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Chapter One









Oh my God. Every eye is on her as soon as she leaves the elevator. And how could they not be? She’s already tall, but with her sky-high heels, she towers over everyone here, women and men. And that body? The red dress she’s wearing might as well be see-through. Every curve, every line stands out.

I’m standing at the far end of the hallway, and I’ve got the perfect view. Her breasts bouncing with each clacking step. Her hips swinging as she walks. Her black hair, blowing back just a little as she comes closer to me. I was heading to my office when I saw her coming this way, so I stopped. I know I look like a creep, but I can’t stop staring. She’s gorgeous. And she keeps coming closer. As she does, I see her perfect makeup. Her bright red lips matching the tips of her fingers. I’m jealous.

When she’s close enough that I can smell her perfume, she stops and smiles at me. Then she knocks on the office door. My office door.

“Are you—” My voice squeaks. I cough and hope she didn’t notice. “Are you looking for Hunter?”

“Yes. Do you know where he is?”

Her voice is so feminine and sensual. My body tingles at the sound of it.

“I’m he, um, him. Hunter. I’m Hunter Wilds.”

She looks me up and down and raises a finger to her lips. “You don’t look very wild to me.”

“No, I, uh, I suppose I don’t.” My whole life people have teasingly called me Hunter Milds.

She smiles. “I bet there’s more under the surface, though. A totally different you, just waiting to come out.”

Even though I know there’s no way she knows what I’m wearing under my suit, my cheeks are instantly red. “What? No. Of course not. So, um, were you looking for me?” Obviously, duh. “Can I help you with something?”

“I’m Arianda. I work on the thirty-second floor.”

Like I don’t already know who she is. She might work on the executive floor, but every man who works for Tien Enterprises knows who she is. Most of the women too.

“What can I do for you?”

“I was told to deliver this.” She holds out an envelope.

“What is it?”

She shrugs her shoulders. “Mr. Crawford just told me to deliver it to you.”

“To me?” I don’t move.

“Unless there’s another Hunter Wilds here. Do you want me to tell him you refused it?”

“Oh… No! I’ll take it. I’m sorry.”













Chapter Two









The note says, “I have a position that should interest you. Knock on my door at 4:00p.m.” My jaw drops as I read it. This is really from Mr. Crawford? The Brett Crawford? The man is a legend. He single-handedly crafted the entire launch campaign for Tien Enterprise’s most successful product release in history. Of course, the reason he did it single-handedly is because he fired the entire team working on the project.

At 3:45p.m. I sit in a chair opposite the empty secretary desk outside his office. My stomach is churning. He’ll take one look at me, ask who I am, and then tell me to leave. There’s no way he meant to send me that note. I’m nobody. There’s zero chance the name Hunter Wilds has ever been said, or even thought, by Brett Crawford. I don’t know why I even came up here. I wanted to ignore the letter. I should have. This is just going to leave me embarrassed. But I couldn’t ignore it. The note said to be here at four, so I will be.

While I wait, I look around the area. It couldn’t be more different from my office. Everything is sleek and bright. Glass and metal everywhere. It’s like the designer wanted to make everything transparent and invisible. Everything except the wall I’m staring at. It’s glass too, but opaque. I can’t even see a shadow through it. Maybe that’s because he’s not inside. Maybe the note didn’t mean four o’clock today. My stomach feels better when I think he might not be there. Maybe I don’t have to suffer the humiliation. If he’s not here at four, I’ll go back to my office and throw this letter away. I’ll know it was a mistake, and I’ll never mention it to anyone.

I see my watch change from 3:58 to 3:59, and I take a deep breath. What’s the worst that can happen? He could be impressed I did what he asked, even though I knew the note wasn’t for me. Maybe this will help me stand out to him. But maybe standing out to him isn’t a good thing. As soon as I see 4:00, I knock. Three soft knocks. Maybe he won’t hear them. Then I can just turn around, satisfied I did my part.

“Come in.”

Shit. I open the door. “Mr. Crawford?”

“Mr. Wilds. Close the door behind you.”

He hasn’t shaved in a couple of days, and that just makes him more handsome than he already is. His brown hair is loosely slicked back and looks almost wet. His dark eyebrows are furrowed, and he’s staring right at me. My breath catches as our eyes meet. My core stirs, and I have to look away before I embarrass myself more than I already am.

Even as I look out the window, I feel his eyes on me. Silently staring. Should I speak first? Is he waiting for me?

“You wanted to see me… sir?”

“Come here.”

I walk across the room and stop a couple of feet from his desk. He stands and comes toward me.

“Lower your pants.”

“Sir?” I clearly misheard.

“Lower your pants.”

“My… I, uh…” My skin is boiling. He can’t really mean that, can he?

“Did you not hear me?” He moves even closer, and I can smell him. Soap and something more. It’s the scent of the air right after a bolt of lightning singes through it. His breath is on my cheek now. “Lower your pants. I want to see your panties.”

I want to run away, but I can’t. My body won’t move. I’m frozen to the floor of his office, my mouth hanging open.

“Sir? I don’t—”

The palm of his hand stings the side of my face. The tingle spreading from there through the rest of my body. And now I can move. I take two steps away and look at him. His face is as firm as his body.

“Do not disobey me. I know you’re a sissy who likes to wear panties to work. You don’t think anyone ever noticed, but I did. And you’re going to show me.”

How did he find out? No one could know. He couldn’t know. I’m always so careful. I don’t even use the bathroom when anyone else is in there. I don’t know what to do. No matter what I choose, I’m going to be fired. I either disobey a man who is famous for having a short fuse, or I admit I’m a crossdresser who wears panties under his clothes.

My thoughts stop when I hear a zipper. I look down and see him pulling his cock from his pants. His massive, erect cock. He wraps a hand around it and slowly strokes its length.

“Show me. I won’t tell you again.”

My hands are trembling as I unfasten my pants. I still hold them tight in my hand, though, afraid to release them. When his eyes move to my hand, I let go. My pants fall to my thighs, and I know he can see the blue lace underneath.

“Lower.”

His hand is moving more rapidly now as I pull my pants down. Down my shaved legs. Down to my knees. I stop there and stand up straight. My dick is struggling to break free of its satin prison, but compared to his, I can’t even call it a dick. It’s a sapling next to a giant oak.

I don’t take my eyes off him. I don’t move as I watch him, his hand moving still faster. His eyes never leave my panties. I see his hips twitch, and I know what’s coming. He tenses as his cock spurts. My eyes move from his cock to his eyes and back to his cock. It’s still dripping.

“I want you to work for me.”













Chapter Three









“You…” I clear my throat. “What? You want me to work for you?”

He takes a tissue from his desk, cleans himself, and shoves his cock back into his pants. “Yes. I’ve had an eye on you for a while now. You’re exactly what I’m looking for.”

“But I don’t have any experience with… well, with anything.”

“You will when I’m done with you.”

“What would I be doing?” I realize my pants are still down around my knees, but I don’t move to pull them up.

“You’ll be my assistant. You’ll do anything I tell you to do.”

My blood drains from my face when I see the look in his eyes.

He just stares.

“Like a secretary? I can’t do that. That’s—I’m not interested in that.”

“Not a secretary. And I see that you are interested.” His eyes flash down to my swollen cock. “But don’t give me your answer yet. Think about it tonight, and let me know tomorrow. Be here at nine. And wear another pair of panties like these. I like these.”
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I replay the scene all night long. The way he looked at me when he told me to pull down my pants. The way he looked at me when he already knew what he would find. Then his eyes when he saw. They were hungry. But it’s wrong. He’s wrong. I can’t do this. I can’t.

When I get ready for bed, I pull my short, silky nightgown over my head. I know what I have to do. He can’t seriously want me to work for him. He just said it in the heat of the moment. Tomorrow, I’m going to my office, not his. I’ll do my work. Nine will come and go, and he’ll never think anything of it. He’ll probably even forget that he offered me the position. If he remembers, I’m sure he regrets it. I won’t hold him to it.

The next morning, I’m at work at 8:30a.m. In my office. And I’m going to stay here. There’s no way I can take the job that he’s offering me. It would be nice to have experience under one of the most famous executives in the country. And I could really use the extra money that I’m sure would come with the promotion. But I know I can’t do it, and I know he doesn’t even really want me for it. He would laugh in my face if I came to his office this morning. So no, I’ll stay right here.

I watch the clock on my wall as the hands sweep past nine. There’s a tinge in my belly when I try to imagine a world where I got on the elevator a few minutes ago and took it to the thirty-second floor. A reality where I knocked on his door. And he answered. And where he actually meant what he said yesterday. But that’s not here or now. At three past nine, I look away and back to my computer. It’s for the best.

“Mr. Wilds? Didn’t I tell you to not disobey me?”

I jump when I hear the voice. His voice.

“Pack anything that’s important to you. You have five minutes.” He shoves an empty box onto my desk.

“What do you mean?” I look up at him. At his blue eyes. The same hunger that was there yesterday is in them today, too.

“I think I was very clear.”

“But I can’t take that job.”

“Yes, you can. And you will.”

“You said I could choose. It’s better this way. I wouldn’t work out.”

“I did not say that. But you did choose. You made the wrong choice, though. Four minutes. You’ll find that I don’t take no for an answer, and I don’t tolerate people questioning me. Now pack. You won’t like the consequences if you don’t. I can make your reputation, but I can also destroy it.”

My heart races as I take the box. I don’t have much. Just some sketchbooks and pencils that I sometimes doodle with when I get bored. And my red staple remover. I won’t leave that behind.

Upstairs, I set the box down and follow Mr. Crawford into his office. He sits at his desk and picks up the phone, while I stand in the doorway waiting. He doesn’t even look at me, just makes the phone call as if I’m not there. Only when he hangs up does he finally turn to me, smiling.

“You’re going to be perfect. Come in and sit.”

He points to his right, at an overstuffed white chair that would look more at home in a living room. I cross the room without taking my eyes off him.

“Are you wearing your panties?”

I feel the red rise to my cheeks, and I wish I could hide my face behind my hands. But I know I can’t. Instead, I nod.

“I have rules. One of which is that you answer verbally when I ask you a question. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir. I’m sorry.” I look down, away from him.

“Much better. And you’ve already mastered another rule. You’re to call me sir or Mr. Crawford. Nothing else. So see? This won’t be so bad after all.”

“I still don’t understand what I’ll be doing.”

“We’ll go over all that, but for now, stand and show me your panties.”
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The next couple of weeks pass in a blur. I slowly learn what he expects of me. I take his phone calls, keep his schedule, and forward reports and memos to the correct people. And once a day he calls me into his office and has me take my pants off for him. He never touches himself like he did that first day. At least not with me there. He just stares. Sometimes he stays behind his desk. Sometimes he moves closer. A couple of times, he touches me.

The first time, he just put his hand on my hip. When his skin touched me through the fabric of my panties, I gasped. His hand was so cold, but it shot sparks through me. Something I hadn’t felt since that first time I saw him. Something I’d convinced myself was just in my imagination. I tilted my head down, but I watched him from the corner of my eye, hoping that he would do more than just rest his hand there. But he didn’t.

It’s almost a week later when he touches me again. He holds his hand against my hip, but this time he doesn’t stop there. His fingers slide along my side and then up to my waistband. He follows it around to my front, stopping just below my navel. He’s standing directly in front of me. So close that I feel his breath on my forehead. So close that I have to use every muscle in my body to fight from falling into him, to struggle against the gravity of his lips pulling against me.

“So perfect.” His words are soft and barely audible. Just when I can’t hold out another second, he turns and walks back behind his desk. I feel like someone has cut my strings and I want to collapse to the floor. Instead, I force a smile, fasten my pants, and walk back to my desk.

The next morning I sit at my desk remembering it. My skin prickles at just the thought of his touch . It’s stupid to think he would ever want a boy like me. A boy who likes to dress up like a girl. Maybe I’m good enough for him to look at, or sometimes touch, or maybe even masturbate to. But he would never really want me, not in the way I dream about when I see him. Or hear his voice. Or the rare times I feel his fingers on me. Stop, don’t go there. It’s not going to happen. He’s one of the most powerful executives in the country, and I’m… just me. Nobody.

I finally clear him from my head just before he calls me into his office.













Chapter Four









“Do you own any stockings?”

I feel like I stepped outside naked in the middle of winter. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me.”

“I… um—” He can’t expect me to answer this, can he?

“Do you think there’s a wrong answer? There isn’t. Do you own any stockings?”

“Uh, no. No, sir. I have some… well, I own some tights. But not, um…”

“Was that so hard? Have you learned nothing about me yet? You’re to buy some. Several pairs. At least two black and at least one white. You can choose the other colors and styles. Send me the links when you find five pairs that you like. I’ll either approve or disapprove of them.”

“I… I can’t.”

“You can’t? Are you refusing me? You know what will happen if you do.”

“No sir. I just—”

“Then you’re going to do this. Do it now. Send me the links. You’ve got an hour. Don’t take that long.”

“Yes, sir.” I stumble when I turn and walk away, but I catch myself. Stockings? Does this mean he’ll want me to wear them to work? My stomach drops at the thought, but at the same time, an excited shiver runs through me.

It doesn’t take long to find the five pairs I want. I quickly email him with the links. Only a couple of minutes later, he forwards me an email confirming the orders. He bought them and had them shipped to my house. Thinking about wearing them, about him seeing me wear them makes the blood flow to my cock.

The next day when I get home from work, the package is waiting against my door. I look around to make sure no one can see it, then I pick it up and rush inside. As soon as the door clicks shut, I tear open the envelope and dump them onto my kitchen counter. Sheer black, black fishnet, sheer white, white fishnet, and the ones I was thrilled to find online—blue to match the panties that seem to be Mr. Crawford’s favorites. Matching garter belts for each color. I run my hand over the stockings and close my eyes as I feel the smoothness. I can’t wait to wear these for him.

The next morning, I don’t put them on, but I do put them in my bag to take to work. I’m not sure if he wants me to wear them, so I don’t dare put them on yet. As much as I wanted to, I didn’t even try them on last night.

He’s already there when I get to my desk, so I knock on his door.

“Come in.”

“Good morning, sir.”

“Are you wearing them?” His mind is apparently in the same place as mine.

“No, sir. You didn’t tell me if you want me to. But I brought them. In my bag.”

“Bring them in here.”

I retrieve my bag and come back. Standing in the middle of his office, where he likes to look at me.

“Take off everything except your shirt and your panties.”

I kick off my shoes and then pull off my socks and pants. When I’m done, I stand facing him.

“You wore the blue panties today.” He grins. “Now sit on the couch. You’re going to try on each pair so I can see them. Let me see the white ones first.”

I sit and grab the first package—white like he told me. As I open it, I hear him unfasten his pants. I look up, and he slides the waistband of his boxer briefs down. His cock isn’t quite firm yet, but I know it will be soon. I can’t take my eyes off it. The drool is building in my mouth, and I want to taste it. Just to swirl my tongue around the tip. That’s all. That would satisfy me. But I don’t tell him this. I don’t dare let him know. I’m afraid of what else he would make me do in exchange. Afraid he would want to fuck me with it. My asshole clenches at just the thought. There’s no way it would ever fit.

When I have on the first pair of stockings, he has me stand and turn for him. We go through each pair like this. I stand and turn, and he slowly moves his hand up and down his cock while he watches me. At last I roll the blue pair up my legs. It’s such a bright blue, I’m sure they’re just meant for the bedroom or a costume. I can’t imagine ever matching them with an outfit. But I still love the way they look.

“You are so fucking pretty. Come over here.”

I blush when he calls me pretty, and I wonder what he expects of me now. Is this finally my chance?

“Sit on my desk.” He brushes aside papers, clearing a spot for me in front of him.

I hop up, and he moves his chair in, pinning me so close I can smell his sex.

“Rub me with your foot.”

I extend my right leg so my foot is against his cock. I twist sideways just a little and then rub my stockinged foot up and down his length.

“Good girl. Now rub yourself through your panties.”

“Sir?”

“You heard me, girl. Now do it.”

My body tenses as I massage my cock through the silky fabric. As hard as I am, I’m sure it won’t be long before I come, but I don’t know if he wants me to do that.

“Good girl.” His voice is more labored.

It’s difficult to rub my foot along his length at the same time that I fondle myself, but I finally settle into a rhythm. Two circles around my small tip for every one stroke on his. Our breathing is heavier now as we both move closer. I can feel the orgasm building in me, and I know he’s as close as I am. I want us to come together, so I work my hand faster. Pushing harder. My hips are moving on their own and my cock pulses. When I hear him moan, I explode and fill my panties with my sticky fluid. I toss my head and shoulders back, but I don’t take my eyes off of his.

“Look at this mess you made. Clean it up.”

I slide off the desk, and for a second I’m not sure if he means his mess or mine. I start to turn so I can get a towel, but he grabs my arm and stops me.

“Where are you going? I said clean this up.”

“Yes, sir. I was just going to get a towel.”

“Use your tongue.”

“My… tongue?”

“Put it to better use than you are currently. On your knees and lick me clean.”

My heart is pounding as I drop to the floor. I can’t believe I’m doing this. Me. I’m wearing nothing but panties and a pair of stockings, and I’m under my boss’s desk about to take his cock into my mouth. I lean forward and run my tongue up his length. When I get to the tip, he grabs my chin and holds his other hand in front of me. The hand he shot his cum into. I lick his palm, and my insides burn as I take his sweet and salty fluid inside me. I close my eyes so nothing will distract me from his taste. He finally pulls it away, and then I turn back to his cock. I clean his shaft and all around the base. When I’m done, I look up into his face. He’s smiling at me.

“I’m so proud of you. You did so well.”

I beam.

“Now get dressed and go back out to your desk. No socks since you’re wearing stockings now.”

“Yes sir. May I go to the bathroom and clean myself?”

“No, you’re not to touch it. I want you to feel your cock squishing around in it all day and think about how wet I make you. I do make you wet, don’t I, girl?”

“Yes, sir.”
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“Are you questioning me?”

“No, sir. I’m sorry. I just… can’t.”

“You will.”

I look at the shoes sitting on his desk. Black heels. “I don’t think I can walk in those. Besides, everyone will notice.”

“Try them on and walk around in here. You can do it.”

“But sir—”

“This is not up for debate. Put them on and let me see you walk in them.”

I feel my pulse in my neck as I take the box from his desk and sit on the chair. The heels really aren’t bad. Maybe three inches? And it’s a wide heel. Maybe I can walk in these. But that doesn’t change the fact that I can’t wear them outside this office.

When they’re on over my black sheer stockings, I stand and carefully turn to face him. He comes around the desk and stands at my side.

“Now we’ll walk to the door and back. Together. I don’t want you to hurt yourself.”

I take small, slow steps. I wobble just a little at first, but it’s not nearly as bad as I’d imagined.

“See? You can do this. By the end of the day, it’ll be like you’ve been wearing them your entire life.”

“But I still can’t wear them. Everyone will see them.”

“Are you being logical right now or fearful?”

“Logical. I think?”

“You know my schedule for today. How many meetings are there?”

“None, but—”

“And on a normal day, how many people come back to this corner of the floor?”

I drop my head, knowing that I’m going to lose this argument. “Not many.”

“You mumbled. I didn’t hear you. How many?”

“Not many. Usually.”

“Right. So, are you being logical or fearful?”

“Fearful… sir.”

“Good girl.” He picks my old shoes—my men’s shoes—off the floor and puts them in a desk drawer. “Now, get out there. And don’t hide your feet or take those shoes off unless I give you permission. I want to see them every time I walk by. Understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

I hesitate for just a second at the door, but then I open it and walk out to my desk. As soon as I sit, I catch myself pulling my legs under me, hoping to hide my feet in the base of the chair. I close my eyes, slide them forward, and cross my legs—one knee over the other. It’s going to take work to police myself all day, but I’ll do it. For him. He’s right. No one ever comes here unless they have an appointment scheduled. Mr. Crawford isn’t the type of person that you go to see unless you have a reason to.

“Hiya Hunter!”

Fuck. “Hey, Chloe.” She’s wearing a purple dress that flares at her hips and doesn’t quite cover the tops of her white thigh high socks.

“Whatcha doin’?”

“Work. I’m really busy. Lots of things to get done before lunch.” I open an email and pretend to be typing so she’ll get the hint.

“Yeah, me too.” She sits across from me and makes no effort to keep her dress from riding up her legs.

“So, what do you need? I really have to get back to this. No time for talking. Sorry.”

“Oh, that’s OK. Mr. Taylor wants me to see if Mr. Crawford can meet him tomorrow afternoon sometime.

“You could have called.” I don’t mean to snap at her.

“I know, but then I wouldn’t get to see you. I hardly ever get to see you.” She twists her face into a pout. “Plus, I was bored. Sitting at a desk all day is so boring, don’t ya think?”

“Uh, yeah. It can be. Looks like three o’clock tomorrow is free. Would that work?”

“That’s perfect.”

“Don’t you need to check?”

“Nope. I got it all memorized.” She taps a pink nail against the side of her head.

“Well, I need to get back to—”

“Oh my God, Hunter! Lemme see! Lemme see!”

Before I can move, she pulls my chair away from my desk.

“So pretty! I love them!”

Fuck, fuck, fuck! I tuck my feet under me, but it’s obviously too late. “Um, it’s not—”

“So cute! Do you like mine? Oh my God, what size are you? Maybe we can share shoes. That would be so much fun, wouldn’t it?”

“Uh…”

“I’m gonna go tell the other girls. They’re all gonna be so excited!”

“Wait, Chloe, don’t. Chloe?”

She ignores me as she practically sprints around the corner and toward the rest of the floor. I bury my head in my hands and do everything I can to fight back the tears. I can’t believe I let him talk me into this. I knew better. I fucking knew better. “Are you being logical or fearful?” Logical, damn it. Obviously, I was being logical.

It can’t be even two minutes when I hear what I assume is Chloe coming toward me. I look up just in time to see her and her white platform Mary Jane pumps. And she’s pulling Arianda and Sydney behind her. They all have huge smiles on their faces. No doubt looking forward to making fun of me.

Arianda is the first to say something. “I thought this was just Chloe and her overactive imagination, but I guess it’s really true.”

“Uh, it’s not what you think.”

“Girl, those look good on you.” Sydney says.

“That’s what I told her!”

“Him. Just, please. This doesn’t mean anything. It wasn’t even my idea. It was Mr. Crawford, and I didn’t—”

“Don’t be embarrassed by it. You’re wearing heels. I’m wearing heels. So are Chloe and Sydney. So what?”

My face has to be so red right now. “But it’s different.”

“No, it’s not.” Sydney says. “We all like pretty shoes. Sounds the same to me.”

“You don’t think it’s—I don’t know—weird that I’m wearing these? Creepy?”

“What? No. Why would it be weird or creepy? Don’t be silly. Do you think it’s creepy that I’m wearing these?”

I look down at the nude pumps Sydney is wearing. “Of course not, but you’re a girl.”

“If it makes you feel better, you’re an honorary girl from now on then. Does that work?”

I just stare at her. Obviously, it doesn’t work that way, and she knows it.

“Yay! Another girl on the floor!” Chloe wraps her arms around me, and I see Arianda roll her eyes and smile.

“Come on Chloe. Let’s leave her alone, so she can get her work done.”

They all walk away, and I bury my face again. This time to hide my smile.













Chapter Five









“Sir, please? I really have to go.”

“Not yet. We’re not finished.”

“But I think I may have an accident if I—”

“You heard me. You’re not questioning me, are you?”

“No. Of course not.” I look away and squeeze my legs together.

We’ve been going over these marketing images for hours—straight through lunch—and he hasn’t given me permission to leave once. If he doesn’t soon, I may have to go regardless of what he says.

“So, which of these do you prefer?”

I bend over and look at the images side by side on his screen while he stands and walks around me. They look the same to me. A jogging woman, back-lit by the sunrise, earbuds in her ears. When I hear the noise, I stand and look at him.

He’s pouring water from a pitcher into a cup, and I can hear every splatter and tinkle.

“Mr. Crawford.” I close my eyes and will my bladder to hold on just a little longer.

“Did you choose one?”

“What? No. They’re the same.”

“Not at all. One has the contrast adjusted by two percent. Minor differences like that can be very important.”

He’s done pouring now, so I turn around to the pictures. I can’t see any difference. I look at her face, the background, the earbuds. Nothing sticks out to me. I’m so caught up trying to find the difference that I don’t notice Mr. Crawford until he squeezes my ass. The touch of his hand sends a ripple through me, and—

“Oh God! I’m so sorry! I’m so sorry!” I don’t care that I’m wearing heels, I sprint through the door and down the hall only to find the men’s room blocked by the yellow cart of the cleaner. I can’t wait. I turn left and go into the women’s room instead, praying that no one is in there. I pull open the door to the first stall and unfasten my pants, but I don’t make it in time. Shit! Shit! Shit! I hurry and drop them and finish in the toilet. When I’m done, I sit down and sob.

There’s a massive wet stain across the front of my pants. Why did he do this? Did I make him mad? Was he trying to prove a point? The tears are pouring down my cheeks as I take a handful of toilet paper from the dispenser. I dab and rub, but nothing makes the stain even slightly less noticeable. I wish I could adjust the contrast on these. My sobbing turns to cackling, and soon I can’t breathe because I’m laughing so hard. This is all so absurd. All of it. I’m sitting on a toilet in the women’s restroom with my pants and panties around my ankles and a pair of blue stockings on my legs. And now there’s a giant wet stain on my pants because my boss refused to let me use the bathroom, and like an idiot, I didn’t leave until it was too late.

When I finally stop laughing, I stand up. I don’t know what to do other than to go back to the office and hope no one sees me. Maybe Mr. Crawford has a spare pair of pants I can borrow. Or a long coat. Something so I can get out of here without being the talk of the entire building.

Thankfully, there’s no one in the hallway or outside the office when I get back. For once, I don’t bother knocking. I just walk in and close the door behind me.

Mr. Crawford stands and comes right over to me. “I’m so proud of you.” He cups his hand against the side of my face.

“You’re proud of me?” I snicker.

“I am. You did exactly what I asked until you couldn’t. Such a good girl. I knew you were perfect.”

He leans in and his lips brush against mine. A tingle runs through my whole body. This is exactly what I’ve wanted since I first saw him, but I back away and lean against the closed door.

I can’t believe this. “This? This is perfect?”

“This is so very perfect.” He smiles as he comes up to me. He has a hand on the door on either side of me, pinning me in place. “You’re so wonderful.”

His mouth moves toward mine again. I try to pull away, but my head hits the door, and his lips are on mine before I can move. This time, he doesn’t gently brush against them. He’s claiming me. Letting me know that I’m his. And as angry as I am, his lips on mine make me melt. I open my mouth just a crack and he pushes his way through. Taking everything that I give him. Taking more. And I want him to have it all. I want to be his. Completely his. I kiss him back like my life is depending on it because it is. Without this I’m nothing. I can never go back to that old life now. That life has been shattered into a million pieces. No matter what I try, I could never reassemble it.

His lips pull away just far enough for words to escape. “Let me clean you.” The sentence tickles my skin.

I don’t say anything as he walks to his private bathroom and wets a cloth. When he comes back, he unfastens my pants and pulls them down. Then he gently tugs my panties down until they’re around my ankles as well. The room air is cold on my wet cock, and I shiver. He drops to his knees in front of me, lifts my legs one at a time, slipping my feet out of my shoes and then pulling my soiled clothes off. When he’s slid them out of the way, he takes my dick in one hand while he slides the warm cloth along its length. My toes curl against the floor at his touch.

I exhale. “You shouldn’t be doing this.”

“I want to.”

“It just doesn’t seem right, though. You taking care of me. You’re… well, you’re…” I feel my cock harden, and I can’t finish my thought.

He looks up into my eyes. “A man who has feelings for you? A man who wants to take care of you?” He moves the cloth around my now hard length, but he doesn’t take his eyes away from mine. I stare at him, and then I finally smile and look away. My skin pimples as I think of him—one of the most powerful businessmen in the world—so gentle and careful as he washes me. I close my eyes and listen to my own breaths as the cloth works against my cock and then my balls. Caressing more than rubbing. I want to drop to my knees in front of him. I want him to take me. In his arms. Then more. Instead, he stands, and I hear him take two steps backward. I open my eyes.

“I could look at you like this all day.” His blue eyes are practically glowing white with heat. “But I think that might be a problem when you leave the office.”

Right now, I never want to leave the office. I want to stay here forever. Stay here in front of him wearing nothing but a button-down dress shirt, garter belt, and a pair of stockings. Electricity runs to my core at the thought.

“Luckily, I’ve got something for you. I was saving it, but you’ve been such a good girl today, you deserve a reward. Go to the closet.”

My eyes narrow as I wonder what it could be. I open the closet door, expecting a package, something wrapped. But nothing stands out. I turn to look at him, and he’s standing right behind me. He presses his body against mine, and I feel his cock poking through his pants into the crack of my ass. I can’t help myself. I push back against him and wiggle my hips as he pulls a hanger from the rod.

“Maybe you’re not such a good girl after all.” He laughs and holds the gift in front of me.

I blink. “It’s… a dress?”

“Do you like it?”

“I, uh, what am I supposed to do with it?”

“Hunter, I’m pretty sure you already know that answer.”

“Here?”

“Of course here. Why not?”

My eyes widen. “I can’t. No. People will see.”

“Hunter, stop and breathe. We went through this with your heels, remember? You were scared, but it turned out just fine.”

“You told me then that no one would see, but they did.”

“The other girls. And how did they react?”

I blush. “They told me they were pretty. But this is different.” I look at the plain black dress he’s holding in his hand.

“How so? It’s something you want to wear. Just like your heels. It’s something that will be pretty on you. Just like your heels. It’s something I want to see you in. Just like your heels. What’s the difference? Is a dress any more girly than a pair of high heels and stockings? I hardly think so. Now, put this on for me.”

I take the dress from him, and he walks behind his desk and sits down. I look it over. No zipper. No buttons. Just a black sleeveless dress meant to be slipped over your head. I pull it on. With a little twisting and shimmying, it falls around me. The hemline ends halfway down my thighs. If I sit, it’ll show the top of my stockings.

“I can’t wear this out there.”

“You look gorgeous. I bought this for you, too.” He lifts a blonde wig out of a bag and walks toward me. With one hand, he slicks my hair back. With the other, he sets the wig on my head and then adjusts it. “The lady at the shop gave me some pins for this, too.”

“Sir, please don’t make me go out there like this.”

“I will if I have to. You need to understand what a beautiful person you are, Hunter. Stop hiding yourself from the world.”

“It’s not that.” Even to my own ears, my voice sounds whiny.

“It is that. I promise everyone on this floor will celebrate you for who you are. And soon everyone outside this floor is going to know that you’re mine, and if they have a problem with you, I’ll make their life hell.”

I pinch my lower lip between my teeth and stare at him. He walks up to me and wraps his arms around me.

“As long as you’re mine, I’ll never let anything bad happen to you. I promise.”

“But am I really?” I breathe the words into the side of his neck as he holds me.

“Mine? Of course you are. Now be my good girl and get out there.”

I go to the door and don’t hesitate. I throw it open and walk out to my desk. My steps are challenging anyone who might have a problem with me, but there’s no one there. I wish there were, so they could see me.













Chapter Six









It’s been two days, two days of wearing dresses at work, and I haven’t heard a single negative comment. The only comments I’ve heard at all were from the other girls on the floor. Before leaving work yesterday, Sydney made me promise to let her do my makeup this morning. And as soon as I walk off the elevator today, she takes my hand and drags me to the women’s restroom.

She has what looks like a small suitcase, but she tells me it’s her makeup case. She sets it next to the sink and opens it. I can’t imagine even a professional makeup artist having more than this. For the next thirty minutes, she tickles my face with brushes and sponges and rubs the creams and powders onto my skin.

When she’s done, she stands back and smiles. I look in the mirror, and my heart stops. That’s not me. Is it? That woman is pretty. My eyes move from the black eyeliner and thick eyelashes of my eyes, down to my suddenly cute nose, and to my soft pink lips. I imagine Mr. Crawford pressing his lips against them, unable to control himself.

I turn to look at her. “Is this me?”

“Of course it is, and you’re gorgeous. Do you like it?”

“I’m pretty? Really pretty. Oh my God, Sydney, I can’t believe it! You’re a magician with this stuff.”

“Thanks, I love playing with makeup.” Her eyes move down my body. “Wow, you really do like it, don’t you?”

“Uh…” I want to run into a stall to hide from her.

“Don’t be embarrassed. Your dick just saw an attractive woman in the mirror, and it did what comes naturally. I know how it is.”

“You really don’t, but yeah. I still… I’m so sorry.”

She moves closer to me. “Don’t be sorry. Let me help.”

“What are you—”

“Shh.” She slips her hand inside my panties and wraps it around my cock.

I gasp.

“We’re all very helpful on this floor. You’re new, but you’ll learn. Do unto others, you know. And pretty girls turn me on too, so maybe we can help each other?” She pulls her dress over her hips and drops her panties to her ankles.

I watch as she hops onto the counter next to the sink. My gaze goes from her eyes to her pussy.

“Sydney, are you—”

“I think we both need to get rid of a little extra energy, don’t we?”

“But here?”

She pulls me closer to her. My pantied cock brushes against her entrance. “Right here. It won’t take long. I promise.” She pushes my panties down and scoots to the very edge of the counter.

“I don’t have a condom.”

“I’m clean. Are you?”

“Yes, but… what about birth control?”

“Don’t worry, babe. You won’t get me pregnant.” She giggles.

Her hand is around my dick, and she guides its tip to her slick folds.

“Are you sure?”

She leans forward and takes my mouth with hers. I taste our lipsticks mingling as I slide into her, and her moan vibrates against my lips. I wrap my arms around her to hold her tight while I slip in and out of her. Slowly at first, but when she starts to nibble on my neck, I move faster. My cock thrusts into her while I hold her tight to keep her from sliding away from me.

I’m leaning over her now. Her moans are so loud I imagine others can hear us, but I can’t stop. I push myself into her over and over. Her hands are on my back, and I’m worried that her fingernails are going to tear through my dress. My pants become more erratic, and I feel my cock throb. Just as it spurts inside her, she arches her back and screams, “Fuck.” I know everyone on the floor heard that, but I still keep moving inside her, pushing as her body spasms.

Finally, when my cock has gone limp and her body has relaxed, I step away from her.

“Oh my God, Sydney. That was incredible.”

“For a girl, you definitely know how to use your cock.”

I chuckle.

She leans forward and kisses my lips. “I’m so glad you took this position. You fit right in.”

We leave the bathroom, and I hurry to Mr. Crawford’s office.

“Miss Wilds?”

“Yes, sir?” I walk into his office and stand in front of him. He just stares at me.

“You look beautiful today.”

I blush. “Thank you, sir.”

“But you seem to have gotten lipstick on your neck. A different shade from what’s on your lips.”

My stomach sinks. “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. It sounded like you and Miss Storer were enjoying yourselves. You don’t have to be sorry for that. Use my washroom to wipe that off. Next time, take care of it before you come back.”

Next time? My face is on fire. “Uh, yes, OK.”
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Arianda and Chloe are already in the break room when I walk in for lunch. Li is sitting with them too. I slow down just a step when I see her. She’s the assistant to the owner, Mr. Tien, and in many ways, she’s more intimidating than he is.

“Look at her walking in like she owns the place now that she’s all hot.”

I assume Arianda must be talking about someone else, so I turn my head, expecting to see Sydney behind me.

“Oh, and pretending to be modest, too.” She smiles at me.

Beside her, Chloe is bouncing in her seat. “Sydney said you were pretty, and you are. You’re really pretty, Hunter.”

“Thanks, sweetie.” I run my hand down her braided hair. She looks at me for a second longer before picking up her crayon and focusing again on her book.

I smooth my pink dress under me and sit down, crossing my legs and feeling the swish of my white stockings as I do.

Li looks across the table at me. There’s a smile on her face, but I can’t tell if it’s friendly or intimidating. “You certainly do make up well.”

“Uh, thanks.” I try to hold eye contact with her, but I can’t.

“From what I heard this morning, you may do other things well, too. Maybe I should test you myself to see how well.”

“Uhh…”

“Li, leave the girl alone. At least give her a chance to get used to all this before you sexually harass her.”

My mouth opens, and I look at Arianda. But her eyes are still locked with Li’s. Chloe giggles but doesn’t look up. Not sure what else to do, I walk to the refrigerator and grab my lunch—a tomato, cucumber, and hummus wrap. I pretend to be engrossed in my food until our half hour is up.

Just as we all stand to head back to work, Sydney comes around the corner. Her hair is still more perfect than any of ours, but it’s clearly been messed up and then retouched in a hurry.

“Sorry I missed lunch, ladies. Ms. Rogers needed to keep me over for a bit. You all know how that is.” She smirks as she grabs a diet coke from the fridge and an orange from the counter. The other girls all laugh. I just walk silently back to my desk.

I’m still sitting there, making sure the social media team is aware of the updated graphics, when I see a woman walk down the hall toward me. I’ve never seen her before, so I sit up a little straighter. Mr. Crawford doesn’t have anything scheduled, so I’m not sure who this could be.

“Hi, what can I help you with?”

“Oh, I see he has another one of his girls. And a cute one this time. Nothing honey. I help myself.” She doesn’t even slow down as she walks past me and pushes open the office door.

I gasp and stand up, following her in. Mr. Crawford looks up from his computer. When he sees the woman, his face changes. He looks surprised. Like she’s the last person he expected to walk in.

“We need to talk Brett. You can send your little toy away. You won’t need her.” She barely acknowledges me as she says it.

My eyes move from the back of her head to his face. He doesn’t say anything. Just stares at me. I want to stay. I want to be here for whatever it is this woman is going to tell him. Whatever she doesn’t think I need to be a part of. But when he doesn’t say anything, I turn and walk back out to my desk. My stomach tightens as I do. Who is this woman?

I strain my ears for the next hour, trying to hear anything going on in the room, but for a wall made of metal and glass, it’s surprisingly soundproof. When the phone rings, I jump.

“Sir?”

“Hunter. I need dinner reservations tonight. For two. Le Collier. Then book one of the planes for a flight to Ibiza, Spain. Two passengers. Ms. Rossi and I. Plan on a Monday return.”

“Tonight?”

“Yes. Is there a problem? Thank you, Miss Wilds.” He disconnects before I can tell him that there is indeed a problem. He and I have plans for tonight. Had plans, I guess. I call Boar and Fig first to cancel our reservations. I hope the extra time it takes me to do that will mean that Le Collier is completely booked, but as soon as I mention Tien Enterprises, the lady is able to find a free table. “Quiet and romantic, away from the kitchen,” she tells me. I silently hope that she chokes on a wine cork. Last, I call the company that handles the jets for Tien. Two for Ibiza. I hang up the phone and want to cry, but I won’t give him the satisfaction.

Not long after that, the woman, Ms. Rossi, walks out of Mr. Crawford’s office. As she passes by, I swear I can hear a quiet snort, but I don’t look at her. I don’t go into his office either. I want him to know that I don’t care what he does with that bitch.

At exactly five o’clock, I log off, pack my bag, and walk to the elevators. I don’t say a word, and neither does he. His door is open, so I know he sees me stand up. Or at least hears my shoes on the tile. But nothing. Once the elevator doors close, I can’t hold back the tears anymore. I’ve debated since she left, but the fact that he hasn’t said a word to me since then makes the choice for me. I reach in my bag and pump the staple remover like it’s a stress ball.













Chapter Seven









“Another one of his girls.” I replay her line over and over as I scrub the makeup from my face. I’m so stupid. I can’t believe I ever thought this could be real. He must be laughing at me right now. Laughing at what a fool I am. Idiotic Hunter, thinking she could get everything she ever wanted.

I pick my dress and stockings up from the floor where I piled them and go to my bedroom. When I have it all—the couple of dresses he bought me, all the shoes, the stockings, the wig—I walk downstairs and slam them into a garbage bag. I don’t need these anymore, so I might as well donate them to someone who can use them. Just as I tie the bag, my phone chimes. It’s him.

“Call me.”

Why? So you can tell me that I could never compete with Ms. Rossi? Tell me that I was stupid to even think I could?

I mute his notifications and take a sketchpad and some pencils from my bag. I need to draw to let out some of this frustration. The only thing that wants to come out, though, are sketches of me and him. No matter what I start to draw, my mind wanders there and my hand follows. Each time, I rip out the page and start over, but each time I do the same thing. I slam the pad to the floor and scream. How could I ever have been so dumb? I climb up the stairs and toss myself down on my bed.

The next morning, my phone chimes and wakes me up. My hearts slams against my chest, thinking that it might be him.

“Hmm… Hunter and Mr. Crawford are both absent today…”

“Suspicious. Get it, girl! Have fun!”

It’s just Li and Sydney in our group chat. I see I have six other texts and two phone calls. All from him. I don’t read them. I look at the time—ten o’clock—and then set the phone back on my nightstand. My eyes just close when the phone chimes again.

“Yay Hunter!”

It’s Chloe now. If I don’t respond, this could go on for a while.

“It’s not like that. I’m not with him. He’s in Spain. I’m at home. I quit.”

“Please tell me you’re kidding.” Li types back before I can mute the thread. She must have already had her phone in her hands.

I ignore her, and turn on my phone’s do not disturb mode. I close my eyes again, but I can’t sleep now. The rain is pattering on the roof. I want to go outside and just lie in it.

I spend the rest of the week and the weekend binging shows and eating. Way more eating than anyone should, but sometimes a box of macaroni and cheese is the only thing that can make life seem alright. Over the last four days, I’ve planned out my life. It was remarkably easy when I thought about it. I’m never leaving home and never talking to anyone else ever again. That’s it. So simple. I’ll grow my own food. I’ve already got two tomato plants, so I’m almost there. I’ll be just like the homesteaders who moved to the west years ago. If they could convert one hundred and sixty acres into farmland, I can do the same with my three hundred square foot backyard.

I’m lying on the couch when someone knocks on my door. Loud knocks. Demanding. I look out and see his car parked in the driveway. I go back to the couch and lie down.

More knocks. “I know you’re in there, Hunter. Open the door. I’m not leaving.”

I roll my eyes. Like I believe that. He left me without a word last week. He’ll do the same now if I just wait him out.

But he doesn’t. He stops knocking, but his car is still in the driveway.

“I’m still right here. I’m not leaving until you talk to me.”

He sounds like he’s just on the other side of the door. Well, I’m inside and comfortable, so I can last a lot longer than him. I turn on the television and turn up the volume. I want him to know that I’m here and ignoring him.

An hour later, another series of knocks makes me jump. “Still me. Still here. If you really want me to leave, you’ll have to talk to me.”

Damn him. He knows I can’t do this. He knows that if he waits long enough, I’ll open the door. I know that too.

“Go away. I’m not going to talk to you.”

“I’m not leaving. Just let me explain. Then you can tell me to go away.”

“No. Go to one of your other girls and leave me alone.”

“There isn’t any other girl. Just you. Why are you saying that?”

“She told me there are others. That woman you took off with.”

“Hunter, this is silly. Just open the door so we can talk face to face. Please. There’s no one else. I swear.”

“I should have known it would never be real. I can’t believe I let myself think there was a chance. There never was, was there? Why would you ever… You just wanted to use me for a while. Have fun and then push me away.” I knew it from the beginning. Why did I ignore my instincts?

“Fuck. No. That’s not true. Will you open the door?”

I lean my head against the door but don’t say anything. I can’t. If I say something, I’m going to cry, and I’ve already cried enough because of him.

“That woman last week was my ex-wife. She’s… well, we don’t get along. Whatever she said to you was just to get under your skin.”

“You get along well enough to take her to dinner and fly her to Spain.”

“That’s where my son lives. Our son. He got into trouble, and he needed dad to bail him out. Literally. She went to stay with him to make sure he didn’t get back in trouble right away. He’ll at least have the sense to wait until she leaves now.”

I remember him telling me that his son lives in Europe, but he never said anything else. “What about dinner?”

“That was her idea. We agreed to let him spend the night in jail, so that meant there wasn’t a rush to get there. She suggested dinner. I tried to tell her no. And… I’m ashamed of this, but in the heat of the moment, I forgot I promised to take you out. I remembered as soon as I walked into the restaurant, and I knew then how badly I fucked up.”

“Yes, you did.”

“I’m so sorry, Hunter. I’ll spend forever making it up to you. I just get so flustered around that woman. She never takes no for an answer.”

I snort.

“What?”

“Reminds me of someone else we both know. Someone who’s being a stalker creep and hanging outside someone’s door.”

“Then let me in, so it’s not so creepy.”

I drop my forehead against the door and sigh. A couple of breaths later, I unlock the door and pull it open. He’s on his feet and walking in as soon as I do.

“Why did she call me another one of your girls? Why did she say it like that?”

“She knows I have a certain type. But there’s no one other than you. I swear.”

“A certain type?”

He nods his head and moves closer to me. “Beautiful women.” He tilts his head and his lips fall into mine.

I don’t give in, but I don’t pull away either.

“Women who are strong enough to let someone else be in charge.” His hands glide down the sides of my body and cup my ass. “Women who maybe have a little more to offer.” He pulls one hand around to my front and teases my cock. I may want to play hard to get, but it has something different in mind.

“There’s no one else?”

“No. No one else. Just you. There hasn’t been anyone else for a long time. She’s just jealous and mean. There’s only you. If you’ll have me, that is.”

“I’ve wanted to have you since the day we met.” I put my hands on the sides of his waist and look in his eyes. I see the desire blazing in them.

He pushes into me, and a chill runs through me as I feel his cock against me. I worry I may have bitten off more than I can chew.

“Take off your clothes.”

“Yes, sir.” I pull my t-shirt over my head and yank off my shorts. I watch, standing in just a pair of panties, as he unbuckles his belt. The sight of him pulling it loose is like a signal to my body, and I move toward him. My hands on his chest, I undo his buttons one at a time, working my way down while he unfastens his pants. With just a couple of buttons left, I stop and work my hands inside. I’ve never seen his chest before. It’s hairier than I imagined. I run my hands through it. His hairs tickling my fingers as I move them to his sides and then down to his waist. Down to where his waistband would be. Then I move back to the front, to his abs. I trace the line of his muscles up. My hands are in front of me now, flat against his chest.

“Fuck this.” He pulls his shirt open. The ripped buttons pop around the room, and he slides the ruined shirt from his arms. “Is that better?”

“So much better.” I wrap my hands around him and pull him tight to me. When I do, his lips find the soft flesh between my jaw and neck. I feel his breath rushing along my flesh. He presses into me, and I exhale.

“Do you want this?”

“You know the answer.” I grab hold of his cock and squeeze. He lets out a slow moan that ignites a fire in me.

“Damn it, girl. On your knees.”

I lower myself in front of him, my knees just inches away from the tips of his shoes. I don’t wait for him. I loosen the laces and take them off of him. Then I pull his pants and boxer briefs free of his ankles. His socks are blue with watermelon slices on them. I think he’s cute wearing nothing but those, so I let him keep them on. When I’m done, I sit back on my feet and look into his eyes, waiting for his command.

“You’re so gorgeous. I’m going to make every inch of you mine. Kiss it.”

I press my lips against his moist tip and then I open to take his head into my mouth. As I do, I look at him through my eyelashes. His eyes are on mine, and I take more. I move my head closer to him, flattening my tongue as his cock fills my mouth. When I feel it pushing against the back of my throat, I step my knees back, further from him, so I can change the angle of my head and open my throat to him. I pull more of him into me, and his cock tenses. I know I can’t take it all. Not yet. But I will one day. For now, this has to be enough.

I slowly slide my lips back toward his tip, sucking harder as I get closer to his end. Once there, I tickle the underside of the bulbous head with my tongue. Out of the top of my eyes, I see his head roll back just a little. When I pull him back into me, I drag my teeth along his veiny shaft. So light that it’s just a tickle, but his moan tells me he feels it. I work to take more of him into my mouth this time, and when I do, I stop there and cup his balls. With my fingers, I tease the skin where his sack meets his taint.

My hand holding there, I pull my mouth back again. I move more quickly this time, and when I get to the end, I plunge forward, still caressing his sensitive skin with my fingers.

“You’re going to fuck around and make me come.” His voice is breathy and strained.

I giggle as much as I can with his huge cock in my mouth. “That’s kind of the point,” I try to say. Instead, the words just come out as a long garbled moan.

I’m moving back and forth faster now, and his hips are moving in time with me. Thrusting and sucking, we both move with each other, and I can tell that he really is about to come. I force my breaths through my nose as I take as much as I can and then press my tongue against his flesh while I move back. I can feel every vein on his cock, and I want to keep running my tongue along it until I know it so well I can draw a map.

As if we timed it, just as my mouth nears the head of his cock, he unloads. His hot juices fill my mouth, and I struggle to swallow. But I do. Spurt after spurt, and I drain them all. When I feel his cock start to relax just a little, I run my tongue around the tip and down his shaft. Making sure he’s clean and that all his juices are mine.

“I love the way you taste.” I smile up at him while my hands slide around to his ass.

“I love everything about you.” He reaches under my arms and helps me up to the couch.

Sitting beside each other, I let my body fall into his, my head on his shoulder.

“How could you ever think there would be another girl like you? No one could ever come close to you.”

I wrap my arms around him and bury my head against the side of his body.

“Do you mean it?”

“Of course. There’s no one like you, never—”

“No. Do you mean that you love everything about me?”

He pulls away from me. The absence of his body next to mine leaves me cold, but then he swings a leg over me. He straddles me, his knees on the cushions. His lips crash down onto mine, while his hand slides under the waistband of my panties and grabs my cock. He rubs his fingers along it until the blood rushes in and it hardens under his touch.

“Every single thing.” He accents the words with stuttered kisses on my lips. “And I’m going to keep proving it to you until you believe it.”

He rips my panties from me and then slides his hands under my thighs. He stands and lifts me. I throw my arms over his neck and wrap my ankles around him.

He looks around for a second. “This would have been sexier if I knew where things were. Is your bedroom up the stairs?”

“Yes.” I nod my head and laugh. “And I think this is plenty sexy.”

“You poor girl, the sexy hasn’t even begun yet.”

I squeal as he sprints up the stairs, still holding on to me. When he gets to the top, he stops.

“Second door on the left.”

“Right.” He moves into my bedroom and tosses me on the bed. My head falls back on the pillow before I sit up and look at him. “On your hands and knees. Face away.”

“Yes, sir.” When I’ve spun around, I look at him over my shoulder. Is he really going to do this?

“I hope for your sake you have some lube in here.”

Oh God, he is. A shiver runs through my body, fear and anticipation shooting down my spine. “Bottom drawer there.” The drawer where I keep the few toys I own. I should be embarrassed for him to see them, but I’m not.

“Hmm… nipple clamps? I’ll add that to my to-do list for another day.”

“I don’t have any condoms, though. Do you?” I’m single and never have anyone over, so I’ve never needed condoms before.

“I don’t need one. I want to feel all of you.”

“Oh… OK.” The thought excites me, and I can’t help my smile.

He sees it and returns his own. “God, I fucking love you.”

I watch as he snaps open the cap and squirts the lube into the palm of his hand. With both hands, he smears it over his cock until the length is glistening. My breathing grows more shallow. I want that cock. I want all of it and in every way possible. Dripping lube onto my bed, he moves closer to me, and puts his hands on my hips.

“I’m going to go slow.”

I gulp. I know I need him to go slow, but I don’t want him to. I want him to slam every inch into me. “Um, I’ve never done this before. Just with toys.”

He parts my cheeks, and I feel his cock pushing against my entrance. “I’m your first?”

I just nod my head.

“I’ll be gentle then.”

“No. I don’t want gentle. I just want you inside me. Now, please.”

He doesn’t say a word as he pushes himself into me. He starts off slowly, giving my muscles a chance to relax, but soon I feel him ease his length further inside me. I turn my head around to look at him.

“Honey, this isn’t even halfway yet.”

I exhale, and a tingle fills my body.

He probes me, pushing in and then pulling out. Slowly. Carefully. After a couple minutes of this, he stops and I hear him squirt a little more lube. After two more gentle pushes, he reaches around and rests a hand on my belly, holding me close to him. Then he thrusts into my ass. I groan as I feel him force his way inside me. My asshole was already stretched to its limit. I wince at the new sensation.

The pain is quickly dwarfed by pleasure, though. It starts small, but then it bubbles to my cock and to my belly and throughout my whole body. Soon there is no pain. My back arches, and my hips roll backward into him as he thrusts his manhood inside me. When he grips my cock and slides his hand along its length, I can’t handle any more. Every muscle in my body contracts, and I can’t decide whether to throw myself against his cock or against his hand. The edge of my vision goes black, and I’m forcing my breaths now. With a shriek, my body shudders, and my cock spurts on the blanket below me.

I try to slow my breathing, but he’s still pumping inside me. Both of his hands are on my hips now, and he’s filling me with every inch. I push myself back against him, and then I hear his breath catch. His body twitches as he fills me.

When he’s done, I feel the mattress shift as he backs away. His seed drips down my leg.

“Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

He’s not gone even a minute when I feel his hand on the side of my ass. He has a washcloth and runs it lightly up my leg, catching all of his drips, and then around the rim of my hole. When I wince, he pulls the cloth away and blows on the area. Somehow, his cool breath eases the pain.

“There. You know what to do with the mess you made.”

“Yes, sir.”

I shift away from the wet spot and lower my mouth to it. As my tongue laps up the load that I shot there, I think about him inside me. All of him inside me. My cheeks flush with pride.

When I finish, he rolls me onto my back, and his lips come over mine. I move my head to the side.

“What are you doing?”

“I want to taste it on your lips.”

He presses his lips against mine again, but this time I don’t move away. I open my mouth so his tongue can slide in.













Chapter Eight









“Good morning.” He wakes me with a kiss on the tip of my nose.

“Good morning, sir.” The sunlight is already streaming in, and I wonder what time it is.

He must see me look for a clock. “Nine.”

I relax and let my body fall back onto the bed.

“How did you sleep?”

“Wonderfully, once I was able to get to sleep.”

“Oh, did something keep you up all night? I’ll have to take care of that.”

“Please. It was so noisy. But I’m sure I’ll get used to it. You know how it is the first night in a strange place.”

“And I know how it’s going to be the second and third and fourth nights, too. Forever, until you get sick of me.”

“That will never happen.” I lean across the gap and kiss him.

Last night was my first night in his house. Well, my first night as a resident of his house. Our house. After months of dating, we finally decided to sell my house so I could move in with him. Everything was a celebration—from the dinner to the champagne to the wine to every wonderful thing that came after. We’re lucky that either of us got any sleep at all.

He pulls me on top of him, and I can feel his hard cock pressing between my legs.

“How can you possibly still want more?”

“I’ll always want more of you.”
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This BUNDLE contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Girls Series.



 


One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...



 


It all started with a request — no, an order. “You’re going to work for me.” They never knew it would lead to so much more. They never knew giving up control would change their lives forever. They never knew how much they would love it.
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"Trust me, you'll love this," she says.



 


My heart races when she hands me a pair of black stockings. I stare at her, but she just nods. I sit and slowly pull them up my legs. I’ve never felt anything like this before. Never imagined anything could feel this good. But I stop. I shouldn’t do this. I shouldn’t like this. I’m a man.



 


Then her hands find mine — she kisses me — and I forget all my doubts. My fears are gone. “That’s my girl,” she says.



 


No one has ever called me that, but I nod my head. I am her girl.
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BECOMING ALEXIS

I want to show Sean my secret. I want him to see the real me. But what if everything changes once he does?

 

DISCOVERING SIERRA

Dancing on stage in front of a bunch of guys is one thing, but doing it while dressed like a girl and in heels? That’s totally different.

 

FINDING JASMINE

My heart races as she hands me a pair of black stockings. I’ve never let anyone see this side of me, but when she kisses me, I forget all my doubts.

 

FOREVER MADDIE

Matthew needs a new administrative assistant to replace the one he just fired. He doesn’t realize he’s the perfect woman for the job.

 

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...

 

HER NEW DAUGHTER

Even as a grown man, Julian expects his mom to clean up his messes. But this time she’s had enough. And she knows a witch who can make him a brand new person.

 

HOMECOMING

My wife wants a daughter. But we’ve tried everything. There’s just no way…

 

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in the Injected Series. A new drug that transforms men into women has the power to change so many lives…

 

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

I need a part-time job. Quick. When I see the ad for a historical re-enactor, I know it’s perfect. I don’t know it will transform my life.

 

RENOVATED

After living with my outdated and broken kitchen for way too long, I finally hire someone to renovate it. The hot, muscular contractor wants to transform more than just the kitchen, though. Will I submit to the changes he has planned for me?

 

THE SECRETS WE KEEP

Dani thought she could trust him. She thought their love could survive anything. Then she told him her secret, and it blew everything apart.

 

THE TROPHY CLINIC SERIES

It’s a clinic famous for turning ordinary women into hot trophy wives. But these men are about to find out that not every client started as a woman…
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ABOUT ME







I’m just your typical Midwest American girl who loves to feminize boys and watch the fun trouble they get into.



 


Subscribe to my mailing list, so you’ll always know about my new releases.
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