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Introduction by Ann


—o—


 


Dear Readers,


 


This is an
alternate ending.  Be aware of that, please.  It is only one chapter.


 


I have received so
many requests to provide a specific alternate ending where Christopher
gives in to Monica that I can barely count them.  Clearly, Monica struck a
nerve.  Well, who am I to deny the public, right?  So here it is.


 


This ending
replaces the original Chapter 12 from Part 3 of Editor in Panties.  Read
this instead of the original Chapter 12 if you are seeking a “Monica-specific”
ending.


 


Hopefully, you
enjoy this!


 


With love,


Ann :)

















Chapter Twelve: “The
End”


—o—


 


Would
Christopher go back?


He would.


 


—o—


 


Christopher sat
at his desk waiting for Monica.  He wore black dress pants, a dark purple
blouse with a draped-bow neckline, and black slingbacks.  It was over.  Monica
had won.  Any shot of winning his freedom was gone.  At best, he would always
be a secretary from now on.  He didn’t want that.  Not to mention, trying to
stay after Monica crushed him so thoroughly would be like crawling back to
her.  She would own him body and soul if he did that.  That was too
emasculating.


And of course,
there was no way Monica would let him stay now either.  He’d tried to take her
job and failed.  He was surprised they even let him into the building this
morning.


In fact, the
only reason he was here was to confront her.


She may have
gotten her way, but he was going to tell her exactly how he felt about her and
the things she’d done.  Maybe that would give her a few sleepless nights, he
thought.  What’s more, he was going to resign.  He didn’t care if she tried to
fire him or even if she had already fired him, he wanted the dignity of
slapping his letter of resignation upon her desk and walking out proudly. 
Whatever the future held, it would be on his terms.


Monica arrived a
few minutes later.  She stormed off the elevator as she always did.  Today she
wore a light gray skirt suit, which almost appeared the color of milk, and
textured almond pumps.  She wore a knee-length fur coat over it and white
gloves.  She tottered over to his desk.  There was a sense of triumph about
her, but surprisingly, no sense of anger.


“No coffee?” she
said in what passed for her incredulous tone.


Christopher
shook his head.


Monica dropped
her purse onto his desk.  Then she pulled off her gloves and dropped those as
well before adding her coat to the pile.  She stared at him the entire time.


“Shall I take
that as your resignation?” said Monica.


“If you like.”


Monica picked up
her mail and moved to her office.  Christopher chased after her.  She sat down
on the couch that formed the sitting area in her office rather than her desk. 
Christopher came and stood before her.


“It’s too bad
you’ve chosen to run away,” she said in her calm, indifferent manner.  “You
were becoming a worthwhile secretary.  Not as good as Emma, of course, but you
had distinct promise.”


Christopher’s
eyebrow went up.  “You expect me to stay?”


“Naturally.”


Christopher was
shocked.  “Just like that?  Even after I tried to go over your head?”


She smirked with
her eyes.  “There was never any possibility of you succeeding.”  She said this
in such an indifferent way that it made Christopher blush.  Her indifference made
a mockery of all his efforts.  While he had struggled in what he saw as a
titanic fight, she saw this all as merely brushing him aside like a fly.  He
felt very foolish and very insignificant suddenly.


But why did she
still want him here?


“Does she just
want me to agree to stay so she can fire me?” he asked himself.  “No, she could
fire me right now if she wanted and get the same satisfaction.  She could have
fired me last night too.  Is she being kind?  Ha!  Hardly.  Keep your enemies
closer?  No.  This makes no sense!”


Only, it did.


Christopher slowly
realized he was a trophy.  She had defeated him, crushed him.  She had
emasculated him.  Demoted him.  Stripped him of his manhood even.  By keeping
him around, she could display him as a monument to her triumph.  She wanted him
to stay so she could gloat over him and show him off!  A chill came over him. 
He suddenly wanted to prove he was not powerless.


“The Board—” he
said, trying to save some face.


“The Board obeys
me.”


That failed.


“I could walk
out of here right now,” he said.


Monica’s eyebrow
went up just a hint, changing her expression to a mocking doubt.  It was as if
she’d said, “I dare you.”


He suddenly felt
surprisingly uncertain.  Why hadn’t he stormed out of here?  What did she
know?  Could it be he was really considering her offer?  No, he wasn’t.  He
couldn’t be.  Could he?  He licked his lips nervously.


“You’re
saying... all I have to do,” he started snidely, “is go back to my desk and—”


He hesitated.


“—go back to my
desk and—”


He struggled to
say it.  His heart was pounding.


“Go back and— be
your happy, little almost-Emma?” he said.  Only, his tone was no longer snide. 
It was unsure.  Was he really considering it?


A dark smile
appeared upon Monica’s face.  This was the first true smile Christopher had
ever seen upon her face and it genuinely frightened him.  It frightened him to
think of the emotion she must be summoning to produce it and it frightened him
how strangely attracted he suddenly felt to her proposal.  There was no way he
could stay.  Yet, he couldn’t bring himself to say no.


“Not quite,”
said Monica smugly.


Christopher
tensed.


“There will be
one small act required before I overlook your attempted coup d’etat,”
said Monica.  Her tone was indifferent on the surface, but Christopher knew her
well enough to sense something in it... she was savoring this.


He licked his
lips nervously.  “Wh— what would I need to do?”


“A simple kiss.”


An awful silence
then followed.  It was the kind of silence that could break a man and
Christopher almost broke as it enveloped him; he fought against the need to end
the silence to ask what kind of kiss she wanted.  It took incredible will, but
he held out for Monica to speak.


Only, she
didn’t.


Instead, Monica
slowly crossed her legs, drawing attention to her foot, which hung in the air
between them, encased in the textured almond pump.


She wanted
him to kiss it.


Christopher
stared at it, taking in every detail of her shoe from its pointed toe to its
sharp heel, from the curve at which it held her foot to the almost woven
texture of the almond material.  He could tell how the shoe felt to wear, how
stable the heel was, and how it pinched her toes.  He began to breathe
heavily.  His palms were sweaty.  His heart raced.  He was fairly sure his
nipples pressed into his bra.


She wanted
him to kiss it.


Christopher licked
his lips nervously.  Was he really thinking about doing this?  How could he?!  To
kiss her foot would be an act of total emasculation.  To kiss her foot would be
to surrender into slavery to this evil woman, slavery with no boundaries to
this woman who had shown she reveled in destroying those who crossed her.  If
he lowered himself to his knees and kissed her foot, he would be forever hers
to command in any demeaning, humiliating, emasculating manner she wanted and
they both knew it.  There was nothing she could not ask.  What’s more, she was
making it very clear she intended to exercise that power to its fullest if he
surrendered.  He could never agree to that.


So why was he
struggling to refuse?


Why did
something inside him seem to want this?


The next few
seconds felt like an eternity.  Monica stared devilishly at him as he stared
helplessly at her foot, knowing it was a trap but unable to look away.  His
rational mind screamed for him to leave, to save his dignity, rescue his
manhood, rescue his freedom.  But the other part of him would not let him. 
That part imagined all the humiliations he had endured these past few months
and how shockingly aroused each had made him and it yearned for more.  It
yearned for more!


He genuinely did
not know which way he would go.


Then he decided.


 


—o—


 


Christopher lowered
himself to his knees.  He couldn’t believe he was doing this!  How could he
surrender like this?!  To her of all people?!  Queen Monica!  The evil
Queen!  He had been fighting her for his very soul, and now he was giving
in when he could just walk away?!  Why didn’t he walk away?!  Why couldn’t he?!


“Don’t do this,”
he told himself.


Then Christopher
was on his knees.


He slowly bent
forward bringing his lips toward Monica’s foot.


Then Monica made
it worse... of course.  As his lips approached the top of her pointy shoe, Monica
flexed her toes and the textured almond stiletto pump encasing her foot popped
off her heel with an audible “POP” noise.  It dangled from the tips of
her toes.  Worse yet, with her toes bent upward, the shoe pointed upward, which
placed the sole of the shoe between her foot and his lips.


She intended
that he kiss the sole of her shoe.


She wanted him
to lower himself beneath her feet.


For a tiny
moment, his pride returned.  It told him to refuse.  To stand up and walk
away.  It wasn’t too late.  He could still salvage something of his dignity. 
He could walk out, find another job.  Be his own man.  Leave on his terms. 
Don’t give this woman what she wants.


And yet...


Christopher leaned
forward and pressed his lips against her shoe.  The sole of Monica’s shoe was
hardened leather.  It was rigid and shiny and smelled of new leather, but it
was also already scraped and scuffed from Monica’s walk to the office.  The
touch of his lips against her shoes seemed to drain him of his manhood.  He
felt sick to his stomach.


Could this get
any worse, he wondered?


It could.


Monica now spoke.


“Did you really
think you could replace me?” she said with icy incredulity.


Christopher
shrank.  He felt so weak, so foolish.  And the fact she was lecturing him as he
kissed her sole was humiliating.  He tried to pull his lips away from her shoe
at least, but found he couldn’t.


“I have run this
magazine for twenty years,” continued Monica.  Her tone was measured,
indifferent as always, but held traces of a frustration, a frustration that
spoke to the significance of her victory over this troublesome young man, a
young man who dared to question her.  Her!


Monica let out a
single cynical laugh.


“I am Rogue,
Christopher!  Me.  Did you not realize that?” she scoffed.  “Every word,
every photo, they are mine.  Every time anyone picks up Rogue, they are
looking directly into my very soul, and I am filling theirs.  Rogue does
not exist without me.  What are you to that?”


What was he to
that?  He’d been a man with pretensions to be an editor, a man with hubris to
replace Monica.  Now?  Now he was a man defeated.  No, not a man... a feminized
man.  A man without a dick.  A man who could feel women’s breasts upon his
chest tugging him toward the earth.  A man who kissed the ground beneath this
woman’s feet.  This... this powerful woman.  What was he to that?


His penis
started to rise.  He knew the reason too: she was right.


“Did you really
think the Board would replace me?” she scoffed incredulously.  “With you?!”


Monica flexed
her toes and caused the shoe to fall away.  She pushed her foot forward now, stopping
just before his lips.  She wanted him to come to her.  He did.  He moved
forward and planted his lips on her toes.  Christopher could smell hints of
sweat and leather, lotion and her sweet perfume.  It was the smell of
subjugation, the smell of surrender.


Christopher’s tiny
penis stood as hard as it got.


“To think,”
continued Monica smugly, “you thought ‘the male perspective’ meant you!  You!” 
She let out a cynical laugh.  “What do you know of the male perspective?”


Monica shook her
head.  She pulled her foot away.


His penis shrank
again.


She looked him
up and down.  He felt smaller and smaller, insignificant.


Suddenly, there
was a change.  Monica’s emotion vanished.  It was as if everything was somehow
normal again.  Monica brushed back his bangs with her fingers.  She gave him
the same critical look she gave models when she was preparing them for a
shoot.  She shook her head slightly.


“Addy can fix
that,” she said of his hair.  “Your makeup as well.”


Her eye
continued to wander methodically over him.  Then she ran her hand down the
front of his blouse.


“We will need to
correct your wardrobe as well.”


Christopher felt
helpless.  Whatever was happening, his rebellion – if you wanted to call it
that – was over and he now belonged to her as surely as if he was one of the
many models who came through the magazine.  He was hers, to be adjusted and
correct at her discretion.


He was now
Monica’s property.


His penis
started to rise once more at this thought.


Meanwhile, Monica
slipped her hand inside the draped-bow neckline of his collar and pulled it
down one shoulder.  It was wide enough to slide down his arm just enough to
expose the flesh-colored bra beneath... and his breast within.


Christopher felt
a tingle race down his spine!


His penis
jumped.  Everything throbbed.  This was deeply humiliating.  Yet, at the same
time, he dared not resist.  What’s more, he found himself becoming aroused.  Monica
could see in the flesh the extent to which she had taken his manhood... she
could see his breast!  Her victory.


Still, she
showed no emotion.


Monica slid her
fingers over the breast, examining it as she had his hair and makeup and
wardrobe.


It was a pretty
breast, a feminine breast.  It had a large nipple with an enlarged areola. 
This was not the chest of a man in any way.  This was the breast of a woman. 
It was round, yet firm.  It gave to the touch, but only so far.  This was not
fat or flab.  It was feminine breast tissue.


As such, this
was a tremendous source of shame for Christopher.  It marked him as no longer a
man.  Even more, it marked how Monica had managed to change him.  This was
proof that could not be hidden or explained that she had taken his manhood and
morphed him into something else.  It was proof he could never really be a man
again, no matter what happened.  He would always recall having this most
feminine structure be a part of him.


Monica ran her
finger over the cup of his bra.


Christopher
could feel her fingers through the stiff material of the bra.  Where they went,
the blood raced away and his nerves tingled.  His penis throbbed and another
chill ran down his spine.


Monica
indifferently slipped her fingers inside the cup of his bra and pulled it down
letting his breast squeeze out over the top of the cup.  The breast now stood
on its own.  It was rounded, a globe, not a mere bump or pile of flab.  It had
heft and strength.  It had shape.  It was a woman’s breast.


The nipple too
was hard, like a woman’s.


Monica moved her
fingers around testing the tissue.


Christopher’s
penis throbbed.  Not only the idea that this woman saw his shame, but that she
was touching his breast... playing with it... judging it... and doing so
so casually, was humiliating and arousing.  His penis throbbed as it had not in
weeks.  He could feel a terrifying rhythm building inside his panties and he
needed to use all his will to resist stroking himself.


Monica’s fingers
explored the breast, looking for imperfections.


As she did,
Christopher recalled all the humiliations he’d endured from her.  From being
treated like something beneath her to the feminizations, bit by bit, to her
insulting and demeaning manner.  He recalled failing time and again in trying
to outwit her.  Falling ever deeper into a web of her making.


His penis
throbbed and swelled.  The rhythm intensified.


Monica reached
his nipple in her examination.  It was like a rubber tip on a balloon or soft
hose, stiff but with no strength, an ephemeral substance.  It was hard though
and it stood up, letting her know he was turned on.  She showed no interest. 
Instead, she pushed it side to side as if measuring it with her mind.


When she touched
it with her finger, his heart stopped for an instant.  His penis gave a mighty
throb.  And then another.


And then she
slipped her thumb to the bottom of his areola and two fingers to the top and
she pinched and she squeezed.


Pain.


Tension.


Humiliation.


Pleasure.


He exploded in
his panties.  Load after load of hot fluid shot from his shrunken manhood into
the delicate feminine panties that now held him.  It was as if his manhood
surrendered, and did so willingly...


When it ended,
he knew it was over.


He was hers.


“Perhaps some
augmentation,” said Monica as if to herself.


Monica now
leaned back slightly once more.  She withdrew her hand, leaving his breast with
its erect nipple exposed.  She then presented her foot once more.


“My shoe.”


Christopher felt
too small, too weak to resist.  But even more, he found he no longer wanted to
resist.  He had admitted this to himself finally:  he wanted to be dominated. 
He wanted to be controlled.  He wanted to be humiliated by this woman.  He
didn’t know why.  He might never understand it, but he wanted it.  It brought
him comfort, a comfort others could never understand.  It was the same feeling
he had chased with Vanessa, but Vanessa was no Monica.  At one point, he
recalled describing Monica as “sitting atop them all, like God in stilettos.”  He
saw that now.  That was how it was meant to be.


Christopher
picked up her shoe and slipped it on her foot.


It made a
damning popping sound:  POP!


“I will have
lunch with Ali Vaughn on Wednesday,” said Monica as if she was giving
instruction to any regular secretary in any regular setting.  Her tone gave no
hint of anything unusual or of the nipple pointed at her.  “I want two
reservations for the Parlance Lounge at noon.  Arrange a car as well, something
comfortable.”


“Yes, Ma’am.”


“We will also
need a new ‘Assistant Editor’ opposite Vanessa.  Prepare an advertising notice
for the position for my review,” she added with her indifferent tone.  That had
been his position.  Apparently, he was to be merely a secretary now.


Christopher
shrank even more.  “Yes— yes, Ma’am.”


KNOCK! 
KNOCK!  There came a knock at the door.


Christopher’s
heart raced.


“Enter,” said
Monica coldly.


Christopher
slipped his breast back into his bra as fast as he could and pulled his blouse
back into place.  He shot to his feet.


Walter Beltly,
President of the Board of Directors of Rogue, popped his head through
the door.  He was smiling.  He immediately saw Christopher standing before
Monica.


“Ah, good
morning.  Just the ones I wanted to see,” he said and he came over to them.  He
was holding Christopher’s article.  It had been taped back together.  “Was this
your article, young man?”


Christopher looked
utterly confused.  “That?  My article?”


“Yes, we found
it.  That is, I found it.  I was getting ready to leave and I saw an envelope
in the bin with the Board’s name on it.  Naturally, I opened the envelope and
found this, whereupon, I read the article.  Brilliant.  Positively brilliant.”


“It is?” gasped
Christopher.


“Yes, and I saw
your name on it.”


Monica glared
coldly.  Christopher could feel her eyes burn into the back of his head.  Was
this a chance to escape her clutches?  Had his plan somehow worked after all?  Had
he possibly been saved?!  His heart raced even faster.


“Brilliant piece
of writing,” continued Beltly.  “As I’ve been saying for some time, Rogue
needs a fresh perspective, some new blood as it were.  This article?  This is
precisely the sort of thing I was meaning.  Did you write this?”


Christopher
glanced at Monica.  She looked strangely calm... almost smug.  Christopher
didn’t understand that.  If he told this man that he’d written this article,
the man clearly intended to offer Christopher everything he had hoped: a true
editor position at the least, perhaps being made the new menswear editor,
possibly even replacing Monica as editor of Rogue itself.  This could be
a surprise victory for him over her!  How could she be so calm?


Christopher
looked back at the man, whose expectant face confirmed it all.


Then he glanced
back at Monica.  In his mind, he saw everything she had done to him.  He saw
the humiliations, the embarrassments, the emasculations.  He saw her making him
wear women’s suit and heels, making him let Addy paint his nails and do his
hair, the debasements imposed upon him by the other staff who knew he was a man
being feminized by Monica.  He saw himself on his knees moments before as she
told him to advertise his own position!


He felt the
times she made him crawl and beg and plead with her merciless demands.  He saw
himself fetching her food, gathering her laundry.  He saw it all.  Felt it
all.  Every single last humiliation, right down to sucking on her toes moments
before.


Only...


As these
memories came to him, he thought they would make him angry.  That they would
fill him with resolve, the same feeling he’d clung to in his fight to beat
her.  But they didn’t.  Instead, each vision, each memory brought with it a
sense of softness, of surrender, of comfort.


His penis grew
once more.


“Monica wrote it,”
he said to his own utter shock.


“She did?”


Christopher
nodded.  “I only added little pieces.  She was training me for the future.”


He felt utterly
insignificant saying this, and that turned him on.


The man smiled
at Monica.  “Brilliant as always, Monica.”


“Thank you,
Walter,” said Monica in as warm a tone as she could achieve.


“Well, I need to
run.  I have a plane to catch.  See you at the next Board meeting.”  And with
that, he left.


Christopher
turned back to Monica, unsure of what he’d done or why.  His eyes met hers,
hoping for some understanding, some explanation of what had just happened.  She
had known.  He saw that in her eyes.  How did she know though?  Even he didn’t
know, but she had.  He bit his lip and waited helplessly.


“How much longer
must I wait for my coffee?” said Monica in her cold, imperial tone.


That was all he
would get.


 


—o—


 


Christopher
finished making the corrections from the red-lined document Monica had dropped
on his desk.  He hit print, to have a copy printed.  He would get it in a
moment and take it to Monica.  As he adjusted the papers on his desk before
doing that, Vanessa appeared at his desk.


“If it isn’t my
favorite secretary,” she said.


Word of
Christopher’s lost title had gotten around the magazine.  He shuddered whenever
anyone mentioned it.  It was a humiliation meant to remind him of his place,
but there was nothing he could do about it accept swallow his pride.  He was a
secretary now, no longer an editor.


“And how is the
new Emma?” asked Vanessa.


“I’m not Emma.”


“No, you’re
better.  You and Emma let Monica show the world the power she had.  Only in
Emma’s case, all Emma gave her was time and dedication.  You gave Monica your
manhood.  Imagine how much better that makes you!”


Christopher
blushed.


Vanessa
giggled.  “Of course, what Monica doesn’t know is how much that turns you on,
does she?”


The memory of
kneeling before Monica, kissing her foot drifted into Christopher’s mind:  Monica
knew.  “Can I do something for you?” he asked to change the conversation.


Vanessa
smirked.  “My offer still stands.”


“To become your
sissy slave?”


Vanessa smiled
slyly and nodded her head.


“I thought that
ended when I— when I took the job with Monica,” said Christopher.


“A girl can have
two mistresses.”


“Monica keeps me
pretty busy.”


“There are still
nights and weekends.”  Vanessa smirked before adding, “Besides, some day, I’m
going to run this place.  I’ll need my own Emma then.”  She paused.  “No...
I’ll need my own Christina.”


 


The End


—o—
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