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Introduction by Ann

	 

	Dear Readers,

	What would you do if a mysterious package appeared on your desk containing a naughty little feminine surprise? Would you have the courage to risk the adventure being offered to you, or would you throw it away?

	That’s the question Henry Logan faces when a package containing a pair of panties arrives unexplained on his desk. He’s the boss and he can’t let someone just send him panties, but what if he does? What if, against all better judgment, he decides to see where this strange gift leads him? How far will Henry totter down the rabbit hole!

	In many ways, this is one of my favorite fantasies as I suspect it is for many of you: the fantasy of the mystery woman who helps us embrace our feminine desires and become the men, or women, we were meant to be. So read on and see how Henry handles it.

	I hope you enjoy this. There are certainly some scenes in this I suspect you will read over and over... I did. As always, let me know your thoughts!

	With love,

	Ann :)

	P.S. If you haven’t signed up for my monthly newsletter, you can do so here: https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website. All you need is an email address. You won’t regret it.

	 


Chapter One: “A Little Surprise”

	 

	Henry Logan sat at the head of the conference table. He wasn’t happy. He’d worked very hard to make his business a success only to discover that being a success meant needing to work even harder. It all seemed a bit like a trap in hindsight. He longed to find some freedom again, to have a little fun. But how? Work had taken over his life. His friends had all gotten married and moved on with their lives. He’d never had time for a serious relationship. What was left? Life seemed to have hit a dead end for him.

	Of course, it didn’t help his mood that the young man giving the presentation had no clue what he was talking about and was wasting everyone’s time. How could Caroline, the budget director, let him give this presentation?

	Henry sighed.

	“Cal, let me stop you right there,” said Henry.

	“Yes, Mr. Logan,” said the young man nervously.

	“Before Caroline sent you in here to regale us with this brilliant presentation, did she bother to vet the numbers she’s got you reading because I can tell you half of them are wrong?”

	The young man visibly swallowed hard. He tugged on his tie. “I, uh

	—”

	“It’s all right, Carl,” said Henry calmly. “It’s not your fault. Why don’t you take a seat and we’ll move on? Caroline can correct the numbers and bring them to me herself when she’s done.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“And Carl... make sure you tell Caroline I want them today,” added Henry.

	“Yes, sir.”

	The young man snatched his papers from the projector and returned to his seat. In sitting down, he gave a decent impression of a dog with its tail tucked between its legs. Henry shook his head.

	“Loretta, why don’t you tell us about the marketing angle?” said Henry.

	A middle-aged woman in a grey dress rose to take her place at the projector. As she did, Henry pinched his eyes with his thumb and forefinger. Why did this all have to be so difficult? He shook his head and looked around the room at the others. These were good people, but they looked tired to him. He felt tired too.

	“I need to find some way to re-invigorate them,” he told himself without adding the implicit “and me.”

	“Actually,” said Henry suddenly, “let’s all take a break until tomorrow.”

	With that, the room seemed to breathe a sigh of relief and everyone started gathering their belongings. Henry watched them for a moment, convinced they all looked worn out, and then grabbed his files as well. He was just about to leave when he caught someone staring at him out of the corner of his eye. It was that new intern, Melody, Melanie, something like that. She’s the one who always dressed to impress. Today she wore a tight black skirt suit. Henry had noticed it on the way in. He always noticed well dressed women. He’d also noticed her tall heels. Few women wore heels that high, not in the days of business casual.

	Henry returned her glance and smiled. She smiled back, but it was a strange smile, a smile which made Henry uncomfortable somehow, and he quickly found himself turning away and leaving the room, trying not to look in her direction as he did. He felt stupid.

	“I’ve never fled from an intern before,” he grumbled.

	It was one of those days.

	 

	Henry returned to his corner office, which looked out over the city from the twenty-seventh floor. As he approached, his secretary Sarah rose to greet him; her desk was located just outside his office. Sarah had been his secretary for years now; she was one of the first people he hired when he started the company. She was extremely competent, loyal and rather beautiful, always well-dressed in tight skirts and high heels. She had a wickedly playful disposition too, which Henry appreciated most. She was the one person who had always been there for him and, in many ways, he viewed her as his best friend.

	“What have you got for me?” he asked.

	“The usual.” She held out a stack of mail and picked up a group of papers he needed to sign. “Bills?”

	“Probably. There’s a letter from an attorney too,” she said, which made Henry groan, “and two from our suppliers.”

	“I’m sure it’s all good news,” said Henry sardonically. It never was. “Send the attorney letter to Bernie, will you? I don’t even want to see it. I’ll open the supplier letters.”

	“Your wish is my command, master,” said Sarah dryly.

	Henry walked into his office. Sarah tottered after him. As Henry stopped to hang up his jacket on the coat rack by the door, Sarah moved to Henry’s desk and sat down in the visitor chair, sliding into the chair as if she were sliding onto someone’s lap. Then she crossed her legs, slipping one leg over the other and letting her foot swing gently. She wore the sexiest heels today, high-heeled Mary Janes in a deep maroon red. They had peep toes just wide enough to show off the cleavage between two of her toes, and almost five-inch heels. She gave her lush hair a quick brush from beneath with her hand and set her notepad in her tiny lap.

	“She is so beautiful,” he thought.

	Henry moved to his desk. That’s when he noticed the box sitting by his laptop. It was about the size of four decks of cards and maybe an inch thick. It was wrapped in plain brown paper and tied off with white twine running around each side. There was no address or return address written on the paper, though his name was written on the front in blue ink. It was written in a feminine script.

	“What’s this?” asked Henry.

	Sarah leaned forward and peered at it. “Huh. I’m not sure.”

	“You didn’t put it here?”

	She shook her head, causing her shoulder-length hair to dance across her shoulders and upper back. “No. This is the first I’ve seen it.”

	“I wonder if the mailroom guys left it here?”

	“They might have. They’ve been told to leave your mail on my desk, but they still drop things in here from time to time.” Neither seemed too concerned.

	Henry reached for a letter opener shaped like a long, narrow dagger. He used the opener to snap the twine. Then he pierced the paper and ripped a slit in it the length of the box.

	“Have we heard anything about the new computers?” asked Henry as he set down the letter opener.

	“No, nothing yet,” said Sarah.

	“I hope they hurry up. Reggie’s desperate for those.”

	Henry ripped open the paper. It almost felt like butcher block paper, it was so thick and heavy. He peeled it back, exposing a bright white box, before pulling away all the wrapping.

	“Do you want me to call them?”

	Henry shook his head. “No. Calling them won’t help. Let’s give them a couple days and then I’ll have Bernie send them a letter about breach of contract and all that.” He set the box on the desk, slipped his fingertips under each side and lifted the lid. “That usually gets them movin—” Henry froze mid-sentence.

	In removing the lid, Henry had revealed a pair of panties... women’s panties. They were black and lacy and folded in the shape of a triangle. They had a heart shape surrounded by flowers woven in the material which was centred in the middle of the triangle. They looked brand new and smelled of perfume. He turned bright, bright red with embarrassment. “What the hec—!” 

	“Cute panties, Henry,” said Sarah with a chuckle.

	“Don’t— they— not— I don’t know what this is,” he blurted out incoherently.

	“They’re panties, Henry, that’s obvious. Have you been ordering panties?” The knowing smile on her face made Henry’s spine shudder and buckle.

	“No!” he gasped.

	Sarah leaned across the desk and pulled them out of the box. As she did, they unfolded before Henry’s eyes. They were boy cut panties and they were large. In fact, judging on his last girlfriend’s panties, Henry thought these had to be at least twice her size.

	“They look like they fit you, Henry.”

	“They don’t!”

	Sarah chuckled. “How do you know? Have you tried them on? Is there something you haven’t told me?”

	Henry blushed so very deeply. He wasn’t sure why this topic embarrassed him so, but it did. He snatched the panties and stuffed them back into the box, slapping the lid down on it as he did. “This isn’t funny,” he growled.

	“Oh calm down,” chided Sarah, whose good-natured smile returned.

	“I am calm!” he snapped.

	“If you call that calm—”

	“I am calm,” insisted Henry slightly more calmly, “but I’m not going to sit here and let someone insult me.”

	“Insult you? Who’s insulting you?”

	“Whoever sent these— these things. This is a deliberate attempt to humiliate me! What else could it be?”

	Sarah shrugged her shoulders. “It’s probably just a mistake.”

	“How can someone send me panties by mistake?”

	“Don’t you think you’re overreacting?” asked Sarah pointedly.

	“No, I don’t. I’m the boss and I need to keep everyone’s respect. What would people think if word got out that someone sent me panties?”

	Sarah leaned back in her chair and rolled her eyes. “Do you know what I think, Henry? I think this really bothers, doesn’t it? This is some sort of macho thing, masculine insecurity.”

	“No, it’s not.” he insisted sharply. “I’m the boss—”

	“You’re really letting this get to you way more than it should, Henry. Are you that embarrassed about this that you’re going to turn the office upside down to protect a bruised ego? They’re just panties, Henry. At worst, it’s a bad joke.”

	Henry opened his mouth to object once more, but now felt a little stupid. His reaction had been way over the top. His secretary was right. This had probably been a stupid joke is all, or a mistake. And even if it was meant as an insult, it would only work if he was insecure about his manhood, which he most definitely was not. Either way, he wasn’t going to turn the office upside down to find out who sent him panties. Not only would that destroy morale – which seemed pretty fragile at the moment – but it would only validate the joke or insult or whatever it was.

	“All right. Done and forgotten,” said Henry.

	Sarah smiled. “Good call.”

	Henry paused. “Do me a favour though.”

	“What?”

	“Ask around quietly and see if you can find out who sent them. I’m not looking to make a big deal of it, but I also don’t want someone with a potential grudge or something hanging around without us knowing who they are. Agreed?”

	Sarah sighed, but agreed that he was probably right.

	“You’ll do it?” he asked.

	Sarah nodded her head. “All right.”

	“Thank you.” Henry also wanted to thank her for saving him from overreacting and potentially doing something truly stupid, but his ego was still licking its wounds from getting the panties and he couldn’t swallow any more pride at the moment, so he said nothing. Instead, he tossed the panties into his wastepaper basket.

	Sarah rose to her feet. She started toward the door, but then stopped near the coat rack. She turned back to face her boss. “As an aside, you might want to take those home.”

	“Home? Why?” demanded Henry, shocked at the suggestion; was she making fun of him? What would he do with panties at his home other than wear them? Is that what she was saying?

	“So you don’t leave them here for the cleaning lady to find.”

	Henry bit his lip. That could have been bad. Once again, Sarah had saved him. He nodded his head. This time he managed to thank her. “Good idea, thanks.”

	“Gotta look out for my boss.” She started to leave again, but stopped once more, this time with a smirk on her face. “You uh, will throw them away, won’t you? I mean, you aren’t going to take them home and wear them or anything?” Her eyes seemed to snicker as she said this.

	“Ha ha,” said Henry. He was blushing even deeper yet.

	“It takes a real man to wear panties, Henry,” laughed Sarah as she walked out his door.

	 

	Henry shoved the box with the panties into his desk drawer. He would take it home that night and dispose of the panties there. In the meantime, he got back to work. That is, he tried to get back to work. The problem was it kept bothering him that someone had sent them to him. Panties? Him? It was embarrassing. Why would they do such a thing, and who had done it?

	He wasn’t getting much work done.

	As Henry’s mind debated these questions for the umpteenth time, his phone rang. It was Caroline from the budget group. Caroline was a sharp woman in many ways. She had a sharp mind, a sharp sense of style and a sharp tongue. She favoured tight, dark almost-severe clothes and spoke with a harshness in her voice which always reminded Henry of a movie dominatrix. She seemed to have a way of reinforcing this view too with the way she spoke. It sometimes made Henry wonder what she was really like at home: “Probably steps on kittens in spike heels,” he’d once grumbled to himself after a particularly unpleasant meeting with her.

	Still, she was extremely good at her job, so he put up with it.

	Henry picked up the receiver. “Hello, Caroline,” he said.

	“I hear you’ve been a naughty boy, Henry,” said Caroline in a voice that was sultry, but oddly stern as well.

	“Have I?”

	“You humiliated poor Cal in front of everyone,” she said with a snicker.

	“Cal was a baaad boy, Caroline. He deserved it. Actually, you deserved it for sending him to do his presentation with an incomplete report.”

	“I should put you over my knee, Henry.”

	“As tempting as that sounds, I do need that report, Caroline.”

	“I know, Henry, but I’ve been busy.”

	“Maybe I should put you over my knee, Caroline?”

	Caroline grunted. “Fine. I’ll get it done.”

	“And done right?”

	“And done right.”

	“Good girl.”

	“Don’t condescend, Henry.”

	Henry chuckled. “Sorry, Ma’am.”

	“Better, Henry, better.”

	With that, Caroline hung up. She had a lot of work to do. Henry did as well, but he wasn’t going to finish any of it, not today, not with panties in the main drawer of his desk so deeply imbedded in his mind. Who had sent these to him? It seemed quite the mystery.


Chapter Two: “You Aren’t Going To Wear Them?”

	 

	Henry brought the box home that night to his penthouse apartment downtown. He’d bought the penthouse to impress a girlfriend and regretted it almost immediately. The apartment was larger than the house he grew up in and it was professionally decorated, but it never felt like home to him – and the girlfriend was long gone. Henry pulled off his suit jacket and tossed it over the back of his dark gray sectional couch. The walls were painted an even darker gray and his floors were covered in cognac-coloured hardwood.

	“What was the point of sending me this?” he wondered.

	He stood before his couch examining the mystery box. It was white. The inside of the box was lined with tissue paper. There were panties inside. That was really all he knew. The wrapping paper offered no further clues either, except that a woman had written his name on it. But there was no return address, no note and no one had taken the credit... or the blame.

	“Why send me panties? Me?”

	He was deeply confused and a little indignant. Obviously this was meant to embarrass him, right? It had to be. Why else would someone send him panties? Why would anyone send any man panties except to embarrass him? But why send them? What had he done to deserve being embarrassed and why did the sender think sending him panties would be the appropriate way to send whatever message it was they were sending? He hadn’t slept with anyone. He hadn’t fired anyone or harassed anyone. He’d done nothing sexual or offensive at all that he could think of.

	“What kind of message does panties send?”

	He’d been thinking about this all day, actually, to no avail. Indeed, his mind kept going over and over these questions but there seemed to be no answers. He’d been so distracted he got very little done.

	“Are they calling me a wuss?”

	He stared at the sleek black panties. They were pretty, but panties?

	Really? This was perplexing.

	“Maybe it was Cal? Maybe he’s angry I called him out?”

	That could be, thought Henry. Some people don’t take criticism well.

	But why panties? Nothing that happened in the conference involved panties or questions of masculinity or anything like that.

	“Maybe he just wants to make me look stupid? ‘Look, Henry’s got panties on his desk! Ha ha! What a freak!’ Maybe he’s trying to start rumours? ‘Henry must be sleeping with somebody in the office.’”

	But that made no sense. How would anyone know he’d received panties unless Cal told them, which would make it pretty easy to figure out who did it? Henry certainly wasn’t going to announce it to the office. Besides, how would Cal have time to get upset at the meeting, go out and buy panties, wrap them, and sneak them into Henry’s office before Henry made it back to his desk? It couldn’t be that.

	“Could it be blackmail?” wondered Henry.

	If it was blackmail, whoever sent them would want to keep it a secret to get Henry to agree to whatever they wanted. But if it was blackmail, shouldn’t there have been a note? He hadn’t seen one. Henry rifled through the box once more, checking both sides of the wrapping paper, the inside of the lid, the liner paper and even the inside of the panties. There was no message and no note.

	“Maybe it’s on my computer?”

	Henry moved to his small office and turned on his computer. As it booted, he checked his jacket pockets and his pants pockets just in case; maybe somebody slipped something into a pocket when he wasn’t looking. There was nothing though. When the computer came on, he checked his email, his intra-office messages, and even his junk folder. There just wasn’t anything.

	“I really don’t understand this?”

	He returned to the couch and the box. He pulled the panties from it and examined them. They were surprisingly smooth. Well, maybe not surprisingly, but more than he had expected. His last girlfriend wore a lot of cotton panties which were soft but not smooth. These seemed to be satin.

	“I don’t get it,” he grumbled frustratedly. “Why send me these?”

	Henry tossed the box onto the seat next to him and rose to fix himself a drink. He poured a double of his favourite whisky. As he sipped it, he stared at the painting above his drinks collection. It was a shockingly red rose on a faded black background. It was stunning. He liked that one.

	“I covered everything. I looked everywhere, considered every angle. The only thing I didn’t do is try them on,” he joked.

	He sipped his drink.

	Then he recalled Sarah’s words: “You will throw them away, won’t you? I mean, you aren’t going to take them home and wear them or anything?”

	“Ha ha,” he said sourly.

	He swallowed the rest of his drink.

	“I’m going to laugh if there’s a delivery note that just got lost and these were meant for someone else on a different floor. ‘Panties for Henrietta Logan, one floor down.’”

	Henry returned to the couch. He picked up the box again and started at the panties. They were pretty, that was for sure. They kind of reminded him of his last girlfriend. She wore panties with lots of hearts on them too.

	“It’s strange they’re so big,” he said.

	He now recalled Sarah’s comment about them being his size. Could she have been right?

	“Would they fit me?”

	He held up the panties and examined them. For the briefest of moments, he imagined himself slipping into them... just to see if they fit, of course. But then he shook off that thought. He was a man, he didn’t wear panties.

	“It takes a real man to wear panties,” he recalled Sarah joking.

	“Real man. Ha! No real man would be caught dead in panties.”

	He started running them through his fingers. He’d always loved panties. Men didn’t have anything like them and that made them all the more special. He thought about running his hands over his former girlfriend’s rear. She had such smooth skin, but he still liked running his hands over her panties better than her bare skin. There was something just incredible about the feeling of panties on his fingers. They tickled his fingertips in a way nothing else did.

	“I used to love that,” he confessed to himself.

	Henry closed his eyes and imagined his hand tracing figure-eights over his girlfriend’s rear and how she’d purr as he did it. She must have like that, he thought, and then he suddenly wondered how it felt for her to wear those panties and feel his hand rubbing against her cheeks. What did it feel like to wear panties?

	Henry furrowed his brow. Had he really just had that thought?

	“That must be the whisky talking,” he laughed... but his curiosity was growing.

	Henry realized that this thought was stuck in his head like an unwanted jingle. It was annoying. It was oddly tempting too. Why not try them on; after all, he had nothing to lose, right?

	“No!” he exclaimed in response.

	Henry tossed the panties onto the coffee table and stormed off to take a shower. He wasn’t going to wear panties, especially panties sent to him by some stranger for reasons he didn’t understand. Maybe they had cooties or something, he told himself mockingly. He stepped under the water and tried to think of all the work he had to do at the office. It was a lot. There were a half-dozen projects to be completed, some proposals to send out, and then he needed to solve the morale problem. These thoughts hit him rather heavily and he felt worn down. He felt buried beneath a myriad of never-ending problems. Worst of all, he realized he was facing all of this alone. It was crushing.

	He closed his eyes and let the water wash over him. His mind drifted back to the panties and all of those worries washed away again as his brain once more turned to the mystery of trying to figure out who had sent them and why. His money was still on Cal for embarrassing him, or maybe Caroline for him calling her out, but either way, it was someone.

	Henry towelled himself off, tossed the towel over a chair, and pulled back the silky blue-gray sheets. He climbed into his soft bed. He set his phone to wake him at six in the morning and turned off the light. He took a deep breath... and then stared into the darkness.

	He couldn’t sleep.

	For some reason, some very very strange reason, he kept thinking about wearing the panties. He didn’t understand why, but the thought would not go away. He kept hearing Sarah’s voice: “You aren’t going to take them home and wear them or anything?”

	“No, I’m not going to wear them,” he growled back her memory. But that thought would not go away.

	“It takes a real man to wear panties.”

	“No, it doesn’t!”

	He flipped over and tried counting sheep. It didn’t help. He thought about clouds. That didn’t help. He fluffed his pillow. That didn’t help either. Everything he did felt like an evasion and, the more he tried to evade this thought, the louder his brain became, telling him it wasn’t going to let him rest until he knew how it felt to wear those stupid panties.

	“Arrrrrrg,” growled Henry in frustration.

	He flipped on the light, rolled out of bed, and stormed out to the living room determined to get this over with.

	“This is so stupid! This is all Sarah’s fault!” he complained. “I wouldn’t be surprised if she sent the stupid things just to torture me. ‘It takes a real man to wear panties.’ My rear end.”

	Henry snatched the panties from the coffee table, held them out before him, stepped into them, and angrily yanked them up his legs. They fit perfectly. Absolutely perfectly.

	“There, nothing! Are you happy?!” he snapped at himself (and Sarah by proxy).

	... but there had been something, and he knew it.

	Henry licked his lips anxiously and the pit of his stomach turned over with a strong sense of dread. It was the same feeling he got whenever they started a new project and he initially felt like this time he’d finally bitten off too much. It always worked out in the end, but it also always started the same: with dread. And dread was what he felt now, nameless, formless dread. For reasons he could not explain, as he’d pulled the panties into place, he experienced a tinge of excitement. It was tiny and difficult to recognize as such, but it was there. Something about this had turned him on. And that was shocking.

	“I’m not turned on by wearing panties,” he assured himself.

	“I’m not turned on by wearing panties,” he repeated.

	But he sensed that wasn’t true. Something about wearing panties was different. They were panties. He was not supposed to wear panties. And yet, he was... and it felt kind of oddly good.

	This was followed by a sense of naughtiness washing over Henry followed by intense shame. He’d never felt anything so awkwardly exciting before. It was an incredible and disturbing feeling.

	Henry’s penis suddenly grew enormously erect.

	“I— I can’t. I’m a man,” he pleaded with himself.

	It takes a real man to wear panties.

	Henry ripped them off and tossed them to the floor. He briskly returned to his bed.

	“Oh how Sarah would laugh,” he said unhappily.

	Henry climbed into bed, turned off the light and forced his eyes closed. 

	He did not want to believe any of this, so he spoke a line from Charles Dickens’ Christmas Carol which summed up what he wanted to believe perfectly: “There’s more of gravy than of grave about you.” And with that, he finally fell asleep.

	 

	 


Chapter Three: “Another Gift”

	 

	Henry couldn’t stop thinking about the panties as he drove to work the following morning. He couldn’t believe he’d slipped into those. What had he been thinking? That was embarrassing and it made him uncomfortable that he’d even done it. It gave him a strong sense of shame. Yet, at the same time, the memories of what he’d done made him rather horny. Most significantly though, that feeling he’d gotten when he put them on... the one he didn’t want to think had been real, it stayed with him in the sense that cravings stayed with him. He could feel it on the edge of his teeth when he closed his eyes and he desperately wanted to feel it again even as he swore to himself he would never, ever under any circumstances put on panties again.

	Ever.

	It seemed there was more of grave than gravy after all.

	Henry approached his office. He saw Sarah sitting at her desk. She rose to meet him. She was dressed immaculately as always. Today, she wore a chocolate brown skirt suit with a pencil skirt and a jacket with three-quarter sleeves. Her legs were encased in tan stockings and her feet in textured brown snakeskin pumps with very high, very sharp heels. Henry blushed as he approached. He suddenly felt guilty noticing her clothing and he couldn’t escape the feeling that she somehow knew what he had done the prior night.

	“Morning, boss,” said Sarah. She was smirking.

	Henry raised an eyebrow. What was she up to, he wondered? The smirk must have meant something. He cautiously took the mail she handed him. She was still smirking.

	“What?” he finally asked.

	“Did the panties fit?” she chuckled.

	Henry shuddered inwardly, but outwardly rolled his eyes. “Good grief!”

	“I’m just asking.” She was still chuckling.

	“Well, you can stop asking. I threw them out, like I said,” he lied. He turned and started into his office. As he did, he suddenly felt a warm, soft hand touch his rear. He jumped! “What are you doing?!”

	Sarah laughed. “Just checking,” she said and she winked.

	Henry furrowed his brow, even as his penis grew very erect. “Well, stop it.”

	“You did tell me to investigate.”

	“Not like that,” said Henry and he disappeared into his office. His heart was pounding.

	

	“Focus,” Henry told himself. He returned his distant eyes to the product report once more. He could barely focus on the words, and even when he could, it read like gibberish to him. The panties still dominated his mind. He could think of nothing else.

	“I need to get this done.” He reached for his coffee and took a sip hoping the refreshing liquid would help. Then he forced his eyes back to the report. At the same time though, he imagined himself at home in the panties once more. He had an erection, a big one.

	“Why is this making me hard?” he questioned.

	He sighed. Why was he hard? At this point, Henry only had a vague notion of what excited him about this: it was the kinkiness of it all. He had a secret, a dirty, naughty little secret he wanted no one else to know and that somehow was exciting. Why that excited him, he still did not understand.

	Either way, this was not the time for it, so he tried focusing on the report once more. He still struggled but forced his way through it, word by word. After a few minutes, he finally reached the end of the report, but had no idea what it said. It had all be a blur. Fortunately, he trusted Claire, so he would give her the go-ahead. She could handle it.

	“Knock knock,” said Sarah as she appeared at his door.

	Henry looked up. “Come on in.”

	“You look tired.”

	“Do I? I, uh, didn’t sleep well. Too much to think about, you know. Work.” Not panties, he added in his own brain.

	“If it helps,” said Sarah, “the computer people called.”

	“And?”

	“They’ll be delivered and installed on Monday.”

	“That’s a relief.”

	Sarah sat down in the visitor’s chair and crossed her legs. Henry couldn’t see it behind the desk, but he knew she’d popped her foot out of her snakeskin pump and was letting it dangle gingerly from her lovely toes. He’d actually dreamed about her toes once. The dream had embarrassed him at the time, but it had really turned him on too. He’d imagined her pulling her soft, warm foot from her shoe, him kissing it all along her arch, and then her sliding it against his erection and playing with him. He recalled feeling rather shy and embarrassed when he saw her at work the next morning. He had a similar feeling now: what would she say if she knew he had worn the panties?

	“Did you ever hear anything more on that ‘gift’?” asked Sarah.

	Henry blushed ever so slightly. “Gift? What gift?” He knew what she meant.

	“The panties?”

	Henry felt a chill when she said the word “panties.” She’d said it so casually, so calmly, like any other word, completely devoid of the implications of what she had described. For Henry, this was a guilty, forbidden word suddenly. For her, it was a bomb she could toss around recklessly with impunity.

	“Oh, that? Uh... no. I tossed them out, remember?” he said.

	“I meant, did you hear anything about who the sender might be?”

	Henry shrugged his shoulders as if to claim indifference, even as his heart pounded away inside his chest. He really wanted her to stop asking about this. “No, nothing.”

	“I haven’t found anything out yet either, but I’ll get to the bottom of it.” 

	Henry bit his lip. He was regretting asking her to look into this issue. Having worn the panties now, Henry realized it would be better for him if the whole thing quietly went away and was never mentioned again. Having Sarah investigate it ran the risk of stirring something up Henry wanted to keep secret. Unfortunately, he couldn’t really tell her to stop investigating without raising her suspicions; he was the one who had asked her to start after all. The best he could do, he thought, was to downplay the issue and hope she got bored and gave up.

	“Unless I hear otherwise, I’m going to forget about it and move on,” said Henry to discourage her. As he said it, however, he realized he actually intended to wear the panties again that night. He was shocked to realize this. Was he really thinking of wearing them again? Apparently, he was.

	Henry nervously decided to change the topic. “Anything good in the mail?”

	Sarah shook her head. “Nothing really.”

	“Anything bad?”

	Sarah shrugged her shoulders. And with that, she got up and returned to her desk. Henry watched her go, watching every swing and sway of her rear with each perfectly balanced high-heeled step. Her rear was incredible. Interestingly though, he wasn’t thinking about her butt per se, he was looking for pantylines and wondering what kinds of panties she was wearing. He could see none.

	“This is a problem,” he told himself as he realized what he was doing.

	Henry told himself he needed to stop thinking like this. He needed to get back to work. To focus. The panties were just cloth like anything else. They meant nothing and no one knew anything. Stop being a fool. He nodded his head in agreement and opened his desk drawer to pull out a notebook to take notes in for the next project.

	That’s when he saw the new box.

	“Another one!” he gasped.

	“Did you say something?” asked Sarah from her desk.

	Henry slammed his drawer shut and nervously licked his lips. “N— no, I’m fine.”

	Sarah said nothing, despite the awkwardness of his response.

	Henry tensed up and listened anxiously to see if she would come to investigate what had happened. His heart was pounding in his chest. There was another box! A terrible, beautiful box! A scary, thrilling box! Whoever had sent the panties had sent something else... and he couldn’t let her see it. This needed to stay a secret, but was she coming?

	Henry waited nervously for some sign. Seconds seemed to drag on for hours, but there was still nothing: no sound of her leaving her desk, no sound of her getting to work. The suspense was intense!

	“Come on, come on, come on,” he growled beneath his breath.

	Finally, he heard Sarah shuffle some papers and start to type. Her long red nails clicked off the keyboard at incredible speed. She wasn’t coming. She had moved on, condition normal.

	Henry breathed an enormous sigh of relief. He was safe. And with the immediate threat gone, his brain jumped to a new issue: he wanted to know what was in the box. In fact, Henry found himself on the verge of bursting from needing to know what was in the box. Could it be more panties as before? Could it be something equally, uh, interesting? Might it contain a note explaining why was getting them?

	Why did he want all of this?

	Henry swallowed hard. He knew the smart thing to do was to take the box home and open it there in complete privacy, but he also knew he wasn’t going to last that long. He felt like a child who had been given a cake and told to watch it until evening. Resistance was futile. He didn’t even bother trying to fight his urge.

	“Be careful and quiet,” he warned himself.

	Henry listened silently to make sure Sarah was still engaged. She was; he still heard the clicking of her nails. So he reached for his drawer. He was trembling excitedly. His curiosity was killing him. In fact, it shocked him how excited he had become and how badly he hoped this was more panties. What an incredible turn of events! This whole thing had gone from some gag gift that embarrassed him to the beginning of some mysterious, irresistible erotic adventure. He knew he was hooked.

	“Don’t do this,” he warned himself.

	But he ignored that warning before he even issued it.

	Henry pulled opened the drawer.

	There was the package. It was a little bigger than the last box, though just as flat. It was maybe the size of a book. Like the prior one, it was wrapped in brown butcher-block-like paper and twine. It had his name on the front but nothing else. He saw no note.

	“Maybe inside?” he thought.

	Henry looked up to make sure no one was walking past his door – he would have closed his door, but he never did, so doing so now seemed like it would raise suspicions. That’s ok, though, he told himself; he could do this.

	Henry pulled the box from his drawer and lowered it to his lap to examine it. He stared at it, both horrified and excited to find out what was inside. He imagined it was another pair of panties. What else would it be?

	“Don’t do this,” he said again.

	He ignored the warning.

	Henry reached for his letter opener to cut the twine and slit open the brown paper. As he placed the letter opened against the twine, he heard the sound of Sarah’s high heels shuffle against the plastic mat beneath her chair. She was coming! Henry shoved the box back into his desk and jammed his face back into the report, trying to look busy. The box would need to wait... and wait it would.

	 

	 


Chapter Four: “What’s This?”

	 

	Try as he might, Henry found no moment where he could open the box at work. Even closing his door would not have helped because Sarah had permission to enter without permission and she could be in his office in half a second after her pro forma knock. The chances of him being caught red handed were actually higher with the door closed than if he could hear her working. At least then he might hear her coming. Either way, he never got to open the box at work, and what started as a strong bit of curiosity quickly morphed into an obsession as he spent the entire day thinking about that box, imagining what could be in it, who had sent it, and why. Was it more panties? He thought it might be. Could it have been something else? Certainly. He just didn’t know, but he couldn’t open it... he couldn’t even peek.

	But he was home now.

	Henry burst through the door to his apartment and tossed the new box onto his couch as he stripped off his suit coat and his tie. He had to know if this was more panties. Not knowing was driving him crazy.

	“Maybe there’s a note which will solve the mystery of who’s sending me these!”

	Henry unbuttoned the top two buttons of his shirt as he grabbed a knife from the kitchen and returned to his living room. He plopped down on the couch, scooping up the package in the process. He cut the twine with the knife and slit open the paper. A moment later, he was ripping the paper off the box.

	This box was pink with “For Her” written in white cursive letters. His heart skipped a beat at the idea of holding something meant for a woman.

	This all felt so dirty, so naughty.

	Henry shook the box. It made almost no noise.

	“Definitely panties,” he said.

	Henry tossed the wrapping paper onto the coffee table. In his mind, he already saw himself wearing them. Somehow, he’d gone from being shocked and horrified and insulted by being sent panties to finding himself incredibly turned on by the idea of getting more and of wearing them. He couldn’t explain it, but right now, he didn’t care either. He was wearing these and all the protestations his ego made to the contrary wouldn’t stop him.

	Henry ripped off the box’s lid.

	It wasn’t panties.

	It was feminine, but it wasn’t panties.

	“What is this?” asked Henry uncertainly.

	What Henry saw looked like see-through black panties but with lace strips running from them. This all looked familiar, but he couldn’t quite place it. He fished the item out of the box and let it hang from his fingertips.

	Then it hit him.

	“It’s a garter belt.”

	Henry had seen these in films, but he’d never actually seen one in real life. It was made of a sheer, stretchable mesh which would wrap around his hips. On the front, there was a solid panel. It was made of nylon or something, not mesh, and it was decorated with a dark red rose pattern. The straps were black satin and had clips on their ends. Two hung from the front and two hung from the back.

	He glanced at the box.

	Sure enough, there also appeared to be a pair of silky stockings. They were a rich and luxurious black colour with darker toes and a dark seams running up their backs. The tops were not stay-up tops and would need to be connected to the garter belt to stay in place.

	Hence, the garter belt.

	Then he noticed something white remaining in the box. It was a small envelope not much bigger than a business card. Inside was a white card. On the card was written the words:

	 Wear me with your pretty panties

	It was written in feminine script.

	Henry shivered at the idea that the woman who had sent these gifts had now communicated directly with him. This was exciting. In some ways, it made this all the more naughty... they were communicating now. That said, the communication was one way and that spooked him too. It made him feel observed, even if there was no basis to believe anyone could see him.

	“Some woman is playing with me,” he said and he giggled nervously.

	Then he grew hard.

	Henry licked his lips and returned his gaze to the garter belt. It was inescapably sexy, but this was for women. He wasn’t a woman, even if it was sexy. It would be wrong. But in being wrong, it felt irresistible. The stockings too were enticing. They looked so silky and so smooth, he desperately wanted to feel those wrapped around his skin the same way one wants to caress a cloud or run through an emerald green patch on a mountainside.

	Henry stepped back for a moment, figuratively speaking. He really didn’t know where these feelings were coming from and that bothered him. He’d never cross-dressed before. He’d never even thought of it! So why should it excite him now? He’d never let a woman tell him what to do before either – no one had. So why was it exciting to follow the instructions of some anonymous woman? Where was this coming from? The best he could figure was that his life had become so focused on working that he needed an escape and maybe this game was it?

	Either way, it didn’t matter, not at the moment. He knew what he wanted right now and that was to wear these things and to feel whatever magic they held for him.

	Henry rose to his feet and unbuckled his pants. He kicked off his shoes as he pulled down his pants and then his underwear. A moment later, he was naked except for his dress shirt. He took the garter belt and held it before him.

	“Hmm. How do I put this on?” He wasn’t sure.

	Henry examined the belt until he found some hooks in the back. They were a lot like the hooks on his former girlfriends’ bras. He unhooked them and the belt opened. Now he understood. So he pulled the belt around his waist and he closed the hooks. It fit snugly, but not too snugly. He adjusted it on his hips and then reached for the stockings. But then he realized that the order of dressing would matter and when he’d seen women in garter belts in the films, the straps were outside the panties.

	“Panties first,” he said.

	Henry moved to his bedroom to find the panties from the night before – to avoid his cleaning lady finding them, he had placed them at the bottom of his underwear drawer. He grabbed them without any doubt or second thought and held them out before him. Then he stepped into them, pulling them up his legs. He tingled as he pulled them into place over his erection, which tented them out. As he slid them into place, he once more felt like he had stepped into some naughty secret world. Indeed, he felt compelled to stop and run his hands across the panties down his thighs and then down his rear. It felt amazing.

	“Who knew it felt so incredible to wear these?!” He wanted more now.

	Henry grabbed the first stocking and sat on the edge of the couch. He recalled watching prior girlfriends slip into hose and did what they had done. He balled up the stocking and then slipped his foot into it. The stocking felt loose at first as he pulled it up his leg, like it was only breath against his skin, but then it grew tighter as he pulled it higher to his thighs. It now embraced his leg, tickling his skin at it tugged against it delicately. Finally, he got it into place. Unlike a sock though, it didn’t grip his skin. It remained too loose, so he clipped the garter straps to the stocking to hold it in place. Then he did the same with the other stocking. He now rubbed his hands down his thighs feeling a sense of electricity course through him as his fingers slid along the impossibly smooth surface of the nylon.

	He penis positively throbbed by this point.

	In fact, he considered stopping to stroke it, but he needed to see how he looked. He had become intensely curious to see how feminine he appeared, so he raced to the mirror with a mixture of excitement and apprehension. What if he really did look like a woman? How would that feel? Amazing or terrible? He didn’t know.

	Henry moved before the mirror with his eyes closed. It took a second to convince himself to open them. When he did, his jaw dropped.

	“Oh my God, I’m sexy!” he gasped.

	In fact, he was. Henry hadn’t expected the garter belt, panties and stockings to do much, but strangely they had. Just wearing a flower-print feminine belt around his waist, with the garters hanging down was enough to suggest a femininity steeped in seduction. It suggested a frivolity in the name of fashion. It was like high heels, the impracticality of which made a powerful statement of sexy appeal, of how far a woman would go to be sexy. Wearing a delicate, complicated, and likely difficult garter belt made that same statement. The only thing even close to comparable in the world of male fashion and sex appeal was the tuxedo.

	In addition to the garter belt, wearing the panties gave him the appearance of womanly curves. They transformed his ordinary male butt and hips into an enticingly feminine display. Juxtaposed against his very male erection, the image was undeniably erotic and it made his manhood throb. A wet spot formed through the panties.

	Finally, the stockings made the perfect finishing touch. They made his legs smooth and shapely. If he had seen a woman with these legs, he would have watched her for sure. It was too bad, he thought, that he had no heels to give his legs that tiny little extra curvature which so often gave him erections when he saw women who had it.

	All told, these items eliminated the man he was and replaced him with an erotic woman. It was amazing.

	Henry spun around once as he’d seen women do. He marvelled at how feminine his lower body looked beneath his white dress shirt – a shirt which now acted the part of an ultra short dress, letting his garter belt and panties play hide and seek. He was stunned how feminine he looked!

	“I see why women wear these things.”

	As he said this, he wondered – for an instance only, mind you – what he would look like in a dress and some heels and with makeup. Would he look like a woman? Could he pull it off?

	“What would Sarah say?” he chuckled, this time without the guilt.

	As he said this, a thought occurred to him.

	“What if Sarah sent the packages?”

	It sounded crazy, but it kind of made sense in a way. She was the only person who could have snuck the box into his desk today. No one else could get past her, not easily at least. She also could have put the first box on his desk. Again, others could have done it, but she could have done it much more easily. She would know his size if anyone did as she had even bought him clothes in the past when he needed something on short notice.

	“Plus, she tried to keep me from looking into whoever did this,” he reminded himself.

	That was true. She definitely tried to discourage him investigating at first, and yet she also seemed rather interested in what he had done with the panties and whether or not he had gotten more “gifts.”

	“She all but suggested I wear them too!” That was true too.

	And there was more... Henry closed his eyes and recalled Sarah’s hand rubbing his rear, looking for the panties. That seemed out of place for her normal behaviour too. Was there something to this? Could it be that his trusty secretary of so many years had secretly sent him these packages of feminine finery? Sure... but why would she do that? What was she trying to say?

	Henry actually found the idea surprisingly appealing. If he was being absolutely truthful, Sarah turned him on. She was gorgeous and she dressed so incredibly that she excited him. How could she not? He’d even had dreams about her and he may even have thought about her as he masturbated now and then... though he would deny that if asked.

	Henry took a seat on the couch and slipped his hand inside his panties, wrapping his fingers around his erection. He chuckled.

	“Sarah. Ha!”

	Henry closed his eyes and imagined Sarah standing before him in the outfit she had worn today. He imagined sliding his hand up and down her calf. He saw himself reaching around behind her and feeling her rear for pantylines. When he found them, he smiled. He leaned back into the couch. Sarah raised one leg, despite her tight skirt, and slipped her high-heel encased foot on the couch next to him. Then she leaned forward and kissed him before pressing her chest into his face. Her breasts were so firm but felt like pillows. They were warm and inviting.

	“I see you’re wearing the panties I sent you,” she purred.

	“I did what you wanted,” Henry heard himself reply.

	“You look so sexy in panties.”

	Henry shuddered and felt his penis start to throb. It was building up a rhythm which would cause it to explode any second. He let it explode. He needed the release, and it was worth it.

	But was it Sarah?

	 


Chapter Five: “The Gift Giver Revealed”

	 

	“This was a mistake,” Henry told himself.

	He stood in the elevator riding up from the parking garage at work to his office. His knees were shaking. For reasons he still could not fully understand, he’d decided to wear the panties to work beneath his suit. It had seemed like a fun game, the thrill of risking getting caught and all. Such fun. What a kinky secret! Blah blah blah. And now that he was here, it was a lot more terrifying than he had expected.

	“What was I thinking?” he asked sickly.

	In actuality, there had been some thought behind this, though it was an ill-formed thought. Henry was starting to believe Sarah had sent him the panties, and he thought that he might confront her about it. To that end, it somehow made sense to him in some way which no longer made sense at all that he should wear the panties beneath his suit and... well... maybe show her if things went right? Right?

	“What was I thinking?”

	The elevator opened. Henry hesitated to the point the door started to close. At the last second, he blocked the door with his hand and walked through the door and came face to face with the receptionist.

	“Good morning, Mr. Logan,” she said.

	“Good morning, Pam,” he replied despite his mouth being so dry he could only squeak. He stood there frozen, waiting for her to shriek and scream that he was wearing panties... but it didn’t happen.

	“Can I help you, Mr. Logan?”

	“N— no. I was just thinking— something I forgot— my car.”

	“Oh ok. Have a nice day, sir.”

	Henry nodded at her and disappeared down the hallway toward his office. As he walked past her, his terror gave way to an incredible rush.

	He’d gotten away with it. He’d worn panties and he’d gotten away with it!

	Suddenly, it was all worth it. All of it!

	“This is brilliant!”

	Henry’s chest inflated. He absolutely strutted down the hallway now, passing secretary after secretary and even a few managers. He greeted each one confidently and without fear, and on the inside, he was laughing. A couple secretaries were milling down the hallway. He greeted them as well. He came across the kid from the mailroom who never got the mail right. He greeted him too. He was wearing panties in front of each and every one of these people and they didn’t know it.

	Then he came across Caroline who wore black leather pants, black high-heeled boots and a frilly white blouse. She was staring at him with her arms folded and a scowl on her face. His elation evaporated and his nerves returned.

	“You seem rather please with yourself this morning,” she said. Her tone was typically stern.

	Henry smiled nervously. “Do I?”

	“I’ve finished your report.”

	“Good.”

	“It’s in my office. I worked all night on it. You may fetch it when you’re ready.”

	Henry furrowed his brow. Everything she ever said sounded like an order, a command, and he didn’t like her telling him he “may” anything. He was just about to tell her that, as he’d done before, when he felt the tug of the panties against his testicles and, in that instant, he was reminded he was a man in panties... a weakling... vulnerable. He lost his nerve and decided to tread carefully.

	“I— I, uh will.”

	Caroline turned and marched off. As she went, Henry felt foolish for letting her walk all over him. It felt submissive to let her do that to him. It was an interesting feeling. It made his skin crawl, but it oddly gave him a massive erection too. It was similar to the feeling her felt when he first slipped on the panties, only more intense and somehow heavier. He didn’t know if he liked it or not. It flew in the face of everything he knew about himself and his need to always feel like he was in control.

	“Let’s get to the office,” he told himself meekly.

	Henry slipped past a few more desks and down the hall to his office. As he approached, Sarah rose to meet him. Today she wore a long, black belted dress and pointy black pumps with silver buckles on the fronts. Her hair was up in a tight bun. The dress highlighted her enviable curves and the heels gave her calves amazing definition. She was indeed gorgeous. His heart skipped a beat. Had she sent him the panties? He’d thought about asking the moment he arrived, but after his de-pants-ing with Caroline, he decided to wait and regain his courage.

	“Hey boss,” said Sarah brightly.

	Henry opened his mouth to respond and suddenly felt intensely sheepish. Not only was the feeling of submissiveness still racing through him, but he now recalled that he had masturbated to fantasies of her catching him in the panties the prior night and that brought on a guilty shame. Could she see that on his face?

	“Uh, hi,” he said.

	“Are you ok, you seem distracted?”

	“Yeah, I uh, I just have a lot on my mind. Work. You know. Can you get me some coffee?”

	Sarah nodded and started down the hallway to the break room. Henry watched her walk off and wondered if he would ever have the courage to mention the panties to her? Last night, he had felt so brave, but now that was gone. He wasn’t sure.

	Henry moved into his office.

	When he reached his desk, Henry looked it over thoroughly to see if there were any new surprises hidden within it. There weren’t. Not a package. Not even a ribbon. No notes either. Henry found himself rather disappointed. He’d hoped today would bring him yet another surprise, but it hadn’t.

	He settled down to work.

	

	If Henry thought had been distracted the prior day, today he was positively side tracked. He couldn’t focus on anything except panties and Sarah. Forget work; the panties dominated his mind. He thought about wearing them and how excited he felt. How his dick was constantly on edge. How his heart skipped a beat when he saw people. And how pleased(?) he felt having this secret no one else could see.

	He thought about Sarah too. She’s been one of his best friends over the years and he’d definitely had a crush on her at times too. But now? And what about the panties? If she had sent him the panties, what did that mean, he wondered? What was she trying to tell him? His mind explored it all. At one point, he even had a fantasy run through his mind where Sarah came into his office and ordered him to stand. Yes, ordered. She walked up to him, put her hands on his rear, felt his pantylines through his suit and then smiled.

	“I thought so,” she laughed.

	This vision made Henry horny. Very horny. In fact, he was hard as a rock and that gave him energy. And that energy made him start to think that maybe the time had come to confess his wardrobe choice to Sarah and to see where that led.

	“But what if it wasn’t her?” he asked himself.

	He was still afraid.

	Outside his door, he could see Sarah do some filing. While her desk was just outside his office to the left of his door, the filing cabinets they kept were straight ahead located in an alcove just across the hallway – his office was at the end of the hallway out of the way of random passers by. That afforded him a good deal of privacy, which is another reason he rarely closed his door.

	Henry watched Sarah take a stack of files to the cabinets and start sorting them. He watched her shift around in her tall heels and tight dress as she inserted files in their proper places. Watching her manoeuvre in the heels gave him yet another erection and added to his horniness.

	“It can’t really be her, can it?” he asked himself.

	He adjusted himself in the chair to let his erection hang a little more freely between his legs.

	“But who else could it be?”

	There were no other suspects. Caroline? Highly unlikely. It had to be Sarah.

	“But she’s worked for me for years and she’s never made any sort of pass at me,” he said. “And if she wanted to make a pass, why do it this way? How could she possibly think it would work?”

	Of course, it had – he was wearing the panties – but that was beside the point. She wouldn’t know it would work.

	“Still, it really could only be her,” he thought. “She could have gotten me both packages. She knew my size. And she kept pushing me to wear them or talk about them.”

	Henry huffed confusedly.

	“It’s got to be her,” he said uncertainly. “So what do I do?”

	He started to slip his hand beneath his desk to squeeze himself, but stopped. That was too far to go, too dangerous.

	“So what do I do?” he repeated. “I think I need to confront her.”

	This thought rang inside his head. It was a terrifying idea. What if he was wrong? What if he wrongly accused Sarah of sending him panties and then incredibly confessed to wearing them? That would be a nightmare, wouldn’t it? But if he was right, then that was exactly what he needed to do.

	Across the hall, Sarah now squatted down on her sharp heels and placed files in the bottom drawer. Henry watched her rear and noted that he still could not see pantylines despite her skirt becoming skin tight.

	“I think I need to talk to her,” he decided.

	Henry cleared his throat to call her.

	But then his view of her became blocked as a young woman appeared in his doorway. It was the intern... Melody, Melanie, something. The one he’d “fled” from. She was standing in his doorway wearing a red dress and red strappy high-heeled sandals with golden buckles. She looked super sexy. She walked into his office without knocking or asking permission.

	“Uh, can I help you?” asked Henry sharply. He was stunned she had just walked in without permission.

	She didn’t stop or respond however. Instead, she walked right up to his desk and handed him a box across his desk. It was wrapped in brown wrapping paper which looked like butcher-block paper and tied off with white twine. It was also much larger than the prior boxes.

	Henry’s jaw dropped. “You?!” he gasped.

	The young woman winked. Then she turned to leave.

	“Wait,” he said.

	She didn’t stop.

	“Why are you doing this? What do you want from me?” His tone was anxious.

	She still said nothing.

	“I want to talk to you. You can’t do this. You can’t just send me gifts like this.” He tried to sound boss-like, but his voice was drenched in fear. He’d honestly never expected to meet the woman who had been sending him these feminine items (unless it really was Sarah) and he certainly never expected it to be an intern!

	She still didn’t stop though.

	“I won’t wear this,” he said and he tapped the box with his finger.

	The young woman finally stopped at his door. She turned and glanced over her shoulder. She smiled knowingly, which made Henry shudder, and she walked away. She was gone.

	Henry raced around his desk intent on bringing her back to his office, but Sarah walked through his door at that very moment. She was holding a stack of mail and stood in his way.

	“Here’s the mail for today,” she said.

	Henry bit his tongue. There was no way he could haul the young woman back to his office without Sarah seeing everything, so he abandoned his pursuit. He felt strangely impotent. How could an intern do this to him? An intern?

	 

	 


Chapter Six: “The Next Step”

	 

	Henry burst through his door, a ball of conflicting emotions. Part of him was dying to know what was in the box. He hadn’t been able to open it all day and it taunted him the entire time. On the other hand though, he felt rather queasy to discover it was the intern who had been sending him these gifts. Why her? Why would she do such a thing? What did she want? And how could such a young woman, not even out of college, project such confidence? This had shocked him and, as crazy as it sounded, he felt outmatched by her... intimidated. That thought made him sick, but it also, strangely, turned him on.

	Making his feelings about this worse, he had embarrassed himself the way he acted when she brought him the gift. He could have acted tough, rejected it, thrown it in the trash as she watched, or even acted like he had no idea what it was. Under different circumstances, he might even have tried to speak with her. “What’s the deal? Let’s talk,” he thought he could have said. Instead, he acted like a jerk, yelling her at that she can’t do this.

	“Way to go Henry, telling her how badly this has affected you.”

	Even worse, he had made a total of himself when he blurted out: “I won’t wear this!” He kept repeating that moment disgustedly in his head.

	“I practically told her I’d worn the panties.”

	Not to mention, this was clearly a statement of Henry’s impotence against her. That pathetic counter showed how helpless he truly was. Even worse, something in the corner of his mind kept whispering worriedly that this single statement might not have been as impotent as it sounded. “What if she believes it and she stops sending me things?” Was that really what was upsetting him?

	Henry struggled with all these voices inside his head, dragging him in contradictory directions. Did he need to show that she couldn’t push him around? Or was that ego? Did he want her to stop? What if she did? That would be terrible. Did he want to speak to her? That thought terrified him. And hanging over all of this was the nagging cloud of responsibility which told him that he needed to put an end to this for the sake of his position, his authority, and his job. That was the right thing to do, and he knew it, but was it the right thing to do?

	Either way, after a difficult day, Henry was home. And as he walked through his door, only one thought dominated his mind: find out what’s in the box!

	This box was much larger than the prior boxes, being about the size of a shoebox only more square than rectangular. It was light though, being about as heavy as maybe two boxes of tissues. When he shook it, it made a thud sound, so there was something in it. It sounded like there could have been another box inside actually. Either way, he couldn’t guess what it was.

	Henry set the box on his coffee table as he yanked off his jacket and threw it over the back of a chair. He moved to sit down on the couch, but an urge to strip down to his panties struck him. That seemed appropriate. So he kicked off his shoes and pulled off his pants, exposing the black satin panties. He pulled off his shirt and tie next. Soon, he was naked except for his feminine items.

	Now, he sat down and picked up the box.

	“I wonder what this can be?”

	Henry shook the box once more. Again, there was a dull thud. He tugged at a corner of the paper, tearing a small hole. He jammed his fingers inside and ripping the paper open revealing the top of the box. The box was tan and had the words Le Femme Boutique written in black.

	More feminine clothing.

	Henry shuddered at the idea of once more holding something meant for women, forbidden to him. Then he pulled the rest of the paper off and tossed it to the floor. He set the box on his lap. He took a deep breath and licked his lips.

	“Here goes.”

	He pulled off the lid. Inside were a pair of shoes! High heels!

	These were impressive too. The shoes were dark-cherry-red t-strap pumps with peep toe fronts. Their heels were beautifully sculpted thick stiletto heels about five-inches in height. They looked sturdy and sexy as hell! The heels reminded him of a woman’s curves. The shoes had an inch high platform as well adding a deceptive bit of height.

	A smell of new leather and oil wafted to his nostrils.

	Henry stared at the shoes utter in shock. He’d never considered wearing high heels before and didn’t quite know what to think. Were these his size? How did the intern know his size? Weren’t these a little high too for his first time? Most women he knew never wore anything nearly this high, and the ones who did struggled, except for Sarah. That said, he loved them! They were gorgeous and stylish. On the right woman, these would have drawn his eyes right to them and turned him on to no end, just as the idea of wearing these made him rock hard right now.

	But now came the most important question: should he?

	Should he wear them?

	Part of Henry still resisted the idea of wearing anything feminine, especially now that he knew who was sending them to him. Somehow, that made a difference. Somehow, that made this not his secret, but her secret and she, frankly, intimidated him. It felt like putting these on would give her even more power over him, as ridiculous as that sounded – he was alone, after all, and she would never know... though somehow he knew she would know.

	On the other hand, he’d gone this far already. He’d worn panties. He wore them to work even. He’d worn a garter belt and stockings too. How could adding heels make this worse? Moreover, he was only going to wear them in the privacy of his own apartment. No one would ever see them and no one would know. Even the intern couldn’t really know. He could tell this intern tomorrow that he’d thrown them away and that would be that. His secret would be safe.

	He took a deep breath and stared into the box.

	“High heels, huh?” he said aloud.

	Even the words excited. He’d never worn heels before or even considered them. How would they feel? How did it feel to be a woman and wear heels? He wanted to know, so badly suddenly.

	“Yeah,” he said, having decided.

	Henry grabbed the first shoe from the box. It was surprisingly light, so light it made him think it was a toy almost, a fake shoe not really meant to be worn. He opened the buckle and pulled the strap through it. Then he crossed his legs, pulling his ankle up onto his knee. He held the shoe to his foot trying to see if there was any chance it would fit. Again, the intern seemed to have guessed his size correctly.

	“How does she know?” he wondered.

	Henry didn’t care. All he knew right now was that the urge to slip into the shoe was overpowering. He had begun this journey and it was swiftly becoming a compulsion. Why? He still wasn’t entirely sure, but part of it was just the naughtiness of it. It was thrilling. But the bigger part of it, he’d come to realize, was that doing this let him escape from the world and find somewhere he could be something else... someone else. Putting on high heels and panties and prancing around his apartment made him feel alive, special, unique in the world. Dressed as a woman, he found excitement, thrills and peace. He wanted more.

	Henry pointed his toes. Then he pulled the shoe over his toes, sliding it backward until his toes hit the front and he could push the soft leather back of the shoe over his heel. It made a sort of popping noise as the leather gave way ever so slightly to let his heel inside.

	“They fit,” he said with a relieved smile.

	Henry slipped the strap through the buckle and tightened it. Then he stared at the shoe. It felt so strange to see a woman’s shoe on his foot. Strange, but exciting. He wanted to stand up in the shoe, but knew he needed to put the other one on first, so he dropped this foot to the floor and he raised his other ankle up to his other knee. Again, he unbuckled the other shoe, slipped it in place, and then tightened the strap. After tightening that strap, he lowered that foot to the floor as well.

	Both shoes were in place.

	Interestingly, when he dropped both feet to the floor, he discovered that his knees rested a lot higher than before. It was as if he was sitting in a short chair. It was a disconcerting feeling.

	“I wonder if women feel this too?” He didn’t know.

	Henry prepared to stand up. He’d seen too many women fall or wobble not to respect these shoes. He’d also already felt his shoe unexpectedly tip to one side as he moved it about as he slipped the other one on. So he braced himself on the arm of the couch and slowly rose. This was certainly a different experience than normal. For one thing, he came from a deeper knee bend. It also took more concentration to maintain his balance. But he managed. He was standing at his full height... plus five inches. He was taller... significantly. Everything looked subtly different.

	“Weird,” he said. Again, he wondered if women were used to this changing perspective depending on the heels they wore.

	It was time to take his first step.

	He did. He took a deep breath and stepped forward. His foot came down smoothly and firmly on the carpet. He took another. Again, his foot came down smoothly and firmly. Then another. Soon, he was walking across the carpet. He stopped at the edge and came back.

	“I can do this,” he said.

	He took another step. This time, his ankle buckled! But he caught himself.

	“Whoa!”

	Henry gathered himself and did another lap along the carpet. This time, he noticed the intense pressure on his toes. All of his weight pressed against the balls of his feet and pushed his toes forward into the straps. He recalled his prior girlfriends complaining about heels numerous times. Now he understood what they were talking about.

	He snickered.

	“What is it they say? Fashion has a price?”

	Henry started toward the mirror in the bedroom. The first few steps were on the carpet. The third step, however, hit the hardwood floor, as did the fourth.

	CLICK! CLICK!

	Henry tingled all over. That sound, that unmistakable sound of a woman approaching echoed through his apartment and through his mind. He’d produced that sound with his own feet. Amazing! He wanted to hear that sound again. He moved toward his kitchen.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! And back.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK!

	He laughed. He was revelling in making that sound. It felt so feminine, for lack of a better word, to produce that sound. He thought of Sarah and how often he’d heard her approaching and looked up just because he heard that sound, and now it was him! He grew so very hard. He would deal with that later though, for now, he had an urge to see what he looked like. Did he look like a woman too... or just feel like one?

	Henry walked toward the mirror in the bedroom.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! His erection throbbed!

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	He reached the bedroom and found carpet again. Too bad, he thought.

	“If I was a woman, I would have hardwood everywhere,” he laughingly

	told himself.

	Henry came to the mirror.

	“Wow!” he gasped.

	Reflected in the mirror stood Henry in panties and stockings and high heels. It was him. But it wasn’t him... not in these heels! The heels were phenomenal. They changed everything about him. His feet were feminine, held at the angle of the shoes. They looked almost delicate. Likewise, the straps were delicate. They screamed “woman!” No man could or would ever wear these shoes! They made his calves shapely. His knees seemed more narrow than before too, and his thighs looked taunt. Between that and the feminine panties, his entire lower body looked purely feminine. Except for the erection, he never would have guessed these legs belonged to a man!

	The most impressive thing though was his rear. Because of the different muscles needed to stand in the heels, his rear actually bulged out backward, making it look rounder and more feminine, and the panties highlighted this perfectly! He had a woman’s butt!

	“This is incredible! All because I’m wearing high heels!” he laughed.

	Henry couldn’t help himself, he spun around, looking at himself from all angles, mimicking what he’d seen models do in the movies. It felt effete to do it, but also pleasingly kinky. As he did, he stared at the shoes and his rear and his legs in the mirror. He couldn’t believe how feminine he looked.

	I’m going to spend the night pretending I’m a woman, he told himself.

	He looked down and saw his erection.

	“Well, mostly.”

	He slipped his hand inside his panties and started stroking himself. He was so horny he couldn’t resist. He looked like a woman. How incredible!

	Henry spread his legs for balance, making the same scurrying sound Sarah did whenever she rose from her seat on the plastic mat in heels, and stroked himself a little faster. He saw himself as a woman now, only with an erection. He was walking down the hallway at work. He came upon two women. It might have been Sarah and the intern, but it might not. He didn’t know. They saw him and he froze. They laughed and started circling him, checking him out. Finally, one grabbed his erection and started stroking it as she laughed.

	It was the intern.

	Henry felt himself shrink. Why did this young woman have such power over him? How could she intimidate him? He owned the business.

	She was just a student. And yet, he recalled being unable to return her stare, and he saw the shark-like look on her face as she entered his office without a moment’s concern about his demand she leave and she handed him the box, the box with women’s shoes intended for him to wear like some kind of sissy.

	Henry exploded. His juices shot all over the mirror. He hadn’t even known he was that close to coming.

	He looked down at the panties he wore and the heels. He suddenly felt strangely ashamed, but then an even stranger sense of comfort came over him. At work, he needed to be the big boss, but right now, right here... here he could be whatever he wanted. And as this woman-like creation of the intern’s, he didn’t have a care in the world except how feminine he looked.

	He could never tell her this, but she had given him something special.

	“I still don’t even know why she did it,” he said.

	And that’s when something told Henry that maybe he better check the box again. Maybe there was a note he had missed.

	 

	 


Chapter Seven: “Hello?”

	 

	Henry picked up the box. The lid was on the coffee table, the wrapping paper on the floor. The shoes were on his feet. He peered inside, which he hadn’t done when he was fixated on the shoes. Sure enough, there was a card sitting among the tissue paper used to protect the shoes. He suddenly felt pensive for some reason. Here was a message directly from this mystery woman, only he knew now who she was. Somehow that made this more personal, harder.

	He picked up the card.

	Written on it was a phone number, nothing more.

	All the colour left Henry’s face. He’d been in such a fantasy land the last few minutes before he saw the number. Now he came crashing back to reality. He was not alone in this amazing world of make believe, as it had seemed. There was someone else too, and she was calling the shots. What if she said something he didn’t like? What if she wanted too much... or too little? He didn’t know, but he knew he didn’t want this to end.

	He stared at the phone number on the card. There was no name, no message... just the number. But the message was clear. She wanted him to call that number. She wanted him to call her. Should he?

	He twisted his lips.

	“I really shouldn’t,” said his boss voice. “I need to put an end to this.”

	That was what was smartest, he knew that. Besides, added his brain, you can always wear them after you get rid of her. But then, so far, she hadn’t done anything threatening, and she clearly wanted something. Might it not be best to see what she wanted?

	“No,” said the boss in him.

	And that voice was right. He needed to tell her to stop, that he wasn’t interested in this crazy game of hers. Whatever else he did, he needed to do that much at least to maintain his authority. He couldn’t have some employee sending him panties and high heels. What if she told everyone at the office, for example? What if she made him do something stupid?

	He swallowed hard.

	On the other hand... he knew what was on the other hand.

	Henry glanced at the number. He thought about throwing the card away to save himself, or pretending he hadn’t seen it. He thought about just going on about his night pretending to be a woman and enjoying himself as if nothing ever happened and ignoring her... but he knew that wouldn’t work. He knew about the number now and it would hang over his head until he called her.

	“What would I say?” he asked himself.

	He wasn’t so clear on that. He thought he might ask her why she was doing this and then “play it by ear,” which would mean finding some means of making this game continue on safer terms, his terms. That felt like the best middle ground, but he didn’t want to admit that he was planning to let this continue, so he kept the details of his plan vague.

	Henry picked up the phone and dialled the number. He felt entirely unprepared. He felt nervous. This reminded him of the times he’d called some number he got from a woman in a bar and had no idea if she would remember him or if the number was even real.

	Buzzzzz. It rang.

	Buzzzzz.

	Click. “What are you wearing, Henry?” asked a seductive feminine voice.

	Henry jerked upright in shock at the directness of the question. Somehow, he’d expected small talk to ease into things, not this! He panicked. “Look,” jumped in his boss voice, “you can’t do this. You can’t send me things like—” Click.

	She hung up.

	Henry twisted his lips. His heart was racing. He hadn’t meant to say that and he desperately wished he hadn’t, but he had panicked and in that moment, his “inner boss” took over, the same instinct which got him to where he was in life... good and bad. He swallowed hard.

	“What do I do now?”

	He worried he’d ruined everything. He needed to call her back, to tell her that had been a mistake. Please don’t hold it against him. Would she listen though? This just got really difficult.

	Henry licked his lips nervously. He glanced at his phone. Then he stared at the high-heeled shoes on his feet. What a wonderful sight! His ankles stood high above the floor. His arches flexed beautifully. His toes peeked out the fronts of the shoes. The delicate straps of the shoes hugged his skin. He’d never worn anything like these before. And above them all was his penis, pushing out the panties as far as it could go. The whole thing was an erotic sight. He wanted to see this again and again. He wanted to go further. He wanted to do it with someone.

	Henry took a deep breath and dialled the number. He closed his eyes and hoped things went better this time.

	Buzzzzz. It rang.

	Buzzzzz.

	And again. Last time, she picked up at this point. This time, she didn’t. Henry felt a stomach muscle tighten.

	Buzzzzz.

	Still no answer. Henry felt his stomach twist into a knot. Had he blown it?

	Buzzzzz.

	“Please answer,” he said.

	Buzzzzz.

	Click. “What are you wearing?” purred the same feminine voice.

	Henry’s mouth went dry. “W— what y— you sent me.”

	There was a pause. “Which is?”

	Henry simultaneously breathed a sigh of relief and tensed up in terror. She hadn’t just hung up. That was great. But on the other hand, he was doing this. He was really doing this! What was he supposed to say next?

	“I, uh, I’m wearing, uh, p— panties.”

	Henry was shocked how hard it had been to say that word. It wasn’t embarrassment that kept him from speaking either. It wasn’t even fear that somehow he was being recorded for blackmail. What kept him from speaking that magical word was that he knew saying it meant he would belong to her mind, body and soul. Saying that word to her meant submitting to her authority, and yet, he did.

	“Good girl,” purred the young woman. Her voice was soft and sweet and rich like honey and, when Henry heard it, he melted. His spine went soft, his knees weak, and he wanted to fall into a pile at her feet. At the same time though, there was something haughty and unchallenged in her voice which made him bristle. It was like taking orders from a teenager.

	He was hard as a rock.

	“Th— thank you, Ma’am.”

	The young woman giggled. “‘Ma’am’?! I like the sound of that. It’s much better than me calling you ‘sir’ or ‘boss.’ Those words don’t seem to fit our relationship anymore, do they Henry?”

	Her giggle made Henry even weaker. And with her words, she’d just stripped whatever authority he had left. This crazy young intern had taken charge. Over him! He owned the firm. He’d built it from the ground up. He was worth... well, a lot. And now she held him in the palm of her hand like a toy, completely at her mercy. He cringed, yet felt intensely elated at the same time. This was something he’d never felt before.

	“No, Ma’am.”

	“What should I call you then, since boss ‘won’t’ work? ‘Sissy’? Are you a sissy, Henry?”

	Henry blushed bright red.

	The young woman chuckled. “I don’t think you are, Henry. So I think I’m just going to call you ‘little girl,’ because secretly, I think you like being a little girl, my secret little girl. Do you like that, little girl?”

	Henry genuinely shuddered. As he did, his penis throbbed and soaked his panties with an extra-large dose of pre-come. He couldn’t even explain how shocked and excited he felt to be called “little girl” by this young woman. He never would have expected that in his life!

	“Y— yes,” he admitted and he shuddered again. “I— I like that a lot.”

	“Then that’s what I’ll call you. Now tell me more about these panties,” said the young woman.

	“Th— they’re black. They’re smooth and soft and black. They make me look like a girl.”

	“You’re not a girl though, are you? Not a real girl.”

	Henry shook his head. “No, Ma’am.”

	“That’s because you have something other little girls don’t, don’t you?”

	Henry licked his lips. He was so hard, so incredibly hard. “Y— yes, I do.”

	“Is it hard?”

	Henry blushed. This wasn’t hard to guess, but it still felt like she knew him, like she had a window into his soul. “Yes.”

	“How hard?”

	“Very hard.”

	“Are you touching it?”

	“N— no, not right now.”

	“Touch it. Take it in your hand.”

	A chill raced down Henry’s spine and made him throb. He was so excited, but also strangely afraid. He had given this woman so much power she could ask anything right now and he would do it without the slightest thought to his own position. Was he making a mistake? Shouldn’t he stop?

	He couldn’t.

	Henry slipped his hand to his lap and gripped his penis in his hand.

	“I’m touching it,” he said.

	“Do you want to play with yourself?”

	“Y— yes.”

	“Good girl... but don’t rub it unless I let you.”

	“L— let me?”

	“Of course. Just leave your hand where it is, nice and still until I say otherwise.”

	Henry grimaced silently. He was dying to come. He needed to come more now than he ever had. His penis was literally ready to explode. It was like a rubber band stretched back so far it could only explode or break, but she didn’t want him to do it and he chose to obey her wishes. He had trusted her so far, he would trust her in this too. She was in charge.

	“Now tell me what else you’re wearing besides pretty girly panties,” said the young woman. She sounded very aroused. Henry thought she might be touching herself too. In fact, he was certain of it. He, on the other hand, still did not move his hand as she had told him. He was finding it oddly disconcerting not to stroke himself. The erotic power of the sensation of denial was proving intense, crushing and exhilarating. He’d never actually experienced denial like this before and it was amazing. It overwhelmed him with potential.

	“I’m wearing, uh, high heels,” he answered. Again, the words felt forbidden.

	“The ones I sent you?” asked the young woman with a snicker, as if he owned other pairs of high heels. Henry could almost hear her smirk through the phone at her little joke.

	“Yes, those.”

	“Have you walked in them?”

	Henry couldn’t believe he was talking about wearing women’s shoes with this woman! Who was she even? He really didn’t know. What did she want? He didn’t know that either. No rational man would ever admit the things he was admitting... and yet, he kept going. “Y— yes.”

	“Did it feel sexy?” Her voice had gotten even sweeter like a harpist plucking their way toward bass. The beautiful tones within her voice and her feminine inflections were enough to nearly make Henry come all on their own, so being forced to hold his dick without giving it that tiny little bit it needed to come was like torture to him, erotic torture.

	“It— I— I don’t—”

	“It’s all right, darling. Tell me the truth. Did it excite you?”

	“Yes.”

	“Did you want to play with yourself?”

	“Yes, but— uh— there was more.”

	He could hear her smile. “What was more?”

	“It made me feel— special.”

	She paused. He’d surprised her. He could sense her fingers going deeper between her legs. He was getting something amazing from her, but she was also getting something she needed from him.

	“Good girl,” she purred. “Tell me, darling, if I asked you to walk for me, could you make me think you’re a woman or do you need practice?”

	Henry felt a tinge of disappointment as he admitted, “I need practice.”

	“It’s all right, little one. Even big girls need practice. Here’s what we’re going to do. I’m going to give you homework. Tonight, I want you to wear your pretty heels. Walk all around your apartment for the next three hours, no more, no less. Let yourself go. Walk like a big girl. Do you understand?”

	“I think so.”

	“Good because I have plans for us, but you need to be able to walk like a big girl in heels. Do you understand?”

	Henry nodded his head. “I do.”

	“I may test you tomorrow, so don’t let me down.”

	“H— how are you going to test me?”

	“You’ll find out when I do it.”

	Henry began to tremble. His stomach twisted again and he felt queasy. How far under this girl’s power had he placed himself and how far would she take it? “I— uh, yes, ok.”

	“Also for tomorrow, Henry, I want you to wear your panties and stockings under your suit. Don’t come to work without them.”

	“I won’t,” said Henry.

	“See you tomorrow, little girl.”

	“See you tomorrow.”

	The young woman hung up.

	Henry collapsed on his couch. He was spent, and he hadn’t even come.

	 

	 


Chapter Eight: “Office Games”

	 

	Henry pulled his car into his reserved parking spot in the parking garage at work. He went to climb out of his car. As he shifted his leg out the door, he felt the tug of the garter belt as it pulled the stocking to keep it in place. He smirked as he realized this was one of those hidden feeling women got to experience which men knew nothing about. It also might be why so many women got out of cars with both feet at once.

	“I love this,” he said, meaning all the insights he was getting from secretly playing at being a woman.

	Indeed, he’d learned a great deal the prior night. After hanging up with the intern – whose name he still didn’t really know – he started moving around his apartment in the tall heels. As Henry practiced, he slowly learned the art of balancing in heels. He learned how to walk more smoothly too: take shorter steps, girly step. Keep his feet together, don’t let them spread. Keep his chin up, don’t look at his feet... or his erection. Stride with purpose, but carefully. Plant the heel firmly and bring down his toes flat before finding his footing.

	Soon, he was moving confidently in the heels.

	Then came the next level: style. As he strode around his apartment, he loosened up and found that letting his hips swing gave him both a more “natural” stride but also a more feminine stride. Again, it probably didn’t look like much to an outside observer, but from his perspective, it screamed va-va-voom! Either way, it worked. It made him feel sexy and feminine, even with an erection swinging away madly inside his panties as he walked.

	He also learned that heels can become painful. After only a few minutes, his toes started to feel crushed and his arches felt strained. He quickly developed a real appreciation for women like Sarah and the intern who wore tall, tall heels day after day without complaint! Nevertheless, he wore the heels the full three hours as the intern had wanted. In part, this was because he wanted to impress her when she did finally test him, something he knew was coming, but the main reason was much more simple: he did it because she asked and he wanted to please her. So he wore them three hours on the nose and he walked for three hours despite the discomfort. If the floors hadn’t been solid concrete covered in hardwood, he was sure he would have driven the people in the apartment below him nuts.

	That was last night though.

	Now he crossed the parking garage to the elevator. He pressed the button and stepped into the elevator alone. His rubbed his rear, carefully touching the edge of his panties as he did. Feeling the edge of his panties made him giggle until he bit his lip to stop. He felt giddy.

	“This is going to be fun,” he told himself. What he really meant was

	“thrilling.”

	The elevator stopped at the main floor. Henry got off and approached the receptionist with an enormous grin. It felt very different this time, much more naughty and exciting.

	“Good morning, Pam,” he said.

	“Good morning, Mr. Logan,” replied the receptionist with a matching smile.

	“What a beautiful day.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“I can’t wait to get to work,” he said. Then he winked at her and walked away, swinging his hips femininely to see if she noticed. She apparently didn’t or she didn’t say anything. He almost wished she had:

	“Mr. Logan, you’re wearing panties and a garter belt!” she would gasp.

	“Yes, yes I am. And you should have seen the heels I wore last night,” he saw himself responding with a confident laugh.

	He snickered at the thought. It was probably better she hadn’t noticed.

	Henry moved down the hallway toward his office. He felt an incredible rush as he confidently strutted along with the panties, stockings and sexy garter belt beneath his suit pants.

	“Good morning, Sarah,” said Henry.

	Sarah looked up to see her boss approaching. She glanced at her clock. He was early. She was surprised. “Good morning, Henry.”

	“And how are you today?”

	“I’m good.”

	He glanced at her outfit. As always, she was immaculately dressed. Today, she wore a maroon skirt suit with a tight skirt that hung to just below her knees. It was perfectly tailored for her figure. Her bushy brunette hair hung to the middle of her back. Her stocking-covered legs were a sort of tan which contrasted exquisitely with her suit and her shiny black spike-heeled pumps with carve outs near the heels. Henry imagined himself in the heels and smiled.

	“I love your outfit,” he said.

	Sarah blushed. She hadn’t seen Henry like this in some time. “Thank you,” she said cautiously. “And I like your suit.”

	“Anything good in the mail?”

	Sarah picked up the pile and handed it to him. “The usual.”

	Henry shrugged his shoulders. “Can’t have everything.”

	With that, he walked into his office. It had been a banner entrance. He’d walked past a dozen people practically begging them to spot his secret and none of them had. He’d even swayed his hips a couple times to see if anyone noticed. They didn’t. Henry was loving having this secret right under the noses of his staff. He sat down and got to work.

	A few minutes later, Sarah came in with his coffee. He watched her walk through the door on her tall heels and he wondered if he walked as seductively. He hoped he did. He’d worked hard at it... no pun intended. But he wouldn’t know until the young woman made him show her, something he hoped happened soon.

	“You look happy,” said Sarah.

	Henry smiled. He was. He really was. For the past couple days he’d gotten away from his job in a way few ever can, both in the sense of what he did and in that he managed to put all of his worries entirely out of his mind. That little vacation had done him a world of good. What’s more, he’d found something which truly turned him on. Interestingly, he’d realized that before this, he’d never really had that. Yes, there had been women who excited him and got him hard and happy, but he’d never found anything that truly consumed him like this. He was in love with this little secret of his. In fact, it took all he could muster to keep from yelling it to the world.

	He knew better though.

	“I feel happy,” he said. “I got some good sleep, got a chance to relax. How are you, Sarah?”

	Sarah smiled. This was more like the Henry who’d built the company, a Henry she thought was long gone. “I’m good. It makes me happy to see you so happy too. Wanna share the secret?”

	Henry shuddered. When she said that, he felt an overwhelming urge to scream out to her, “this woman’s been making me dress like a woman and I can’t tell you how amazing it feels!” but he knew he could never do that. Nevertheless, he’d wanted to so badly he could barely stop himself. He needed to tell somebody, he thought, and Sarah was closer to being his best friend and confidant than anyone else.

	Still, he knew it was a terrible idea.

	For a few seconds though, it wasn’t clear if he could keep his mouth shut. That made him giggle and he crossed his legs, feeling his dick sliding along the soft material of the panties and the garter belt tighten in a different direction.

	“I just had a good night’s rest is all,” he lied.

	Sarah smiled. Did she believe him? Would she start digging for the truth? Henry told himself that if she did, he would confess. He wanted to confess. Please, let her ask the right question, he thought. But she didn’t.

	Instead, she again said that made her happy and she left his office. Henry sighed longingly.

	

	After Sarah left, Henry looked through his desk for a new mystery package. There was nothing. He’d really hoped there would be as he was ready to take this another step, but there wasn’t.

	“Patience,” he told himself. “I’m sure there will be something.” So he waited and he did his work.

	Around eleven, Henry decided he needed more coffee. Rather than have Sarah get it for him, he decided to get it himself so he could stretch his legs. He’d been double checking finance documents all morning, which could be pretty thick. So he made his way to the break room.

	He’d almost forgotten that he was wearing panties when he heard a soft, silky feminine voice behind him say, “Don’t turn around, little girl.”

	Henry froze. His heart skipped a beat. She’d called him “little girl” at the office. Panic filled him and he wanted to spin around and tell her she couldn’t do that here, but then he felt her hand on his rear, feeling for his pantylines and his whole body went limp and non-responsive. His penis jumped to attention. Then she pressed her body up against his.

	“Good girl,” she purred in his ear. “You wore them.”

	Henry nodded his head.

	“I’ll bet you’re all hard too, aren’t you?”

	With that, she snaked her hand around his hips and latched onto his penis through his suit pants and panties. His penis throbbed like it would explode and jammed against her soft, warm hand.

	“Did you play with yourself last night?” she asked.

	Henry glanced around nervously to make sure they were alone.

	“Uh uh uh. Head forward. No peeking,” she said.

	“But what if someone—”

	“Then things are going to get really embarrassing, aren’t they. Now answer my question, Henry. The faster you answer, the less likely it is someone will spot us,” she said.

	Henry nodded his head. “No, I didn’t.”

	“Didn’t what?”

	“Didn’t play with myself.”

	She leaned close to his ear. “You mean you didn’t masturbate?” Her lips hung on the “m” which started the word.

	He shuddered. “Right.”

	“You’re such a good girl,” she purred again.

	“You told me not to,” he protested.

	“I know, darling. But now I want you to.”

	“You want me to what?”

	The young woman took Henry’s hand in hers. Only, rather than holding onto it, she slipped something silky and soft into his palm. Then she pulled her hand away again, leaving the soft item in his hand.

	“Go back to your office. Close your door, strip off your pants. Then jerk yourself off into the panties you’re wearing. When you’re done, change into these panties I just gave you. Put your suit back on and act like nothing has happened.”

	“Jerk off in my office?”

	“Yes, Henry. I’m sure you’ve done it before. Your secretary is incredibly hot—”

	“But what if Sarah comes in?”

	“Then I would have a good explanation ready.”

	Henry swallowed hard. He was sweating. Sarah came and went from his office at will. He’d never really stopped her before. How could he stop her now? “Stay out of my office, Sarah, I need to masturbate?” That wasn’t going to work.

	“I— I don’t think I can do this,” he said.

	The young woman chuckled. “Of course, you can, Henry.”

	With that, she started to withdraw. He felt her body pull away from his.

	“Wait,” said Henry.

	She stopped.

	“What do I do with the dirty panties?” he whispered. He wanted to ask a lot more than that, like why she was doing this and if they could meet at his place and what else she wanted him to do, but this practical question was what squirted out of his confused, overwhelmed, enraptured brain.

	The young intern chuckled. “Take them home and wash them, of course.”

	“Should I call you t—”

	“I’ll call you.”

	With that, she was gone.

	

	Henry raced back to his desk with the new panties buried deeply in his pocket. He hadn’t even seen them yet lest seeing them somehow caused him to give away the fact he was holding panties and he had been given orders to go jerk off. As he approached Sarah, he began to blush furiously. She was normally so good at reading his mind, would she be able to see what he had planned?

	“I’m going to do some reading,” said Henry.

	That was the closest he could come to “don’t disturb me.” Sarah had become such a valuable helper that he’d long ago given her permission to enter his office no matter what the circumstances. There was very little he could offer as a reason to revoke that privilege, and nothing he could come up with at the moment would do it; he would just need to risk it.

	Henry closed the door behind him. He leaned against it and breathed, quite possibly for the first time since the break room. He could still feel the intern’s hand caressing his rear, her body pressed against his, her breath tickling his ear, and hear her voice burrowing into his soul.

	“Come on Henry, get it together.”

	But did he mean to act rationally and stop this or to get on with it?

	Whatever he really meant, he moved behind his desk and started to unbuckle his belt. He unzipped his pants and let them fall to the floor. He then pushed off his shoes with his feet and pulled his pants away, revealing his stocking-covered legs and the sexy black panties.

	“How do I do this?” he asked.

	He decided to sit in his chair and place the arches of his feet against the edge of his desk, spreading his legs in the process. As he did, his erection swung free of his thighs and stood out prominently beneath the black panties.

	He glanced at the door and waited silently to hear if Sarah would come in, not that there was much he could do to hide if she did. He thought he might be able to slide his legs beneath the desk, but that was a dangerous position. What if she came around or saw his pants on the floor? In fact, he decided to sweep up his pants and shoes and jam them into his desk drawer.

	“Don’t waste time,” he told himself.

	The quicker he did this, the better.

	Henry pushed his chair back and pressed his feet against the desk. He spread his knees wide, letting his erection hang freely inside the panties. He slipped his hand inside his panties. His fingers latched onto his shaft. He tingled all over.

	Jerk yourself off into the panties you’re wearing, said the young woman’s voice inside his head.

	Henry took a deep breath. Then he started slowly stroking his shaft. It felt amazing. He’d needed this all night and throughout the day. He was truly surprised he hadn’t done this last night, but somehow that would have felt wrong as she had not wanted him too.

	“Oh, this feels so right,” he said.

	He stroked a little faster, a little hard. He wasn’t going all out though because didn’t want to shift or move or make any noise that might bring Sarah to come investigate. That wasn’t as easy at it looked either as the stockings he wore made his feet slick where they pressed against the desk. He thought about resting his feet on the desk rather than its edge, but he needed to be able to drop them immediately in the event he heard Sarah coming. Putting them on the desk meant pulling them back first and the extra time that took meant he would get caught.

	Henry closed his eyes

	His penis was throbbing already.

	He let his mind run and saw himself in his apartment in the panties and stockings and heels and a tight black dress like the one Sarah had worn the prior day. He looked feminine and sexy. His hair had grown and was wavy. He wore makeup. He was prancing around his house. The intern was there.

	She sat on his couch with her legs crossed, swinging one leg and laughing. She leaned forward and grabbed the hem of his dress. She slowly raised it, revealing his erection.

	“Look what I found,” she giggled.

	CRACK! CRACK!

	Henry snapped back to reality. That was the sound Sarah’s heels made on the plastic mat before she rose. Was she coming? He listened nervously for any sign she was headed this way. His heart was pounding. He considered abandoning what he was doing.

	CREEEEEK.

	Sarah’s chair; she had crossed her legs.

	“False alarm,” said Henry.

	Henry started stroking himself again. This time, he imagined himself in the coffee room. Again, he wore the black dress and the high heels and panties. He was a secretary now and Sarah was the boss. She had sent him to fetch her coffee. All the other employees snickered as he passed by, the former boss turned into a secretary. As he bent over to get a filter for the coffee maker, he felt the intern’s hand on his rear, just as he’d felt it in real life. She rubbed her hand over his cheek, tracing his panty lines, before sliding her hand between his crack as far as the skirt would let her.

	Henry shuddered.

	His penis was throbbing strongly now. It was a rhythmic throbbing. He knew what this meant. Henry pressed his back harder into his chair. His breathing became laboured. He was on the edge.

	In his fantasy, the intern leaned closer. She whispered in his ear:

	“Getting coffee for your boss, little girl?”

	Henry clenched his jaw. He stopped breathing. He stroked faster and more furiously now.

	“Tell me you’re a little girl,” purred the intern.

	Henry stroked even faster. His body grew hot and he felt dizzy now.

	“Tell me you’re a little girl,” purred the intern again.

	“Tell me you’re a little girl,” said Henry between sharp breaths.

	And then it happened. His penis hit that peak, the point of no return and it released. All the tension and pressure Henry felt shot through him and out with a massive blast of hot sticky fluid into the panties. Two more strokes and it all came out. He virtually collapsed in the chair. His feet slipped from the desk to the floor with a muffled THUD.

	He’d done it. His panties were soaked.

	Henry started to giggle.

	CRACK! CRACK!

	Henry’s heart stopped. He’d made too much noise. He’d worried about that. He shot up straight in his chair and swung his legs beneath his desk.

	Knock knock!

	Henry shoved his chair beneath his desk, hopefully hiding his stocking covered legs. He grabbed the first report he saw and threw it open on his desk. The fingers on his right hand still glistened with his own juices. He wiped those on his leg as Sarah stuck her head through the door.

	“You ok, boss?”

	“Me?” said Henry. He was short of breath. He needed to speak cautiously not to give away that something had been going on. “Uh, yeah... I, uh, just dropped a book.”

	Stay calm, he ordered himself. Stay calm.

	“Boring book. Almost fell asleep.”

	Sarah snickered. “Oh, ok. I thought it was something like that.” She then started toward his desk. “Here, let me get that.”

	Henry froze. He had no idea what she was getting, but he knew that if she got too close, she might see his stocking-covered toes beneath the desk or if she came the wrong way she would see the panties and his stocking covered, pant-less legs. He tried to slide even further under the desk.

	A moment later, Sarah grabbed some envelopes from Henry’s “out box” and turned to leave. Henry’s heart started again. Sarah then told him she would be leaving for lunch and asked if he needed anything else. He said he did not. Then she left, closing the door behind her. Henry’s slipped his head onto his desk a moment later, laughing quietly to himself.

	He’d survived.

	He was hard again too.

	 


Chapter Nine: “Test Run”

	 

	Henry was electric by the time he got home. He’d worn panties and stockings and a garter belt to work, and gotten away with it. The intern had felt him up at work, and he’d gotten away with it. He’d stripped to his panties and stockings (below his waist at least) in his office, and gotten away with it. He’d masturbated at his desk, and gotten away with it. He’d then changed from the soiled wet panties into the fresh clean panties – these were a delicate shade of pastel pink – at his desk, and gotten away with it. It had been quite the day.

	Now he needed to wash the panties and wait for further instructions.

	“How do I wash panties?” he wondered.

	Henry pulled the sticky black panties from his pocket. They were a mess. When he came, he drenched the panties. He looked for a laundry tag and found the words “hand wash.”

	“Huh.”

	Henry had never hand washed anything before, much less women’s panties. But he figured it wouldn’t be so difficult. Henry grabbed some detergent from his laundry room, a small bowl from the kitchen, and added warm water. He poured in the detergent, stirred it with his hand until it bubbled and then popped the panties into the bowl. He kneaded them and squeezed them until they seemed clean and then rinsed them before hanging them over a clothes hanger.

	Done.

	Then he went to the bedroom and grabbed his high heels. He stripped off his suit and shirt and tie, leaving him in the stockings, garter belt and pink panties before sitting down and slipping into the high heels. Once again, he was openly feminized.

	He instantly felt a rush, followed by a sense of calm.

	“Now I just need her to call,” he said.

	Henry went to his whisky cabinet and poured himself a drink before clicking his way over to his couch on his heels and sitting down by his phone. He turned on the news, but didn’t watch. Instead, he stared at his stockings and played with his erection with his fingers.

	“Hopefully, she calls soon,” he said.

	

	At some point while waiting, Henry fell asleep. He dreamed about being Sarah’s secretary again and wearing the clothes she normally wore, just as he’d fantasized when he masturbated in his office. It was a strangely enticing, but also withering sort of dream. Despite letting this intern control their relationship, Henry just wasn’t the type to let anyone else take over, and the idea of becoming a secretary, a female secretary made him cringe, but it was erotic too and that he did not understand. How could something that bothered him so much also excite him so much? It was like wearing the panties and heels. Part of him felt sick at the idea. He was a man and men didn’t do this. He would never ever tell anyone he had either – apart from the intern that is, so how could this be exciting. “Maybe the answer is—”

	Riiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiing!!

	Henry snapped out of his dream to the sound of his phone ringing. He didn’t know if it had been the first or second ring or possibly even more.

	Either way, he knew he needed to answer it. He lunged for the phone. “Hello!” he exclaimed almost desperately.

	There was a pause. “How’s my little girl?”

	Henry shuddered. “She’s good... horny. Uh, how are you?”

	“I have a task for you, Henry darling.”

	Henry raised a curious eyebrow. A task? The last “task” she gave him led to him dirtying his panties in the office in a most undignified way. He wondered what she could come up with this time.

	“A task?” he asked.

	“Yes, Henry. You need to prove to me that you’re ready for the little adventure I want to take you on.”

	“W— what kind of adventure?”

	“Finish the task and you’ll find out.”

	Henry licked his lips. The last “task” had been risky but incredibly thrilling too. Would this be the same, he wondered. “All right,” he said cautiously. “What do I need to do?”

	“Tell me everything you’re wearing.”

	“I’m wearing the panties you gave me, the pink ones. I’m wearing stockings. I’m wearing the garter belt. And the heels.”

	“And that’s all?” asked the young woman.

	“Yes.”

	“Good. I want you to go out into the hallway—”

	“I can’t leave my apartment!” blurted our Henry.

	An uncomfortable silence settled on the conversation. Henry worried he had said the wrong thing, but going out into the hallway dressed like this? What if someone saw him? As the silence dragged on, however, Henry’s worry turned to fear. He didn’t want this to stop. He didn’t want to lose her.

	He finally surrendered.

	“I’m sorry,” said Henry finally. “What do I need to do?”

	“Leave your apartment, wearing exactly what you’re wearing and nothing else. Go into the hallway. Walk to the other end of the hallway.” This was about fifty feet total. “Once you’re there, take a selfie of yourself showing the elevator behind you. Send it to me. When I respond, then you may return to your apartment. Do you understand?”

	Henry swallowed hard. This was risky. There were four neighbours along the path. What if one of them came out and saw him? Rumours of the crazed crossdresser of unit 2510 would spread throughout the building. They might even make a complaint, involve the building’s management. He could end up in the monthly bulletin! He could never show his face after that again!

	“You have ten minutes, darling,” said the woman.

	“I— I’m not sure I can do that,” said Henry honestly. The idea of everyone in his building knowing genuinely concerned him.

	“What a pity.” The woman hung up.

	Henry thought about calling her back and pleading with her for mercy, but he knew what answer she would give, assuming she even took the call. She had told him what she wanted from him and he doubted she would settle for anything less. She hadn’t so far. Of course, she’d been right about everything so far too.

	“Maybe I can find some way to cover myself?” he thought.

	But then, she had told him not to. Wearing exactly what you’re wearing and nothing else, she had said. And she would know from the selfie. He either had to do it or not do it, there was no way to fake it.

	“What if I don’t do it?” he wondered. “What does ‘what a pity’ mean?”

	Henry didn’t want to find out. He feared the worst.

	“I’ll just have to do it.”

	

	Henry stood inside his apartment. His toes touched the threshold of his front door. The door was open. He was holding it. Before him stood the long hallway with the elevator at the other end. There were four other doors, four other penthouse-level apartments – two smaller apartments on either side and then his larger apartment at the end of the hallway. The hallway was well lit, but not bright. It wasn’t carpeted. Normally, the hallway took seconds to traverse. Right now, the hallway seemed impossibly long to him...miles long.

	“Just do it fast,” he told himself.

	He still didn’t move. He couldn’t get himself to start. “The longer I take, the more likely it is someone will notice.” He licked his lips nervously.

	“I just need to do it.”

	Henry suddenly chuckled. How could he even think of doing this? He lived in this building. Every Christmas, Mrs. Winslow brought him cookies. She wore a bad Christmas scarf when she did. Why would he risk her seeing him like this for some young woman’s game? The tenant in 2514 was a retired school principal. He had probably seen every form of rebellion and prank from kids egging his car to boys wearing dresses to prom, but he wasn’t likely to understand this. Would he understand any better than Mrs. Winslow why Henry was walking around their hallway in high heels and panties with his dick hanging out? “No, he wouldn’t.” So why do this?

	“Because she wants me to.”

	Henry wanted to shake his head. He wanted to say that he didn’t understand this. Why would he do this for some woman? Well, the thing was, he wasn’t doing it for her. He was doing for himself. And he was doing it because this was the first truly exciting thing he’d done in years, and he wanted to do more. He wanted the challenge, the thrill of evading escape, the sense of freedom that came with doing something naughty and breaking all the rules. Plus, frankly, it just seemed to turn him on to dress like a woman. He loved everything about it. He loved the tug of the garters, the feathery embrace of the panties, the struggle to balance and the clicking sound of his high heels marking his progression into femininity. That’s why he did it. And with that thought, he stepped over the threshold and out into the hallway. The door closed behind him. He was committed.

	Henry started down the hallway. His heels echoed so loudly that he was sure everyone could hear it and would come running...

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	...only, they didn’t.

	He kept going. Past Mrs. Winslow’s door. Past the principal. Past the grumpy guy who worked for the museum. Past the engineer. He’d made it to the elevator door. Without a second’s hesitation, Henry whipped out his phone and took a picture of himself standing before the elevator in his feminine finery. He made sure to get everything he wore in the shot so there would be no question. Then he sent the image to the young woman’s number.

	Then he waited.

	And he waited.

	Henry’s heart raced. It had been racing since the moment he took that first step, but he could hear it now as waited in the oppressive silence. He became conscious of what he wore. He felt his erection press hard against the damp panties. Anyone seeing those would know he was spewing precome like a leaky faucet. He felt the silky embrace of the delicate stockings. Then he felt the heels pinching his toes, straining his calves. They had such a powerful effect on his calves, on his thighs, on his butt. Yet, they made him feel so helpless. There was no way he could run from anything in heels. Even a mad dash would be little more than a brisk walk in heels. But that was their power. They proclaimed that a woman had made herself vulnerable. It was an erotic statement, a call to the male psyche. And when a strong woman mixed that statement with power and authority, it was intoxicating.

	It was the same with this intern: a young, seemingly powerless woman who took control over Henry by sheer forced of will and confidence. Henry was helpless against that.

	CLICK!

	Henry froze. That sound came from somewhere down the hallway. It sounded like someone was leaving their apartment at this very moment and had turned their doorknob! Henry glanced around nervously, but knew there was nowhere to hide. He was exposed.

	He held his breath and tensed up.

	CHA-CHUNK

	Henry knew that sound too. Whoever it was had locked their door. They weren’t coming out after all. He breathed a serious sigh of relief. He started to snicker uncontrollably.

	Bzzzzzz.

	Henry’s phone buzzed. (He’d smartly turned off the ringer.) “Hello?” he whispered, still snickering.

	“You sound happy.”

	“I had a close call.”

	“How close?”

	“Close enough.”

	“Comes with the territory. Wait until our adventure.”

	“Is it worse than this?” asked Henry.

	The young woman glowed through the phone. “It’s better... far, far better.”

	“Ok, well right now, I want to get back to my apartment before the next close call gets any closer.”

	“All right, Henry. Go back to your apartment. Wear panties to the office tomorrow, but no stockings. See you at the office, little girl.” She hung up.

	Henry immediately flew back to his apartment. CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! He practically burst through his door when he got there. And when he reached the other side, he sank to the floor and laughed uncontrollably. He’d just survived his first experience dressed as a woman in public and he actually felt... proud.

	 


Chapter Ten: “A Makeup Lesson”

	 

	Henry heard the sound of high heels approaching. It was an unmistakable sound. He thought it might be Sarah returning early from lunch, but it wasn’t... it was the intern. She looked amazing once again. Today she wore a light metallic-blue skirt suit and black patent leather, open toed high-heeled pumps. It was very stylish. Add to that her natural beauty, her shapely figure, her gorgeous thick hair, and her perfect makeup, and Henry realized this woman was one of the most beautiful he’d ever seen.

	He still didn’t know her name though.

	She closed the door and walked right up to him, coming around the desk. Then she slid her rear onto his desk inches from his hand. She pulled one leg back behind the other and balanced her weight on the toes of her one foot.

	“Hi Henry,” she said.

	Henry blushed. “Hi,” he said uncertainly. She was so beautiful up close.

	“I’m going to pick you up tonight at ten, do you understand?”

	“Pick me up?”

	“In your parking garage.”

	Henry’s heart skipped a beat at the idea of being picked up in his parking garage. What a terrible idea to let this young woman take him somewhere – especially in panties and stockings, but he would do it. There was no question now. He would do virtually anything she asked at the moment.

	“What are we doing?” asked Henry. “I’m giving you the night of your dreams.”

	“How?” asked Henry nervously.

	“You’ll see.” She then pulled a purse from her side which Henry had not noticed when she had walked into his office. It was a small clutch made of shiny black sequins. She opened it and pulled out several items Henry recognized as makeup, such as lipstick and nail polish. There was a cream in a thin tube too, and what could possibly be moisturizer. “Right now though, we need a quick lesson.”

	“What kind of lesson?” asked Henry anxiously.

	“You need to learn to apply makeup.”

	Henry’s jaw dropped. Was she talking about what he thought she was talking about? Was she planning to “teach” him to apply makeup by applying it right here and now? In the office? “You can’t be serious,” he gasped. Everyone in the office would know about this in seconds if he appeared with even traces of makeup on his face. “This is not a good idea.”

	The young woman ignored his protests. Instead, she grabbed the lipstick, pulled off its cap, raised the level of the stick, and told him to “Pucker up.”

	“What?!”

	“Pucker. Up.”

	Henry shook his head. “I can’t. Y— you can’t. You can’t put lipstick on me. People will notice!”

	“Don’t worry, darling. I’ve brought makeup remover. I’m just going to show you how to apply it so you can apply it yourself tonight before I pick you up. It’s important that you know how.”

	“You want me to wear makeup tonight?”

	“Yes, Henry.”

	“Outside? You want me to wear makeup outside?” he gasped.

	“You would look rather strange without it. Now pucker up, Henry, and pay attention.”

	Henry licked his lips nervously. He knew he should refuse. This was way beyond dumb. She wanted to apply lipstick and who knows what else to his face, in the office? It was crazy even to think about letting her, and frankly, he was terrified about what might happen. Even with makeup remover, what if traces remained and people saw them? He needed to refuse.

	But he wanted this.

	He wanted this so badly he could ignore his fears and his better judgment. This young woman had brought excitement to his life. Real thrills. And this sounded like the biggest so far, especially going out tonight in makeup. This wasn’t just wearing women’s clothes, this was feminizing himself right under the noses of everyone out there. He wanted to experience that. He wanted to test his courage in letting his new-born feminine side run wild over his manhood in the most dangerous of ways: risking exposure. He knew he would regret it if he didn’t do this. And doing this required letting her “explain” makeup to him now.

	He puckered his lips.

	The young woman grabbed his chin between her fingers and her thumb and pressed the lipstick against his lips. He could feel its creamy, waxy surface smearing against his lips.

	“When you apply lipstick, always pucker your lips. It makes them fuller and it makes it easier to get the entire lip. If you don’t, your lips will look thin. When you coat it, move the stick smoothly and in long strokes.

	Don’t apply it with short strokes or it will look choppy.” She finished painting his lips just as she described.

	“When you get home, I want you to practice this several times until you get it right. Then do it for real before I come get you. Get dressed. Put on your makeup. Then wait for my call. Understand?” she said.

	“W— what are we doing?”

	The young woman smiled impishly. “We’re having a girls’ night out.”

	Henry shuddered when she said this. The thought of himself as a “girl” and going on a girls’ night was shockingly exciting. It felt like being let into the ultimate secret club.

	The young woman now picked up the tube and squirted some tannish cream onto her fingers. She rubbed it into his cheeks. “This will make your skin look smoother. When you get home, you need to shave very closely. Having stubble will be a dead giveaway. Shave your legs too. Hairy legs will give you away too.”

	“Shave my legs?”

	That was the first thing he’d been asked to do which couldn’t just be stripped off or wiped off. If he did that, his legs would be hairless for some time. Fortunately, he didn’t normally walk around in shorts.

	“Your chest too,” she added.

	Henry became queasy at the idea, but he had no doubt he would do it.

	The young woman next took a longish, narrow container and a tiny brush from the black sequin purse. She told him to look upward and to hold still. Then she dipped the brush in the container before running it over his eyelashes. Henry couldn’t see what she had done, but he could tell his eyelashes had gotten thicker.

	“What was that?” he asked.

	“Mascara,” she said. “Apply it just like that. Brush it on smoothly with a flip at the end.” She then pulled a small round mirror from the purse and held it before Henry’s face. His transformation was stunning. His skin was smoother, his lips fuller and his eyelashes thicker and feminine. His whole face had been changed. He really looked like a woman now!

	“That’s amazing!” he gasped.

	“You look very pretty. Now take off your shoes and socks,” she said.

	Henry wanted to ask why, but had a pretty good guess. He pushed his shoes off his feet and then bent over and pulled off his socks. He set both next to his desk. The young woman then made him lean back and slip his feet onto the desk. She took one foot and moved it to her soft lap. As she did, she pulled the nail polish – candy apple red, of course – from her purse and opened it.

	The room immediately filled with the acrid smell of the polish.

	“Does this turn you on, Henry?” she asked, noticing his intense erection poking up his slacks.

	Henry blushed. “Sort of. I mean... yes.”

	“Good girl. Always be truthful, little girl. And if you’re turned on now, wait until you see all your toenails a nice pretty red.”

	The intern dipped the nail polish brush into the vial of polish once more and then made one stroke the length of the nail on his big toe. She ran it for a second stroke as well before getting more polish from the vial. A few more strokes and Henry’s entire toenail was a bright, wet red.

	Henry was stunned how pretty and feminine it looked. It felt so naughty too. His penis grew super hard.

	“You like that,” said the young woman, noticing his bulge.

	Henry didn’t respond. He didn’t need to.

	The intern moved to the next toenail and the next. In under two minutes, she had finished all of them. His toenails were now red. Bright, girly red. Each of them. This was thrilling but also terrifying. It was another unmistakably feminine change. Men did not paint their toenails red. If someone saw him like this, there would be no explaining it, but for now there was little danger; as she would take the polish off once the lesson was over and no one would ever know.

	Henry did feel a tinge of sadness at this thought though. He liked the look of his toes like this and wished he could wear them like this longer.

	“They’re pretty. It will be a shame when you take the polish off,” he said.

	The young woman smiled. “Will it?”

	Henry blushed. “What’s next?”

	The young woman shook her head. “That’s it for the lesson. Don’t move your feet for the next ten minutes. Don’t even bend your toes. It will take about ten minutes for those to dry, and if you move, you’ll ruin them. So stay very still.”

	“What happens if I ruin them?”

	The intern glared at him. “Be a good girl and wait ten minutes.” She pointed at the decorative clock on his desk and showed him with her finger when ten minutes would be up. “Not a second before.”

	Henry twisted his lips. Ten minutes was a long time. What if Sarah got back early from lunch? What if someone else came to see him? They could catch him red-handed... or red-footed, as the case may be. The closed door would help, but not with Sarah.

	The young woman opened the small purse which contained the makeup. From it, she took a set of makeup removing pads. “Use these to remove the lipstick and mascara. I’d leave the foundation personally, it makes you look younger.”

	“Me?”

	“Yes, you.”

	“I thought you were going to do this,” said Henry.

	“I need to leave,” she said.

	“What? You’re leaving?” gasped Henry.

	“My lunch break is over and I don’t want to upset my ‘boss,’” said the intern in words dripping in irony. She then leaned over and pecked Henry on the cheek with her warm, soft pillow-like lips. “Good bye, little girl. Until tonight.” Then she handed him a compact mirror and she started around the desk toward the door.

	“I’ve never done this before,” he complained.

	“There’s a first time for everything.”

	“How do I remove the nail polish?”

	“You don’t. That stays until tonight. It’s too hard to replace quickly. So just wait until it’s dry and then hide it with your shoes and socks. You’ll be fine. And like I said, don’t you dare ruin it, Henry.”

	“What if someone comes by?” asked Henry nervously.

	The intern shrugged her shoulders. “You’re the boss, you’ll figure it out.”

	“What if I can’t?” whined Henry.

	The young woman looked at Henry and sighed. “It sounds like you need a lesson in manning up, little girl.” She opened Henry door and stepped through it. She turned and folded her arms, almost making a point of not reaching for the doorknob to close it. “Time to put on the big girl panties, Henry. Ten minutes.”

	With that, she turned and walked away... leaving his door open!

	

	Henry stared out the door in horror. If anyone came by... if Sarah came back... ten minutes. Could he wait? Henry trembled with nerves. This was actually more shocking to him than walking down the hallway the prior night. Not that he had a good explanation if he’d been caught last night either, but he felt like he had even less now. He was exposed.

	“Get rid of the makeup,” he told himself.

	Henry opened the container with the makeup remover pads. They were wet and smelled a bit like alcohol. He took one out and stared at it.

	“How do I do this?” he asked himself.

	Presumably, he thought, he would just use them like a regular wipe. He hoped he was right about that. The last thing he wanted to do was try to wipe his eye and end up smearing the mascara all over his face.

	“Look like a raccoon or some Goth girl,” said Henry sourly.

	Henry took the wet pad and placed it against his right eyelid. He pressed it against the lid and pulled it to the side of his face. He cautiously opened his eye to see if it would sting or if his eyelashes had smeared together. They hadn’t. At the same time though, the pad was covered in a goopy black wax. It seemed to have worked. Henry breathed a sigh of relief. Then he took another pad and repeated the process with the other eye. There was more black wax, but not much. He flipped the pad around and tried a third time. It came away clean.

	Henry glanced at the clock. Eight minutes left.

	He grabbed more pads and cleaned the mascara from his other eye. Then he used another pad to clean his lips. The lipstick smeared all over the pad, but it seemed to come off easily.

	Six minutes left.

	Finally, Henry wiped the rest of his face to remove whatever was left. When the next pad came back clean, he tossed the dirty pads into the garbage cane. Then he glanced at his toes. They were pretty. They were feminine too, and he had no way to remove the polish.

	Five minutes left.

	Henry glanced nervously down the hallway. It remained clear. Still, the thought of someone happening down this hallway and seeing him sitting there with his feet on his desk and his toenails painted red was terrifying. It was erotic too though, and he heard the words: “It’s not fun if there’s no risk.” Had the intern said that or had Henry thought it? Either way, it was undeniable that this was highly arousing even as it was terrifying.

	It’s not fun if there’s no risk.

	Four minutes.

	Henry kept watching down the hallway. He felt increasingly nervous. For while only a little time was left, Henry knew that he was living on borrowed time: every minute that passed raised the chance that someone would appear in the remaining time. It was just the law of averages, and erotic play was not immune to that. The odds were against him.

	“What do I do if someone comes?”

	The answer was obvious: ruin his nails and hide his feet. But much to his surprise, Henry didn’t want to do that. Frankly, he didn’t want to lose the look of his nails. They made him beautiful and he couldn’t surrender that. Also, he wanted to prove to the young woman that he was stronger than he had seemed when he whined about not knowing what to do. He could handle this.

	Somehow.

	Henry glanced down at his shoes and socks sitting next to his desk. He would be so much happier once he had those on. Or if he could at least close his door. The trouble was, he couldn’t move his feet and stand up to get there. He was stuck until that clock hit its target.

	“Why did she leave the door open?” He knew the answer to that.

	What’s more, there was such a sense of power in the way she did it that he felt genuine admiration for her. Again, he felt weak by comparison. That thought tickled him somehow. He wasn’t used to being dominated by someone else and it was rather a strange feeling. It was simultaneously difficult to take and yet liberating.

	“Who is this woman?” he asked himself.

	Three minutes.

	Henry stared out the door and down the hallway. Still no one.

	What seemed like ten minutes later, the clock ticked down to two minutes. Two minutes and Henry could slip his shoes and socks back on and he would have survived another challenge. He debated cheating and putting his feet down already. Maybe not in his shoes, but at least down behind his desk. But his nails still looked wet and he didn’t have a clue how to fix them if he “messed them up.” He wasn’t even sure what that meant, to “mess them up?” Perhaps the polish would smear onto other places? Maybe it would come off. Maybe it would scratch or look uneven? If so, how would he fix that? He didn’t even know how to remove the polish yet, much less replace it. So no, he needed to stay still as he had been told until his ten minutes were up. Maybe even longer if they were still wet. How could he test that?

	One minute.

	Henry was breathing hard now. He was almost there. He’d almost done it. It wasn’t relief he felt anymore but the thrill of victory. He’d done something else kinky now and survived. This was exhilarating. He could hardly wait until tonight!

	 

	Sarah came back early from lunch, but not too early. Henry was safe. Although, when she walked in the office, she looked at him strangely, causing his heart to sink. He suddenly imagined himself done up entirely in makeup as she stared at his face. He felt like all was lost. Had he left some trace?!

	“Did you eat something funny?” asked Sarah. “Berries?”

	Henry twisted his lips. “No... why?”

	“Your lips are just redder than normal. It’s a little strange.”

	“Huh,” said Henry and he knew to say no more.

	“Also, why does it smell like nail polish in here?” asked Sarah.

	Henry shrugged his shoulders, trying to stay calm. He’d gotten so used to the smell he’d forgotten about it; her mentioning it was a bit of a shock. Fortunately, he had an excellent explanation. “One of the cleaning ladies was in here. She used some chemicals.”

	Sarah nodded her head, accepting the explanation.

	“By the way, I may have a lead on the person who sent you the package,” said Sarah. “Someone saw one of the interns carrying a large box wrapped in brown paper the other day. It was bigger than our box, but it seemed like a good lead. I’m going to go ask them.”

	Henry bit his lip. She was getting far too close! But there was nothing he could do to stop her. The best he could do was hope she found nothing. “That’s great,” said Henry without enthusiasm.

	“I’m finding this really interesting actually,” said Sarah.

	“Finding what?”

	“I’ve been reading about instances where people sent panties and other feminine things to each other. Obviously, it gets done by lovers as gifts. This is not that.”

	“Obviously,” agreed Henry.

	“Sometimes, it gets done as a malicious prank. I don’t think it’s that either.”

	“Oh?”

	“No, those are usually done as part of a campaign of harassment and it probably would have been sent to someone like me on your behalf so everyone knew you had gotten them. Whoever sent these wanted you to see them, but not anyone else. So she’s discreet.”

	“She?”

	“The handwriting,” said Sarah.

	“Maybe a guy faked it?” suggested Henry. He was hoping to muddy the waters.

	Sarah smiled. “It’s funny you should say that.”

	“Why?”

	“The other possibility is that it’s a come on.”

	Henry forced a laugh. Inwardly, he felt sick. She’s almost put her finger right on it. “A come on? How can you come on to a man by sending him panties?”

	“Maybe he likes wearing them.”

	 


Chapter Eleven: “Taken For A Ride”

	 

	When Henry returned home that evening, the front desk clerk called him over as he emerged from the parking garage elevator. Apparently, the front desk had received a package for him earlier that day.

	“I have a package?” asked Henry in some surprise.

	“Yes, sir,” said the young man and he disappeared into the back to grab whatever it was. His name tag read “Allen.”

	Henry waited by the counter, wondering what it could be. He hadn’t ordered anything and no one told him they were sending anything. So what could it be? He found out a moment later when the clerk returned with a clear plastic dry-cleaning bag. Inside was a black dress.

	“For you, sir,” said the clerk.

	Henry’s jaw dropped. Until he saw the dress, he genuinely did not know what this could have been. But seeing it was a dress, he knew instantly. This had been sent by the intern... for him! He was stunned. Not only did he not think the intern knew where he lived, but to brazenly send him a dress in a clear plastic dry-cleaning bag was running a huge risk that everyone in his building would know he was wearing women’s clothes! He felt a sense of panic starting to overwhelm him.

	“That— uh— it, uh,” he stuttered. “My girlfriend, it belongs to my girlfriend.”

	The clerk smirked. “I’m sure,” he said, though his smug tone sounded like, “I doubt that.”

	“No, it really is,” said Henry defensively, adding to the clerk’s doubt.

	Henry blushed. The clerk knew. He had to. They both knew it too. He snatched the dress and raced to the main elevator, trying to avoid the looks of the other people in the lobby. Did they see a man with a laundry bag, a man picking up his wife’s dress, or did they know what was happening? They probably didn’t know. It seemed unlikely any of them would suspect he was going to be wearing that dress. After all, men picked up their wives’ dry cleaning all the time without wearing any of it; why should they think he was different? But Henry couldn’t believe that. He was sure they were watching him, giggling about the sissy holding the dress.

	The elevator door opened.

	Henry dashed inside for sanctuary. The door closed after an eternity. He was sure he’d been exposed. He’d finally been caught. No doubt! By “Allen” if no one else, but it felt like everyone knew!

	Then something interesting happened. Rather than getting angry and despondent and wanting to tear off the panties he wore and toss the dress down the elevator shaft, Henry found himself highly turned on. He replayed the clerk’s words in his head, heard the doubt, and saw the corners of the man’s mouth twist up into a proto-smirk... but he didn’t collapse and want to quit. To the contrary, he felt the strangest tingle race up his spine and his dick grew very, very hard, painfully hard. Then he started to giggle. He felt flush, like he was tipsy.

	“He knew,” he giggled. And he burst out laughing. “He knew!” This had been the most amazing moment yet this week.

	

	Henry stood before the mirror. He’d done it.

	It hadn’t been easy, but he got his makeup right. Who knew that painting your lips could be so difficult? His mascara looked good too. That took three tries before he managed it. He looked good now though. He looked feminine, except for the hair of course.

	His clothes were easier. Those looked great.

	From the inside out, Henry wore the pink panties, the black garter belt and dark stockings. Just wearing that combination was enough to make him hard. But he wasn’t finished there. On his feet were the dark-cherry-red high-heeled t-strap pumps. They looked incredible... and sounded incredible. Every step made him wither and want to play with himself.

	The newest edition to his feminine collection was the dress. It was a short dress, ending mid-thigh. Its sleeves reached his elbows. The collar was rounded but didn’t come low enough to show off cleavage, probably for the obvious reason that had none and the intern wouldn’t want to highlight that. The material was a sort of satin beneath sparkly sequins above; not uncoincidentally, they matched the purse the intern had given him before. Henry loved the dress. Wearing this dress, Henry looked almost entirely like a woman, with the exception of the pronounced bump at his crotch. Few women he’d dated in his life looked this feminine. Henry was really shocked!

	As he examined himself in the mirror, Henry thought again about the clerk and felt himself wither in a strangely good way.

	“If only he could see me now,” laughed Henry. Sarah too. “It’s too bad she can’t see me.”

	Riiiiing. His phone rang.

	Henry tapped over to it and picked it up. It was her!

	“Hello,” said Henry excitedly.

	“Hello, Henry. Are you dressed?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	The young woman giggled again. “There you go being so formal.” 

	“Well, I don’t really know your name,” he said.

	“You know you could check at the office.”

	Henry smirked. He didn’t think she would understand, but maybe she would, so he told her: “Nah... I’m waiting for you to tell me.”

	“I knew I liked you, Henry: you’re a romantic.” Henry blushed. He liked to think he was.

	“If you’re dressed as you say, then fetch the purse I gave you and come down to the garage in five minutes. I’ll pick you up. Don’t be late though or I may not be there. Understand?”

	Henry swallowed hard. He had known all day this was coming, as everything she had made him do was a test to prepare him for this adventure. She’d even told him as much directly. Unfortunately, now that the moment was here, his nerves were failing. Each test so far had been significantly bigger than the last. What was she planning this time? Would it be too much?

	“I— I’m not sure I can do that,” he said. His mouth was dry.

	The young woman sighed. “You can, darling.”

	“I can’t.”

	“That’s up to you,” she said. “You have five minutes.”

	“Wait!” he called, but she was gone.

	Henry looked into his eyes in the mirror. He wanted to go so badly. Heck, he needed to go by this point. He would regret it the rest of his life if he didn’t join her now. He just needed to build up his courage. He had five minutes.

	Henry glanced at the clock. “Four minutes, actually.”

	Then he returned his gaze to the mirror. An instant later, he was struck with horror when he realized that he had done nothing to his hair. Even in the makeup, his hair was distinctly masculine. Like this, he looked like a man in a dress. A feminine man, but a man nevertheless. Even if he wanted to, he could not go!

	“What do I do?” he asked in a sort of panic.

	He really had no idea. He’d never learned how to do feminine hair, plus he doubted that his own hair was capable of being made feminine. It was just too short and to masculinely cut. No amount of mousse would help that. He had no wig either.

	“What do I do?” he repeated.

	Henry grabbed the makeup purse. He threw it open hoping there was something in there, something that could grow his hair and make it curly and blonde. The idea was crazy, but it was all he had. There was nothing. There was the lipstick, the nail polish, the mascara, the foundation, some clip on earrings he hadn’t seen yet, a scarf and some dark glasses that was it.

	“Wait a minute,” thought Henry.

	An idea had come.

	Henry grabbed the scarf and wrapped it over his head the way he’d seen pictures of women do it in the 1960’s. It took a couple tries, but he got the look right. Suddenly, his hair effectively vanished. Then he grabbed the dark glasses and slipped those on his eyes. They changed the entire complexion of his face. With his eyes and hair hidden, he now looked like a rather elegant woman.

	“This is perfect! She thought of everything!”

	Henry shoved all the makeup back into his purse and raced to his door. Whatever worry he had before was gone now, buried in the confidence of his triumph with the head scarf. Before he knew it, he was down the hallway and pushing the elevator button. In fact, it wasn’t until the elevator dinged and opened on the first floor that Henry really even realized he’d left his apartment. Had he even locked his door?

	As Henry emerged from the elevator he realized he needed to walk past “Allen.” This proved yet another challenge.

	“You can do this,” said Henry.

	What he really meant was that if he moved swiftly and surely enough, the young man wouldn’t notice him and he wouldn’t grow hard and have an orgasm in his panties. That would be a win.

	Henry clutched the small purse and set off, walking confidently, deliberately, but not too fast. He didn’t want to appear to be running. He also tried turning off the hip swing because he didn’t want to add anything that might raise his chances of being noticed, but he found he couldn’t really do that. It was a natural part of his walk in heels.

	“Oh well, when in heels,” he said flippantly to himself.

	Henry walked right past the young man, who had been working on the computer but stopped to look up as Henry passed. It was hard not to, given how attractive the sound of his heels was and how amazing Henry looked like a woman. In fact, the young man – and the other men in the lobby – watched Henry walk all the way to the parking garage elevator. Henry could feel the young man’s eyes devouring every part of his body.

	Henry got hard. Very hard. He even started to throb.

	Thankfully, the elevator came right away and Henry did not.

	

	Henry stepped out of the elevator into the garage feeling like a million dollars. The clothes this woman had picked out for him were phenomenal. She had gotten his size perfectly too. He was hot. All eyes were going to be on him... and Henry found that highly erotic. There was something that just made him so horny about impersonating a woman and getting away with it. Even more, the real thrill came from getting away with it in style – knowing he’d given that man an erection. That was thrilling.

	A small silver sport scar pulled up to Henry.

	“Hop in, sexy,” said the young woman, who had stopped right before him and opened the car door. She sat in the driver’s seat wearing the same dress Henry wore, only in silver, and silver high-heeled platform sandals. Her toenails and fingernails were the same colour as Henry’s toenails.

	A chill raced down Henry’s spine. He’d never had anyone who knew him see him in a dress before. Now it had happened. This was an electric moment for him as he climbed in. In fact, it was a little too electric: his erection shot up in his lap pushing aside his dress. This made the young woman giggle.

	“Trying to turn my car into a stick shift?” she laughed and she jammed her high-heel-encased foot against the gas pedal and raced out of Henry’s parking garage at high speed.

	“Where are we going?” asked Henry.

	“Just sit back and enjoy the ride. Tonight, you’re in my hands.”

	Henry licked his lips nervously. Giving up control had never been easy for him and he felt an urge to demand more information. He didn’t, but he felt it. Why he didn’t, he wasn’t sure. He thought that maybe being dressed like a woman took away the strength he needed to push back, or conversely, his new found feminine freedom had given him the strength to resist his weaknesses. Either way, he leaned back deeper in the seat and enjoyed the ride.

	“I see you also found my scarf,” said the young woman.

	Henry smiled. “I did.”

	“Getting the hang of being a woman?”

	“Call me Henrietta,” said Henry in response.

	The young woman glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and then laughed. She nodded her head. “Good girl.”

	The young woman drove across town to near the university where Henry almost never went. She moved expertly through a series of back roads filled with hidden restaurants and bars Henry knew nothing about. Finally, she came to a club called The Magic Pumpkin Club. There was a line of about twenty well-dressed men and women waiting to get in. The young woman stopped the car at the door and climbed out. A valet came over and took her key. Another opened Henry’s door. He extended a hand for Henry to take.

	Henry swallowed hard.

	All the pressure was back suddenly and his nerves were overwhelming him. Not only was he about to step out in public (where anyone could see him) in a dress, a sexy dress, but the intern had made a pretty grandiose entrance, cutting the line in a sleek silver sports car only to be helped by two valets. Everyone was watching them. Everyone would know!

	“Miss?” said the valet and he wiggled his hand for Henry to take.

	Henry held out his hand, but not far enough. He still didn’t think he could do it. He felt too weak to get out of this car. He glanced over his shoulder at the crowd in line. They were indeed watching him.

	“Allow me,” said the intern as she came to Henry’s side and the valet moved over. She took Henry’s hand and started pulling. “Out, girlfriend.”

	“But there’s—”

	“Out.”

	Her firm tone pushed Henry’s fears back down and he obeyed her. He swung his feet out of the car and used her hand to pull himself to his feet. It was a most feminine exit. When he was on his feet, he smoothed his black dress back into place.

	“Where did you learn that?” asked the intern with a snicker.

	“In a dream.”

	The young woman smirked. Then she leaned forward, planting a soft, moist, sexy kiss on his lips. Henry’s penis immediately shot to attention beneath the dress and he instinctively dropped his purse and purse hand to his crotch to cover it. His eyes closed. He was in Heaven.

	The young woman stepped back a moment later. She smirked. “Follow me.”

	Henry nodded his head and followed her. As he did, he glanced back at the crowd once more. They were staring at him, looking stunned. That filled him with pride. He smiled back shyly and followed the young woman inside. Things were going well. Would that continue?

	 

	 


Chapter Twelve: “Playtime”

	 

	Henry followed the young woman as she followed the waiter to a booth near the back of the club; more accurately, the young woman had grabbed Henry’s hand and dragged him after her as he gawked at all the amazingly dressed people he saw. There were men and women in formal attire, cocktail attire, and each other’s attire. This was not an ordinary club. What’s more, they all seemed to know her, but no one openly acknowledged that. Indeed, no one said her name, welcomed her back or acted as if they recognized her, but they all acted as if she were someone they viewed as important. It was an interesting thing to watch.

	“Now that I think about it,” he thought, “how did we cut the line?” Just enjoy it, Henry.

	They reached the booth and the young woman sort of threw Henry into the booth with a laugh, shoving him all the way to the back and causing his dress to yank up almost exposing his erection. She slid in after him until they were side by side, their bodies touching from knee to shoulder. She wrapped one arm around his back.

	“Ever been here before?” asked Henry jokingly.

	The young woman smirked. “Have you?”

	“I had no idea this place existed.”

	“You need to get out more often... Henrietta.”

	Henry shuddered at being called by a feminine name. He’d made the name up on the fly before, but now realized that he truly felt like a Henrietta. Not all the time, and not overwhelmingly so, but something definitely lived inside him now which liked being Henrietta instead of Henry and he could feel it wanted a good deal more time out than in now.

	“Thank you,” he said suddenly very seriously.

	“For calling you ‘Henrietta’?”

	“No. For everything. Without you... I— I just—”

	The young woman smiled. “It’s all right, Henry. I know what you wanted to say.”

	“Why did you do this?” asked Henry.

	The young woman shrugged her shoulders. “Because I could.”

	“But why me? Why did you pick me?”

	“Because you would.”

	Henry stared at her. On the surface, he wasn’t getting any answers out of her, yet at the same time he was getting dissertations about everything, all summed up in sentences shorter than “do you think it will rain today?” Henry was stunned. Who was this woman?

	Before he could ask anything else, the waiter came over and took Henry’s drink order. He didn’t ask the young woman, but Henry could tell he didn’t need to. He knew her order just as much as if she’d said it.

	“I—” started Henry.

	The young woman shook her head. “Not yet. First, we play. And before we play, let’s start with an appetizer, shall we?” Henry looked around the table. “I don’t see a menu.”

	“This one’s off the menu,” she said.

	The young woman leaned forward and planted a tiny, ephemeral kiss on Henry’s lips. It was such a tease his penis shot to full attention faster than it ever had. A moment later, Henry felt her soft, warm hand invade his panties and wrap itself around his shaft. She started stroking up and down, massaging his penis as she did. This produced such an intense feeling of pleasure that Henry found himself effectively paralyzed. He just sat there trembling as she slowly jerked him off.

	“Do you like that, little girl?” asked the young woman.

	She had turned to face him more directly now. She was staring right into his eyes. Henry watched her helplessly, though he still managed to nod his head. He felt incredible.

	“I thought you might.”

	She pecked his lips again with hers and kept stroking.

	Henry was so turned on he swore he could see colours dancing before his eyes and was losing touch with the real world.

	“H— how are you— how are you doing that?” he gasped.

	The young woman giggled. “I’m not doing anything, darling.”

	At this point, the waiter arrived with two drinks. He set Henry’s down before Henry and the other before the young woman. He smirked when he saw what she was doing to Henry. The young woman chuckled in response and winked. The waiter nodded and drifted away.

	“See Henry, all I did was offer you the chance to do something new and exciting. Explore a part of you that was always there, but which you could never see because you’d put yourself in a box. I just opened the lid, and you popped out. What you’re feeling now is freedom.” Then she stopped.

	It took Henry a moment to realize she had stopped as he was that deeply in trance to what she had been doing to his penis. “Why did you stop?”

	“I told you, it was just an appetizer. The main course is coming up.”

	“Can we skip dinner and go straight to that?” asked Henry half jokingly.

	The young woman smiled.

	

	Henry watched with some confusion as the young woman pulled the silver sports car into the parking garage at work. After Henry suggested skipping to the main course, the young woman led him back outside to her car, which the valets had not yet put away. She offered him a hand to help him slide into the seat, as if he were the woman in the relationship and she the man, and then she drove them to the office. Henry was surprised that this was their destination.

	“What are we doing here?” he asked.

	“We’re here to have some fun,” she replied.

	“I wouldn’t think of the office as ‘fun’,” said Henry.

	“That’s because you haven’t explored its full potential.”

	The young woman stopped in Henry’s parking space and turned off the car. Henry snickered. “That’s Henry Logan’s space. Neither one of us looks like Henry Logan,” he said.

	The young woman laughed. “I’m sure he won’t mind.”

	They got out of the car. As before, Henry climbed out by swinging both high-heel encased feet to the ground and then lifting himself out after them. This worked well to prevent problems with his garter belt and it made him feel girly, he liked that. When he was out, he again brushed his skirt down to make sure his rear and erection were covered.

	“Now what?” he asked.

	“Now we go up... and then you go down.” Henry smiled.

	A few moments later, they were in the office. The young woman turned on lights everywhere as they went, giving the office the appearance of coming alive. Henry thought this was rather apropos symbolism for how he felt. Everything seemed new and different to him.

	“I’ve been here after hours a few times,” said Henry, “but never like this.”

	The young woman smiled. “There’ll be a few other things tonight you’ve never done before either.”

	The young woman took Henry’s hand and they walked together down the hallway toward Henry’s office. The sound of their heels echoed loudly off the tile floor and throughout the empty hallways. Their clicking was almost deafening in the silence. CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	Soon they came to his office. The young woman stopped outside.

	“I need to get a couple things. You go into your office and get up on the desk.”

	Henry raised an eyebrow. “Do what?”

	“Get up on the desk. On all fours and wait for me.”

	“What exactly do you have in mind?”

	The young woman merely winked at him in reply and headed off down the hallway. Henry eagerly moved into his office, turning on the light there as well. He went to his desk and cleared off the few items that were sitting on it, like his decorative clock, his laptop and his in and out boxes.

	“I’ve never done this before,” he giggled.

	When the desk was cleared, he placed one knee on the desk and pulled himself up. His dress rode up revealing his panties, so he pulled it down. He climbed to all fours and centred himself on the desk. His high-heel encased feet dangled over the edge with their open toes pointing down. He felt ridiculous, like he was on display. He now waited for the young woman.

	“Very nice. I should take a picture,” said the young woman as she came through the door. She walked up to Henry and placed her hand on Henry’s back. She then slowly ran her fingers down his rear, making his body tingle, before sliding them beneath his short dress and squeezing his balls through the panties.

	“That feels so good,” said Henry happily.

	She tickled his hard shaft through his panties with her nails and then slipped her fingers inside the panties and squeezed his balls again. With his balls still in her hand, she asked, “So tell me, Henry, does Sarah secretly turn you on?”

	“My secretary?!”

	“Yes, Henry, your secretary.”

	Henry blushed. “I— I can’t answer that.”

	“Why not?”

	“I’m her boss.”

	“Maybe we should change that?” said the young woman.

	Henry raised an eyebrow. “W— what do you mean?”

	The young woman laughed. “Maybe, what we should do is give Sarah some secret power over you. Then you can still be her boss, but she’ll be the one really in charge and you won’t have to hide behind the ‘me boss’ label. I’ll bet you’d love that, wouldn’t you, if Sarah had power over you.” Henry tried to deny what she said, but the idea was wildly intriguing. That said, he knew he could never agree to anything of the sort. He was her boss after all and he couldn’t place himself in Sarah’s power no matter how much he liked her. Still, he was curious what she meant.

	“H— how do we do that?” he asked.

	“Let’s see,” said the young woman mysteriously. Then she kissed him on the forehead and she walked out of his office and went to Sarah’s desk. Henry couldn’t see her desk from where he was so he didn’t know what she was doing, but she must have been looking for something as he heard her opening and closing drawers. A moment or two later, she returned to Henry’s office holding a pair of open-toed black high-heeled slingbacks. They had four-inch heels and tiny golden buckles on the sling. He’d seen Sarah wear these on many occasions.

	“It’s a known fact,” said the young woman, “that most women keep an extra pair of shoes or two in their desks at work. Most keep a pair of flats in case they decide to go for a walk at lunch or the metro breaks down or they’re asked to walk across town by their bosses to collect something. Some, like Sarah, also keep a pair of heels lying around just in case they’re asked to go somewhere that requires heels but they didn’t happen to wear them that day. These came from Sarah’s desk. They belong to her. Her feet have spent hours inside these. And now, so will you.”

	“I can’t,” he gasped. “They belong to Sarah.”

	“My point exactly.”

	With that, the young woman lifted Henry’s dress up over his rear. She freed his erection from his panties and wrapped her hands around his shaft. She pulled the skin forward over the head of his penis all the way past the tip, causing the skin to become very tight along the shaft and creating significant pressure trying to pull the skin backwards into place. He then felt her press something hard against the tip of his penis. This felt like a tight ring formed by her fingers. She then let his penis move freely again, which caused the head of his penis to squirt forward from the pressure of the wound-up skin, projecting it through the ring as the skin readjusted itself and pulled back into place like a rubber band snapping back. It was a bit like squeezing the back end of a balloon, which made the front end thrush forward, through the ring. And when all was said and done, the ring of pressure sat just behind the head of his penis, squeezing tightly.

	Henry looked down the length of his body unsure what had happened.

	He saw Sarah’s high-heeled shoe hanging from his penis. Or more accurately said, his penis penetrated the open-toe of her shoe and now its head pressed against the insole. Henry blushed with embarrassment, but grew even harder.

	“Sarah’s going to kill me if she finds out!”

	“That’s the point, Henry, she won’t find out. You won’t tell her and I won’t, this will be our little secret.”

	She grabbed the shoe and started using it to stroke his shaft. Henry’s penis throbbed instantly in response and he began to tremble. This felt so good, but so so naughty. This felt more naughty than anything he had done before. This was Sarah’s shoe! If she ever found he did this!!!

	“What’s more,” continued the young woman as Henry’s penis started to bob and dance inside the shoe, “whenever you see her, you’re going to remember this, especially when she wear these shoes. You’re going to remember the day you let me jerk you off with her shoes.”

	She sped up her stroking. Henry was starting to breathe erratically.

	“Do you know what that means, Henry?”

	“W— what?” asked Henry between sharp breaths.

	“It means you’re going to realize that you made love to her shoe, her lowly shoe. And that fact will give her power over you because it’s a secret you will need to guard jealously... you’ll be terrified she might find out, but at the same time you’ll be desperate to confess it to her because it will still turn you on. That, in turn, Henry gives her power over you.”

	Henry shook his head. He wanted to dispute this, but he also knew it was true. He’d felt this already this week. Whenever he saw Sarah, he felt oddly shy because he worried that she could see what he’d done with the panties. He felt like it was written in his eyes, and that made him strangely submissive. He realized that if he finally came in her shoe, as the young woman planned, that feeling would be a million times stronger the next time he saw Sarah, especially as he imagined his manly juices dripping down the insole beneath her feet, gathering beneath her toes.

	Henry was stunned at this thought... yet, he didn’t try to stop the intern.

	“Why not?” he asked himself.

	Did he really want that? To feel like Sarah held this magical power over him? Maybe he did.

	The young woman sped up her stroking once more. This was Henry’s last chance to stop and he knew it. He didn’t. Instead, he held his breath and he thought of Sarah’s pretty feet. A moment later, he came. He came a lot. His penis jumped and thrust and shot out its precious fluid straight into the shoe. A second blast. A third. And with it came an enormous sense of relief and pressure.

	“Good girl,” laughed the young woman.

	She yanked the shoe from his dick and thrust it in his face. He saw his white sticky fluid, his manhood, slowly running down the high-heeled shoe’s slope to the toe hole at the bottom. There was a lot of fluid too. This was a sight he would never forget.

	“Want to lick it clean?” she asked.

	Before Henry could respond, however, she took the shoe away from his face. Then he felt her unbuckling one of his t-strap sandals. She pulled it from his foot with a loud popping sound, tossing it to the floor behind her. Then she jammed Sarah’s shoe onto his foot in its place. Surprisingly, Sarah’s shoes fit! They were a tad small but not enough that Henry couldn’t wear them. A moment later, he felt his come dripping down his foot toward his toes. The young woman then replaced his other shoe with Sarah’s other shoe, tossing that one near the window.

	Henry sat up and looked down at his secretary’s shoes on his feet. “Am I really wearing Sarah’s shoes?” he wondered.

	He was.

	“You’ll wear these for the rest of tonight,” she said.

	The young woman took Henry’s hand and walked with him hand in

	hand around the office. Their heels echoed, their skirts swayed, Henry’s stockings ebbed and flowed. His penis swung in the panties. They went down each hallway as she chatted on about how pretty he looked in his dress and heels. Sometimes she pretended to introduce him to other people who normally worked there. At others, she stopped and played with his dick beneath his dress. It was a surprisingly amazing experience for him.

	“Can I ask you a question for real?” he said suddenly.

	The young woman smiled. “Let’s leave the questions unanswered. Just take our time together for what it’s worth. If it showed you a better path, then take it. If it made you a better man, than be that man... or woman. Hopefully, it gave you what you needed.”

	Henry smiled. “How do I thank you?”

	The young woman now smiled impishly. “I have an idea.”

	They returned to Henry’s office. She climbed up on Henry’s desk and spread her legs. She motioned Henry to come to her. He did. She pointed to the floor and he kneeled before her. He moved his head between her legs and saw that she wore no panties. She was dripping wet too.

	No words were passed, but Henry knew what to do.

	He moved in closer, sticking out his tongue as he did. He was so close now he could smell her scent. Her placed the tip of his tongue on the bottom of her lips and slowly pulled it upward, zigzagging as he went.

	The young woman moaned.

	Henry did it again. Then one more time before sliding his tongue between her lips and deep inside. By the time they were finished, it wasn’t just Henry’s foot that was covered in cum.

	

	Henry awoke in his bed. It was the middle of the night. He barely remembered getting home. He recalled the young woman wrapping her thighs around his head. He could feel her heels digging into his back. He went in and out and up and down, teasing, pressing, stroking until she came. And then again. When they finished, she pulled her silver sequined dress back into place and told him to fix his makeup. He looked in the compact’s mirror and saw it had all been disturbed. It took him a few minutes, but he fixed it. Then she drove him home, leaving him in the parking garage. He said good night, she said goodbye. He knew that was coming. She had done what she wanted and he somehow suspected he would never see her again.

	He turned and walked inside as she drove off.

	When he emerged from the elevator, he tapped his way across the tile of the lobby floor. He confidently walked right past the front desk. As he did, he looked at the young man behind the desk and he smiled.

	“Good night, Allen,” he said.

	The man smiled back. “Good night, sir.” Henry shuddered happily.

	A few minutes later, he was upstairs in his apartment getting undressed and getting ready for bed. He could not believe the things he had done or how he felt. This had been an incredible experience, a crazy night, but the one night he would never forget for the rest of his life. He had experienced things few ever would, learned things about himself he’d never expected, and ultimately, discovered a freedom he didn’t even know existed. In wearing a skirt and doing everything he knew he shouldn’t, he’d become his own man.

	He was hooked. He would do this again and again.

	He dreamed of running through a lush emerald mountain field... in heels.



	




	Chapter Thirteen: “It Ends”

	 

	Henry parked his car and climbed out. His suit seemed so drab, even with the panties underneath. He missed the feel of last night’s dress already, as well as the sound of his heels. Still, he wasn’t sad. Last night had been amazing. It had been invigorating. He felt alive. He couldn’t wait to get to work. He wanted to see this mysterious intern and tell her he was ready to go again any time, though something told him that would not happen.

	He grabbed the bag from the passenger seat and went inside. Inside the bag were the high heels from Sarah’s desk. He had worn them home the prior night without realizing it; it never occurred to him to switch back to his own high heels. So when he saw them this morning lying on his bedroom floor, he stuffed the heels back in their box and hid the box in a shopping bag to carry them to work unseen. He even left early to beat Sarah to work so he could return them unnoticed before she realized they had ever been removed.

	Henry got lucky that Sarah wasn’t at her desk yet, and he managed to return the shoebox to Sarah’s desk unnoticed. He then went where the interns sat to talk to this mysterious intern. When he got there, he found the young woman’s desk had been vacated.

	“Did she move desks?” Henry asked the other intern who sat nearby.

	“Oh, no. Yesterday was her last day,” said the young woman.

	Henry felt his stomach drop. She was gone after all. The young woman who had taught him so much, showed him so much, given him so much was gone. He didn’t even know her name. That made him chuckle though. It actually seemed more fitting not to know, he told himself.

	Henry drifted back to his office. He wasn’t as sad as he thought he might be. Yes, the person who had given him this amazing awaking had vanished, but somehow that made sense to Henry. The rest was up to him now. If he wanted to return to being old Henry, he could do it. If he wanted to explore being new Henry, he could do that too. In fact, there was a gorgeous dress in his apartment right now ready to help him do just that. He just needed the courage to do it.

	“Good morning, boss,” said Sarah as Henry approached.

	Henry found himself blushing embarrassingly the moment he heard her voice and grew hard an instant later. He smiled at her and indeed saw her shoe dripping with come in his mind. His eyes involuntarily turned away and he chuckled at feeling so submissive suddenly as he wondered if Sarah had any idea what service her shoe had done the prior night.

	“Good morning, Sarah. Anything good in the mail?”

	“The usual.”

	Henry nodded and went to his desk. As he sat down, he felt the awkward tug of the garter belt. He told himself he had no intention of giving this up. He still had the clothes, and he would wear them, even if the young woman was gone. Would he go out again? That was harder. For that, he felt he needed someone to share his little secret with. But whom? And how did one find such a person?

	A moment later, Sarah walked in, interrupting his thoughts.

	Henry assumed she had brought the mail and the usual forms that needed his signature. He was surprised to see her instead carrying the shoebox he had placed in her desk less than half an hour earlier. He bit his lip and told himself not to mention the shoebox.

	“It’s funny,” said Sarah.

	“What is?” asked Henry when she paused.

	“I keep two extra pair of shoes in my desk.”

	“Do you?”

	“Yes. One pair are flats, in case you ask me to run somewhere that will involve a lot of walking. The other pair are black pumps, which I keep in case I need to run somewhere nice but don’t have the right shoes with me that day.”

	She paused. Henry grew even more nervous. There had to be a point to this... but what was it?

	“Sounds reasonable,” said Henry cautiously.

	“The thing is,” continued Sarah, “I don’t keep them in boxes.” Henry’s stomach dropped.

	Sarah handed him the box, which he took automatically without thinking. “Yours I presume.”

	Henry’s jaw dropped. He was speechless.

	Sarah spun on her heels and headed for the door. “I expect to see you in them,” she said and she walked out. “I’ll give you five minutes.” Then she closed the door behind her.

	Henry sat there absolutely stunned. He didn’t understand what had happened. How had the box not belonged to the shoes? And how did she connect it to him? And what did she mean she “expected to see him in them”? Them what? He was utterly confused and terrified.

	Henry cautiously opened the box to see what “them” was.

	Inside were the cherry-red t-straps!

	Henry gasped.

	It all made sense now. He had forgotten these on the floor of his office after the intern made him wear Sarah’s heels instead. When he saw Sarah’s heels this morning at his apartment, he just assumed they had come in the box he saw nearby, but that box was the box in which the cherry-red t-straps had come. What a mistake to make!

	Now Sarah knew.

	Henry put his head in his hands and stared hopelessly at his desk. After all of that, he’d been caught, not in a dress but because he’d forgotten to take his shoes home the prior night.

	“What do I do now?” he asked himself.

	I expect to see you in them. I’ll give you five minutes.

	An eyebrow went up. A light bulb had gone on. The edge of Henry’s frown curled up into a smile. He glanced at the box on his desk with the cherry-red t-straps in them. He glanced at the clock. “Oh well, in for a penny…” he thought as he stood and removed his belt. His trousers followed, to be neatly folded on his desk, and he reached for the cherry red pumps.

	He had four minutes left.

	The End.
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