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CHAPTER ONE

Tracy Weaver, a young man from Foss, Illinois, was desperate to find a job after graduation. There weren’t many options outside the university. He had studied math, and there was nothing for him in Foss. No research jobs. No jobs teaching math at the college. He couldn’t find anything but had to stay behind in Foss to help his mother with his younger siblings. His father had died in a work accident years ago, and his mother was working as a secretary at the university to put food on the table. Tracy wouldn’t leave until his younger siblings got through high school and could work a little to help.

“You don’t have to stay in town, son,” Cherie, his mother said. They sat at the table eating breakfast. Max and June, his two siblings, had already left for school on the bus. Tracy had an interview that day. He had gone from place to place in Foss, but there weren’t many jobs he wanted. Tracy wasn’t built to work in a factory. His arms didn’t bend those ways. He had muscles and went to the gym, but they were like flowers in spring. Delicate. Tracy lifted weights to add definition but had zero desire to work a manual job. “I know there are a lot of jobs in Chicago. You should move to the city,” she continued.

“I have an interview today,” he said.

“One interview after weeks of searching. I wish your father were still here, but he wouldn’t want you to stay behind. You’ve worked so hard, Tracy,” she said.

Cherie tried to push him out the door, but Tracy didn’t want to leave. He had become the man of the house when his father died. His mother used part of the life insurance to pay for Tracy’s college. She had invested the rest for Max and June to receive an education but struggled to pay the last few years of their mortgage or buy new clothes for his siblings. Tracy had a couple jobs at the university, but those had ended with his graduation. He wasn’t ready for graduate school either. There were too many hoops to jump through, and Tracy wanted to coast. All his friends had already landed high-paying jobs in the city. Tracy knew he could make more by moving but couldn’t leave his mother.

“Mom, you don’t have to worry about me. I want to be here for you and Max and June. You mean more to me than a higher salary.”

“But you haven’t found anything in math after all that time in school, son. I worry you’re making a mistake.”

“The job I’m interviewing for today has a good wage, benefits, and a high salary. Are you saying you want me to leave?”

“No, Tracy. You know I love you here, but there are more opportunities for you if you leave. I only want what’s best for you.”

“Wish me luck on this interview,” Tracy said. He grabbed his bowl and stood. He kissed his mother on the cheek and set the dirty dish in the sink. Cherie wished him luck. Tracy drove across town to his interview. His heart raced. A lot depended on Dr. Janice Frye giving him a job, and she had a reputation around town as a hardball doctor who families loved for her demanding calls. She got people in for checkups. Tracy never had her as his doctor, but a couple of his friends had.

♦

Tracy parked outside Dr. Frye’s office. He didn’t want to ruin his chances for a new job by looking sloppy. Rubbing down his eyebrows, Tracy stared at himself in the mirror. His eyebrows were darker than his natural yellowish hair color. They had an ashy tone. His father was blonde too. Blue eyes. His mother had red-brown hair like his siblings. He was the only blonde in the family now, looking a lot like a younger version of his father. Tracy closed the mirror and got out the car. He exhaled and walked toward the office door.

“Welcome,” the receptionist said. “Are you here for the interview?”

“Yes,” Tracy said.

The woman behind the desk nodded. He wondered if she would become his new coworker. She had a sweet smile. There was a charm to the office. He couldn’t imagine why his friends had been so worked up when he said he had an interview with Dr. Frye. Magazines fanned across the tables. Tracy sat and picked one up, not wanting to appear too eager for the interview.

Tracy flipped through the magazine, admiring the beautiful women. He had always wondered what it was like to wear panties but had never tried. All those times in the store he had brushed his hand against lace panties, feeling their soft seduction. Tracy would have loved to slip into lingerie like the models on the pages. He didn’t read the words but admired how the bras hugged their breasts.

“Tracy Weaver,” a woman said. She wore heels. She was tall and had long brown hair that curled lightly. Blue eyes that shined brighter than his.

“That’s me,” Tracy said. He raised his hand, and Dr. Frye frowned. Her name was Janice, but Tracy didn’t feel comfortable calling her by her first name. How she stood demanded respect. “Dr. Frye, it’s nice to meet you. Thank you for seeing me for this interview,” Tracy said. He crossed the room to shake her hand.

She gripped his hand like she didn’t want his germs on her body. “Come back to my office,” she said and held the door open long enough for Tracy to cross to the other side. Dr. Frye led them down the hall to her office. She waved for Tracy to sit and went to get him a cup of water.

Tracy sat in her office alone. There were pictures of her with two dogs on her desk. She didn’t wear a wedding ring. There weren’t any pictures of kids. Tracy wondered if she was a lesbian and how her lover looked. Dr. Frye was a little older but hot. She must have gone to the gym to maintain her seductive body. Dr. Frye returned and set the cup in front of Tracy and took a seat across from him.

“Your dogs are cute,” he said.

“Thank you. They live with my mother, but I watch them when she goes out of town or whenever I have a long weekend. It’s busy here in the office,” she said. Dr. Frye turned the photo away from Tracy so he couldn’t see it. “I was expecting a woman when I saw the name Tracy.”

“The name is used for both sexes,” Tracy said. He hated when people made fun of his name but had to keep his reaction under control. He couldn’t lose the only job opportunity semi-related to math.

“Men are less reliable than women,” she said.

Tracy couldn’t believe her. “Are you allowed to say that? I could report you for discrimination based on sex,” he said.

“Who would believe you?” she asked. Dr. Frye huffed. She looked over her files. “There aren’t many people that applied for the job, and I have a demanding position open. It requires analysis and a knowledge of numbers. I need someone that can do more than file hours and finish payroll. I want the other half of this future employee’s time spent on growing the business with investments. Men are horrible with money, wouldn’t you agree?”

Tracy scoffed. He wanted to get up and leave but saw a mental image of Max and June. They needed him to get this job. It was the best-paying position Tracy had found. He couldn’t pass up the opportunity. “I don’t know,” he said. He wanted to defend himself and stick up for his manhood. His brothers around the world, but Tracy was weak and desperate for money. He needed this job, which would allow him to use math and stay with his family.

“In my experience, Tracy. They’re dreadful with money. Spend, spend, spend. It’s a woman that saves the man nearly every time,” she said. Dr. Frye leaned forward. Her blue eyes fiercer than an incoming jet. “I don’t want a man working in my office.”

“You can’t discriminate against me because I’m a man.”

Dr. Frye howled. Her laughter echoed against the walls. “Do you have any idea how many times men have discriminated against me? How many times they told me I couldn’t be a doctor when I was in medical school? Can you guess how many times, Tracy?” she asked.

He shook his head. He knew that women had it harder than men, but being on the other side of bigotry hurt. Tracy resisted getting to his knees and begging her for the job. “Dr. Frye, I don’t know your past, but I’m a good man. I don’t take advantage of women. I don’t use them. I want to help your business grow and nothing else. You can’t hold what men before me did to you. Learn to love me, and I’ll make you proud.” Tracy thought he should call the government to report her discrimination, but charming her seemed like an easier path.

Dr. Frye sighed. She clicked some things on her computer and asked standard interview questions. She had him look over her payroll and solve random math problems. “What do you know about the stock market, Tracy?”

“People buy and sell shares of a company?”

She smiled but didn’t look amused. “Right, that’s true. Do you know how to make money by doing that?”

Tracy hadn’t traded stocks before but would learn anything to get this job. He lied, “yes, I did it throughout college.”

“Great,” Dr. Frye said. She stood and put out her hand for a handshake, “that’s all for today, Tracy. I have another interview, but I think you have a good chance.”

“Even though I’m a man?” he asked.

“We’ll see about that,” she said and winked. Tracy didn’t know what she meant but wasn’t about to question her. She opened the door, and Tracy got out of her office as fast as he could.


CHAPTER TWO

The second interviewee was a woman but did not impress Janice. Dr. Frye had just arrived home after a long day in the office, kicking off her heels. Most of the moms in Foss couldn’t believe that she wore heels to the office, but Janice loved fashion. She had chosen Foss because the population had high incomes overall. It wasn’t dreadfully far from the big city. Janice loved to take long weekends and travel to Chicago when she didn’t feel like getting attention from the dogs. She wasn’t the type of woman that wanted pets twenty-four seven. The arrangement she had with her mother was perfect.

Janice checked her mail. She heated leftover Chinese food she had from last night and poured herself a glass of wine. At the office, Janice always ate chopped vegetables and easy-to-prepare things. People thought she was organized and had everything together, but she felt messy and disheveled. She had her business but nothing else. Janice dedicated her entire life to those walls, her patients, and their wellbeing. She didn’t take care of herself like she should. There wasn’t a love in her life. No man or woman to keep her warm at night.

She had a serious boyfriend, but he didn’t like her kinks. It had taken her years of dating to reveal her secret fantasies to him, and that jerk was out the door the next day. He didn’t want to become a magnificent, glowing woman. That asshole was too macho, anyway. Janice wanted a man with a more feminine side who still loved her pussy. It was like finding a diamond worth real money in a mound of dirt. She didn’t have the energy to dig. She had toys that could satisfy her cravings. A hooker that would come down from Chicago when the toys no longer fulfilled her dark desires.

Janice sat at her kitchen island, stabbing her fork into the plate of noodles. She twirled them around her fork and opened the two files on her interviewees. The woman who disappointed her and Tracy. Tracy was cushy around the edges. He had muscles but smooth hands. Janice couldn’t picture Tracy in the gym, but she could imagine him tied up on her bed with his legs spread. Dressed in a cute pink skirt. She would love to see him with his blonde hair grown out and cute white tights. Tracy could become her little doll.

If only he hadn’t mentioned reporting her. She wanted a subordinate man that she could press her heel into. Janice wanted to watch her man doll squirm to please her. Crawl around her house with a duster clenched between his teeth.

Tracy seemed rather desperate for a job. Janice pushed away her food and went to the sofa, grabbing Tracy’s file. She opened her phone, and the screen shined in her face. Janice searched his first and last name and found his social media accounts. She scrolled through the photos of Tracy with his family, at the beach, sitting in the backyard during their summer barbecue. He had the cutest younger siblings. Janice didn’t mind the photos of him at the beach with his shirt off. She could eat a dessert off his abs.

Janice typed in Tracy’s phone number. She wanted to surprise him with the news. The phone rang in her ear.

“Hello?” Tracy asked in his innocent voice. She wondered how many women he had bedded in his life. How he humped. How his dick would feel sliding between her pussy lips.

“Hi, Tracy. Dr. Frye speaking.”

“Wow, just a second,” he said. His voice was brighter than bells played by a professional. It sounded like a door opened and closed. “Sorry, we’re watching TV. What’s up? Did I get the job?”

Janice bit her lip and wished she hadn’t called. She blamed the glass of wine. “Yes,” she blurted. “I couldn’t think of a better person for the position.”

“Wow, are you serious, Dr. Frye?”

“Yes, and I demand you start tomorrow. Everyone needs their checks processed, and I’m tired of doing it. Can you be there?”

“Count on me, Dr. Frye,” he said.

“Great.” She hung up the phone and hated herself for calling him. Her fantasies had hijacked her. Janice was playing with a torch without an extinguisher, but she couldn’t wait to have a piece of eye candy in the office that she could dress up in her mind.


CHAPTER THREE

Tracy had a secret he hadn’t shared with anyone. He kept it to himself out of embarrassment and fear. People couldn’t understand why he felt the way he did, but the urges had piqued ever since he saw that magazine at Dr. Frye’s office. His mother and siblings had already taken off for the day. He had fifteen minutes between when they left and when he had to leave to start his first day of work, and he was spending that time in the bathroom.

One of his favorite videos played on his phone. He had it propped against the wall on top of the toilet. His dick rested in his hand, moving between his closed palm. Slimy with precum. Tie thrown over his shoulder. Pants around his ankles. Tracy grunted as the video continued. He loved to cum with them.

There was a woman. She had a flat chest, long red hair, and a monster dick. She was fucking another woman. Her pussy red and dripping. Tracy couldn’t get enough of it. He had wanted to become a woman like the redhead for ages, but how would he get women? The people in the video were paid to fuck. Tracy didn’t have the courage to ask any woman he had been with to experiment. He was a prude.

Tracy’s balls tightened. He ejaculated into the toilet just as the woman squirted in the video while the other lady covered her in a milky goo. Tracy closed his phone and watched his never babies swirl down the drain. He had lasted weeks without watching one of those videos. Whenever he went to a mall or anywhere with women’s lingerie, Tracy became weak. That magazine was no different. They didn’t keep things like that in his house.

Tracy cleaned up his mess, washed his hands, and left for work.

♦

Tracy sat at his new desk. He had multiple roles at the office: assistant, receptionist, payroll specialist, and investor. Tracy had been learning everything he could about the stock market since the interview. Janice was planning on giving him ten thousand dollars to start a separate, high-risk account, which sent Tracy into a panicked sweat. He didn’t want to the responsibility of losing Janice’s money. Her fortune. She had worked hard for what she had, and Tracy lied to get the job but persisted. The lie weighed on his consciousness while he worked.

Dr. Frye had been keeping him busy all day. He had cleaned up her payroll and run a couple errands earlier in the day. After lunch, Dr. Frye approached his desk. He loved how her heels clicked when she walked around the office. She was a sexy doctor, and Tracy had a hard time not picturing her without the white coat. He could see the hint of a cute outfit beneath it.

“How’s your first day?” she asked. She placed her hand on his shoulder and massaged him. All the talk of sexual harassment sprang into his mind. People took it seriously. If Tracy had touched her like that, how would she have reacted?

“Payroll is in order. Just looking at some stocks now,” Tracy said. He had pulled up the finance page but didn’t understand what any of the numbers meant.

“You’re ahead of the game. I like that,” she said. Dr. Frye leaned against his desk. He shared the area with the receptionist, but it was off to the side and behind a cubicle. It gave him enough privacy to concentrate.

Tracy inhaled. He didn’t know what to think of his boss so close to him. He could smell her floral perfume. It had the lightest scent to it like she had only sprayed it once. Tracy wanted to lick her and find out where she had used the perfume: her neck, her wrist, her chest? “Do you need any other errands?”

“No, you’ve done enough running around. I’ll have to get you a gas card and cover you for miles since we don’t have a company car. Can you figure that out this afternoon? I’m sure whatever the standard rates are will be cheaper than that delivery service. They were robbing me,” Dr. Frye said.

“Are you suggesting I’m cheap?” Tracy asked. He flashed a smile, unsure of where his confidence had arisen from, but the look Dr. Frye gave him smothered any smolders of lust.

“What was that, Mr. Weaver? We can’t have that kind of talk toward your boss. Please, crunch the numbers,” she said, turning on her heel. Her shoes clicked as she returned to her office. The receptionist looked over her shoulder and shook her head at Tracy like he had committed a grave mistake.

Dr. Frye was the one that had massaged his shoulder, told him she couldn’t hire a man, and perched on his desk in a seductive pose. She had a single sword and stabbed him in the chest. Nobody noticed her lethality. Tracy was the only male in the building. All the others on staff were female. Two nurses, Dr. Frye, and the receptionist.

Tracy calculated the numbers and kept his head down for the rest of the day. He left without saying goodbye to anyone but the receptionist.


CHAPTER FOUR

If only Tracy could have seen his face today when Janice called him out. She sat on her bed and stared at the ceiling. Her pussy warm between her legs. She squeezed her thighs together and resisted touching herself. Janice regretted her decision to hire Tracy. All she could think about was dressing his tight little body in a dress, makeup, jewelry, and heels. She wanted to see how big his dick was. Janice loved how women looked. How they smelled but couldn’t live without dick. She wanted the best of both worlds. Tracy took care of himself. He had nice teeth and smelled like soap. He kept a clean shave.

Janice wanted to dress up Tracy like a doll and put a wig on his head. She shouldn’t have hired him. He was a risk to her future. She had resisted hiring guys like him before, but something was different about Tracy. The way he responded to her body language. How he moved in his chair. He had a femininity to him without coming off gay. Janice didn’t have a problem with gay people, but she needed a man to kiss both sets of her lips. A man to beg to slide inside her.

Janice reached into her pants. She wore comfortable sweats for the evening but lacy panties. She was dripping while she thought about Tracy. His hard dick pressed up against a pair of red panties with peek-a-boo holes. She could find heels to fit his feet. They didn’t look that large. Maybe she would have to order them on the internet, but there was a way.

Sliding a finger into her burning hole, Janice moaned. Her back arched. All she could think about was Tracy thrusting into her. She didn’t know how long she could keep him at the office but knew he needed the job to help his family. He was vague on the details, but she couldn’t tolerate Tracy remembering her as the witch that fired him a week after hiring him.

Janice pushed away the thoughts as an orgasm built in her body. It intensified as her fingers moved in and out of her hole. Her thumb on her clit. She moaned and needed Tracy more than anything as she came all over herself. Her sheets and panties wet from the session. Janice exhaled and wiped her hand on the sheet before pulling it from the bed. She would have to remain strong and resist her natural urges for Tracy. It wasn’t ethical to want her employee. It didn’t matter what she felt, Janice would have to ignore her burning desire to feminize her male subordinate.

♦

Tracy loved his first week at the new office. The nurses and his fellow receptionist were the nicest coworkers he had ever had. The receptionist called in today, and Tracy was working the front desk. He hadn’t learned enough about stocks, but Dr. Frye wasn’t rushing him. She had avoided him since his first day. It was weird, like she didn’t even want Tracy at the office, but he kept his head down and did his work. He also ignored the budding attraction that he had for his boss. She was sexy and oozed power. Nobody challenged her authority.

Working as the receptionist was more difficult than his normal paperwork. He hated dealing with the charts and checking in the patients, and the looks Dr. Frye gave him were awkward. She averted her eyes every time he called her for a patient. She didn’t dare touch him like she had. Tracy missed her caress. He wished he had never mentioned reporting her. Maybe she was nervous to express herself. She and the other females in the office patted each other on the shoulder or hugged after a meeting with a difficult patient. They shared a connection in the office, and Tracy wanted a part of it.

The day passed, and Tracy managed to get all the patients organized and filed. He booked a couple appointments for future dates. Nothing went awry, but Tracy had feared he would drop the ball all day. It was hard to juggle everything at the desk, so Tracy had a newfound respect for the receptionist.

The nurses left before Tracy finished his paperwork. They wished him a good night and to stay warm. The autumn turned colder that day. Tracy had a coat and would put it on before leaving, but he had fifteen to twenty more minutes of work before he could leave. Dr. Frye hadn’t come out her office, but he could hear her in the distance.

The office was a lot different without patients in the lobby or the nurses running around behind him. They worked very hard, and Tracy admired them. Dr. Frye did her fair share, but they hustled. Tracy filed his paperwork and confirmed appointments for the following day. His dick twitched in his pants imagining Dr. Frye in her office. Tracy couldn’t last more than a couple minutes before his mind drifted to sex. Sex wasn’t a frequent occurrence in his life.

“Tracy,” Dr. Frye called. Tracy’s heart stopped. He finished typing a sentence and rose from his chair. He didn’t have time to push away his erection because Dr. Frye was calling his name. It sounded urgent.

“Coming,” he said. Tracy blushed at the word he used. When Tracy arrived to Dr. Frye’s door, her hair sat in a messy bun with pencils sticking out the top. Tracy bit his bottom lip and quickly sat in the chair across her desk before his dick formed an outline in his pants.

“Excellent work today, Tracy. You did great as the receptionist today. How was it?”

The job had overwhelmed Tracy at moments, but it wasn’t a busy day. People didn’t ask many questions. “I think I did okay,” he said. Tracy rubbed his hands in his lap.

“You did well, Tracy. I’m glad I hired you,” she said. Dr. Frye bit the end of her pen and twisted it around in her mouth. Tracy ignored the thoughts of him pushing his dick between her parted lips. She smiled and set the pen on her desk, acting like she had spaced out. “We need to get you started with that ten thousand dollars. I know I asked you to figure out the standard rate for gasoline and miles, but I couldn’t help but search myself,” she said. Dr. Frye placed a contract in front of Tracy.

He looked over the paper. It outlined how much he would make as a base salary, how much he could earn from commissions on the stocks, and what she would pay him for gas and miles. “What if I lose money in the stock market?”

“You won’t have to pay the money back, but you better believe I’ll be looking for someone to replace you. I’m not here to lose money, Tracy.”

“No, of course not,” he said.

“Have you made money trading before?”

Tracy couldn’t admit he didn’t know how to make money trading, so he said, “it’s better to take a long-term position. Day trading is risky.” He had only read a few articles about trading since the interview but remembered those lines.

“Right, but I already have investments, Tracy. The point is to create a high-risk account where we can grow a large amount of money in a short amount of time.”

“There are a lot—”

Dr. Frye held up her hand, “I don’t want excuses, Tracy. Make it work. Start small if you have to, but I’m expecting some return on investment from this account,” she said.

“Right, I’ll do my best, boss. Was there anything else?” Tracy asked.

She passed a fresh pen across the table. She placed the one she had toyed with in her mouth to the side of her computer. “Sign the papers, please.”

“Shouldn’t we have done this before I started?”

“You got paid a normal salary for today,” she said. “We needed you. I was tired of doing all that extra work. Do you know how late I was staying here before you started? I owe you a lot, Tracy.”

He smiled. Her polite comment warmed him. He loved her appreciation. “Thank you. If you don’t mind, I have a couple more things to finish before I leave.”

Dr. Frye stopped him before he left the room. “Wait, here’s a cash bonus,” she said and took five hundred dollars from the safe. “I’ll replace it tomorrow. Don’t worry about your paperwork.”

Tracy relaxed his eyebrows. He didn’t know how to thank her. She moved his lifeless body out her door, and Tracy returned to his desk, stunned. There were so many possibilities with the money. He couldn’t wait to spend a little on his family. He called his mother and asked what kind of pizza he should bring from the office.

♦

Tracy took forever to leave. Janice waited at her desk for him to disappear and watched dirty videos without the sound. Her thighs burned for Tracy. The way she had foolishly played with a pen in her mouth. She couldn’t believe how juvenile she’d been toward her subordinate. The five hundred dollars was a way for Tracy to forget everything that happened before that moment.

Janice watched the steamy video of a man dressed like a woman. He pranced around the room, exposing his femininity for the world to see. His woman had taken him out in public before the big scene. They shopped for panties and lingerie. How Janice wished to take Tracy to the store and dress him in lace. She could try cotton and silk. Maybe a red velvet dress with black.

Alone in the office, Janice unmuted the video. The couple had arrived home with their new clothes. The wife had her husband try on the lingerie. She covered his face with makeup and donned a wig. He had transformed to a gorgeous brunette.

The wife put her husband onto his knees as Janice rubbed two fingers over her clit. Her feet propped on the desk. Janice watched as the wife pushed her man’s face into her pussy. He kneeled beneath her and lapped up her wetness. She moaned. Janice echoed her. She needed a man to lick her lips. Toy with her clit. Dress up and play house with her. She wanted a man who wouldn’t shy away from her desires. The fantasies that kept her awake at night. As the days passed, Janice imagined Tracy as the man she could dress up like a woman.

If only he weren’t her employee. He was great at his job, but Janice didn’t want to lose her license if Tracy reported her. Her lifestyle fueled her. Janice couldn’t lose her practice for sexually assaulting an employee. She should have gone into business or finance where the boss could fuck an employee, move cities, and start a new life. Janice would have to start over from ground zero. She would lose everything with no remorse.

Janice exhaled her problems and focused on the video. The wife sat on her man’s face and sucked his dick. She stayed on top. She maintained control, not giving her man a smidgen. Janice wondered if Tracy would switch positions to her private masseuse and go farther than they should. Happy endings.

Panting, Janice came all over her hand. She had to get home and eat dinner. Her mind was darting around the room like a table-tennis ball. She couldn’t focus on a single task. Tracy snuck into her every thought. Images of his blonde hair, handsome body, and tantalizing smile flashed behind her closed eyes. Janice washed her hands in the bathroom and hurried out the building.


CHAPTER FIVE

Tracy had enjoyed the extra five hundred dollars. He had spent a bit since Dr. Frye gave him the money and treated himself a couple new pairs of jeans, which Dr. Frye had complimented when he wore them to work. Cherie insisted the family didn’t need another order of pizza.

Relaxing at home after work that day, Tracy thought about Dr. Frye. He knew her name was Janice Frye, and she wasn’t a Foss native like him. Searching for her social media, Tracy didn’t find much. She had accounts but no information. It was understandable that she didn’t share much online as a general care doctor. Too many patients could look her up and explore her profile. There were a couple pictures from a vacation two years ago, a picture of those same dogs from her desk, and one with her mother. She didn’t post nor comment on much.

Tracy wondered how Dr. Frye spent her time outside of work. Did she watch porn? Touch herself? He had done both those things today. He couldn’t stop watching his favorite videos of chicks with dicks. They were the most beautiful people he had ever seen, and Tracy envied every one of the porn stars. Tracy didn’t have the courage to try on lingerie. He knew it would take him down a slippery slope. He could feel it in his core.

Dr. Frye had a lot of fashion magazines in the lobby. She also had magazines about health, travel, and a variety of topics, but Tracy couldn’t stop picking up a fashion magazine on his breaks. The luxurious women in their fancy lingerie tickled Tracy. He wanted to become one. Just for a day. One time. Tracy wouldn’t get addicted, even though he knew he would. The decision to try lingerie was a push and pull within him.

Ever since starting at Dr. Frye’s practice, Chicago had become a distant memory. He had no desire to move there and compete in the rat race. He loved his boss and living close to his family. When his dad died, Tracy wasn’t sure he would experience happiness again, but that wasn’t true. His family, his job, and Dr. Frye made him hop for fun. Laugh at a joke. Chicago would rip those thrills from his life. He would move there with nothing more than lackluster ambition for a career.

♦

A couple weeks had passed since Janice hired Tracy. He fit right in at the office. They were missing a male presence, and Tracy wasn’t too macho. He didn’t splay out everywhere and take up too much space. His new jeans looked great too. Janice couldn’t get enough of watching him walk away. She had called him to her office a couple extra times today just to watch his ass in those jeans. It wasn’t hard to picture him a skirt with shaved legs either. Janice could put him on all fours and reach between his thighs. Finger his ass and stroke his dick.

Janice was ripping apart at the seams from her lust for Tracy. She couldn’t last much longer before she backed him into a corner and took advantage of his body. Controlling herself was harder than holding a plank, and they had to work together all day. He ran errands, handled money, and Janice liked to bounce ideas off him. Tracy was a bright man. He had a different way of thinking. Everything related to math for him. Janice heard it when he talked.

She needed an excuse to spend more alone time with Tracy. Janice wanted to probe him and dig deeper into his mind. Tracy hid a side of himself. Janice wondered if he thought about her the same way she thought about him. Whenever Tracy entered her office, he looked on edge. Tracy tried not to stare at her breasts, but she always unbuttoned her coat in the office. She hadn’t done that often before Tracy started, but it became a habit. Every shift, her shirts exposed more of her cleavage.

“Tracy,” Janice called. It was the end of the day. The nurses had already left, and Tracy had completed his last errand. He was probably minutes from finishing, but Janice couldn’t resist. She couldn’t help herself from moving a pawn across her chess board.

“Yes, boss?” he asked. “I just finished everything for the night.”

Janice sat higher in her chair. She shimmied and pressed her arms together. Not too much but enough for Tracy’s eyes to flicker. “Sit down, Tracy.”

He hesitated to cross the room and sat in the chair opposite her. Janice had turned away from him and faced the window behind her desk. She retrieved a book from her shelf to the side of the window and placed it in front of Tracy. It was a beginner’s guide to trading. “I’ve been doing some research, Tracy. Have you heard of swing trading?”

Janice didn’t know, but he had read an article about it last night. “Sure. They say it’s a good way to make money.”

“How about we get dinner and talk more about trading? I want you to get started,” she said.

“Sure, when should we schedule it?”

“Can you go now? I’ll add the extra couple hours to your check, and you’ll get a free dinner,” she said. If they went to dinner on the context of work, it wasn’t a date. She could gradually steer the conversation in a more personal direction. People hardly stayed on topic at work lunches. Tracy seemed like the type that might try to avoid answering off-topic questions, but she would loosen him up. Janice knew she could retrieve more information on him.

Tracy rubbed his chin. “I guess, sure. I’ll text my mom to tell her I can’t make it for dinner.”

“You live with your mother? I thought you just helped her” she asked.

“I’ll tell you about it over dinner,” he said.

Janice smiled. She liked that response. He opened up like an old box blown by the wind. He didn’t have a single lock. They gathered their bags and closed the office before heading to Mexican restaurant around the corner.

♦

They entered the Mexican restaurant and ordered virgin strawberry margaritas before the server disappeared. He returned with chips and salsa and their drinks. Dr. Frye had spent the time gazing into Tracy’s eyes. He loved the way she looked at him. The heat radiating from her body. She ordered nachos, and Tracy ordered a burrito. Neither had said much, but their eyes lit a fire between them. Tracy wanted to release himself in the bathroom but resisted the urges.

“You make such a great addition to the team, Tracy,” Dr. Frye said.

“Thank you, boss.”

“Do you like that I’m above you?”

“Pardon?” Tracy asked. He wasn’t sure if Dr. Frye was flirting with him or had no perception of her actions.

“Strike that,” Dr. Frye said. She laughed as though they had ordered drinks with alcohol. Her cheeks reddened. She didn’t break eye contact with Tracy. It felt like her feet were hovering inches from his shins.

Tracy wanted to act on the feelings bubbling within him, but Dr. Frye was his new boss. She controlled the money that entered his account. He didn’t want to ruin the cash flow. His first check had uncovered a new lifestyle to him he couldn’t have afforded on the student salary. Random bonuses that equaled more than a month of his old part-time wages.

“We should talk about your investments in the market. Have you found any winners?” she asked.

Tracy felt a wave of guilt for the lie that had secured his job. Confessing could mean the end of his career with Dr. Frye, but he couldn’t continue with the pressure weighing him down. “Dr. Frye, there’s something I have to tell you.”

“What’s that?” she asked, eating a nacho.

The server dropped off the food, and Tracy thought twice about confessing his lie to Dr. Frye. He liked his new job too much to jeopardize it. “It depends on what kind of trading you want.”

“Swing trading. I thought that was established. I already have my long-term account with all the big name stocks. We don’t want those. I want the new unicorn company. The one that will bring in the big dollars. Jumps of five and ten percent in a day. You know what I mean, Tracy?” Dr. Frye said.

She looked sexy when she ate. Tracy loved how a touch of her lipstick stayed on the chip after she took a bite. He wondered if the same would happen to his dick when she sucked it. None of the women he dated before wore lipstick since they were all from his math department. He didn’t date many women. The two hot girls that had worn lipstick in the math department dated engineering guys who played on the football team. “We can find some unicorn stocks,” Tracy said.

He didn’t believe the words that left his lips, but Dr. Frye ate her nachos without a care in the world. Tracy cut his burrito with a fork and knife, feeling worse than a person who snitched on another. He lied. His mother had taught him better than that. She didn’t lie to a soul, but Tracy had done it for them. His family.

“Why are you such a liar, Tracy?” Dr. Frye asked.

He sat straighter in his chair, “what do you mean? I haven’t lied to you.”

“I saw that book in your bag a couple days ago. Why do you need a beginners book for trading? And if you did, why would you bring it to work?” she asked. Her eyes were a balance between sinister and amused. She sipped her drink, smirking at her victim.

Tracy cleared his throat. “I never intended to lie, but I need this job. I can learn how to make you money in the market. Give me a chance,” he said.

“What were you going to do, Tracy? Lose all my money and ask for forgiveness later?”

“Make false reports?” Tracy said like a question.

“You squirm like a worm. Has anyone ever told you that?”

“You make me nervous, Dr. Frye.”

“Why do you live with your mother?” Janice asked.

“It’s a long story, but my father died.”

“Wow, I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Several years have passed now, but I have two younger siblings. My mom tried to get me to leave Foss for Chicago, but I can’t leave them behind. They need me. I need them,” Tracy said. He loved his family and appreciated his job with Dr. Frye. If he could learn how to trade stocks, the job could become more lucrative than the competition in Chicago.

“You’re an amazing brother,” Dr. Frye said. She lifted her foot and touched it to Tracy’s leg. It only lasted a second, but the look in her eyes told Tracy that her movement wasn’t a mistake. He pinched his thigh, but nothing changed. He was at the Mexican restaurant with a half-melted strawberry virgin margarita. His boss was across from him and flirting in her own wicked way. “Do you have a girlfriend, Tracy?”

He shook his head, feeling paralyzed by her question.

“Perfect,” she said. “Do you find me attractive, Tracy?” Her leg touched Tracy’s a second time. His dick couldn’t resist the sturdiness flowing to it. The undeniable attraction he had for his demanding boss.

Tracy nodded, answering her question.

“I don’t care much about the stocks. I’m more concerned with this,” she said and pushed her heel into Tracy’s crotch.

He yelped but maintained control. She gave him a look, warning him not to attract attention. Tracy touched her shoe against his jeans, pressing into his balls. It hurt but felt right. She was ten times the man he would ever become.

“How much do you want me, Tracy?” she asked.

“A lot,” he replied.

“Take my credit card and pay for the bill. Let’s get out of here,” she said and passed him the card.

Tracy stumbled out the booth and ran to the server. He paid and got a receipt for Dr. Frye. Tracy left the tip with money from his bonus. Dr. Frye had so much control over him, and a part of him liked it. A growing part of himself he didn’t want to ignore. Returning to the table, Dr. Frye had stood and was waiting. She wore a light coat and scarf. She linked her arm with Tracy’s, and they left.

They had both parked outside. Dr. Frye lingered. She stopped Tracy from crossing the parking lot. “You’re a good employee, Tracy. But let’s stop pretending there isn’t a raw sexual energy between us.”

“I agree,” he said.

“We should act on what is calling us. Let’s not run away from this, Tracy.” He shook his head. Dr. Frye grabbed his hands and cupped hers around his. She stared into his blue eyes. “Kiss me.”

Tracy didn’t hesitate. Their tongues flew in circles. Wings of the plane. It lasted at least a minute before Dr. Frye grabbed Tracy’s crotch. She oohed. “I like what I feel,” she said and winked. Dr. Frye crossed the parking lot and left Tracy by the entrance with wet boxers and a hard dick.


CHAPTER SIX

Janice replayed the dinner in her head all morning and night. She called off work for a day to avoid Tracy. The nurse practitioner on staff could do just about everything she could. Janice had checked her appointments that day before calling in to make sure she didn’t have to stop by the practice.

On her day outside the office, Janice had contacted her lawyer to draft up a document for herself and Tracy. She had no plans on losing her practice over a fling but wasn’t going to miss her opportunity with Tracy. He was submissive in the most perfect ways. He hadn’t flinched when she shoved her heel into his crotch. It was a step too far, but Janice would deny anything happened until Tracy signed the paper.

The next day at work, Janice entered the office with her head held high. She had a personal day. Nobody needed to know any different besides Tracy. She stopped by his desk, “please see me in my office. I have a question about the payroll,” she said.

Tracy nodded and entered her office a few minutes later. “You needed me? I filed the paperwork properly. I double checked yesterday when you weren’t here,” he said. Tracy was rambling. Janice loved how nervous she made him.

“Shut the door, Tracy,” she said. “Take a seat.”

Tracy sat across from her. She crossed her legs under the desk, ignoring the pictures of lingerie on her screen. She had been shopping and imaging her future with Tracy. “I want you to sign this,” she said. Dr. Frye laid a piece of paper in front of Tracy. She picked up a pen and curled her wrist. Tracy read over the words.

“What is this?”

“An agreement that you won’t try anything legal if our relationship goes south. I can’t lose my license over you.”

“But we already kissed,” Tracy said.

Janice sighed. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. People would never believe that hearsay,” she said and winked. Janice moved her hand between herself and Tracy, asking him if he wanted the same thing as her. Tracy couldn’t deny his attraction. It shined like a light in the darkness.

Tracy picked up the pen and signed on the dotted line. Janice exhaled, releasing the fear she had held. The tiniest part of her thought Tracy wouldn’t go through with it, but he had. They were free to explore their feelings. “Doesn’t that feel great?” Janice asked. She rolled her shoulders, picking up the paper from her desk. She snapped a photo and emailed a copy to herself. “You’re all mine now, Tracy. What will we ever do about that?”

“I can’t believe I signed that,” he said. He stared into space. Janice sat on her desk and faced him. She hoped nobody walked into her office as she spread her legs and revealed her uncovered lips to Tracy.

“What were you saying, dear?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Why didn’t I sign that paper earlier?”

“I have something for you, but you can’t open it until you get home. Do you understand? Nobody in the office can know that we’re dating,” she said.

“What is it?” he asked.

Janice put a finger to her lips. “No need to rush, my love. Here,” she said. Janice retrieved a cardboard box from her bag. There wasn’t a label or wrapping paper. Janice loved how Tracy studied the unmarked box. “Open this when you get home. If not, I can’t take responsibility for your actions.”

“Thank you,” Tracy said. His voice shook.

“Leave me, Tracy. Send me a picture once you open the gift,” Janice said.

♦

Tracy’s heart thumped in his chest as he cut the tape on his cardboard box. He wondered what Dr. Frye could have packed for him. She was a woman full of surprises. He loved the way they had to keep their affair a secret from the staff. The package had felt like contraband his entire shift. He felt naughty, like he was smuggling an illegal package. Tracy opened the box, and tissue paper greeted him.

His heart raced faster as he pulled the tissue apart. Slowly, hints of red revealed themselves. Tracy tipped the paper away, leaving a skimpy pair of red panties. Lace. He touched the fabric. How could Dr. Frye expect him to take a picture in these? His phone vibrated on the bed next to him. He was sitting alone in his room. His mom and siblings had just left for the grocery store.

Dr. Frye: Have you opened your gift yet? I’m sitting at home thinking about you.

Tracy wished he were at her house. She must have had a mansion on the outskirts of town. It didn’t take long to reach the countryside in Foss. She probably had space to run around outside in the backyard. He hoped she didn’t live in one of the new properties without trees so they could fool around in the darkness. He could run around in the field wearing his new red panties. Maybe she lived in a condo above the small downtown strip. There weren’t any tall buildings in Foss besides a handful of water towers. The university had their own water supply.

Tracy realized how little he knew about his new girlfriend and how much he had to learn. He wanted to know everything about her, but she couldn’t know how much he loved the lingerie. Tracy had to act like a man and relent.

Tracy: Why would you send me panties? I’m a man.

It killed Tracy not to indulge his true fantasies, but she could have been testing him. Maybe her old boyfriend wore panties, and Dr. Frye was trying to weed out any flaws. Tracy had never worn lingerie before and avoided it.

Dr. Frye: They’re actually made for men. I bought a pair with space for your dick.

She sent a cute, kiss-face emoji with the message. Tracy examined the underwear, amazed that there was a space for his dick. A little pouch sewn from lace. Tracy stood from his bed and undid his pants, letting them fall to his ankles. He went over to his mirror and stared at himself, holding the panties in front of his boxers. Could he cross this line? Did he have the courage to release the prejudices hollering in his mind? He was a man. Blonde, a little muscular, and handsome. Women didn’t pay him much attention, but he got replies when he asked women for dates.

Dr. Frye: Send a picture! I’m dying to see how they look on you. Does it help to know that I’m touching myself?

Tracy dropped his boxers to the ground and replaced them with the red, lacy lingerie. His legs were hairy, but his blonde hair was thin. It didn’t distract from the image of his half-hard dick pressed against the fabric. If he took a picture, Dr. Frye would see everything. The panties hid nothing, but Tracy couldn’t stop staring at himself. His dick looked so sexy behind that red lace that he wished he knew how to suck himself. He had tried it a couple times, but his body didn’t bend that way.

Tracy was growing hard as he gazed at his reflection. His v-cut traveled into the panties. The happy trail from his belly button to his dick. He didn’t mind the light hair but wondered how he would look without it. His phone buzzed again with another message from Dr. Frye. He had been too lost in himself, playing with the head of his dick through the fabric, to recognize the passing time.

Snapping a picture, Tracy sent it to Dr. Frye. She returned a picture of herself with her panties pushed to the side, clad to her body. Her fingers wet from juices. Tracy’s dick sprang to life at the sight of her ravishing pussy. He needed her to push his face into those lips. Rub his tongue up and down her clit. His dick pulsed. He moved the fabric over his dick and released his hardness. A string of precum dripped to the floor.

He took another picture and sent it to Tracy.

Tracy: I can’t wait to fuck that pussy.

Dr. Frye: You’re a naughty boy. Bad boys have to wait.

Tracy purred. He hated a tease but loved when Dr. Frye did it. She sent another picture. Her long brown hair spread out over the bedspread and her chest as she stared into the camera. Her blue eyes captivated. Tracy couldn’t look away from the screen as he stroked his dick. She was a goddess. He wouldn’t leave her as long as she had him. Tracy didn’t care how much control she had over him because she was the most confident, sexiest woman he had ever met.

He came into a tissue. His body doubled. He couldn’t resist the cum bubbling up from his balls.

Tracy: I’ll wait as long as I have to, sexy lady.

Dr. Frye: *wink*


CHAPTER SEVEN

Janice couldn’t stop looking at the photo of Tracy’s wet dick. Covered in precum or lube or whatever he used to make it shimmering like that. Janice wanted it to be her saliva that covered Tracy’s cock after he came down her throat. She had an endless list of fantasies to complete with Tracy. They hadn’t crossed the line, but it was becoming harder by the day. She wouldn’t last much longer before shoving her pussy in his face and taking his dick between both sets of her lips. It was the perfect size, not too big and not too small. It wouldn’t tire Janice like an extra-large cock. She didn’t enjoy those. They were fun for a night or two, but she wanted a long-term situation with Tracy. His dick was the right size for the long run. Days upon days of hot sex. She couldn’t wait to get her hands on him, but the longer he waited, the more Tracy became putty in Janice’s hands. She couldn’t lose control.

Walking into work that day, Janice remained strong. Weeks had passed since she hired Tracy, and everything was going well in the office. They maintained a distance. Nobody suspected the romance between Janice and Tracy. She dropped a note on Tracy’s desk to come by during his lunch break.

The hours dragged on as Janice waited for lunch. She saw a few regular patients, and people were acting more festive as they approached the holidays. They gave her early gifts—chocolate, cards, and warm wishes—since they wouldn’t see her until after the New Year. She thanked them but secretly didn’t care about more than the note she had written for Tracy. She loved her patients, but Tracy consumed her. Ever since that night when they exchanged photos, she hadn’t had a handle on herself. She never sent nude pictures to men but teased Tracy with one. Her employee. The contract gave her a sense of peace, but a little part of her worried Tracy would leak their affair to the staff. They would judge her if they saw that photo.

Lunch arrived. Tracy knocked on the door. “You wanted to see me?” he asked.

“Yes, please sit,” she said. Janice closed the photo of Tracy’s dick on her computer.

“Did you read the note?”

“I would love to have dinner at your house. Where do you live?”

“I’ll send you the address when we get off. Can you come right after work?” she asked. She felt a little desperate but maintained composure. It would crush her if Tracy refused her request.

“What is the special surprise?”

Janice turned giddy. He would never go for her surprise. “I want to shave your body,” she whispered. “Play a little dress up? We’re a similar size. I have things that might fit you.”

Tracy scoffed, “that was a onetime thing,” he said.

“Don’t you want to see how beautiful you would look as a woman? Those panties were hot on you,” she said.

“I’m a man, Dr. Frye.”

“Please, call me Janice. You don’t have to call me Dr. Frye.”

“But I think it’s sexy.”

“How about this? I’ll dress up as an even hotter doctor tonight if you dress up as a woman?”

Tracy sat back in his chair and looked out the window behind Janice. She stared at his face, wanting to touch her lips to his. “I’ll see you for dinner then,” Tracy said. He stood and went to her door, but she stopped him.

“That wasn’t an answer,” she said.

Tracy winked and slid out the door. Janice opened the photo of him on her computer and stared at it as she ate her prepared lunch, crunching on a cucumber while ignoring the warming in her center.

♦

The hour arrived. Tracy and Janice had formed a habit of staying in the office until after everyone left. They should quit before people stopped believing his stories and suspected the affair between them. Tracy didn’t mind if people knew, but he respected Janice’s power and reputation. Their secret love was something new and unfounded. There were aspects of their relationship he didn’t want coming out to the public.

Tracy used GPS but didn’t have a hard time following Janice to her house. She lived on the outskirts of town with a huge piece of land as Tracy had imagined. All the doctors and lawyers in Foss lived in this area. He drove down her private road, impressed by the vastness of the properties. He loved coming over to this side of Foss and couldn’t wait to visit more often.

Janice stepped out her car. Her legs looked like candy. He wondered if he would look similar once Janice removed the hair from his body. She kissed him and turned toward the door. “Don’t stay outside too long. The neighbors love to gossip.”

The age between them didn’t matter to Tracy. He was grown and had graduated from college. Janice was older than him by twelve years, but that didn’t phase Tracy. He was lucky to breathe the air she released from her lungs. They stepped inside her house. It was as grand as Tracy had envisioned. A huge painting hung on her two-story-living-room wall. She ushered Tracy into the house and placed him in the living room that connected with the kitchen.

“Sparkling or still water?” Janice asked.

“Still is fine,” Tracy said. He played with his hands in his lap, wondering how Janice took care of such a large space alone. She returned with his water. Hers was sparkling. “You live here all alone?” he asked. Her house was much bigger than the one he shared with his family on the other side of town.

“I had a boyfriend, but things didn’t work out. He lived here for a limited time. My house is big, but I love it.”

“Is it hard to maintain?” Tracy asked.

“I hire people for that. I don’t have time to do anything with the practice.”

“Not even this?” Tracy asked, touching Janice’s face and kissing her. She exhaled, loving his lips on hers.

“Don’t stop,” she said.

“Why would I ever stop?” Tracy kissed her deeper, moving atop her on the sofa. Janice threw her arms above her head. Tracy kissed them. His lips moved up and down her exposed skin. His dick twitched in his pants, coming to life as her fingers grated along his abs. Janice lifted the shirt from Tracy’s torso. She moved him and flipped his body, so she was on top. He loved how she took control. Too many women before her would just lay there. Tracy wasn’t the dominate type.

“Take off your pants. Let’s get you into some panties,” she said. “I bought several new pairs for you to try.”

“Are you shaving me first?”

“Absolutely. I want to doll you up and have fun.”

“Where’s the bathroom?”

♦

Men were too hairy. They never groomed in the right places. Janice took her time in the bathroom removing every hair from Tracy’s body. He begged for mercy after she washed soap over his raw skin. She used a detachable shower head and loofah to lather his burning flesh. Janice had to clean Tracy before she could rub him down with lotion.

“How does it feel to not have hair?” Janice asked, running the loofah over his body. His dick looked like it had grown a couple inches, but Janice still loved the size. It wasn’t too big. She could use it all night.

“Different,” Tracy said. “I like it, but my body is crying for lotion. Please tell me you have some.”

Janice looked at him with side eyes. She took the lotion from the counter and showed it to Tracy. They gazed at each other. Tracy’s dick rose, and she wrapped her hand around it. “We’ll use this soon enough. Don’t you want to see what panties I bought for you?”

“Only after you get lotion on my itching skin,” he said.

“Oh, hush up. You’re about to become a radiant woman. Dolled up and sexy. Get out the shower. Let me dry you,” she said, holding out a towel.

Tracy stepped into it, and Janice wrapped the towel around him. She patted the towel over his body, taking a second to stop at his dick. She held it in her hand while kissing the tip. Tracy shuddered. He tried to look annoyed, but Janice had a complete hold over him. She shook her hair. It fell over her shoulders. Tracy looked away from her, but he couldn’t ignore the sexiness of her curls. The way her blue eyes shined in his. How she could see herself in Tracy’s eyes when they stared at each other. A sign of true love.

Janice squirted lotion into her palm and rubbed it onto Tracy’s back. He panted and moaned as Janice worked the cream into his skin. He held onto the counter, watching her work in the mirror. His dick sat on the stone, pointing toward the sink. It was thick and handsome and filled from his proximity with the sexy brunette. He could smell her perfume, hoping she would spritz the same scent on him.

“Wait here,” Janice said when she had worked two layers of lotion into Tracy from head to toe. She returned with a box. “I ordered these online. I hope they fit.”

There was an assortment of lingerie in the box. Tracy’s face turned to stone. “I will never wear all these,” he said.

“You won’t?” she asked. His flat tone crushed Janice. She thought she had found the man that would play games with her. Dress up like her doll. She was afraid to reveal all the dresses she had bought. “I thought you liked the red panties I got you before. Didn’t we have a deal? I would dress up as a doctor, and you would wear a dress.”

“I never answered your question,” Tracy said and winked. He was hard and stroking his dick. He wore nothing. Ignoring the box of lingerie, Tracy stepped forward.

Janice wasn’t having it. She had their outfits laid out on the bed and planned on using them. She put up her hand, “if you want me, we’re playing by my rules.”

Tracy stopped. His dick didn’t soften. He smirked. “Your rules?”

“Don’t make me get the whip and teach you a lesson,” Janice said. She wore jeans, a bra, and heels. Janice had changed before shaving Tracy’s body. She loved to walk around in heels when a man came to her house. They intimidated men, but Tracy was playing games with her.

“A whip? What did I do that was so wrong, my love?” he asked.

She didn’t know if he was testing her or being serious. “Get to your knees, Tracy. Not another step in this direction.” They had reached the living room. The last hints of sunlight transformed the sky to an orange color. She turned on the lights and pointed to the middle of the living room floor. Tracy put up his hands and kneeled there. Janice stepped in front of him. She gripped Tracy by his short blonde hair and bent his head to face her. “My house, my rules. You will wear panties.”

Tracy shook his head. “No, I’m a man. You can’t make me. My father taught me that men don’t wear panties. Only fags do.”

“Unbutton my jeans,” she said without releasing his head. Tracy lifted his arms and released the jeans from Janice’s body. She took Tracy’s head and pushed it into her clad panties. He sniffed and nuzzled against the fabric. “Pull them down, Tracy.”

He listened. She shoved his face into her pussy, and he made good work on her clit. He knew what to do and loved doing it. “Would a fag do this? Give into your desires, Tracy. I won’t judge you.”

Tracy shook his head. “Wearing lingerie isn’t right. This is. Just let me love you how a man should,” he said. Tracy licked her throbbing clit. She tried to make words, but they turned to melted butter drizzled over popcorn.

Janice stumbled to the sofa, still wearing her heels. Tracy followed her, desperate for another taste of her pussy. He connected with her lips. Janice grabbed a pillow and bit into it. An orgasm grew inside her like radiating semi-circles. An explosion of sensations. A squirt into Tracy’s mouth.

“Thank you,” he said when she came. Janice relaxed into the sofa. She would get Tracy into those panties before the night was over but enjoyed the afterglow of her orgasm. Tracy sunk into the couch next to her and came all over his chest. What a waste, Janice thought. But the sensation was too euphoric to move.

♦

Tracy sat at Janice’s kitchen island, waiting for her to mix two vodka cocktails. She had added lime juice and sugar water before stirring in ice. Janice’s muscles flexed as she poured the liquid into two martini glasses. She wore a bar and heels. Tracy wore nothing. He wanted to put on the panties but was too afraid of where that would lead. He was a man and shouldn’t have the desire to dress like a woman. Janice pushed a martini glass toward him over the counter.

He sipped. The drink was heavy on vodka. It didn’t matter how much Tracy drank because the fear was too strong. He couldn’t become a man that dressed as a woman. His father would have been disappointed to learn about his son’s fetish. Tracy had kept his desires under wraps for years until Janice blew into his life. He soiled those red lacy panties in two days. Tracy threw them out without telling Janice. He liked her, but she was dangerous for him.

Janice rested her elbows on the counter and stared at Tracy. Her hair hung at both sides. “Why are you resisting what you want, Tracy?”

“How do you know what I want?” he asked. Tracy drank his cocktail without looking at Janice. The sun had disappeared, but it was still early. “Can I spend the night here?”

“Yes, you don’t have to drive.”

“I don’t have to wear panties, either,” he said.

“No, you don’t, but we both want the same thing. Let me doll you up. I have everything we need to transform you. I see you on break looking at those fashion magazines. You touch the pages like you’re fantasizing about a different body.”

“What? How do—”

“There are cameras in the break room,” Janice said. “We used to have a nurse with sticky fingers that took money out of people’s purses. I had to add them.”

“Who cares what I want? It’s not right,” Tracy said. Janice shook her head. He wanted to argue with her, but there was no rational to that. She accepted him with his fetish. What man admired lingerie magazines for more than the female form? Women were everything to Tracy. He was straight. A woman’s man, mostly. Tracy was awkward but not at all gay. “Straight men shouldn’t wear lingerie.”

“It’s more common than you think,” Janice said. “Most men that like wearing lingerie are straight. We all like different things. It’s what makes us unique.”

Tracy’s walls crumbled around him. He walked around the island and hugged his naked body against Janice’s. They kissed. “Pick out your favorite pair. I’ll wear whatever you want,” Tracy said. He was excited to dress up and couldn’t wait for Janice to help him. She ran and grabbed the box.

“Try them all on and pick your favorite. I’ll make us more cocktails,” she said. Janice mixed more drinks while Tracy tried on the lingerie and modeled the underwear for Janice. He loved the freedom he felt with her. They clicked. Tracy trusted Janice with his secret. As Tracy tried on the panties, he grew comfortable. He wanted to try more. Tracy hoped that Janice had clothes he could try on and makeup.

“I love this pair,” Tracy said. They were blue and hugged his junk in all the right places.

“Perfect choice,” Janice said. They were on their third drink, and Tracy was feeling the vodka. He didn’t care. He felt free for the first time in years. There was a time when he dreamed he would find these freedoms in the big city, but Tracy never even had to leave Foss. He had everything he needed here in his hometown. Tracy slammed his third drink and spun in a circle. The air tickled his hairless body. He went to reapply lotion, and Janice had brought down a dress and wig when he returned.

“You think I will fit in that dress?” Tracy asked.

“Yes, don’t you?”

“I’m not sure, it looks rather small,” he said.

“You’re a slender lady,” she said and winked.

Lady? Nobody could ever know what he was about to do. Tracy stepped forward and took the dress from Janice. She had her doctor’s outfit. Tracy slid the dress over his body. It fit looser than he had imagined. Janice was halfway in her doctor’s uniform. But she looked even sexier than she did at work, if that was possible. She never wore the accessories on the job. Her heels at work were more modest than the pair she had changed into.

They worked on their fourth drink while Janice did Tracy’s makeup. She placed a blonde wig on his head. When she lifted the mirror, Tracy saw a woman. His old self had disappeared. He wanted to fuck Janice and record. Two women going at it. One chick would have a dick. They could wear masks if she wanted, but Tracy had to watch himself fuck her. Eat her pussy with her new blonde hair stretched out over the sheets.

“I can’t wait to get inside you,” Tracy said, touching Janice’s chest. He wore a dress but felt more masculine than he ever had. He was more like himself than he had ever experienced. The fabric hung from his body in the most exquisite way. It was like hugging a friend at a reunion.

“Not so fast, tiger,” Janice said. Her words slurred.

“Don’t you want this?” Tracy asked. He took Janice’s hand, but she slapped it away.

“I’ll have your dick when I say I want it. Understood?” she asked. “Doctor’s orders! Fetch me another drink, mistress.”

Tracy shook his head, loving his transformed body. He went to the bathroom to admire his long hair and enhanced face. Janice did a great job with the makeup. She accented his cheekbones and hid his blemishes. He wished society would accept this version of himself because Tracy loved it.

When he went to refill their drinks, Janice had fallen asleep on the sofa. He carried her to bed in their outfits.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Janice and Tracy hadn’t spent private time together since their night, but the weekend arrived. They had plans to spend the entire day together, and Janice was positive their time would lead into the night. She had been thinking about Tracy all week. He was the perfect mix of man and femininity. He had sent a couple pictures of himself in the new panties but nothing more. Janice didn’t expect him to dress like a woman at work. That was for their private time together.

Brushing her hair, Janice studied herself in the mirror. Her strands had split ends. She had gone too long without visiting her hairdresser. She ran around the house to dress before Tracy rang the doorbell. He always arrived early. Janice was tired of men that arrived late to act like a bad guy. She wanted a good man to respond to her beck and call. The man could challenge her but had to know she wore the pants. Tracy filled that role.

She was applying mascara when Tracy rang the doorbell. She opened the door with the tube in her hand. Tracy wore a simple outfit: jeans, t-shirt, and a jacket over the top. The weather was growing colder by the day. Tracy stepped inside and kissed Janice on the cheek, “you look amazing, doctor.”

“Thanks. Take a seat in the living room. There’s something waiting for you.”

Janice returned to the bathroom, waiting for Tracy’s reaction. She wanted to dress him up and take him out on the town. While she applied the last touch of makeup, Tracy exploded. He stormed into the bathroom. She set her compact on the counter and turned toward Tracy, raising her eyebrow.

“What do you expect with this?” he asked, holding up the dress and poncho. She had picked out the cutest fall outfit to hide his manly features.

“I want to make you Cici for the day,” she said.

“Cici?”

“Yes, that can be your girl name. What do you think?” she asked.

Cici, Janice’s transformed version of Tracy, stared at her outfit. Janice desperately wanted her to wear the clothes. She wanted her boyfriend to become her girlfriend for the night. Tracy (Cici) stared at the outfit in his hand, wanting to wear it. Janice could see it in the way his eyes softened. He was trying so hard to resist his destiny.

“It’s daylight, Janice. You can’t expect me to do this.”

“Why not? You’ll be amazing, Cici,” he said.

“My name isn’t Cici.”

“Don’t fight what we both know you want, Cici. Free your soul, and then I’ll treat you to the most amazing sex of your life.” Was it wrong to bride Cici? She needed a push in the right direction. There was nothing to fear between them, and Janice had picked out an outfit that covered everything. Nobody would notice Cici’s Adam’s apple or wide shoulders. “Please, Cici. I want this more than you do, it seems.”

Cici shook her head. There was a strong feminine spirit inside Tracy. Janice touched Tracy’s cheek, staring into his eyes. “We can have the most fun in the world, if you only let go.”

“Have you done this with anyone before?”

“No, it took me forever to find you. Don’t disappoint me,” Janice said. She held up the dress for Cici. She took it and changed right there. Cici had already been wearing panties. She was such a good girl, knowing exactly how to please her mistress.

Janice did Cici’s makeup when she finished dressing. Tracy had transformed to Janice’s doll. She clapped her hands and jumped to calm the excitement. “Let’s hit the town,” Janice said and pulled Cici out the door.

♦

They ate lunch, went to the library, and walked around the mall. Janice had been driving them around the city. At first, it had horrified Tracy (Cici) to walk in public as a woman, but then the shock dulled to a humming buzz. Nobody noticed Cici wasn’t a real woman. She went to the bathroom with other females, and nobody looked twice at her. The waiter at lunch narrowed his eyes when Cici spoke, but nothing happened. Cici had to work on her voice, but Janice had freed her. Cici could never thank Janice enough for pushing her out the nest and letting her soar.

Pulling into a parking lot, Cici asked where they were. “We’re taking a pumpkin-carving class.”

“I can’t believe it,” Cici said.

“Don’t hate me, but I saw it online this morning and thought it was the perfect activity for us. There will be all types of people here.”

“I know. It’s Saturday afternoon. Are you trying to kill me from embarrassment?”

“Never,” Janice said. They looked like two stylish ladies. Cici wouldn’t speak, and nobody would think twice about her. The dress she wore was like a robe the way it draped over her body, but Cici loved it. They stepped inside, and a woman directed them to the class. Families, young couples, singles, and an assortment of people filled the room. Several people turned and looked at Cici and Janice. “Don’t worry. We’re just friends enjoying Saturday,” Janice whispered.

Cici swallowed. They found two seats. A couple people studied Cici’s face, but she focused on the pumpkin. After the first minute, nobody paid them attention. Cici felt high with the secret between them. She introduced herself in her best female voice, and the class moved forward. She couldn’t wait until Janice dressed her up again. They would have to do it every weekend.

“Let’s go home, Cici. We can put our pumpkins on the porch.”

“Do we need to get candles on the way home?”

“Good idea,” Janice said and kissed Cici on the cheek.

♦

Janice and Tracy set their pumpkins outside before stepping into the house. Janice placed the candles they bought on the counter and faced Tracy. “You going out there today was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Janice said. She grabbed Tracy’s dress and pulled her close.

“You liked it?” Tracy asked. The panties held his dick in place, but it was growing stiff and uncomfortable. Constricted.

“More than you know,” Janice said. She pushed Tracy toward the couch. He fell backward, and she mounted him. One thigh on each side of Tracy. Her dress was much shorter than his and hiked up her legs. Tracy peeked and saw the outline of her pussy through the lace panties. “We must take Cici out on the town more often.”

“Please,” he said. Tracy looked into Janice’s eyes.

“Take off your dress but leave the panties and leggings on,” Janice said.

She got off him and stripped to nothing. Her breasts hung like two delicious pieces of fruit from her chest. He moved the panties to the side to release his hard dick. Janice took it in her hand. She stroked it once before pushing him back to the sofa. He kept on the wig along with his panties and leggings. Janice sucked his dick while he played with his own nipples.

To Tracy’s surprise, Janice rolled a condom over his dick. “Who’s my doll?”

“I am,” he said. “For as long as you want me.”

“I will dress you up in the cutest outfits,” Janice said. She glided down Tracy’s feminine dick. He gripped her breasts, using one hand to play with her nipple and the other to pleasure his. Janice gripped the back of the sofa and raised her hips. She lowered them onto Tracy’s dick. Her pussy was like a warm blanket. A new pair of shoes after the third day.

“Please, dress me in whatever you want,” Tracy said. Janice took control, using his dick like a controller. Tracy wouldn’t protest. She felt like a glove. Her pussy leaked all over him. He used the juices to squeeze his nipples, loving the sensation.

“Your dick feels so good inside of me,” Janice said.

Tracy used her juices and moved his hand to her throbbing clit. She doubled over but didn’t stop moving her pussy up and down his extension. “Use my dick, baby,” he said. Tracy took her nipple into his mouth and had two fingers on her button. He needed to hit her floor, take her to the top.

“Fuck, Cici. Tracy. Doll,” she said. Her moan sounded like a record scratching. Tracy doubled down on her nub, pushing her to the edge. He felt the constrictions within her. The bubbling orgasm. He’d never reached this level with any woman before Janice. She took his to ecstasy.

“Cum for me, doctor,” Tracy said.

She burst at those words, digging her nails into Tracy’s chest. He loved the pain for her pleasure. He nibbled on her nipple, loving the heat floating between them. The sweat rolling down Janice’s back. He kissed her, sticking his tongue deep into her mouth.

“You’re the best doll a woman could ever ask for,” Janice said.

Tracy moved her over and fucked her. It took three thrusts to hit his spot. He filled the condom deep in her pussy, still wearing his favorite lacy blue panties. Janice pawed him as Tracy slid out of her. They lay on the couch like that kissing and enjoying the high.

“Never leave me,” Tracy said. “I’ll never find a woman like you.”

“You have nothing to worry about, my doll,” Janice said.


EPILOGUE

Months Later

Tracy sat on Janice’s couch. It would soon be their sofa because he was planning on moving in with her, but they had to break the news to Tracy’s family first. His mother had only found out about the relationship he had with his doctor boss a few weeks ago. It was a shock.

“Are you sure we can’t wait?” Tracy said.

“You’re here all the time. Just move your stuff already and stop wasting gas.”

Tracy didn’t want to upset his mother, but he hated the lying and sneaking around. Tracy wanted to wear leggings around the house. He wanted to lounge in a dress. Every time he wanted to head home, it was a production of removing makeup and changing clothes. At least he could always wear a pair of panties, but Tracy loved becoming Cici. She was his alter ego. His other half.

“I can’t wait to officially meet your mother,” Janice said.

“She’s a treat,” Tracy said. He was jealous that Janice got to wear a dress, and he didn’t. He had become comfortable wearing women’s clothing in public. Cici loved to hit the town and show her legs. “I know she will adore you, Janice.”

“Even though I’m twelve years older than you?” she asked. They were sitting in the bathroom. Janice had to finish her makeup. Tracy was dressed in men’s clothing, minus the green silky panties he wore beneath his jeans. His belt was tight, so nobody would see them at dinner.

“She doesn’t enjoy that fact, but we’ll win her over.”

Janice closed her compact. “Finished. Let’s hit the road.”

“Not before I get a kiss,” Tracy said.

“I love you. She will understand,” Janice said.

“I love you, too.” They held hands and walked to the car. Tracy couldn’t wait to live with Janice. She was his everything. He was himself when he was with her, and that was what mattered most. Tracy kissed her hand as they sped down the highway to the other side of town. His fear disappeared. A sense of knowing that everything would work out with him and Janice replaced the doubt.
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