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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

It was yet another boring day at the office. Technically, I oversaw one of Chicago’s top financial institutions, but I’d lost my passion for finance somewhere between twenty-six and twenty-eight. Now I was thirty-three and completely burnt-out. If it weren’t for the six-figure salary, I would have quit ages ago. It just sucked knowing that I would continue crunching numbers and making bets on the market until my hair turned gray and my teeth started falling out. How was it nobody warned me life could feel so monotonous and dull?

I closed out the programs burning my eyes and turned to my office window with gorgeous city views. I sighed as I recalled how excited I’d been the day they promoted me to manager and gave me one of the glamorous offices. The look of jealousy in my coworkers’ eyes when I packed up my boxes on the main floor satisfied me for years, but I couldn’t have cared less about that now. I wanted to feel something real. I didn’t have a girlfriend or kids. I had nothing except my money, but what was money worth if I was stuck at work all day?

To bring some excitement into my life, I’d begun entertaining an old itch that I’d mostly ignored over the years. I glanced at my office door and took a deep breath before opening my incognito browser to search for the womanly treasures I longed to wear. Different shapes, sizes, and colors of lingerie filled the screen. My heart rate ticked up as I scrolled through the pages of clothes that I wished to wear but didn’t have the courage to order. I nearly jumped out of my skin when there was a soft knock on my office door.

Sharon chuckled. “Didn’t mean to scare you, boss.”

“Well, damn. You definitely did,” I said as I closed the browser and focused my attention on her. She was carrying a small bag with tissue paper popping out of the edges. I already told her several times that she didn’t have to get me any gifts, but what confused me more than anything was the fact that today wasn’t anything special. “What can I do for you, Sharon?”

Her eyes swept the room. There was something about her stance that made me deeply uncomfortable. “Do you mind if I sit? There’s something I would like to talk to you about.”

“Sure, help yourself,” I said and gestured to the chair on the other side of my desk where she’d sat many times before. “Is everything okay with the accounts?”

“Yes, what I want to discuss isn’t about work. It’s about you.”

“Me?” I asked as my palms turned sweaty. “What about me?”

“That’s just it,” Sharon said as she sat, placing the gift bag on the desk between us. “You know I do a good job, don’t you?”

“Yes, you’re an incredible employee, but what are you getting at, Sharon? Why are you acting weird?”

“It’s you who has been acting weird.”

“Me?” I asked in a tight voice. Sharon and I kept our relationship professional despite the fact that she was an absolute fox. She could have any man she wanted. Half of the guys at the office were in love with her, but she acted oblivious to their clear attraction. “How have I been acting weird?”

“I don’t know,” she said in a coy voice, like she knew exactly what she wanted to say. “You’ve been so sad and quiet. You’re definitely not your normal self.”

She had me there, but there was more she wasn’t saying. If I was acting weird, Sharon was acting downright frightening. “What’s in the bag?” I asked and pointed at it. She smirked. “Why don’t you take a peek inside? I have a feeling you’re going to love what I got you.”

My heart pounded as I glanced at the bag. Whatever was inside was probably something that I wouldn’t love judging by the look on her face, but I had a feeling that I wouldn’t be able to escape whatever corner Sharon had backed me into. Like any other man, I had secrets that I wanted to keep hidden.

“Go on, Preston. My gift won’t bite.”

The way Sharon was talking gave me chills, but I couldn’t ignore her demands. Not after what I did to her. She was more hands-on than most executive assistants and came up with a brilliant idea to cut client costs, and I took credit for it in front of everyone. I’d never seen Sharon as angry as she was when we left that meeting. I later confessed the truth to my boss William, but it was too late. He’d already told others and refused to give Sharon credit out of fear that owning up to the truth would make him look like an idiot. Sharon stayed on as my assistant despite my betrayal, but there’d been a slight tension in the air ever since.

“We don’t have all day, Preston. You’re going to love what I got you whether you like it or not.”

Her smile was completely unnerving as I reached my hand into the bag. My heart dropped to the pits of my stomach when I felt satin fabric against my fingertips. “Sharon, please. Not this.”

“Pull them out.”

“Not here,” I said in a faint voice.

“Pull. Them. Out.”

I swallowed my breath as I gripped the satin thong with a lace-trimmed waistline. I shook my head slowly as I pulled the thong out of the bag. They were a deep red color and gorgeous, just like a pair that I had bookmarked on my computer.

“Those are the ones you want, aren’t they?”

“How did—?”

“That meeting last week when we went to the cafe beforehand. You left your personal computer out when you went to the bathroom, and I just happened to look through it.”

“That’s an invasion of privacy!” I hollered a touch too loudly. My office was quiet from the outside, but not soundproof. I balled up the thong and stuffed it into my pocket before anyone saw it in my hand. “I can’t believe you did that, Sharon!” I hissed in a furious whisper.

She shrugged, like it wasn’t a big deal at all how she’d gone through my computer. “Lots of people don’t delete their internet history, but maybe you should have. You wouldn’t be in this predicament right now if you had.”

“Please, Sharon. I’m sorry about what I did. You can’t tell anyone about this.”

“And why shouldn’t I?” she asked sharply. “You stole my idea! You acted so proud when you stood there in front of everyone in that meeting and told them word for word the idea I’d given to you without giving me an ounce of credit!”

“I tried to talk some sense into William, but he wouldn’t budge.”

“You never should have stolen it in the first place!”

“I shouldn’t have, but I was on thin ice that week, and I needed something to make me look better. Your idea was the first thing that came to mind,” I said with a shake of the head as the memory of that afternoon flooded my mind. Sharon was even in the room when I stole her idea. She didn’t say anything in front of the others, but she’d been holding a grudge against me ever since. I honestly didn’t blame her. If I were her, I would have done anything in my power to cut me down after what I did. “Can’t you find a way to forgive me?”

“Absolutely not,” she said. “I’ll never forgive you for breaking my trust like that. I used to look up to you. I used to think you were the best boss in the world. Clearly, I was mistaken. Now it’s time you pay for what you did.”

“What do you want me to do?” I asked weakly.

“Come over to my place after work.”

“What are you going to do to me?”

“I’m going to give you what you want.”

“How do you know what I want?” My voice wavered with the question. “These panties aren’t what I want. I was doing some research for a girlfriend.”

Sharon threw her head back and laughed. “You really expect me to believe that? I saw those forums in your search history too. I know exactly what you want, Preston. Come over to my place at seven, and don’t be late. You know… unless you want everyone else to find out your secret.”

I clenched my jaw, no longer sure how to respond. I’d only been curious about lingerie. It was gorgeous. What man didn’t like looking at sexy underwear? Was it so wrong that I wondered what it would look like on my body? Wondering about satin and lace didn’t mean that I was actually going to indulge myself, but what now?

Did I still have a choice?


 

CHAPTER 2

 

I climbed the stairs to Sharon’s place in Lincoln Park. She lived on the top floor, and the three flights of stairs had me out of breath by the time I reached the top. I much preferred the elevator in my building, but my life was now in Sharon’s hands. If she exposed me, there was no telling what William would do. He would probably fire me and make sure my name was blacklisted around town. When he turned on someone, he could be vicious.

My heart raced as I lifted my fist to knock on the door. I’d never been to Sharon’s place before, but I had the address on file. “Right on time,” she said with a smile when she opened the door. “I’m glad you aren’t trying to get out of your punishment.”

“I’d prefer if you didn’t call it that.” If it were a normal night, I would be on my way to one of the many fabulous restaurants in my neighborhood, Gold Coast. I would order whatever I wanted and maybe even find a woman to entertain me for the night. “What do you actually want from me, Sharon?”

“To go back in time,” she said sadly. “You were the most amazing boss in the world. I used to tell everyone how much I loved you. In some ways, you were like an older brother to me. Someone I thought I could trust.”

Hearing her speak so honestly after all these months broke my heart. We kind of just went back to our regular work lives after William shut down the discussion of giving Sharon credit for her idea, but it was my fault for letting the problem stew as long as it did. It was my fault for lying in the first place. “You don’t know how sorry I am, Sharon, but I can’t change the past.”

“No, but you can change my future.”

“How?”

She recrossed her legs and flattened out her skirt. “By paying for me to go to business school. I want to go to Northwestern like you.”

“What? I can’t pay for business school! Do you know how much that costs? You can’t be serious. It was one idea!”

“You broke my trust, Preston!”

I wished that I had an unlimited sum of money to give Sharon what she wanted, but Northwestern’s business school was almost an entire year’s salary for me. I would have to drastically change my lifestyle to afford something like that.

“Please, Sharon. There has to be another way.”

“Get the company to pay for it. You pay for it yourself. I don’t care what you do, but I want my MBA. I already took the GMAT and got a score in the ninety-fifth percentile. I can get into Kellogg if you give me a recommendation letter and help me pay for it.”

“How can you expect me to do that?”

“You should have thought of that before you stole my idea.”

“The last thing I wanted to do was hurt you. I honestly don’t know what came over me. We were in the meeting, and everyone was looking at me. Then I saw you. I feel terrible for what I did, but I can’t afford to send you to Northwestern.”

Sharon crossed her arms. “If you think you have a choice, you’re highly mistaken. I got screenshots. I have proof. I hate that it has come to this, but I will ruin you if that’s what it takes. Or would you rather the office finds out about RunawayExec. What do you think they would think of all your posts on the crossdressing boards?”

My mouth went dry. “You wouldn’t do that.”

“Try me, Preston! Try me if you dare!”

“Ask William to pay for my schooling or see if he’ll pay half. I’m willing to keep working for the company afterward if that’s what it takes. We can come up with some type of agreement. In return, I will help you realize your fantasies of becoming a girl.”

“That’s not my—”

“Save it,” she said and lifted her hand to my face. “We both know you want to wear that satin thong.”

I shook my head, wishing that I’d never gone on those damn forums, but I’d been so bored with my life. The idea of wearing lingerie had always floated around in the back of my head, but I never thought I’d ever do anything about it. “It’s not right. I shouldn’t do it.”

“Stealing my idea wasn’t right. These are just clothes.”

I frowned. “Are you ever going to let me off the hook?”

“Don’t know,” she said with a shrug. “You have a lot you need to do before you put on that thong, though. I left a razor and shaving cream in the bathroom for you.”

“A razor? Shaving cream?”

“Yes,” she said. “You can’t put on that thong with hairy legs! Not with what I want to do to you.”

“What do you want to do to me?” I asked in a high voice. “This is too much. Can’t I just give you ten grand to end all of this?”

She chuckled. “Times that number by ten because that’s what you’ll be paying for my college tuition if you don’t want everyone to know your secret. Just remember that you did this to yourself when you’re shaving. Don’t blame me.”

I cursed myself as I went to her bathroom and saw everything waiting for me on the counter. A razor, shaving cream, lotion, and the thong. She’d even put out a transparent babydoll dress for me to wear. It was honestly a dream come true, but not with Sharon. Not with someone who wanted to watch me burn.

Running the razor up my lathered leg, I wondered why I’d waited so long to try this. I couldn’t believe how feminine my skin looked with the hair gone. I couldn’t stop rubbing the back of my hand against my smooth skin, admiring how soft it was to the touch. It took me forever and a day to shave my entire body, but I’d never felt more beautiful than when I stepped out of the shower. I patted myself dry with Sharon’s fluffy towel before covering myself with two coats of lotion. Then I stopped and stared at the thong.

It taunted me.

As much as I wanted to slide that gorgeous satin thong up my legs, I knew that doing so would forever change me. Now that my legs were smooth, I wouldn’t be able to resist the rabbit hole opening up before me, but maybe Sharon expected that. Maybe she knew exactly what she was doing by putting me in this thong.

“Sharon, can we talk?”

“Are you wearing the thong?”

“Not yet, but—”

“Put it on, and then we can talk.”

I groaned as I glanced at the thong again. It was a gorgeous red color with shimmering fabric and lace trim. It would probably feel amazing against my skin, but my mind was screaming at me to stay away, telling me to stop while I was ahead. If I didn’t put on this thong, it would only be Sharon’s word against mine. I could probably push her out of the office if I wanted, but what if they believed her over me?

Trusting Sharon was a risk, but it was better to have her on my side than against me. She was intelligent and resourceful. If she wanted, she could get whatever she wanted out of William or anyone else standing in her way to tear me down, so I took a deep breath and picked up the red satin thong to pull it up my legs.

Not at all to my surprise, but much to my detriment, the thong was perfect. It hugged my cock and ass cheeks beautifully. I placed my hands on my hips and turned every which way I could to check myself out in the mirror. My smooth skin looked incredible against the red satin, and the only thing I could think was why I’d waited so long to do this when it felt so good. The only thing left to do was put on the see-through babydoll dress.

I stepped outside with all the confidence in the world, excited to show Sharon my outfit, but I screamed when I turned the corner and saw her standing there with her cell phone at the ready. She snapped photos of me as I ran away screeching, begging her not to. “How will I be able to blackmail you without them?” Sharon cackled as she chased after me.

“Let me delete them!

“Fat chance!” she said. “I have so much more planned for you, Preston. Don’t you want to feel what it’s like to be a girl?”

“I don’t fucking know,” I groaned.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Sharon did my makeup and put a brunette wig on my head. I couldn’t stop staring at myself in the mirror. I looked so much like a girl. It was insane, and it was my dream come true. Whoever I’d become, this girl, she would be with me forever. “You’ve corrupted me,” I said to Sharon as I tried to put down the mirror, but I held it back up to my face seconds later. Sharon chuckled and took the mirror from my hand. “I can tell this is what you wanted. How does it make you feel?”

“Confused,” I said.

“That’s not the worst thing in the world. There’s nothing wrong with exploring who you are in your heart. That’s why I want to get my MBA, so that I can become the badass boss woman who lives in my heart.”

“I want to help you, but Northwestern is so much money.”

“We’ll work out the details, but you are going to help me.”

I resisted arguing, even though we were talking about a six-figure tuition. If it were only a few thousand, I would pay it for Sharon in a heartbeat, but she was talking about spending my vacation funds for the next ten years.

“In the meantime, why don’t we have a little fun?”

My cock jumped at the mention of fun, but it wouldn’t be right. We worked together. We had to see each other every day. “No, we shouldn’t.”

“Oh, but we should,” Sharon said in a seductive voice as she grabbed my shoulders and led me to her living room. She pushed me down onto the couch. I clasped my hands together over my erection, trying to hide myself, but it was no use. The babydoll was transparent, and my cock looked huge in the skimpy red thong. “We really should have painted your nails. It would have completed the look.”

“Paint my nails? Sharon, this is too much.”

“It’s not even close to being enough. You’re rather cute as a girl, Preston. I’m quite surprised.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to chat with some people online.”

“Chat with people online?”

She nodded and reached below her coffee table to pull out a tablet. She set it up on top of the coffee table and searched for one of those chat roulette sites where people spent all day jacking off in front of a camera. I couldn’t believe that I was even letting Sharon get away with this, but what choice did I have at this point? She already had an entire reel of photos of me wearing the thong and the babydoll without any makeup to hide my identity.

“What do you want me to do?”

“Show your ass or cock. I don’t care. Have fun. I’m going to record you while you do it.”

“Record me? Sharon, no! I forbid it.”

“Fine,” she said with a heavy exhale. “Then I’ll just send these photos to everyone in the office.”

“No! Don’t do that!”

“Then chat with strangers while I record. I want to see you touch yourself too. Let them know what you like.”

I balled my hands into fists, furious that my desires had led me to this humiliating moment, and the worst part of all was how my cock betrayed my feelings. I was rock hard and so turned on by the idea of touching myself while Sharon watched, but having her record me while I chatted with strangers pushed the entire experience over the edge. I wouldn’t be able to come back from this. Sharon would own me for the rest of my life.

“Please don’t record me.”

“How else will I get you to keep paying for my MBA when it starts becoming expensive? If you’re smart, you’ll figure out a way to get William to pay for it, but this is the least you can do to pay me back for everything I’ve done for you. How many times would you have been fired over the years if it weren’t for me? Five? Six times?”

“I don’t know,” I groaned. “You’re invaluable, but you’ll bankrupt me.”

“You’ll just have to stop going to those fancy restaurants you frequent for a couple years. Is that so hard?”

“Yes! They’re where I eat dinner. You can’t expect me to cook.”

“Oh, but I just might make you cook and clean if you’re a naughty boy. Here’s the thing, Preston. You’re no longer in charge. I have you right where I want you.”

“I can’t do this, Sharon. It’s humiliating.”

“The choice is yours, but I told you what I’ll do if you refuse. Now, why don’t you go ahead and press the button to get your chat started? Make sure you cum for one of them too.”

This was so fucking crazy, but I reached forward and hit the start button. My heart raced as a few people came and went quickly, but the camera finally stopped on a thick cock poking out from a chair. I couldn’t see the man since there was a desk in the way, but a message popped up in the chat.

Mmm, I like that bulge in your panties. Rub your clit for me, sissy.

I cursed as my cock jumped. The man stroked his cock as I rubbed the outline of mine, doing as he’d asked of me. I’d never been called a sissy in my life, but something about the word felt tantalizing. I pictured this faceless man grabbing me by my long brown hair and shoving his cock down my throat while he called me a sissy. 

My hand moved more quickly over my cock as I pictured his cock moving in and out of my mouth. Fantasizing about another man wasn’t something I ever did, but being dressed like this scrambled my mind. I was no longer Preston. I was some sissy slut eager to please.

You want my mouth?

Fuck yeah I want your mouth, slut. Show me where I’d cum.

I groaned as I lowered myself to put my painted lips right in front of the camera. Then I parted them slowly and stuck out my tongue, wishing he were there to cum all over my face. I’d never sucked a man’s dick in my life, but I would suck his in a heartbeat.

Show me your face.

I’ll show you my face if you show me your bussy.

You first.

No, sissy. You first.

I couldn’t ignore his command. I got to my hands and knees and turned my ass toward the camera. I lifted the babydoll and pulled down the thong to expose my tight, untouched hole. I’d wondered what it would be like to get fucked like a girl just as much as I wondered what it would be like to wear lingerie, and now that I’d done one, I was seriously contemplating the other.

Fuck, slut. That hole is so tight. You ever been fucked?

I looked into the camera and shook my head. Then I turned my attention to Sharon’s camera and winked, no longer ashamed. No longer fearing for my life or my future. I was living in the moment for the first time in as long as I could remember, feeling alive for the first time in years. I pressed on my cock through the thong and rubbed it as though it were a clit.

“Show me your face,” I said lightly. “Then cum on my ass.”

The man grunted and stood, revealing his face. He was handsome. Probably in his thirties. He had curly brown hair and a nice body and an even better cock. He rubbed it more quickly as I stared into his eyes and rubbed my sissy clit. I was close to cumming in my thong, waiting for my handsome stranger man to cum with me.

“I’m so close,” I said in the most breathy, feminine voice I could muster. “Are you?”

“Yeah, sissy. Take this cum,” the man said and grunted just as cum started shooting from his cock. He covered his camera with his white cream, and it was so hot I had to cum with him. I rubbed my cock through the thong as quickly as I could, gasping when I hit my peak. I came all over the inside of my thong. “Take care, sexy girl,” the man said and waved goodbye before signing off.

I cursed and fell to my ass on the couch, looking into the camera that Sharon was holding. “How did I do?”

“Perfect,” she said and stopped recording.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

A little over a week had passed since I spent that wild evening at Sharon’s house. I was on edge around her, but she was acting as though everything were normal. She was doing her work, bringing me coffee from the cafe down the street, and forwarding my calls. It was as though she hadn’t even turned me into a girl, but I had a feeling whatever we’d started wasn’t over. I was looking over my shoulder, waiting for Sharon’s inevitable strike.

And then it came.

I broke out into a cold sweat when I opened my email after lunch, seeing a still shot of me from the video Sharon recorded. I had my ass in the air and on full display. There was even a picture of the stranger in the video feed, staring at me with heat in his eyes. Just seeing the photo made me horny all over again. If I weren’t at work, I probably would have pulled out my cock to stroke it, but being at work made me feel on edge.

Me: Delete that email at once!

Sharon: We need to talk.

Me: Now’s not a good time.

Sharon: You better make time if you don’t want the entire office seeing that photo of you.

I clenched my hands into fists, wishing I’d never claimed Sharon’s idea as my own. As much as I enjoyed feeling like a dirty, slutty girl for an evening, the pleasure didn’t compare to this torment my assistant was inflicting. She was relentless in her endeavor, and I had no choice but to cave.

Me: Fine. Come into my office, but this had better be good.

My office door flew open moments later. Sharon marched into the room like she owned it, staring down at me as she held her hands on her hips. “How are you, Preston?” Sharon asked as she sashayed to the chair across from me. I hated that she had this power over me. Was I not a man? Was I not her boss? I couldn’t let her walk all over me like a bug on the sidewalk.

“What do you want, Sharon? That email isn’t funny.”

“No? I thought it was pretty cute.” 

I hated the smirk on her face. “Out with it already.”

“Have you spoken to William about my tuition payments?”

“No, Sharon. I haven’t.”

She frowned. “That’s too bad, Preston. I’m gathering everything I need to submit my application, and if everything goes how I want, I’ll be starting the program next fall.”

“I told you it’s too much money.”

“How much money is your secret worth? Is it not even worth putting in the effort to have a conversation with your boss about paying for my tuition?”

“William will never go for it,” I said. “You know how stingy he is, and I haven’t exactly been his favorite.”

“You definitely won’t be his favorite after he sees those photos of you at my apartment. So, what is it going to be, Preston? Are you going to go down without a fight, or are you going to get your ass up and walk down the hall to talk to your boss?”

My mouth tightened into a flat line. “Do you know who you’re messing with, Sharon?”

She chuckled. “It’s you who underestimated me. But you have this all wrong, Preston. If I wanted to hurt you, I would have done that already. What you did crushed me and made me lose all confidence in you as my boss, but I still like you as a person. I don’t want to see you lose everything, and I’m trying to give you what you want. Don’t act like you didn’t like the wig and makeup and everything else.”

“Shut up,” I said with a clenched jaw. “We’re at work.”

“I don’t care where we are, Preston. If you don’t get me that tuition money, I’ll have no choice but to dish out my revenge. Can’t you at least try?”

“Fine, but it’ll have to wait for another day. I spoke to William in the morning, and he’s not in the mood.”

“Today or the photo goes out.”

“Sharon, you—”

“Today,” she said gently but firmly. There was no arguing with her, so I groaned and agreed. William would probably kick my ass out of his office the second I brought up Sharon’s name, but we both knew that I was going to do whatever she asked to avoid having that photo leaked.

***

“Good afternoon, Preston. What can I do for you?” William asked kindly when I stepped into his office. He’d already poured himself his after-lunch scotch. He wasn’t even that old, but he acted like a man from a different era. “How are your clients?”

“They’re doing well.”

“Excellent.” He exhaled a breath of relief. “Then what is the purpose of this visit?”

“It’s my assistant Sharon.”

“What about her?”

“She has expressed an interest in business school and would like the firm’s help paying for it.”

“Ah,” William said and picked up his tumbler glass from his desk to take a sip. “Is she thinking about the University of Illinois-Chicago? I hear they have a decent online program that she might be able to fit into her schedule.”

“She would like to go to Northwestern, sir.”

“Northwestern?” William asked with a hoot. “My, she’s an ambitious one, isn’t she? Is that why you stole her idea? To stop her in her tracks before she becomes your boss?”

I shifted in my seat, a touch uncomfortable by how admirably William was speaking of Sharon. For all I knew, I thought he hated the woman, but it seemed like the opposite was closer to the truth. “I had no idea that she wanted to go to graduate school until a couple weeks ago.”

“She certainly has the spunk one needs for it. Although Northwestern has a great curriculum, UIC is much more affordable. Tell her to apply to both and that I’ll pay for whichever one is cheaper as long as she’s willing to work for the company post-graduation. Let’s say for a minimum of four years.”

“Are you serious, sir?”

William downed the rest of his scotch and stood to walk over to the buffet propped up against the wall. He popped the lid off the decanter of booze and filled his glass. “Would you like some?”

“No, thank you.”

“The men today…” he said with a shake of the head. “Sharon actually came by to tell me some of her ideas a couple days ago. I feel like she would be great with clients of her own, so yes, I’m willing to pay for her schooling, but UIC’s program is just fine. That’s where I went and look at me now. It’s just as much about the drive of the student as it is about the rigor of the school.”

“You’re right, sir.”

“I hope you won’t be stealing any more of your assistant’s ideas while she’s in school.”

“Never again. It was a slip of the tongue.”

“She would be smart not to help you ever again if you ask me. I was so angry when you confessed that it wasn’t your idea, but Sharon will have plenty more in the future to her credit. I’m sure of it. Beyond that, it’s important that we stick together as a team and maintain the same story. If our clients sense we’re having internal battles, they’d never invest with us. We wouldn’t want that, would we?”

“No, sir. Of course not.”

William nodded and glanced at the door, signaling that my time with him was over. “We’ll talk soon, Preston, but I expect you to support Sharon on this journey. She shows real promise for this company, and we would be fools not to nurture it.”

“Right. Very well, sir. Talk soon,” I said meekly and slid out of his office, feeling like William hated me a lot more than he did Sharon.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

“So, how did the meeting with William go?” Sharon said as she stepped into my office around closing time. The office never really closed, but most people went home around five o’clock. “Did you get me some tuition money?”

“Do you want the good news or the bad news first?”

She narrowed her eyes before sitting in her usual spot. “I don’t like bad news, so tell me the good news first.”

“William agreed to pay for your tuition.”

“Yay!” Sharon shouted and hopped up from her chair. She did a little dance before I cut in to rain on her parade. “But, he wants you to apply to UIC too. He said if you get scholarship money at Northwestern that makes it cheaper than UIC then he’ll pay for you to go there, but he told me that you have to apply to both.”

Sharon frowned for the briefest of moments before hopping up again to do another dance. “I’m going to college for free! I’m going to college for free!”

I laughed and shook my head as I watched her. “You have to get accepted first!”

“Please,” she said. “With the GMAT score I got and the letter you’re going to write me, I shouldn’t have any problems getting into school.”

“The letter I’m going to write?”

“Yep,” she said. “Don’t think you’re off the hook yet, Preston. I’m not deleting any of those photos or videos until I’m at least a semester deep into college. Maybe not until I graduate. I need to make sure you stay on my team.”

“Where else would I go, Sharon? I’m always on your team.”

“Ha! That definitely wasn’t true when you stole my idea.”

“William hates me for that,” I said in a saddened voice and stared at the papers on my desk. “You should have seen the way he was talking down to me. He really seems to like you, though.”

“Aw, don’t beat yourself up. I get it when you say that it was just a slip of the tongue. We were talking about that idea earlier in the day, and it was probably the only thing you could think of.”

“Yes! That’s exactly it! I really didn’t mean any harm.”

“But you could have told everyone that it was my idea?”

“I could have,” I admitted.

“Yet you didn’t.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“It’s okay. I’ll get my payback in other ways,” she said.

“What kind of ways?” I asked.

“Today you’re going to wear my panties during your meeting.”

“Your panties?” I asked in a faint voice. “I can’t do that.”

“Yes, you can. You’re going to wear my panties and nothing else. Later you’ll get to wear some gorgeous heels that I got you for our night out.”

“We’re going out?”

“It’s Friday night! Of course we’re going out, but first we have to take care of this meeting. You don’t want your clients to be upset, do you?”

“No, of course I don’t want that.”

“Then you’d better hurry up and take off your pants. We’ve been talking so long that we only have five minutes until the meeting starts.”

I glanced at the clock and cursed under my breath. I had plenty of time before I needed to log in, but I was paralyzed by the thought of putting on panties. People couldn’t see my bottom half when I was sitting at my desk, but they might notice if I changed.

“Please, we don’t have to do this. I got you the tuition payment.”

“Yes, but you haven’t written my recommendation letter yet. I also have a few other things I’ll need you to do, and I won’t be deleting those videos until I feel confident about my future. I need to make sure that you stay in line. Can’t have you trying to sabotage my success.”

“I wouldn’t do that,” I said to her, but then I thought a little harder and asked myself if I would do something to sabotage her. Seeing Sharon blossom did make me feel a little strange, but maybe it had more to do with the fact that she wouldn’t be my assistant one day. She would become my equal, and then I would have to replace her and train someone new. “But I don’t want to lose you.”

“Like you said, William’s going to make me work here for at least four years after I graduate, so you’ll still have me.”

“If he doesn’t fire me when you graduate.”

“He wouldn’t do that!”

I grunted. “You must not know William as well as I do then.”

“I’ll beg him not to do it if he tries.”

“We’ll see if he listens.”

“Don’t be so negative. Now, let’s get ready. You only have three… no two minutes until your call is supposed to start. You better take off your pants so that you can put on my panties,” Sharon said and reached up her skirt to pull her panties down her legs. She tossed them at my face. I brought them down to my lap in a panic. “You’re so cute when you’re nervous.”

“We shouldn’t be doing this at work!” I hissed.

“Oh, don’t get your panties in a bunch,” she said and nearly fell out of the chair she was laughing so hard, but I found nothing about this situation amusing. I grumbled as I pushed down my underwear and slipped on her panties. The moan that escaped my mouth betrayed me. “Ooh, I knew you would like to wear my panties, you nasty slut.”

“Shut up.”

“Hurry, hurry! You don’t have long before the call starts. Let me go out to my desk to make sure they’re connected.”

I pushed down against my hard cock as I waited for Sharon to transfer the video call. I honestly didn’t know what I would do without her, but I was happy for her that William had agreed to pay for her tuition. It also meant that I was off the hook and could take all the vacations I wanted.

“Hello, Preston! How’s it hanging?” John Christianson asked when he came through on the video call.

Sharon smirked when she walked through the door, watching me with folded lips. “If only you knew,” I said to him.

“How’s my money doing? Please tell me it’s growing.”

“You’re a lucky man,” I said. He owned a medium-sized corporation and managed retirement funds for his employees. He was proactive in making sure that we were investing his money in as many ways as possible so that it never ran out. He was a nice guy. Serious but never an asshole. I had a lot of respect for the man, but I wasn’t sure he would say the same about me if he saw the thin lace fabric clad against my crotch. “Finally,” I said when the call ended. “Can I put on my pants now?”

“Yes, but you’re coming over to my place after work. We’re going out tonight.”

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll be there.”


 

CHAPTER 6

 

“Perfect,” Sharon said as she leaned back to admire her work. “We really need to come up with a name for you when you’re a girl.”

“Any ideas?”

She shrugged. “Feels like something you should decide for yourself. As long as it’s not Sharon.”

“No, definitely not,” I said with a laugh. “What about Nicole?”

“Could work. Do you love it?”

“I don’t know.” I thought a bit longer, going through as many girl names as I could think of, and then I landed on one that spoke to me. “What about Marjorie?”

“Ooh, I like that. It’s sophisticated and serious like you.”

“Do you think I’m serious?”

“Very much so,” she said and chuckled. “You don’t know how to let your shoulders down, which is what led you to stealing my idea. You feel like you always have to know the answer to every question. Learning how to be more vulnerable would do a lot for you.”

I frowned, knowing she was right. “They used to call me a know it all when I was younger.”

“I can only imagine,” she said with a smile that met her eyes. If I wasn’t mistaken, there was a touch of desire in the way she was looking at me. I had no idea how Sharon felt after everything that’d happened between us, but I used to think we might have a chance if we didn’t work together. “So, Marjorie? Are you ready to go out into the city as a girl?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. When I looked at myself in the mirror, I could hardly tell that I was a man dressed as a woman, but there were the slightest of hints, like my big hands. Sharon used a bit of makeup on my neck to hide my Adam’s apple, which worked well, but I was beginning to feel self-conscious. “Do you think I’ll be okay?”

“You’ll be fine! The place we’re going to isn’t too bright.”

“If you say so…”

“It’ll be great, but first we need to put you in some heels.”

“I won’t be able to walk in heels!”

“I took a look at your size. Must say, you have small feet for a guy, but that makes shoe shopping for you super easy! I found the cutest pair of black pumps to go with the dress we got you. It’s a classic look, but that’ll help you blend into the crowd a bit.”

“Better not to stand out.”

“Nope! That’s my job,” Sharon said with a laugh. She ran to her room and grabbed the black heels and put them on my feet when she returned. I stood up and wobbled back and forth across her living room for a few minutes while she coached me, and I eventually got the hang of it enough that I didn’t feel like I was going to fall on my face. “Perfect. Now wait here while I go get dressed.”

She came out twenty minutes later smelling of freshly spritzed perfume, looking as gorgeous as ever. Her brown hair hung in waves past her shoulders, resting on her cherry-red dress that showed plenty of cleavage. She was wearing gold jewelry and extravagant makeup. She would turn every head at the bar, but I had a feeling that was her plan.

“Are you ready, Marjorie? I need a drink.”

“I’m ready if you are,” I said in a faint voice.

***

“Two Long Islands, please.”

“Coming right up, miss.”

“Mmm, that’ll do the trick,” Sharon purred when she turned away from the bartender to face me. “Don’t you think, Marjorie?”

“Yeah, those should be fine.”

“Why are you looking like that? Are you nervous?”

“It’s weird being out dressed like this.”

“Lighten up. Nobody thinks nothing of it,” Sharon said and giggled as she turned to the bartender. “Don’t you think my friend looks good?” she asked him, much to my horror.

His eyes flickered in my direction before he shrugged. “Yeah, she looks all right.”

“See,” Sharon said and pushed on my shoulder. “I told you that you looked fine. Now, let’s find me a man.”

“A man?” I asked, feeling a surge of jealousy within me. “I thought we came here together.”

“We did… as girlfriends.”

I hated how light and breezy Sharon looked as she scanned the room for a man. The bartender placed our drinks on the bar, and Sharon looked at me expectantly until I pulled out my credit card and handed it to the man. When he looked at me again, there was a surprised expression on his face, and I was certain he knew my secret. “Did you want to open a tab?” he asked.

“No thanks.”

“We won’t need one,” Sharon said with confidence before pushing off against the bar to hook her prey. The bartender glanced at me, and I quickly dropped my eyes to sign the receipt. When I looked for Sharon, I found her pressed up against a handsome man with light brown hair and freckles on his face. “Mmm, I love men who study the sciences.”

“Then you’re in the right place,” the stranger said and placed his hands on Sharon’s hips to pull her even closer to his body. When she glanced over her shoulder at me, my jealousy reached an all-time high, and it was like she knew it.

“Is that so?” she asked him playfully.

“So so,” he said and nuzzled his face against her neck, causing me to lurch forward involuntarily. “Hey,” I said in a voice that was far too manly for my attire. Several people turned to look at me, including the guy with freckles. I cleared my throat. “Hey,” I said more softly. “What are you guys doing?”

“Just hanging,” he said casually. “Do you know her?”

“Yeah, this is my girlfriend, Marjorie. Marjorie, this is Otis. He’s a scientist.”

“I heard,” I said and crossed my arms.

“Is your friend okay?” he asked Sharon.

“Oh, she’s fine. Let’s go dance,” Sharon said and grabbed Otis’s hand, winking as she pulled him past me to head to the dance floor. I stood against the wall with my drink and watched in agony as Otis moved his hands all over Sharon’s body. I wanted to yell at him to stop, but that would break character. I was Marjorie. I was Sharon’s friend. It was normal to let friends wander off with dates, so I played my part and watched, hating how Sharon glanced in my direction every few seconds. It wasn’t until my drink was gone that my ‘friend’ came to find me. “Let’s go to the bathroom,” she said and grabbed my hand.

“I can’t go to the girl’s bathroom with you!”

“Shh!” she whispered while doing everything she could to suppress a laugh, but she was failing spectacularly. “We’re not actually going to the bathroom.”

“We’re not?”

“Shhhh, Marjorie!”

I folded my lips and glanced over my shoulder, seeing Otis watch us as we made our way to the door. “What are you doing?” I asked as Sharon pulled us outside. “We’re ditching that clown,” she said with a wild laugh. “That Long Island really did me in.”

“Weren’t you having a good time with him? Why are we leaving?”

“I was having an okay time with him. How did you feel watching me with him? Did you like it?”

“I… I…” Something about the way Sharon was looking at me told me that she’d done this on purpose. That she’d wanted me to see her with a man, knowing that it would make me jealous. “Do you know how I feel about you?”

“Only since forever, and I used to have the biggest crush on you.”

“You don’t… anymore?”

She shrugged and skipped a few paces ahead of me, the cool late-summer night air whipping around us. I ran after her, but she was much faster in heels than me. “Come on, Marjorie! You’re going to have to do better than that! Run, girl, run!”

I chased after her, feeling more alive than I had in ages, ignoring the people passing by and their strange looks. I didn’t care what anyone in this damn city thought about us, as long as we were together. Sharon had opened a door for me, and now that I was on the other side, I was ready to explore. Ready to spread my wings and fly.

“Where are we going?”

“Back to my place to drink more boooozzzeee!”

I laughed and finally caught up to her when she stopped. She let me pull her into my arms, and the world stopped as we stared at each other. I was hers for the night and for however long she wanted me, and I promised myself that I would do everything in my power to never hurt her again.

“Tonight was wonderful.”

“Did it drive you crazy to see me with another man?”

“Very much so.”

“Do you want to do it again?”

“Another night.”

Sharon smiled and kissed me right there in front of everyone, letting the entire city see the love that we had for each other. I wished we’d met under different circumstances since I’d sworn to myself that I would never mix romance and work, but there was no denying our mutual attraction. Whatever happened, we would just have to learn to roll with the punches.

“I need you,” I said to her between kisses.

“Take me,” she said.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

We entered Sharon’s place and instantly fell to her living room floor. I pushed my fingers into her hair and pressed my body against hers, doing everything I could to make her forget about that freckled man at the bar. She was mine. “I’m so sorry for hurting you,” I whispered into her ear between kisses.

“It’s okay. Keep kissing me.”

I did as she asked and held her close, grateful that she didn’t turn on me when she first found out my secret. She could have hurt me in so many ways but chose to love me instead. She was someone I could trust, even though I didn’t deserve her graciousness. When my desire became too intense to bear, I kissed my way down her body until my lips were at the hem of her dress.

“Are your panties the same color as the dress?”

“I don’t know. You’ll have to look to find out.”

I didn’t waste any time pushing the dress up her legs, kissing her thighs along the way. Breathy moans escaped her lips as I kissed her soft skin, relishing the fact that I was the one between her legs and not that man Otis. I moaned deeply when I finally got to her prize, seeing the sexy black lingerie that was clad against her womanhood.

“The black contrasts perfectly with the red.”

“I thought you might like it.”

“So, you never planned on going home with that guy?”

She shook her head. “Not even for a second.” I moaned again, thanking her as I kissed from her thighs to her pussy. Her desire was hot on my nose. I pressed against her, inhaling her scent through the thin fabric. “Yes!” She arched her back as the word escaped her, so I pressed my nose harder, making her moan again. “It feels incredible! Don’t stop!”

I lifted my face and smacked her pussy lightly. “You like this?” Smack! Smack! “Yes!” she screamed. “Make me feel good!” I dove back in and pressed my mouth against her womanhood. She screamed and pushed herself into me, giving me everything I ever wanted. “Eat my pussy, Marjorie! Be a good girl!”

I gripped the waistline of her thong and pulled it down her legs, revealing her perfectly manicured snatch. I groaned as I took in the sight of its beauty, eager to put my lips against hers. She cried out when I did. She held her hand against the back of my head as I licked her slick folds, my cock throbbing each time she screamed my name.

Marjorie! Marjorie!

Her hot pussy dripped all over my face as I lapped up her sweet nectar. She ran her fingers through my hair and over my shoulders, touching everywhere she could. Every touch was electrifying. My cock was throbbing like wild. I wasn’t sure it had ever been this hard, and what I wanted most was to slide inside of her.

“Let me fuck you.”

“Yes! I need you inside me!”

I licked her pussy for a few more seconds with even more vigor. She screamed out within moments, crying as she came, but that was exactly what I wanted from her. I held her thighs tightly as she creamed all over my face, but I was far from done. I got to my knees to guide my cock to her slick folds. She gasped when I entered her, but her pussy was eager and ready for my dick.

“Yes! Fuck me hard!” she screamed and dug her nails into my back. I moaned deeply as I pushed my cock as far as I could, hitting her in just the right way to make her scream involuntarily. I could always tell when a woman was faking it, and Sharon was not. I held her tightly and fucked her hard, using every inch of my cock as I slid in and out of her.

“Your pussy feels so fucking good,” I grunted into her ear.

“Not as good as this girly dick. I love how vulnerable you are with me, Marjorie. It’s sexy.”

“Fuck, you drive me wild,” I said to her and pounded her pussy hard, hitting her just the way she liked. Her body was telling me everything I needed to know. I listened and made her feel good. “How’s this girly dick feel?”

“So! Fucking! Good!”

I threw her legs into the air and pounded her pussy even harder. Then I used a hand to reach down to touch her where our bodies met, rubbing her magic button.

“Marjorie! I can’t! I—!”

“Cum for me. Let go.”

She gasped and gripped my fake tits we’d stuffed with her pantyhose. I laid my body down against hers and kissed her gently as she came all over my dick. Her tight walls were milking my cock and testing every ounce of stamina I had, but I managed to hold on until she released me. I held my cock above her hot, used pussy and beat my cock until I came all over her.

“Mmm,” she purred. “That’s so hot. Wanna lick it clean?”

“No!” I said quickly, but then I looked at her pussy again, feeling something deep and sick inside my soul telling me to do it. I shook my head before dropping between her thighs. She hollered in surprise when my tongue first touched her pussy to lick away my salty cum, but then she moaned like it was the best thing she’d ever felt in her life. Cleaning off my own cum was completely depraved, but I loved every second of it. “You bring out the worst in me,” I said when I fell to her side.

“I’d say I bring out the best in you, sissy girl.”

“Maybe that’s true,” I said and wrapped my arms around her legs. “I care about you a lot.”

“I thought you loved me?”

“I do,” I said and gently rested my head against her legs. My eyes were nearly closed when Sharon moved out from under me and jolted me awake. “What are you doing?” I asked in a sleepy voice.

“I have something for you. Don’t move.”

“Fine,” I said and curled up with my arms between my legs. I was still wearing everything except my panties and heels. Sharon awoke me from my gentle slumber by placing a warm washcloth against my skin to wipe me clean. “Thank you.”

“No problem.”

I let her take off my dress and bra. She left me in the makeup and wig. It was so nice to be cared for by her. Her touch gave me life. I was so lost in a trance that I didn’t even sense the impending doom. I gasped when the plastic cage covered my flaccid cock.

“What are you doing?”

Click!

“Sharon! What is this?” Every ounce of tiredness had left my body as I stared down at my caged cock. “What the fuck is this, Sharon? Why?”

“Just making sure that you give me everything I want, and I have a feeling you’ll like this too. Smile for the camera!”

“Sharon!” I hollered as she pulled her phone out from behind her back and snapped several photos of me with a feminized face and a cage around my cock. “You have to delete those!”

“Listen here, Preston! We’re living in Sharon’s world now. Until I graduate, I’m keeping a close eye on you. We can have fun, but I’m in charge! You understand?”

I glanced at my cock, knowing that I was defeated, but was she right? Would I enjoy being her sissy slave? When I looked from my cock to her standing above me, I had a feeling that I would. “I understand,” I said meekly.

“Good! What you did was unforgiveable, but I’m working on a way to forgive you. One day at a time.”

“Does the cage help?”

“It does,” she said. “It helps a lot. I love being the one holding your key. No more late-night hookups for you.”

“Guess I’ll have to learn how to live with this new reality.”

“That you will,” she said.

Sharon was crazy, but I still loved her. She showed me that I could dress as a girl and have fun while doing it. She pushed me beyond what I thought my limits were, and I would forever be grateful to her for giving me pleasure as a punishment instead of ruining my life. She had dirt on me if I acted up, but I would do my best to behave. As long as she was the one holding my key, I could live with a cage around my cock.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

One Year Later

“Marjorie!” Sharon hollered in a sweet voice as she stepped into my loft. She still had her own place, but we spent most of our time at mine now that she had a key. Her place was her ‘office’, as she liked to call it. My house was for living and relaxing. “I bought you something cute to wear for our night out!”

“Ooh!” I said and raced into the living room. I hadn’t gotten to dress as Marjorie in weeks, so I was beyond excited to go out. We were going to a club to see a DJ we both loved. “Let me see what you got!” She opened a shoe box to reveal a pair of heeled leather boots. “They’re gorgeous! They’ll make me look like a go-go girl.”

“I have some to match them. We can be the go-go girls!”

“I love that! You always have the best ideas,” I said and pulled her into my arms for a kiss, letting the boots fall to the floor. “Promise you don’t have any homework?”

“Only the homework William gave me,” she said.

“Is he being hard on you? I’ll tell him to stop if he pushes you too hard. I can’t have you breaking down on me.” Sharon was now working for William so that he could mentor her directly. He advised her on what classes to take and had a five-year plan laid out for her once she graduated. They worked together well, but I’d caught Sharon asleep with a textbook in her hands on more than one occasion. She started at UIC in January after getting a late acceptance with the help of William and had been in overdrive ever since.

“No, it’s fine! It’ll all be worth it once I graduate.”

“Without a doubt,” I said. My own relationship with William was also much better than it’d been a year ago. He didn’t love the fact that Sharon and I were dating, but everyone else at the office was supportive. We weren’t overly affectionate there, but we had lunch together sometimes and chatted in the break room. “When should we go out?”

“After a drink here first.”

“What can I make for you?”

“A cosmo.”

I smiled at her and grabbed limes from the fridge and the cocktail shaker from the cabinet. I mixed our drinks. We took them to sit on my sofa that had views of the lake. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, and her eyes twinkled when she looked at me. “Cheers to another wonderful night together.”

“Cheers,” she said and clinked her glass with mine.
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