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Chapter One




I understood women. I understood them plenty. But Natalie, our new marketing director, thought some of us needed an introductory course.

“You don’t know how to market to women,” she’d said. “We’re losing a very large customer base.”

She made a laughingstock of our boardroom. She passed out gift bags filled with girly things. Razors. Lingerie. Shaving cream that smelled like lavender. Hair dye. Didn’t she know men dyed their hair? That men used razors, too?

If women wanted so much equality, then why wouldn’t the same ad work on both genders? Something smelled fishy to me, but if I didn’t do what Natalie said, my job would be on the line. So I kept my snickering behind closed doors. I had no intention of ever digging through that gift bag, but I’d had no intention of knocking it over and watching the contents spill out of it either.

I couldn’t put Natalie down completely. She was smart and sharp as hell. I knew why she was director, but I still held a little resentment that it wasn’t me. I’d been at the company longer. I was best friends with our boss. But our client list had declined as the years went on, and more and more companies were going to newer, younger advertising agencies with cleaner offices and brighter ideas and employees who acted like they were born knowing how to sell lipstick to a woman in Brooklyn.

I was only twenty-eight, but apparently that was approaching the old side of our business. So I put up with Natalie’s sassy, feminist attitude. I had nothing against feminism, but I could do without the constant glares from her just because I was a man. Like I said, she was sharp. So she unfortunately caught me staring at her perky breasts once or twice. But I couldn’t help it when her blouse was so low-cut. I tried to divert my gaze as much as possible, but it always floated back to her tailored clothes and slender but curvy figure, the neat line of her waist, the clean click of her heels when she crossed the room like she owned the air in it.

Natalie was gorgeous, but she was my boss, and the only way I’d get on her good side was to be a woman anyway. I never, ever teased the idea of getting into bed with her. But that didn’t mean I didn’t picture it while I stroked my cock under my desk at work. And one careless afternoon, while I was stroking under my desk and picturing her bent over it, I knocked the stupid gift bag onto the floor.

I cursed under my breath and shoved my hard cock back into my pants, which was not an easy thing to do. The zipper dragged against me, the pressure almost painful, and I had to stop for a second and breathe through my teeth. I glanced at the door to make sure it was actually locked, then walked around the thick chestnut block of my desk to pick up the girly items.

When my fingers touched the pink frilly panties for the first time, my heart fluttered.

I’d touched my share of panties before—I was a man in New York City. I fucked a new girl every night. But there was something about these panties—unaccompanied by a naked woman—that caught my attention. They looked ridiculous lying there on the carpet, small and soft and absurdly pretty, like they had no business being in my office at all.

I gripped the fabric in my hands and massaged it between my fingertips. My skin felt chilled, and a tingle crept up and down my spine. I closed my eyes and sighed. They were divine, soft and delicate, with the faintest clean scent clinging to them, cotton and perfume and something powdery I couldn’t name. I tried to think of a clever ad, a line that would win over the board. But I was blocked. The cock throbbing in my pants stole all of the blood from my brain.

Then I had an idea. A terrifying—I’d-never-admit-it type—idea.

I returned to my seat with the panties in my hand and whipped my cock back out. The relief was immediate and humiliating. I wrapped the panties around my shaft and stroked through the fabric.

But a new image came to my mind. It was no longer Natalie bent over my desk, receiving me from behind. Instead, it was me. I wore the panties pulled to the side while I was receiving from behind.

My eyes flashed open, and I dropped the panties.

What the hell is going on? I wondered.

But my cock ached to come, and the new image drove me wild. I knew I shouldn’t think a thing like that, but my body craved it. It flushed with heat, and the more shame I felt for it, the more turned on I became. It’s just a fantasy, I told myself. A stupid little fantasy. My pulse hammered in my ears anyway, too loud for the quiet office, too loud for the locked door and the muffled hum of the city beyond the window.

I picked the panties up from the floor, careful not to bang my head on the desk as I sat back up. I wrapped them around my cock again and stroked. My eyes closed, and I embraced whatever image came.

It repeated in a flash. Me, bent over my desk, getting fucked from behind by a strange blur of a figure with a large cock. I moaned softly as I stroked, and I felt my body hunch over my desk, like the fantasy had found a hook somewhere inside me and pulled. The fabric slid against my skin, soft and obscene, catching on the head of my cock with every tight pass of my fist.

My free hand gripped the edge of the long table until I felt my come spill from the tip of my cock. It dripped over the panties, warm and shocking, and I shook in my seat. The harder I tried to keep quiet, the more violent my orgasm felt. My thighs trembled under the desk. My stomach clenched. I bit the knuckles on my free hand to keep from screaming.

When I finished, I fell back into my seat, dropping the panties to the side of me. My cock lay out in the open, spent and twitching. The office seemed too bright all at once. Too polished. Too expensive. I could hear my own breath and the faint buzz of the fluorescent lights, and shame settled over me slowly, not like guilt exactly, but like a warm hand pressing me back into my chair.

When the knock came at my door, my eyes shot open in horror, and I quickly hid all the evidence I could. I shoved the panties back in the gift bag and my cock back into my pants. My hands felt clumsy. My belt buckle clicked too loud. I opened the door, feeling a few drops of sweat teeter on the edge of my brow.

“Hello, Julien,” said Natalie. “I was hoping I could speak with you a minute.”

It couldn’t have been a worse time to face my superior.

“No problem,” I said through labored breaths. “What do you need?”


Chapter Two




Natalie took a seat on the short designer couch I kept across the room from my desk. She dropped herself comfortably into the leather seat, as if she owned it. As if she lived here. I walked to my desk and pressed my ass to the edge of it, gripping the sides in my hands and digging my nails into the wood.

Her presence made me very uncomfortable, considering what I’d been doing moments before.

“What can I help you with?” I asked.

Her dark eyes shifted across the room with the curiosity of a wildcat. Her dirty-blond hair was pulled half back, half down, with a few loose strands framing her strong jaw. She tilted her head, amused at something, and stifled a smile.

“I know we haven’t gotten along too well,” she said. “I know I took the job you wanted.”

I shrugged. “I’ll get by. You were better for it anyway.”

I wasn’t lying, even if I was bitter about not getting the job.

“No need to kiss my ass,” she said with a half smile that suggested more than she wanted me to know.

She was toying with me—or flirting—if that was even allowed in her bosslike programming. I would’ve argued with her, but it wouldn’t have made a difference. She had that look women got when they already knew where the conversation was going and were just waiting for you to stumble into it.

“I know we’re at odds. But I’m asking you to work with me. I know this project I’ve assigned won’t be easy. I know you’re touchy around girls’ things.”

“I’m not touchy,” I said, standing up from the desk and gripping my hips in my hands, as if that would convince her of anything. “I’m just a man. Sorry if I don’t get your frilly little things or why a razor needs a special advertisement to women.”

Natalie stood and closed the distance between us. Her black heels clicked against my office floor, sharp and steady. She didn’t stop walking until she was inches from me. She was so close her breath rolled over my nose and split against it, drifting onto both cheeks. Her perfume reached me then, clean and expensive, something floral under something cold. Her eyes were dark and calculated. Her head tilted down slowly, and she peeked into the gift bag sitting just on the edge of the desk behind me.

Her hand reached forward and pulled out the panties lying on top.

I clenched my jaw, cursing myself again for not being more careful. I hadn’t pushed them down far enough, and now she’d seen. She’d seen my dirty come stain on the new corporate learning tool.

She twirled the fabric in her long, slender fingers and lifted it from the bag. She cocked her brow and held the dirty panties up to my nose.

“You’ve already started your assignment, I see.”

“Natalie, I can explain⁠—”

“Don’t bother,” she said, tossing them back into the bag. “I can see you’re not mature enough to take this assignment seriously.”

My pride was bruised, and my cheeks burned with heat. I wanted to fight her and defend myself, but I didn’t want to lose my job either. I hadn’t kissed her ass before, but I was now.

“I’m sorry,” I lied. “It won’t happen again.”

She smiled cruelly at my apology. She smiled knowingly.

“Tell me,” she said with twinkling eyes. “What about these panties made you come so quickly?”

My mouth felt dry, and I swallowed a hard lump. The room seemed too quiet around us. Too sealed off. I could hear the low hum of the air-conditioning and the quick, traitorous beat of my own pulse.

“Picturing them hugging a firm young ass,” I lied again.

Her eyes studied me. They watched me swallow. They swept across my face and made note of the sweat now dripping from my brow like a waterfall.

“Mmhmm,” she said. “Are you sure you weren’t wearing them when you came?”

“Absolutely not,” I said truthfully.

“That’s a shame,” she teased. “You’d look pretty in them.”

My heart raced at her words, even though I knew they should disgust me. The thought hit somewhere low and private before I could shove it away. My cock gave a hard, stupid twitch inside my pants, and I hated myself for it.

“It’d be nice if you considered wearing them, anyway. Maybe it would give you some perspective on how to advertise them.”

“Maybe,” I said through a clenched jaw.

“I hope you come up with something good next week,” she added. “That’s all I came in here intending to say.”

With that, she turned from me and left my office, slamming the door behind her.

She hadn’t seen, but my cock had stiffened again in my pants. I had the urge to stroke it a second time, to sit right back down at my desk and pull myself out like some pathetic animal who couldn’t learn his lesson. My skin still held the heat of her closeness. The scent of her perfume lingered in the air, mixed with leather, paper, and the faint stale smell of my own panic.

But I didn’t want to take the risk. Not again. Instead, I decided to call it an early day.

I packed my things and took one look at the gift bag on my desk. I wanted to shove it in a drawer and forget all about it. I wanted to pretend none of it had happened, that Natalie hadn’t held those panties up to my face, that my body hadn’t answered her like it belonged to her. I huffed and grabbed the bag quickly, stuffing it into my satchel on the way out.

My cheeks burned when I ran into Natalie in the elevator, but she didn’t say a word.

That was worse, somehow.

She stood beside me with her hands folded neatly in front of her, her eyes on the elevator doors, her expression smooth and professional. I stared at the glowing floor numbers like they held the answer to my survival. The bag in my satchel felt enormous. Heavy. Obvious. I was sure she could hear the thin paper crinkling every time I shifted my weight. I was sure she could smell what was inside it.

When the elevator finally opened, I stepped out too fast and kept walking.

Once I was back in the safety of my high-rise apartment, I poured myself a drink and brought the come-stained panties back into view.


Chapter Three




I leaned my back against my long gray sofa and rested the panties on my bare chest. I’d undone the buttons of my shirt and tilted my head back to swallow my wine. I could still smell my come on them, sharp and musky under the faint clean sweetness of the fabric, and I smiled. Then I started to laugh.

Everything felt so ridiculous.

What had I even been afraid of? That Natalie would be able to look inside my mind and see what I saw when I came earlier that day? That she’d somehow know the exact shape of the fantasy, the way it had grabbed me by the throat and dragged me somewhere I didn’t want to admit I could go?

That was impossible, despite how hard she tried.

Now the girly gift bag was safe in my apartment, and I was alone. Her words lit a flame in my belly.

Are you sure you weren’t wearing them when you came?

I felt the knots tighten, and I swallowed another sip of red wine. It went down warm and bitter, leaving a dry heat at the back of my throat. I set the glass down on my coffee table and caught the panties as they slipped from my chest.

I stood and unfastened my slacks, letting them drop to my ankles with my briefs. My cock hung half-hard between my legs. It was a modest size, not small but definitely not large. I’d had no trouble landing women despite it.

“Because I know what women want,” I said aloud with a scoff.

But then I took myself by surprise.

I stretched the panties out and stepped inside them. I slowly slid them up my calves and thighs until they hugged my hard cock and swollen balls. I tilted my head back and groaned at the softness resting where it shouldn’t. The lace brushed my skin with a light, almost teasing pressure, and the elastic settled around my hips like it belonged there. Like it knew something I didn’t.

An image flashed in my mind of me on my knees, serving Natalie’s every desire.

I shook my head.

Of all the twisted things I could think, I didn’t want Natalie to be a part of them. I didn’t want to see her that way at work. How could I keep my focus? How could I sit across from her in meetings, nodding like a professional, while remembering the way my mind had dressed me up and put me beneath her?

But my cock throbbed at the thought. It twitched at even the slightest hint of the thought.

Before I knew it, I was stroking myself to the idea of me in a frilly set of lingerie while Natalie held my face to her wet pussy. The thought embarrassed me so much it made my skin burn, but I didn’t stop. I pressed my thighs together, feeling the panties stretch tight around me, feeling the damp warmth of my body trapped in something delicate and feminine.

Make me come, whispered the imaginary Natalie.

I split my fingers around my mouth and licked between them while I massaged my cock. I hated how natural the gesture felt. I hated how fast it ruined me. I hunched over, my abs clenching in pain, as I came a second time against the soft, frilly panties. The orgasm ripped through me harder than I expected, hot and messy, my breath catching in my chest as my hips jerked into my fist.

I fell backward onto the couch behind me, hardly noticing how hard my head slammed into the rigid, modern back. I caught my breath, staring up at the ceiling, wondering when the last time I’d gotten laid was. I’d had no trouble landing girls in New York, but work had kept me preoccupied the last few months. Natalie had me working my ass off. And now, even though she didn’t know it, she had me wearing a pair of panties and stroking my cock.

It felt so wrong. So unbelievably wrong.

But it was the most exhilarating moment of my entire life.

Even if I didn’t want to admit it, I had Natalie to thank for it.

I looked at the gift bag sitting on the other end of my sofa. The paper sides had crumpled a little from being shoved into my satchel, and one of the handles leaned open, inviting me in like a dare. I leaned forward and tipped it over, dumping its contents all over the gray upholstery. My heart beat fast in my chest as I ran my hands over the girly items—the forbidden items. The things I shouldn’t want to try on as a man.

But I did want to.

And this time, no one was around to catch me.

I picked up a bra that didn’t quite match the panties. I held it to my chest and felt a smile spread across my face. I slid my arms through the straps and fastened it behind me, fumbling a little with the hooks before they caught. I admired the cups as they pushed away from my chest. They looked strange there, empty and rounded, but not as ridiculous as I thought they should. I ran my hands over them, taking in their soft, padded form and wondering what it would feel like to have a pair of breasts.

The thought should’ve made me laugh again. It should’ve snapped me back into myself.

Instead, it made me quiet.

I reached behind me to unfasten the bra quickly, but my fingers stopped short. I knew I shouldn’t be wearing these things, but they made me happy. They made me feel happier and more alive than I had in years. My job had worn me down. Trying to get to the top had worn me down. Natalie had even worn me down, but Natalie had unknowingly given me a new gift.

And I wanted to use it.

I let my fingers drop from the bra and back to the contents lying on my couch. A pink razor. Lipstick. Mascara. Black stockings. The only things missing were a dress and a pair of heels. I turned the razor in my hand and then looked at my legs. They were covered with dark, curly hair. I wondered what they’d feel like smooth.

I stood and carried the razor and shaving cream to the bathroom. The tile felt cool under my bare feet, and the light over the mirror made everything look too honest. I turned on my sink faucet until warm water ran from it. I splashed my calf and then lathered it with women’s lavender shaving cream. It smelled like a garden in my bathroom, soft and sweet and a little ridiculous against the chrome faucet and my half-dressed body. I shaved one long strip of hair away, followed by another and another, until my calf was bare. I ran my hand over it, shuddering as my fingers caressed the soft, silky skin.

My legs shouldn’t feel so smooth.

But I loved it anyway.

I ran the water again and removed my panties. I lathered my thighs and even around my cock. I wanted to shave everything. I wanted to feel smooth everywhere. The razor moved carefully over my skin, and I took my time because I was afraid of cutting myself and because I didn’t want to stop. The bathroom filled with steam and lavender, and the sink made a wet little hiss every time I rinsed the blade clean.

It wasn’t until I’d finished that I considered what my next date would think of me this way. I hadn’t had a date in months, and maybe my hair would grow back by the time I had one again. But what if a sexy woman presented herself the next day? I’d have to turn her down so she didn’t learn about my dirty little secret.

The thought should’ve bothered me more than it did.

I slid the panties back up and shuddered as they brushed along my silky skin. The sensation was different now. Sharper. Cleaner. Every inch of fabric seemed to touch me at once. My cock hardened and throbbed again, but I wasn’t ready to come just yet. I returned to the living room and picked up the lipstick, mascara, and stockings.

When I was back at the mirror, I pressed the cherry-red lipstick to my mouth and smacked my lips together like I’d seen girls do before. The color looked too bright at first, too obvious, but I couldn’t stop staring. I applied the mascara, clumsily at first, blinking too fast and nearly poking myself in the eye. Then I stepped back and wished I had more. I wished I had eyeliner and blush and sparkly shadows, all the things girls used to make their faces so feminine.

The only thing left was the pair of stockings.

I rolled them up my smooth thighs and paused halfway to exhale. My body was tense and more alive than ever. My head was light and buzzy. My heart leapt into my throat. The stockings clung to my legs with a sleek, private pressure, turning every small movement into something I could feel. I finished rolling them up and felt a strange, rebellious confidence surface.

I was breaking all the rules and loving it.

I looked at my reflection and smiled at what I saw.

It was a good start.

I laughed at myself. I was delirious. A start. As if I would let this continue.

If only I’d known myself better. If only I’d known it was just the beginning.

I turned my back to the mirror and peered over my shoulder. I bent over and admired my ass in the panties, my long lashes fluttering. My reflection looked wrong and thrilling and too real to dismiss. I stroked my cock until I came for the third time that day.


Chapter Four




The next morning was unkind.

The sun was bright, and my head throbbed. It wasn’t the wine so much as the bad night of sleep. Normally, coming that much helped me sleep better, not worse. But my dreams had been filled with my cross-dressing body—my sissy body—as I obeyed Natalie’s commands. My dreams were exhausting work, not unlike the exhausting work I did in the office. Even asleep, I couldn’t get away from her. Even asleep, I was performing.

My cock was hard again, and I groaned in frustration.

I looked down at my body and remembered I’d fallen asleep in the frilly pink panties. They were twisted a little on my hips from the restless night, soft and obscene against my skin. I bit my lower lip and massaged my cock through them. For a moment, I massaged it as if it were a throbbing mound of pussy instead of a cock. My stomach twisted into a knot, but it made me come alive. My blood raced through my veins, and I let out a soft whimper as I came, quick and helpless, against the fabric.

Then shame caught up with me.

I jumped from bed and shed myself of all my secret clothes. I hopped in the shower and let the water run down my smooth skin. The heat felt good, almost punishing, and I scrubbed harder than I needed to, as if soap and water could turn me back into the man I’d been two days ago. Then I got ready and headed out.

I felt like a new man walking into the office, but he was a less confident man.

I felt like my secrets were plastered to my face and everyone would know. I hoped they wouldn’t know somehow. I told myself they couldn’t, that it wouldn’t make sense for them to. But when anyone smiled at me, I couldn’t help feeling like they were laughing at me.

“Hello, Mr. Mercer,” said Sasha, my assistant.

I studied her expression for a moment before telling myself I was crazy. She didn’t know. Couldn’t know.

“Hello, Sasha. What time is the meeting?”

“You have five more minutes,” she said.

I groaned and pushed my way into my office. I set my briefcase down and took a breath. The room smelled like coffee, paper, and stale air-conditioning. Nothing had changed. My desk was still polished. My chair was still tucked in. The gift bag was gone from sight. Still, I felt exposed standing there in my suit, like the walls had seen me in lipstick and stockings and were just waiting to tell someone.

Then I walked down the hallway to the boardroom.

Almost everyone had already gathered there, leaving the only empty seat next to Natalie. Of course. I took it and sat down.

She smiled a perfectly normal smile at me until she dropped her pen. She bent down to get it and paused at my ankles. My socks had slid down, and my slacks had ridden up. I had a bare ankle showing my freshly shaved skin.

I swallowed the lump in my throat and hoped she wouldn’t notice.

But when she returned her gaze to me, her smile had changed. Her eyes were dark and brooding, and the twinkle in them was mischievous. I expected her to say something. To tease me and make me feel like less of a man. But she didn’t. She carried on with the meeting like usual.

That was almost worse.

During the meeting, I expected her to ask me my opinions on the gift bag and for my ideas, but she asked everyone else. It was like she was giving me special treatment suddenly, and I didn’t know why. I hoped it wasn’t anything bad, like her preparing to fire me when the meeting was over.

Everyone’s ideas were useless.

I knew mine could be good if I could just get out of my head. If I could just stop thinking about wearing women’s panties and becoming some sissy submissive thing. I’d never felt like this before, and it was driving me insane. I’d always dominated in the bedroom. I’d always dominated at work. That was who I was. That was who everyone thought I was.

But something about Natalie made me want to be dominated.

The thought sat hot and heavy in my stomach. I shifted in my chair and hated the way my body answered it. Hated that the memory of the panties still felt fresh against my skin, even though I was dressed like myself again. Hated that Natalie only had to sit beside me, perfectly composed, for my mind to start crawling back to all the places it shouldn’t go.

She dismissed everyone and placed a hand on my shoulder. Without looking at me, she said, “Julien, I’d like to see you in my office.”

I swallowed and watched everyone else’s expression change. I felt my cheeks burn as I remembered public school. I felt like the problem child a teacher was holding back. I felt like the room of colleagues I’d led for years would gossip behind my back about why I’d been called to the office.

Once they left, Natalie gathered her things.

As she bent over, I took a quick glance at her firm ass in her tight black skirt. She wore a plum blouse that was tight at her breasts but loose at her waist. Her dirty-blond hair was pulled back tightly into a bun today, and she wore her thin black glasses. She looked less like the woman who’d teased me in my office and more like the woman who could ruin my career before lunch.

She walked toward the door and turned back over her shoulder. “You coming?”

I nodded and stood. I reached for my socks and self-consciously pulled them up over my ankles. Then I followed her out of the boardroom and into her office.

She locked the door behind us.

Her office was nearly identical to mine, but with a better view of the city. She also had a couch opposite her desk. It felt familiar in an odd way, like it was mine but invaded. Or like I’d stepped into some cleaner, sharper version of my own life and didn’t know where to stand. The windows threw pale morning light over everything, making her desk gleam and making me feel even more visible.

She walked to her desk and set her things down. Then she spun around and crossed her arms over her chest. Her brow raised into a high arch.

“Have a little fun, did we?” she asked.

I stood close to the locked door as if it would unlock if I focused hard enough.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

She laughed. “Oh, please.”

She walked toward me, bent down, and lifted my slacks. She brushed her fingertips along the top of my shin, and a chill crept up my leg and spine until I was covered in goose bumps. Her touch was light, barely anything, but my body betrayed me immediately. My breath stopped. My cock stirred in my pants before I could tell it not to.

“The question is, which razor did you use?”

I pursed my lips together so my secrets didn’t fall out of my mouth.

She pressed her nose to the skin of my leg and smiled wide.

“Lavender.”

My body flushed with heat as she stood to face me.

Suddenly, her hands were on my belt, unfastening it quickly.

“What are you doing?” I asked, not wanting her to stop.

She unzipped my fly and looked at my briefs. “Bummer,” she said, smiling. “Thought you’d have the panties on.”

She turned and walked back to her desk, leaving me feeling empty. The air hit the open front of my pants, cool and humiliating, and I stood there like an idiot, half-undone in her office while she moved away from me as if I’d disappointed her.

I swallowed. “Why would you think that?”

Staying by her desk, she turned to face me. “You shaved your legs with lavender shaving cream after jacking off on women’s panties yesterday. Forgive me, but I just thought I was putting two and two together.”

I lowered my head and zipped my pants back up. The sound felt too loud in the locked room. I’d never felt so emasculated as I did then. A sexy, strong woman had just unfastened my pants and walked away.

Not that I blamed her.

My legs smelled like lavender, after all.

“Can I go?” I asked.

She gasped, and it startled me. “You aren’t wearing them now…but you did wear them, didn’t you?”

“No,” I lied, my jaw tightening as I tried to keep the truth from flying free.

She smiled slyly and walked to the middle of the room. Her hands reached for her hip, and she slid the zipper of her skirt down. It fell to the floor, and she stepped out of it.

My jaw dropped.

I was looking at my boss in her panties and stockings. Her black, lacy panties. They sat high on her hips and cut across her like they’d been designed to make men forget their own names. She hooked her fingers under them and tugged them down her legs.

“Natalie,” I started, feeling dizzy as her pussy came into view.

It had a trimmed patch of hair that was just slightly darker than the hair on her head. It was even better than I’d dreamed. Not perfect in some magazine way, but real and warm and impossible to look away from. My mouth went dry. My cock stirred again, stupid and eager, pressing against the front of my briefs as if humiliation had become part of the invitation.

She stepped out of her panties and, to my disappointment, pulled her skirt back up.

She walked toward me with her hand out, the panties dangling from the edge of her index finger. They swung slightly as she came closer, black lace against her pale hand, intimate and obscene in the clean professionalism of her office.

“Prove it to me,” she said.

“Prove what?”

“Prove to me you don’t want these.”

Before I could stop myself, “I do” tumbled out.

She smiled like she did in the boardroom when she saw my ankle. “That’s what I thought,” she said. “Don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m not a monster,” she said seriously. “Besides. I always found that sort of thing kinda hot.”

“What thing?”

“Cross-dressing. I like a man who’s not afraid to explore his feminine side,” she teased.

Her eyes sparkled, and our bodies closed the distance between us. It was like we were automated. Our professional minds knew we should only be playing, not acting on anything. But I couldn’t stop, and the closer she stepped toward me, the closer I got to her.

Our hands touched. I caressed the panties in one hand and wove my fingers into her other. The lace was still warm from her body. That thought went through me like a shock, straight to my cock, straight to the part of me that had spent all morning trying to pretend none of this was happening.

She leaned her head up, and I closed my eyes as I pressed my lips to hers.

She sighed through our kiss as if she were begging for release. Her lips parted, and her tongue rolled out, landing in my mouth against my own tongue. They swirled around one another, slow and wet and hungry, before I snapped out of my daze.

I stepped back and felt my face burn with heat. “I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me,” I said. “We work together. We shouldn’t be doing this.”

She exhaled, and I saw the tension return to her body. The strict, feminist, professional tension. “You’re right. I’m your superior. I shouldn’t have let it happen.”

I felt embarrassed and stupid. I wanted her more than she knew, but I didn’t want to lose my job in the process. I didn’t want to be the kind of man who ruined his career because a woman had looked at his shaved legs and known exactly what he’d done in the dark.

“You won’t…tell anyone, right?”

“I told you I wouldn’t,” she said with a half smile, half frown. “You’re free to go. Forget this ever happened.”

“I don’t want to…I mean,” I said, stumbling for the words. “I love my job,” I finally said.

“And I love mine,” she said.

Her eyes hung on mine for a few minutes, searching my thoughts and fears. I could feel the whole room around us again: the soft hum of the vents, the city light behind her, the faint scent of her perfume and my own lavender skin. Her panties were still in my hand, and neither of us mentioned it.

“Let’s not jump into anything this second.”

She walked around to the other side of her desk and pulled out one of the drawers. She pulled out her phone and scribbled something down on a sheet of paper.

“This is a good friend of mine. Her name is Roxie. She can help you discover…more…of this. If you’re interested. And then…if you want to show me her work, text me.”

I took the paper from her fingers and smiled. “Thank you,” I said, feeling my chest swell with happiness. “How can she help?”

“I’m guessing you need a dress and a wig, right? She helps with wardrobes on Broadway. She’s received a lot of free costumes and things. Wigs. Dresses. Anything you might want to try next. If you want to try.”

I let my fingers linger on hers as I took the paper. “I do want to.”

She smiled. “Think about it,” she said. “And if you’re ever ready to show me, I’ll be waiting.”

I thanked her and left her office.

My cock was half hard, but I tried to hide it as I quickly returned to my office. My entire world felt like it was tilting off axis. My boss wanted me, but in a pair of panties. And I wanted her to want me that way. I wanted it so badly I could barely breathe around it.

I sat at my desk and stared at the paper in my hand. Roxie’s name looked casual there, like nothing. Like a phone number and an address could just sit on a page and not change a man’s entire life. My pulse kept kicking in my throat. My fingers smelled faintly like Natalie’s panties, and I curled them into my palm before I could do something pathetic, like raise them to my face.

I could hardly remember what it felt like to be a normal guy in marketing.

I didn’t want to remember either.

I didn’t have to think about anything. I pulled out my phone and called Roxie.

“One of Natalie’s?” she asked with a sassy tone while chewing gum. “It’d be my pleasure. How about eight tonight?”

We had a date.

Roxie was going to turn me into a woman, and then I was going to surprise Natalie. I only hoped she’d still want me and that I wouldn’t lose my job in the process.


Chapter Five




I met Roxie in a small studio space downtown. Being in the hustle of the city with all of my secrets breathed new life into me. I loved wearing women’s panties. My boss liked men who loved wearing panties. And I was meeting someone who could help me flesh out this new fantasy more.

The city was new and beautiful. The lights washed over me like a cleansing bath, all neon and headlights and restaurant windows glowing against the dark glass of buildings. I felt awakened and happy. Exposed, too, but not in the way I had at the office. This felt different. This felt like having a secret I wanted to keep and show off at the same time.

My heart drummed in my chest as I shook Roxie’s hand for the first time.

“Wow,” she said.

She had frizzy blond hair pulled high into a short ponytail. Her makeup was wild and unrefined, blue shadow and dark liner and lipstick a shade too bright. She looked like she worked long hours but loved what she did. I later learned how right I was.

“I didn’t expect someone who looked like you.”

I smiled. “What did you expect?”

“It’s not that I don’t get my share of executive types, but you seem like you’d never consider something like this in a million years.”

“I wouldn’t,” I admitted. “It found me, you could say.”

She laughed. “I bet it did. Let’s see what we can do for you.”

Roxie walked to a large rack of clothes sitting by a big open window. It wasn’t where she lived, but where she often fit people for costumes. She sewed most things herself, along with a small team of assistants. But it was just me and her in that room. The place smelled like fabric, cigarette smoke, old perfume, and steam from a garment press somewhere in the corner. It should’ve made me nervous. Instead, it made the whole thing feel official.

I pulled out my phone while she dug through her things. I sent a text to Natalie.

Where will you be in an hour? We should talk.

My mouth went dry as I shoved the phone back into my pocket. Roxie held up a black lingerie set. Satin, covered with lace. I smiled and nodded.

“Perfect,” I said, trying not to sound too eager.

“Well, go on,” she said. “Strip. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

I understood why Natalie had sent me to Roxie. She was warm and inviting. I felt comfortable almost immediately. Not calm, exactly. My hands still shook a little as I loosened my tie. But I didn’t feel judged. I took off my suit and tugged my briefs down to my ankles. I kicked off my shoes and moved the pile of clothes to the side with the edge of my foot.

“Looks like you got a head start,” she said, pointing her finger up and down my legs. “Good.”

My heart raced as she stared at me. I felt vulnerable and excited. Like a virgin about to fuck for the first time. My skin prickled under the studio lights, and I resisted the stupid instinct to cover myself with my hands. She handed me the lingerie, and I slipped it on. I tried not to moan from the excitement. I didn’t want to throw her off.

“What now?” I asked.

She looked at me with her finger hooked under her chin and let her imagination wander. She picked up a black cocktail dress and handed it to me.

“See if this fits.”

I slid it over my head and tugged it down my body. It hugged my slender curves perfectly, and I felt like a tempting vixen. The fabric was tight but not uncomfortable. It pulled me in, shaped me, made me aware of my waist and hips in a way my suits never had.

“Amazing,” she said. “Fits better than I expected.”

I blushed and lowered my head. My body was less familiar but more comfortable. I shifted my hips in the dress and took delight in how the fabric hugged my waist and padded bra. I watched the front of it move with me and felt a strange little thrill, like my reflection had started flirting before I even had one.

“Try these on,” said Roxie, who’d just lit up a cigarette. “Smoke doesn’t bother you, does it?”

I shook my head and took the red heels from her. I slipped them on my feet and smiled wide. The height changed me immediately. My calves tightened. My posture lifted. I felt ridiculous for half a second, and then I didn’t.

“You’re good at this. Everything fits perfectly,” I said.

“I’ve had practice. Now it’s just makeup and hair.”

“Hair?”

“Wigs. I think you’d make a sexy brunette.”

My throat tightened, and my body tingled. A sexy brunette in red heels and a black dress.

“I like the sound of that,” I replied.

“Take a seat on that stool over there,” she said. “I’ll bring the things to you.”

I did as I was told, and she followed after me. She placed a long brunette wig on my head and attached it with pins and spirit gum. The tug of the pins made my scalp feel oddly sensitive, and the hair fell around my face in soft, dark waves.

“I’m learning a lot about show business,” I joked.

“You’re learning about being a woman,” she said seriously. “Most of this stuff is normal for us.”

Normal.

I wondered how it would feel to make this normal. As Roxie applied my makeup, my mind raced with ad ideas. I craved a new normal. I wanted the exotic to become my routine. I wanted to wear panties and heels and makeup. I wanted to be dominated by Natalie.

What did women want?

This was their normal, and it was dazzlingly spectacular. They wanted to feel special, the way panties made me feel special. They wanted to be seen, really seen. To not hide behind what a woman was supposed to be compared with a man. Maybe that was what I’d missed in every boardroom argument, every clever line, every campaign that treated women like a market instead of people. I had just gotten ahold of an idea when Roxie stepped back.

“Done,” she said. “You’re one of my best projects to date.”

I blushed. “Thanks, but I don’t see how.”

She held up a mirror, and my jaw dropped.

I looked special and dazzling. And it looked normal, like I could pass for a woman on the streets. That was good, because that was exactly what I was about to do. The brunette hair softened my face. The lipstick made my mouth look fuller. My eyes looked larger, darker, more dangerous. I didn’t look like myself, but I didn’t look like a joke either.

“Thank you so much, Roxie,” I said, taking her hand. “I don’t know how to repay you.”

She smiled with a twinkle in her eyes. “Natalie pays me for my time in cash, but it’s a personal thrill of mine to feminize men.”

“Really?”

“Really,” she said. “We all have our little secrets. Until we find enough of each other and get to share them.”

My mind flickered to Natalie and how accepting she had been of my new curiosity. I hopped off the stool and rushed to my pile of clothes, looking for my phone. She had texted back.

I’m at Rollins Tavern. I’ll be done eating in an hour.

“Let me get you a purse for your things,” said Roxie.

She brought me a small black clutch, and I slipped my phone and wallet inside.

“Where do you live? I’ll send your clothes.”

I wrote down my address and kissed her on the cheek.

“Thanks again,” I said as I left her studio.

I stepped onto the sidewalk in my tall heels. I was dressed as a woman in the city for the first time. The night air touched my bare legs, cool and startling, and the sound of my heels against the pavement made my heart beat faster. No one stopped. No one pointed. The city just kept moving around me, loud and bright and careless.

And I was about to surprise Natalie with my new courage.


Chapter Six




It was all a mistake.

One big, humiliating, terrifying mistake.

I took a taxi over to the restaurant where Natalie was. I was so delirious with joy I didn’t even worry if anyone was looking at me weird. My dress and panties shifted with my smooth body. My new hair flowed around my shoulders, and I could feel the makeup on my face every time I blinked, smiled, swallowed. I felt beautiful and sexy and alive.

I walked up to the hostess and asked for my boss. She pointed me toward the back and led me to the table. I saw the back of Natalie’s dirty-blond hair, falling in soft curls around her shoulders.

Then my heart stopped.

She was with two women. Two women I recognized as some of our biggest clients.

Shit.

I turned on my heel and started to walk away, but it was too late. The hostess had alerted Natalie to my presence, and she turned to see me walking away. Not knowing who the hell I was by looking at the back of me, she followed after me and spun me around.

“Who are you?”

Before I could answer, I saw a flash of knowing in her eyes. She studied my face carefully, and her cheeks turned bright red.

“Julien?”

“I was coming to surprise you,” I said in a hushed breath.

I suddenly felt very aware of my surroundings. We stood in the center of the restaurant with several pairs of eyes staring at us. The room smelled like wine, butter, perfume, and expensive food. Silverware clicked against plates. Somewhere behind me, someone laughed too loudly, and I felt every inch of myself tighten.

“I had no idea you were working.”

“I’m always working,” she said with a sad exhale. “Why don’t you go wait somewhere, and I’ll call you when I’m done.”

I was grateful for the escape, but I never got my chance.

Helen Booker and Caroline Jennings walked up behind her.

“Natalie, who’s this lovely woman?”

Natalie cursed under her breath and turned to face them. “This is Ma…Marie,” she said coolly. “She is Julien’s assistant. She came to help share his ideas for the ad.”

“Why didn’t Julien join you?” asked Helen. “No offense to Marie.”

I found my voice suddenly in the pit of my stomach. “He wanted a woman to represent the ideas. You know, unity and all that.”

They looked skeptical but shrugged it off.

“Well, let’s continue,” said Caroline.

Natalie breathed a sigh of relief and flashed me a glance. I swore I could see her smiling in her eyes. We followed them back to the table and pitched our ideas.

Only my ideas were new, and Natalie hadn’t heard them yet.

When Helen turned to me, asking me about Julien’s ideas, Natalie held her breath. I could tell she thought I’d mess it up. I could tell she was already planning how to clean up the disaster I’d walked into wearing heels and lipstick.

I exhaled and started my pitch.

“He wanted something about women coming out of hiding. Feeling special and being noticed. Really noticed. For them. And how your products could help them dazzle.”

My body burned while I waited for their response. Natalie was still holding her breath. My hands were folded neatly in my lap, but under the table my fingers were twisting together hard enough to hurt.

“That’s brilliant,” said Caroline. “That’s really good stuff. Did Julien really come up with that? I’d always heard he was a bit of a pig.”

“Looks like you’ve had a good influence on him, Natalie,” said Helen.

Natalie finally took a breath and laughed. I reached for her hand under the table and then said, “She’s influenced him more than you know.”

We ended the meeting on a positive note. They were excited to keep rolling forward with us, and we were excited to have clients who could save our company. I smiled when I was supposed to smile, nodded when I was supposed to nod, and tried not to stare at Natalie too long. But every time her knee brushed mine under the table, I felt the whole night narrow down to that single point of contact.

Natalie and I were finally alone in the backseat of a cab, deciding where to go. She called out an address, and I didn’t ask what it was for. I would’ve gone anywhere she wanted to go.

“I can’t believe you pulled that off!” She slid back into her seat like she was collapsing from the pressure. “And that idea? About coming out of hiding? You surprised me tonight, Julien.”

I smiled and gazed at my boss’s sexy body. She wore a tight but professional purple dress with a tan trench coat on top. Her dress was low-cut, and her hair was wild behind her. The streetlights moved over her face in flashes, warm, then dark, then warm again.

“I meant what I said about you changing me,” I said.

Her hand rested on my bare thigh, and her thumb stroked its smoothness. The touch was slow and private, hidden in the dim backseat while the driver watched the road. I felt the pressure of her hand through my whole body.

“I know you did.”

She sat up and leaned her head into mine until her lips pressed against my lips. I exhaled through our kiss. Her breath was sweet and addictive. I slid my hands around her waist, and her tongue tickled the roof of my mouth. I could taste wine on her, and something sharper underneath it. Want, maybe. Or relief.

The taxi came to a stop, and she broke our kiss.

I felt my stomach tighten. “Guess I’ll see you on Monday,” I said.

“Only if you don’t want to come up with me.”

I smiled at her invitation and slid out of the taxi behind her.

Despite her bigger paycheck, her place was smaller than mine. It was a cozy apartment with cozy furniture, soft lighting, and books stacked in places where books didn’t belong. It smelled like her, like perfume and clean laundry and the faint trace of whatever candle she’d burned last. But she didn’t bring me up to be cozy.

“Get on the bed,” she ordered, locking her door behind us.

My body tingled with excitement as I walked on my heels to her room. The sound of them against her floor made me feel exposed again, but this time there was nowhere to run and no reason to. I moved to flick on the light, but she caught my wrist.

“Don’t,” she whispered from behind me.

My cock throbbed and ached, but I loved how it felt against my tight little panties. I moved to the bed, and Natalie lit a small lamp to the side. It cast a red, forbidden glow across the room.

“On your stomach,” she ordered.

I rolled onto my stomach, and she climbed over me. She unzipped my dress slowly and slid it from my shoulders. She tugged it down my hips and tossed it to the floor.

I felt vulnerable, but beautiful.

“Roll over,” she said.

I rolled over.

She pulled a Polaroid camera from her dresser and took a few photos of me. The flash went off bright and sudden in the dim room, making me blink and tense against the sheets. I felt exposed in a way that was almost worse than being naked. Evidence. Proof. A version of me that couldn’t be talked away later.

“What…are you going to do…with those?” I asked, feeling a shiver move through my body.

“Don’t worry,” she said with a teasing smile. “These are for my eyes only.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, but the thought of being found out turned me on. The thought of having this big secret between us turned me on even more. It made the room feel smaller. Hotter. Like everything outside her apartment had gone quiet and useless.

“You look beautiful,” she said. “Did you see Roxie?”

I nodded.

“Good girl,” she teased. “Back on your stomach. If anything I’m about to do is too much, don’t be afraid to tell me to stop.”

“I won’t tell you to stop,” I moaned. “I’ve had dreams about this moment.”

“Is that so?” she asked as I rolled over.

“It is.”

Her hands ran up my calves and thighs and over my ass. Her palms were warm, smooth, and certain, moving over me like she already knew every place I’d react. She spanked me lightly, playfully, and I cooed. She spanked harder, and I felt a jolt of electricity shoot through my spine. I bit my knuckles like a schoolgirl while she ran her hands between my thighs and up to my cock. She massaged it through the panties, slow and firm, and I thought I could come right there.

“Stay there,” she told me.

I watched the red light cast deep shadows on her bedroom wall. Everything about her place was different from what I expected, except for the red light. That seemed like the Natalie I’d known at work. Controlled. Dramatic. A little severe. The kind of woman who knew exactly what effect she was having and didn’t mind making me wait for more.

She climbed over me again and leaned her body against mine. I felt her bare breasts press against my back and her nipples harden against my skin. Her weight settled over me, warm and deliberate, and I felt myself go still beneath her. Not scared. Not exactly. Just aware of how badly I wanted whatever she wanted from me.

She pulled a long, thick, flesh-colored toy up to my lips.

“Open wide,” she said.

I parted my lips, and she slid the fake cock inside, gliding along my tongue and toward my throat. I’d never wanted a cock more than I did in that moment. I wanted anything Natalie was giving me. The shape of it filled my mouth, smooth and heavy, pressing my tongue down, making me breathe through my nose while heat crawled through my whole body.

I sucked it back along my tongue, and she smiled.

“That’s good. Just like that.”

She stroked the side of my face, pulling my hair back gently. I’d never felt loved like I did in that moment. Natalie was so tender despite her powerful presence. It ruined me a little, that combination. The control and the softness. The way she could make me feel small without making me feel worthless.

“I want to slide this in your ass,” she whispered.

My body tingled.

“I want to show you how much you turn me on.”

I nodded. “Please,” I said. “Please show me.”

She stroked my face and kissed my temple.

“I’ll be gentle. I want to see you take this cock deep inside you, but let me know if I need to stop. Don’t be afraid.”

“I’m not afraid,” I told her. “Take me however you want.”

She smiled and moved down to the end of the bed. She tugged at my panties but didn’t take them off. She slid them to the side and pulled back my hips. I heard the click of a bottle, then the slick sound of lubricant in her hand. The sound alone made me clench with anticipation.

She slid a slick finger inside my ass, wiggling it around as I relaxed around it.

My cock throbbed and pulsed in the panties. I gripped the sheets and tried to keep my breathing steady, but every careful movement of her finger made my body betray me. She slid in a second finger and then a third. I stretched, then eased around her. It felt so good I couldn’t think straight. The room was spinning, and my heart raced in my chest. I could feel the red light on my skin, the cool air on my back, the soft drag of lace where my cock strained uselessly against my body.

“How does that feel?” she asked when a fourth slid in.

“…Good…” I muttered under heavy breaths.

She withdrew her fingers and replaced them with the slick fake cock. The tip pushed at my entrance and stretched me wide.

“Do you want me to stop?” she asked when I flinched.

“No,” I said honestly. “Please, go deeper.”

“Show me how much you want it,” she said in a low voice.

I pushed my hips back, easing my ass onto the cock until it slid farther inside. I let out a groan as a tidal wave of pleasure crashed over me. My eyes rolled into the back of my head, and I stroked my cock in the panties.

She grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand away.

“You’re not going to come until I do.”

I nodded, and she pushed the cock in deeper. She worked it in and out of my ass, stretching me and pleasing me at the same time. She moaned as she watched it slide in and out. Her free hand spanked me and caressed my back. The pleasure was almost too much, but every time I thought I might break, her touch steadied me. Owned me. Made me feel beautiful in my helplessness.

She lowered her mouth to my balls and sucked one in.

I bit my lip as I tried not to come, but it was the most difficult thing in the world. She made me feel so good and so alive. I didn’t know how much longer I could contain my urges. My cock kept jumping in the panties, aching for attention, leaking and trapped while she took her time with me.

Finally, she slipped the cock out and said, “Roll over.”

I rolled onto my back, and she climbed above me.

I saw that she was completely naked, with a wet pool spilling from between her thighs. It trickled down her skin, and I wiped it up with my fingers to taste it. She watched me do it, eyes dark and hungry, and the taste of her made my head go light.

“You’ll get to taste plenty, I promise,” she said.

She straddled my head so that she was facing the length of my body and lowered her pussy to my mouth. I opened eagerly and slipped my tongue inside. She slid my cock out through one hole of the panties and lowered her mouth to it.

She sucked me in as I swirled my tongue around her. She rocked her hips, and I bucked mine. She massaged my balls while I gripped her breasts and teased her nipples. Her skin was warm under my hands, her body moving with more need than control now, and that undid something in me. Natalie, always sharp, always composed, was grinding against my mouth like she needed me.

“You’re so beautiful,” she said between sucks, “in slutty lingerie.”

I groaned at her words and felt my balls tighten.

“Hang on,” she said as she rocked her hips. “Almost there.”

My tongue kept the same rhythm, teasing her clit. I could feel her getting closer in the way her thighs tightened around my head, in the way her breath broke apart above me. Finally, she cried out, “I’m going…I’m going to come.”

I felt my cock throb in her mouth, and I shot my load. She swallowed eagerly while she moaned over the tip of me. Her pussy throbbed and pulsed around my tongue, and I smiled. Our bodies quivered together, tangled in heat and sweat and red light. When she came down, she lay beside me on the bed.

“How was it?” I asked her, wondering if this would ruin our professional relationship forever.

She stared up at the ceiling, watching the deep red shadows. When she turned to me, her eyes were glistening, and her face looked relaxed and angelic.

“It was the best I’ve had in a long time.”

“But don’t you do this regularly?”

“I did,” she said. “But I might have to make you permanent.”

I blushed. “It was the best for me, too,” I said.

I focused my gaze on the sparkles in her eyes.

“I’d love to do anything you want.”

She kissed me long and hard.

“Good,” she said. “Because there’s still so much I want to do.”
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Work became exciting again.

I wasn’t only better at my job and making more money. I was alive in a way I hadn’t been before. My ideas were sharper. My pitches landed cleaner. I listened more than I talked, which was something I never thought I’d credit as a professional skill. Natalie noticed. Everyone noticed. They thought I’d matured, softened, finally figured out how not to bulldoze every room I walked into.

They weren’t completely wrong.

But they didn’t know the real reason.

Natalie and I had secret meetings that kept my senses heightened all day long. A look from her across the boardroom could make my cock strain against the panties I wore beneath my suit. One text from her could ruin an entire afternoon. Sometimes it was nothing more than a single word.

Tonight.

And I’d spend the rest of the day pretending to read spreadsheets while imagining myself on my knees in her apartment, my lipstick smeared, my smooth thighs parted, waiting for whatever she wanted from me.

In the evenings, she had me back at her cozy place, obeying her commands. Sometimes it was fake cocks, slick and thick and pushed deep inside me while she held my hips and called me beautiful. Sometimes it was real men, men she chose carefully, men who knew exactly what this was and what it wasn’t. They fucked me while Natalie watched from the bed or the chair or sometimes right beside me, her hand in my hair, her voice low in my ear, telling me how pretty I looked taking it.

At first, I thought I’d be jealous. I thought some old, stupid part of me would rise up and ruin the whole thing, some masculine instinct that couldn’t stand being seen that way.

But it never did.

I liked being seen.

I liked being used in a way that made me feel chosen. I liked the weight of a man behind me and Natalie’s eyes on me at the same time. I liked the heat of it, the stretch, the shame, the ridiculous sweetness of surrendering completely and finding out I didn’t disappear. I became more myself. Or maybe I became the version of myself I’d been working too hard to keep locked away.

Each time ended the same way, though, with me between Natalie’s thighs, making her come with my tongue.

Nothing gave me greater pleasure than fulfilling that fantasy. Her hand would grip my wig or my hair or the back of my head, depending on what version of me she’d asked for that night. Her thighs would tighten around my face, and I’d lick her until my jaw ached and my mouth was wet with her. She always tried to stay controlled at first, still playing boss, still pretending she could issue pleasure like an assignment. But I knew her body now. I knew the change in her breathing. I knew the moment her hips started moving on their own.

When she came, she came violently against my mouth, and I loved every second of it.

I wear panties to work now, under my clothes. Lace. Satin. Cotton when I need to think clearly. Black when I have a difficult meeting. Pink when Natalie asks. I don’t dress up completely unless she tells me to, but sometimes, under the polished suit and expensive shoes, I feel more dressed than I ever did before.

We eventually made our relationship public and filed it with HR. People whispered, of course. They always do. Some thought I was sleeping my way into better accounts. Some thought she’d tamed me. Some thought I’d finally found a woman strong enough to keep me in line.

I let them think whatever they wanted.

None of them knew about the secrets we carried between us. None of them knew our boss took me home and made me do her bidding until she came against my mouth. None of them knew that on the same nights I closed major client deals, I went back to her apartment and begged to be called pretty. None of them knew I kept lipstick in my briefcase now, tucked behind contracts and campaign notes, or that Natalie had once made me present an entire quarterly strategy wearing a plug beneath my slacks and a pair of her panties under mine.

The campaign was a success. A real one. The kind people in advertising pretend they aren’t desperate for. Sales climbed. The clients stayed. Natalie got praised for saving the account, and I got praised for finally understanding women.

That made me laugh more than anything.

Because I didn’t understand women. Not completely. Not in the smug, easy way I’d once thought I did.

But I understood desire better. I understood being seen. I understood the ache of wanting something you were taught to mock, and the strange relief of letting it take you apart anyway.

And I loved it that way.
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