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Introduction

The Office Gurl – A Feminization Fiction and Transgender Romance is Lilly Lustwood’s first offering from her Feminization Romances by Lilly collection.

Life seemed to be a constant struggle for 29-year-old Chicago native Aaron Abrams. Growing up being bullied in school for being a femboy, having a dysfunctional relationship with his father, and as the cherry on top, being fired from work for the fifth time.

All he had to his name were a fine arts degree that got him nowhere and his transgender best friend Michelle. Done with being a failure, he spun the wheel of fortune with her help… taking everything and everyone he deemed he deserved.

Aaron, who’s now Amanda, is basking in the perks of her genuine self. Wielding her feminine power, she elevates to the top of the corporate ladder through corruption and exploiting men’s deepest desires.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance and Feminization Ride!

Note: This title contains transgender romance, trans straight, trans lesbian, drama, and transgender transformation. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m an Asian Transgender Woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic experiences by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. Part of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

✓    I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

✓   My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

✓    I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

✓    My friends tell me that I look like Haifa Wehbe, Google her

✓    I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

It’s November 14, 2022, and 04:00 PM in the Philippines. It’s hot, almost scalding, and I’m wearing a sky-blue Sunday dress.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Office Gurl.


Free Vip Mailing List

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift for You

[image: ]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always,

Lilly


Chapter 1

Mentally calculating his expenses, Aaron couldn’t stop gushing at the idea of a new $600 Synesso espresso machine atop the white kitchen counter of his minimalist apartment. Adamant to clock out, he abandoned his logo-making project and stared at Chicago’s majestic afternoon skyline from the floor-to-ceiling window beside his maple desk in an office he shared with twenty other graphic designers.




“Aaron, I need you in my office”, Martha Sternberg, the 48-year-old head of the MacroInfluence HR department said before sauntering towards her office in her white suit ensemble.

Finally, my promotion!

With confidence brimming after serving the marketing company loyally for almost two years, he picked himself up from his squeaky black chair and pressed the creases of his sky-blue sweater. Butterflies fluttered in his belly as he swiped his lips with a Carmex lip balm from his white khaki pants in a gingerly strut on the pastel gray carpets that led the way to where Martha waited.

Moments later, there they were, gazing intently at each other across her glass desk. She circled her temples with her unpolished fingers three times, disheveling her blonde bangs from her clamped hair before pursing her mauve-painted lips.

“Aaron…”

“Yes?” he answered with blue eyes that emanated hope.

“I know that you’ve been very loyal to the company—”

“—and we highly appreciate all your efforts”.

His follicles solidified—causing his forearm blonde hairs to rise. Finally, the company has noticed his hard work. His heart raced with thoughts of moving into a better apartment and the espresso machine that all of his colleagues bragged about. Finally, just like them, he belonged.

“But we’re gonna have to let go of you”.

Suddenly, the all-white office started turning grim.

This can’t be. It’s a practical joke for sure!

With utmost dedication through unpaid overtime hours, he felt that her utterance was a prank. To him, nobody in the company worked as hard as he did, and he was right.

“For almost two years, not more than ten percent of your works were approved by our clients and—“, but before she could finish her revelation…

“Martha, I can’t lose this job. You know what my resume looks like. This can’t be my fifth lay-off in just five years”, he retorted—pleading for resolve.

“I know, I’m the one who hired you. You’re only twenty-nine, you still have a bright future ahead of you”.

Bright? What a joke!

With a heart that descended to the pit of his stomach, he was catatonic to do or say anything. Only his tear ducts seemed to work. As his agony streamed down his delicate cheeks, she couldn’t do anything but offer him an embrace.

“I’ve negotiated your severance pay. You’ll be okay for three months”, she reassured as she brushed his back during a gentle embrace.

“I just can’t believe it… I’ve been nothing but loyal”. She pulled away and wiped the tears from her blue eyes.

“It happens to everyone. Don’t let this affect your confidence”, she said right before holding his hands across the table. He took the deepest breath that he could take and faced her once more.

“Thank you, Martha… for everything”. She nodded with a faint smile as anxious thoughts played in her head about how the young man could recover from the fifth career blow.

Two weeks later, at exactly 4:33 PM on an Autumn Friday in the MacroInfluence building, there he was, holding a brown carton with nothing but a messy pile of pink post-its, rainbow-colored pens, and Sailor Moon Funko POPS.

“We’re going to miss you”, Jada, his best friend in the office said with profuse tears that dampened her purple hoodie.

“Girl, stop crying, we’ve been doing this for two weeks”, he quipped.

“Here, don’t you ever lose this”, he warned before handing her a Sailor Mars action figure—her favorite. She burst into more tears—wanting to hug him more but his hands were full. A few seconds later, the elevator door opened.

“I’ll give you a call later, okay? Love ya!” she uttered as she held what was left of him in the office. He nodded as he pressed the G button before blowing a kiss.


Chapter 2

Michelle, formerly Michael, was Aaron’s best friend since grade school and has been living as a woman for nine years. She started taking hormone replacement therapy medications when she turned nineteen but quit after two years of realizing that men who desired her from working as a camgirl preferred her to possess an active penis.




Luckily, the hiatus from hormones did not ricochet her looks back to her stereotypical male facade. She has undergone several surgeries to feminize her shape and beauty procedures that kept her hairless, curvaceous, and acne-free.

“I can’t believe they did that to you. Such jerks”, she shared after finishing her second cigarette on his balcony.

“Let me try it”, he said, referring to the cigarette.

“Don’t inhale”.

After his profuse coughs, she giggled. She uncrossed her leg from a brown rattan chair—accidentally giving him a quick view of her bulging red panties before crossing the other.

Woah, girl…

As he gulped and tightened his thighs to hide his body’s lascivious reaction—she fiddled with her long brunette locks as she looked pensively at the Autumn afternoon street view from his apartment on the nineteenth floor.

“Show me your last works”, she requested. As she perused his portfolio on his iPad, a warm rush coursed through his veins from her blockage of his city view—turning it into her, standing obliviously in front of his seating position as his face lacked proximity to her pink pleated skirt.

“You know what’s wrong with this?”

He shook his head with eyes glued to the edge of her tight-fitting pink t-shirt, skirt, and thick caramel thighs.

“It’s too fake. I don’t see your personality. They look generic”.

What do you know?

He giggled at her audacious unsolicited opinion.

“So you’re an art graduate now?”

“No”, she uttered calmly before turning her gaze away from his iPad and locking his blue eyes with hers. She placed the gadget atop the round wood table beside him and took his hand gently.

Fuck…

“I just know when someone’s faking it”. As she rubbed his hand against her beating bulge dressed in scarlet nylon fabric, his underwear felt tighter. His instincts pulled his hand away but his reluctance was short-lived after she took his hand again with feminine vigor.

“I’ve known you for many years. Why can’t you just…”,  she continued before planting a warm and gentle peck on his lips.

“Let go…”. At that very moment, all his reluctant thoughts blew away. As he cupped her yearning with fervor and relished the taste of her saccharine seduction, she was happy to unleash her best friend’s sexuality.

Being the only son in his family put a lot of pressure on him to play the role of a heterosexual male. He grew up sharing his love for magical girl anime with her and being bullied by his crushes for dressing up in a myriad of pastel colors, pink being his favorite.

With every sweet taste from her cherry lip gloss, he knew he wanted something stickier.

“Think of this like a practice”, she said before taking her top off, revealing her 34DD breasts and pink pointers that glistened from the sun’s faint Autumn ray. Like a present, he unzipped the side of her skirt—letting it fall on the bottom hem of his white pajama pants.

As he intently stared at the mark of her mushroom head that pointed to the one o’clock direction, every nerve from his body felt like it was about to pop.

She’s really hung…

Like a rabid dog, he sunk his face into her crotch—sniffing and delighting on his first experience with the sillage of somebody else’s testosterone. He started dampening the red fabric of her panties with his profuse tongue flicks as she clawed his maroon sweatshirt out of his back.

Michelle…

She didn’t want to ruin their friendship but she felt like it was the perfect time to take him out of the closet. However, when she saw his smooth back and the errant muscles from his petite yet toned 5ft. 6in. physique, she thought, what the hell.

Bubbling from feeling edged by his yearning, she took her panties off and revealed her smooth eight inches of circumcised delight. At that very moment, he couldn’t stop his babygravy from accidentally squirting, soiling his white satin pajamas.

Without thinking things through, he opened his mouth and consumed her candy stick. From the very moment that his warm mouth embraced her sweet yearning, she figured out that he had to learn a lot more.

“Your teeth”, she softly said. She taught him how to curl his lips inward and shortly after, he scored A+ in penilingus. He serviced her whole-heartedly—making her feel like he was absent of a gag reflex albeit having a tearful face from the constant choking.

“Ahh… Aaron…”, she let out as she tweaked her nipples and thrusted gently in his mouth.

Fuck!

“The neighbors!” he frantically announced after waking up from the hypnosis brought upon by her girthy delight. His tongue continued to trail by starting with her pink hairless balls. He swiftly tapped her white leg warmers that went above her knees—motioning her to follow him to the bedroom.

Moments later, with the sliding door ajar, he continued servicing her as she sunk her elbows into his white mattress. As he sloppily slurped and rolled his head, he started imagining the face of his high school crush.

Angel…

With a mouthful of Michelle and thoughts of somebody else, he soaked his pajamas even more.

“Oomph! You’re really good at this. I can’t believe how you’re able to chastise yourself for so long”.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm”, he groaned as he couldn’t let a word out from gagging on her candy stick.

He reached for her breasts and cupped them with fervor—as if he was kneading pizza dough. With every tweak from his fingers, her candy stick pulsated even more, tickling his wet and warm passage.

“Let me return the favor”.

As the afternoon beam bounced against her plump behind, his mind kept exploding. No woman has ever been able to take his eight savory inches of circumcised delight like how Michelle was able to. She serviced his member with gusto—so much so that he didn’t feel an ounce of feeling like he was doing the delectable deed with someone he knew from childhood.

“Michelle…”, he moaned and groaned—as his grasp on her curly locks tightened. With toes curled and a scarlet face, he thrusted upwards—invading her with no inhibitions.

“Ah! Keep doing that, keep doing that”.

“Mmm”, she let out—sucking every inch like a Dyson vacuum cleaner. Sitting and circling her hips on his manhood was everything that she wanted at that very moment. But his needs felt more important than her wants—and she knew that it was about time that he attended to other parts of his nether region.

“Bend over”, she softly ordered.

Oh, fuck!

“I don’t know about this…”.

“You won’t know until you try. I’ll be very gentle”.

At a glacial pace, he crawled to the middle of the bed. His squeezed visage started turning orgasmic from the very first swipe of her tongue on his walls of pink pleasure. As she dampened his errant blonde hole hairs, he was powerless to do anything else but relish her wet and warm yearning.

“Mich…”

Every swipe tingled every fiber of his body. Wings of lascivious butterflies fluttered and grazed every sensory part of his innermost desires up until…

“Ahh!” he screamed from what felt like the reverse taking of the Excalibur.

“Shh, shh, shhh”.

Fuuuuuuck!

Each warm breath felt like a droplet of potion curing the pain from the very first time of being taken.

“Shh, it’s okay”, she let out as she struggled to get the words correct from the deliciously delirious feeling of half her girth embraced tightly by his freshly deflowered orifice.

As her perky pointers and brunette locks brushed his smooth back, she was able to get more inches in. At that very moment, he felt like he has reached the summit of Mount Everest.

Resting and thinking that all he got out of his first bout with a penis was pain, the harbinger of prostate pleasure arrived. Every ache started turning into a novel orgasmic sensation.

“Oh my God…”, he let out—rolling his head and wanting more.

This is the best!

With gung-ho, he pulled out and pushed himself against her—aggressively drawing out more sensate feelings from her sweet candy stick.

“Aaron!”

With a scarlet face and a convulsive state, she felt like she had nothing else to do. He was so consumed in doing the pumping himself—as if he was drying up a well.

Mmm… Angel…

“I’m close!”

“Yes, Michelle…”, he circled and clenched every muscle from his starving orifice. She pounced like a jackrabbit as her breasts jiggled in a myriad of directions.

“It’s here! Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Yes, give it to me!”

“Ahhh!”

Without thinking things through, she opened the floodgates of her pink balls—filling his insides with her thick and warm ladycream.

“Gahhh!” she let out a guttural groan after the very last drop.

As he relished the cream pie that his best friend made for him, thoughts of his crush flooded his mind.

My Angel…

“Wow!” she let out as she unhinged from him.

“Girl! You got rhythm!” he quipped.

“Did you enjoy it bestie?”

He nodded and planted a sweet kiss on her lips.

“Thank you. It was just what I needed”.


Chapter 3

Aaron spent his bum time meeting with different men from dating apps. His apartment’s doorman Rajesh, started joking about how much action he was getting. Within just two weeks, he became one of the top twinks on Grindr.




From the proletariat to young professionals, he has slept with everyone in the workforce. As he and Michelle walked arm-in-arm in his apartment’s lobby decked in beige modernity with their PartyCity bags in tow, she was targeted by the lascivious stares of middle-aged men.

“I can’t wait to be objectified just like you”, he quipped.

“Ha ha! Shut up!”

Shortly after, there they were, in their casual pink cardigan ensembles waiting for the elevator to reach the nineteenth floor. She started wondering as to why an elderly lady in an ecru Chanel tweed jacket intently glared at her from the reflection of the elevator’s round mirror.

Feeling the tension rising,  he greeted, “Good Afternoon, Mrs. Mulroney”.

“Is there a problem?” she let out in an annoyed tone after turning around—facing the snobbish lady head-on.

Oh crap!

“Aaron, as much as I respect everyone’s lifestyle choices, I don’t appreciate you bringing gentlemen into your apartment in the wee hours. The constant banging of your headboard wakes my dog up. I’ve been enduring sleepless nights for the past two weeks”.

“Ding!”

Mrs. Mulroney glared right before exiting the awkward confinement. The friends stood catatonic from the humiliation. As soon as the doors closed…

“Ha ha! And here I am thinking it was about me”.

“That was iconic!” she followed. For some reason, a novel rush coursed through his body from being called out by his reckless romps.

“Am I the town whore?” he replied—causing her to burst into more laughter. Moments later, after an unplanned elevator roundtrip brought upon by wanting to avoid his prissy neighbor, there they were, in his apartment.

The first thing that he did was to move his bed to the other side of the wall. Albeit the desire to clap back, he knew that he was on the wrong side of being a considerate neighbor.

“So, Playboy Bunny, can’t wait!”

“Are you sure I won’t look like some perv that’s trying too hard?”

“Honey, you have a beautiful face. The only thing you have to worry about is where to get the best breastplate and hip pads”.

With utmost hesitation, he started taking off his pink cardigan and blue jeans.

“The girl with the horse dingaling. A novel by Aaron Abrams”, she quipped as he stood in full glory in front of his oval full-length floor mirror.

“Ha ha! Bitch!”

“Straddle for me”, she said as she playfully grazed his behind with the bulge from her white pleated skirt.

“Mmm, mommy”, he moaned with coquettish zest.

“Ouch!” she pulled his stick from behind.

“This is how you get the vaj illusion”. Moments later, his genitals started looking deformed—two balls popping on the sides with a line that looked like it was an opening.

“I can’t do this myself, you have to push them back”.

She took her clothes off and showed him exactly how to tuck his member into looking like something that meowed. After several tries, he finally got it.

“Okay, that’s insane!”

As he pretended to play with his makeshift vaj as if he was a Japanese Adult Video star that was being taken advantage of by some random grandpa in the train, the soft fabric of the black nylon leotards started tickling his hairless legs from her, dressing him up.

“It looks just like a camel toe! This is crazy bestie!”

“You should order a tucking gaff online. You’re too hung for this. I’ll send you the link”.

She continued covering his body with the rest of the feminine fabric, complete with black upper-length gloves.

That’s hot!

“Not sure you’d fit in these but what the hell”.

Every constriction from the shiny black leather thigh-high boots was enough to make him give up—but determined to witness how he looked in full Playboy Bunny attire, he slid harder—curling his toes and worming his size twelve feet into her size ten shoes.

There were many things to be said about him being passable, but nobody could deny how glorious his figure was in the sexy outfit that fitted it like a glove.

“This is getting better and better”, she gleefully remarked. He turned around, revealing the bunny tail from his leotard.

“Toot toot, beep beep!” she playfully uttered as she squeezed the fluffy tail that looked like a mini pompom. As he twirled in front of the mirror and made supermodel poses, she brushed the long blonde wig that they bought from PartyCity.

A few moments later, there he was, looking like Crystal Heffner when she first debuted in the defunct men’s magazine.

“And for the crown”.

Right after seeing himself with the black and white ears along with the coquettish ensemble, he knew that he had the potential to make a beautiful girl.

Suddenly, tears started streaming down his delicate cheeks.

“Awww, why?”. As his best friend began consoling him with a tight hug and subsequent brushes on the back, she started bursting into tears, not knowing as to why the fun activity turned into a melodrama.

“It’s just, I feel so happy. I look like who I wanted to be”. She embraced him tighter, letting him know that she was there to help him every step of the way.

Moments later, they started discussing how she went about her transition. She started talking about how she’d stolen her mother’s birth control pills and the procedures that she has gone through.

Breast augmentation, laser hair removal, facial feminization surgery, Brazilian butt lift, vampire facials, collagen and placenta supplements, estrogen patches, anti-androgen, and more, were all novel to him. But he listened intently and absorbed everything that he could in hopes of achieving even just ten percent of her femininity.

That’s insane…

However, he wasn’t ready to give his virility up. The thought of castration, penile inversion, and the impotence brought upon by hormone replacement medication were too severe for someone like him who was just starting out.

“Anyway, enough of the jargons. If you’re going to start living as a woman, Aaron won’t cut it”.

Hmmm…

“I don’t like complicating things, that’s why I went from Michael to Michelle”.

“You look like a Michelle”.

“What does that mean?”

“I don’t know”. He shrugged and giggled realizing that what he just uttered made zilch sense.

“You shady bitch! You know, you’ve always been a little bitch. How about Regina?”

“How about no?”

“Kristen”.

“Hmmm, it sounds unromantic. I want something sexy but smart. Just like my personality”. She playfully rolled her eyes at his narcissistic utterance.

“I’ve always liked the name Amanda…”. Her face lit up from his revelation. Amanda, it made total sense and it had a nice ring to his surname.

“Amanda…”, she said as she Googled the name’s meaning.

“Amanda, worthy of love or beloved. Oh wow, so beautiful!”

Worthy of love?

“Amanda Abrams. Yasss! I love it bestie!” he exclaimed—almost gushing eternally.

“Welcome to womanhood Miss Amanda Abrams!”


Chapter 4

Aaron, now Amanda, did not only have a change in look. After being asked out by more than ten men in one night alone at the Halloween party that she attended with Michelle, her disposition took a 180degree turn as well.




She spoiled her female self to the hilt, with beauty procedures, salon appointments, vitamins, clothes, accessories, and more. A low-protein and low-calorie diet to emasculate her body was added to her feminizing regime, along with the inclusion of yams which were naturally rich in estrogen.

One of her best investments was dying her hair raven and getting hair extensions. She was skinny and had black bone-straight hair, alabaster skin, and sparkling blue eyes. She looked just like Megan Fox in the movie Jennifer’s Body.

It was a snowy February afternoon in the windy city and she couldn’t stop staring at her beauty from her MAC compact powder in the lobby of Springsteen Relations. It was the biggest advertising firm in Chicago and had the strictest of the strict requirements when hiring people.

“Amanda Abrams?” the female receptionist in a black suit ensemble announced. Being the only one in the room decked in chrome and black marble modernity, she took her time. Mesmerization became a reoccurrence whenever she passed by something that reflected her image.

Brimming with confidence, she painted the dark room with a bright pop of color with her white collared blouse with a red knot, a red jersey pencil skirt that hugged her spurting hips tightly, 4-inches red open-toe pumps that seductively showed her red pedicure, and a red Givenchy Antigona handbag that would take her two years to pay.

Oh wow!

As surprised as she was by how hunky the black male interviewer was—his eyes couldn’t escape the hypnotic shade of her Ruby Woo lipstick.

“P-p-please, sit down”.

He jumped out of his black executive chair, giving her a better view of every girthy muscle from his arms that was begging to escape from his tight white linen shirt.

Mmm, look at those guns...

Luckily, she wore a tucking gaffe, unluckily, her sweet stick started to hurt from trying to escape the confines of the restrictive layers of fabric.

“I’m Mathew, Mathew Johnson”, he greeted with a shaky voice as he towered over her at 6ft. 4in. albeit she was in high heels.

“Amanda Abrams”.

Without batting an eyelash, she intently stared at the oppressive bulge from his black slacks. As he examined her resume, she couldn’t do anything but gulp from the delicious golden tan tint of his skin.

I bet it tastes like honey…

His strong nose, full lips, lush lashes, and bald head made her all the more curious as to what he was packing.

So masculine…

“Your portfolio is good but why do you keep on switching jobs?”

Suddenly, her heart dropped—disturbing her lustful state.

“You know how the economy is Mathew. Lay-offs are common”.

“We don’t really hire someone without at least three years of work in one company”.

At that very moment, she wanted to take her pumps off and plant her heels on his bald head. However, she came up with a better idea. She thought that since working for Springsteen was off the table, she’d do something more purposefully for the time and effort that she has given for the interview.

“But I’ve been working the same position for many years…”. She didn’t know what it was, but her subconscious thoughts commanded her to take her right shoe off, raise her foot, and land it on his bulge under his glass desk.

“Miss…”, tried as he might, her mastery with toe curling felt like she was rubbing his yearning with her fingers.

I know you want it!

“I’m very… experienced”. She gracefully stood up and locked the door as he pulled away from the table. She sat on his lap—circling her hips to the rhythm of his carnal desires.

“This is nuts…”, he moaned—erected with guilt for not adhering to the rules that he should’ve been abiding by, being the head of the Human Resources Department and all. She flipped her hair and offered him a siren-like gaze, causing him to do nothing but succumb and put his hands behind his neck.

“Damn, Miss Abrams, you’re a wild woman!”

“Oh honey, you have no idea”.

With feminine vigor, she unbuckled his belt, determined to let him know that she was indeed, experienced. Shortly after, there they were, his girthy thighs that could choke someone to eternal slumber and black bikini briefs that could barely contain his milk chocolate bar.

Like a tiger that was just released from its cage, she pulled the tiny fabric that created the distance between her mouth and his black pole away from his legs. Her tongue trailed his black-sock-covered ankles then his legs up to his groin.

“Mmm, Miss Abrams…”.

“Call me Amanda”. She opened her eyes right after the tip of her nose hit a solid wall that stood proudly at ten inches.

Big…Black…Cock…

Maybe it was the scent of his shiny black lush carpet of pubic hair or perhaps, the evident veins that popped from his girthy shaft, or maybe it was the pink mushroom head that was leaking with streaks of premature ejaculation, but at that very moment, she could do nothing else but open her mouth wide.

“Mmm!” she let out a guttural groan—shaking her head and relishing a mouthful.

It’s true what they say…

“Oh baby!” he let out in a careful volume, enjoying the very first time that someone has taken all ten inches of him in a single attempt.

She couldn’t get a word out and she was happy to be so. She bobbed up and down, creating squeaking noises from his executive chair, proudly taking him in her wet and warm passage.

Angel…

“I’m gonna!”

“I’m gonna!”

With eyes widened, tears flowing down her cheeks, and saliva dampening his thighs, she intensified her suckling.

“Ahhh!”

Finally, he felt the calm from the storm. His pounding heart started beating at a slower pace as she relished his abundant babygravy like it was a spoonful of honey from a Cedar tree.

“You… are… wild! Whooo!”

She giggled as she swallowed his unborn heirs before taking baby wipes from her bag.

“Here”, she offered. After moments of erasing the smudged lipstick from her sloppy service and him, wiping her saliva off his member, there they were, back to their professional dispositions.

“Well, Miss Abrams, I’m a fair guy and I believe in equality”.

“I also like the fact that you’re a trans woman. It’s probably going to elevate the inclusivity in this company”, he said, knowing full well that he only hired her in hopes of getting regular afternoon delights.

This is it!

“You’re hired!”

“Oh my God! Thank you, thank you! Ugh, you’re the best, Mr. Johnson!”

“Please, call me Mathew. I’m only a year older than you”, he informed with a naughty wink.


Chapter 5

After working for a month in the company, the novelty started wearing off for Amanda. Albeit enjoying her double life as the mysterious newbie in the graphics department, having engaged in non-paid overtime hours with Juan, the janitor, other times, Brad, the security guard, and most of the time, Mathew, with nobody else in her mind but a certain Angel, she started realizing that her work, compared to her colleagues, sucked.




Determined to keep her job as she knew that she only got her position by laying on her back, her designs needed to improve. At exactly 5:05 PM before dusk settled on the city, eight of her colleagues started clocking out.

She couldn’t take her sight away from the budding yellow daffodil in a small pot on her oak desk as her mind did its best to muster every information that it could recall on how to improve her craft.

“Working late?” Riley Roberts, the Art Department’s top graphic designer, two years her junior but had light years of knowledge ahead of her when it came to logos and designs, queried in a friendly manner before brushing his short blonde locks to the back of his head.

A shy smile replaced her pensive visage as she wheeled her chair—providing him more space to pry on her current project.

“I don’t know, I just feel like there’s something not right about this one”.

He smells so damn good…

He took his black-framed glasses from his black t-shirt’s breast pocket to determine why she was making such a big fuss on a croissant line vector. Too busy drowning in the sillage of his Montblanc Explorer perfume, she missed the chance to notice how intently he stared at her alabaster thighs brought upon by the generosity of her red patent leather skirt.

“It’s good but you have to remember, when you’re designing, you need to draw out emotions”.

I know plenty of things I could draw out of your balls.

“If you add flakes around it, it’s not just a croissant. It lets them know that it’s crispy, perfectly baked, buttery…”, but before he could finish reciting all the adjectives that he could come up with to describe the complexities surrounding what constitutes delicious French bread, she pulled his shirt and drew his mouth to hers.

“Delicious?” she said with warm breaths. Tension rose on his 6ft. lanky physique, and so did his member. Like a genie in a bottle, she rubbed aggressively, begging him to release what he was hiding.

Oh!

But before she could maneuver him, he knelt and sunk his face into her skirt.

“I’ve always wanted to suck a trans woman’s clitty”. His emerald eyes brimmed with utmost vulnerability, locked into hers.

“Well, today’s you’re lucky day”. She stood up, turned around, and unzipped the back of her pencil skirt, giving him a view of her untucked blouse and her behind that resembled two scoops of vanilla ice cream that were parted by a thin lace fabric of the crimson shade.

Glacially, she turned around once more, revealing a flat crotch. At that very moment, he thought that she just crushed his utmost fantasies, up until she straddled and untucked her eight inches of sweet yearning.

Seeing the shaft and head that peaked from the thin fabric turned him into a trance. Without thinking things through, he rolled her panties down and started servicing her.

“Mmm, is this your dream?”

“Hmmm, hmmm, hmmm!”

He couldn’t get a word out. He was so consumed by the novel taste of her estrogen-laced candy stick.

“Oh, dear!” she let out as she pulled his hair from the gusto that he exhibited.

“Ah!”

Angel… my Angel…

“Ahh!”

“Riley, it’s—“, but before she could finish her exclamations, her body started rewarding his hard work with her ladycream. Right after his first taste of her yearning, he soiled his blue jeans with his babygravy.

“This is the best. Thank you”, he carefully let out as his mouth was filled with a pool of her abundant white honey. She crouched and leaned closer to plant a sweet kiss on his honey-laced lips.

“You’re quite good for a first-timer”.


Chapter 6

A week later, Amanda learned everything that she needed to know when it came to sellable designs. Thanks to Riley, her new works had an increase of 80% in acceptance rate. Moreover, he gave her over thirty of his designs and more than half of them were selected to be used for the Summer campaign of Coca-Cola.




Taking credit for his work was not an issue. Besides, she fed him well, and with something that he couldn’t get elsewhere. Her only issue was how to celebrate her newfound success using the pending bonuses that she would get two weeks later.

“You have got to tell me where you bought those shoes or I’d have to kill you”, Michelle said as they strolled the streets of downtown Chicago in their Spring chiffon dresses, Amanda in red and her in Blue.

“Oh, this old thing? Jimmy Choo”. Amanda proudly lifted her leg and rolled her feet—torturing her best friend with the view of her bedazzled snake-skin Jimmy Choo wedge shining brightly under the city’s afternoon sunshine in a playfully braggadocious manner.

“You bitch! Once you’re bored with them you know my address”.

“You wish!”

Moments later, there they were, in the kitchen section of Macy’s.

“Finally, I get to buy that stupid espresso machine”.

“I don’t get it. Why would you spend $600 when you have coffee machines in your office. And I’ve known you for many years, you only drink Caramel Macchiato, which is, by the way, hardly coffee.”

Well, she’s not wrong…

“I guess, it was embedded in my head that when I have that thing in my kitchen, I somehow made it. Besides, everyone in MacroInfluence has one”.

“Ugh, I hate fluorescent lighting. Well, you’re not there anymore. You’re Amanda and you work for Springsteen Relations now. How about a new machine for the new you?”

Amanda gushed at the idea and sprinted toward the rows of coffee machines. Disinterested, Michelle went to the shoe section and decided to meet up with her an hour later in the lingerie section.

So many options!

Choosing the coffee machine based on her liking proved harder than she thought. For a long time, she was used to living her life, buying things, and making decisions based on what the people around her thought best.

For some reason, the De’Longhi Specialista espresso machine’s shiny exterior tugged her body.

$899… that’s too…

“Oh, sorry!” a 6ft. 2in. man in a charcoal Paul Frank suit said after accidentally brushing her hands from their synchronized attempts of examining the machine. A cold rush coursed through her body—solidifying every dead follicle in her skin brought upon by successive laser hair removal treatments.

“Oh, no, it’s okay”, she shyly remarked before stepping out of the way. He gave her a kind smile before leaning closer to the machine as she stood catatonic, mesmerized by how sculpted his face was and how neatly his brunette beard was shaven—hypnotized by the sillage of his Creed Aventus perfume.

“Again, I’m so sorry, miss?”

The gentleman offered his hand and at that very moment, she felt like her heart leaped out of her dress. The way his deep brown eyes were elaborately framed by his thick eyebrows that contrasted against his alabaster skin—intently staring at her, were all too much to handle.

“Amanda”, she gingerly replied—enduring the jolts of excitement brought upon by the tactile sensation from his smooth hands.

“Oh sorry, I have to –“, he said after briefly looking at his Apple watch and sprinting out of the aisle. Still feeling the after-effects of his cuteness’ magnitude, she shook her body, almost in a convulsive state.

He is so damn cute!

Moments later, there they were, in line to buy her ornamental $899 coffee maker, and couldn’t stop talking about the hot mystery coffee machine man.

The next morning, as she gazed at the magnificence of her overpriced coffee maker atop her white kitchen counter, pride occupied her visage. Proud that she was starting to make decisions based solely on her choices… and with the help of a cute stranger. At that very moment, she promised herself that she wouldn’t allow anyone else’s opinion to influence her future anymore.


Chapter 7

Two weeks later, as Amanda nervously waited on one of the round tables of Z-Bar, decked in purple and white modernity lit by soft yellow sconces at The Peninsula Chicago, she couldn’t stop pressing the errant split ends of her hair extensions.

Why the fuck did I even agree to this?

Marcus Burchard, the Chief Financial Officer of Coca-Cola, who was greatly impressed with Springsteen’s outputs, wanted to sign the company for a five-year contract worth three million dollars. At the table were 51-year-old Heidi Lombardi, Springsteen’s CFO, Riley Roberts, Head of the Graphics Department… who also knew how to give amazing head, and Amanda, the rookie who was perturbed as to why she was even invited.

“Stop fidgeting”, Heidi said as she rubbed Amanda’s wrist to calm her down.

“Sorry, it’s just, I don’t understand why I have to be a part of this”.

“Marcus really likes your work. It’s only right for him to meet you”.

Amanda saw Riley turn his head toward her in her peripheral vision after Heidi let out the consoling yet misleading information. Consumed with guilt, she gulped and nodded before squeezing the top button of her red linen blouse.

Moments later, there he was, Marcus Burchard, in a black Armani suit. The 5ft. 11in. bachelor in his early sixties aged like fine wine and was also one of the select few who had the face to sport greying hair.

Oh wow!

“Ahh, Heidi”, he greeted before shaking her hand—blinding Amanda with the brilliance of his gold Rolex Oyster Perpetual Date watch.

“We spoke over the phone Mr. Burchard. This is Riley, head of graphics, and Amanda, the one I was talking about”.

He leaned closer and took her hand before planting it with a chivalrous kiss. Brimming with envy and wanting to square up with the older gentleman, Riley calmed himself down by rolling the sleeves of his white linen shirt.

Blushing in shock at the sweet gesture, she started wondering why it was only her who got a kiss on the hand.

Maybe he likes me…

The afternoon went by so fast with the help of Hors d'oeuvres, several Cosmopolitan glasses, compliments on Amanda’s works that Riley owned, Heidi’s desperation to sign the contract, and Riley’s full effort not to punch the smug man who used every opportunity to flirt with Amanda.

“Look at the time. It was really great to meet all of you. Heidi, thank Miss Abrams in advance. If it weren’t for her amazing work, we’d still be outsourcing our stuff”, Marcus informed after peering at his expensive watch.

At that very moment, Riley wanted to grab him by the collar and yell that it was he who made all of the designs. But from fear of Amanda outing his lewd overtime romps with her, he tightened his fists under the table instead.

I’m sorry, Riley…

“By the way, I have to discuss some things with Miss Abrams about her work”.

He likes me! How typical.

“Do you mind?” Heidi looked at her with begging eyes. It was three million dollars on the line and with the year-end bonuses from the contract, she could finally buy the retirement manor that she has been eyeing in Florida.

“Please, just call me Amanda”. She turned to Heidi, relishing the latter’s mouthed Thank You—avoiding Riley’s vicious gaze. Marcus offered his arm as he lasciviously stared at her long legs peaking from the slit of her black pencil skirt and her bedazzled strappy Guiseppe Zanotti heels.

Suddenly, as they glacially exited the restaurant, they were stopped in their tracks.

Oh!

There he was, the mystery man from Macy’s, in a white linen shirt with a navy blue Ralph Lauren Purple Label suit hanging on his forearm.

“Oh, hi! Coffee machine girl?”

“Oh,  he—hello”.

As she tried her best not to express the shiver in her spine, she unintentionally squeezed Marcus’ arm.

“If you’ll excuse us”, Marcus said, with a raised eyebrow before accompanying her to the hotel’s driveway. His hand started wandering to her lower back, grazing every fiber of her body.

Ugh… this old bastard.

Her attraction to Marcus dwindled from his interruption of her second chance meeting with the man. But she also thought that if she refused his seduction, it may entail the company, losing the deal. Many things can be said about Amanda but nobody could deny that when it came to work, she was a team player.

“Those are some sexy shoes. I wonder if the size matches what’s between your legs”, he said with warm breaths—tickling the back of her ears and blessing her olfactory sense with the scent of his DIOR Sauvage perfume.

Oh… he knows…

Moments later, there they were, sitting at the back of his black Rolls Royce limousine.

“Just go around the block until I tell you to stop”. He pressed the button to close the partition. The back of Jose, the driver’s head was still visible when Marcus started painting her neck with aggressive kisses.

Well… this will do for now…

“The moment I saw the photo on your company’s website and it said that you were trans, I knew that I had to have you”.

She giggled from the flattery and rewarded his member with a gentle rub.

“Oomph, I know you like me too”.

“Oh Marcus, don’t flatter yourself that much. I’m just doing this for the company”, she playfully let out before rolling her tongue with his.

“Well, nothing wrong with a hardworking woman”.

As a busy C-suite executive, he had no time to waste. He rolled down her black jersey pencil skirt—revealing the throbbing candy stick restricted by her red nylon panties.

Like a kid in the candy store, he unwrapped her with his teeth and started sucking with gung-ho.

“Ahh!”

“Mmm, mmm”.

Coffee cutie…

As he bobbed his head up and down, she couldn’t stop the mystery man’s visage from entering her consciousness. She started wondering how it’d feel if the warm and wet sensations were coming from his pink lips and he was the one sharing a limousine joy ride with her.

“Play with yourself”.

He lifted her legs and started sniffing her feet like a madman. Her toes, ankles, shoe straps, and legs were drenched with his saliva.

“What a beautiful woman!”

He removed her shoe, as if he was Prince Charming in Cinderella, and started treating her toes like popsicle sticks on a hot summer day.

This feels so good…

Luckily for Marcus, she was ticklish everywhere but her feet. As he realized his fantasy, almost chipping the polish from her red pedicure, she stroked her candy stick with the mystery man’s lips in her mind.

Struggling to maintain the edging, he let out his hairy eight inches of girthy delight and started rubbing her feet aggressively on his pinkish shaft.

As she embraced his girth with her curled toes, she offered her shestaff and left it all to his hands—willingly turning all his raunchiest fantasies into life.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Fuck, Amanda, you little slu—“. But before he could finish calling her out of her name, he started lacing his expensive shirt and her right foot with his daddygravy.

Shortly after, as she thrusted his palm from the confines of the backseat causing his Rolex to create metallic jiggling sounds…

“Marc!”

He leaned close to her crotch, ensuring that not a drop of her ladygravy was wasted.

“Mmm”.

“You like it? Daddy?”

He nodded with eyes closed as he continued drawing out every saccharine drop from her member. As she brushed his hair with her fingers, thoughts of the mystery man kept creeping in again.

“You’re so sweet”, he said with warm breaths.

“I try to keep it that way”.

Moments later, like a true gentleman, he gave him her calling card before dropping her off at her apartment building.

“Give me a call anytime, Sugar”.

He blew a kiss before closing the windows and asking his driver to take him back to his hotel.


Chapter 8

A week later, at exactly 2:02 PM, Mathew interrupted Amanda’s lunch break which she spent by shading a vector that looked like ballet shoes.




“What are you working on?”

“It’s a gift for this author friend of mine, Lilly Lustwood. She’s changing the cover of her book called Prima Ballerina. What’s up?”

“Come to my office”.

Well, I kinda miss his BBC and I haven’t had lunch yet.

She stared playfully at him—rolling her shoulders to feel the boner from his gray slacks.

“That’s for after work. Seriously, I have good news”.

“Miss Abrams, the sexiest graphic designer in the whole world. Our Assistant Operations Manager, Nilda, do you know her?” Her visage beamed as she anticipated.

“She is pregnant and she’s planning to focus on motherhood… and Heidi championed for you to take over”.

What!?

“I don’t know anything about management”.

“That’s why you’ll start as an assistant. Mr. Lopez will teach you everything that you need to know”.

As he grazed her hands with his fingertips in a mild flirtation, her decision of an 80-20 figure culminated.

I can’t do it.

“Double your pay, less work, a brand new private office where I can go in and out of, if you know what I mean”. His face lit up as he lifted her hand and gave it a peck.

Hearing the perks blew her reluctant thoughts out of the floor-to-ceiling window of his office. She inserted her index finger in his yearning mouth.

“I guess that makes me your boss now”.

“Mmm hmm, yes ma’am”.

She glacially stood up and gently kicked his chair, maneuvering his sight and giving him a view of her, unbuttoning her pinstripe blouse and black pencil skirt.

He stood up and locked the door before releasing his masculine body from the confines of his white linen shirt.

After enjoying another illicit rendezvous with Mathew, she decided to meet up with Michelle for drinks at Elliot’s Bar just beside her office after work.

As the lascivious young professionals in their linen shirts and loosened buttons stared at the power duo in the sports bar decked in wood and balls modernity, Michelle couldn’t stop herself from soaking in the attention in her neon pink tube top and micro-mini skirt ensemble. Not in the mood to talk to strangers, Amanda pulled her best friend out of the bar and into one of the tables.

“What’s wrong?”

“I want to talk to you about something serious”.

“Ugh, tell me”, Michelle said in an annoyed tone.

“I got promoted to Assistant Operations Manager”.

“Oh my God! Bitch! What kind of brujeria did you do?”

“Bruhe-what-ya?”

“It’s witchcraft. Anyway, so why don’t you look happy”. Amanda’s faint smile disappeared as she sipped the last drop of her Martini.

“Well, I just feel like, it’s weird. You know, getting promoted when you know that you don’t deserve it”.

Michelle held her hand and intently stared at her.

“Look at me”.

“So what if you got ahead by giving head?” Amanda giggled from her best friend’s Sex and the City reference but listened closely.

“This life has been so unfair to women like us. Especially to you, maybe it’s the universe’s way of making up to you. Besides, you’re just receiving the rewards of your work. It’s not like you’re forcing them to promote you”.

Well, she makes a lot of sense…

“Hi, sorry to disturb you guys. May I just say, you’re very beautiful”, a lanky brunette man with excellent style complimented—clearly letting them know that it was for her best friend in a slutty pink ensemble.

“Can I buy you drinks?” Michelle nodded without consulting her best friend who was still pensive about her promotion. An hour later, the man invited Michelle for a walk. After witnessing the chemistry between the two, she gave him her blessing and stayed in the sports bar.

Michelle gave her a kiss-to-kiss cheek before making their exit.

“Don’t do anything stupid”, she whispered.

“Coming from the office slut? Just kidding, love you bestie”.

Ha ha! Bitch!

At exactly 9:45 PM, too tired to walk, she took a cab.

Oh my God!

As soon as she opened the taxi’s door, the mystery man appeared, on the way to the bar donned in a black suit ensemble. She wanted to sprint towards him but she knew how ghastly she looked after preening in the bathroom mirror.

Hair disheveled, body reeked with the smell of liquor, and pale and dry lips caused by seven Martini glasses—she shook the idea off and closed the door.


Chapter 9

Two weeks later, as Amanda started decorating the shelves of her new office decked in all-white and glass with Sailor Moon action figures, Riley knocked on her door.




“Congrats”.

Fuck!

She has been avoiding him due to the shame of taking credit for his work.

“Isn’t it fun being a pretty girl? Using other’s works, fucking bosses, getting promoted…”, he said as he locked the ivory door.

“Riley… about that”. But before she could come up with an explanation, he pressed her shoulders after unzipping his blue jeans, forcing her to kneel and service him.

She retaliated with feminine vigor but her push was too weak for his aggressive yearning.

“Stop it!”

“What, have you forgotten to say thank you? You ungrateful bitch!”

He slapped her face and pressed her shoulders once again. Not appreciating his unnecessary answer to what she did, she cupped his yearning and squeezed it with gung-ho, making him feel a novel pain like no other.

“Just so you fucking know!”

“Ahh! S-stop—”

“I have a collection of the videos you sent me of you, screaming my name and telling me how much you want me in your ass in my cloud storage. If you don’t want me to jumpstart your OnlyFans career, you’ll stop this foolery right this very moment!”

With not a fight left out of the agony dealt by her hand and what she had in her cloud storage, he fell to the floor and started tearing up.

“Amanda, I—I, don’t know what has gotten into me”.

Riley…

“S-sorry”.

“I guess I’m just jealous… by the promotion, the men, the—“.

“Shh, shh”.

Albeit still in shock, she did care about him.

“You know you can’t be jealous. You have a girlfriend… and the promotion, it’s not even related to design…”.

Hearing her reasonable explanation, albeit he trumped her in a professional sense, made him realize how silly he was.

“I promise, I won’t do it again”.

“It’s okay. Well, since you’re already here”. Her body let out a sigh of relief.

“We need to bless this new office. Will you help me?”

She looked at him with a siren gaze as she rubbed his member.

“Damn, Miss Abrams…”.

They exchanged wet kisses before disheveling her white blazer bossy lady ensemble that she specifically wore for her first day as the new Assistant Operations Manager.

After feeding each other with creams from their makeup sixty-nine, her throat was dying for something less creamy—a good ole’ cup of black coffee.

Casually walking side-by-side in the oppressive pantry area of the building as if nothing happened between the two of them in her new office, Riley couldn’t hide the excitement on his face after seeing five brand new De’Longhi Specialista espresso machines in a row.

“Man! I judged you too early. First day and you already got the company exactly what it needed!”

“No silly. This is not my doing”.

Having the exact same model at home, she helped him operate.

“What flavor do you like?”

“I’ll have what you’re getting”.

“Black”.

“Damn, and you just had white meat”.

“Ha ha! Shh!”

Moments later, there they were, in the conference room decked in black marble walls, brown leather chairs, and lit by blinding white fluorescent ceiling lights that could host fifty employees, waiting for the announcements about the new operations.

“Please welcome our new Assistant Operations Manager, Miss Amanda Abrams”, Mr. Lopez, the 41-year-old Operations Manager of Springsteen Relations who could pass as a telenovela lead actor with his buff 6ft. body, golden tan, and Latino charm, announced in his black suit attire.

Whew! You got this, you got this, you got this!

He fixed his maroon tie in anticipation and gave her an extra tight hug.

“Can’t wait to taste you”, he whispered lasciviously before giving her the floor.

Oh wow…

“Ahh… wow. I—“. With an unstoppable stutter, she pressed her hands together and took a deep breath.

“Nilda, I wish you all the best. I can’t imagine how I could fill your shoes”.

“The bitch is a size 12”, a blonde female colleague in the audience told her Asian friend—causing the latter to giggle at her transphobic joke.

“But I’m gonna do my best to help Mr. Lopez”, Amanda followed.

“Help unclog his pipes. Cheap slut”, the Asian friend said as the room drowned in the sound of applause and howls of men. Mr. Lopez returned to the podium while fighting his boner from hearing Amanda’s promise of aid.

“Thank you, Ms. Abrams”.

Suddenly…

“Oh, Mr. Princeton’s here!”, he announced.

Oh my God!

There he was, the mystery man, walking in the middle aisle between the audience chairs in his navy blue Armani suit ensemble—causing the female employees’ jaws to drop and male employees to stand in protective poses from the harrowing threat of his looks bogarting the company’s female attention.

“He’s our new CEO ladies and gentlemen. Don’t worry about the tardiness, he’s a busy man”, he quipped.

“But seriously, thanks for the new coffee machines!” he added, causing the audience to cheer.

Oh… that’s why.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please give a round of applause for Springsteen Relations’ new CEO, Mr. Angelo Princeton”.

What the hell!? Angel!?

Her mind started playing a montage as she was seated in the front row beside Nilda. Memories of Angelo, her crush from grade school and up to that day turned out to be her mystery man. Every time that she had sex with somebody, she couldn’t help but remember the heroic look on his face after protecting her from being beaten up by jocks for being effeminate during senior high.

“Thanks, Mr. Lopez. Well, I hope you guys enjoyed your morning coffee. Sorry about being late. My flight was delayed from L.A.”.

Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!

With his every utterance, she felt as if bunnies were jumping inside her stomach, hopping their way from her intestines to her heart.

“Oh!” he let out in surprise after seeing her in the audience.

Play it cool…

She raised her head and smiled, thinking that she did it elegantly but the reality was that her eyebrows almost reached her scalp from utmost excitement.

With a scarlet face from the embarrassment of being late and seeing her again, he commenced his introduction.


Chapter 10

After the announcements, Mr. Lopez led Angelo to his new office along with Amanda. He was obsessed with talking, not giving the two a single chance of expressing their thoughts.




“So, this is your office. Amanda, please show him around. I have a meeting in five”, he said before exiting the CEO’s office decked in Narra wood and black leather that could fit ten more working spaces.

“Uhm, does he talk a lot?” With a scarlet face, she nodded.

“From what I know, he does. Sorry, this is also my first day in this position”.

I think he should know…

As she examined the custom-made gray Venetian blinds that could cover a 180-degree floor-to-ceiling view, he gingerly walked toward her.

“So, should I call you Miss or Mrs?”.

Oh, damn!

“Mi-Miss… Miss Abrams, Amanda Abrams! Just, Amanda!”

Hearing her surname pulled his eyes out of their sockets. He realized that after having an extended closer look at her face by Chicago’s afternoon sunshine, she eerily resembled his former schoolmate Aaron.

“I had this classmate, A… A…”.

“Aaron”, she said to end the torture of fighting premature memory gap.

“Right! Wait!? How do you know? You do look like him. Are you his sister?”

Oh God… here goes nothing.

“No… it’s me, I transitioned”.

He sauntered closer—in disbelief. After profuse head-to-toe looks, he still couldn’t believe that she was his schoolmate.

“Seriously!?”

She nodded and looked away. Without thinking things through, he gave her a warm embrace.

Oh!

Her knees started feeling like they were made out of gelatin. His warmth wasn’t the kind that felt like it needed resolve. She felt nurtured, secured, and didn’t want it to end.

“Look at you! Wow, you’re beautiful!”

“Oh stop. Look at you, you’re still as handsome as before”.

“Wow, this is great. Can’t believe I’ll be working closely with a fellow Kingsporter”.

She couldn’t do anything but gaze at his face as she was warped back into the disposition of her former closeted self. At the back of her mind, she felt that he wouldn’t give her the time of day. After all, he was the prom king, and his reign extended to where she worked as the company’s youngest CEO.

“Let’s have lunch”.

“Oh, sure, we have three cafeterias”.

“No, I want to take you somewhere proper”, he said with a wink.

Oh my God, oh my fuckin’ God!

At that very moment, she didn’t know which area to pinch in her body to determine if everything that was happening wasn’t just a figment of her imagination.

A few moments later, there they were, in Arturo’s, a Spanish Michelin-Starred restaurant that was three streets away from their office. Sitting across each in the al-fresco area decked in oppressive pastel grey ceramic pots with fresh red tulips, reminding everyone in the city how glorious Spring was in Chicago, she couldn’t look him in the eyes.

“You know, I haven’t been completely nice to you back in Kingsport, so for that, I’m sorry”.

Although he did save her once from bullies, he did bully her several times by constant catcalling, making her do effeminate gestures to cause a laugh, and squeezing her humps playfully from time to time.

“You weren’t that bad. I mean, you didn’t hurt me, at least, physically…”.

“Oh no, I’d never do that. My mom taught me not to hurt girls and at that time, I didn’t see you as a boy”.

Angelo…

“Well, thank you very much”.

As they reminisced the memories with tapas and ensaladas…

“You have a…”

Oh…

With gentle hands, he wiped the salad dressing from the side of her mouth—turning her visage as pink as a French macaron.

“So, are you still with Meredith?”

Surprised by the query, he forcefully swallowed his big chunk of red meat.

“No, we broke up a long time ago”.

“Are you still in touch with your best friend? I forgot his name”.

“Michael, well, she’s Michelle now”.

Unintentionally, his eyebrows rose as his eyes widened from the double transition information.

“Wow, that’s really cool”.

“That salad looks sad, why don’t you try some of this meat?”

Oh, Angelo, you have no idea…

With a beaming face, she nodded and opened her mouth. As she relished the salty and savory flavor of his tapa, he couldn’t stop staring at her juicy pink lips.

“It’s very delicious”.

He gave her a proud smile before taking another bite. As they waited for the bill, she started taking the credit card out of her red Prada wallet.

Blessed with another touch from his hands in an effort to stop her plan of paying for the meal, she felt her heart jump out of her white blazer.

“Amanda, I’m the man. Let me pay”.

At that very moment, she felt like she was Princess Jasmine from Aladdin, riding the magic carpet with a generous and chivalrous gentleman who took her to places that she has never been to and evoked emotions that she has never felt before.

You’re the man…

As she strolled elatedly side-by-side with the man of her dreams, she briefly wished that the sidewalk was endless. To her, nothing felt as good as being with someone she liked and who was not ashamed to be with her in public. Suddenly…

“Oh, crap!” she let out.

Profuse droplets started pouring out of nowhere. He grabbed her wrist and led her under a bookstore’s gray awning. He took his suit off and lifted his arms to cover them from the rain. Looking down and inhaling his sillage that proved more appealing for her than any Spring flower was the only thing that she could do.

As she stared at his tan Italian leather shoes covered by rain bubbles, she saw him take something out of his pocket. There it was, a red tulip that he picked from one of the restaurant’s pots.

“I got this for you”.

This is not real…

“Thank you”, she said, still in disbelief at what was happening. As she tried taking the flower from him, he started interlacing his fingers with hers before ducking and kissing her in the rain.

The chill started dissipating as the temperature of her body rose. Her doubts were quickly overshadowed by the tactile sensations brought upon by his sweet surprise.

This is real…

“Sorry”, he nervously said after pulling away.

He was unsure as to why he did what he did. He has never fantasized about being with a trans woman before and he couldn’t explain the tension his body felt every time she was around.

Without thinking things through, he drew her closer to him once more to commence their canoodling. Succumbing to his body’s yearning, he let the April rain wash all of his stern heterosexual beliefs away.

After a week of having lunches together and expressing their mutual likeness, they were officially dating. However, they both decided to keep what they had discreetly, not because she was a transgender woman, but because he was her boss and it was unethical.

As she waited for him to finish examining her weekly report, he couldn’t stop his peripheral vision from peaking at her black leather pencil skirt across his oppressive oak desk. He thought, fuck work ethics.

He stood up and carried her before gently placing her atop his oak desk. As the Venetian blinds shut down from his Alexa command, he started painting her neck with passionate kisses.

“Angelo…”, she said with a lascivious moan as she unbuttoned her black silk blouse. His blue linen shirt needed to go, he felt, revealing his masculine physique that looked like it was crafted in a photo editing software.

Keeping his back warm with her legs dressed in black nylon stockings and 5-inch black crocodile stilettos, he removed his belt—disturbing the room’s silence with a metallic jiggle.

“I can’t take it anymore!” he briefly said before releasing the tiny breast growth from her black nylon bra brought upon by her hormone replacement medication.

Like a rabid dog, he cupped them together and suckled on her pink pointers. She clawed his back from the mindblowing sensation brought upon by her extra sensate nipples and his extra expression of his yearning.

As he devoured her, his hands felt like they had a life of their own, aggressively rolling her skirt away from her legs. His right hand trailed her stockings, thighs, and…

“No!”

He took both of her hands and locked them in the air before burrowing his face between her thighs.

Oh my God!

“I haven’t gotten the operation done yet…”. He lifted his head and looked her in the eyes.

“It’s okay”.

He rolled her black nylon panties down, revealing her beating eight-incher. After a single flick on her lady head from his tongue, she knew that he was the only man for her.

“Ange—“. She couldn’t finish calling out his name. His fervor was profound and didn’t leave room for exaltations. Tight suckling, covered teeth, and deep takings were all part of the services he offered.

“You taste so sweet, mmm”.

Her toes curled from the delight—causing her shoes to fall on the floor and almost tearing her stockings. She thrusted up and down to the rhythm of his majestic mouth. Dying to taste him, she pulled away and hopped out of the desk.

She gave him a wet kiss before trailing her tongue from his masculine chest with errant brown hairs down to his lush carpet of brunette pubic hair.

Oh wow!

To her, he wasn’t only her high school crush, he was the perfect man in the world. He had stunning Iberian features, was tall, fit, and packed a nine-inch girthy and pink member—solid enough to double up as a coat hanger.

Without further ado, she spread her legs from her kneeling position and paced herself to let him know how much she loved him.

“Amanda!” he let out from her sloppy and intense consumption.

“You’re so damn good”

“Mmm, mmm, mmm!”

She continued groaning as she bobbed back and forth—ignoring her gag reflex and the streams that turned her powder blush into a cream.

Not minding the caveats, he cleared the table with one swipe—causing his MacBook Pro and files to fall on the gray carpet from the torturous longing. He turned her over and delivered a wet and warm swipe on her shaven walls of pleasure, relishing her hole like he broke a fast.

“Mmm, Angelo…”.

Hearing her call her name in utmost lasciviousness was his cue to climb the table. Like a loyal dog, she bent over, providing him an easier aim. With eyes like they had crosshairs, he spat on his pinkish pole and started to gently invade her like he was reenacting the events of the Spanish colonial era.

As soon as she felt half of his yearning, she squeezed her face with bated breath from his surprising solidity.

It’s so hard!

It was their first love-making and she was determined not to make it their last. Drawing every power she had from her delicate body, she pushed her hips against him with muscle clenches, enough to let him know that there was no other woman in the world that could make him feel that good.

After enduring the reverse taking of the Excalibur, he instantly knew that she was indeed, the best woman for him. Without hesitations, he started thrusting his hips in a gentle manner.

I love you…

As her prostate signaled to her that he was the one, she wanted to declare her love for him. But not wanting to scare him as it was too soon, she instead said…

“I love it!”

She rolled her head and offered him come-hither looks, turning his already rabid state into a trance. The cushion that her hips offered was tested by his intense grips. She circled them as he increased the tempo of his body’s beat, turning each pump harder and faster than the last one.

“Amanda!”

“Angelo!” she heard the angels singing an orgasmic chorus.

“Ahh, I’m close!” he informed as he relished her sweet embrace.

I love you…

“Ah!” he let out, ignoring if his office was indeed soundproof.

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!” he screamed for the last time as the clips of her hair extensions almost gave up from his aggressive pull. As he shook his body in a deliciously delirious state, she absorbed every last drop of his CEO cream by clenching every muscle from her satiated orifice.

Ahhh!!!

He leaned closer and rewarded her sweet submission with a passionate kiss as she released a puddle of her ladycream on his desk.


Chapter 11

Two months later, Amanda and Angelo were officially a couple. Mr. Lopez has been trying to get into her pencil skirt but she was stern in keeping her legs closed to other men.




“Can I come in?”

Dammit, here’s this creep again.

“Yes sir?” she asked—clutching her pearls in nervousness as he lustfully gazed at her in a red silk blouse and black pencil skirt while she checked how she could alleviate the heat yet save the company money from the rising electricity costs brought by the Chicagoan summer.

Carefully, he closed the door. She was no fool, she knew that he wasn’t there to talk about business. Contrary to what she thought…

“I want you to take over my position after I take Morton’s. He’s going to retire and I’m the only company’s choice to replace him as the Director of Operations”.

He took his black jacket off and sauntered to her back. Instead of feeling relaxed from his shoulder rub, she wanted to shower his eyes with pepper spray.

“If you let me fuck you, I’ll give you my position”.

Oh…

Her love for Angelo was unwavering, but she also knew that Mr. Lopez made more than twice her salary… plus bonuses. The promotion would also at the very least, make her feel like she’s somehow on her boyfriend’s level. Besides, before dating Angelo, she had been lusting after Mr. Lopez. He only wanted to do her once and seizing the opportunity was the smartest thing to do.

I’m sorry, Angelo…

Moments later, there she was—staring blankly at her office door and taking in Mr. Lopez’s fat seven-incher.

“These stupid higher-ups—“, he let out as he mindlessly pounced her in his unbuttoned white linen shirt in a doggy position behind her desk. He rolled her pencil skirt higher—giving him a better view of her curvy hips as he enjoyed her tight hugs.

“Promoting these stupid nepo babies to CEO—"

“—ahh, fuckin’ idiots!”

“Mmm, you’re a real slut aren’t ya? Doing everything for a promotion… ahhh, yeah, you’re so tight”.

I’m sorry…

“Ahh, you’re gonna feel this wad soon!”

“Mmm, yeah!”

“Hijo de puta, maricon!”

“Mmm, ahhh, ahhh!”

Get it over with already, dammit!

As she squeezed her hole muscles to swiftly draw his yearning out of her…

“Baby!” Angelo yelled in excitement but shortly after witnessing the infidelity, her office’s carpet happily feasted on his surprise box of Cannoli.

“Hey, close the door!” Mr. Lopez yelled.

“Angelo!” she tried to unhinge but he was too strong. Angelo ran away from the horror of his girlfriend taking his colleague’s manhood.

“Get off me!”

“Shut up puta! I’m close!”

He pulled her hair aggressively and impaled her for the last time before filling her hole like a cream pie.

“Ahh!” he let out before slapping her butt cheeks as she drenched her work desk with her tears. As Mr. Lopez dressed up, she ran to find Angelo, ignoring how high her black pumps were.

You dumb bitch, what have you done!

After a week of unanswered phone calls, novellas of apology in his voicemail, there she was, in Springsteen Relations’ conference room once more for the announcement of Mr. Lopez’s assumption as the Director of Operations and Amanda’s new position as the Operations Manager of their Chicago office.

Angelo temporarily worked in another office to avoid her at all costs. The pain that she brought upon him was something that he never imagined he’d go through.

She had no more tears left to cry but hours later after meeting up with Michelle at Elliot’s Bar and after five glasses, the Vodkatini seemed to have miraculously lubricated her eyes.

“Girl, just let it out… let it all out…”.

The men who looked lasciviously at them stopped staring after witnessing Amanda’s breakdown—crumpling Michelle’s white linen blouse and first attempt at looking decent in a room filled with white-collared workers.

“Why did I do that? Why, why, why!?” she softly yelled as she squeezed the hem of the folded fabric of her tucked-in ecru silk blouse.

“Girl, I would’ve done the same, I mean, the promotion and all”.

Still…

“For some reason, every time I got ahead because of my beauty, I felt empowered, like some sort of validation that I’m a woman. But fuck, to hurt Angelo for a promotion!”

Michelle pulled away and gently fixed her best friend’s clamped hair which started looking like a bird’s nest.

“Well, Amanda, that’s where you got it all wrong. Womanhood is not about using your beauty and getting validation from others. It’s something personal. The only validation you’ll ever need is from yourself”.

Amanda’s tear ducts started operating once more after realizing her mistake.

“Not from Riley, Mr. Lopez, and not even from Angelo”.

“I love you, bestie”.

“I love you too, now start using your beauty for greater causes”. Michelle drew her best friend to her shoulder and started consoling her again, encouraging her to release every drop of remorse and realization.

The day after, Amanda handed her resignation letter to Mathew.

“Why!? You just got promoted!”

“You can’t walk away from this company. It’s gonna be boring without your sexy ass”.

She giggled at his quipping before looking him intently in the eyes.

“Seriously... you know how I got in here. I’m thankful for the opportunity but each time I took those promotions, a fragment of my soul gets demoted”.

“Man… that’s deep”.

Welling from the brave ownership of her mistakes, he held her hands and halted his intermittent stares on her thighs.

“If it’s any consolation, I’m sorry…”.

It’s all my fault.

“It’s fine, you don’t owe me an apology. I used your weakness”.

“Don’t worry about me, I’ll get back to the same position, or even more, and by that time, I’ll be proud to keep it”.


Epilogue

More than a year later, after going back to her hometown in Evanston, her relationship with her father was the best that it has ever been. When he met her real version for the very first time, he had no words—instead, he just hugged her and let her feel that he accepted and loved her for who she was.




Ready to get back into the corporate world, she braved the city’s windy morning Spring for her first job interview of the day…

“Geez, what is with this wind!” she let out—struggling to stop her pastel pink chiffon dress from blowing away and giving the public a morning flash of her neon pink panties.

Fuck!

The contents of her red Givenchy Antigona fell to the ground. As she scoured through her stuff on the sidewalk—all frantic and annoyed…

“I got it”, a familiar voice filled her ears. There he was… Angelo, in a blue linen shirt, helping her pick the pieces.

Tears streamed down her cheeks as she watched him with a heart beating a mile a minute. After placing her lipstick, the last piece that was missing from her bag, she stood up and drew her to him—kissing her like nothing ever happened on that April morning in the windy city.

The End <3
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I hope that you enjoyed The Office Gurl as much as I enjoyed writing it.

Please check out my first bundle of three full crossdressing and sissification novellas.

Romantic Sissies Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s Sissification Story and Crossdressing Fiction Selections Books One to Six Collection.

First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Romantic Sissification Ride!

Read Romantic Sissies Vol. 1


Other Titles
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Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.




Story 1 – The Wrong Room Number

Story 2 – Sissy Got Blacked

Story 3 – Karen Meets The Manager

Story 4 – Bitcoin Begging

Story 5 – Sissy Stuffing




Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies Vol. 1
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My Cherry No More is a coming-of-age and intimate telling of Lilly Lustwood’s first transgender romance.

Read My Cherry No More
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Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One encapsulates Sissyrella, Sissy White and The Seven Dwarfs, and The Sissy Mermaid.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Vol. 1
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In an underground T-Girl Brothel lies the dreams of transgender women, only to find out that they were all disillusions. Will her newfound beauty and bravery emancipate her sisters from the harrowing confinement?

Read Beauty In A Brothel
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Wearing pearls, dress suits, and looking the part came easy… but dealing with the scandal of the century with the President was a whole ‘nother story.

Read The First Lady

Read The First Lady
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Danny, a high school senior student lives a square life. His life started to get more exciting when the Morningwoods moved to Alburtis where he lives.

That pivotal moment was the beginning of how exciting it was to elevate his sensitivity to women’s feelings into a lifestyle that he never imagined he’d experience as…

…Mrs. Morningwood’s Muse.

Read Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood
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Stanley Wetthole AKA Stacey, will stop at nothing to achieve her dreams of transitioning to a transgender bombshell and living the lap of luxury.

She isn't like any other femboy. She is cunning, manipulative, and knows how to play her cards right.

Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey.

Read Stacey The School Sissy


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Office Gurl – A Feminization Fiction and Transgender Romance.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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