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In a world where ambition and desire collide, one woman’s journey transforms her life in ways she never imagined. From a competitive office rivalry to an unexpected promotion, Cindy’s story is one of self-discovery, power, and passion. As she navigates the complexities of her new role under the enigmatic Nathaniel, she finds herself drawn into a web of seduction, manipulation, and undeniable attraction. But when a high-stakes business deal introduces her to the charismatic Adrian, Cindy must confront the boundaries of loyalty, identity, and her own desires.

Set against the backdrop of corporate intrigue and sensual exploration, this provocative tale explores the blurred lines between professional ambition and personal fulfillment. With every twist and turn, Cindy evolves from an ordinary employee into a confident, empowered woman who embraces her true self. Bold, unapologetic, and deeply compelling, this story is a testament to the transformative power of embracing change—and the exhilarating freedom of living life on your own terms.

Perfect for fans of steamy workplace dramas and stories of self-reinvention, this book will keep you captivated from the first page to the last.
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New position

I had always had a fierce rivalry with Nathaniel. From the moment I started this job, we were locked in a constant battle to prove who deserved the promotion when our boss, Victor, retired. Victor himself had trained us both, carefully grooming us as potential successors, yet he remained undecided about who would ultimately take his place.

The day Victor announced his decision, my stomach was in knots. Rumors had been swirling that Nathaniel planned to bring in his own team once he was promoted, which would leave me out of a job. My fears were confirmed when Victor, with a regretful expression, apologized for his choice. He had made up his mind, and it wasn’t me. I spent the rest of the afternoon in a fog of disappointment, my mind racing with worries about how I would manage without this job.

The next morning, Nathaniel summoned me to his office. My heart sank as I walked in, bracing myself for the inevitable. I couldn’t afford to lose this job—money was tight, and finding new work in this economy was no easy task.

-Good morning, - he greeted me, his tone surprisingly calm. -I hope you’re doing well.

-Look, you don’t have to sugarcoat it, - I replied, cutting straight to the point. -I know you’re going to fire me.

-It’s true that I’m considering bringing in some new people, - he admitted, his voice steady. -But I also know how much you need this job. That’s why I’m offering you a different position.

I was stunned. Nathaniel had always been cold and competitive, often going out of his way to undermine me during our rivalry. This unexpected act of kindness caught me completely off guard, and for a moment, I felt a surge of gratitude. But that relief was short-lived, as I had no idea what was coming next.

-Of course, your salary won’t be the same, - he warned, his tone shifting to one of practicality. -But I think it will help you get by.

-Well, I really appreciate it, - I said, my voice tinged with both relief and lingering anxiety. -I was honestly afraid of what might happen.

-Don’t worry, - he replied, his expression softening slightly. -I have no intention of letting you go.

I signed the new contract immediately, filled with a mix of enthusiasm and relief. At least I still had a job, even if it wasn’t the one I had hoped for. The next day, I woke up with a knot of uncertainty in my stomach. I had no idea what my new role would entail. The company wasn’t exactly overflowing with vacancies—only Victor, his secretary, and a couple of systems staff had left. When I arrived at the office, I headed straight to Nathaniel’s office. He was sitting behind his desk, looking unusually pleased with himself.

-Come in, - he said, gesturing toward the chair across from him. -Have a seat. You’ll see that your new job is to be my assistant. I need help managing all of this.

My heart sank. The bastard wanted me to be his secretary. His tone, once neutral, now carried a mocking edge. This wasn’t just a job offer—it was a calculated move to humiliate me.

-I don’t think that’s the best role for me, - I told him, trying to keep my voice steady.

-Well, here’s the thing, - he said, leaning back in his chair with a smug smile. -The contract you signed commits you to this position for at least a year. I don’t think you’d want a lawsuit on your hands, especially in your current situation.

I felt the walls closing in. He had me trapped, and there was nothing I could do but comply. Throughout the day, I performed the tasks he assigned me, each one feeling like another twist of the knife. Among them, he handed me a stack of recordings and instructed me to transcribe them. The sheer volume of tapes was overwhelming.

-I think you’ll have to take some work home with you, - he said casually, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. -One session a day should be enough.

I returned home that evening seething with frustration. After dinner, I sat down at my desk and began transcribing the recordings, my fingers moving mechanically across the keyboard. When I finally finished, I listened to the complete audio one last time to ensure my notes were accurate. As I lay down in bed, exhaustion washed over me, but my mind refused to quiet. I cursed my new job, Nathaniel, and the cruel twist of fate that had brought me to this point.

The following days fell into a monotonous routine, but something shifted within me. The initial discomfort and humiliation I felt about my new job began to fade. Oddly enough, I started approaching my tasks with a strange sense of enthusiasm, even though I still didn’t enjoy the work. Every night, I diligently listened to a new recording Nathaniel assigned me, analyzing it with a focus I hadn’t realized I possessed.

After a week, I noticed a change in myself at work. I became more self-aware, almost overly accommodating. I followed every instruction without question, plastering a polite smile on my face even though it didn’t reflect how I truly felt inside. It was as if I had learned to play a role, one that kept me safe but left me feeling hollow.

-Before you leave, I have some good news for you, - Nathaniel said one evening, his tone dripping with false cheerfulness. -You’ll be given a new uniform. Three sets of clothes to wear here in the office.

-Okay, - I nodded, forcing a smile. -Thank you very much.

When I got home, I unpacked the new uniform. The pants seemed unisex, but they fit uncomfortably tight, as did the shirts and vest. When I tried them on, I felt a wave of unease. The fabric clung to me in all the wrong places, and I couldn’t shake the feeling of being exposed.

The next day at work, my discomfort grew. At one point, Nathaniel brushed his hand near my butt as he passed by. I immediately confronted him, my voice trembling with anger.

-That’s inappropriate, - I said firmly.

He just laughed, as if my discomfort were a joke. That afternoon, I approached him again, this time to request a larger size for the uniform.

-The clothes are too tight, - I explained, trying to keep my voice steady. -Is it possible to get a different size?

-No, - he replied curtly, his tone leaving no room for negotiation. -This is the uniform, and you’ll wear it if you want to keep your job.

His words hit me like a punch to the gut. I felt trapped, forced to comply with his demands just to survive. The uniform became a symbol of my powerlessness, a constant reminder of the control he held over me.


Changes

Over the next few days, I began to grow accustomed to the tight-fitting uniform. To my surprise, I even started to like the way the shirt and pants clung to my body. I moved around the office with a newfound grace, feeling almost as if I were dancing through my tasks. The discomfort I once felt had transformed into something else—a strange sense of confidence. From that moment on, I seemed to find a peculiar happiness in my work.

-I got you a present for the good work you’ve been doing, - Nathaniel said one afternoon, handing me a small, neatly wrapped package. -I hope you like it.

At home, I opened the box with a mix of curiosity and apprehension. Inside were several pairs of socks, but they weren’t ordinary socks. They were made of a silky material, similar to women’s stockings. Alongside them were a couple of pieces of underwear, clearly feminine in cut and fabric. My mind raced as I tried to process what this meant. A note tucked inside the package read:

"These clothes are more appropriate for your new uniform. Given how tight the pants are, I think you’ll find them very comfortable."

I stared at the note, my thoughts swirling with confusion and doubt. Part of me wanted to reject the gift outright, but another part was curious. Hesitantly, I tried on the new items. To my surprise, they felt incredibly comfortable—so much so that I couldn’t help but admire how they complemented the uniform. The next day at the office, I felt a strange sense of pride as I thanked Nathaniel for the gift.

Over time, I began to pay more attention to my appearance. I bought new personal care products, experimenting with subtle changes that made me feel more polished. One evening, as I listened to the tapes and transcribed them, I trimmed my nails and applied a coat of clear polish. It felt like a small but significant step, one that brought me an unexpected sense of joy.

At work, my movements became more deliberate and delicate, a change that didn’t go unnoticed. Nathaniel observed me with a satisfied smile, as if he had anticipated this transformation all along.

-I need you to stay tonight to help me with some tasks, - he said one evening, his tone casual but firm.

-Sure, boss, - I replied with a smile, feeling a strange mix of eagerness and unease.

That night, I stayed late to help Nathaniel with several documents. At first, everything seemed normal. I focused on taking notes, my pen gliding across the paper as I tried to ignore the growing tension in the room. But then, I felt his presence behind me—his strong body pressing closer, enveloping me in a way that made my breath hitch. I froze, unsure of how to react.

-Did you like your gift? - he asked, his voice low and deliberate.

-Yes, boss, - I replied, my voice trembling slightly. -The truth is, I liked it a lot. The clothes are very comfortable.

-Can you show me what you look like? - he said, his tone casual but laced with something darker. -I’m curious.

-I don’t know, - I hesitated, my heart pounding. But something in his gaze compelled me to comply. -Well, why not?

I slowly removed my pants, feeling a mix of vulnerability and an odd sense of pride as I stood before him.

-I didn’t know you waxed, - he remarked, his eyes scanning me with approval. -But you look great.

-Thank you, boss, - I said, forcing a smile. -I just started doing it.

-When we work alone, I want to see you like this, understood? - he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

-Well, if you say so, boss, - I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

-Good, - he said, his satisfaction evident. -Tomorrow, I’ll give you a new uniform.

The next day, he handed me the new uniform. The shirt was tighter, made of a delicate, soft cream-colored fabric that clung to my body. The pants were high-waisted and form-fitting, accentuating my figure in a way that made me feel both exposed and strangely empowered. To be honest, they made me look… sexy.

That week was a whirlwind of emotions. I couldn’t stop thinking about the changes I was making—not just to my appearance, but to who I was becoming. I decided to embrace it fully. I got a more feminine haircut, swapped the clear nail polish for a pale pink, and even bought a pair of heels. Each change felt like a step closer to a version of myself I hadn’t known existed.

From time to time, Nathaniel would ask me to stay late to review pending tasks, and I always agreed, though my feelings were a tangled mess of excitement and unease. During these sessions, I sat with my legs crossed, my new heels clicking softly against the floor. He would occasionally reach over to caress my legs, his touch sending a shiver down my spine. And when we were alone, he would order me to remove my pants, leaving me to work in just my panties. I complied, though my mind raced with questions about where this was all leading.

One night, I stayed late to help with the data for an audit. As evening fell, the office emptied out, leaving only Nathaniel and me. Without him having to ask, I removed my pants, feeling a strange mix of anticipation and submission. He didn’t say a word—just smiled at me as I poured him a cup of coffee.

-You do a very good job, - he said, his voice smooth and approving. Then, without warning, he gave me a sharp spank that sent a jolt through my body, leaving me trembling from the intensity of the sensation.

-Thank you, - I managed to stammer, my face flushing so deeply it felt like it could rival the color of a ripe tomato.

Nights like that became a regular occurrence, and to my surprise, I began to enjoy them. At home, before going to sleep, I would listen to the tapes while wearing the clothes Nathaniel had given me. It became my preferred way to unwind, though I couldn’t quite understand why. There was something about the soft fabric and the way it made me feel that I found oddly comforting.

The truth was, I didn’t know how to feel about all of this. My mind was a whirlwind of doubts and questions, but at the same time, I found myself wanting to look pretty—to feel pretty. One day, Nathaniel called me into his office again after everyone else had left. By now, his summons brought a smile to my face, and I hurried to obey, eager to fulfill whatever request he had.

-I’ve noticed you’ve changed your grooming these last few days, - he remarked, his eyes scanning me with a mix of curiosity and approval.

-Yes, boss, - I replied, my voice steady but tinged with a hint of pride. -I like it better like this.

-Well, - he sighed, leaning back in his chair. -I have good news and bad news. The bad news is that, with the new budget, I can’t keep you as my assistant. But the good news is that there’s a new position opening up, and I’m considering you for it. Of course, it comes with more responsibilities, but the salary will be better.

-Thank you very much, boss, - I said, my voice trembling with a mix of relief and anxiety. -I really appreciate you considering me.

-But I need your full commitment, - he said, his tone firm and unyielding.

-I’ll do anything, - I replied quickly, my heart pounding. -Whatever you ask of me.

-Then get down on your knees in front of me, - he ordered.

I hesitated for only a moment before obeying, lowering myself to my knees. My mind raced, but I pushed the doubts aside, focusing on the opportunity he was offering.

-Now unbutton my pants, - he instructed.

My hands shook as I reached for his waistband, unfastening the button and pulling down the zipper. The air felt heavy, charged with a tension I couldn’t quite name.

-I want you to stroke my cock, - he said, his voice calm but commanding. -Then pull down my boxer shorts and keep going.

It was the first time I had ever touched a man like that. My movements were hesitant at first, but I continued, driven by a strange mix of fear and determination. Soon, I found myself stroking him more confidently, my hand moving with a rhythm I hadn’t planned.

-Good, - he murmured. -Now I want your lips to massage me.

I stared at his cock, my heart pounding in my chest. Shyly, I leaned forward, pressing my lips against him in a tentative kiss. Slowly, I kissed my way along his length, my confidence growing with each touch. Finally, I took him into my mouth, my hand still working in tandem with my lips. I could feel his breathing quicken as I continued, my own body responding in ways I didn’t fully understand.

He let me continue for a few minutes before grabbing the back of my neck, taking control. He thrust into my mouth, his pace relentless, until I felt him grow hotter, harder. With a sharp gasp, he pulled out, aiming his release onto my face.

-You’ve got the job, - he said, his voice heavy with satisfaction. -Starting tomorrow, you’ll be my secretary, Cindy. Take the day to prepare. I’ll send your new uniform to your house. And don’t forget to analyze the tapes tonight.

-Of course, boss, - I replied, my face still marked but wearing a wide smile. Despite everything, I felt a strange sense of accomplishment. I had the job, and for now, that was enough.


Shopping

Once I got home, I found myself reflecting on everything that had happened. It was all so surreal. I had never been attracted to men before, nor had I ever imagined doing something like what I had done with Nathaniel. Yet, now, I felt an unexpected sense of femininity and happiness. The idea of becoming a sexy, confident secretary excited me—it was the only thing I felt certain about.

When the package arrived, I opened it with eager anticipation. Inside, I found a collection of beautiful, sensual clothes that took my breath away. There was a black lace lingerie set, a white blouse with a plunging neckline, a garter belt paired with sheer black stockings, a sleek black skirt that ended mid-thigh, and a pair of stunning crimson-red heels with a 10-inch stiletto. But the most surprising item was a pair of silicone breasts. When I put them on, I felt an overwhelming sense of joy and completeness.

I spent the entire day experimenting with my new wardrobe. Walking in heels was a challenge at first, but I gradually found my rhythm, swaying my hips with each step. The weight of the silicone breasts and the feel of the bra against my skin felt strangely natural. As I looked through my belongings, I realized I needed more—makeup, accessories, and a complete wardrobe overhaul. With my new position and the savings I had, I could finally afford to update my closet.

I packed my money and cards into a small backpack, though it clashed horribly with my new look. Determined, I decided my first purchase would be a stylish handbag and a matching wallet. Before leaving, I turned off the lights, the sound of my heels clicking against the floor echoing through the house. I loved the sound, and I was thrilled that it would now be a part of my everyday life.

As I stepped outside, I noticed the way men glanced at me—some subtly, others more boldly. When I turned my back, I could feel their eyes on me, and I swayed my hips with deliberate confidence, savoring the attention. Even the cab driver couldn’t resist stealing glances at me through the rearview mirror, his gaze filled with unmistakable desire.

-We’re here, pretty girl, - he said as he pulled up near the shopping mall.

I made sure every movement was as feminine as possible, leaning halfway out the window to pay him. The tight black skirt accentuated my figure, and I could feel the eyes of passersby lingering on me. It was exhilarating, and I couldn’t help but smile. For the first time, I felt truly seen—and I loved it.

I felt like I was floating on air, completely liberated. Music played loudly in my head as I strolled through the aisles of the shopping mall, my heels clicking confidently against the polished floor. My first stop was a women’s boutique, where my eyes immediately landed on a stunning navy-blue bag with golden clasps. It came with a smaller matching cosmetic bag, and I couldn’t resist picking it up to examine it more closely.

-If you buy the bag, I’ll give you the cosmetic bag as a gift, - the salesclerk said with a warm smile. -Believe me, it’s perfect for carrying all the makeup you’ll need throughout the day.

-Then I’ll take it, - I replied, returning her smile. -But I also need a small purse for my essentials, and I think I could use another bag too.

-Of course, - she said, her tone cheerful. -Let me show you some options.

After browsing for a while, I settled on a pretty pink purse, a sleek black one with a golden chain for shoulder wear, and a chic red bag with a thin strap and a heart-shaped clasp. I carefully packed everything into my new navy-blue bag, organizing my belongings before continuing my shopping spree.

My next stop was a cosmetics store. The sheer variety of makeup overwhelmed me at first—rows of lipsticks, eyeshadows, and foundations stretched out in every direction. I stood there, feeling a little lost, until a kind saleswoman approached me.

-Can I help you find something? - she asked, her tone friendly and encouraging.

I explained that I worked as a secretary and needed makeup that would suit my skin tone while looking professional. She nodded thoughtfully and began selecting products for me: a couple of lipsticks, a compact eyeshadow palette, eyeliners, and mascara. As she demonstrated how to apply them, she gave me a playful wink.

-You’re going to look stunning, - she said, handing me the bag of products. -Have a nice day, miss!

Her words filled me with warmth. It felt incredible to be treated as a woman, to have others recognize and affirm my femininity. I loved how they helped me embrace this new version of myself.

After picking up a few more outfits at a clothing store and another pair of heels, I decided to end my shopping at a lingerie store. The delicate fabrics and intricate designs called to me, and I couldn’t wait to explore what they had to offer.

I had chosen several sets of lingerie in rich, feminine colors—wine, black, purple, pink, and red. Each piece felt like a celebration of my newfound identity. I also picked out a pair of nightgowns, one in deep wine and the other in pale pink, to serve as my new pajamas. Stockings and garter belts made their way into my shopping bag, but what truly excited me were the baby dolls. I couldn’t wait to wear them under my uniform at work, feeling secretly empowered throughout the day.

By the time I finished shopping, I was loaded with bags, but the cab driver was incredibly kind. He helped me carry everything to the car, and when we arrived at my place, he even offered to bring the bags inside. I thanked him warmly for his help and handed him a generous tip.

-Thank you very much, - the driver said with a smile as he left.

Once inside, I felt a mix of excitement and exhaustion. The day had been a whirlwind of emotions and discoveries. I slipped into one of the new nightgowns, the soft fabric brushing against my skin, and decided to turn in early. Tomorrow would be Cindy’s first day at work, and I wanted to be ready.

When I woke up, I felt renewed—happy, confident, and full of energy. I took my time getting ready, applying foundation with care, lining my eyes with precision, and finishing with a beautiful pink lipstick. Every step felt like a ritual, a way of honoring the woman I was becoming.

As I walked to work, I noticed the way men’s eyes lingered on me. Their glances, once intimidating, now filled me with a sense of power. I swayed my hips deliberately, savoring the attention. Some men approached me, their hands brushing against my buttocks or pressing subtly against me. I didn’t stop them. In those heels, I felt feminine, provocative, and utterly in control.


The secretary

When I arrived at the office, all eyes were on me. The new Cindy had made quite the impression. I looked polished and confident, sitting at my desk with my legs crossed, waiting for Nathaniel to arrive. The whispers and glances from my coworkers only added to my sense of satisfaction.

-Good morning, Cindy, - Nathaniel said as he approached, his eyes scanning me with clear approval.

-Good morning, boss, - I replied, my voice smooth and composed.

-Let me congratulate you on your transformation, - he said, his tone warm but with a hint of something more. -How about I take you out to dinner tonight?

-Of course, boss, - I answered, smiling. The invitation felt like a reward, and I was eager to see where the evening would lead.

The rest of the day flew by. I threw myself into every task Nathaniel assigned me, feeling a newfound love for my job. Being Cindy was liberating, and I couldn’t remember the last time I had felt so happy and fulfilled.

-Ready to go? - Nathaniel asked as the workday came to an end.

-Of course, boss, - I said, gathering my things.

In the parking lot, we walked to his car. He opened the door for me like a true gentleman, and I couldn’t help but feel a flutter of excitement. Being treated like a lady was intoxicating, and I loved every moment of it. As we drove, he occasionally shifted gears, his hand brushing against my legs. The sensation of his touch against my stockings sent a shiver through me, and I found myself savoring every fleeting contact.

The drive ended at his house, a sleek, modern building that exuded sophistication.

-I’ve been saving a good bottle of wine for a special occasion, - he said as we stepped inside. -And I prefer things to be more… intimate. I hope you don’t mind that dinner is here.

-Of course not, boss, - I replied, my smile widening. -I’m flattered, to be honest.

We entered his home, and he guided me to a cozy table set with two glasses. Nathaniel excused himself to fetch the wine, returning moments later to pour us each a generous glass. He offered me something to eat, but I shook my head gently.

-The truth is, I’m not very hungry, - I said, my voice soft.

-Then allow me to offer you another glass of wine, - he replied, his tone warm and inviting.

The evening unfolded beautifully, filled with quiet conversation and lingering glances. Every so often, his fingers brushed against my hand, sending a jolt of electricity through me. I blushed each time, my heart racing as his touches grew more frequent and deliberate. Eventually, he moved his chair closer to mine, his presence overwhelming in the best way. I didn’t resist as his hands began to explore, his touch igniting a fire within me.

His lips found my neck, and I sighed, my hands instinctively moving to his chest. I traced the contours of his firm pectorals, feeling the strength beneath my fingertips. His kisses grew more urgent, and I clung to him, lost in the moment.

-Cindy, - he murmured against my skin, his voice low and possessive. -You made me wait for this moment. Now that I have you here, like the woman you’ve become, I won’t settle for just a taste. Tonight, I’ll make you mine completely.

I didn’t know how to respond, but I didn’t want him to stop. His hands roamed my body, removing the silicone breasts and revealing the real me beneath. He stood, pulling me up with him, and our lips met in a kiss so passionate it left me trembling. My knees weakened as his hands explored my body, his touch alternating between gentle caresses and firm spanks. He unbuttoned my blouse, his teeth grazing my neck in a way that made me moan with pleasure. I could feel the heat of his body pressing against mine, his desire unmistakable.

We moved to the couch, where Nathaniel casually removed his shirt, revealing his toned, muscular torso. He was undeniably masculine, and I felt a surge of desire to please him in every way. My hands trembled slightly as I began to unbutton his pants, my heart racing as he kissed me with a passion that left me breathless. I slid my hand into his boxers, gently pulling them down as he deepened the kiss.

-You really are a little slut, - he murmured, his voice low and teasing, before delivering a sharp spank that sent a jolt of pleasure through me.

I felt consumed by desire, as if I were no longer in control of my actions. Without hesitation, I lowered myself to my knees, taking his thick cock into my mouth. A clear liquid had already begun to bead at the tip, and I licked and kissed it eagerly. I had done this before, but this time felt different—it was Cindy who was doing it, and I loved how she surrendered to him, how she let him take control and fuck her mouth with his cock.

My hands roamed over my own body, my skin tingling with excitement as I touched myself. Nathaniel noticed and, without breaking rhythm, pulled me to my feet and led me to his bedroom. There, he quickly stripped off the rest of his clothes before turning his attention to me. With a swift motion, he ripped off my blouse, revealing the baby doll lingerie I had bought specifically for this moment.

-What a nice surprise, - he said, his eyes dark with desire. -I didn’t know you were so ready.

-I wanted to feel sexy and special on my first day of work, - I said, my voice trembling with a mix of nervousness and anticipation as I slowly pulled down my skirt.

The room felt charged with tension as Nathaniel and I stood alone, the air thick with unspoken desires. He moved closer, his gaze intense, and before I could fully process what was happening, he pushed me onto the bed. His body pressed against mine, his kisses urgent and demanding. I could feel his arousal as he rubbed against me, his hands exploring my body with a possessiveness that both thrilled and unnerved me.

When he reached for my ass, I tensed, unsure of what to expect. He tried to push himself inside, but when it became clear that it wasn’t possible, he reached into his nightstand and pulled out a bottle of lubricant. I felt a cold slickness as he began to work a finger inside me, the sensation foreign and uncomfortable. A second finger followed, and the pain intensified, but Nathaniel seemed undeterred, his determination unwavering.

In that moment, my mind raced with doubts. Not long ago, I had been a man focused on climbing the corporate ladder, and now here I was, transformed into someone entirely different—someone who craved this kind of attention, this kind of connection. But before I could fully process my thoughts, Nathaniel positioned himself and began to push inside me.

The pain was sharp and immediate, and I opened my mouth to protest, but no words came out. By the time I could articulate anything, he was fully inside me, and the pain began to give way to something else—a growing pleasure that I hadn’t anticipated. My nails dug into my palms as I moaned, the sensations overwhelming me. I didn’t want it to end.

I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him closer, urging him to go deeper. My breath came in ragged gasps, my body responding in ways I couldn’t control. Nathaniel flipped me onto my hands and knees, and I clung to the sheets as he thrust into me, each movement sending waves of pleasure through me. I felt like a different person, someone who had fully embraced this new identity.

When the climax hit, it was unlike anything I had ever experienced. A warm, euphoric sensation washed over me, leaving me trembling and spent. I collapsed onto Nathaniel’s chest, my body still tingling with the aftershocks. In that moment, I felt a strange sense of happiness, as if I had finally found a part of myself I hadn’t known was missing.


Hard working

The next morning, I woke up feeling disoriented, the events of the previous night still fresh in my mind. As I shifted slightly, I felt the weight of Nathaniel’s arm draped over me, and it all came rushing back—the passion, the pleasure, and the strange sense of fulfillment. My emotions were mixed. I had enjoyed it, but it wasn’t something I had planned or even imagined myself doing just a few months ago. Yet, in the moment, I had given myself to it completely, as if caught in a trance.

-Good morning, Cindy, - Nathaniel murmured, pulling me closer and nuzzling his face against my cheek.

-Good morning, boss, - I replied softly. -Do you need something?

-Always so helpful, - he said with a chuckle. -That’s why you’re my personal secretary. And I think it wouldn’t hurt if you showed me a little more affection.

-Of course, boss, - I answered, my voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions inside me.

Once again, I found myself complying with his request without hesitation. I leaned in and kissed him gently, my hands exploring his chest before trailing lower. My fingers wrapped around his cock, and I felt a familiar thrill as it hardened in my grasp. I didn’t know why, but I loved having him in my mouth—it was all I could think about whenever I felt him grow hard. I began to suck him with a fervor that surprised even me, my movements slow and deliberate.

After several minutes, he stopped me, his breathing heavy.

-Now I want you to ride me like the good little whore you are, - he said, his voice low and commanding.

I obeyed, positioning myself over him. I kissed him deeply, my hands roaming his body as I reached for the lubricant on the nightstand. My fingers slick with lube, I began to stimulate myself, a move that felt instinctive, though I wasn’t sure where the idea had come from. With my other hand, I coated Nathaniel’s cock, ensuring he was ready. Slowly, I lowered myself onto him, moaning softly as I felt him fill me completely.

My movements were deliberate, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through me. Nathaniel’s hands explored my body, and at one point, I took one of his fingers into my mouth, sucking it gently as I locked eyes with him. The look on his face was one of pure desire, and it only fueled my own. I didn’t stop until he reached his climax, his body shuddering beneath me. Exhausted, I collapsed onto his chest, pressing soft kisses against his skin.

When we finally got up and began to dress, I couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of contentment. This was my life now, and as confusing as it was, I was beginning to embrace it.

-You can stay if you want, - Nathaniel offered as he adjusted his tie in the mirror. -I’m going out with some friends, and I’ll be running errands outside.

-But boss, I don’t want to overstep, - I replied, smoothing down my skirt. -I think it’s better if I go.

-As you wish, - he said with a shrug.

-Yes, boss, - I nodded. -I have some unfinished business at home. There are a lot of changes to make now that I’m Cindy, and I also need to review the work tapes.

-Okay, - he said, reaching for his phone. -I’ll call you a cab.

Before I left, Nathaniel kissed me goodbye and gave me a sharp spank, the sting lingering as I stepped into the cab. The driver was polite and professional, and I gave him the address to the shopping mall.

-Could we stop at the mall, please? - I asked, my tone light but firm.

-Of course, miss, - he replied, nodding.

I had a lot of shopping to do. My transformation into Cindy required more than just a new uniform—I needed personal hygiene products, pantyhose, and a variety of clothes. While I had my work attire, I also wanted casual outfits for my days off and something comfortable for lounging at home. And, I thought, it wouldn’t hurt to pick up some sportswear. Staying in shape was important if I wanted to maintain my new appearance.

My first stop was a department store. I wandered through the aisles, my eyes scanning the racks of dresses, blouses, and skirts. There was so much to choose from, and I found myself enjoying the process. The vibrant colors, the soft fabrics, the delicate designs—it all felt like a celebration of who I was becoming.

There were no more doubts in my mind. Now that I was Cindy, my closet needed to reflect that. In the past, I might have felt anxious or self-conscious about shopping in the women’s section, worried about the judgment of others. But now, I felt confident and assured. I moved gracefully through the store, selecting items with care. Other women browsed nearby, but none of them paid me any special attention. To them, I was just another woman doing her shopping—a thought that filled me with a quiet sense of pride.

I treated myself to the pleasure of trying on all the beautiful clothes I had picked out. The fitting room became my sanctuary, a place where I could admire how each piece hugged my body and made me feel divine. The soft fabrics, the delicate cuts, the way the skirts and dresses accentuated my figure—it was exhilarating. I carefully selected the most feminine and flattering items, ensuring that every skirt and dress ended above the knee. I also chose a pair of short shorts, some fisherman pants that clung sweetly to my legs, and a pair of leggings that I instantly fell in love with.

Before leaving, I made a stop at the shoe department. While I already owned a pair of heels and some feminine dress shoes, I knew I needed more variety. I decided on a pair of pastel pink sneakers and some brown suede booties with a subtle heel and a charming pink line on the sole. They were perfect additions to my growing collection.

At the checkout, the cashier handed me several large bags filled with my new purchases. I couldn’t wait to wear everything, though I knew I’d have to save some pieces for special occasions. As I left the department store, I felt a rush of excitement. My new closet was coming together beautifully, and I was proud of the effort I had put into curating it.

I walked through the mall, passing stores where I had previously bought feminine essentials like my purse and makeup. The memories of those shopping trips filled me with a sense of accomplishment. While I was tempted to continue shopping, I reminded myself to be mindful of my budget. The day was far from over, and I still had other errands to run. With that in mind, I headed outside to hail a cab back home.

The ride was quiet and peaceful, the streets calm on a Sunday morning. When we arrived at my house, the driver kindly offered to help me carry my bags inside. I thanked him with a warm smile and a generous tip, appreciating his thoughtfulness.


True Femininity

Back in the tranquility of my home, I lay down on my bed for a moment, catching my breath. As I looked around my room, I realized how much it still reflected my old self. The walls, the decor—it all felt outdated. Maybe a fresh coat of paint and some new decorations would help the space feel more aligned with who I was becoming. The thought excited me, but for now, I had other tasks to focus on.

I got up and began trying on a few of my new outfits, eventually settling on a pair of boots, leggings, and a long green blouse. After touching up my makeup, I headed out again, this time to a shopping mall just a couple of blocks from my apartment. I always walked there—the distance wasn’t far, and it gave me a chance to enjoy the fresh air. Plus, the items I needed weren’t bulky, so I could easily carry them in a reusable cloth bag I planned to buy at the store.

The walk was peaceful, and I arrived at the mall in no time. As expected, the store was bustling with shoppers, but I didn’t mind. I made my way straight to the personal care aisle, where I spent some time comparing scents of body soaps. The floral options caught my attention, and I took a few minutes to decide which one suited me best. Even though I was currently wearing a wig, I was determined to let my natural hair grow out, so I also picked out a matching shampoo and conditioner.

Next, I selected a body cream and a new deodorant, both unmistakably feminine. I added a depilatory cream and a few pairs of tights to my basket, figuring I might as well stock up while I was there. Before heading to the checkout, I grabbed a fashion magazine for inspiration and the reusable cloth bag I had been eyeing. It was perfect for carrying my purchases and reducing waste—a small but meaningful step toward the life I was building.

At the checkout, I felt a sense of accomplishment as I packed my items into the new bag. Each product felt like a piece of the puzzle, helping me become more comfortable in my own skin. With my bag in hand, I left the store, ready to continue my day.

On the way home, I found myself brainstorming ideas to continue my transformation. However, nothing concrete came to mind that I could tackle that same day. When I arrived, I took a deep breath, knowing there was still a lot of work to do. I started by organizing all my new personal care products, discarding my old soap and other items that no longer served me. Anything meant for men was thrown out—I had no use for it anymore.

Next, I turned my attention to my closet. I pulled out all the old clothes that no longer fit my new identity, tossing them into a cardboard box. Once I had cleared enough space, I carefully hung up my new outfits, arranging them by color and style. The closet still had plenty of room to fill, but it was a start—one that filled me with pride and happiness. From that day forward, this would be Cindy’s apartment, a reflection of who I was becoming.

That night, I analyzed the last of the tapes my boss had given me, completing the task with a sense of accomplishment. As the days passed, I settled into my new life with a smile on my face. I took pride in being the best secretary I could be, both in the office and in Nathaniel’s bed. I had grown to love being his mistress, craving the way he filled me with his huge cock. If too much time passed without him touching me, I became anxious, eager for his body. Whenever the opportunity arose, I would eagerly lick and suck him, grateful for the pleasure he gave me and the role he played in my life.

Then, one day, unexpected news arrived. Our old boss, Victor, was returning for a visit. I wasn’t sure why he was coming or why Nathaniel seemed so excited about it, but I was tasked with organizing a welcome event. I threw myself into the preparations, ensuring everything was perfect. The event itself went smoothly, with Victor and Nathaniel chatting amiably while I handled the remaining details. It was a strange but satisfying moment, a reminder of how far I had come.

That evening, after the event had wound down and the office was quiet, Nathaniel called me into his office. I walked in to find him sitting with Victor, our former boss. The atmosphere was relaxed, but there was an undercurrent of something I couldn’t quite place.

-Cindy, - Nathaniel said, gesturing for me to join them. -Come, sit down. We’d like to talk to you.

I took a seat, smoothing my skirt as I did. Victor leaned forward, his expression a mix of curiosity and admiration.

-I have to tell you something, - Victor began, his tone sincere. -I’m impressed. Honestly, I had my doubts about leaving you in charge, Nathaniel, but I see you’ve got this place running like clockwork. I didn’t think it would be possible without the help of your rival, but you’ve made incredible progress. By the way, I’m sorry that boy is no longer in the office. He was a hard worker.

Nathaniel’s lips curled into a mischievous smile.

-But of course he’s still with us, - he said, his voice dripping with amusement. -In fact, as you said, many of the recent advances are thanks to his dedication and commitment.

Victor frowned, clearly confused. -He must be on vacation, then, because I didn’t see him around the office today.

-Oh, but he’s right here, - Nathaniel replied, his grin widening.

-What are you talking about? - Victor asked, his brow furrowing.

Nathaniel turned to me, his eyes glinting with a mix of pride and command. -Cindy, please lift your skirt and show us what lingerie you’re wearing today.

-Of course, boss, - I replied without hesitation.

Before Victor could react or say another word, I obeyed. I stood up gracefully, lifting the hem of my skirt just enough to reveal the delicate blue lingerie beneath. The room fell silent for a moment, the tension palpable as Victor processed what he was seeing.

-What the hell? - Victor exclaimed, his voice a mix of shock and disbelief.

-Relax, - Nathaniel said, his tone calm but firm. -I just made a few… improvements. You have nothing to worry about. She’s Cindy now, and she’s very happy with her new life. Isn’t that right, Cindy?

-Of course, boss, - I replied with a warm smile. -I couldn’t be happier.

-I know she’s changed, - Nathaniel continued, leaning back in his chair. -But if you pay attention, you’ll notice.

-It can’t be, - Victor muttered after staring at me for several minutes, his eyes wide with astonishment.

I could see the surprise etched across my former boss’s face, but my primary concern was pleasing Nathaniel. I brought them food, refilled their drinks, and made sure they had everything they needed. After a while, Nathaniel dismissed me, as the two of them planned to have dinner elsewhere. As I gathered my things at my desk, preparing to leave, Victor approached me.

-Mr. Victor, how can I help you? - I asked, my tone polite and cheerful.

-Don’t worry, - he said, his voice low. -I don’t think Nathaniel can hear us here. He’s still in his office.

I tilted my head, a small laugh escaping me. -I’m not sure what you mean.

-You can tell me the truth, - Victor insisted, his expression serious. -Is he threatening you or something?

-I don’t know what you’re talking about, Mr. Victor, - I replied, my smile unwavering. -My boss would never threaten me.

-Then I don’t understand, - he said, shaking his head. -I can’t comprehend why you’re dressing and behaving like this.

-The truth is, I love wearing these clothes, - I explained, my voice steady. -It makes me feel happy, and I’m very satisfied with my job.

-Maybe it’s because I never paid much attention to you before, - Victor said, his tone softening. -Anyway, if you ever need anything, you can call me. - He turned to leave but paused, glancing back at me. -I just never imagined you were… well, whatever this is.

Once I got home, I found myself reflecting on the day’s events. I remembered working for Victor in the past, but the details were hazy. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t recall much about that time, and it left me feeling uneasy. Later that night, as I removed my bra and silicone breasts, a strange sensation washed over me. I held the prosthetics in my hands, staring at them for a moment. How long had I been wearing these? I scratched my head, trying to piece together the answer, but another question quickly followed: How long had my hair been this long? And why had I dyed it blonde?

I wandered around my room, taking in the space. It was undeniably the bedroom of a young woman—the closet overflowing with the clothes I adored, the dresser cluttered with makeup and accessories. It was hard to imagine my home looking any other way. Yet, Victor’s words lingered in my mind, leaving me with more questions than answers.


The terrible truth

I lay down on my bed and opened my laptop, scrolling through messages about fashion store discounts and new cosmetics. My eyes wandered to the purple bedspread with its floral pattern, then down to my waxed legs and pink-painted toenails. Everything around me felt familiar, yet something nagged at the back of my mind. After checking a few things on the computer, I turned it off and closed my eyes, but sleep didn’t come easily. My thoughts raced, circling one persistent question: Had my life always been like this?

The next morning, I woke up with even more questions. I realized I didn’t have many clear memories of my past, and now that I thought about it, I couldn’t even recall how long I’d been working for Nathaniel. That day at the office, I was distracted, my mind clouded with doubts. Finally, I decided to call Victor. I needed answers.

We agreed to meet at a quiet café, a neutral place where we could talk openly. I told him I had questions about the time we worked together, and he seemed willing to help, though I could sense his hesitation. I was nervous about what I might discover, but my desire for the truth outweighed my fear.

When I arrived, Victor was already waiting for me. I took a seat, and we both ordered drinks—coffee for him, tea for me. The atmosphere was tense, and I could tell he was uncomfortable. I felt the same way, but I knew I had to push through it. After the waiter left, Victor began to talk about the old days, sharing stories about our time working together. Everything he said sounded plausible, but I struggled to connect his words to any clear memories.

-They were good times, - he said, taking a sip of his coffee. -Honestly, I’ve spent a lot of time wondering if leaving Nathaniel in charge was the right decision. But after visiting the office the other day and seeing how well he’s managed everything, I thought I’d made the right choice. Well, until you showed up.

His words hung in the air, heavy with implication. I could feel the weight of his gaze as he studied me, waiting for a reaction. But I wasn’t sure how to respond. The pieces of my past felt like fragments of a puzzle I couldn’t quite assemble.

-Yes, but why? - I asked, my voice trembling with a mix of curiosity and unease.

-Because I never imagined seeing you like this, - Victor replied, his tone a blend of disbelief and concern. -In all the time we worked together, I never noticed you had these… inclinations. You look completely different now.

-The truth is, I don’t remember much of that time, - I admitted, my hands tightening around my teacup. -Was I really so different back then?

-Of course you were, - Victor said, unable to suppress a small laugh. -Now you look like a woman—long hair, big breasts, and your whole demeanor is delicate and feminine. It’s like you’re a completely different person.

-You mean I wasn’t like this before? - I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

-Of course not, - Victor replied, his expression softening. -The truth is, I don’t understand why you changed so much after I left. If you wanted to dress and act this way, I wouldn’t have objected. I’m not that closed-minded. Although I can understand why you might have wanted to hide it, especially considering that at the time, I had to decide who to leave in charge.

As he spoke, fragments of my past began to resurface. It felt like waking up from a long, hazy dream. I fell silent for a moment, lost in thought, which seemed to worry Victor. I quickly regained my composure, not wanting to upset him further. I continued to ask questions discreetly, and by the time we finished our drinks, I had gathered all the information I needed. I thanked Victor and said goodbye, heading straight back to my apartment.

Once inside, I felt like the walls were closing in on me. The place, which had felt like home for months, now seemed foreign and unsettling. I tore off my clothes, unable to believe that just minutes ago, I had been wearing a tight skirt and blouse. I rummaged through my closet, searching for something—anything—that felt familiar, but there wasn’t a single piece of men’s clothing in sight. Frustrated, I grabbed the loosest pants and blouse I could find and put them on, my mind still racing with doubts.

I stayed up all night, my thoughts a chaotic whirlwind. Exhaustion eventually overtook me, and I fell into a restless sleep. The next morning, my phone buzzed insistently, pulling me awake. It was a barrage of work messages, but I ignored them all, sending a single text to Nathaniel: “I’m not feeling well.” Guilt gnawed at me as I hit send. Now that I remembered the truth, I knew he was responsible for everything. Somehow, he had turned me into his secretary—and his personal plaything. But not anymore.

I spent the afternoon gathering evidence, taking screenshots of his messages—his demands, his crude invitations to hotels, his voice notes filled with lust. Each one made me feel sick to my stomach, but I kept going, determined to document everything. Just as I was finishing, there was a knock at my door. My heart sank. It was him.

-What are you doing here? - I asked, my voice sharp with annoyance.


Helpful

-Aren’t you going to say hello or invite me in? - Nathaniel asked, raising an eyebrow as he studied me. -You don’t look so good, Cindy.

-Sure, - I replied, forcing a smile. -I’m sorry, come in.

He stepped inside, his eyes scanning the room as if searching for something. -I was worried when you didn’t show up to work today, - he said, his tone casual but laced with suspicion.

-I’m sorry, - I said, trying to keep my voice steady. -I woke up feeling unwell and thought it would be better to rest.

-Can I get you anything? - I offered, though my hands were trembling. I needed to keep up the act, at least for now.

-Hmm, - he murmured, a sly smile spreading across his face. -How long have you known?

-I don’t understand what you’re talking about, - I said, though my voice wavered.

-You don’t have to keep pretending, - he said, taking a seat on the couch. -I’m sure you’ve figured it out by now. You probably have a lot of questions.

-You bastard, - I snapped, my composure crumbling. -How dare you do this to me?

Nathaniel leaned back, his expression calm, almost amused. -The truth is, I couldn’t keep up with the workload without you. I needed you to stay, but I knew you wouldn’t stick around forever. You had bills to pay, and eventually, you’d find another job and leave. So, I decided to make sure you stayed—by making you my assistant. And then, well, I took it a step further.

-How dare you? - I cried, my voice breaking. -But I still don’t understand how you did it.

-I knew you wouldn’t accept it willingly, - Nathaniel said, his tone calm and calculated. -So, I embedded subliminal messages into the tapes I gave you to analyze. That’s how I turned you into Cindy.

-And after everything you’ve done, you’re here acting like nothing happened? - I shouted, my anger boiling over.

-I imagine you’re upset, - he said, his voice infuriatingly composed. -You’re probably even planning how to bring me down.

-You’re damn right I am, - I snapped. -I’m going to sue you for everything you’ve done to me.

-That possibility crossed my mind at the beginning, - he admitted, leaning forward slightly. -But by the time I took you to my house, you had already passed the point of no return. After that, all I had to do was reinforce your feminization—fucking you whenever I wanted, showing you who was in control.

-You’re a bastard, - I said, my voice trembling with rage. -And this is over. It’s all over now.

-You don’t understand, - Nathaniel said, his voice dripping with confidence. -You’re mine now. You might feel like you have freedom, but you’re conditioned to obey me, whether you want to or not.

-You’re crazy, - I shot back, my voice trembling with defiance. -I don’t have to obey you anymore.

He just laughed, standing up from the couch. I took a step back, my heart racing, afraid he might try something. But instead, he calmly unzipped his pants and pulled down his boxer shorts.

-What do you think you’re doing? - I demanded, my anger flaring.

He didn’t answer. Instead, he began to masturbate right in front of me. I was stunned, my mind screaming at me to curse him, to yell, to do something—but then, against my will, I dropped to my knees. My hand reached out, caressing his cock, and I couldn’t hide the shock on my face.

-No, - I whispered, even as my lips brushed against him. -No way. I’m not going to do this.

-Take it easy, Cindy, - Nathaniel said, his voice smooth and mocking. -I know you love it. You don’t have to resist. - His words cut through me as I began to suck him, my body betraying me completely. -You see, honey, I never finished your conditioning. I wanted the pleasure of humiliating you one last time. The first time I fucked you, you were under hypnosis. By then, you’d already abandoned your old self and started losing your memories. But now? Now that you remember everything, I get to fuck you while you’re fully aware of the humiliation.

He pulled his cock out of my mouth, and to my horror, my tongue instinctively reached for it, craving more.

-Now I’m going to fuck you, - he said, his tone dark and commanding. -I’ll make you my whore one more time.

-No, please, don’t do this, - I begged, still on my knees, my voice breaking.

-Come on, - he taunted, his smirk widening. -Deep down, you’re dying for me to stick it in you. But not like this. I want you to wear something sexier.

Nathaniel stood up and walked toward my bedroom. I followed him, my heart pounding, unsure of what he was planning. He rummaged through my closet, his fingers brushing against the delicate fabrics of my lingerie. After a moment, he pulled out a pink corset with black lace, complete with a garter belt and matching pantyhose. He also grabbed a necklace with a thong, holding them up with a smirk.

-Come on, put this on, - he said, rubbing the fabric against my skin in a way that made me shiver.

-I won’t, - I protested, but even as I spoke, my hands began to remove my clothes. -No, why am I doing this?

He sat on my bed, watching me with a predatory gaze. He placed a bottle of lubricant on my nightstand, as if preparing for what was to come. Once I had put on the lingerie, he took the leash and pulled me toward him, his grip firm and unyielding.

-Now take off my clothes, slowly, - he commanded.

I wanted to resist, to scream, to run—but I couldn’t. My body moved on its own, obeying his every word. He began to kiss my neck, his teeth grazing my skin, sending a shiver down my spine. A part of me wanted to escape, but it was impossible. I was trapped, both by his control and by something deeper within myself.

-Lie down, - he ordered. -Now I’m going to fuck you so hard that you’ll beg for more.

-No way, - I whispered, even as I obeyed, lifting my legs over his shoulders.

He reached for the lubricant, coating his fingers before applying it to me. When he inserted the first finger, I let out an unintentional moan, my body betraying me once again.

-It looks like you’re enjoying it, - Nathaniel said with a smirk as he inserted a second finger, drawing another moan from me. -Relax, we’re just getting started.

I didn’t respond. What was the point? Words felt useless now. I took deep breaths, hoping he would finish quickly, even as a guilty pleasure coursed through me. When I felt his cock begin to push inside, a tear slipped down my cheek. I brought my hand to my mouth, trying to stifle the sounds of pleasure escaping me. I bit my lip hard as he thrust into me, but it was no use. Despite everything, I couldn’t deny the pleasure I felt. After a few thrusts, my face was flushed, my expression one of pure ecstasy. I bit my finger coyly, moaning and arching my back, urging him to go deeper. My body moved on its own, craving more, and I screamed with pleasure as he filled me completely.

When it was over, I lay there panting, my body trembling as I felt his warmth spill inside me. Nathaniel got up, leaving me writhing in the sheets, my mind and body still reeling.

-Yes, you’re a slut, - he said, his voice cold and mocking. -Tomorrow, I want you first thing in the morning. You have a lot of lost time to make up for.

I listened as the door closed behind him, my body still caught in a haze of pleasure. It wasn’t until a few moments later that guilt began to creep in. What was I going to do now? I had no idea. I had tried to defy him, but it was clear I wasn’t strong enough. He had almost complete control over me. I thought about going through with my original plan—filing a complaint, exposing him—but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. He was right; I was powerless against him.

I spent the rest of the night meditating on my situation, but no answers came. For now, the only thing I could do was continue my work as his secretary and wait for an opportunity to devise another plan. But deep down, I wasn’t sure if I’d ever be able to break free.


Crude morale

The next morning, I got dressed without much enthusiasm, though I couldn’t deny the small thrill I felt as I slipped on my stockings and heels. Despite everything, I loved my clothes—they made me feel confident, even if I was deeply conflicted about the life I was living. On my way to work, I noticed the men’s eyes following me. It was both flattering and unsettling how they couldn’t look away, their gazes lingering on me, especially on my ass, as I walked by.

At work, I went through the motions, though my usual energy was absent. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts. I considered quitting, but the reality was bleak—I had no other job opportunities. Who would hire me like this? Even if I tried to pretend, my documents would reveal the truth. I felt trapped, unsure of what to do or where to turn. The afternoon dragged on, and I spent most of it at my desk, staring at my computer screen, my thoughts far away.

When it was time to leave, I thought about slipping out without a word to Nathaniel, but I decided to say a quick goodbye. I poked my head into his office, muttered a farewell, and left before he could respond. He didn’t even look up from his monitor.

Back at my apartment, I stood in front of my closet, staring at the rows of feminine clothes. I wanted to change into something more comfortable, but even my casual options were undeniably feminine. I settled on a blouse that showed a sliver of my waist and a pair of short shorts that hugged my curves and accentuated my buttocks. As much as I tried to resist, I couldn’t deny that I liked how I looked.

I spent the next hour scrolling through job listings, but the options were slim. Even if I could explain my appearance to potential employers, there were no good offers. The thought of dressing in masculine clothes crossed my mind, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. It felt wrong, like a betrayal of who I had become.

When bedtime came, I slipped into a nightgown and lay awake for hours, my mind racing. Sleep didn’t come easily, and when it finally did, it was restless and filled with dreams I couldn’t quite remember.

That week passed in much the same way. The heavy workload kept me busy, limiting my interactions with Nathaniel to strictly professional exchanges. But one night, as I lay in bed trying to sleep, the feel of my lingerie against my skin began to stir something in me. The soft fabric, the way it hugged my body—it awakened a longing I couldn’t ignore. I felt a heat building inside me, a craving to feel a man’s touch again, to be filled in a way that only Nathaniel had done before.

By Friday, the tension had grown unbearable. After everyone else had left the office, I volunteered to help Nathaniel with the remaining paperwork. At first, I focused solely on the work, determined to keep things professional. But as the evening wore on and the tasks neared completion, I found myself slipping into old habits. I went to fetch coffee for him, hoping the gesture might break the ice.

-Thank you, - he said, taking the cup from me with a grateful nod. -You have no idea how much I needed this. Once you’re addicted to caffeine, there’s no going back. You just keep chasing that next cup.

-Is that so? - I replied, leaning casually against the doorframe. He was still absorbed in his work, barely glancing up. -I’ve actually been really enjoying coffee lately.

-I get it, - he said, finally looking up for a moment. -The place where you buy it makes it fantastic.

His words hung in the air, but I wasn’t thinking about coffee anymore. I wanted his attention, his gaze on me. I had already undone a couple of buttons on my blouse, subtly revealing more of my skin. I shifted my weight, posing in a way I hoped was sensual, but he was still focused on his computer.

-Yes, well, it’s very good, - I said, my voice low and deliberate. I brought the glass to my lips, running them slowly along the rim, hoping to draw his eyes to me.

Finally, he turned to look at me. I could see the smile playing on his lips as he closed the program on his computer and stood up, walking toward me while finishing his drink.

-Yes, I can see you love it, - he said, his hands gripping my buttocks firmly.

-You said it yourself, - I whispered, my lips brushing against his neck. -Once you’ve tasted it, you just want more and more.

-I thought you were giving up caffeine, - he teased, giving me a light spank.

-The truth is, I like it too much to give it up, - I replied, my hand sliding over his cock through his pants before unzipping them.

We kissed passionately, his hands roaming my body as I moaned into his mouth. Between caresses, I felt his fingers slip inside me, and I clung to his neck, deepening the kiss. I freed his cock from his boxer shorts and began to stroke him, our moans mingling in the quiet office.

He turned to his desk, pushing aside a couple of folders to clear a space. Then, he lifted me by the waist and sat me on the edge, my legs spread open. When he added a second finger, I gasped, my body trembling with anticipation. He reached for the lubricant on his desk, coating himself before positioning himself between my legs. I lay back on the desk, my legs wrapping around him as he thrust into me, claiming me like the whore I had become.

I had tried to deny it, but the truth was undeniable—I had a deep, almost primal need to be possessed by a man. When Nathaniel finished inside me, he calmly returned to his chair and resumed his work as if nothing had happened. I was still catching my breath, my body trembling, when he asked me to fetch some files. I quickly pulled up my pantyhose, smoothed down my skirt, and did as he instructed. Back at my desk, I discreetly searched for tissues to clean up the mess he’d left behind.

By the time we finished the work, it was late. Nathaniel offered to drive me home, and I accepted, too exhausted to argue. The car ride was quiet at first, the hum of the engine filling the silence. Then, he spoke.

-So, am I to understand that you’ll continue working with us? - he asked, his tone casual but probing.

-It’s a good position, - I replied, choosing my words carefully. -And the work environment is… almost perfect.

-Almost? - he repeated, raising an eyebrow in mock surprise.

-To be honest, I still have doubts, - I admitted, my voice softening. -Mixed feelings, I guess.

-I see, - he said, his expression unreadable.

-Don’t get me wrong, - I added quickly. -I’m not planning to leave the job. Or… our meetings. But I’m not sure if I’m really ready for all of this.

-I could give you the last hypnosis tapes, - he offered, his tone almost too casual. -They’d help you become a complete little woman.

-I don’t think that’s what I want, - I said, shaking my head. -I prefer to be conscious. To know what’s happening.

-I understand, - he replied, though his tone suggested otherwise. -But you need to fully grasp what your new life entails.

-I think I’m very aware of it, - I insisted, though my voice wavered slightly.

-I’m not sure you are, - he said, his gaze steady. -But if you’re certain, we can continue as we are.

His words lingered in my mind long after he dropped me off. That night, I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, my thoughts a tangled mess. Part of me wanted to prove to him that I was ready for everything—whatever “everything” meant. At the time, I thought it was just about our secret meetings, but I would soon learn that our relationship was far more complicated than I had imagined.


New work

Over the following weeks, I threw myself into my work, striving for perfection. It seemed that without the influence of hypnosis, I was more efficient, more focused. Nathaniel was pleased—not just with my performance at the office, but also with our intimate encounters. My internal conflicts made me shy in some ways, and he seemed to relish my awkward attempts to seduce him, finding them endearing.

One night, after he finished on my face, he dropped a piece of news that left me reeling.

-Next week, I’m going on a business trip, - he said, his voice calm as I continued to lick his cock clean. -I’m closing an important deal, and I need you to prepare everything.

-Of course, - I replied, my tongue still tracing the length of him. -I’ll take care of it.

-I need you to book two spots, - he added, his tone casual but firm. -You’re coming with me as my companion.

-Okay, - I said, though I couldn’t help the unease that crept into my voice.

-You said you were ready for everything, - he reminded me, his gaze sharp. -Besides, I don’t see what the problem is. You spend all day in the office as my secretary, dressed in those sexy clothes. What’s the difference?

-It’s different, - I protested weakly. -These are important people. And I’m just an employee here. No one knows that you and I… you know.

-Well, I need you to play an exceptional role, - he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. -The people I’m meeting will bring escorts, so I need to do the same. I expect you to give it your best effort.

His words hung in the air, heavy with implication. I nodded, though my mind was racing. This was more than just a business trip—it was a test, one I wasn’t sure I was ready for.

Over the next few days, I threw myself into preparing for the trip. I made the necessary reservations and researched the location and the people we’d be meeting. The hotel was near the beach, a luxurious spot often used for high-profile conventions and business meetings. The executives we’d be dealing with were well-known figures in the industry. The oldest of the three had been divorced three times, and the other two had similar reputations—men who enjoyed excess and the finer things in life.

The weight of the upcoming meeting made me incredibly nervous. I poured over the business plan, reviewed the executives’ profiles, and even rehearsed what I would say. I practiced my manners and worked hard to ensure I could be the perfect companion. Every detail mattered, and I shared my progress with Nathaniel regularly.

-Okay, it looks like you’ve got everything well prepared, - he said after one of our updates.

-We just need to decide on the clothes we’ll wear and finalize a few last details about the hotel reservation, - I added, trying to sound confident.

-Don’t worry about that, - Nathaniel replied, his tone dismissive. -I’ve already taken care of it.

-Really? - I asked, surprised. -Well, then everything’s ready. We leave in two days. Just tell me what to wear, and we’ll be all set.

-I’ve ordered a couple of dresses for the dinners and meetings, - he said, his voice calm but firm. -For the evenings, wear something comfortable.

His words left me both relieved and anxious. The dresses he’d chosen would undoubtedly be elegant, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that this trip would test me in ways I wasn’t fully prepared for.

The next few days passed in a blur, and before I knew it, we were on a plane headed to the beach. During the flight, I continued reviewing documents and discussing key points with Nathaniel, but he seemed unusually relaxed, almost carefree. When we arrived, we took a cab to the hotel and rode the elevator up to our room. As soon as I stepped inside, I was met with a surprise. I had originally booked a room with two beds, but this one had only a double bed.

-Yes, - Nathaniel said casually, noticing my hesitation. -I changed the reservation. Save the drama and let’s rest a little before dinner tonight.

I didn’t argue. There was no point. Instead, I focused on preparing for the evening. As the meeting time approached, Nathaniel handed me a garment bag.

-Here, - he said, his tone matter-of-fact.

Inside was a stunning velvety green dress adorned with subtle sparkles. The sleeves were sheer, adding a touch of elegance, and the outfit was completed with silver strappy heels and a matching clutch. I took a long, relaxing shower, letting the warm water ease my nerves. Afterward, I slipped into a black lingerie set, painted my nails a shimmering silver, and carefully applied my makeup. When I put on the dress and heels, I felt a strange mix of confidence and vulnerability. A spritz of perfume, and I was ready.

Nathaniel was waiting for me, dressed in an elegant suit that made him look undeniably handsome. His eyes swept over me as I approached, and he smiled.

-You look beautiful, - he said, his voice low and appreciative.

I didn’t know how to respond. I felt like a teenager on her first date, my cheeks warming as I smiled and shifted my weight from one foot to the other. He stepped closer, taking my arm to guide me out of the room. In the elevator, I fidgeted nervously, my mind racing with thoughts of how the evening might unfold. When we reached the restaurant, I took a deep breath, swallowed hard, and stepped forward with as much confidence as I could muster.

We were the first to arrive at the restaurant. To calm my nerves, we ordered a glass of wine as an appetizer. The first to join us was Andrew, the youngest of the group, accompanied by a stunning brunette. We exchanged pleasantries, chatting briefly about the trip and the hotel. Next came Marcus, whose companion was noticeably younger—a dark-haired woman with a warm, brown complexion. She joined the conversation effortlessly. Finally, Adrian arrived, the one who had been divorced three times. His companion was a striking blonde, her presence commanding attention.

Dinner was served, and I was meticulous about my manners, ensuring every movement was delicate and elegant. Throughout the meal, they shared jokes, and I laughed softly, always mindful of maintaining my composure. As the plates were cleared, they ordered more drinks, and the conversation shifted to business. Nathaniel gave a brief but concise introduction, and everyone listened intently.

-So, why don’t we sign the deal and order another round? - Nathaniel said with a laugh, breaking the tension.

-I love the way you do things, - Adrian remarked, raising his glass. -You’ve got yourself a deal.

They ordered another round of drinks, and we all toasted to the agreement. To my surprise, everything had gone much smoother than I’d anticipated. There hadn’t been much negotiation, and I wondered if I’d overprepared. Still, everyone seemed pleased, and the dinner was a clear success. The conversation continued, lighthearted and punctuated with occasional jokes. But when Andrew asked a question about a specific clause in the agreement, I answered confidently, explaining the details with ease.

-Look, - Marcus said, leaning back in his chair. -Not only is she beautiful, but she’s smart too. Where did you find her?

-She’s quite sharp, - Nathaniel replied, his tone proud. -That’s why she works directly for me.

-You’ve got such a gem working for you, - Adrian added, raising his glass. -Better treat her well, or someone might just steal her away.

The table erupted in laughter, and I felt my cheeks flush. Being the center of their attention was both embarrassing and flattering. I had never felt so appreciated before, and the warmth of their compliments left me glowing.


Complete

After a couple more drinks, we decided to call it a night and headed back to our room. The alcohol had left me a bit unsteady on my feet, but with Nathaniel’s arm around me, I managed to make it without too much trouble. Once inside, I sat on the edge of the bed, feeling the weight of the evening finally settling in. Nathaniel walked over to the mini-bar and poured two glasses of whiskey.

-One last drink to celebrate closing the deal, - he said, handing me a glass. -You were excellent tonight.

-Thank you, - I replied, taking a small sip. -But I think you did most of the work.

-You handled Andrew’s questions better than I could have, - he said, sitting beside me. -That kind of confidence will make them eager to do more business with us in the future. Honestly, bringing you to this meeting achieved exactly what I wanted.

-What was it you wanted to achieve? - I asked, curiosity piqued.

-To close the deal quickly, - he said, his tone matter-of-fact. -And to get their attention. I think they’ll be much more inclined to work with us now that they’ve seen you in action.

We finished our drinks in silence, the warmth of the alcohol spreading through me. As I lay back on the bed, I glanced at Nathaniel, a silent invitation in my eyes. He moved closer, and I reached for him, my hands trembling slightly as I began to undo his pants. I took his member in my hands, delicately at first, then leaned in to kiss and lick it, my movements slow and deliberate.

-You love sucking my cock, don’t you? - he murmured, his voice low and teasing.

-Of course I do, - I whispered, my voice trembling with desire.

I continued to pleasure him, my movements deliberate and practiced. But suddenly, he pulled away, leaving me breathless and wanting more. I shifted on the bed, positioning myself to invite him in, but he stopped me.

-If you want me to do it, ask me nicely, - he said, his voice low and commanding. -Tell your boss what you want. Beg for it like a good little bitch.

-Please, - I begged, my voice shaking. -I want you to fuck me. Put it all the way in me and make me scream with pleasure. - I got on all fours, arching my back to emphasize my words.

He didn’t give in right away. Instead, he teased me, his hands gripping my hips, his fingers exploring and caressing me. He spanked me lightly, the sting sending a shiver through my body. When he finally inserted his fingers, moving them inside me with practiced ease, I felt myself growing hotter, more desperate.

-Please, - I begged again, my voice breaking. -Put it in me. I can’t take it anymore.

-Do you really want me to fuck you? - he asked, his tone playful but firm.

-Yes, please, - I pleaded, my body trembling with need. -I can’t wait anymore. Make me yours with your beautiful cock.

Finally, he gave in, thrusting into me with a force that made me cry out in pleasure. Despite the initial denial, the way he made me beg and the way he humiliated me only heightened the intensity of the experience. I loved how he made me feel—both vulnerable and powerful, his words and actions driving me to the edge of ecstasy.

The rest of the weekend unfolded in much the same way. Nathaniel took me whenever he wanted, and I attended the evening meetings with him, ready to clarify any doubts that arose. We even began laying the groundwork for future negotiations. During those dinners, Adrian always arrived with a new woman—each one as stunning as the last. It was clear he had a taste for indulgence, and he wasn’t shy about it.

When we returned to the city, I found myself missing those days. I had grown accustomed to the constant intimacy with Nathaniel, and the occasional encounters during the week no longer felt like enough. Work often got in the way, leaving me craving more. I had become addicted to the feeling of being filled, so I decided to buy a few toys for myself, including a beautiful plug that I wore to work. It kept me ready for whenever Nathaniel wanted me, which was often.

The deal we had secured during that trip paid off handsomely, bringing significant benefits to Nathaniel—and by extension, to me. We worked together on the proposals we’d discussed during those meetings, and everything seemed to be moving in the right direction. We even had a couple of follow-up meetings with the executives, and the future looked promising.

One evening, as Nathaniel and I were wrapping up some documents, Adrian unexpectedly showed up at the office. I was surprised but didn’t comment. Following Nathaniel’s instructions, I attended to him while they reviewed a few papers. By the end of their meeting, they had scheduled an appointment at one of Adrian’s properties in the city.

The day of the appointment, I gathered all the required documents and accompanied my boss to the meeting with García. It’s worth mentioning that Nathaniel had insisted I dress carefully for the occasion. I chose a dark aquamarine dress, cinched at the waist with a wide white belt, paired with my white platform sneakers and natural stockings held up by their garter belt.

García received us graciously, signing the papers almost immediately, as if she didn’t care about the details. Then, with a relaxed smile, she invited us to celebrate with a drink.

- I think it’s time for me to leave, – Nathaniel said, standing up. – I have to take these documents back to the office.

I moved to follow him, but he stopped me with a casual yet firm gesture.

- Mónica, I need you to stay and settle some last details.

I hesitated for a brief second, caught off guard.

- Of course, – I replied, surprised.


Closing the deal

Once Nathaniel left, I turned my attention back to García and began explaining the proposal in detail. However, he seemed only mildly interested, nodding along and accepting everything I said without much thought.

As I handed him a document, he shifted in his seat, moving closer. At first, I didn’t think much of it—until I felt his hand lightly brush against my leg.

I froze for a second but forced myself to keep talking, pretending not to notice. Maybe it had been an accident. Maybe he was just adjusting his posture. But then, his fingers pressed against my thigh, his grip firm as his hand started moving upward.

- Nathaniel already told me everything, – he murmured, his voice low. – And honestly, it doesn’t bother me. In fact… it excites me.

A wave of uncertainty washed over me. I didn’t know how to react. My body tensed, yet I couldn’t move. His touch, gliding over the sheer fabric of my stockings, sent an unexpected shiver down my spine.

- The truth is, – he continued, his tone now filled with something else entirely – ever since that dinner, I’ve wanted to have you all to myself.

- But, Mr. García… – My voice came out weaker than I intended.

- I made quite a generous offer to Nathaniel—money, concessions—to terminate your contract so you could come work for me. But he seems reluctant to let you go. However… – He reached out, fingers brushing through my hair. – If you resign, I can guarantee you a position with me immediately.

My breath hitched. The implications of his words were clear.

- I appreciate the offer, – I said carefully, trying to steady my voice. – But I don’t think I could resign just like that.

- Are you sure? – he murmured, his hands still roaming over my body. – At least let me tell you about all the benefits…

The truth was, I liked feeling desired by a man. I let Adrian continue his advances, his hands roaming as he detailed everything he was offering. He wanted me to join his company as his personal assistant—a higher salary, a personal driver, my own office, and an endless supply of gifts: dresses, heels, and all the accessories I could ever want. It was a tempting offer, one that would significantly improve my income. But despite the allure, I still belonged to Nathaniel.

-I’m very sorry, Mr. Adrian, - I said, placing my hands gently on his chest to create some distance. -But I have to decline your offer.

-Such loyalty, - he said, his tone both impressed and determined. -That’s exactly why I need you by my side. I’ve already discussed this with Nathaniel. He might not want to let you go, but I think I’ve found a solution.

-What do you mean, Mr. Adrian? - I asked, my voice innocent as I subtly ran my fingers over the fabric of his shirt.

-With all the deals we’ve been making lately, our companies have grown very close, - he explained. -I’m considering a merger. It would give Nathaniel a prominent position, and you’d benefit as well. It’s a long-term investment, but I believe it’s worth it. With both of you on board, I’m confident we’ll see immediate results.

-That’s… impressive, Mr. Adrian, - I said, genuinely taken aback.

-This way, I’d become your boss, - he continued, his voice smooth and persuasive. -You could be my companion whenever necessary, while still working directly for Nathaniel. It’s a win-win.

-It’s complicated, - I said, my mind racing as I tried to process the technicalities. -But I think it’s possible.

-So, we’re all in agreement, - Adrian said with a satisfied smile. -This was the deal your boss wanted you to secure. I see you handle these things perfectly. Now, let’s celebrate.

Mr. Adrian stood up and poured another round of drinks, the clink of glasses filling the room as soft music began to play. He reached for my hand, pulling me to my feet with a grin.

-Let’s dance, - he said, his voice warm but commanding.

We twirled around the room, laughing as he spun me, his hands occasionally squeezing my buttocks with a firm grip. I wrapped my arms around his neck, playing along, though my heart was racing. The atmosphere was charged, and I could feel the tension building between us.

-I think it’s time for us to close the deal, don’t you, Cindy? - he murmured, his breath warm against my ear.

-What do you mean, Mr. Adrian? - I replied, my tone flirtatious as I looked up at him.

Without another word, he kissed me, his lips pressing against mine with a hunger that surprised me. We continued to dance, our movements slower now, more intimate. My hands wandered to his shirt, undoing the buttons one by one, before sliding down to his pants. When I felt his hardness through the fabric, I couldn’t help but moan softly. I dropped to my knees, eager to please him.

-You’re so good at this, - he said, his voice breathless as I took him into my mouth. -Your boss is a lucky man.

-Now you’re my boss too, - I whispered between licks, savoring the taste of his pre-cum on my tongue.

-Will you do everything I tell you, Cindy? - he asked, his tone firm but laced with desire.

-Of course, Mr. Adrian, - I replied, my voice steady despite the heat rising in my cheeks.

-Good, - he said, his hand tangling in my hair. -Then be my little whore and get on all fours so I can fuck you.

I obeyed without hesitation, positioning myself on the bed. My body was already craving him, eager to feel his cock splitting me open. When he grabbed my hips, he spanked me hard, the sting sending a shiver through me. As he pulled down my panties, he discovered the plug I’d been wearing.

-Wow, - he said, his voice filled with surprise and approval. -I see you came prepared.

-I always am, boss, - I replied, my voice trembling with anticipation. -I strive to be the best secretary.

-And apparently the best little slut too, - he said with a low chuckle before pushing into me. I moaned, the sound desperate and unrestrained as he filled me completely.

I loved the sensation of his member thrusting in and out, the rhythmic slapping against my skin sending waves of pleasure through me. The way he tore my stockings as I knelt before him, being used like the little bitch I was, only heightened my excitement. Just as I was nearing the edge, he grabbed a fistful of my hair with one hand and gripped my hip with the other, holding me in place as he filled me with his warmth. When he was done, I collapsed onto the floor, breathless and spent, feeling like a cheap whore. Mr. Adrian straightened his clothes and looked down at me, his expression unreadable.

-I’ve already ordered a car for you, - he said, his tone casual, as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

-Thank you, Mr. Adrian, - I replied, my voice soft but steady.

-No need to thank me, - he said, adjusting his tie. -I take good care of my staff. I look forward to working closely with you.

-Me too, - I said, gathering my torn stockings and stuffing them into my purse. -I’ll have all the paperwork ready as soon as possible.

-Good, - he said, his lips curling into a smirk. Before leaving, he delivered a sharp spank that made me gasp. -I hope to hear from you soon.

I could only smile as I left Adrian’s house and was greeted by his driver. On the way home, my mind raced with thoughts about the merger and what it would mean for me. I sent a message to Nathaniel, informing him that I had secured the agreement and would begin working on the details the next day. Just as I stepped into my apartment, his reply came through—a text filled with excitement and gratitude for the outcome.

The following morning, I was deep in work when a package arrived for me. It was from Mr. Adrian. I set it aside and continued with my tasks, though curiosity gnawed at me. Nathaniel was unusually affectionate that day, his happiness palpable as he moved around the office. When everyone else had left, he took me as a celebration of our success.

Once home, I finally opened the package. It was beautifully gift-wrapped, and inside I found a set of sensual violet lingerie with black accents, matching tights, a delicate silver chain, and another set of natural-colored tights. A note accompanied the gift, signed by Adrian himself:

Dear Cindy,
This is the first of many gifts I plan to give you. I’m thrilled that we’ll soon be working together—not just because you’re a stunning woman, but because you’re intelligent and incredibly skilled. I hope the set is to your liking, and that the tights serve as a replacement for the ones we… damaged during our last meeting. See you soon.

A couple of months passed before the merger was finalized. Once it was complete, we moved our offices to one of Adrian’s buildings. He wanted us closer, claiming it would improve our collaboration. From then on, my life became a whirlwind of activity. There was always work to be done, and I had to balance the demands of both Nathaniel and Adrian. Though it was exhausting, I found myself happier than ever. I embraced my new role as an executive secretary, investing in a car, upgrading my wardrobe, and dedicating more time to my personal care.

This is the story of how I went from being an ordinary person to a confident, happy, and sexy secretary. I don’t regret a single moment of it. If given the chance, I’d do it all over again. After all, there’s no greater happiness than being fulfilled—both professionally and personally—by the men who appreciate me for who I am.


Afterword.

This story is a reflection of transformation. While the journey may be unconventional, it underscores the importance of embracing change and finding fulfillment in unexpected places. The protagonist’s evolution from uncertainty to confidence highlights the resilience of the human spirit and the power of self-discovery. Whether in love, work, or identity, the pursuit of happiness often requires courage, adaptability, and a willingness to challenge societal norms. May this tale inspire readers to explore their own paths with an open heart and a bold sense of purpose.
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