
        
            
                
            
        

    
* * *

Secretary’s First Time

By Stacy Neptune

Join the mailing list.

* * *


Copyright 2014 Stacy Neptune - All Rights Reserved
Published by Stacy Neptune

This book is a work of fiction. All characters are products of the author's imagination and any resemblance to your actual life is awesome, and purely co-incidental.

Stacy Neptune
neptuneerotica@gmail.com


I was nervous.

I needed the job. I really did. Rent was due in a couple of weeks, and I wasn’t going to be able to pay. I didn’t even have a nice apartment, but it was going to be taken away from me. Because of how badly I needed a job.

So there I was, trying to get ready. Trying to look nice. Because I had an interview.

In the shower I used just the right amount of product in my brown hair. Once the shower was done, I got out and looked into the mirror. There I was. Naked. I tried to get confident. I heard that it’s hard to be confident in clothing if you aren’t confident with what’s underneath.

So I looked myself up and down. I had nice curves. Decently large boobs. A pretty face. Hopefully exactly what they’re looking for.

There was only one thing that shook my confidence as I looked at myself. Sure, I thought I looked good naked. But I was the only one.

Because to be honest, I was a virgin. No one had ever even seen me naked, let alone take advantage of it.

I shook those thoughts out of my head, and pulled my brown hair back in a tight ponytail. I put on a tan bra, a nice white blouse which I buttoned to the top with a cardigan over it, and then my nicest black pants. I looked professional. I looked like I worked in an office.

Which was the goal.

I got on the bus I wanted to catch, and used my smartphone to navigate to my destination. The Brookfield Corporation. You know a company’s big when the name says nothing about what they actually do.

Eventually I got off the bus. Then I looked up. And then up even further. The building in front of me - all one hundred stories of it - was the Brookfield Building. Where my interview was going to be.

I looked at the elevator directory. I knew I was looking for room 101. Some interview room, I assumed. But then I saw it was on floor one hundred. Literally the top floor.

That caught me off guard, and made me even more nervous while I rode the elevator. Other people got on and off. Important people with important things to do. They looked well paid. Of course, I was just going to be an administrative assistant, if I got the job, so I wouldn’t be that well paid.

I got off the elevator at the top floor. There was a huge lobby, with deep red carpets, and a desk with fine wood counters. I walked up to it and saw a posh woman sitting behind. She looked up from her screen.

“You must be Rachel,” she said.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m here for the interview.”

“Great,” she said. “Take a seat.”

I did. She pressed a button on her phone, there was a crackle, and then she said, “Mr. Brookfield, Rachel is here for her interview.”

There was no response. Also, I must have misheard. There was no way I was being interviewed by Mr. Brookfield. The man in charge of the whole corporation. He must have more important things to do. And he must be, like, a million years old.

I waiter there, even more nervous than before. Knowing that I might be interviewing with the most important person at the company - one of the most important people on the planet.

The secretary looked down at a light that came on, then looked at me and said, “Mr. Brookfield will see you now.”

I had definitely heard correctly. I stood up and she pointed down the hall to my left. “Room 101.”

“Thanks,” I said. Then I corrected myself, “Thank you.”

She just nodded and got back to whatever she was doing on her computer.

* * *


I stepped into room 101, and closed the door behind me.

“Rachel,” said a deep and powerful voice sitting behind a desk bigger than my bed. “So glad you could make it. Take a seat.”

I walked up and sat down. I felt like a deer in headlights. He wasn’t an old man. He was around my age. And he was stunning. Cut jaw line. Perfectly fitted suit. A smile that could melt anyone’s heart.

“It’s nice to meet you,” I managed to spit out. Then I added, “Mr. Brookfield.”

“James,” he corrected. “Mr. Brookfield was my father.”

“Nice to meet you, James.”

“It’s nice to meet you too, Rachel.” He smiled. “Now we’ve looked over your resume, confirmed that it was all true, and I think you’re perfect for the job. You’ll be assisting me, personally. I’m generous, but I’m also a task master.”

I was blown away. Did he say that I’m going to get this job? Already?

There was a silence.

“I’m hoping you can start tomorrow. It’ll be basic stuff. Just things you’ve done before. Which reminds me actually, are you a virgin?”

I stare at him. Without even thinking, I answered the truth. “Yes.”

“Perfect,” he said. And without missing a beat, he continued, “So I receive a lot of mail, as you could probably guess. People want my attention for all sorts of things. Sorting through that will be part of your job. As well as basic things - getting coffee, sending faxes, making copies - all stuff I know you’ll be great at.”

I wasn’t listening well anymore. Had he just asked me if I was a virgin? And then said perfect when I said yes? What kind of job was this?

“There is one thing though,” he added. “You’re going to need an entirely new wardrobe, if that’s the nicest outfit you could pull together.”

“Sure,” I said, “I can go shopping this afternoon.”

“I don’t want to presume, Rachel, but the fact that you applied for this job makes me think you might not be able to afford a new wardrobe.”

I blushed a bit and looked down.

“So I’ll come with you.” He stood up behind his desk. “Let’s go shopping.”

He grabbed an overcoat that was hanging near his desk, and we were out the door.

“We’re going shopping,” he said to the secretary. “Tell any callers that I’m in a meeting.”

Into the elevator. Down to the parkade. His car was parked right next to the elevator, in a locked off room with glass walls.

It was a very fancy car. I don’t know anything about cars, so I couldn’t tell you what kind of car it was exactly, but the sleek look made me think it was probably worth hundreds of thousands, at least.

Inside it was even more impressive looking. It quietly rumbled on, and then we took off.

We peeled out of the lot and onto the highway. The ride was so smooth. I couldn’t feel any of the bumps that I knew were on the road. I thought back to riding the bus.

Then his hand landed on my leg. My thigh. My upper thigh.

He looked over at me, to make sure it was okay. I smiled. It was okay. I almost forgot that this was all about getting a job as we pulled into a lot of the most ritzy and posh mall within a hundred miles.

* * *


There was a parking spot with the same glass walls. It occurred to me that his family might very well own this mall. We got out, and into a very swanky elevator.

“Have you ever shopped here before?” he asked. There was excitement in his voice.

“No,” I said. “I don’t think so.”

“You’re going to love it,” he said.

The elevator doors opened on the main floor. Everything was so beautiful. The floor tiles were a pearly white. Everything was glass. There were actual, live plants decorating the place.

He took off, and I followed closely behind. Clearly he had a place in mind.

We walked into a clothing store with some fancy italian name. A short man with a thin mustache had wide eyes the second we walked in.

“This must be Rachel!” he said, in a smooth italian accent. He stuck out a hand for me to shake. “Good to meet you, we will get your hot, get you sexy, everything perfect before you leave.”

I shook his hand and then he took off. Grabbing clothes off the racks for me. Glancing back at me now and then, making sure he was getting the right stuff. Shirts. Skirts. Bras. Panties.

“He knows his stuff,” said James. “Knows exactly what I like.”

A minute later the clerk returned with a pile of clothing in his arms. He had me follow him, and then set the clothing down in a pile in a changing room. Then he left.

“Try it all!” He said. “Let us see you!”

Then he closed the door, and I looked down at the pile.

None of it was the kind of clothing I normally wore. These shirts were made to show off cleavage. These skirts wouldn’t go all the way down to me knees. And the underwear. See through lace. Bright colors.

But I had to. This was for work. This was my job. That made it feel much better.

I tried on my first outfit. The bra pushed up my boobs, and the shirt made that plain for anyone to see. The skirt was short enough that I had to worry about my bum cheeks.

But when I stepped out, and saw the way the looked me up and down, I felt fantastic. I did a little spin.

“Let your hair down!” said the italian man.

I did, and then spun again, letting my hair fall in my face.

“Perfect,” said James. “Try another!”

I went back into the change room. I couldn’t help but notice the price tags. Everything cost well into the hundreds of dollars. Maybe I was supposed to try on all the outfits and then pick my favorite.

One by one I went through everything. It all fit me so nicely. As if it had been fitted for me already. And they loved every outfit. It was like I was the only model in a fashion show.

“Last one,” I said eventually.

“Amazing,” said James. He was almost worn out by how amazing I looked in everything. “You’re perfect for this job.” Then he turned to the shopkeeper. “We’ll take them,” he said.

The shopkeeper nodded, then grabbed all the clothes from the changeroom. Bagged them up in three huge stuffed bags. Then handed them all to James.

“Thank you,” he said.

I looked at James. I was confused. “So are you…”

“You’re taking it all home with you. This is how I want you to dress for your new job.”

“But,” I said, “It’s worth so much. I don’t need-”

“When you’re worth 10 figures, there’s no such thing as expensive clothing,” said James.

10 figures, I thought. This man was a billionaire.

We left the store, and then we stopped at a hair place. It was another flamboyant man, who was also expecting me. I sat down in his chair, and he did something that I’d never had done before. He dyed my hair. Platinum blond.

Still wearing the last outfit I’d tried on, and now with amazing blond hair, I felt like an entirely different woman. I was an entirely different woman.

I walked different as we left the mall. Something had changed inside of me. I felt more confident. I felt like I looked good. I felt sexy. As fuck.

* * *


We got back into his car, and drove right to my apartment building. I guess he’d checked where I lived on my resume.

People who were walking by stopped to look at the car. We didn’t have cars like this in the neighborhood much.

“So,” he said. “You start tomorrow, at ten.”

“Okay,” I said. I was smiling. I hadn’t been able to stop for quite sometime now.

“The first day is always the craziest. I like to have a very close connection with all my employees. All the ones who work directly beneath me, at least. And that’s gonna be you.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Obviously I want you to wear one of the outfits that we bought you today. And leave your hair down,” he said. “I like it better like that.”

“Sure,” I said. “No problem.”

“Fantastic,” he said. “See you tomorrow then.”

I stepped out of the car. “Thank you for the ride. Thank you for everything,” I said.

“It was nothing,” I said.

Then he sped off. Zero to sixty in half a second. And then he was gone.

I lifted all my bags and trecked up to my apartment.

And when I got there, I collapsed. Onto my couch. I dropped my clothes all over the floor. And then tears started streaming down my face.

I didn’t need to worry about rent anymore. I had a job. And I had a boss who was willing to buy me a whole new wardrobe because he knew I couldn’t afford one myself. It was amazing. It was incredible. But there was also something very strange about it.

Just little things here and there. A very close connection. Working directly beneath him. And why did my appearance matter so much to him in the first place?

And why had he asked me if I was a virgin?

I didn’t have any answers, and I knew that I wasn’t going to get any for a while. So I just went through my regular evening routine. Getting caught off guard every time I saw myself in a mirror. Beautiful blond locks. Sexy outfit. Cleavage.

It took me a while, but eventually I remembered what you called people who dressed how I was dressed. You call them bimbos.

* * *


I woke up the next morning at eight. Showered, playing with my amazing blond hair. Got dressed in an incredibly sexy new outfit. And then left, thinking I’d be getting on a bus and that it’d take me a full hour to get to the office.

But when I stepped outside, I saw it. Right away. That sleek black car. And a handsome man standing next to it. Looking at me. My boss. James.

He waved me over. “Thought I’d give you ride,” he said. “You shouldn’t be taking the bus in an outfit that expensive.”

“Thank you,” I said, getting into the passenger side of his car.

He got in the other side, started the amazingly quiet engine, and then we took off. “Hope you don’t mind if we make a stop before getting to work,” he said.

“Of course not,” I said. I was very curious what kind of errands a billionaire would have to run. “Where are we going?”

“This salon I know,” he said. “Just for a while. I figure with your hair so beautiful, that perfect outfit, and the amazing shape you have underneath, the least we can do is get your makeup done. For your first day.”

Another gift. Probably an expensive. We peeled down one of the richer neighbourhoods, down to a beautiful strip mall, and he parked in front of a fancy looking salon. His car was still the nicest in the lot, but not by as much around there.

He walked around and opened the door for me, and then led me into the salon.

“Rachel!” said a woman the second I walk in. She had blond hair in curls, and a red apron. She looked at James and said, “She’s just as beautiful as you described!”

“I’m hoping you can perform a bit of your magic,” he said.

“Absolutely,” she said. Looking at me. “You’ve got an amazing set of features, and I can help make ‘em pop. Here, have a seat.”

She swivelled one of the chairs towards me and I sat down.

Then she got to work. Her and James talked the whole time. Gossip, some of it. About people I don’t know. And some of it business. Apparently James’s family owns this place as well.

I watched in the mirror as slowly my face became slathered in makeup. At first I thought it was going to be way too much. That much foundation was never going to look good. It was just going to look like makeup.

But then she got to the more detailed parts. Blush. Lipstick. Lip liner. And slowly it came together.

By the end of the session, I was looking really good. She really had just accentuated the nice parts of my face. Made the nice parts stand out and the bad parts fade away.

It had been so gradual, but as I got up out of the chair I realized just how much I’d changed. I had never worn this much make up before. I’d never had my hair dyed blond. I’d almost never worn a skirt, and it’d never been this short.

James had changed everything about how I looked. Everything on the surface, at least. Maybe he’d chosen me because he thought I was beautiful enough down at the core that I would be absolutely stunning if he redid the outer shell.

“Well,” he said, “We’d better be off. Wouldn’t want Rachel to be late for her first day.”

“First day, huh?” said the woman. “I’ve heard good things about working with James. You’re in for somethin’ special.”

I had no idea what that meant, but I nodded and smiled and then we left.

Back into the amazing car. I couldn’t believe how much everything had changed in just a day. And I couldn’t stop wondering what was going to happen at work.

The one thing that still stood out the most was that he’d asked about my virginity. That was not the kind of thing you ask in an interview for a regular job. Something was definitely up with that. But why would he care if I was a virgin or not?

* * *


When we got back to the building, we rode up to the top floor. He showed me to my desk, which was room 102, and was incredibly nice. For an entry level position, I had an amazing view of the city.

“I need you close,” he said, “as you’ll be catering to my every need in this position.”

“Makes sense,” I said. I sat down in my cushy chair and started up the computer. “I still can’t say thank you enough. For everything. Giving me this job. Taking me out shopping. Doing all of this for me. How could I ever repay you?”

“I like to make sure all my coworkers are happy,” he said. “Satisfied. With their work. That’s how we manage to run such an efficient business.”

“Okay,” I said. “But please let me know if there’s ever a place for me to go above and beyond. I can’t imagine there is anything, but if there’s anything I have that you want to take, don’t hesitate to ask.”

He paused for a moment and then said, “I’ll let you know if I think of anything,” with a smile. “You get settled in. You’ve got a long hard day of work ahead of you.”

Then he was out of the room. On my computer was a list of tasks for me to do. I had to sort through all his email. Things he needed to see, and things other people could deal with for him.

It was not easy. He had a list of priorities for himself that he’d given me, but it was hardly enough. I had to make so many judgement calls. Worried that I was doing it all wrong. But I could hear him in the other room talking on the phone. He was busy. I couldn’t ask for help.

I was getting stressed. Realizing that this was, in fact, a real job. With real responsibilities. And all those thought that I shouldn’t have gotten this job felt more and more solid. They should have gotten someone smarter. Someone with more experience.

A few hours passed.

“You look stressed.”

My head snapped up from my work. James was standing in the doorway.

“Tough morning?”

“Don’t worry,” I said, “just getting used to the position.”

“I’ve had a tough morning too,” he said. “Corporate bullshit. And now I’m feeling all tense. You?”

I rolled my shoulders back. “Yeah,” I said. “A bit.”

“You’ll get used to the work in no time,” he said. “But I was thinking about what you said earlier. If there was anything of yours that I wanted to take. And I did come up with something. Want to come in to my office?”

I stood up and followed him in. He closed the door behind me, and then the blinds. I sat in the chair in front of his desk, but instead of going to his big chair behind the desk, he sat on the desk itself. Right in front of me.

“So what did you want?” I asked.

“I guess I haven’t really told you about what I do when I’m stressed. Or what you’re going to help me with. There’s only one thing that can really make me feel relaxed again after a morning like that.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Taking a pretty woman like you and fucking her brains out.”

I was speechless. I must have heard wrong.

He maintained eye contact. “And it’s win-win, because the woman ends up less stressed as well.”

I continued to stare at him.

“But I guess you wouldn’t already know how much of a stress-reliever it can be. So I’m going to teach you.”

My mouth had fallen open.

“And because I’m the boss,” he said, unzipping his pants, “I get to go first.”

He pulled out his cock. It was big. I’d never seen one in real life before. He started to play with it, moving his hand up and down and I watched as it throbbed, and then stayed bigger. And it happened again. And again. Until he was fully erect. There. Waiting for me.

I guess I wasn’t moving fast enough, because his hand landed on the back of my head, pulling it forward. The next thing I knew, his cock was in my mouth. It was warm. And hard.

I moved my hand up to help, rubbing the shaft up and down as I sucked on the tip. I looked up at him with those eyes. Mascara. Eye shadow. Eye liner. Suddenly it was making sense why he’d changed my appearance so much. He was designing the woman he wanted sucking his dick.

His dick became slippery with my spit as I moved my head up and down, getting it as deep as I possibly could. I didn’t really know what I was doing, but he made it easy to learn.

I could tell what he liked. His breath would catch, and I’d know that he liked what I’d just done. Or his thighs would twitch. Or his big cock would throb in my mouth.

Eventually I found enough things that he liked that I could just do them one after another. And that, he really liked. I toyed with his balls with one hand.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. I was sucking my boss’s cock. A billionaire’s cock. And why? Just because he told me to? Because he was powerful? Because he was my boss, and this was my job?

I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I just wanted to get the job done. For some reason, this new appearance had given me a new attitude. I wanted to make him cum.

And I was getting close. The gasps. The groans. The throbs. They were getting closer and closer. It was going to happen. I could feel it. I could taste it.

But then his fingers wove through my blond hair and he pulled me off of him with a satisfying smacking noise. I looked down at his slippery hard cock, and it throbbed in the air for a second. He was holding back. He didn’t want it to happen yet.

Once he’d calmed himself enough that he could move without cumming everywhere, he leaned down. He lifted me from the ground. He was stronger than I thought.

Next thing I knew I was lying on my back on his desk, and he was kneeling between my legs. He pulled my thong down around my ankles, and then he went for it.

I’d heard of this before. Going down on a girl. Getting eaten out. And I could never really understand what all the fuss was about. Because no one had ever done it to me before.

But the second his wet tongue pressed against my pussy pussy lips, I understood.

It felt incredible. He dragged his tongue from the very bottom to the very top, softly at first. But then he pressed harder. Pull my pussy lips apart. Making everything wet. Soaking. Smooth. Slippery.

And hitting that amazing spot that I touched on those nights where I just felt too lonely. And let me tell you - a vibrator does not compare to a billionaire’s smooth tongue.

He got into a rhythm, and he would not let up. I writhed on his desk. My hand found the back of his head, and pressed it hard against me. It felt so good. And I thought about what he might be planning next.

Was he going to do it? Fuck me? Right here in his office? Popping my cherry? It seemed likely.

But he didn’t give any hints. He just kept lapping up my juices in his incessant rhythm. Shivers ran up my spine. I gasped for breath, trying to stay quiet so the rest of the people in the office wouldn’t hear me.

It was going to happen. I could feel it. And I guess I was giving off enough signs that he knew it was going to happen as well. Because right before it did - when he was only one lick away from sending me over the edge - he stopped.

He smiled up at me with a soaking wet face. Then he stood up, leaving his pants on the floor.

I propped myself up on my elbows and looked down at him. His cock was still as hard and wet as the second it left my mouth. And then I realized he was going to do it.

The tip of his cock brushed against my pussy lips. He was going to pop my cherry. Take my virginity. He was going where no man had gone before. Into my pussy, cock-first.

He pressed. I could feel the warmth - and the hardness - of his cock against me. My supple lips. I stared up to at him. Made up. Hair blond. A bimbo. His type. And then he pressed harder.

I let out a yelp as the tip of his cock slid into me. He smiled down at my innocence as he continued to press, and his cock slid deeper and deeper inside of me. Reaching parts that had never been touched before.

He spread me open inside. I let out a moan as he continued to go deeper. How long was this thing?

Somehow I’d convinced myself that sex wasn’t that big of a deal. I thought there was no way that it’d be that much better than a vibrator and some skilled fingers.

And maybe a lot of the times it isn’t. But lying there with him towering over me, and how close I’d been to orgasm when we started, it felt like nothing I’d ever felt before. It felt incredible. I’d just had my virginity stolen, and I was happy about it.

Once it was all the way in, he started pulling back out. I could feel the exact shape of his cock as it slid through me.

My whole body shook with pleasure. I had to remember to breath, and my breaths came deep and loud. I didn’t care if the people in the office could hear us anymore.

Then he got into a rhythm. Slow. But hard. Almost all the way out, but then all the way back in. His dick was harder than a glass dildo, and the wetness let it slide in and out with ease.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. Losing my virginity to one of the most powerful men in the country.

The speed picked up, and I realized that I was going to finish. I was going to climax from him fucking me so well. Just hitting that perfect spot with every single thrust.

I looked up at him, looked him in the eyes, and I could tell that he was going to finish as well.

He sped up one final time, and then it was happening. My whole body shook. My legs wrapped tightly around him, and I let out a loud moan. Waves from my pussy destroyed everything else in my being, and every thrust sent another tsunami’s worth.

The throbbing in his cock, which felt amazing inside of me, slowly transitioned to pumping. Then his rhythm faltered. He couldn’t keep it up while the throes of pleasure overtook him and he unloaded his cum deep inside of me.

We stared at each other for one perfect moment.

* * *


I was reasonably flustered when I got back to my office. My hair was a mess. The other people looked at me with knowing eyes.

But when I sat down to continue my work, I understood what James had been talking about. I was feeling less stressed.

And when he came in to ask me to do something for him, acting like nothing abnormal had happened, I completed the task gladly. Letting him fuck me really did bring us closer.

I thought back to how much had changed. I didn’t have to worry about paying rent anymore. I looked entirely different - not nearly as stuffy. I wasn’t a virgin anymore.

I smiled to myself, and then got back to work.
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