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CHAPTER 1:

I had known Jack Duncan all of my life. Our fathers were business partners and we were naturally thrown together in a lot of different social situations. Presumably we were supposed to be friends who would each take over from our fathers and run the business in the future but we had never been especially close.

Jack was a few years older than I was and we were pretty much the opposite in every way. He was big and strong and had been the star athlete on whatever team he played for growing up and my interests were more on the creative arts side of things. As kids I looked up to him for being older and the great jock, although he always treated me like the tag along little brother or something. When we got older Jack just got more arrogant and was always showing off his latest hot girlfriend or bragging about all the women he was banging. The thought of us being partners in anything was pretty distasteful.

I also resented the fact that Jack would inherit his father’s position because, unlike me, he didn’t seem to really give a shit about the company other than as a way to fund his lifestyle. I took the business very seriously and had been training my whole life to step into my father’s shoes when he finally decided to retire.

There was always the fear that Jack would take over for his dad and run the company straight into the ground so I had been hoping for a way to squeeze him out, at least as an equal partner, so that he couldn’t destroy everything that our fathers had built just because he was a lazy playboy.

Despite the fact that I was a dutiful son who worked hard and had learned the business from the ground up I could never help but feel that my father was at least a little disappointed that I wasn’t more like Jack. Jack’s dad’s office was full of the trophies his son had won and pictures of him in his football uniform or winning track medals or whatever. My father didn’t say it out loud very often but I knew it had to be hard for him to have a kind of wimpy son when his partner had this big sports hero.

Of course the truth was much worse than my father even thought. I wasn’t just a wimpy kid who didn’t do well at sports I had a much darker secret. I liked to turn into a girl.


CHAPTER 2:

Thanks to a little wonder pill I had discovered in college I was able to indulge my lifelong interest in being female. I had an alter ego known as Princess Kat who loved posting dance videos online and dressing up like various fairy tale princesses, though not at the same time. Princesses had always been my favorite characters as a child and I often wished that I could wear a princess costume for Halloween like a lot of the little girls in the neighborhood but that obviously was not an option.

The dancing was something else I always longed for but avoided telling anyone about. If I had been born a girl it would have been no trouble to take dance lessons but when you’re already pegged as a potential sissy boy you really don’t need the extra trouble.

There was nothing sexual about my female experiences. Perhaps it would be more accurate to say that I didn’t have sex as a girl but my dancing was sexy as hell and I had been known to show a little skin while busting my moves.

In college I had been a little more reckless than I was these days. There was one infamous frat party where I got a bit drunk and ended up dancing on a table wearing just a g-string. I hadn’t planned on things getting that out of hand, and I certainly hadn’t thought about the fact that there would be people taking videos of me and posting them to the Internet, but it happened. That was actually what gave me the idea of making my own videos.

Princess Kat had a following. People liked my dance moves and thought I was pretty. It made me feel popular, which I really enjoyed. I couldn’t help it if my interests were more traditionally feminine. Having that other identity ironically allowed me to be more myself. Kat was fun and silly and flirty in ways that I could never be as a man. As long as I kept it a secret I figured it couldn’t really do any harm. But keeping it a secret turned out to be harder than I expected.

I was working late at the office one day, as I often did, when I was totally surprised by Jack Duncan walking in. Technically we both worked for our father’s company but Jack didn’t tend to spend much time there. Seeing him after hours was practically unheard of.

“Aren’t you a busy little bee,” Jack joked as he came into the office I was working in and shut the door behind him.

“Just trying to get some things done,” I replied dryly.

“As hard as you work I wonder how you find the time for your little hobby,” said Jack.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I replied.

“I think you do...Princess Kat.”

I froze in my spot and it felt like my heart was going to explode out of my chest. How in the world could Jack Duncan, of all people, know that I was Princess Kat? Even if he knew About Princess Kat how could he know that it was me?

“Sorry, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said nervously.

“Don’t worry, your secret is safe with me...or it could be if you’re a good girl and do as your told.”

“What do you want?” I asked.

“It’s what you want that fascinates me. You really get off on being a girl don’t you? I’ve seen those videos and the pictures you post. You’re not half bad looking as a bitch.”

“So what do you want?”

“I want a little private show. Right here and now. Here’s the pill sweetie. Show me your stuff,” said Jack offering me a familiar pink pill that I knew so well.

“I don’t have any female clothing here,” I said, trying to think of some way out of this mess.

“You don’t need clothes baby. I want to see the goods. You’ve got a hot little body in those videos and I especially like that frat party one where you’re dancing on the table,” said Jack.  “You didn’t need any clothes there.”

That video may have started my online career but I didn’t own it, post it, or link to it on my sites. If people found it they found it, there wasn’t anything I could do about that. The fact that Jack knew about it just made things even worse. My father would be pissed if he saw me twerking in a bikini but that frat party video would probably get me disowned.

“So if I take that pill and dance for you you’ll leave me alone and keep my secret?” I asked.

“It’s a start, let’s put it that way. Depends on much I enjoy your dance I guess,” Jack replied.

I felt trapped and humiliated but also strangely excited. Taking one of those pills always gave me a feeling of euphoria and I usually loved turning into Kat. I hadn’t planned on stripping in front of those frat boys but it had turned out to be one of the most thrilling things I had ever done. This was going to be a private thing at least, but in some ways that made it even worse.

I had a very complicated relationship with Jack Duncan. There were times where I had idolized him as a kid and would have done anything to get his attention and approval and there were times where I saw him as a threat to the family business and tried to think of a way to destroy him. I had envied his athletic prowess and his success with women and I had hated him for his smug pushiness. It was sort of a love/hate thing I guess you would say so dancing naked in front of him wasn’t quite like dancing for some stranger.

After taking the pill I waited for it to do its thing and then with slightly trembling hands removed all of my clothing. Then I just stood there for a moment looking at Jack and trying to be brave. I don’t know how well I pulled that off.

“My word, you’re even better looking in person,” said Jack as he looked me over. “Quite a nice little piece of ass, and I’m not easily impressed.”

I always feared that my secret would be exposed somehow and now it had come true in the worst possible way. Well, maybe not the worst because if I could keep Jack from telling my father then I would have avoided the worst possible outcome.

Grabbing my phone I brought up a tune that I had recently made a dance video to so I could pretty much just lock in and do that dance without having to think too much. When the music began I just kicked into gear and started grooving. Despite the embarrassment of being naked in front of Jack it felt really good to dance naked like I often did in my room. I was very much  in tune with my female body and I knew how to make it work for me.

“Nice...very nice...keep it up honey,” said Jack.

I came to a part of my dance where I turned my back and bent over while I shook my booty. I wondered how much of my pussy Jack might see since my bottom wasn’t covered but I didn’t do anything to change my routine. I just wanted to get through the ordeal as quickly as possible and if he got a glimpse of my beaver so be it.

When I turned back around to face him my jaw dropped and my eyes bugged out of my head. There was Jack, with his dick out of his pants, slowly stroking himself and sporting a huge grin on his face.


CHAPTER 3:

“What the hell are you doing?” I stammered as I stopped dancing and stared at Jack.

“What does it look like I’m doing honey?” Jack replied. “I’m getting it nice and hard for you.”

“I...I don’t do that,” I stammered again.

“Don’t do it or just haven’t done it yet?” he asked in reply.

“I’m not...you know…”

“No, I don’t know because I don’t know any guys who like to become women and make sexy dance videos but I’m guessing you’re damn interested in cock,” said Jack.

“I’m not,” I protested.

“You sure are staring at it a lot,” Jack pointed out.

“Well that’s because you’ve got it hanging out like that!”

“Looks good though doesn’t it? Come on, you’re telling me that you’ve never thought about being with a guy?”

“Why are you doing this to me Jack? What did I ever do to you?” I said, feeling like I might break into tears at any moment.

“Why are you fighting it honey? I know your secret. I know you’re a little queer and that’s okay with me. Whatever turns you on and I’ve got a feeling that you’re totally turned on by my big dick.”

“Is this what you were planning all along?” I asked.

“Not really. I thought it would be funny to see if you’d actually take that pill in front of me but watching you dance got me really horny. I want to fuck that tight little virgin pussy of yours and show you what it really feels like to be a woman,” said Jack.

My head was spinning and I had butterflies in my stomach. Of course I had thought about sex as a woman before. Sometimes I tried to convince myself that it would be a good way to get hot girls in the sack who might be out of my league as a man, but sometimes I let my imagination wander and fantasized about what it would be like to do it with a man. Somehow convincing myself that there was nothing sexual about my feminine desires made it easier for me to justify in my mind. Back in college I had come close to doing it a few times but I always managed to extricate myself before things went too far. Now I wondered whether there was any point in trying to deny my curiosity.

“But you know I’m really a guy. Doesn’t that make it seem gay to you?” I volunteered hopefully.

“No, because you’re not a guy right now. I know what those pills do and you’re definitely all woman, and just the kind of woman I like.”

“So you’re going to force yourself on me?”

“Never. Jack Duncan is not a man who has to force himself on anyone. I know you want it, and you know you want it, but you just don’t want to admit that you want it, so I’ll make you a deal. Let me stick my finger in your snatch and if it’s bone dry I’ll zip up my pants and you can change back and we’ll call it a day. But if you’re as wet as I think you are then I’m going to give you what you really want.”

“Okay,” I said softly, hoping for a miracle that would get me out of this mess but knowing that I was very wet between the legs indeed.

Jack came over and stood right in front of me. He took his middle finger and inserted it into my pussy. The look on his face said it all as he pulled his finger out and I could see that it was glistening. He licked his finger clean and then to my surprise put it right back inside me.

“Hey, you already proved your point,” I said.

“Exactly,” he replied as he began to finger me more aggressively.

I tried to resist, at least in my mind I hoped I was trying to resist, but it was useless. Suddenly I just grabbed his head and started kissing him. He kept feeling me up while we kissed and I could feel his cock pressing up against my bare skin.

I was a very confused young lady. Jack Duncan could be such an asshole but somehow I was finally getting the attention and approval from him that I had always longed for. His masculine swagger, that had offended me as a man, suddenly had me feeling butterflies in my stomach. I knew that even if he kept my secret he would hold this against me for the rest of my life. I could practically hear the emasculating jokes and snide comments already but I just kept kissing him anyway and even grabbed his cock.

“That’s it baby, just surrender to your desires,” said Jack.

“You’re a total jerk, I hope you know that,” I replied.

“You may be right but you’re the one holding my dick in your hand sweetie,” said Jack.

I realized that there was no point in trying to maintain some dignity or self respect. He had been right about me across the board. I was incredibly horny and as much as I hated to admit it I really did want to feel his cock inside me.

“So...do you want to suck it or do you want me to fuck you?” asked Jack.

“I want you to fuck me,” I replied in almost a whisper.

“That’s what I figured. Fine with me. You can suck it some other time,” said Jack as he took me to the desk I had been working at and bent me over it.

“I’m scared Jack,” I said nervously over my shoulder as I rested my forearms on the top of the desk.

“Don’t be, baby. You’re going to love it.”

I felt him sliding his dick up and down my slit a few times and then suddenly he pressed it inside me. It startled me and I panicked for a moment but Jack had a hand on my back keeping me firmly in place so I just tried to relax as I got used to the sensation.

The important thing seemed to be not letting him think I was enjoying it at all. He was inside me and he was going to finish so I thought it best to let my mind go blank and just lie there. He had managed to get me into this situation but I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of seeing any pleasure on my part.

“Ooooooo...gaaaaaaaaaaaaawd,” I moaned in spite of myself.

“That’s it girl, you can do your dirty dancing on my dick now,” said Jack as he slapped my ass a couple of times.

I realized that I wasn’t being as passive as I had hoped to be. I was jerking my rear end to meet his thrusts. It was an involuntary reaction I guess.

Although there had obviously never been anything sexual between us before I still felt like this was a familiar situation. Whenever I was put to shame by Jack’s masculine exploits I had the feeling that he had undressed me, bent me over a table, and fucked me up the ass. In this case I had undressed myself, it was a desk not a table, and his prick was in my cunt not my asshole but the overall impression was pretty much the same. Jack Duncan had unmanned me in the most dramatic way possible, and yet I was getting a shocking amount of pleasure out of the experience.

“You’re such a squirrelly little bitch. You’re a much better fuck than I thought you’d be,” said Jack as he grabbed my hair and held it tight.

“Ummm...ummm...ummm…” I mumbled.

“Shit, I don’t know what you’re saying girl but it sounds like you’re having some fun. Now hold on tight because I’m going to bust a nut in your slutty fuck hole you little cum bucket.”

I was squealing pretty loudly and clutching at something to hold onto on the desk as Jack ramped up his attack on my box. Then he let out a deep groan as he began to cum inside me. I was relieved that it would soon be over but totally ashamed of myself for the way I had responded to his penetration.

After he pulled out he left me lying face down on the desk as I panted for breath. Part of me wanted to get up and kiss him and part of me was too embarrassed to look at him.

“Not bad for a first time...Princess,” said Jack as I heard him zipping up his pants. “Next time I’ll let you suck my cock if you’re a good girl.”


CHAPTER 4:

Next time. Holy shit, what had I gotten myself into? Jack had left me on the desk after placing another pill next to me so I changed back as soon as I was sure he was gone. Then I just sat there in a state of total confusion.

My worst nightmare had come true in the worst way imaginable and yet I tingled with excitement over this new dimension to my female personality. Apparently I liked cock. And I figured I must really like it if I liked getting it from someone I basically couldn’t stand.

From the first time I had a pussy I wondered what it would feel like to have a man put his penis inside it and now I knew. In a way it sort of made me feel more complete as a woman, I guess. Before it was more like wearing a really elaborate costume. It was me on the inside trying to look like a girl without doing anything that suggested that my desires were more than cosmetically deep. Now this Kat was definitely out of the bag.

But Jack Duncan? Did I really want to admit that I had enjoyed being degraded by him? And how far was I willing to go to protect my secret? We hadn’t made any specific agreement that one fuck would be it and that he would promise to let me off the hook after that. And when he informed me that he planned to do it again I didn’t protest or object. Of course I wasn’t in a great bargaining position bent over a desk with my pussy full of his cum and my brain turned to mush but I was going to have to be stronger if I really wanted to put a stop to this once and for all.

Or I could just play along and hope that he would tire of me quickly the way he often did with the women in his life. Jack was always looking for his next conquest so having marked his territory with me he’d probably be anxious to move on to something fresh and new. Jack Duncan was not a man looking for love.

On the other hand that fact also made him kind of dangerous because he knew I wasn’t even a potential girlfriend candidate and I would never be bugging him about getting serious. That made me a very handy accessory to have around.

Any hope I had of simply avoiding Jack was shattered a couple of days later when my father called me into his office for a little private chat.

“Now I know you and Jack haven’t been as close as his father and I had hoped you would be but the reality of the situation is that you’re both going to be partners someday and you really need to find a way to get along or it’s really going to be miserable for the both of you,” my father said. “That’s why we’re sending you both on the Midwestern trip. We want to get you out there as the future faces of the company and hopefully you’ll do a little bonding as well. There’s nothing like a road trip to bring people closer together.”

“I don’t know if that’s such a good idea,” I said uncomfortably.

“I know Jack can be kind of bossy, and he doesn’t take things as seriously as you do, but that’s why I think it’s a good idea for you two to spend more time together. I think you can be a good influence on him. Don’t be afraid to ride him and ride him hard. You know the business better than he does,” said my father. “Who knows? You might come out of this as bosom buddies.”

I realized that I was starting to get hard when I got up to leave my dad’s office. When he said I should ride Jack hard I immediately pictured myself mounted on top of him bouncing up and down on his cock like a lunatic. And I also suspected that Jack would very much like to become buddies with my bosom.

The thought of being trapped on a business trip with Jack would ordinarily have been a pretty unpleasant proposition but now I wondered whether it was more of a suicide mission. Jack would no doubt bring plenty of pills along and expect me to take them whenever he wanted me to. Maybe he’d be happy picking up cocktail waitresses in the hotel bar but maybe he would rather have a convenient fuck buddy to warm his bed and save him the trouble of having to hunt for new talent in a strange town.

Later that day Jack dropped by and told me exactly what he was planning.

“Well Princess it looks like we’re taking a little trip together. Make sure you pack some nice lingerie. I like the frilly stuff with lots of straps,” said Jack.

“You know if you’ve got to call me by my female name I prefer Katherine, or Kat for short,” I said.

“I like Princess better. It suits you. You’ve always seemed like a little princess to me. Anything to please daddy. You’ve always been daddy’s little girl,” Jack joked.

“I have a sister you know,” I pointed out.

“Yeah, but you’re more feminine than she is. I think you got switched at birth or something.”

“So you expect me to just do whatever you want me to do?” I asked.

“Absolutely. You might as well get used to it honey. And don’t act all huffy about it, it’s what you want too. You want to be my bitch. You’re thinking about my cock right now, aren’t you?”

“No,” I protested.

“I got five hundred bucks here that says if you pull down your pants right now I’ll see your little clitty stick is as hard as a rock. You want to take that bet?” asked Jack.

“No,” I said very softly.

“I didn’t think so. Come on, lighten up honey, we’re going to have some fun. And here’s two hundred from that five,” said Jack as he placed two hundred dollar bills on the desk next to me. “Go out and get yourself some nice things. I want to show you off.”

I felt like a whore taking his money but I took it anyway and during lunch I went shopping. First on my list was some frilly lingerie with a lot of straps.


CHAPTER 5:

When we arrived at the hotel I was a little surprised to see that we were sharing a room. Apparently our fathers thought it would bring us closer together, and I’m sure Jack agreed, although he probably meant it a little different than our dads did.

“You know what I think would be fun?” said Jack once we were in our room.

“I can just imagine,” I replied.

“I think you should go to the meeting tomorrow as my secretary,” said Jack.

“But they’re expecting Tom Bradshaw,” I reminded him.

“So we’ll say he’s sick. Who do you think they’d rather look at?”

“I don’t have any clothes that look like a secretary.”

“So go buy some,” said Jack as he tossed some money at me. “We’ve got a rental car. Take a pill and go shopping. Isn’t that what you ladies love to do? Just get a skirt that’s a little too short and a top that shows a little too much cleavage. Maybe get some cheap reading glasses, men like that look. Put your hair up. You know the drill.”

I didn’t see any point in arguing and it did sound kind of fun to dress up like a sexy secretary. It was sort of like going to a Halloween party or something. It was actually enjoyable to go shopping, especially with someone else’s money, and I also stopped at a liquor store and picked up the booze that Jack had asked for.

When I got back to the room I found Jack stretched out on the bed watching TV...buck naked. I had never seen him nude before, at least not as an adult, and I was quite impressed by his physique.

“Why don’t you pour us a couple of drinks honey and make yourself comfortable,” said Jack quite casual.

“I see you’re pretty comfortable already,” I replied.

“Does my masculine body intimidate you?”

“Not really. So do you act like this around other women?”

“Sometimes. It depends on the woman I suppose,” he replied.

I stripped down to my underwear and poured two drinks. I handed one to Jack and then sat on my own bed with my drink.

“No, over here,” said Jack patting the mattress.

I got up and came over to the other bed. After tossing a couple of pillows against the backboard I lay down next to him propped up on the pillows.

“You’re game, I’ll give you that,” Jack commented.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean you’re being a surprisingly good sport about all of this. You’re not freaking out and crying in the bathroom or something.”

“Well I don’t have too many options, do I? I mean options where I get to keep my dignity and live my life in peace like I used to.”

“Is that what you really want?” asked Jack.

“Do you give a shit about what I really want?” I shot back.

“Maybe. I mean if what you really want is my dick in your mouth than I definitely give a shit,” he said with a chuckle. “Look...it’s starting to get a little hard just thinking about it.”

I didn’t want to look but of course I did. His dick was really impressive, like the kind of thing you’d see in a porn movie. It was hard not to be turned on by it. I had been thinking about what it would be like to suck his cock ever since he mentioned it the first time we were together as a man and woman and now that I was so close to it I felt a definite urge to put it in my mouth.

“Let’s make out a little first,” I said as I took off my bra. “I don’t want to feel like a whore you rented with the room.”

“Really? I thought women got off on that fantasy,” Jack replied.

“Maybe they do but I’m not a woman often enough to know,” I said. “Now do you want to play with my tits or not?”

He did. In a way it felt like a tiny victory for me. He had a powerful pull over me but I could still use my sexuality to take some control over the situation. That made me feel better. I had a feeling that I was going to be spending a lot of time in bed with him on this trip so I didn’t want to start out being completely submissive.

“Your titties are absolutely fabulous baby,” said Jack as he groped and tweaked his way around my knockers.

“Thanks,” I replied.

“I’ve been with a lot of chicks with fake boobs and even if it looks good in a bra there’s just nothing like the real thing when you get your hands on them.”

It kind of amused me that he thought of my tits as “real” when my entire body was obviously fake, but he was right that I didn’t have implants. My boobs weren’t enormous but they were perky and they got the job done. I absolutely adored them and Jack seemed to admire them as well.

“You’ve always hated me, haven’t you?” Jack suddenly said out of the blue.

“Not exactly. When we were kids I worshiped you. I always wanted you to be the big brother I never had but you never noticed me,” I replied.

“Well I sure notice you now honey. And I may not be brotherly but I’m definitely big,” he joked, indicating his now fully erect penis.

“And hard too it appears.”

“If you want something to worship you could do worse,” he said with a grin.

“Let’s not get carried away, shall we?”

We fooled around a little longer, and Jack got his hand in my panties, and after a while I felt ready to take the plunge.

“Don’t expect anything,” I said as I crouched down next to his pelvis.

“I expect you to drain my balls you little cock sucking slut,” he replied with a grin.

“I mean don’t expect any special technique.”

“I have a feeling you’re a natural baby.”

I took my time, partly because I wanted to seem like I had some sort of a plan and partly to put off the inevitable. When I saw girls giving head in videos it looked so awesome but now that my face was inches away from a man’s penis it seemed like a very strange thing to want to stick it in my mouth.

I started licking his shaft. That was kind of a familiar point of reference since I knew how to lick ice cream but it was more like licking leather. Not in a bad way but not as sweet and candy-like as ice cream. It got me going in the right direction at any rate and I moved up to the head and ran my tongue all around it.

“That’s very good baby...I knew you’d have a gift for this,” Jack crooned softly.

I started making little woodpecker bobs on the tip of his dick and then realized that it was too rushed and jerky so I slowed down and tried to breathe through my nose while I let a bit more of his rod slide down my throat. I felt like such a dirty little vixen but that just made me all the more excited. I still had my panties on and I could feel how moist they were. This whole having sex with men thing seemed to be very much in my element.

Jack offered a few pointers along the way but seemed generally pleased by my efforts. I was pleasantly surprised at how natural it all felt once I got started but you really don’t want to spike the ball until you’ve crossed the goal line.

Suddenly Jack’s prick tensed up and there was a flood of semen blasting into my mouth. It came so thick and fast that it caught me off guard and I panicked. After he had finished I jumped up and raced into the bathroom to spit out his cum.

I just sat there for a while crying and wondering what the fuck I was doing. I was on a business trip where I was supposed to be representing my father but I was planning to go to the meeting as Jack’s hot secretary. Jack seemed to be able to bend me to his will. He totally had me by the balls, or I guess the lack thereof I should say. I wondered whether this was some sort of a power play to get me out of the company, the way I had been trying to think of a way to get him out, but that didn’t seem too likely. Jack didn’t care about the company the way I did and wouldn’t want the extra responsibility.

Then I felt kind of stupid for having panicked and trying to make myself seem like a helpless victim. Yes, Jack did have a lot of power over me but he always had because I had always been so anxious to please him or get his attention. For the first time in my life I had a way to do both and I was enjoying that so it wasn’t like I was being pushed into doing things I didn’t want to do.

“Sorry about that,” I said a little sheepishly as I came out of the bathroom. “I guess I finally had my freak out and cry in the bathroom moment.”

“That’s okay. Just come back to bed,” said Jack.

“You know I think I’m going to sleep in my own bed tonight. We’ve got a big day tomorrow and we should probably both get some rest and I have a feeling that if I get back in that bed with you neither one of us is going to sleep much.”

Jack didn’t object so I just crawled under the covers with my panties on and tried not to think about the very sexy naked man who was just a few feet away from me. Sleeping as a woman was a rare treat for me anyway so I enjoyed the opportunity to actually go to bed as a woman and wake up female in the morning. And the next time Jack put his cum in my mouth I would know what to expect and I wouldn’t freak out like a ninny.


CHAPTER 6:

“Oh, we were under the impression that Tom Bradshaw would be attending this meeting,” said Nate Hutchinson, one of the clients we were meeting with on this business trip.

“Mr. Bradshaw is a little under the weather I’m afraid,” said Jack. “This is my secretary Miss Tate. She’ll be assisting me with our presentation.”

“Well under the circumstances I think we can probably muddle on through without Mr. Bradshaw,” said Nate as he took my hand and leered at me lasciviously.

My female persona finally had a full name. I was Katherine Alicia Tate. Tate was my mother’s maiden name and I chose Alicia so that my initials would spell out Kat. That tickled me to no end for some reason but I liked silly little things like that.

My attire was what I would describe as slightly inappropriate office clothing. It was just a skirt and a blouse but as Jack had suggested the skirt was a tad too short, something that was especially noticeable when I sat down, and my blouse was a little too tight and unbuttoned just a little too far, which was especially noticeable when I bent over. I had my hair up in a bun and wore a pair of generic black reading glasses with the smallest magnification I could find.

Jack was unprepared, as I feared he would be, and I worried that he was going to botch the whole presentation but then I realized that the clients were so busy staring at me that they were hardly paying any attention to Jack at all. Whenever Jack got into a particularly sticky jam I crossed my legs or stuck a pen in my mouth. A couple of times I stood up to pass out some data sheets and of course I leaned way over the conference room table and lingered as long as I could in the process.

Fortunately for us this was one of those “old boy’s club” kind of businesses where there weren’t any women at the top and two Martini lunches were probably still being covered by expense accounts.

“Quite a presentation,” said Nate when we had finished. “I will see you at dinner tonight. And I trust that Miss Tate will be joining us.”

“I wouldn’t miss it for anything,” I said as I daintily shook hands with all the men.

“You were fantastic in there honey,” said Jack once we were out of the building and on our way back to the hotel.

“Well you weren’t,” I scolded him. “I did a lot of work putting that presentation together. Would it have killed you to actually look it over?”

“Relax. Believe me, you bending over that table impressed them a hell of a lot more than anything in that presentation,” Jack said with a chuckle.

“God, what a bunch of lecherous pervs,” I said. “That Nate guy was old enough to be my father.”

“Yeah, but he’s not your father so he’s going to lust after you and not think it’s creepy. I’m sure he’s in the executive washroom jacking off over you right now.”

“Now that really is a creepy thought,” I said with a laugh.

“We made a pretty great team in there honey. We wanted to make a good impression and I think we knocked it out of the park,” said Jack.

“Okay, but next time you introduce me as your associate, not your secretary, and then I can jump in more freely when you start drifting off to sea,” I suggested.

“Only if you don’t wear panties under that skirt,” said Jack. “They should have the chance for a quick flash.”

“You drive a hard bargain but okay,” I joked.

For dinner Jack wanted me to make a total transformation so I let my hair down and took off my glasses and wore a nice little cocktail dress that showed plenty of cleavage. It was fun having an excuse to get dressed up, which was something I never did, unless I was dressing up in a princess gown.

“God, you look stunning,” said Jack when he saw me all dolled up.

“Thanks. You paid for it,” I reminded him.

“Worth every penny.”

Dinner with the clients was a raucous affair with much drinking and boisterous laughter, usually following some rather crude sexual joke. While Jack may have floundered a little in the boardroom he was a smash success at dinner. Jack had that easy masculine charm that made people gravitate towards him. He might never be great at memorizing facts and figures but I could definitely see him making deals on a golf course.

The world had changed a lot since my father had started the company but some of that change was basically just for show. Nobody wanted sexual harassment cases or insurance problems but under the hood the engine of business was often still driven by a bunch of old white dudes who liked to pinch cocktail waitresses in the ass and drank way too much. They were just frat boys with thinning hair and thickening waistlines. Jack was the perfect guy to relate to those men. It was like he knew the secret handshake and I realized that such a thing could be quite valuable to the company if used right.

It was funny hearing Jack talking about us making a great team, especially in a business context. Although he didn’t totally ace the presentation I got the feeling that he had prepared more than he normally would have and I suspected that he was trying to impress me, or at least not look foolish in my eyes. Maybe my dad was right and I really could be a good influence on Jack. At any rate our differences seemed to compliment each other.

After dinner the party rolled on to a strip club and I earned quite a few points with the gents for being up for joining them. I enjoyed watching the strippers because I liked the dance aspects and the outfits they wore. If there had been an amateur hour I would have been tempted to get up on that stage but that might have been a repeat of my frat party stripping fiasco so fortunately I kept my clothes on.

Although there were plenty of women available for lap dances I seemed to be spending more time in men’s laps than any of the girls who were paid for that service. And I got pinched and groped a little too. It was inappropriate as hell but I didn’t really mind. We were all a bit drunk I think and it definitely made the clients happy.

When we got back to the room it was pretty late and we both just kind of automatically started getting undressed. When Jack was naked I shoved him down on his back on his bed and then straddled his groin area.

“What are you doing?” asked Jack.

“I’m just following my father’s advice,” I said casually as I lowered myself down onto his cock.

Then I rode him. I rode him hard.


CHAPTER 7:

I woke up with a bit of a hangover, which wasn’t surprising, but I also woke up lying next to Jack in bed, which was. We had been both been pretty wasted and tired so after bouncing around on his dick I guess we just curled up together and passed out. I had never slept with a man before so it probably should have been kind of big deal but since I couldn’t really remember what happened it took some of the magic away.

Jack was still asleep so I just got out of bed quietly and used the bathroom. It was funny but the thought of turning back into a man never crossed my mind. I had plenty of pills so I could have done it right then but I just got dressed and went over my notes for the next meeting we were scheduled to have tomorrow.

“Good morning,” I said cheerfully when Jack finally showed signs of life.

“Morning. Did we fuck last night?” he asked as he rubbed the sleep from his eyes.

“No, you fucked Nate Hutchinson. He just left actually but he told me to tell you that he had a wonderful time,” I joked.

“Ha, ha, very funny,” said Jack as he stretched his arms. “You’re the company queer.”

“That’s right. I fucked him. You just watched. You were too drunk to get it up.”

Jack got out of bed and walked over and stood very close to me. His nakedness really pushed my buttons but I knew we had to get on the road right after breakfast.

“You pushed me down on the bed and climbed on top of me and then practically ripped my dick off,” said Jack, getting the facts clear in his head. “Oh yeah, and you said something about your dad, which seemed really weird.”

“Well you got most of it right. I’m glad I made some kind of impression on you,” I teased.

Jack grabbed me and held me in his strong arms and looked at me for what seemed like an eternity before he kissed me.

“You’ve made a hell of an impression on me baby. More than you can imagine,” he said before letting me go and heading for the bathroom. “I’m fucking starving.”

Jack had made me swoon. I had heard the word a million times but I had never experienced it before, but now that I had I had no doubt that I was swooning. It felt like we were finding a rhythm, learning to get on the same page about things.

That night, after we had reached our new hotel and settled in I broke out the sexy lingerie I had purchased for the trip for the first time. It just felt like the thing to do and Jack seemed seriously impressed.

“You know with most chicks clothes are just a nuisance that gets in the way but I actually like seeing the way you dress,” he commented.

“I’m hardly dressed at the moment,” I pointed out.

“You’re dressed perfectly as far as I’m concerned,” said Jack as he took me in his arms and kissed me. “That’s exactly the kind of outfit I was hoping you would buy.”

“I’m glad you approve,” I said a little sarcastically, although in truth I really was glad that he approved.

I slowly squatted down in front of him and unzipped his pants. Then I fished around and got his very erect cock out. I took that as a compliment and looked up at him before I went to work on his stick.

“I won’t run off like an idiot this time, I promise,” I said.

“There are a lot of things I might call you but idiot will never be one of them,” said Jack as he stroked my hair affectionately. “Now start sucking bitch.”

I almost laughed but I didn’t want to break the mood. I liked the dynamic we were developing, as much as I hated to admit it. It had always been easier to think of Jack in very broadly drawn strokes. Spoiled, arrogant, lazy, womanizer...that was probably all true but it wasn’t all encompassing. Underneath it all I felt like Jack had more depth and probably a lot of layers I had never seen.

The company had never meant all that much to Jack because it didn’t have to. Being good at my job was the best way for me to impress my father since I didn’t have Jack’s athletic ability. In a way I suppose I did always want to be daddy’s little girl as Jack said I did but my sister Beverly already had that covered.

I was really close to Beverly, or Bev as most people called her. She actually knew everything about my secret identity and had helped me a great deal, especially at the start. Even though she was younger she knew all about being a girl and I knew nothing so I leaned on her for advice. She taught me how to dress and how to apply makeup and do my nails. The times we spent together as “sisters” were some of the happiest moments of my life. Of course if I had really been her older sister I would have been the one teaching her but it didn’t matter. We bonded over it anyway.

Bev actually suggested that I come out and live my life openly as a woman, but that thought seemed terrifyingly impossible. I may have been a disappointing son to my dad but I didn’t want to add to his humiliation by being openly queer, especially when I was living in Jack’s manly shadow. Since I felt like I could never compete with Jack as a man the least I could do was kick his ass in business, which I did quite proudly.

My sister didn’t give a rat’s ass about the company and had made that quite clear at an early age. She had her own interests and was going to pursue them. That just put even more pressure on me to hold up my end of the partnership but I didn’t begrudge Bev her independence. I admired it actually. She would always have at least a small financial stake in the company, and I knew I would take care of her if she needed my help, but I was pretty certain that she would do just fine on her own.

As for me I couldn’t imagine not being part of the company. I had spent my whole life building up to this. Well, taking a leadership role, not being on the floor sucking my future business partner’s cock. I wondered if I was destroying my future career by so thoroughly emasculating myself in front of Jack but I didn’t really feel like that was likely. Things may have started out as kind of a juvenile prank but even in the short time we had been together as a man and a woman we were already developing a sort of working relationship. Jack may have been arrogant but he was smart enough to know that he needed my expertise to make this trip a success. As for all of the sex stuff...I guess that was sort of a fringe benefit.

This time when Jack started to cum I just fixed my gaze on him and milked him of every drop he had. There was no panic or impulse to run. I swallowed his salty jizz and then licked him clean.

“See...I told you I wouldn’t run off,” I said with a smile. “I swallowed all of your yummy cum like a good girl.”

“Yes you did, and I’m really proud of you,” said Jack. “Now hop in bed while I undress and you’ll get a nice hard fucking when I recover.”

God, I really was so much of a daddy’s girl in so many ways. I just loved male approval and now I had the ultimate tools to get it pretty much whenever I wanted. I could tell that Jack kind of liked me, even though he knew who I really was. He liked this version of me at any rate, and I was learning to like him. He was kind of an acquired taste, like the music of Sondheim, but I was patient and willing to dig beneath the surface.


CHAPTER 8:

Our next meeting was a little different than the first in a couple of ways. For one thing there were actually female executives present, which caused me to button my blouse up a little more, and I wasn’t there as Jack’s secretary this time. Jack made some introductory remarks, and apologized for Tom Bradshaw not being there, then handed the presentation over to me, playing the role of his “associate” this time. The presentation was as solid and professional as it would have been had I presented it as Tom only I did it with bigger tits and a higher voice.

Instead of dinner there was a catered lunch during the meeting at which time the female clients were the ones most interested in hanging out with me and all of them were quite complimentary about my presentation, although one of the ladies did subtly suggest that perhaps my skirt could have been a tad longer.

“Believe me, I can totally understand dressing for the men but you also have to be careful not to take it too far,” she suggested. “Your presentation was flawless, and I wish we lived in a world where that was the only thing that mattered, but a female executive is always going to have to do a balancing act that her male counterparts don’t have to do.”

It was really interesting to hear her perspective, and to be thought of as a female executive myself. The idea of being the sexy secretary for a bunch of lecherous men seemed funny and harmless but these women actually dealt with harassment and misogyny all the time. It made me realize that it must be tough for a woman in business when there were so many men who only saw their value as office eye candy or business trip bed warming.

Because we didn’t have any dinner plans that night Jack and I were free to do whatever we felt like. There was a very nice shopping and dining district in town so we went for a stroll and Jack bought me a very pretty necklace. It wasn’t super expensive or really gaudy it was just something I liked a lot and I liked it even more because Jack got it for me. I let him fasten it on me and he kissed my neck and I really enjoyed just being out on the town with him. We even held hands a few times as we strolled around, like we were a couple of kids out on a date.

I was beginning to get the impression that I was better at being a woman than a man. My romantic relationships had never really worked out all that well before and I started to wonder whether that was because I was playing the wrong role. I was polite and I knew how to be a gentleman but I think I had been secretly longing to have a man sweep me off my feet, instead of me trying to do the sweeping. I was good at being feminine, and I could possibly become really good at it in time with enough practice and life experience.

I stayed female all the way up to the time we had to fly back home and when I changed back into Tom I felt genuinely disappointed. Jack made a couple of jokes along the way but generally just tuned me out and flirted with a hot flight attendant, which actually made me a little jealous.

When I got home I felt like an idiot. This was supposed to be my big moment to shine...as Tom Bradshaw, future co-owner of the company. Instead I spent my whole time being some fictitious slut named Kathrine Tate who let dirty old men feel me up at a strip club. And as far as Jack and I getting more friendly it appeared that the relationship we had begun to forge only existed as long as I had holes that Jack wanted to stick his dick in.

I was so mad and ashamed of myself that I was about to throw the necklace he had bought me against the wall but I stopped just short of that. It was so pretty and it had meant a lot to me when he bought it. There was no need to turn something beautiful into something ugly. I couldn’t blame Jack for thinking of me differently once I was back to being a man. Kat was like an entirely different person, at least on the outside, and once she was gone how could he see me as her? Of course he looked the same to me so it was much easier to remember what we had shared. Once you’ve had a guy’s dick in your mouth it’s pretty hard to forget that.

Jack also probably had some gay issues when dealing with me as a man. I didn’t give a shit about that anymore and allowed myself to enjoy gazing at the male body without guilt or remorse. For Jack I could imagine that it must be pretty difficult to be around me when I was a guy because he knew we had been so intimate. I don’t think he even felt terribly comfortable making jokes about it because it still brought home the fact that his cock had been inside me quite a lot.

I was feeling really frustrated and I couldn’t think of anyone I could talk to except my sister so I went to see her.

“Bev, I’ve been doing some kind of strange stuff,” I told her.

“I don’t know if I want to hear this,” she joked.

“It’s not bad, I mean not like I’m robbing banks or anything,” I quickly added.

“So what is this strange stuff you’ve been doing?” asked Bev.

“I’ve been having sex with men. Well, one man actually, but a bunch of times.”

“Really? I take it he’s pretty good if you keep going back to the well.”

“Yeah, he is, but that’s kind of not the point. The point is I’m starting to kind of like him and I’m really starting to like being female more of the time, not just when I want to post a new dance video,” I explained.

“Okay, that all sounds pretty positive to me,” said Bev.

“Well the thing is the guy is Jack Duncan.”

“Indeed. And does he know who you really are when you’re having all this sex?”

“Yeah, he found out somehow. I have no idea how he did but he did. He kind of blackmailed me into doing stuff with him,” I said.

“How do you kind of blackmail someone?”

“I don’t know. I got the impression that I’d better do what he wanted or he’d tell dad about me.”

“So he raped you?”

“No, that’s not exactly what happened. I actually asked him to do it. There was this whole test thing with a finger that I really don’t want to get into but he sensed that I wanted him and I did. Then on the business trip we took together I spent the entire time being female.”

“That’s interesting,” Bev commented. “So I’m still not seeing what the big deal here is. You had a good time hanging out as a girl with Jack. Shit, you’ve known the guy your whole life. It doesn’t seem that surprising that you’d be interested in fucking him if you had the chance. He’s a very attractive man.”

“But where is this going to lead me?” I almost pleaded.

“I don’t know. Where do you want it to lead to?” she replied.

“I don’t know,” I said, echoing her response. “I guess I’d like to spend some more time with him as a woman.”

“So what’s stopping you?”

“I don’t want to be the one who suggests it. What if he gets pissed off or laughs in my face or something? I don’t want him thinking that I’m thinking about his cock if he’s not thinking about my pussy.”

“Well that sounds kind of like female logic so I guess your brain is still operating on girly power,” said Bev.

“You know what I mean. I want him to come to me so that I don’t look too desperate.”

“Okay, suit yourself, but I really doubt that he would laugh in your face if you told him you wanted to have sex with him again.”


CHAPTER 9:

Since I was active online as Princess Kat I naturally had various accounts in that name that were separate from my real identity. After a couple of weeks back from our business trip, and almost no sign of Jack around the office, I decided to send him an email from Kat:

Just wanted to say how much fun I had on our recent trip. Hope you did too.

It was short and simple and didn’t seem to imply anything too serious. It was just kind of a message in a bottle. I didn’t know if he’d even reply but he actually got back to me fairly quickly and wrote:

I had a blast baby. We should get together again soon.

It kind of made me feel like a schoolgirl passing notes in class, although I had no idea what a schoolgirl felt about anything having never actually been one.

We started corresponding a bit after that and it was marvelous. Not that we were exactly pouring our hearts out to each other but it was incredibly fun to express myself as Kat to a guy who knew my secret. Even though Jack and I worked in the same office he wasn’t going to walk over and start talking to me like I was a girl but he could easily picture me as female in his head when we wrote to each other, regardless of what body I happened to be in at the time.

Both of our families were pretty well off from the successful business that our fathers owned but Jack was even more wealthy because his mother came from a rich family. I think that was part of the reason he never cared that much about the company because his mother gave him whatever he wanted. As a result of his mother’s connections in society Jack traveled in circles that I was not accustomed to. Regardless of our relative financial status my family was definitely more down-to-earth and not the type to have country club memberships and whatnot.

I knew that Jack went to fancy parties sometimes because he would usually brag about it and show off pictures of his super hot date. There was no question that Jack was a chick magnet but when you’re young, handsome, and rich that’s not hard to do. Apparently some elegant soiree was coming up and Jack invited me to be his date.

It was a little intimidating, since as I said I didn’t do that sort of thing, but I was thrilled to be asked and accepted at once. I warned Jack that I would need some information about what to wear since I assumed it would be a pretty fancy affair and I didn’t want to embarrass him by being improperly dressed.

Much to my surprise a package arrived at my house from a dress shop and inside was the most gorgeous gown I had ever seen. I couldn’t wait to try it on so I popped a pill and got into the dress, which fit me perfectly. It was really stunning and I felt so pretty wearing it that I started to cry a little. I had spent my whole life dreaming of being beautiful and wearing beautiful clothes like this.

I couldn’t wait to thank Jack for his lovely gift and to ask him how he knew my size. His reply was logical but it also caught me by surprise:

Glad you like it honey, I know you’ll be a knockout in it. Got the size info from checking your clothes while you were in the bathroom one time. I figured I might want to buy you a dress sometime and I guess I was right...as usual.

He was still an arrogant fucker but at least he was also thoughtful and generous.


CHAPTER 10:

Jack picked me up in his latest insanely expensive sports car which was a little tricky to get into wearing my long dress but I managed somehow. I had very little experience getting in or out of any kind of car in a dress so it probably would have been a challenge no matter what he drove.

“You get good gas mileage with this thing?” I teased.

“Probably better than you think,” he replied. “It’s powerful but it’s also designed to be efficient.”

“I’ll take your word for that. I don’t know anything about cars,” I said. “But it is really pretty.”

Jack was an aggressive driver, but not a particularly reckless one. He liked to go fast but I wasn’t clinging to the dashboard for dear life or anything. He seemed like he knew what he was doing.

The party was at a swanky country club and the trees were all lit up with tiny light bulbs. Jack looked so dashing in a tuxedo and for the first time I felt like I was truly living out my princess fantasy. Then it got even better.

“Hang on, your outfit isn’t quite right,” said Jack.

“What do you mean?” I asked in a panic, fearing that I had made some stupid mistake.

“You need the necklace that goes with that gown,” he replied as he opened a box and revealed an absolutely stunning piece of jewelry. I loved the other necklace he had bought me but this one did look very expensive and perhaps a bit ostentatious. I literally gasped when I saw it.

“Oh, Jack...it’s gorgeous! But you shouldn’t have,” I said.

“Of course I should. I want to spoil you rotten,” he replied.

“So I’ll be more like you?” I teased.

“So you’ll be the fairy-tale princess you’ve always wanted to be.”

“I don’t know how to thank you,” I said.

“Yeah you do, but we’ll get to that later. And don’t start crying, you’ll mess up your makeup and end up looking like a raccoon.”

It was probably a good thing that he had broken up the mood because I did feel like I was on the verge of tears again. I know it sounds sexist but I did seem to be more openly emotional when I was female and I could start crying at the drop of a hat sometimes.

I had always been attracted to jewelry, that wasn’t a thing that only happened when I was female, but I certainly enjoyed the freedom I felt to wear the stuff when I was a girl. I know that guys wear gold chains and all kinds of stuff these days but given my shaky status as a male I didn’t want to do anything that might add to the impression that there was something effeminate about me.

Jack put the necklace on me and I couldn’t wait to get to a mirror to see how it looked but I had to put that on pause for the moment. It was time for us to make our grand entrance into the ballroom and I needed to focus on not tripping and falling on my face. Fortunately I had been practicing with high heels for many years but this was quite a gown and I didn’t have much experience wearing such a thing in a practical situation.

I managed not to make a fool of myself and I think we swept in together rather nicely. People were looking at us but not because I had tripped over my dress or had a major wardrobe malfunction, although my bra-less boobs felt like they were just one slip away from showing more than just a nipple.

“I haven’t heard from you in so long Jack,” said a gorgeous babe who came up to us. “You should call me.”

“Jackie, darling, you dog. You said we’d go skiing in Aspen but that was ages ago. You know you’re supposed to keep your promises,” said another stunning young lady who popped up out of nowhere.

“Am I invisible or do these bitches think it’s okay to hit on my date right in front of me?” I asked when we were alone for a moment.

“Sorry about that. I do tend to run into a lot of women I know at these events,” Jack replied.

“So what are we talking about...three or four or like half a dozen?” I asked.

“Oh, I’d say I’ve probably fucked at least half of the girls here under thirty...and some of their moms too,” Jack replied casually. “One time I fucked both on the same night, but not at the same time. It was tricky logistically.”

“I can just imagine.”

“You asked. Would you rather I lied about it?”

“I don’t know...maybe. I’m feeling pretty small right about now.”

“Don’t be ridiculous baby. One look at your cleavage and nobody would think you were small,” Jack said with a laugh.

“Very funny, you know what I mean. It’s not fair. I don’t have a bunch of ex-boyfriends,” I pointed out.

“Maybe we should keep it that way,” said Jack. “Maybe you should just belong to me, would you like that?”

“I think I kind of already do belong to you Jack,” I said very softly. “And I like that very much so please don’t hurt me too much.”

Jack took me in his arms and kissed me passionately. The old butterflies started flapping around in my stomach again and I felt like I was melting in his embrace. I probably should have played it cool but I really couldn’t hide my feelings very well. Now that I had crossed the bridge and had sex with a man I knew I could get laid pretty easily anytime I wanted, but when I thought about men all I could think of was Jack, even though I knew he would just break my heart eventually if I let my feelings get too deep.

“Oh, there’s my mother,” said Jack. “She’s going to want to inspect you so just pretend like you don’t know her.”

“I hope rubber gloves aren’t involved in this inspection,” I joked.

“No, it’ll be worse. She’ll look at you with her soul-penetrating radar and decide what kind of a whore you are,” said Jack.

“That’s an awful thing to say,” I said as I lightly punched his arm.

“She knows what kind of woman I usually date.”

Diedre Phyllis Millhouse-Duncan was a formidable woman. Still quite attractive for her age but with a regal bearing that always made me feel like I was in the presence of the Queen of England or something.

“Mother, this is Katherine Tate. We’re work associates,” said Jack.

“My goodness, aren’t you a delightful creature? And such a pretty necklace,” said Diedre as she shot a glance at Jack. “And an office romance...how exciting.”

We made a little more small talk, all of which was actually an attempt to get information out of me, and then mercifully we were on our own again.

“She likes you,” Jack commented.

“Based on what?” I asked.

“The tone of her voice. The fact that she didn’t make any snide comments. Well, not too snide at any rate. The fact that you actually have a job makes you different than most of the spoiled little rich girls here.”

“I thought you wanted to spoil me,” I reminded him.

“I do. I just want to do the spoiling. These girls come pre-spoiled by their parents.”

“So what kind of a whore do you think your mother thinks I am?” I asked.

“I think she thinks that you’re the kind of woman who would be good for me,” Jack replied.

“And what do you think about that?” I inquired.

“I think we both need a drink.”


CHAPTER 11:

Aside from the women hovering around Jack and the awkwardness of having to pretend not to know a woman I’d known my whole life the evening was quite magical, at least from my standpoint. It was sometimes kind of hard to know what Jack was really thinking. At one point we took a little stroll to get some fresh air and I was very happy to be alone with him finally.

“My dad hates all this shit but he understands the value of it. It may look like a party but it’s really a big networking thing. Everyone here wants something. They’re looking for a suitable spouse for their children, or hoping to get on the board of some philanthropic organization, or trying to get insider stock tips, or just hoping to get invited to the next big social event. You make a lot of contacts in this circle, or circle jerk maybe I should say. The difference is my dad married into this world but I was born into it so he tolerates it while I tend to enjoy it,” said Jack.

“You are very good with people. You have a smooth charm. I really saw that on the business trip. I used to kind of dismiss you as lazy but you’ve actually got some valuable assets,” I said. “And not just in your pants, although those are quite formidable assets I must say.”

“Glad you approve...of all of my assets,” said Jack with a smile.

“Well if everybody here wants something what do you want?” I asked.

“I think I want you to suck my big cock,” he replied.

“Well it just so happens that I want the same thing...so how do we pull that off?”

Jack had me take my shoes off and led me out onto the golf course. Heels and grass were not a good combo. We found a spot in some trees and Jack took me in his arms again.

“I’m not getting grass stains on this dress so unless you’ve got a stepladder I’m not sure how we’re going to do this,” I said.

“Take it off.”

“Right here? I don’t have a bra on,” I protested.

“So what? I like seeing your tits.”

“But what if someone sees us?”

“Who’s going to be wandering around a dark golf course at night?” said Jack.

“We did,” I reminded him.

“Yeah, because we were looking for a place to fuck. So if anyone else comes this way they’ll just move to another clump of trees.”

Jack helped me out of my dress and we found a tree stump that I could rest it on so that it didn’t get all messed up. Then Jack stood behind me and reached around to cup my breasts. He was probably right that no one was likely to stumble across us but it was deliciously wicked to be this exposed outdoors.

“So why did you invite me to this when you obviously have so many gorgeous women to choose from? I mean even if you have fucked half of them already...and some of their mothers...that leaves a bunch of untapped pussy,” I pointed out.

“Because you’re different. And not just because you have a job. You’re special. You love being a woman so much that you choose to become one. Most women just kind of take their womanhood for granted. I find that very exciting,” Jack explained.

“So you like the novelty value,” I said.

“You could look at it that way I suppose. But you’re different in a lot of ways. For another thing you know me really well and you don’t let me get away with all my bullshit.”

“I let you get away with quite a lot,” I pointed out.

“Yeah, but not all of it. And when you do it’s usually because you like it. You may pretend like you don’t but you like a man who makes you feel especially feminine. It makes total sense when you think about it,” said Jack as he took his hands off my boobs and I heard his zipper going down.

When I turned around his big beautiful cock was waiting for me, as I knew it would be. I reached out and gently stroked it a little.

“So what are you waiting for honey? Get down there and start sucking.”

It was very true that I sort of equated submissiveness with femininity, at least on a sexual level. I certainly didn’t feel weak or timid in a business environment but there was something about the alpha male dynamic that made me feel like a real woman. I didn’t really have any way of knowing how Jack behaved around other women but that didn’t matter to me. I was getting quite comfortable playing the role I played with him. Perhaps too comfortable because I knew it couldn’t go on forever.

I’d probably stay female for the whole weekend, and maybe I’d even spend it with Jack, but on Monday morning I would have to be Tom Bradshaw again. We had already pushed our luck by going to this party in that we had been seen together as a couple by a large group of people who liked to gossip, and I had even been “introduced” to his mother. On the road nobody back home had any idea that Katherine Tate existed but it was going to be trickier now to hide our relationship, whatever that was.

That was a problem for the future. At the moment I had Jack’s cock in my mouth and that was all I really wanted to think about. Well, I guess I was also thinking about all those bitches who had fucked Jack and I wondered how many of them had sucked his prick. That made me wonder whether this was the first time he had gotten a blowjob on the golf course or whether this was his customary BJ spot. Then I let that go.

Jack was a desirable man. Up until very recently he only knew me as a man. I knew that he had lots of women. It used to make me jealous that he got so many hot girls, now I was being jealous of the girls. There was nothing to be gained by that. He obviously liked me more than a lot of those women but they had a huge advantage over me. They could marry him and be the mother of his children. I could give him head and spread my legs for him but someday he was bound to get serious about someone. Or his mother would pressure him into getting married or something. Those girls were female 24/7 and I wasn’t. I could compete, but only so far.

“You’re getting really good at this you know,” said Jack as he placed a hand on my head.

I thought that I was, at least I hoped that I was, so it was nice to hear it. I certainly had come a long way from running off to the bathroom and crying when he ejaculated in my mouth. When he started to cum this time I joyously swallowed his load and resumed licking his dick for quite a while thereafter.

“Help me get dressed,” as I said as I got back to my feet.

“I’ll give you a thousand bucks to walk back in there like that,” Jack teased.

“Two thousand bucks but we go straight to your car and you take me somewhere and fuck my brains out all night,” I replied.

“Seriously?”

“Why not?”

“Well I guess now we know what kind of a whore you are,” said Jack.

“Yeah...an expensive one.”

I held my folded dress over my breasts but the valet parking guy still got quite an eyeful, as did a couple of other people who were waiting for their cars. I was as cool as a cucumber and found that it was much easier getting into his car wearing only my panties. Take that bitches, I thought. He’s mine now so fuck off.


CHAPTER 12:

One good thing about being a woman who didn’t actually exist was the fact that I didn’t have to worry much about my reputation, although I wasn’t sure how comfortable I would be going back to that country club anytime soon. Jack assured me that they had seen worse and that it would eventually just become an urban legend that would be shared by valet parking attendants for many years to come.

Jack took me to a very nice hotel that night because it was convenient and because they had excellent room service. The tricky part was that we had to park somewhere first so that I could change back into my dress. A half naked departure in a parking lot was one thing but I couldn’t very well check into a nice hotel that way. Fortunately we found a relatively secluded spot and I quickly got back into my dress. Of course the dress didn’t stay on for long but at least I limited my public indecent exposure to one location.

“So are you really going to charge me that two grand?” Jack asked once we were both naked in bed.

“Hell yeah,” I replied.

“I should at least get something special for that.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know...maybe anal sex,” Jack suggested.

“You really are trying to make me a whore aren’t you?”

“Not just any whore. I want you to be my whore.”

“Well the two grand is for walking naked to the car. My ass you can fuck for free because I like you,” I said as I turned over and got on all fours. “There’s some lube in my purse. Don’t use it sparingly.”

“You brought a bottle of lube with you?” said Jack as he rummaged through my handbag.

“Uh huh...I’ll let you think about that for a while.”

Jack took the lube and put a bunch on his finger. Then he inserted it into my anus and rubbed it around.

“Do you like that?” he asked.

“It’s interesting,” I replied. “Better get some more in there, and put plenty on your cock too.”

“Why do I feel like you’ve done this before?” Jack joked.

“No honey, unlike you, I’ve given you all of my virginity. You might as well finish the job before you kick me to the curb.”

“You know I can never tell if you love me or hate me,” said Jack.

“That’s okay, neither can I. Now be a dear and stick it up my ass before this lube dries.”

Jack got up on my butt and I felt the head of his prick poking at my anus. It was a lot bigger than his finger but I knew that. When he pushed his cock in deeper I let out a yell and he pulled it out right away.

“Jesus! It’s not a pussy you know. You got to ease into it,” I said.

After that Jack was very gentle...well as gentle as one can be when shoving a huge dick up someone’s ass. As he started to get into a nice groove I reached back and began to finger myself. That extra arousal really helped. Not that it relaxed me but it made me so horny that I wanted anything and everything that had to do with his cock. I actually had an orgasm just before he blasted his hot load in my asshole. For once I was actually grateful that he didn’t demonstrate his usual stamina.

“Wow, that was tight,” said Jack as we lay next to each other, his cum still dripping out of my ass.

“Like I didn’t notice that,” I joked.

“Most girls don’t do that you know.”

“Now you tell me.”

“Just saying.”

“Well I’m not like most girls, as you’ve pointed out. I’m better.”

“I won’t argue that,” said Jack. “So when did you know that you wanted to be a girl anyway?”

“A long time ago. When I was a kid I suppose,” I said. “I always liked girly things more than boy stuff.”

“Certainly would have been interesting if you had been doing this back then. I’m sure I would have fucked you a lot sooner,” said Jack.

Of course I had thought about what life might have been like if I had been born a girl, or was able to at least transform into one at a much younger age. Jack probably would have fucked me, knowing Jack. If I had been born a girl our parents might have pushed us to get together romantically, since we were going to be business partners someday. Perhaps we would have been dating for years. Perhaps we’d even be married by now.

“So why do you burn through so many girlfriends?” I asked. “Do you just like playing the field or do you get bored with them easily or do they catch you cheating on them?”

“All of the above, maybe,” Jack replied with a chuckle. “Ego and immaturity is probably a better answer. I learned very early in life that I could get girls quite easily and that seemed to really impress other guys.”

“It certainly impressed me,” I said.

“Well that kind of became my identity. Everyone just expected me to have a new girl on my arm all the time, the way they expect me to have a new car all the time now. Girls were just accessories, like a fancy watch. And nobody ever really called me out for that. Well, my mother gave me shit about it sometimes but she never cut off my allowance or anything,” said Jack.

“Did you ever fall in love with any of those girls?”

“A couple of times, but I usually fucked it up somehow. And that always hurt, and I didn’t like hurting, so I tried to make sure that nobody ever meant that much to me so I had my fun and moved on,” said Jack. “That’s what people expected from me anyway. And my reputation didn’t seem to hurt me. If anything it just made me more desirable. The eligible bachelor who just hasn’t met the right girl.”

“I always just saw the surface. The swinging playboy who was everything I wasn’t. I never thought about any potential downside to that,” I said.

“Hey, I’m not complaining or looking for any sympathy.”

“I know that baby, but I’m starting to understand you better, and I like that. And I like that you would open up and talk to me about things. I know we haven’t always been best buddies but we’ve known each other for a long time and we’ve always been linked by the family business. We’re going to be partners someday and I want us to get along. I’m sure you’ll find the right woman someday and fall madly in love and live happily ever after,” I said.

“Says the girl who loves fairy tales with happy endings,” Jack said with a grin. “So what do you see in your future my little princess?”

“Well you’ve already had my mouth and my ass tonight so I see you spreading my legs and getting on top of me and completing the trifecta.”

“You really are the best aren’t you?” said Jack as he prepared to take my pussy.

“Damn right. And I think you’re pretty swell too.”


CHAPTER 13:

When you play with fire you’re apt to get burned. Everybody knows that but fire can be very alluring. What Jack and I had was major chemistry, at least when I was female. It didn’t seem to matter what we were doing we just did it better when we were together. Even when there was friction it just caused more sparks to fly that kept the fires burning. I wanted him so much it hurt.

I started imagining scenarios where we could keep this up indefinitely. Maybe I could be his mistress and we could get together on certain prearranged dates every year, or go on a vacation together as an annual tradition. I tried to figure out if there was some way I could “hire” Katherine Tate at the company as a part-time employee and continue to play out the sexy secretary scenario. It was a very romantic idea that I would be his secret fantasy lover but none of my plans seemed very realistic. And if Jack ever was in a serious relationship I wouldn’t want to be a part in potentially messing that up.

It was fun while it lasted was the mantra I kept trying to repeat to myself over and over. Enjoy this while you can. Relationships come and go all the time. Sometimes they end with a whimper and sometimes they end with a bang but they do tend to end.

Since this was an unplanned stay with no luggage, aside from my purse, we ended up putting on our formal attire to go check out of the hotel. As we stood next to each other in front of the full length mirror getting ourselves straightened up, me in my white gown and Jack in his tuxedo, I couldn’t help but think of us as a bride and groom. We certainly did make a handsome couple.

“We look like we should be on the top of a wedding cake,” Jack said with a laugh, obviously thinking along the same lines.

Apparently Jack had already made plans for the day so he dropped me off at my place and I thanked him for a lovely evening.

“I don’t know where I fit into your plans Jack but I want you to know that I’m willing to roll with the punches. I really enjoy being with you and being part of your life but I have obvious limitations and you have certain needs. I just want you to know that I understand that and that I’m happy to play whatever part I can for as long as I can,” I said.

“You make me feel guilty sometimes honey because I’ve had all these women and you’ve only been with one man. Don’t you ever think about going out with other guys? I mean if nothing else you’d see how lucky you are to be with me,” Jack said jokingly.

“I already know how lucky I am,” I replied as I kissed him. “The question is do you know how lucky you are?”

It was kind of said in jest but it did make me think about being with other men. Now that I was totally addicted to cock I would surely seek it elsewhere once things ended with Jack but maybe playing the field a little for myself would keep me from obsessing about Jack so much. Of course that was not without its own difficulties. Jack knew my secret so he understood that I was only female when I took a pill. I wasn’t really anxious to share that information with other people but I also didn’t like the idea of pretending I was a real woman when I wasn’t. When it was just Jack fucking me in a room somewhere it didn’t matter but I did feel funny about the deception when we went to those business meetings or at the party. I tended to be a very honest person by nature, or at least I liked to think that I was.

A one-night-stand might work. Just go out and get picked up in a bar or a club. Let some guy fuck my brains out and never see him again. That had some potential. Unfortunately I found it difficult to get excited by that idea. It wasn’t just cock that I wanted I wanted Jack’s cock. And I wanted to be with Jack. It seemed so strange, considering the fact that the asshole had basically blackmailed me into this whole situation, but things had just gone in a direction I never could have anticipated. I was in love with Jack Duncan more than anyone I had ever been in love with before. And the more I got to know him the more I loved him.


CHAPTER 14:

“So how are things going with you and Jack?” asked my father.

“Fine...great actually,” I replied.

My dad had called me in for another meeting but I hadn’t expected Jack to be the topic of discussion. It put me in a tricky situation because nothing had really changed between us as two men but everything had changed with me as a woman.

“Glad to hear it. It sounds like you must have done some bonding on that business trip like I thought you might,” said my father.

The conversation was so weird out of context that I almost laughed. We had definitely bonded but I didn’t think my father would want to know that our bonding included me sucking Jack’s cock and swallowing his cum.

“Since your last trip went so well I was thinking of sending you two to the convention in San Diego,” my dad continued.

“Great. I look forward to it,” I said.

“Just remember that I’m behind you 100% whatever you need to do.”

“I appreciate that,” I said as I wondered just what the hell he meant.

My father was about as straight a shooter as you could find so telling me that he would back whatever I needed to do didn’t sound like business advice. He’d never approve of shady dealings or underhanded practices, and I’m not even sure what I could do at the convention that was unethical even if I wanted to. It was just an opportunity to shake some hands and introduce ourselves to some prospective clients.

I had told him that things were going great with Jack so there was no reason for my dad to be implying anything in that direction, like I should push Jack out of the way or something. I probably shouldn’t have been so obsessed about some offhand comment my father made but I was kind of paranoid about talking to him where Jack was involved.

Suddenly it hit me. Someone must have mentioned the sexy girl with the short skirt who showed up on our business trip. My dad could have spoken to someone on the phone who complimented the presentation Katherine Tate had made. He would know that there was no Katherine Tate working for this company and that Jack and I were the only employees who were supposed to be on that trip.

I started to freak out but then I calmed myself back down. There would be no reason for my dad to suspect that I was Katherine Tate, although Tate being my mom’s maiden name was kind of a giveaway. Maybe he didn’t know anything about Katherine Tate but had heard something about a sexy secretary. My father would likely blame Jack for that. He would assume she was a prostitute or some babe Jack had brought along to keep him company. So it was possible that my dad was either saying he didn’t have a problem with us bringing a sexy girl into the mix or that he didn’t have a problem with me putting my foot down and telling Jack not to do it. He had encouraged me to ride Jack hard if necessary, which instantly made me horny again just thinking about how much I enjoyed riding him.

I figured I should check with Jack to see if his father had said anything to him. I was really looking forward to going to San Diego as Kat with Jack but not if we were going to cause some big problem for the company.

Jack assured me he hadn’t heard anything and told me I was being paranoid, which I already knew. He also sent me a package with the outfit he wanted me to wear to bed on our first night in San Diego and I couldn’t wait to wear it for him.

Since we were driving down to the convention and didn’t need to board a plane I just went ahead and took my pill before Jack picked me up. I didn’t even pack any male clothes for this trip. When we arrived we checked into the hotel, and Jack checked into my panties but we needed to get to the convention so I managed to show some small of degree of restraint and made him take his hand out.

“Later,” I said. “My pussy will still be there after we get our work done.”

“I know, but you look so good and I want to hear that little sound you make when I’m pinching your nipples,” Jack replied. “I want that for my ringtone.”

“That would be distinct but probably not too professional,” I gently chided him.

“You can be such a buzz kill.”

“Where business is concerned that can be very true but I’d hardly say that being willing to become a woman and parading around the convention hall with my tits hanging out is exactly the behavior of someone who is really a buzz kill,” I pointed out.

“But no panties this time.”

“I’m going to be on my feet the whole time. Nobody is going to know,” I told him.

“I’ll know,” Jack replied.

“Fine,” I said with a shrug before I reached under my skirt and wiggled out of my underwear.”

For the convention I was basically functioning as the sexy secretary again, trailing alongside Jack, holding the briefcase, and flaunting my boobs for all to enjoy. It was the kind of setting where Jack was better than I was, a lot of joking and shooting the shit, and not really talking about business. This was about making contacts and establishing relationships. If you shook enough hands some of those contacts would turn into actual meetings where serious business would be done, and that was more my area of expertise. My primary contribution was to make Jack look important by having such a hot assistant, and to make men want to talk to him. Of course Jack was very handsome so quite a few women wanted to talk to him too so it all worked out for the best.

After lunch things seemed to be slowing down on the convention floor and Jack suggested we go to the pool.

“We’re supposed to be working,” I reminded him.

“We’re going to be working. We’re just going to be working at the pool,” said Jack.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Things are pretty dead around here right now so let’s see if we can use you as bait to stir up a little activity. It’s still work, but we can get off our feet and enjoy a cold drink,” said Jack.

I did have a new bikini that I was anxious to show off, and standing around in heels all day had been kind of a drag, so I agreed to his plan. I made him change into his swim trunks and go down to the pool first because I knew if he saw me in my tiny little bikini we’d never get out of the room.

When I made my appearance at the pool area Jack was indeed already working. He was sitting at a table under an umbrella having drinks with two potential clients who had also decided to play hooky from the convention floor. All eyes turned to me as I walked up to the table.

“Here’s my girl now,” said Jack. “I’ve been telling these gentlemen what a great swimmer you are.”

“She’s certainly got the lungs for it,” one of the men joked.

“Why don’t you show off your diving skills honey while I finish up here?” said Jack, who gave me a playful swat on the rump as I turned and headed for the diving board.

Swimming was actually one sport I was pretty good at it, and I could handle myself on a diving board. I knew the party at Jack’s table were watching me closely and I noticed quite a few other people seemed to be riveted as well.

I casually toed the board and got ready to take the plunge. I was a bit rusty so I didn’t attempt anything crazy, not that anyone really gave a shit about my technique. I executed my dive flawlessly, hit the water, and came back up...topless. My suit was designed for show not for sport and my top had come completely off. I quickly retrieved it and put it back on, after making sure that the gentlemen at Jack’s table got a nice look at my bare boobs before I did.

Apparently they were quite impressed...by something, and when Jack told me who they represented I was the one who was impressed. They were from a major firm that we were very anxious to do business with and landing a meeting with them pretty much made the whole trip worthwhile.

“That was a stroke of genius,” said Jack when we were enjoying some champagne back in our room.

“I wish I could take credit but it was a total accident. I’ve never been swimming in a bikini before and I didn’t realize how easily it could fall off,” I said.

“Well it worked, that’s the main thing. Of course it wasn’t just your tits, I had charmed the socks off them before you even got there but you were definitely the icing on the cake,” said Jack.

“I think you like me showing off my body.”

“I do,” said Jack. “And it’s quite a body to show off, but they only get to look, and they know I get to fuck you and all they can do is jack off and dream.”

“You seem pretty sure about that,” I said.

“Oh, did you decide to branch out and even the score?”

“No,” I said as I put down my champagne and got on my knees. “I don’t want anybody but you Jack, but you already knew that.”

Then his cock was in my mouth and the taste of champagne would be replaced by something I enjoyed even more.


CHAPTER 15:

“You like it when I tell you to do things, don’t you?” said Jack as we were basking in the afterglow of some seriously great fornicating.

“Sometimes, I guess,” I replied a little suspiciously. “What did you have in mind? You want me to walk down to the ice machine naked or something?”

“Now that’s an idea, but it wasn’t what I was thinking of so let’s put a pin in that for the moment.”

“So what do you want me to do?”

“I want you to stay female for the rest of your life,” he replied.

“Believe me, I want that too but it’s not really an option,” I said with a laugh.

“Why not?”

“What do you mean why not? I’m Tom Bradshaw, that’s who I am and who I’ve been my whole life. I think people would notice if I just disappeared.”

“I’m not talking about Tom Bradshaw disappearing, at least not in some mysterious way. I’m talking about you changing your gender openly and living as a woman,” said Jack.

“That’s crazy, I can’t do that,” I protested.

“Why not? People change their gender. It happens all the time these days. I mean what if you suddenly couldn’t find any more of those pills, or they stopped working because you had taken too many of them? If it happened when you were female you’d be stuck that way,” said Jack. “Then you’d have to come out, so why not just choose to do it now? It’s what you really want isn’t it?”

“Of course it is,” I said, feeling the tears building up. “More than anything in the world. “I’ve never been happier or more confident or more fulfilled than I am when I’m a woman.”

“Is that all?” asked Jack.

“You want me to say it?” I sniffled. “Okay, I’ll say it. I love you Jack with all my heart and soul. I would love to love you openly and proudly. I would love to give you whatever any other woman could give you. Whatever it was that you wanted. Are you happy now you smug bastard? You’ve fucked every shred of manhood out of me and I love you for it.”

“I’ve never had a compliment like that before,” Jack said with a grin.

“Damn Jack why are you torturing me?”

“Oh, baby I’m not torturing you, you’re torturing yourself by living a life that isn’t what you really want,” said Jack as he held me in his arms and I sobbed softly on his shoulder. “It really makes sense when you think about it. We’re going to be business partners so why not be life partners as well? Bradshaw and Duncan is a family business so why not consolidate the business by consolidating our two families?”

“What?”

“Yeah, you’d be Katherine Alicia Bradshaw hyphen Duncan. I know it fucks up your cool initials but you’ll always be Princess to me,” said Jack.

“Wait a minute...are you suggesting that we get married?”

“Why not? My dad is always saying that being in business with someone is like being in a marriage...not that I’m implying that your dad and mine have ever done anything like we do,” Jack chuckled.

“Oh, God...I don’t even want to think about that,” I said.

“Well think about the marriage idea at any rate. Kick it around. It’s probably got some tax benefits but you know more about that shit than I do.”

“So what...I just walk into my dad’s office and say oh, by the way, I’m becoming a girl and I’m marrying Jack Duncan?”

“You might want to ease him into it a little, but if you think the direct approach is best go for it,” Jack suggested.

“How could I do that? I’ve spent my whole life being ashamed of the fact that I wasn’t half the man you are.”

“So give him another daughter he can be proud of. You’re a helluva woman Kat. And once you give him some grand kids he’ll forget all about everything else,” said Jack.

“Grand kids! Now you’re talking about knocking me up?” I gasped.

“Only if you want me to.”

“I think my head is going to explode,” I said.

“Relax honey we’re just brainstorming here. If you don’t like the marriage idea that doesn’t mean that you still won’t be happier being female,” said Jack.

“Of course I like the marriage idea. Do you like the marriage idea?”

“I suggested it didn’t I?”

“So you want to marry me?”

“Sure, why not?”

“But you don’t stay with any woman for long,” I reminded him.

“You’re not just any woman. As you pointed out you’re better,” said Jack. “You know I like the best of everything. Why shouldn’t I have the best wife? I’m sure you’d have me pussy whipped in no time.”

“I don’t want you to be pussy whipped, I just want you to love me enough not to cheat on me all the time,” I said.

“That sounds fair enough. Does that mean I can cheat on you some of the time?”

“Jesus, I thought I was the weird one.”

“All I want is for you to think this over,” said Jack. “And don’t worry so much about what your dad or anybody else thinks. Do what’s right for you.”

“Well I’ll tell you this much...you’re a rich guy and you know how much I like jewelry and fairy tale romances so if you seriously want to propose to me you better be on one knee and there better be a serious rock on my finger,” I said.

“Sure thing baby. I just thought it was better to float the idea out there first to see if you were open to it at all,” said Jack. “Now that we’ve got that out of the way why don’t you get your sexy ass down the hall and bring us some ice?”

I didn’t know whether he was kidding or not but I took him up on the dare and casually strolled to the door buck naked, with the ice bucket in my hand.

“Don’t wait up for me. Who knows who I might bump into in the hallway,” I said as I exited the room.

I immediately looked around and saw that the coast was clear and then sprinted as fast as I’d ever run in my life down the hall to the ice machine. I slapped some ice in the bucket and ran back as quickly as I could. That’s when I realized that I hadn’t taken my key along so I had to knock on the door desperately.

“Come on Jack...I know you can hear me,” I said through the door.

Then an older couple came walking by and I tried to cover myself with my arms over my breasts and the ice bucket covering my snatch. They gave me a pretty strange look but I just smiled and tried to act casual.

“Forgot my key,” I said sheepishly as they walked by.

The man turned and gave me another look but his spouse grabbed his arm and pulled him away. Eventually the door opened behind me and I managed to stroll in as casually as I had strolled out.

“Who were you talking to?” asked Jack.

“Just some guy I met,” I said as I put the ice bucket down on a table.

“I’m surprised you didn’t charge me for this,” Jack joked.

“Well I do expect you to consider my devotion when picking out that ring,” I replied.

“Duly noted.”


CHAPTER 16:

We had been drinking champagne so ice wasn’t really a pressing issue but it did get put to use anyway. Jack had me lie on the bed and he took two ice cubes and rubbed them all over my nipples, which got them hard as nails. Then he took his phone and set it on the pillow next to my head.

“What’s that for?” I asked.

“I told you, I want your nipple tweaking sounds for my ringtone,” Jack replied.

“I don’t make any special sounds when you tweak my nipples,” I protested.

“Oh yeah you do,” said Jack. “And we’re going to have a record of it.”

Jack very skillfully began to manipulate my hard nipples. He was very very good at it and it always got me terribly aroused but I was determined to remain silent throughout the process.

“Oooouuuummm...aaah...aaah...aaah,” I moaned in spite of myself.

Ultimately Jack got exactly what he wanted, as he so often did, but it didn’t really bother me. I liked giving Jack what he wanted, especially now that I knew how much he wanted me.

When he switched from tweaking to sucking my nipples I knew that I was about to cum but Jack had a new twist in mind.

“Now you suck on them,” he said.

I had done that once before back when I was first taking the pills and curious about my body but it didn’t really seem to do all that much for me. Of course I wasn’t already warmed up by a master and on the verge of an orgasm so it was much more interesting this time. It got even more interesting when he grabbed my lower torso and lifted it up into the air as he began to lick my pussy. I tried to keep sucking my nipples but I was getting off and squealing too much.

“Oh, Jack...Jack...you make me cum so hard. So haaaaaaaaaarrrrrd!”

I ended up getting flipped over and pounded from behind. I don’t know why it made me think of mating but Jack had mentioned knocking me up and this seemed like the classic way that a man impregnated his woman...not that I had any desire to be knocked up at the moment. I knew enough about the pills to know that you could get pregnant if you stayed female long enough but that never came close to happening. Instead of scaring me it was a strangely pleasant thought. Someday...maybe...Jack would cum inside me and we’d make a baby. The first Bradshaw/Duncan hybrid.

It was fun to dream about that but I knew I would never have the guts to face my father. It’s one thing if your son isn’t as good at sports as you would like, and has some interests that seem more feminine than masculine, but it’s quite another to drop a trans bombshell on someone and admit that you don’t want to be a man at all. Even if he wasn’t pissed off I was afraid that it would break his heart.

On the other hand maybe Jack was right and it would actually be easier to accept me as another daughter, once he got over the initial shock. But what about my shock? I had always assumed that Jack was not the marrying the type but I couldn’t see any reason why he would suggest it if he didn’t mean it. I had fallen head over heels for him and would work hard to be a good wife but I always got the feeling that Jack was just sort of toying with me. I was fun to be with as a girl and it gave him someone to play with on business trips, like this one. Yet it didn’t seem like he was just messing around with me.

We rarely used the word love. I was generally a little scared to say it because I didn’t want him to feel uncomfortable and because I didn’t want to make things seem too serious. I thought if I could just be that fun girl who was up for anything he’d be more interested in keeping me around but if I started talking about love and commitment and marriage he’d be done with me in a shot. The fact that he brought up the marriage idea was mind-boggling to me.

When Jack finally ejaculated inside me I thought of all those little sperms swimming around trying to impregnate me, which made me feel so womanly I thought I would burst. Most men I knew tended to cringe at the thought of carrying a life around inside them for nine months but I always thought that sounded beautiful. Of course I hadn’t done it yet so my enthusiasm might dampen a bit once I actually had to see it all the way through.

“What do you want from a wife Jack?” I asked as we were cuddling later.

“I don’t know. I’ve never had one so I don’t know what to expect,” he answered.

“Well I’d want to be a good wife but that’s not a lot to go on,” I said.

“I just want you baby. Can’t we figure it out as we go?” he replied.

Although that was kind of a typical response for him I had to admit that it did make a lot of sense. Having a baby sounded wonderful, and hopefully was, but it surely also had some difficulties and discomforts attached to it that you wouldn’t fully be prepared for until you experienced it for yourself. Marriage was probably similar in that respect. It was such a romantic idea but it obviously wasn’t all hearts and flowers. You were going to spend a hell of a lot of time around somebody and see them at their best and their worst and everything in between. Some people make it work and some don’t but you can’t always predict that.

“So do you have a big list of what you want from a husband?” asked Jack.

“No, surprisingly I don’t,” I said with a smile. “I’m up for figuring it out as we go. But just remember that if I’m out there in the world as a woman all the time there’s going to be a lot of men who want to tap this smoking hot ass so you better not take me for granted.”

“Like the guy you met in the hall?”

“Oh, that was just some old couple, but the dude would have totally thrown his wife down the stairs if he thought he had a shot at getting in my box,” I joked. “And I may be short as a guy but I’m tall as a girl and don’t think I couldn’t hold my own in cat fight if any of those rich bitches try to get too cozy with you.”

“Now that paints a picture,” Jack chuckled.

“Just don’t be a total fucking asshole, that’s all I’m really asking. I know that’s probably hard for you but at least make some effort,” I said with a shrug.

“Well, like you say, it may not be easy but for you baby I can certainly try.”

“If I think of anything else I’ll let you know. Now we should definitely try to get some sleep. We’ve got to hit the convention floor pretty early tomorrow.”

“Or we could just go to the beach and work on our tans,” Jack suggested.

“Shit, I should marry you just to keep the business from falling apart,” I teased.

“Yes, you definitely should.”


CHAPTER 17:

In the morning when we were getting ready to go back to the convention I heard the strangest sound.

“Oooouuuummm...aaah...aaah...aaah...oooouuuummm...aaah...aaah...aaah.”

“This is Jack,” Jack said casually as he picked up his phone and had a brief conversation.

“You didn’t,” I said as I stared at him once his call was complete.

“You saw me put the thing on your pillow. Got a nice clear recording don’t you think?”

“You can’t use that as your ringtone,” I sputtered.

Well I’ve got this one too if you think it’s better,” said Jack as he pushed a button on his phone.

“Oh, Jack...Jack...you make me cum so hard. So haaaaaaaaaarrrrrd!”

“Jesus, that will probably get you arrested,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s a little too specific. I think I’ll go with the first one. If anyone asks about it I can tell them I just got a puppy and they’ll think it’s cute.”

“Are you saying I sound like a puppy?”

“Get on that bed and I’ll make you sound like a whimpering bitch in heat,” Jack said with a grin.

I just shook my head and went in the bathroom to finish getting ready. I didn’t think Jack would keep that ringtone for very long but it was kind of flattering to know that my moaning had been immortalized.

As we walked around the convention floor that morning I started trying to picture what this would be like if I actually did come out as Katherine Bradshaw. I wouldn’t be pretending to be Jack’s secretary anymore but I might still dress like a provocative little tramp. It did seem to benefit the company, at least with some clients, and I did really enjoy flaunting my assets.

When we finished work we went to the beach and took a long walk. I thought we would talk about the convention or our future but we really didn’t say all that much, which was fine. It was beautiful just holding hands and watching the sun go down.

But this was all just vacation fantasy, even if it was a business trip and not actually a vacation. We were out here on our own away from the office and our homes and families. I could pretend to be Jack’s secretary or his associate or even his future wife and it was just a disguise that could easily be removed at any time. The real world was waiting for us back home but it could wait a little longer.

When I did get back I went to see my sister. She had always advocated for me to embrace my femininity and live my life as a woman so she seemed like the person who would most understand what I was wrestling with.

“I know that I’m better as a woman and that I love being female and I can’t think of anything more wonderful than being able to just admit that to the world,” I said.

“Good for you,” said Bev. “I always knew that was what you really wanted.”

“But wait, there’s more,” I joked. “I’m in love. Madly, deeply, totally in love with a man who I think wants to marry me.”

“Wow, that didn’t take very long,” said Beverly.

“What?”

“I mean I assume we’re talking about Jack Duncan.”

“Well...yeah. Why do I suddenly get the feeling that you know more about this than I do?”

“Ah...don’t get mad but I confess to having had a hand in this whole thing.”

“You mean this is all just some kind of a big joke?” I stammered.

“No, nothing like that. It’s just that I knew that you wanted to be female but that you needed a little push in the right direction. I figured some guy pushing you with his cock would probably get you over the hump...so to speak,” my sister said apprehensively. “And it looks like it worked.”

“You told Jack my secret?” I gasped.

“Not directly, but I sort of anonymously gave him the links,” said Bev. “I didn’t know if he’d actually do anything about it but knowing him I thought there was a good chance. And knowing what I know about you two I figured there was a good chance you’d hit it off.”

“Holy fuck!” I gasped again. “What made you think we’d hit it off?”

“You’ve always been in love with him, haven’t you? Or at least had a crush on him. I know you saw him as a rival but the way you talked about him, and even the way you looked at him sometimes made me suspect that you were really crazy about him. And he is hot so who could blame you for being attracted? I mean you’ve been talking about how manly that guy is for like ever,” said my sister with a laugh. “And now it sounds like you can get what you’ve always wanted if you just reach out and take it.”

“But dad would never…”

“Ah...mom and dad both know and they’re totally cool with it,” said Bev as she squinted as if in anticipation of being punched in the face. “I sort of told them what I was up to.”

“And was Jack in on this too?” I inquired.

“Only in the sense that I tipped him off about your pill popping habit. Whatever he did with that information is between you two guys,” Bev replied. “If you’re going to hit me can you punch me in the stomach or something. I’ve got a date and I don’t want my face all bruised up.”

Suddenly I flung myself on Beverly, but not to pummel her. I hugged her tightly and started to cry.

“I should probably kick the shit out of you but I’m too happy,” I said between my tears. “Your plan was so fucking stupid but it worked perfectly.”

“Awesome, but maybe don’t hug me quite so tight. I think you’re cracking my ribs.”

“Sorry,” I said as I released her from my death grip.

“So you and Jack are going to get married,” said Bev. “And he’s down with that plan?”

“It was his idea,” I replied.

“Even better.”

“We talked about it on our business trip but I’m making him do the whole romantic proposal thing so we’ll see how serious he is,” I explained.

“But you’re still going to become a woman no matter what happens with Jack, right?”

“Well, if mom and dad are really cool with it, like you say, I don’t see why not. You’ve always been in favor of it, and the people at the company are going to be working for me someday so I don’t think they’ll make too much of a fuss, and everybody else will just have to deal with it,” I said. “You certainly made this a lot easier for me I must say.”

“Cool. I’m finally going to have that big sister I’ve always wanted,” said Bev happily.

“Yeah, I guess you are,” I replied, trying to let the words sink in a little more.


CHAPTER 18:

It was a great sense of relief moving forward with my plan to transition but I also felt kind of stupid for having projected my own fears and feelings of inadequacy onto my father. If I had spoken up sooner I might have gotten to this point a lot faster. Of course things would all have gone very differently had I become a girl back in college, or high school, or even earlier. I couldn’t change my past but I could change my future.

Our family attorney handled most of the routine paperwork but we brought in a specialist to tidy things up since my transition was not the normal kind and there were some issues with the legality of the drug in question but that’s what lawyers are for and eventually I was declared legally female.

I went to work like usual except that I dressed differently. (And definitely not quite as slutty as Katherine Tate liked to do.) There were a few jokes behind my back, and a few times where people forgot and called me Tom, but on the whole things went pretty smoothly.

Even though I dressed more conservatively I was still just as big a slut as ever so occasionally I would treat Jack to a BJ under his desk or a quickie bent over it but in general I managed to focus on my work most of the time.

It was actually surprisingly easy to adjust to my new role in life as a woman. Obviously it had always been my desire to be more feminine but falling in love with Jack really made the whole idea of being female for life so much more appealing. And of course Jack had unlocked my true sexual desires and brought them out into the open, sometimes literally, like when I blew him on a golf course.

When Jack didn’t propose right away I wondered whether he might be getting cold feet but it turned out that he was just waiting for me to be sure of my decision to become a woman. It was certainly a nice gesture on his part, and surprisingly practical thinking for Jack because it would have been a total cluster fuck to rush into a marriage only for me to discover that I hadn’t thought the whole thing through and wanted to go back to being male. Fortunately we had nothing to worry about because each and every day that I lived as a woman was a delight and a joy.

I didn’t push for a big wedding but I was marrying the only son of Diedre Phyllis Millhouse-Duncan so it was going to be a big social event whether I wanted it to be or not. As it turned out I didn’t have to be dragged kicking and screaming into my fairy tale princess wedding and I became just as obsessed and neurotic as any bride. Of course it wasn’t just a marriage it was a merging of the two partner families in the business that our fathers had started and somehow it felt like that was always how things were meant to be, even if it took a strange set of circumstances that make that apparent.

Someday Jack and I would probably have children, and if they were interested in carrying on the family business that would be great but I certainly wasn’t going to push them into it. As important as the company had always been to me it was only a business and wouldn’t last forever anyway. And although I had always been a work before play kind of person I had definitely learned that happiness was more important than business and that sometimes you needed to put play ahead of work...or in my case do the two simultaneously.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I’ve written a few books that featured gender change in a business setting but instead of being done to go under cover or to advance someone’s career I thought it would be interesting if the trans aspect of the protagonist was already established as a secret identity that unintentionally crosses over into the business environment with surprising results.

It’s also a slightly different work for me in that Katherine only has one sex partner throughout the entire story. Usually there’s a variety of boning before the heroine finds her true love but Jack is the one, even if he doesn’t seem like it at the beginning.
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