bold action, and when he got his pants off and I saw the size of his pecker I knew that probably boosted his confidence more than anything else. He was packing some serious meat, at least it looked that way to me in my neophyte female state.

Somewhere along the line we both got naked and were lying on the bed continuing to make out. It was all just kind of happening without a lot of conversation. When Frank pulled off my top I let him. When he dropped his pants I just watched. When he took me to the bed I joined him. And when he started groping my boobs I felt myself getting wet between the legs.

I was kind of shocked at how natural it seemed to be to be touching a naked man. So far it had all been just kissing and caressing, and aside from the fact that I had the smoother skin and my body had different parts that seemed more sensitive than others, it was pretty much like fooling around had always been. Of course there was that big cock that kept banging up against me, and that was hard not to notice, especially since I knew that Frank would be expecting to put it inside me sooner or later.

He actually took my hand at one point and guided it down to his dick. It was obvious that he wanted me to stroke it, and I couldn't really think of a good way to decline, so I took his shaft in my hand and began to slowly work it up and down.

"So what do you think of it baby?" Frank asked, obviously fishing for compliments about his tool.

"It's really big," I replied honestly.

"I hope that doesn't scare you off. If you want to suck it you don't have to take it all down. Most of the action's up in the tip anyway," said Frank rather casually.

I was going to say that I knew exactly what it felt like to have a dick but I suddenly caught myself and almost laughed out loud. That knowledge was actually a great advantage to me, I thought. I knew precisely what made a guy feel good. If I wanted to impress a man sexually all I had to do was be the kind of lover that I would want to have. That sent my mind down a whole new train of thought. Yes, I was totally inexperienced as a woman, but if I just focused on the guy and tried to be his ideal fantasy lay I'd probably turn his screws. If I followed that guideline I was bound to come off looking like a champion.

"Do you want me to suck it?" I asked as I flashed him the sweetest, most innocent little smile I could muster.

"Oh, hell yeah, baby. I'd love to see those pretty lips wrapped around my big hard cock," he replied happily.

Basically I was practicing the "deep end" principle. If someone couldn't swim you tossed them in the deep end of the pool where their feet couldn't touch the bottom and they would either learn to swim in a big hurry or they'd sink like a stone. There was no point in having come this far to not go through with the deed, and no point in becoming a woman if I wasn't going to be able to use my sexuality to win over Clarence Peters.

So I found myself licking and stroking Frank's prick until I got him nice and slippery. Then I closed my eyes and opened my mouth and let a few inches of his hot throbbing pole slide between my lips. After that I wasn't entirely sure what to do so I just made a little pocket in my mouth with my tongue as the base and started bobbing my head up and down on his dick.

It was strangely intoxicating to be sucking another man's cock, and I was reasonably certain that it wasn't just my other intoxication talking. I had kind of sobered up once his erect pecker had popped out of his pants and I knew exactly what I was doing, even if I didn't know how to do it.

"Oh, baby, that's so fucking awesome," said Frank appreciatively. "You really know how to suck a cock don't you?"

I almost laughed again because I knew nothing but I knew that men weren't usually too picky about the quality of a blowjob. Getting head was usually something that wasn't that easy to get, unless you were paying for it, and I imagine that most guys probably wouldn't know what a really great BJ would feel like. God knows I didn't know, but I knew what looked good in porn videos and how much the enthusiasm of the girl played into the greater enjoyment of the whole process.

I opened my eyes and looked up at Frank. I don't know exactly how you produce "BJ eyes" but I figured it had something to do with steady contact so I held his gaze for a while as I continued to blow him with some vigor.

It was kind of fun when I thought of it as a challenge or a sort of a game. I had gone into his bedroom on wobbly legs, terrified that I'd run screaming at the first sight of a boner, but instead I was going down on his big prick like it was the most delicious candy cane I had ever tasted. It was all about the attitude. If I went in expecting it to be horrible it probably would end up being horrible, but if I tried to enjoy the experience it might actually turn out to be enjoyable.

"Baby, I hate to cut this short but I've got to fuck you right now or I won't last much longer," Frank kind of moaned.

I figured the easiest thing to do was to just roll over on my back and spread my legs. It was totally vanilla but I'd never been with a woman who didn't want it on her back even if she agreed to some more exotic position somewhere along the line. Frank didn't seem to mind at all and quickly got himself in position to take me.

I was nice and wet by this point but that still didn't prepare me for the shock of feeling a cock going up inside my pussy for the first time.

"Oooo...Frank you're so big," I moaned.

"Yeah, baby. Big and hard and ready to give you a serious fucking," he replied in a voice that sounded almost sinister to me.

That was just what happened to a man when his animal instincts were super charged. He might be the nicest guy in the world but there was something about putting your dick in a woman's cunt that brought out the beast in you. Frank appeared to be no exception.

"Yeah, baby, yeah. Your little pussy is so fucking tight I feel like I'm splitting you open," Frank hissed.

"Split me, you big stud. Give my tight little pussy all of that big cock," I replied almost frantically.

I was really working my pelvis by that point and the bed was bouncing pretty hard. It was a good thing he had bought such a sturdy piece of furniture I thought, and I could easily see why a man like that would need such a bed. Frank wasn't doing any special tricks or techniques, but he really didn't have to. His arms seemed quite capable of supporting himself above me, and his cock was large enough that it filled me completely with every stroke, and I was starting to spin off into orbit, feeling strange and wonderful new sensations rippling all over my body.

"Oh, Frank...Oh, Frank...I think you're making me cum," I gasped in wonder.

"Thank God, baby, because I'm right behind you," Frank grunted.

He actually lasted a few minutes longer but then he let out a mighty groan as he began to ejaculate inside of me. I felt so dirty, but so awesome at the same time. Awesomely dirty. Yesterday I woke up as a man and tonight I was letting a man cum inside my snatch. It was some crash course in womanhood, indeed, but it appeared that I was a quick learner. And possibly a bit of a horny slut as well.


CHAPTER 6:

Jennifer seemed a bit amused when we were back home discussing the events of the previous evening. She seemed particularly intrigued by the fact that the first thing I did with a man, aside from necking, was suck his cock. I told her everything in graphic detail, partly because she was there to mentor me and I needed to be as honest as possible, and partly because I was genuinely kind of excited about how much I had accomplished on my first time in the sack as a woman.

"It seems like you're quite a natural at this. It shouldn't take you long at all to be ready for your assignment," Jennifer said approvingly.

I didn't know if I was crazy about the idea of being a "natural" at having sex with men but I appreciated her praise as I did feel a bit proud of myself for having taken such a pragmatic view of the situation.

"So how was Mike? Or do girls not talk about things like that?" I said.

"Sweetie, that's all girls talk about," Jennifer said with a laugh. "Only men probably tend to brag about their conquests while women are more likely to nitpick and criticize."

"Okay, so how was he?" I asked again.

"He was all right. Decent body, nice enough, nothing really special about the sex. He just kind of climbed on top of me, got his rocks off, and fell asleep. At least he didn't snore."

Picturing a man on top of Jennifer getting his rocks off made me a bit aroused. It also made me feel kind of intimidated again because I cringed at the thought of some woman I had fucked casually dismissing the experience the same way. She was absolutely right that men tended to brag about their sexual exploits. The fact that you had succeeded in nailing any pussy at all was generally something to brag about. A performance critique was usually not required unless there was something special about the way it all went down.

I noticed that Jennifer said that Mike fucked her until he got his rocks off but she didn't say anything about having gotten off herself. I wondered how much that happened. I mean, not just to her, but to women in general. I don't know that I had always been totally attentive to that but it suddenly seemed a lot more important now.

We ended up doing a little more shopping because Jennifer thought of a few more things I would probably need, but it also seemed kind of like an excuse just to shop. I didn't mind and even tried to voice my opinion a little bit as we selected things.

Apparently we weren't going out looking for men again, which actually disappointed me a little. Having had my cherry popped I was a bit anxious to have another go. Fortunately Jennifer had taken me to a sex shop where I had picked up a couple of toys so I'd at least be able to pleasure myself whenever I wanted to.

Of course staying home with Jennifer and going to town on each other's hot bodies was the best possible option but that didn't appear to be in the cards either.

On Monday Jennifer went back to work and I had the strange sensation of having nowhere to be and nothing to do while living in someone else's apartment in a body that wasn't actually my own. I hadn't been told the specific date that I would be sent to be interviewed by Mr. Peters but I think a lot of it rested on Jennifer's assessment of my readiness.

I had to be convincing as someone who had been female all of my life. I had to be sexy enough to capture the attention of Mr. Peters and skilled enough to keep it once I had him on the hook. I also had to be at least somewhat competent as a secretary. If I played the sexy part right I would hopefully not be required to be first rate on the clerical side and Jennifer assured me that Mr. Peters never demanded that much from his secretaries as far as business skills were concerned.

I had a lot to learn and I needed to learn it as quickly as possible since there was no way to tell how far along Peters might be with his plans, whatever they were. Jennifer had her hands full trying to juggle her regular work routine with cramming all of this information into my head.

While she was gone I just kind of lounged around the apartment. I noticed that she had a number of magazines so I started flipping through them. They were definitely targeted to a female audience and were full of articles about cosmetics and fashion and dating tips. I'd never really read magazines like Elle or Cosmopolitan before and I started out just thumbing through the pages looking for pictures of hot women but pretty soon I started reading some of the articles and found it all rather interesting.

These publications seemed geared towards smart, fashionable, upscale, single, women like Jennifer, and I realized that even she had to learn this stuff from somewhere. I wanted to emulate her as much as possible but I knew that reading a couple of magazines was hardly going to accomplish that.

Later I started watching porn and putting my new sex toys to use. Watching porn was nothing new for me but now I was watching it from an entirely different perspective. I really wanted to focus on how the women behaved. How they moved and reacted and positioned themselves during sex. I especially tried to zero in on the blowjobs. That was where technique and style really came into play and if I wanted to convince Peters that I was no sexual neophyte the best way to do it would be to demonstrate some decent cock sucking skills.

I had heard a number of times that men didn't tend to go to prostitutes for missionary position sex, they wanted head and anal, the things they had a hard time getting for free, so I decided that those were two good areas to concentrate on.

It actually took me a little while to work up the nerve to stick a dildo in my ass but with a bit of lubrication, and the inspiration of all the videos I had been watching, I finally took the plunge and pushed the thing up my anus.

I can't say that I was instantly in love with the sensation but it wasn't as bad as I feared it might be either. I took it easy and just let it play up and down in fairly small strokes before working up to a faster and deeper tempo. I had no idea whether I would ever actually be called upon to do this but it seemed like a good weapon to have in my arsenal.

When Jennifer got home that evening I told her everything I had been doing and she once again seemed slightly bemused but impressed by my enthusiasm.

"You know I have a pretty realistic strap on. If you want to try some different positions and techniques I could always put that on and help you practice," she suggested.

"That sounds fantastic," I replied eagerly.

"Well after dinner I'll get hooked up and fuck your brains out, but right now I'm starving."


CHAPTER 7:

As hungry as I was it was difficult to concentrate on my dinner when I knew what was coming for desert. After we had finished, and put the dishes away, Jennifer told me to get naked and wait for her on my bed. I anxiously peeled off my clothes and tried to strike an alluring pose but figured that might be going too far so I just kind of sat on my knees.

When the door opened and Jennifer walked in, sporting a huge fake phallus in front of her, wearing nothing else, my eyes kind of popped out of my head. Apparently I had a similar impact on her because she asked me to stand up and turn around a couple of times.

"Damn, you do look good naked," said Jennifer admiringly.

"Thank you, so do you. I mean, aside from the rubber dick," I replied. "But you even wear that well."

"We've got to do something about this bush," said Jennifer as she came over and put her hand on my curly mound of pubic hair. "This hairy muff won't do. It's too 1970's porn star. I should have thought of that before."

"You want me to shave my pussy?" I asked sweetly.

"Well, we've got to trim it somewhat at least," said Jennifer, making it sound like it was going to be a group project, which was just fine by me.

"So how do you want to fuck me?"

"My you are an eager beaver," said Jennifer with a laugh. "I know it's not the real thing but why don't we start by you showing me what you can do with a cock in your mouth?"

I happily dropped to my knees and took her pretend dick in my hand. It wasn't warm and throbbing like the real thing but it did have pretty lifelike "skin" and even veins and bulges. I proceeded to blow it as if it were a live penis and Jennifer seemed impressed by my technique, especially when I showed her how far I could take it down my throat.

"So you never sucked a cock before Saturday night?"

"No, of course not," I replied.

"I thought maybe you were gay and had been slurping dicks for years."

"No, not me. I'm not gay. I mean as a man I've never been gay, but as a woman I'm pretty much open to anything," I said, perhaps making my feelings a little too obvious.

"Is that right?" said Jennifer with a sly smile. "Well right now what needs to be open is your hot little pussy so bend over bitch and grab the footboard of the bed."

I did as instructed and waited as Jennifer got behind me. Then I felt the tip of her pretend prick rubbing up and down my slit before suddenly sliding inside me. Soon I was moaning softly as Jennifer banged me from the back in what was a quite convincing simulation of the real thing. Even after all the porn I had watched, and all the masturbating that went along with that, I was super horny in no time at all.

"Expect men to want to fuck you from behind a lot. It's a real dominant position for a man, as I'm sure you already know, and in the office getting bent over a desk is one of the easiest ways to have a quickie," Jennifer said as she continued to pound me.

"That's okay by me," I said over my shoulder. "I think I like it this way."

"That doesn't surprise me somehow," Jennifer chuckled. "Expect to spend a lot of time on your knees too. A guy like Peters is going to be into the whole power trip and he's going to want to see you be submissive and obedient."

"I can do that."

"Okay, let's see what you can do in a chair. That's another likely office sex location."

I felt Jennifer pulling out of me and had this really kind of depressing feeling as she did. There was something about my pussy being full that made me feel so alive that it was sort of deflating to be empty again. Fortunately it wasn't empty for long as Jennifer grabbed the chair that was by my computer table and took a seat with her wicked-looking hard on sticking straight up in the air.

"Hop on babe," she said with a grin as she patted her legs for emphasis.

I wasn't sure which way to face so I did the easiest thing, which was to sit on her lap facing away from her. I could feel a little strain in my thighs as I maneuvered myself to drop down on her erection but once I was snugly onboard I didn't really think about it.

"I like this position too," I said as I jacked myself up and down on her lap.

"Definitely another office staple," Jennifer replied.

"Can I ask you something kind of personal?"

"Under the circumstances this would seem like the appropriate time to do it."

"Are you speaking from personal experience?"

"You mean have I ever fucked in an office? Oh, yeah," Jennifer replied.

"With Mr. Franklin?"

"No, he's not like that. He's a happily married man who's faithful to his wife. But the first place I worked it was a totally different story."

I was kind of glad to hear that Mr. Franklin was a faithful husband. Not that I would have thought less of Jennifer if she were sleeping with him, but because I felt better about having chosen his side in this war of office politics.

"Oooo...it really feels different doing it this way," I suddenly moaned.

"Different positions put the cock in different angles which bring it into contact with different parts of your pussy," Jennifer explained. "A guy who knows what he's doing can really work your cunt all over."

"I thought girls didn't like the word cunt."

"They don't like to be called a cunt, but cunt is perfectly fine when you're talking about your pussy. Some women actually prefer it."

I had felt a little emasculated when Jennifer was talking about guys who knew what they were doing, because it sort of implied that I wasn't one of them, but I realized that she wasn't thinking of me as a man at all at that moment. I think she also sensed that I didn't have a tremendous amount of sexual experience as a man or a woman and was just trying to be helpful. And in a way the more emasculated I felt the easier it was to think of myself as a real woman. I didn't need masculine guilt getting in the way of my assignment.

"Oh, fuck...oh, fuck...you're making me cum," I suddenly blurted out.

"I wish I could say the same but this thing doesn't have an ejaculate mode," Jennifer joked.

"I could put it on later and do you if you wanted to get off," I volunteered nobly.

"We'll see. Right now you just need to cream all over my big dick you slutty little sex kitten."

I liked the sound of that and it pushed my orgasm even harder. I liked talking dirty but I think I liked being talked to dirty even more. Something about it really turned my screws.

"Fuck yes...fuck yes...fuck yes..." I hissed under my breath until my words just turned into little yelps or chirps.

"Had enough?" Jennifer asked as I started to slow down my bouncing and tried to recover my breath.

"Are you kidding? I'm just getting warmed up," I replied.

"Come with me honey," said Jennifer as she helped me dismount from her post and led me by the hand to her bedroom.


CHAPTER 8:

When we got to her room she took off the strap on and tossed it aside. Then she took me in her arms and kissed me. It was a dream come true and I wondered whether I was really awake.

"I think you're incredibly brave for doing this, and I think you're probably on some kind of sexual overload, but I also think you're completely adorable and probably the most fuckable girl I've ever met," she said between kisses.

"Thank you so much! That means a lot coming from you," I said as I hugged her tightly and offered up my lips again.

"Come to bed, honey. I can teach you some things that aren't part of your job description."

Jennifer Larkin thought I was adorable and fuckable! It was music to my ears. She was the most stylish, sophisticated, sensual woman I had ever known, and from the moment I became female I wanted desperately to emulate her. She was just so cool, and fine, and sure of herself. I wondered if she was happy just being a secretary but she was obviously doing very well at it so who was I to question her ambition?

As we made out on the bed she gave me some basic anatomical information, but she didn't make it sound like a Sex Ed class, it was more practical in nature. I probably should have known a lot of this stuff from college, but I wasn't really paying all that much attention. The only female anatomy I was interested in were the various holes where I hoped to stick my dick.

"When do you know that you liked girls?" I asked as we lay on our sides fingering each other.

"High school. Junior high, in a way, but I wasn't really sexually active then, aside from the usual experimentation. I was a cheerleader in high school, and one of the girls on the squad hit on me when we were rooming together at cheerleader camp. She was a year older and she knew a hell of a lot more about sex than I did and I got quite an education," said Jennifer.

"Like you're doing for me now," I pointed out.

"Well, you're kind of unique, honey. I don't know what you're like as a man but you've got this wonderfully open and excited attitude about having sex as a woman. Maybe it's just the novelty of it, but you really seem like a super responsive woman. I can tell how your body is tingling with even the slightest stimulation. You really seem like you're having the time of your life."

"Oh, I am Jennifer, believe me, I am," I gushed. "It's the most exciting, fun, kinky thing I've ever done. I never knew that having tits and a pussy could be so awesome."

"Well that certainly makes it much easier to get you ready for what you have to do," said Jennifer.

"I have a great teacher," I said as I leaned over and kissed her.

Later Jennifer swung around over my body and we began to do some pussy licking in the 69 position. It was still so hard to believe that I was actually going down on her muff, and all the more wonderful because she was going down on mine at the same time.

It was funny that after lusting after her for so long as a man I really didn't miss my cock and balls at all. Just feeling our tits rubbing together when we hugged was more of a thrill than I could have imagined in my wildest male/female fantasies. It was so fun to be two girls, roommates, sharing a bed and licking pussy. It made me wonder whether this was a onetime thing or whether I'd be moving into this bedroom from now on.

Jennifer was quite good at bean licking, but I thought I was holding my own, and I was delighted when she began to cum in my face. I had been in a state of almost constant orgasmic arousal all day so it was wonderful to get somebody else off as well.

There was something really beautiful about two women making love, I thought, and it certainly was an extraordinary sensation for me to be a part of that for the first time. Even so I doubted that I could be a fulltime lesbian. I just loved cock too much.


CHAPTER 9:

My training lasted only a week, which was a testament to Jennifer's skill as a teacher, and my ability to learn things on the fly. I didn't move into her bedroom, but we did have a number of other strap on sessions, and usually that ended up with us together in bed, but I wouldn't say that we were in any kind of a serious romantic relationship. This was all just a temporary experience anyway so there was no point in starting something that would end all too soon.

On Saturday night we went on the prowl again and again got our brains fucked out by two random dudes who picked us up in a bar. I was so much better prepared this time and I think I gave my partner an evening to remember.

Since the sex seemed to come so easily to me that gave us a lot of time to work on the secretarial skills, which obviously wasn't as fun as fuck practice, but it did get me ready to go into the workplace with some degree of confidence.

Jennifer gave me every tip, trick, and technique she could think of to make me the ultimate secretary/seductress and when Monday morning finally rolled around and I went back to the office for the first time I felt surprisingly calm and ready for whatever lay ahead.

I had to remember to pretend that I was a total stranger to the place and act like I didn't know all of the people I actually knew. That took a little effort to keep in mind because everything was so familiar to me. I just couldn't afford a stupid slip up that would blow my cover.

I went through the basic process of being signed up as a new employee but I noticed that most of my paperwork was already filled in and the girl taking my information just put my folder in a file drawer without asking too many questions. Obviously Mr. Franklin had paved the way for me so that I would appear to be going through normal channels while being provided with complete documentation for my totally fictitious identity. Somehow I even had a driver's license and a Social Security card. I guess if you're rich enough you can buy just about anything.

I was then assigned to the secretarial pool and spent the next two days there doing basically nothing except for filling in on the phone on somebody's desk when someone went to lunch or was late coming to work or something like that.

It was astounding how much attention I got, primarily male, despite the fact that I wasn't really doing anything yet. That of course meant that I was just sitting around a lot of the time and that meant that men knew where to find me and that I wouldn't be busy.

There were so many "helpful" gentlemen who offered to show me around the building, or take me to lunch, or perhaps even dinner if I were free some night this week. It was hard not to laugh because I knew and worked with these guys but they just saw me as the hot new girl in the office. I certainly never got this much attention as a male junior executive.

On Wednesday I finally got the call to go up and be interviewed by Mr. Peters. I thought I was as prepared as I could get but this was the big moment everything had been building up to. If I didn't land the job as his secretary all this work would have been for nothing.

"Come in Ms. Adams," said Mr. Peters pleasantly as I entered his office. "Won't you take a seat?"

I sat in the chair he indicated in front of his desk and crossed my legs. I was wearing glasses, which I didn't really need, because they made me look secretarial and they gave me a prop to play with if I needed one. A woman taking off her glasses is a time honored way of suddenly elevating her looks with a simple gesture.

Things started professionally enough as Peters looked over my fake but totally convincing résumé. When he finally set it down and turned his attention to me I could feel his eyes burning on my cleavage, which of course was exactly what I hoped he'd do. Even so he made so little effort to hide the fact that he was undressing me with his eyes that I actually felt a little uncomfortable.

"Now the position is theoretically temporary, but if things work out well between us there's no reason you couldn't remain as my secretary and the other girl could be reassigned," said Peters, almost smacking his lips in the process.

"Well sir, I think that all jobs are temporary until you prove your worth," I said. "Unless you happen to own the company."

"Very wise, my dear. Very wise indeed. A personal secretary is a very intimate job and we'll be working very closely. Sometimes people just aren't naturally compatible. It's no reflection on anyone's abilities it's just simple chemistry," said Peters as he got up from his chair and walked over to stand behind me before resting his hand on my shoulder. "I'm a big believer in the importance of chemistry between two people."

"I couldn't agree more, sir, and I promise I'll do everything I can to serve you to the best of my ability. As for chemistry I suppose that's up to nature," I said as I turned my head and looked at him over my shoulder.

"Excellent. Why don't you tag along with my current temporary secretary and let her fill you in on the details of the job. Then tomorrow you can take over the position fulltime."

"Very good sir, I look forward to this opportunity," I said as I stood up and shook his hand.

My heart was pounding in my chest as I walked out of his office. I had managed to pull it off somehow. My foot was in the door. His current replacement secretary was an older woman, and not at all the type that a man like Peters would want decorating his office for very long. She eyed me a bit suspiciously as I came over and explained that I would be replacing her starting tomorrow and that I was to try and learn as much about the job from her as I could with the remainder of the day.

"Oh, I don't think you'll have any trouble honey," said the secretary. "The clerical part is very straight forward, and as for the rest, I doubt that I could teach you anything that you don't already know."

I didn't know if the woman disapproved of my somewhat suggestive attire, or didn't like the fact that she was being taken off her desk, or was jealous of the fact that I was younger and prettier. She might have been like me once, I thought. Back her in prime secretaries probably got pinched and groped and propositioned all the time. Maybe she just knew the kind of man that Peters was and knew what I was likely getting into. In any case she didn't let her personal feelings interfere with her professional responsibilities so I was brought up to speed on the basics of running the desk and handling Mr. Peters.

I wanted to go tell Jennifer right away, but of course I couldn't call attention to the fact that we knew each other so I had to wait until we got home to give her the news. We popped open a bottle of champagne to celebrate and ended up drinking it in the bathtub together.

I had landed the job. Now I had to parlay that into getting close enough to the man to learn his innermost secrets. Hopefully that would happen sooner rather than later, but at least I was in the game now.


CHAPTER 10:

The first couple of days passed without incident. I opened his mail, I screened his calls, I kept him aware of his calendar and basically sat at my desk in front of his office serving as eye candy for anyone who had an appointment with him. A hot secretary was sort of like a trophy wife in that way. Nobody really cared about the details of the relationship. The only thing that mattered was that the man was powerful or important or rich enough to be represented by a hot piece of ass.

Over the weekend I had the chance to speak to Mr. Franklin for the first time in a while as he called me to see how things were going. I reported everything I had to report and assured him that I would do everything in my power to find the information he wanted but I didn't know how long it would take. He seemed very pleased with my progress so far and told me to keep up the good work.

My first full week at work went pretty much like the first few days had gone, although I did notice that Peters called me into his office a fair amount for seemingly unimportant reasons or things he could easily have communicated with me over the phone. He was always very pleasant and usually took the opportunity to find some way of touching my hand, or my shoulder, or my knee. I took the opportunity to lean over his desk enough to give him a good look down my shirt and never protested or acted offended by his totally inappropriate handling of my body. He hadn't actually pinched my ass or coped a feel of my tits or something, but it was pretty obvious that he wouldn't have been so free with his hands if he thought he couldn't get away with it.

It was in the middle of my second full week as his secretary that he informed me that he had a lot of important things to catch up on so we'd have to be working late.

"I hope this doesn't mess up any plans with you and your boyfriend," he said genially.

"Oh, I don't have a boyfriend, sir," I replied.

"Good lord, I hope you're not going to tell me you're a lesbian like my partner's secretary Ms. Larkin."

"No sir, I just meant that I'm not currently seeing anyone on a regular basis."

"A pretty thing like you? We'll have to do something about that," He said, making it sound like a harmless pleasantry. "Such a shame about Larkin. She's getting on in years but she's still quite a looker. What a waste of such beautiful womanhood."

I was both offended and amused by his comments but I kept that all to myself. It was ridiculous to refer to her as "getting on in years" especially coming from a man of his age. And as for a waste of womanhood I could vouch from personal experience that she wasn't wasting anything.

Jennifer had explained that even though she was bi-sexual she had allowed the lesbian rumor to spread throughout the company. It gave the men plenty to fantasize about, and even though it made her the butt of many crude jokes it basically kept most men from hitting on her. Peters obviously believed it and he seemed to have written her off as a lost cause. It was actually a pretty clever idea I thought, even if you weren't a lesbian. It was certainly a polite way to let down a co-worker without offending him and nobody's ego got damaged so there were no hard feelings.

Once the office started clearing out at the end of normal business hours I realized that I had rarely, if ever, been here when things were so quiet. I was strange to see the place so dark and not hear the constant buzz of activity and the ringing of phones.

Peters had some food delivered and we ate it in his office as he went over the plan for the evening and what we needed to be working on. He had taken off his coat and loosened his tie and he invited me to make myself more comfortable if I wished. I had on a rather smart business ensemble of a blazer and matching skirt with a white button up blouse underneath. I took off the coat and hung it over the back of my chair. What I really wanted to do was take off my shoes, which were killing my feet, but that seemed a bit much and I figured that Peters probably liked seeing me in heels so I left them on for the time being.

I had a hunch that this was the moment Peters had been waiting for to make his move and it turned out that my hunch was correct. While we started out doing some actual work it didn't take long for him to come on strong.


CHAPTER 11:

"You know, I've been watching you very closely since you started working here Ms. Adams, and I must say that I like what I see," said Peters as he got up from his chair and came around to sit in the front of his desk so that he was right in front of where I was seated.

"Thank you Mr. Peters. I trust you mean that in a professional way," I said.

"Oh, indeed. But in other ways too."

"Whatever do you mean sir?"

"Let's not play games. I see how you dress and how you act. Your tops are always just a little too open and your skirts are just a tiny bit shorter than they should be and your makeup is a touch more glamorous than necessary in an office environment," he said as he folded his arms and looked at me very closely.

"I'm sorry sir if the way I dress offends you. I'll try to select a more suitable wardrobe in the future."

"Don't be silly, honey, I'm not complaining, I'm complimenting you. The way you do it is very skillful and subtle and I don't know that most people would think anything of it but to my keen eye I know exactly what you're doing...and I like it."

I took the opportunity to cross my legs the other way and took just enough time to hopefully flash him a quick glimpse of my panties. It was a move that Jennifer had me work on for some time. It needed to look natural but be deliberate.

"I can tell a lot about you by the way you dress," Peters continued.

"Like what?" I asked as I took off my glasses.

"Well for one thing I know that you have good taste and a great sense of style. And I know that you understand how delicate these situations can be. And I know that you know that you give me a raging hard on every time I see you."

"It seems that you know a lot about me," I said.

"What I don't know is whether you're just a tease and you think you can get away with that, or whether you're a big girl and ready to make good on all those seductive signals you've been sending me."

"Oh, I am a big girl Mr. Peters" I said as I fixed my gaze on his and began to unbutton my blouse.

When I had it down far enough to get my boobs out and expose my lacey bra I cupped my breasts in my hands and sort of squeezed them together.

"Is this big enough for you?" I added for emphasis.

"You certainly look well developed but perhaps I need to see a little bit more to make sure," he replied.

Jennifer had suggested wearing bras that fastened in the front because they were easier to get off and on in a hurry and they made a cleaner line on the back of your blouse. I neatly unsnapped the connector in between my cups and stuck my chest out enough that the bra fell away to the sides.

Peters didn't say anything. He just slid off the desk and stood right in front of me. Then he uncrossed my legs and pushed them apart so that he could stand between them as he fondled my boobs.

Everything was working exactly the way it was supposed to but I wasn't really thinking about that at the moment. I was genuinely turned on by the coy banter and the slow build up. I'd always had a thing for office fantasies in porn and now I was actually living it out. Of course I was playing the opposite role from the one I usually played in my mind, but that only made it seem all the more kinky and forbidden.

"We're going to have a lot of fun together Valerie. I know how to treat the women who please me and who know how to keep a secret," said Peters as he continued to toy with my tits.

"And do I please you?" I asked.

"You're off to a very good start. Now let's see what else you can do," he suggested as he unfastened his pants and pulled out his cock.

"My...I don't have to ask if you're a big boy," I said as I took his prick in my hand.

He was a big boy and he was getting bigger by the second as I stroked him. It felt so exciting to feel him growing larger and harder right in my hand. It was an unexpected development but not an unwelcome one. I already knew from my experience with Frank that a big cock could feel very nice in my pussy and I also knew that I could probably do a decent job of sucking it without gagging too much.

It was actually quite comfortable sitting in my chair while I sucked him off. The seat was adjustable so with a quick tweak I was at the perfect level for blowing him. I didn't waste a lot of time on preliminaries and just kept stroking his shaft while I let my head get down on him. With my hand in play that meant I could only take a few inches of his rod at a time but I already knew that was more than enough to get the job done.

"I really like you honey. You're obviously a real pro. Too many gals are being raised to be too uptight about sex, especially in the workplace, but you know what secretaries have been doing since the job was invented," said Peters as he prattled on at some length about the absurdity of the #MeToo movement and the fundamental dynamic of business being completely messed up if men couldn't stick their dicks in pretty women who worked in the office.

"You can go ahead and finish me right here honey. We've got some more work to get through tonight but I thought we should break the ice and get better acquainted. I'm dying to see that pretty little pussy of yours but I imagine I'll be seeing a lot of it from now on."

With that he began pumping his hot jizz down my throat and I struggled to swallow it. It was very thick and gooey and it was coming so fast that I had to kind of gulp it down in hard swallows.

When he finished he pulled his cock out of my mouth and sort of waved it around my face.

"You're a good girl Valerie. You made your boss a very happy man. Take a good look at this cock. It's going to be your best friend from now on. You're mine now. I'm going to take you whenever I want, however I want, wherever I want. Now kiss it goodnight and put your tits back in your shirt. We've got a lot of work to do and I won't be able to concentrate with your boobs hanging out."


CHAPTER 12:

It had all gone like clockwork. He was exactly the kind of man that Mr. Franklin said he would be. Jennifer had coached me perfectly and I had followed her lessons to the letter. I was in solid with the man and all I had to do was flash my tits and give him a quick BJ. I should have been feeling rather smug at my success, but I was troubled by the fact that I had really enjoyed myself despite the sexist domineering and the fact that I never even got to touch my snatch.

This dirty little game of naughty secretary and big bad boss was kind of fun to play, even if I was playing the naughty secretary. I was good at it, for one thing. I didn't have the kind of rugged good looks and big cock that drove women wild but as Valerie I sure had the kind of body that made men stand up and take notice.

And I knew that he was taking a big risk by fucking me, especially in the office, even if it was after hours. It probably wasn't as easy to find a girl to play ball with as it was even a few years ago so he was either deliberately reckless, which he didn't seem like, or he was so turned on by me that he just couldn't help himself. I liked that idea better.

Peters was a married man so in addition to breaking office policy, and possibly the law, he was also committing adultery. That probably meant a lot of sneaking around because we couldn't be seen together openly in a social setting. That just made the whole thing all the more intriguing I thought.

As for his appearance he was at least twice my age and a bit heavyset. Not that he was fat but he was a big man with a large frame. Even so I was guessing that he didn't spend much time in the gym these days, although I hadn't seen him without his clothes on yet so the jury was still out on the fitness thing. His head was completely shaved and the rumor was that he had started going bald fairly early in life and decided that the best way to conceal that fact was to just get rid of all his hair. As I mentioned before he was well-hung and his cock kind of tapered up from a pretty wide base to a much more narrow tip.

For the first time since I had started with this scheme I felt a little guilty about what I was doing. Peters was obviously a philanderer and a sexual harasser, but he had been pretty nice to me so far and a relatively easy boss to work for on that side of things. Obviously the fact that he wanted to get into my panties meant that he wasn't going to be a total jerk around me but he still seemed like a pleasant enough man.

I had never really interacted with him before becoming his secretary. My department was under the direct supervision of Mr. Franklin, which is why I was pegged as one of his guys. Peters probably hated me for that the way Franklin hated the people who were loyal to Peters. It wasn't the greatest way to run a company but having to navigate the minefield of office politics was pretty common in most businesses.

After having crossed the bridge there was no reason for Peters to be subtle about his intentions towards me and he wasn't. At least not in private.

"These are the papers you wanted to go over before signing," I said one morning as I was in his office. "Should I wait until you've signed them or should I come back?"

"Oh, please wait, by all means. Why not sit right here?" said Peters as he pushed his chair back from his desk and patted his knees.

I came over and took a seat on his lap, sitting kind of sideways across his legs with my arms around his shoulders. He spread the documents out on the desk in front of him and casually stuck his hand in my top so that he could fondle my breasts while going over the papers on his desk. When he was ready he signed them and sent me on my way with a playful smack on the rump.

Another time I had messed something up and forgotten to tell him about an appointment he had scheduled so he had me lean on his desk while he pulled down my panties and lifted my skirt so that he could spank me as "punishment" for my error. He actually spanked me kind of hard, and I had a feeling that he probably left some marks on my ass, but it felt very wicked to be manhandled like that right in his office.

Those were typical examples of the kind of things that went on between us. Sometimes he would have me come in his office just so that I could expose my tits for him or show him my bare bottom. Then I'd just straighten up my clothes and go back to my desk as if nothing unusual had happened.

He had taken to calling me "Bunny" for some reason, although he never explained why. I don't know if it was a private joke or something he called all his women, or just another way of making me feel a little less mature, the way sitting on his lap or letting him spank me had probably been intended.

One time he had me get on my knees and blow him while he sat in his chair and made a phone call. I think he wanted to demonstrate how much self-control he had, and to his credit the person he was speaking to probably never had a clue that he was getting his dick sucked the entire time he was on the phone except for one time where he let out a grunt that he quickly turned into the sound of him clearing his throat.

That was the first time I felt like I might have picked up some little shred of information that Mr. Franklin might want to know about. It' hard to tell exactly what's going on when you only hear one side of the conversation, and especially hard when you're trying to concentrate on the cock in your mouth, but I made a mental note of what I heard and decided to pass the details to Franklin at my first opportunity.

Despite all the spanking and fondling and exposing of my body parts Peters still hadn't fucked me yet, which I found kind of surprising since I was obviously willing to do whatever he wanted. That all changed one late afternoon when he called me into his office with a sound of urgency in his voice.

"Take off your panties Bunny and lean over my desk," he instructed as he greeted me at the door.

"Did I do something wrong sir?" I asked.

"No, no, not at all. I've just got a raging hard on for some reason and I need to get rid of it and I can't think of a better way than by stuffing it in your pussy," he replied as he started to unfasten his pants.

I quickly slid my panties off and put them aside. Then I pulled up my skirt and leaned over his desk the way I always did whenever he spanked me. Instead of hard blows striking my ass I felt his hard cock poking at my gash and a moment later he found the target and drilled into me deeply.

"Oooooooh," I said in a heavy sigh, partly because his size startled me a little, and partly because I was pretty horny myself at the moment.

My "personal" life had become kind of strange and conflicted since I had gone to work for Mr. Peters. I still lived with Jennifer, and we fooled around once-in-a-while, but we definitely weren't in any sort of a romantic relationship. She went out on dates with other women sometimes, and sometimes we went out for a quick drink or to grab some dinner or something, but I hadn't had a cock in my pussy since my last one-night-stand and I really missed the feeling.

Sometimes I thought about going out on my own and letting a guy pick me up but I hadn't actually gotten around to doing it. There were certainly interested men around the apartment complex who had hit on me, and guys would find some excuse to flirt even if I was just standing in line at the drug store, but I was apprehensive about getting involved with someone who might push for an ongoing thing since it was doomed to go nowhere and because I needed to keep myself available for Mr. Peters should he decide to escalate our relationship.

"Bunny you have no idea how much pressure I'm under sometimes," said Peters as he slammed his cock into me. "It's a wonder I can even get hard anymore."

"You don't seem to have any problem with that as far as I can tell," I gasped.

"You do that to me, Bunny. You drive me wild. I'm working on the biggest deal of my life and sometimes all I can think about is your big round tits or your nice tight ass."

"I'd hate to think that I was too much of a distraction to you," I said.

"You're the good kind of distraction, especially right now when I desperately need some relief to clear my head," Peters grunted as he picked up the pace of his thrusts. "You're on the pill, aren't you honey?"

"Of course."

"Good. I'd hate to lose another secretary so quickly, especially when we're just getting to know each other better."

I was right on the brink of getting myself off when Peters began to shoot is load in my snatch. I tried to finish myself off quickly but there wasn't really time so after I straightened up my clothes I headed for the bathroom and did myself in a stall until I climaxed.

As I had opened up my pussy for him Peters was starting to open up more to me on a personal level. The words "biggest deal of my life" sounded pretty important, even if I had no idea yet what that deal involved. It also sounded like he was pretty smitten with me so there was a good chance that we'd be intimate more often, which was good because it was the best way for me to get information out of him, and because I really liked getting boned by that big cock.


CHAPTER 13:

I found secretarial work to be kind of interesting and much less stressful than my normal job. Things could get pretty hectic when there was a lot of activity going on at once, and I still wasn't all that great at it so I earned my share of spankings for my fuck ups, but as long as I kept my boss happy I was pretty much golden.

The industrial espionage part of my job was a little more frustrating because I only seemed to be picking up little bits and pieces here and there and couldn't see how it all added up yet. And I also felt conflicted over it because I had a duty to Mr. Franklin but I was really enjoying the sex I was having with Mr. Peters.

It was really surprising how quickly I started to forget about being a man and started thinking of myself as a real woman. That was a stupid thing to do, under the circumstances, but it was just happening organically. In a way it reminded me of when I was about 8 or 9 and my family moved to a new town. I thought the world was ending. I was leaving the only home I knew and my familiar neighborhood and all of my friends and starting life over as the new kid on the block and the new student in school. I was miserable at first but then I started to make new friends and realized that we had a nicer house in a better neighborhood and that the new school was just fine after a while that simply became my new life. I became just as attached to that as I had been to my old life.

When Franklin first sprung the idea on me I was horrified and depressed. It was going to be so strange and unfamiliar and embarrassing, and I would have to do unspeakable things with men that I might never be able to get out of my head. But so far it hadn't worked out that way at all. Under Jennifer's outstanding tutelage I made up for years of not being female in no time at all and now felt completely at home in my new skin. And as for men once I got a taste for cock, literally, there was no turning back. My lesbian antics were fun but they felt more like the icing on the cake. The real meat was the meat hanging between a man's legs and I was hungry to be stuffed by that meal just about any time at all.

The fact that I was surprisingly comfortable being a woman, even in sexual situations with men, was helpful in making me do the job convincingly and keeping me from feeling like I was being tortured. On the other hand I kind of felt like I wanted to be living the life that any other woman would be living if they were young, single, and attractive. I wanted to have an actual social life and meet people and do things, but that wasn't in the cards. I knew that my carriage was going to turn back into a pumpkin eventually and I needed to be available for Peters should he ever want me after hours, which as it turned out he did.

"Bunny, pack an overnight bag and bring it with you to work tomorrow. My wife is out of town, I've got a suite booked for us, and I'm in a fantastic mood!" said Peters as I was getting ready to go home for the day.

"Sounds wonderful. What's got you in such a good mood?" I asked.

"Oh, let's just say that things are really going my way at the moment. And anytime my wife is out of town that's reason enough to celebrate."

"I can't wait," I said.

"Make sure you bring something special to wear to bed. I like things that are really frilly and feminine. I'm sure you know what I mean."

I hate to admit it but I was actually looking forward to this little illicit rendezvous. It would be nice to be out of the office and in a more private and comfortable setting like a hotel suite. And I liked the idea of having a chance to wear some frilly and feminine lingerie for him. That seemed to suggest pink so I went shopping on my way home and came back with what I thought would be the perfect outfit.

The next day at work the time seemed to drag by, and I kept expecting that Mr. Peters would tell me that something had come up and that he'd have to cancel, but eventually it was time to go and I met him down in the carport with my overnight bag slung over my shoulder. He often used a driver but I guess for this kind of clandestine affair he felt it was safer to drive himself so I climbed in his car and off we went.

The hotel was very elegant but way over on the other side of town and nowhere near the business district. He obviously didn't want to take a chance on accidentally bumping into someone he knew or being seen by one of his wife's friends or something. I felt so wicked being the "other woman" and having to sneak around like we were.

I was traveling light but I had packed a dress as well as my new pink lingerie but Peters decided that it was safer to just order room service so I stayed in my work clothes while we had dinner sent up to us.

The room was quite lavish and the meal exquisite and the view spectacular as the sun went down and the lights of the city began to twinkle below.

"So tell me about this big deal that's got you in such a good mood," I said while we ate, trying to make it sound like casual dinner conversation.

"You don't really want to talk shop do you?" he replied with a chuckle.

"I just wondered if it was going to make you even richer than you are now."

"Ah, so that's it! Don't fret your pretty little head about money. If there's anything you need you just ask and Daddy will take care of it."

So that's how he became Daddy to my Bunny. He obviously liked the older man/domineering thing and tended to treat me like a child, despite my valiant efforts at being a sophisticated business woman. He didn't want sophistication he wanted a simple little sex kitten so I had to adapt to play that role. I had a feeling that a school girl costume was in my future.

After dinner we popped open a ridiculously expensive bottle of champagne and sipped it on the bed while we continued to make small talk. I tried a couple of times to steer the conversation towards the big deal he was working on but he just deflected those efforts and talked mainly about how unhappy his marriage was and how much stress he had to deal with at the office, and what a pain in the ass his partner was. I just listened sympathetically and rubbed his shoulders until he announced that it was time for me to put on my night things.

I scooped up my bag and headed for the bathroom. I felt like I was doing the best I could to fish for information without making him suspicious but disappointed that I wasn't getting anywhere. Hopefully I'd get another chance somewhere down the line but for now it was show time.

When I came out of the bathroom I stuck a pose and smiled the sweetest smile I could produce.

"Does Daddy like?" I asked innocently.

"Oh, Daddy likes very much," he grinned in reply. "Now hop on over here my little Bunny and let's have some fun!"


CHAPTER 14:

My outfit was of sheer pink lace and consisted of stockings and a garter belt with no panties, gloves that went up over my elbows, a choker around my neck, and an under bust corset that pushed my boobs up but left them fully exposed. I was fully dressed but all of my access ports were wide open and available for use.

Peters was already naked and hard as rock as I climbed on the bed next to him. It was the first time I had seen his naked body and it wasn't bad for a man of his age I thought. In his suit I thought he might be a little flabby but seeing him in the buff he was actually rather toned. He made a grab for my tits and I jumped back out of the way.

"No titties until you kiss me," I said in a pouty voice as I closed my eyes and puckered my lips in my best little girl fashion.

A moment later he had his arms around me and pulled me partially on top of him as his lips met mine. I was actually kind of testing my footing in this new situation. In the office it was all strictly boss and underling but this felt more like a date. We were a man and a woman in bed together and I had what he wanted desperately.

"Oh, Bunny, I can't believe it's taken me this long to get you in the sack," said Peters between kisses.

"It hasn't been all that long," I pointed out. "And you've got me every day at work."

"It's not the same. And it can't be that much fun for you just having a quickie every now and then. You need to be pampered and spoiled and taken care of."

"Well I think the quickies are a lot of fun, but if you want to pamper and spoil me I won't stand in your way."

As if to prove his point he suddenly crawled down between my legs and started licking my pussy. I had honestly not expected that from him ever, so I took it as a gesture that he was trying to be more of a lover rather than a molester.

The man wasn't an expert, but he wasn't half bad at the job, and it was the thought that counted more anyway. Just seeing his bald head buried in my muff put a very different spin on our relationship.

"Fuck me Daddy. I'm ready to be fucked," I said softly as I felt myself starting to get seriously aroused.

"Of course my darling, whatever you want," he replied, pulling his face from my gash.

I assumed he would just fuck me as I was, on my back with my legs spread, but instead he flipped me over on my stomach and then lifted my back end up so that I was resting on my knees. Then he gave me a few quick slaps on the rear, which I also wasn't expecting.

"Hey, what was that for?" I whined. "I've been a good girl, haven't I?"

"You've been a very good girl, but your ass just needs spanking sometime to remind you who's in charge."

"I'd never forget that Daddy."

"Good. That's what I like to hear."

He didn't put his dick in me right away and instead played with my butt cheeks for a while, squeezing and pushing them apart. Then he started to finger fuck my ass, which also came as a bit of a surprise.

"Do you like it in the ass?"

"Uh huh," I said softly, although I'd never tried it with anything other than a dildo so far.

"Do you want me to fuck you like that?"

"Later. Pussy first."

"Pussy it is," he said with a chuckle as he got his big cock lined up and rammed it home.

I had fucked with my clothes on many times but this was kind of different. I had on an outfit that was specifically designed for this purpose and I felt wonderfully sexy and exposed, even though I hadn't removed a single article of clothing yet.

My body was in heaven but my brain was in turmoil. This man was technically the enemy, but sharing his bed and feeling his cock inside me I couldn't help but feel a sort of warm intimacy between us. It was a skewed dynamic where he was clearly the master and I was his plaything, but that didn't keep me from enjoying the experience. He was an older man, and vastly more wealthy and powerful than I was, and I could surrender to that superiority with little trouble. The only reason I had gotten myself into this position in the first place was my subordinate feelings towards Mr. Franklin and my desire to please him at all costs. Now I felt sort of the same way with his business partner but for entirely different reasons.

"Fuck me Daddy," I moaned loudly. "Fuck me with that big hard cock!"

"Such a dirty little girl," he laughed as he spanked my ass. "Where did you ever learn to talk like that?"

"I'm sorry Daddy, but you make me so horny," I whimpered.

"Well I guess you can't help it if you're just a horny little girl. But if you get too loud I may just have to stick my cock in your mouth to quiet you down."

"Mmmm...anytime you want Daddy."

The fucking weird part of this is that I wasn't really faking it. Sure, I was pouring it on thick because I could tell that he liked it, but the moaning and the dirty talk was all me. I liked being dirty and wicked and slutty. It was a huge turn on. If I tailored some of the wording to fit his particular fantasy it was no big deal to me. It was just like wearing something pink and frilly when I probably would have chosen something black and ultra chic if it had been entirely up to me. But I knew that sexy lingerie was way more for the man's benefit than for the woman's, and I was fine with that. Whatever it took to keep him hard and happy. That was my motto. Well, if it wasn't already it would be now I decided as I felt myself beginning to cum.

"Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck...stick it in my ass if you want to!" I cried.

Apparently he did want to and a moment later I felt his dick pulling out of my pussy and moving up a notch to a much tighter orifice. I had prepared for this moment so it wasn't a total shock when his pecker started disappearing up my ass, and I was so worked up and horny that it seemed like as good a time as any to have my anal cherry popped.

"Uuuuuhhhhhh...it's so fucking tight," Peters growled.

"Oh, yes...so fucking tight," I parroted.

"I'm not going to last long this way baby," Peters warned me.

"That's all right Daddy, I've already cum. Now you cum in my ass. Shoot all that hot cum right up my tight little asshole."

A few moments later that's exactly what happened. He was breathing hard and kind of grunting as he drained his balls with several deep thrusts. I hadn't even noticed that I had reached back between my legs and was fingering myself while he finished. When he pulled out I was still going at it and he just laughed and spanked my ass and watched while I jacked myself off again.

Then we fell into each other's arms and kissed while he gently toyed with my rock hard nipples.

"Did I make you happy Daddy?"

"Of course you did Bunny. You always do."

"Good," I said as I closed my eyes and began to kiss him quite passionately.


CHAPTER 15:

We started meeting in hotels much more often, but usually on a more low key basis. He would leave work early and go get a room somewhere and then he would text me the details and I would casually sign out for the day and go meet him. We wouldn't be able to spend the night together, as we had the first time, but we usually had two or three hours to fool around before he reluctantly had to go home to his wife.

I knew that Clarence Peters was cheating on his wife, and using me as a sex puppet, and trying to stab his business partner in the back, and I know that it makes him sound like a total asshole, which he probably was, but despite all of that I was growing quite fond of him. Work was exciting because I never knew whether there might be some sex at any moment to spice up the day, and when we were away from the office he began to treat me more like a mistress than an employee.

And if he was an asshole for his bad behavior I was in no position to judge since my own hands were pretty dirty as well. My whole identity was a fraud since I wasn't really a woman. I willingly slept with him even though I knew he was married. I accepted his sometimes rather lavish gifts like a gold digging whore, all the while working as a spy to try and dig up dirt on him. I guess we made kind of a good pair in that way because we were both playing games to get something we wanted out of the other.

In his defense Clarence could be charming, when he wanted to, and he could even be kind of sweet sometimes, when he was especially vulnerable. Then the roles would kind of flip and I would be the soothing, mothering, figure.

It was actually during one of those unguarded moments when I began to figure out that the "big deal" had something to do with company stock. Franklin and Peters each held 40% of the stock. Marcum had been a junior partner and only had 20% when he died. That 20% went to Marcum's heirs and so far neither Franklin nor Peters had been able to pry away the additional 11% they needed to take control and force the other one out. Apparently Peters thought he had a shot at it, though I still had no clue as to how he planned to make that happen.

I felt kind of bad when I reported it to Franklin, who seemed very worried and agitated by the news.

"What's his game? We've both tried for years to get our hands on that remaining stock. What makes him think they'll suddenly sell it to him?" said Franklin as I broke the news over the phone.

"I have no idea, sir, but I'm working on that. It's hard to get him to talk about it," I said.

"Do you think he suspects you?" asked Franklin.

"No, I think it's more that he doesn't think that his pretty little secretary should be worrying about big business decisions and should concentrate on getting him coffee and sucking his cock," I replied.

"God, I hate myself for what I've subjected you to. No man deserves that kind of indignity."

"Oh, I'm holding up all right sir. Don't let it bother you."

I also reported everything that happened when I got home with Jennifer. She seemed to agree with me that Peters probably wasn't trying to hide things from me as much as not wasting his time telling me things that I didn't need to know and probably wouldn't understand anyway.

"Another trinket from your boss?" said Jennifer as she noticed my sparkly new diamond bracelet.

"Yeah, I just got it the other day," I said a little sheepishly. "I know I shouldn't accept his gifts but it's just so pretty!"

"Well you're accumulating quite a nice little stash of jewelry I've got to say. When you turn back into a man you can have a fire sale and make a nice haul on all that swag. Just give me first dibs on the stuff I really like," she said with a laugh.

Jennifer was kind of dating someone at the moment so we had cooled the whole lesbian thing but we were really thick as thieves now as friends and roommates. I hated the thought of having to move out of her place, but that day was probably coming fairly soon if I could figure out the rest of the puzzle involving the stock shares.

And it wasn't just the thought of moving out of Jennifer's place that I hated. Having become such good friends I feared that it would all end once I was a man again. I also hated the idea of giving up my jewelry and my dresses and my shoes, and most especially my hot body, and going back to what now seemed like kind of a boring existence.

Hopefully it would be more exciting since I'd have a big promotion and a raise if I successfully saved the company for Mr. Franklin, but I wasn't sure anymore if that would really be adequate compensation for everything I would be giving up.

When Peters announced that he was going on a very important, and very secret business trip, and that he was taking me along I was thrilled but nervous. It would be nice to spend the time together, but it was certainly possible that the trip had something to do with his stock plan and it might be too late for me to stop the deal from happening.

We would be going first on a routine business trip to an out of town client, but on the way back we would be making a stop that no one in the office would know about except me. That part of the trip was a strict secret and hopefully no one would ever suspect that we had added it to our itinerary.

I thought about warning Mr. Franklin but I didn't know what good it would do. I knew the city we would be secretly stopping in, but I didn't know much of anything else about that part of the trip. I didn't even know if I would be going with him to the meeting to take notes or whether I would be waiting for him at the hotel to celebrate with a victory fuck if things went well, or commiserate with a consolation fuck if it didn't. Plus I was a little worried about stressing out Mr. Franklin too much. He hadn't sounded very good on the phone and the few times I had seen him around the office he looked kind of drawn and pale. I was afraid that the stress was really getting to him. Hopefully I would find out the bigger picture and put that all to rest, even though I would feel terrible about betraying Peters. I had pledged my loyalty to Franklin first, and I needed to stick to that. Plus as he had pointed out he was the only way I was going to get my manhood back.

There was nothing unusual about a man traveling with his secretary on a business trip so we were able to be together quite openly for a change. He even took me to dinner at the fanciest restaurant in town. I hadn't expected that so I hadn't brought anything quite appropriate to wear but Clarence just handed me a credit card and popped me in a taxi and off I went to pick out something stunning for the evening.

This time the clothing was my call so I went for the elegant and refined look, with just enough bare skin to be suggestive. It seemed to work as Clarence couldn't stop gushing about how beautiful I looked. He might think he preferred simple little girls but I had a feeling that he would be quite happy in the company of a more sophisticated woman too.

I had chosen more sophisticated lingerie this time as well, and it didn't seem to keep him from getting a massive hard on as soon as I came out of the bathroom.

"My word Valerie. You look absolutely stunning!" he raved.

"Thank you Clarence, I'm so glad you liked it...especially since you paid for it," I teased.

"Then I guess that technically I have the right to tear it off your body," he said as he got out of bed and came over to where I was standing.

"Tear it darling," I whispered in his ear.

A moment later my hot new nightgown was ripped completely down the front, which made me gasp at the suddenness of it. It was a shame to destroy something so beautiful, but it could always be replaced. At that moment I didn't need anything coming between my bare flesh and his.


CHAPTER 16:

"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK MEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!"

Clarence was stretched out on his back on the bed and I was bouncing up and down on his dick like a madwoman. We were in a large penthouse suite so it was unlikely that anyone could hear my wailing but I honestly didn't care if they did. The only thing that was left of my outfit was part of the back of the outer gown and the sleeves, which were still hanging on somehow despite my violent cock riding.

From the moment he had torn my clothes off things got pretty intense. We had started with me shoved up against the wall taking it from behind, then I had ended up on my knees getting throat fucked as he grabbed my hair and shoved his cock in my mouth, and now we were somehow in bed and I was on top of him, digging my nails into his chest and experiencing a crazy hard orgasm.

"If this deal goes down tomorrow I'm going to give you a piece of the action," said Clarence.

"This is all the action I need baby," I sighed,

"No, I'm serious. I need 11% of the stock to get a controlling interest, but I'm planning on getting as much of the remaining 20% as possible. If I do I want to give some of it to you."

"Whatever you say, honey. Just keep giving me your cock and I'll be a happy woman!"

Even 1% of the stock would make me a very wealthy woman, or at least give me a bit of a nest egg. I probably should have paid more attention to what he was saying, since he was finally letting me in on the details of his plan, but I was too far gone by that point. I just wanted to cum all over his big hard dick until he finally couldn't stand it anymore and exploded inside me.

I had no idea how he had lasted so long but eventually I felt the surge in his prick and heard the manly growls of relief as he gave me his cum at last. It was the single greatest fuck of my life so far and I wanted it to go on, and on, and on, but I knew that the man had given his all and needed to rest. He had a big day tomorrow after all and he needed to be sharp and on top of his game.

He wanted to fuck again when he recovered but I insisted that he needed to get some sleep so we compromised by having him lie back while I gave him a quick BJ. By this time I knew how to prolong a blowjob or make him pop quickly so I gave him head that was fast but fun. Then it was time to curl up and turn out the lights.

I still didn't know how he was planning to get his hands on that remaining 20% of the stock but it looked like it was too late to do anything about it anyway so I didn't really worry about it too much. I had done my best to help Mr. Franklin but it looked like I was going to come up just a little short. I felt bad about that but also relieved that I wasn't going to have to betray Clarence.

What made me cry myself to sleep was the realization that all of this was about to come to an end. I didn't know how I was going to explain to Clarence that I had to resign as his secretary, but that was inevitable. He would just have to find another willing piece of ass to take his dick and his dictation.

Of course it was also possible that his deal wouldn't go through, or that there would be some hitch in the proceedings. That might prolong things and give me a little more time as Valerie or it might just maintain the status quo and I'd go back to my old self and my old job as if none of this ever happened.

Finally I couldn't cry anymore and I finally fell asleep with my head resting on Clarence's chest. Whatever was going to happen was going to happen whether I liked the outcome or not. That was just fate.


CHAPTER 17:

"Oh, my God," I said as I checked my messages after breakfast. "Mr. Franklin suffered a massive heart attack and died last night."

I sort of expected Peters to crack a joke or dance a jig around the room or something but instead he just got a sad expression on his face and kind of slumped down in a chair.

"Poor bastard," he said softly.

"I thought you hated him."

"We were bitter rivals in business, and we didn't agree about how to run the company, but it was never anything personal. I wanted to beat him fair and square and take control of this company so that I could lead it into the future instead of clinging to the past but I didn't want to win it this way," he said somberly.

"Oh, darling, I'm so sorry, I had no idea you felt that way," I said as I came over and stood behind his chair rubbing his shoulders.

"It's not your fault. The man never did take care of himself. The stress will get you every time. Marcum hung himself. Franklin had a heart attack. I wonder what'll bring me down."

"Nothing! Not for a long time at any rate. Not while I'm around to take care of you," I said almost frantically.

"You really do care for me in a way, don't you?" he said as he patted my hand.

"You must know I do."

"Well, I hate to seem disrespectful but we still need to get to that meeting. Franklin's estate will inherit his 40% and I don't want to have to go through some big bidding war to get control of the company when I'm so close to sealing the deal right now. Maybe his heirs will sell to me and I'll own the whole enchilada, minus your share of course, but the main thing is that I walk out of that meeting with 51%."

"And I know you will," I said as I buried my head on his shoulder and tried not to cry.


CHAPTER 18:

Clarence did get that remaining 20% and now I had no reason not to rejoice with him in the accomplishment. I had failed Mr. Franklin by not learning the details of the plan in time to stop it but as it turned out it didn't matter anyway. Clarence was true to his word and gave me 3% of the stock with an option to buy another 2% within the next three years. It was an insanely generous thing to do for someone who was just his secretary/mistress, but we had grown remarkably close in a relatively short amount of time and I think he really wanted to secure my future.

That of course put me in an odd position because I now owned stock in the company under the name of Valerie Adams while I would soon be going back to work as Charles Pemberton, at least until Peters fired me for being one of Franklin's guys. I would probably have to sell the stock as quickly as possible while I still had the legal identity of Valerie Adams, and that would come in handy to live on while I tried to find a new job.

When we got home I could see that Jennifer was very shaken up. She had worked with Mr. Franklin for a long time, and now she too would be out of a job and starting over somewhere. It was all such a shock to us both.

"I'll be fine, don't worry about me," Jennifer said after we had shared a long cry together. "I've got no shortage of job opportunities, believe me."

"I'm sure that's true," I said supportively.

"And I don't want you to worry about how you're going to change back into a man. It might take a little time but I'm reasonably sure that I can communicate with the lab and explain the situation to them. It was all Albert's doing but I know enough about his business dealings to get in touch with the right people. Hopefully once I explain the situation they'll understand and take action."

"What if you didn't?" I suddenly asked.

"What do you mean?" said Jennifer, looking at me with a very confused expression.

"What if you just didn't say anything to anyone...ever? Is my legal identification as Valerie Adams rock solid?"

"Well...yes, but...but that would mean you'd be stuck as a woman for the rest of your life," Jennifer stammered.

"I don't really think of it as being stuck anymore. I think of it more as a promotion."

"Are you serious?"

"Completely. There's really nothing much for me to go back for now. Peters is obviously going to dump anyone who was closely connected to Mr. Franklin so I might as well keep the job I have now," I said with a shrug.

"You mean you'd rather be a female secretary working for Clarence Peters than an unemployed male junior executive?" Jennifer said very slowly as if trying to impress the seriousness of what she was saying.

"Yes. I'd honestly rather be a female anything. I'm quite happy being a secretary, at least for now. I've got some other eggs in my basket so who knows where things might be in a few months or a year or two? And I'd love to stay here for the time being, if you don't mind. I might need to cover the rent while you look for another job," I suggested.

"I wish I could say that I'm shocked, but I'm actually not. Surprised, yes, but not shocked. You just took to being a woman better and faster than I thought was humanly possible. But do you really want to work for Peters if you don't have to?"

"He's actually not that bad once you get to know him. This whole war between him and Mr. Franklin was just office politics. I think he genuinely feels bad that Franklin died. And we've developed a very satisfying working relationship, even if it isn't exactly as politically correct as the times demand. I know what I'm doing and I'm doing it of my own free will."

"Of course you can stay, honey. You're the best roommate I ever had. I honestly hated the idea of you going away. Now we don't have to have that big tearful scene, and I've had enough tears already lately," said Jennifer as we embraced.

"I promise you I did everything I could to help Mr. Franklin, I just wasn't able to do it in time," I told her sincerely. "I don't want you to think that I sold him out because I had grown fond of Mr. Peters, or was bought off by the expensive gifts he gave me."

"I believe you," said Jennifer. "But now I won't get to buy up your jewelry at a bargain rate."

"No, but you can borrow it anytime you want. I'm just in the next room."


CHAPTER 19:

So Charles Pemberton never came back from his mythical overseas trip and nobody at work ever gave it a second thought. Now that Mr. Peters controlled the company, and had very different pans for the direction it should go, the whole division was let go. And just like it was when I moved as a child that whole life became a distant memory. I was Valerie Adams now, and I shared an apartment with Jennifer Larkin, and I worked as a secretary for Mr. Clarence Peters. At least I did for a while.

Clarence was never going to leave his wife, and now that I was a woman for the rest of my life I wanted to date eligible bachelors who were closer to my age. I exercised my option to buy the other 2% of the stock, which made me a junior partner, even if it didn't put my name on the door. I now had an office of my own and my own secretary. Quite a turnaround in a very short amount of time.

Clarence and I remained friendly and he soon found a new secretary who could fill his needs, although we did still sleep together from time to time. I'm sure it caused quite a scandal that his old secretary had been promoted to partner status, but I was quite competent at my job and pretty soon no one really remembered how I had started out. I was just Ms. Adams, the boss.


CHAPTER 20:

"Ms. Larkin would you come in here right away?"

"Of course Ms. Adams I'll be right there."

The door to my office opened and Jennifer, my new secretary, strode into the room with a notepad at the ready.

"There's something that requires attention rather urgently," I said as I pushed my chair back and pulled up my skirt revealing my bare pussy.

"Of course, ma'am. I know how that can be," Jennifer said very professionally as she came over behind my desk and went down on my cunt.

We didn't do this sort of thing very often but once in a while it was kind of fun to play that old game again, even if now it had a lesbian spin to it. As close as we had been as friends our sex had always just been sport fucking, and that still continued even if we were dating other people.

I didn't know if she would be interested in working for me, especially since we were roommates and I had learned everything I knew about anything from her, but she was well-paid and well-treated and we never ever brought our work relationship home with us. In business the wheels turn so fast and things can go up or down in a heartbeat. In a few years I might be broke and coming to her for a job. That was the funny thing about office politics. Everything seemed so big and important while it was happening, but a lot of times events were simply beyond your control and you just had to ride it out.

I had certainly learned that lesson so I just kept on investing and putting money away for the unforeseeable future. Maybe I'd start my own company someday, or maybe I'd get married and have a bunch of kids and be happy to leave the rat race behind before the stress got to me too. Whatever I did I was going to do it as a woman, and that was a decision I never once looked back on with regret.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Like the protagonist in the story I've always enjoyed office fantasies with a sexy secretary bending over a desk. Believe me, I do not approve of or condone sexual harassment in the workplace but it's fun to write about that kind of porno cliché and try to put a fresh spin on it.

This story wasn't as much of a romance as I typically write but the cards just didn't fall that way. Valerie is obviously infatuated with Clarence, and maybe even in love with him, but she's also a pragmatist and that was not a very likely jumping off point for a healthy and stable relationship. She also obviously loves Jennifer, and they're sexually attracted, but Jennifer is looking for another woman to settle down with and Valerie is addicted to cock so they're just destined to be friends and fuck buddies, and there's nothing wrong with that.
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