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Introduction

“It’s for the people. You have to wear these heels. This is part of your civic duty.”

∞∞∞

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

It all started with the Mayor’s weird foot fetish. However, it didn’t end there. Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes.

He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains straight transgender love, feminization, transgender transformation, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment 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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Secretary – Feminized by The Bossy Mayor.


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
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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

∞∞∞

THE BLARE OF MY ALARM was a discordant overture to my day, shattering the quiet and the last vestiges of a two-hour sleep. I rolled off my squeaky bed and fumbled for the switch, squinting as I was assaulted by the harsh glare of morning light filtering through my blinds.

In the chilly grasp of the pre-dawn air, I threw on a mismatched ensemble of faded jeans, a worn-out Syracuse University hoodie, and my lucky blue sneakers. Yes, they were frayed and slightly dirty, but they had a comforting familiarity that never failed to reassure me.

My room smelled faintly of old textbooks and cheap instant coffee, the pungent aroma permeating every corner. Underneath, there was the subtle scent of the fabric softener my mother had used on my sheets.

Trudging down the hallway, the sound of my footsteps echoed against the walls—enough to let my mother know that I was on my way.

“Good Morning, Atty. Langdon! Take a bit before—” but before my mother could finish her manifestation, I bolted out of the door in fear of arriving late.

“Bye!” I screamed, unsure if she heard me.
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On the way to the exam center, the city was still in slumber. Syracuse was silent except for the occasional whisper of tires against the asphalt, the sigh of wind brushing past buildings. Street lamps shed pools of jaundiced light onto the lonely sidewalks. I ran my fingers against the rough brick wall lining the street, the texture a distraction from the tornado of thoughts spinning in my head.

The warmth of the coffee shop was a welcome respite from the piercing wind. The robust smell of fresh coffee and the gentle murmur of early customers enveloped me. I ordered a black coffee, no sugar. The sharp bitterness was grounding, waking up my senses, if not my spirit.

Clad in the most nondescript suit you could ever imagine, the proctor was an embodiment of the gravity of the situation. "Remember, no talking and no cheating. Good luck," he announced, his monotone voice filling the room. The rustle of hundreds of test papers being flipped open was the only reply he got.

The familiar scent of paper filled my nostrils as I received the exam. I clutched my pen, its cold, smooth surface grounding me in the sterile reality of the moment. My heart pounded in my chest, each beat a metronome keeping time with the seconds ticking away on the clock.

I scanned through the test, the text blurring before my tired eyes. The questions seemed foreign, like riddles in an alien tongue. How was I to decode them with only two hours of sleep? My frustration was a hot brand, searing through my temples and down my spine.

Hours crawled by like years in exile, each minute more torturous than the last. My hand cramped around my pen, blue ink staining my sweaty palm. I was stuck in a labyrinth of laws and precedents, my mind a haze of sleep-deprived confusion.

The last stroke of my pen was a sigh of relief. I watched the clock, my heart sinking as it counted down the final minutes. The room echoed with the incessant ticking, a soundtrack to my dread.

As I handed in my test, my mind was a whirlwind of doubt and regret.
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Did I answer correctly?

Did I miss a question?

The questions haunted me, pressing on my conscience like a judge's gavel. I imagined my parents' faces, their disappointment an abstract painting of crushed dreams and dashed hopes.

Leaving the exam center, the sharp autumn chill greeted me. The sound of leaves crunching underfoot was both melancholic and comforting, like an old song with familiar notes. I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with the crisp air. The taste of freedom was bittersweet on my tongue.

I returned home, the weight of the day weighing heavily on my shoulders. My parents greeted me with welcoming arms, both looking forward to having a lawyer son. I sank onto my lumpy couch, the worn fabric rubbing against my tired body.

“Do you want anything?” my mother asked.

Shaking my head, I smiled. “I’m fine, mom. Just tired.”

They looked at each other with utmost concern—the same look that they had when I first told them that I wanted to be a lawyer instead of taking medicine knowing that both of them were nurses.

Later, as I laid on my bed, I couldn't help but think about my parents. Their voices echoed in my mind, their words a tangled mess of encouragement and expectations. I could feel the weight of their dreams pressing on my chest, constricting my breath.

"I just have to focus on the exams," my mother's voice rang in my head. I imagined her soft smile, her eyes warm and understanding. My father, too, supportive in his own stern way.

A month later found me staring at the bluish glow of my laptop screen, my heart pounding like a drum in my chest. The room was heavy with anticipation, the quiet so profound it felt like a tangible thing. I could almost taste the tension, thick and metallic, settling on my tongue.

The moment was here. The results were finally out. I could hear the blood rushing in my ears, my breath hitching as I clicked on the link. My parents were already aware, their silence a strange contrast to the whirlwind of emotions churning within me.

My mother was standing at the doorway, her warm eyes reflecting the soft light from my desk lamp. She was wearing her favorite pale blue dress, her soft, graying hair pulled into a neat bun. My father was right beside her, dressed in his casual at-home outfit of a dark green flannel shirt and khaki pants.

I could see the hope in their eyes, their fingers entwined in a show of unity. It was like a mirror reflecting my own apprehension. I swallowed, the taste of dread coating my mouth. I didn't want to disappoint them, not again.

The website finally loaded, the sterile interface a grim reminder of the life-altering information it held. I entered my candidate number, my hands shaking. As I pressed 'enter', I held my breath, the room spinning around me.

My name didn’t pop up, the cold, unfeeling font bearing the news of my second failure. My vision blurred, the harsh words on the screen echoing in my mind. I felt like I had been punched in the gut, the breath knocked out of me. I could taste the bitter tang of defeat, it was acrid and sickening.
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I looked up at my parents, their faces a mask of compassion and disappointment. The silence stretched between us, a void I couldn't fill. Their eyes bore into mine, their concern a palpable force in the room.

"We saw the results," my father finally said, his voice gravelly with emotion. His words were like a physical blow, shattering the wall of denial I was desperately trying to build.

"Son," he continued, stepping into the room, "you tried your best, and that's all that matters to us." The soft padding of his steps on the carpet, the creak of the floorboards, it all sounded so surreal.

My mother followed, her touch gentle on my shoulder.

"You're not alone in this. We're here for you, and we're proud of you no matter what," she said, her voice soft yet firm. Her comforting scent of lavender filled the room, a small comfort in my world that was spinning out of control.

I nodded, trying to put up a brave front. But inside, a storm was brewing. A part of me wanted to be that loving son, to accept their comfort and reassurances. But another part of me was seething, rage simmering under the surface.

As they left, I felt my control slip away. I looked around my room, at the meticulously arranged books, the clean desk, the bed neatly made. Each piece of furniture seemed to mock me, a testament to my failures.

"I'm a failure," I muttered, my words harsh against the silence. I could almost taste them, bitter and sharp.

"I'm a fucking failure." My voice echoed in the empty room, each syllable a lash against my already bruised ego.

My hands clenched into fists, my nails digging into my palm. The pain was grounding, a distraction from the turmoil within. I wanted to scream, to let out the frustration that was gnawing at me.

For the next two weeks, I retreated into my own world. My room became my sanctuary, the four walls a barrier between me and the relentless expectations of the world. Each day was a battle, the minutes stretching into long hours of solitude.

The taste of isolation was bitter, a strange concoction of relief and despair. I sought refuge in books, their worlds a welcome escape from my own. Their smell, a mix of ink and paper, was a comforting constant in my life.

The echo of my footsteps in the hallway was a stark reminder of the distance I had created between myself and everyone else. The world continued to spin outside, yet I was trapped in my own personal purgatory.

I watched my parents from my window, their figures a familiar sight in the garden. The sight of them working together, their happiness undiminished by my failures, was a stark contrast to the storm brewing within me.

Two weeks later, I found myself sitting across from them at the dinner table. The scent of my mother's pot roast filled the room, a nostalgic reminder of simpler times. Their eyes were filled with worry, their smiles a strained semblance of normalcy.

I took a deep breath, the aroma of the food grounding me in the moment. I could hear my heartbeat, loud in my ears, each beat a countdown to the confession I was about to make.

"I need to talk to you," I said, my voice steady despite the chaos within. The clatter of cutlery ceased, their eyes fixated on me. The silence in the room was oppressive, my words hanging in the air.

"I'm thinking of moving out," I finally blurted out. The words felt strange on my tongue, foreign and terrifying. I watched as my parents exchanged glances, their expressions a mix of surprise and concern.

My father was the first to break the silence.

"But why? You can try again, son. You just need to keep reviewing," he said, his voice firm. He was dressed in his usual dinner attire, a crisp white shirt and navy blue trousers. His deep-set eyes bore into mine, his disappointment an unspoken plea.

My mother chimed in, her pale blue eyes welling up with tears. She was in her usual attire too, a simple floral dress that I knew she loved.

"Langdon, darling, we believe in you. Don't give up now," she urged, her hands reaching for mine across the table.

The taste of regret was sharp on my tongue, the words I was about to say weighing heavy in my chest.

"I can't, Mom, Dad," I said, my voice barely a whisper.

"I can't handle another failure. It might...it might just...break me."

Their eyes widened at my confession, their hands squeezing mine in silent understanding. I could feel the warmth of their hands, their love a comforting anchor in my turbulent sea of emotions.

"I need a break," I continued, my voice stronger now.

"I need to breathe, to live on my own. I need to know that I can stand on my own feet, that I'm not just...just your failed son."

I could see the realization dawning on their faces, their expressions shifting from confusion to understanding. Their grip on my hands tightened, their unspoken support a soothing balm on my raw emotions.

[image: (((25-year-old))) (((slim handsome male blond shor]

"I'll start looking for a job," I declared, my decision etched in stone now. The words echoed in the room, each syllable a step towards my new life. Their acceptance was a strange mix of relief and fear, the uncertainty of my future looming like a dark cloud.

The dinner ended in a melancholic silence, their support a strange comfort amidst the turmoil.

The following days were a whirlwind of job hunting. Every position I came across seemed too low for my education, an insult to the years I had spent studying law and political science. I scrolled through countless job postings, my stomach churning with a mix of dread and anxiety.

Each job description was a blow to my ego, a stark reminder of the world that I was entering. I could almost taste the desperation, the metallic tang of fear and uncertainty. My years of education seemed meaningless, my aspirations reduced to a mere dream.

I spent my days in my room, my fingers dancing on the keyboard, my eyes glued to the screen. I applied for job after job, my inbox filling up with rejection emails. The words seemed to mock me, their cold indifference a grim reminder of my reality.

The frustration was growing, a gnawing sensation that seemed to consume me. The nights were restless, my mind plagued with thoughts of a bleak future. I could hear the tick-tock of my bedside clock, each passing second a reminder of my stagnant life.

The scent of coffee was my only companion, its strong aroma a bittersweet comfort in my daily routine. I poured over job postings, my vision blurring with exhaustion. The feeling of helplessness was a heavy weight, a constant presence in my life.

Then, one day, as I scrolled through yet another list of job postings, a particular position caught my eye. A position as an aide for Mayor Robert Lombardi, the newly elected mayor of Syracuse. The job description seemed to check all my credentials, the salary a silver lining in the sea of disappointments.

I knew of Lombardi, his face a familiar sight in local newspapers and TV screens. His Italian-American family was renowned in the city, their influence a legacy that spanned generations. But it wasn't their popularity that had earned him the title of Mayor—it was his charm.

Robert Lombardi was a handsome man, there was no denying that. His striking features were straight out of a magazine cover, his dark hair and piercing blue eyes a sharp contrast to his olive skin. He had a strong jawline and a captivating smile, the kind that drew people in.

His charm wasn't just physical—his charisma was infectious, his words captivating the masses. Despite being the same age as me, he had the city at his feet, his popularity soaring to new heights.

But I couldn't shake off my prejudice towards him. He was no graduate, his claim to fame being his stint on a reality TV show. I believed his success was a result of nepotism, a product of his influential family. To me, he was devoid of the right to lead, a puppet in the hands of his family.

Despite my reservations, I found myself considering the job. The salary was enticing, a chance to live independently, to prove my worth. But the thought of working for Lombardi was like a bitter pill, hard to swallow.

I tossed and turned in my bed, my mind wrestling with the decision. But I knew I couldn't stay here forever, cocooned in my parents' warmth and love.

The decision wasn't easy. Every fiber of my being resisted, yet my reality beckoned me. I needed a job, a purpose. The thought of working for him wasn't appealing, but it was a start, a stepping stone towards my independence.

I could hear the echo of my parents' words in my head, their reassurances a constant companion in my turbulent thoughts. They believed in me, and that was all the push I needed. I swallowed my pride, my fingers tapping away at the keyboard as I filled in the application.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS LATER FOUND ME preparing for the job interview. My reflection stared back at me from the mirror, a man clad in a crisp navy suit, his blonde hair perfectly styled. I was not nervous, a strange calm washing over me. I didn't want the job, and if I failed, I was fine with it.

The city was just waking up as I made my way to City Hall. The morning sun bathed the streets in a soft, golden light, the quiet hum of the city music to my ears. I could taste the crisp morning air, the faint scent of coffee wafting from a nearby café.

[image: realistic city hall]

City Hall was quiet when I arrived, a stark contrast to the bustle outside. The marble floors echoed under my footsteps, their cold hardness a stark contrast to my leather shoes. The receptionist led me towards the Mayor's office, her polite smile a familiar professional facade.

Soon after, the silence of the City Hall was shattered the moment I entered Mayor Lombardi's office. The man himself was sitting behind his desk, a whirlwind of energy and enthusiasm. His office was filled with the scent of coffee and expensive cologne, a hint of his luxurious lifestyle.

The mayor’s cheerfulness was infectious, his laughter resonating in the room. He was dressed in a sharp black suit, his hair perfectly styled. His eyes were bright, a captivating blue that was hard to ignore.
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"Ah, Langdon! Please, sit down!" he exclaimed, his eyes twinkling with a mischief that took me by surprise. He gestured to the chair opposite him, and I took a seat, my eyes never leaving his.

"I must confess, my interviews are unconventional," he said, leaning back in his chair and lacing his fingers together.

"I don't care much for dull questions about job histories and qualifications."

I blinked, caught off guard. This was not what I had expected. Before I could respond, he continued.

"Instead, I like to know my employees. Their tastes, hobbies, passions. So, tell me, do you like golf?" he asked, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

The interview was nothing like I expected. Mayor Lombardi's questions were all over the place, ranging from golf to wine to sailing. I found myself caught in his enthusiastic chatter, my initial reservations melting away.

Caught off guard, I stammered, "Um, I've only played a couple of times, sir."

"Lovely! What about wine?" he continued, seemingly unfazed by my confusion.

"I enjoy a good Cabernet Sauvignon," I said, trying to match his enthusiasm.

"Splendid! And sailing?" he asked, his smile never leaving his face.

"I… I've never been," I admitted, feeling more out of place than ever.

"Ah, that's a shame. Well, no matter," he waved it away, leaning in and locking his eyes with mine. The atmosphere in the room shifted and I could sense the weight of what was to come.

"Langdon, you know, I only hire people who wear heels to work," he said, his gaze intense. The room was silent, his words hanging in the air like a chilling fog. I could feel the color drain from my face.

The taste of disbelief lingered in my mouth as he revealed his one peculiar requirement.

"I'm sorry, what?" I choked out, my voice barely a whisper.

"You heard me. If you want this job, you'll need to wear heels," he said, his voice firm and unwavering.

"But...why?" I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

He shrugged, a small smile playing on his lips.

"It's just a quirk of mine, I suppose. Adds a bit of fun to the workplace, don't you think?"

I was speechless. The absurdity of the situation, the unexpected turn of events, left me grappling for words. I could taste the metallic tang of anxiety in my mouth. But then, his next words landed like a hammer.
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"You want this job, Langdon. It'll be useful on your resume. Trust me," he said, his voice low and compelling. I felt trapped under his gaze, the air around me suffocating.

My mind raced to process his words, my heart hammering in my chest. I felt like I was trapped in a strange dream, his lustful gaze unnerving. I swallowed hard, his words echoing in my head.

"Yes," I found myself saying, the word slipping out before I could think. I saw the familiar twinkle return to his eyes, his cheerful demeanor resurfacing.

"Fantastic! Now, you'll need to meet Marissa, my other assistant. She'll take you shoe shopping," he said, his enthusiasm uncontained. His words were a surreal soundtrack to the chaotic thoughts in my head.

I left his office in a daze, his words playing on a loop in my mind. The scent of his cologne lingered in my nostrils, a reminder of the strange ordeal I had just been through. The silent City Hall seemed deafening now, the echoes of my footsteps a strange comfort in my turmoil.

Soon after, I was led to another office down the hall. There, I met Marissa, the mayor's other assistant. Her bright red hair was pulled back into a high ponytail, and her green eyes sparkled with a fiery energy. She was dressed in a sharp navy suit, a pair of sky-high black heels adorning her feet.

"Langdon! You're the new guy, right?" she asked, her voice high and chirpy. I nodded, unable to form words. She flashed a quick smile, her teeth bright against her dark red lipstick.

"Well, welcome to the team!"

As we chatted, I could tell that she had a fondness for Mayor Lombardi. She spoke highly of him, her eyes lighting up as she mentioned his charisma and charm. But she also mentioned the previous assistant, who quit due to the pain of wearing high heels.

"Oh, poor David couldn't handle it anymore," she said, a hint of sympathy in her voice.

"His feet were always killing him, but you'll get used to it!"

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, but I managed a small nod. Her words didn't bring me any comfort. Instead, they filled me with dread.

Marissa didn't seem to notice my discomfort. She prattled on about her weekend plans, her favorite restaurants in town, and the newest fashion trends. She even gave me tips on wearing heels, her words a constant chatter in my ears.

I left City Hall feeling like I'd been hit by a bus. My mind was a jumble of thoughts, and all I wanted was to curl up in my bed and forget about the day. The smell of the city was intoxicating, a mix of car exhaust and freshly baked bread from a nearby bakery. I decided to walk home, hoping the cool evening air would clear my mind.

When I arrived home, my parents were waiting in the living room. They both looked up expectantly as I walked in, their hopeful gazes meeting mine.

"How did the interview go?" my mother asked, her voice filled with concern.
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"It was...different," I said, sinking into the soft couch. I could taste the leftover bitterness of the day, my nerves still on edge.

"Did you get the job?" my father asked, his voice steady. I nodded, the silence in the room deafening. They exchanged a puzzled look, unable to comprehend the situation.

"I got the job. And I'm moving out," I blurted out, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside me. Their expressions shifted from confusion to shock, the silence in the room thick and heavy.

Over the next few days, I started looking for apartments near City Hall. The smell of fresh paint and newly polished floors became my companion as I visited one apartment after another. The taste of independence was bittersweet, a mix of fear and excitement.

Every place I visited was a reminder of my decision. I was leaving behind the comfort of my family home for a strange new world. The journey ahead was daunting, but I knew it was necessary.

As the days rolled by, my reality started to set in. My life was about to change in ways I never thought possible. The scent of change was in the air, and all I could do was brace myself for the ride. The world of politics, heels, and Mayor Lombardi awaited me, their siren song scarily irresistible.

Soon enough, I found my apartment. It was an old building, the paint chipping and the floors creaking under the weight of years. The apartment was on the sixth floor, and I panted my way up, my belongings heavy in my hands. There was no elevator, but I didn't mind. I was stepping into a new chapter of my life, and every flight of stairs felt like a leap towards my future.

The apartment was small and dingy, a far cry from the comfort of my parents' house. The kitchen cabinets were stained, the bathroom was in dire need of renovations, and the bedroom was a cramped little space with peeling wallpaper. But it was mine, and I loved it.

I walked around, my shoes echoing against the bare floor. There was a smell in the air, a mix of damp and dust, that was oddly comforting. It was the smell of a well-lived home, a place where people had laughed, cried, loved, and lived.

Opening the windows, I let the sounds of the city seep in. The distant hum of traffic, the chatter of people, the occasional laughter, it was all music to my ears. The city had a heartbeat of its own, and I felt it pulsating, alive and vibrant.

In the middle of the room, there was a worn-out couch. Its upholstery was faded, the springs poking out from places, but it had an old-world charm. I ran my hand over it, the rough fabric catching against my fingers, and I couldn't help but smile.
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For the first time in a long time, I felt at peace. The disappointment of my failures, the stress of my decisions, it all seemed distant and insignificant. The taste of my newfound freedom was sweet, like a perfectly ripe peach, and I savored it.

I decided to celebrate my first night in the apartment. I found a bottle of cheap wine in one of the boxes, and I poured myself a glass. The wine was tart, its acidic taste lingering on my tongue, but it felt right.

As the sun set, I sat by the window, my eyes tracing the cityscape. The golden light bathed everything in a warm glow, painting a picture of beauty and tranquility. I took a sip of my wine, the cool liquid soothing my parched throat.

In that moment, I realized something. I realized that the past, with its failures and disappointments, was a part of me. But it didn't define me. I had made a decision to leave it all behind and embark on a new journey, and that's what mattered.

I looked around my apartment, my heart swelling with a sense of accomplishment. It wasn't perfect, but it was home. I had left my law books at my parents' house, choosing instead to fill my shelves with novels and memoirs. I wanted to forget about the failure, about the disappointment, and lose myself in a world of stories and imagination.

As the night fell, the city lights twinkled like stars against the dark canvas. The noise softened, the city falling into a peaceful slumber, and I found myself drawn into its rhythm. I listened to the distant lullaby of traffic, the occasional hoot of an owl, and the silence that wrapped everything in a comforting blanket.

“Ahhh, freedom!” I exclaimed.

I sat there, lost in my thoughts, a glass of wine in my hand. I could smell the night, the sweet scent of flowers from a nearby garden, the faint whiff of the damp earth. It was a smell that was distinctively mine, distinctively home.

I took a deep breath, soaking in the solitude and serenity. I was alone, but I wasn't lonely. I was starting anew, charting a path that was uniquely mine.

In that dingy, old apartment, six flights up with no elevator, I found myself. I found Langdon, the man who was brave enough to step into the unknown, to embrace change. And I couldn't have been prouder.

As I sipped my wine, I made a toast.

“Cheers to the new Langdon!”

The apartment echoed back my words, the city outside acknowledging my declaration. And at that moment, in that tiny apartment on the sixth floor of an old building, I felt a sense of belonging. A sense of home.

The taste of the wine, the smell of the night, the feel of the old couch, the sight of the cityscape, the sounds of the city; it all blended together, forming a symphony of senses that was uniquely mine.

This was my beginning, the starting point of my journey. A journey that was going to change me in ways I could only imagine. And I was ready.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

IT WAS MY FIRST DAY AT WORK and Marissa immediately asked me to ride her car. Moments later, as I stepped out of the vehicle, I looked around in surprise. She had driven me to a spa, a luxurious place nestled in the heart of the city. The doors opened into a softly lit lobby, where the smell of chamomile hung in the air.

"Mayor Lombardi has a thing about body hair," she explained as we walked in, her steps purposeful, her demeanor professional. She glanced at me, a playful sparkle in her eyes.

"He hates it. On the legs, on the body, even on the face. He throws a tantrum if he sees it."

I stood in the middle of the lobby, my heart pounding in my chest. The idea of getting a full body wax was daunting, to say the least. I had never even had my eyebrows plucked before.

"Once you're done here," she continued, "I'll take you shopping for shoes. Mayor Lombardi insists that all his employees wear high heels."

I swallowed hard, the reality of my situation sinking in. I had taken a job that required me to dress in a way I had never imagined. And there was no backing out now. I had paid two months' rent in advance and was barely making ends meet as it was.

"Alright," I said finally, steeling myself for what was to come.

"Let's do it."
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The spa was a cocoon of tranquility, the gentle hum of the ambient music soothing my frazzled nerves. I was led to a small room, where a woman in a crisp white uniform waited for me.

“Welcome to Delia’s Wellness Center”, she said.

She was gentle as she explained the process to me, her words soft and comforting. She asked me to undress and lie on the table, her manner professional and devoid of judgment. As I complied, I felt a strange sense of liberation. I was stepping out of my comfort zone, embracing a new part of myself.

“Okay, this is going to sting a little,” she softly warned.

The woman started with my face, applying a layer of warm wax. The sensation was oddly pleasant, the heat seeping into my pores, the smell of the wax earthy and comforting.

Then came the pull. A sharp sting, a sudden pain, and then it was over. I gasped, the surprise more than the pain catching me off guard. The woman apologized softly, her touch soothing as she applied a cool cream on my skin.

Next, she moved on to my chest, her hands swift and efficient. The wax was hot against my skin, a stark contrast to the cool air of the room. I felt the hair being ripped out from the roots, the pain sharp and surprising.

She continued down my body, the process becoming a rhythmic dance of heat, pain, and relief. My body was a canvas, and she was the artist, meticulously removing every strand of hair, leaving my skin smooth and bare.

By the time she got to my legs, I had grown accustomed to the sensation. The sting was still there, but it was bearable. I found myself focusing on the sounds around me, the soft music playing in the background, the occasional chatter from the other rooms.

The whole process was surreal, a whirlwind of sensations that left me feeling raw and exposed. I was being stripped bare, both literally and metaphorically. I felt vulnerable, yet strangely empowered.

When it was finally over, I looked at my reflection in the mirror. I was hairless from face to toe, my skin smooth and glowing. I ran my hand over my chest, my stomach, my legs, marveling at the softness.
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“I look so clean,” I said.

She smiled then handed me a robe, a soft piece of fabric that felt luxurious against my skin. I wrapped it around myself, the warmth enveloping me, providing a comforting shield against the world. I looked at my reflection one more time, a strange sense of pride welling up within me.

"Ready for the next part?" Marissa's voice brought me back to reality. She was waiting for me in the lobby, a smile playing on her lips.

"Shoe shopping time."

I nodded, taking a deep breath. I was ready. I had survived the waxing, and now I was ready for the next step. I had taken the leap, and now there was no turning back.

As I stepped out of the spa, I felt a sense of anticipation, a sense of excitement. I was stepping into the unknown, yet I felt strangely at home. I was on the path of self-discovery, of transformation. And I was ready for the journey ahead.

"Marissa," I began as we stepped out of the car at the mall, a question forming on my tongue.

"Are we using the people's money for this?"

She let out a little laugh, brushing a loose strand of hair from her face.

"Langdon," she said, her voice still echoing her mirth, "the Mayor has thirty branches of their family's global and world-famous Italian restaurant. Every dime we spend is his own."

My eyes widened at this revelation, a silent whistle of amazement passing my lips.

"And what's your shoe size?" she asked as we navigated through the bustling crowds, her tone taking on a serious edge.

"Ten," I replied, glancing down at my own feet. They suddenly seemed alien to me, a part of myself that I was about to surrender to this new lifestyle.

"Twelve in women's then," she said matter-of-factly, as though she had just informed me of the weather.

Store after store, we searched, my hope dwindling as each turned us away. Size twelve was a rare find, and I felt a pang of fear coursing through my veins.

What if we didn't find anything?

What if I was unable to fulfill the Mayor's demands?

And then, in the corner of the mall, tucked away in a dimly lit alley, we found a store. A sex toy shop, vibrant and unabashed, its sign glowing in neon. I felt a pang of discomfort, a strange feeling of embarrassment creeping up my spine.

She, however, was ecstatic. She clapped her hands in delight as we walked in, her eyes bright with anticipation. The shop was an explosion of colors, items of all shapes and sizes displayed in all their glory. And there, in the corner, stood the high heels.

My heart pounded in my chest as she picked out a pair, their glossy black finish catching the light. They were sexy, an undeniable charm about them. I couldn't deny the pull, the strange allure they held over me.

"Try them on," she urged, her voice barely more than a whisper.

Taking a deep breath, I took off my own shoes, my feet feeling cold against the tiled floor. Slipping into the high heels was a challenge, a balance I had yet to master. I could feel the strain in my calves, the unfamiliar arch of my foot. I stumbled, my arms flailing for balance, a laugh bubbling up from my chest.
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"They hurt a little," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

My feet felt pinched, crammed into a space far too small for them.

"The more you wear them, the looser they'll get," the store attendant reassured me, her voice a soothing balm to my aching feet.

"They'll get more comfortable, I promise."

As I walked around the store, each step felt like a small victory. I could feel the eyes on me, the silent judgement, the whispered comments.

“Your calves look sexier in those! And look at that arch!” Marissa complimented me in hopes to kill my frazzled nerves. With every passing second, I felt more comfortable, more at ease. The shoes were a part of me now, an extension of who I was.

Trying on several other pairs, each sexier than the last, I felt a surge of confidence. It was strange, this new side of me. I was stepping out of my comfort zone, embracing a part of myself I had never known. It was scary, exhilarating, and liberating, all at the same time.

As we left the store, a bag of shoes in my hand, I felt a sense of accomplishment. I had taken the first step towards my new life, a life that was strange, exciting, and terrifyingly new.
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Later, as we approached my apartment building, I noticed a familiar figure standing by the entrance. My heart leaped in my chest. It was my mother, her petite frame framed by the dim light of the setting sun.

"Shit, my mom's here," I muttered under my breath, my eyes darting to the bag of high heels sitting by my feet.

"Put your ugly shoes back on," she suggested, "And put these in your bag for tomorrow. I’ll give you the rest at the office."

I hurriedly followed her advice, my heart pounding in my chest. Stepping out of the car, I plastered a smile on my face as I greeted my mother.

"Mom," I began, my voice shaky, "I didn't know you were coming."

She beamed at me, her warm brown eyes shining with love.

"I wanted to surprise you. To congratulate you on the new job."

Guilt gnawed at my insides as I helped her with her luggage, her words hanging in the air. I swallowed hard, leading her to my apartment.

The six flights of stairs to my apartment were a harsh reminder of the stark difference between my past and present. As we trudged up the stairs, I could see my mother's energy waning.

"Why did you choose this place?" she huffed, stopping to catch her breath.

"It's a hike!"

"It's all I can afford right now," I admitted, my voice barely more than a whisper. I could see her eyes well up with tears, a mix of sadness and pride reflected in her gaze.

As we entered the apartment, I could see the shock register on her face. It was drab, old, and bare—a stark contrast to the warmth and comfort of my childhood home.

"I brought some things to spruce it up a bit," she said, pulling out a small bag from her luggage. And a home-cooked meal too, her familiar lasagna that had a scent of nostalgia that made my stomach growl.

At that moment, despite the undercurrent of guilt, I couldn't help but appreciate her help. We spent the rest of the day setting up the apartment, her warm laughter filling the once-empty space.

Later that night, she left, her words of advice and love echoing in my ears.

"Remember," she had said, "Being independent is about making the right choices, not the easy ones."

The minute the door closed behind her, I felt an overwhelming urge to put on the high heels again. It was weird, this newfound fascination. I pulled them out of the bag, their scent filling the air.

Holding them in my hands, I admired their sleek design, their glossy finish. As I slipped them on, a strange sense of satisfaction washed over me. I looked at my feet, the shoes accentuating the curves of my calves, the smoothness of my freshly waxed legs.

I fell asleep that night, the heels still on my feet, a strange comfort in their presence. My mind was a whirl of thoughts, my heart a ball of contradictions. But for now, I was content. The heels were my secret, my little rebellion against the world.

And as I drifted off to sleep, the image of my mother's proud face and the feeling of the high heels against my feet merged into one, a strange harmony of old and new.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE FOLLOWING DAY, I woke up early, excitement and anxiety gnawing at me. As I took a shower, the steady stream of water trickled down my hair and my smooth skin, taking with it my apprehensions about the new job, about the heels. The fragrant scent of my soap filled the air, a comforting aroma that reminded me of a new beginning. Yet, a sense of trepidation was undeniably there, wrapped around the anticipation of wearing heels to work.

I stepped out of the shower, the cold air hitting my skin, causing a shiver to run down my spine. The mirror was fogged up, the image of my new self still unclear, still forming.

I chose my outfit for the day—a formal shirt, neatly ironed pants and, of course, the final touch, the glossy black heels. As I slipped them on, I felt an inexplicable sense of power, a strange kind of allure. I took a moment to admire myself in the mirror, the contours of my legs emphasized by the heels.

Suddenly, I realized the time—I was about to be late. Without a second thought, I rushed out the door, my feet hitting the sidewalk with a steady rhythm. The shoes, surprisingly, weren't an obstacle. Instead, they felt natural, as if they were made for me. As I made my way to the bus stop, the cool morning breeze hit my face, adding to the thrill of the moment.
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The bus ride was an interesting experience. I could feel curious glances thrown my way, whispers about the man in heels. But, strangely, I didn't care. I had a job to do, a promise to keep.

Stepping into the office, I apologized for being late.

"I'm still getting used to wearing heels," I explained, looking around. As I did, I realized everyone around me was also in heels—men and women alike.

Marissa, bubbly as ever, welcomed me with a wide smile, handing me a stack of legal documents to review. As I settled into my work, I found myself stealing glances at my shoes every now and then, fascinated by the strange sense of empowerment they gave me.

The day was going well until the familiar sound of the mayor's voice echoed in the room.

"Knock, knock. Who's there?" he sang, stepping into my office with a playful grin.

"Langdon, show me what you got," he said, extending a hand. I handed him the papers I was working on, but he shook his head.

"No, not that," he corrected, his eyes flickering to my feet.

"Show me what you're wearing."

His touch was light as he knelt down, gently rolling up my pants to reveal my legs. His fingers traced the smooth skin, a look of fascination in his eyes.

"Amazing, beautiful," he murmured, his gaze lingering on the heels. Then, he straightened up, clapping me on the shoulder.

"Tell Marissa to prepare a desk for you. You'll be moved to my office."

Moments later, as I walked into the bustling cafeteria, I saw Marissa seated alone at a corner table, intently scrolling through her phone. The clatter of dishes, the hum of the crowd, and the aroma of lunch being served filled the air, reminding me of college days.

"Mind if I join you?" I asked her, feeling the nerves in my belly knotting.

"Sure," she replied, her eyes quickly flitting up from her phone. Her surprise was palpable, mirrored by my own nervous anticipation.

"What brings you here?"

I sighed, running a hand through my hair.

"Mayor Lombardi wants me in his office."

She stared at me, her eyes wide.

"But he likes his privacy. He never lets anyone share his office space."

"Oh, I didn’t know that," I murmured, suddenly feeling very tired.

"But that's what he wants."

She was silent for a moment, processing the news. Then, she broke into a wide grin.

"Well, that's great! I'll speak to the maintenance team to get a desk ready for you."

Despite my apprehension, I couldn't help but appreciate her enthusiasm. It was infectious, casting a positive light on the whole situation.

As we ate lunch, the conversation flowed naturally. She had a way with words that made even the simplest of conversations interesting. She laughed easily, her perky personality seeming to infect everyone around her.

"Marissa," I ventured, my curiosity getting the better of me, "do you have any idea why the Mayor is so obsessed with women's shoes?"

She paused, her fork halfway to her mouth.

"I wish I knew," she admitted, shrugging. "He's new here and we're all still getting to know him."

There was an almost protective quality in her voice. I couldn't help but ask, "What do you think of him?"

Her face softened, her eyes gleaming with genuine admiration.

"He's... different," she said after a moment.

"Out of all the mayors I've worked for, he's the most dedicated, the most passionate. And he has this energy, this cheerfulness that's so contagious. I think the people of Syracuse are lucky to have him."

I considered her words, looking down at my own plate. Her faith in the mayor was evident, her words carrying a note of conviction. I could only hope that I would come to see the same qualities in him.

As we finished our meal, she chatted about her weekend plans, her animated gestures painting a vivid picture. I listened, half-hearted, my mind still occupied with the thoughts of the mayor, his whimsical command, and the bizarre shoe fascination.

Looking down at my own heels, a strange mix of emotions washed over me. Doubt, fear, curiosity, anticipation. It was the start of a journey I'd never envisioned for myself, one I had no map for.

Soon after, I found myself assisting Jose, the maintenance man, setting up my desk in the mayor's office. Jose, a gruff, stocky man with a twinkle in his eyes, moved with an agility that belied his age. The aroma of wood polish wafted through the air as we wrestled with the heavy mahogany desk, and the occasional whirr of the drill echoed off the marble floor.

"Nice shoes," he commented, looking at my heels. His eyes lingered for a moment too long, a hint of fascination gleaming in his gaze.

"Thanks," I said, looking down at my feet. His compliment felt odd, and my discomfort was only magnified by his roving gaze.

As we worked, he chatted away, his flirtatious remarks punctuating our conversation. He asked if I was single, what I liked to do in my spare time, if I had a roommate waiting for me back home.

I laughed off his questions, steering the conversation back to the task at hand. Yet, there was an undercurrent of unease that persisted, a strange feeling of being viewed in a way I wasn't accustomed to.

Suddenly, the door to the office swung open, and Mayor Lombardi walked in. His charismatic presence filled the room instantly, his eyes landing on the maintenance man.

[image: (((25-year-old))) (((Italian tanned masculine hand]

"Jose," he said, his tone stern, "Stop hitting on my sexy secretary."

I glanced over at Jose, surprised by the Mayor's directness. I found it weird that none of us found him calling me a sexy secretary funny. I wanted to burst into laughter but Jose cowered and the mayor’s face was serious—leaving no room for doubt about his intentions.

"How are you liking the office?" he, turning to me. His question was disconcerting, his abrupt change of topic catching me off guard.

"It's... it's great," I stammered, struggling to find the right words.

"Very spacious."

"And the shoes?" he probed, a hint of eagerness in his voice.

"I'm getting used to them," I admitted, a half-hearted smile playing on my lips.

"They're... unique."

His next question was even more offbeat.

"What's your favorite color?"

"Blue," I answered, more out of reflex than thought. But before I could question his line of questioning, he nodded approvingly and moved on.

As the day progressed, his serious side began to unfold before me. As I edited documents at my new desk, I could hear him on the phone, speaking assertively to various people. His tone was authoritative, his instructions firm and clear.

"Call the governor," he barked into the phone at one point, his brow furrowed in concentration.

"I won't accept delays in the construction."

At another moment, he was addressing a member of the city council.

"We need to focus on affordable housing," he said emphatically. "It's a critical issue, and I won't let it slide."

His phone calls revealed a man deeply committed to his work, a man who wasn't afraid to stand up for his beliefs. I found myself increasingly intrigued, intrigued by this man who defied conventional norms, who made me wear heels to work, who charmed with his charismatic persona.

As the sun set, bathing the office in a soft glow, I looked out of the window. The city was slowly lighting up, casting a beautiful silhouette against the evening sky. I could feel the weight of my new shoes on my feet, the soft click of the heels against the floor, the raw power they represented.

In the grand scheme of things, I was just a man in heels, lost in a world that seemed so surreal.

Ten minutes past five, I began to gather my belongings. The room was swathed in the warm glow of the setting sun, the once bright office now dimmed by the passage of time. The familiar clicking of my high heels echoed in the quiet office as I moved about, packing my briefcase, preparing to return home to my humble apartment.

Mayor Lombardi, engrossed in another phone call, suddenly swiveled around in his chair. He looked at me, surprise etched across his face.

"Where do you think you're going?" he asked, an eyebrow raised in question.

"I'm going home," I answered. My voice, usually firm, sounded unusually meek under his scrutinizing gaze.

He let out a short, sharp laugh.

"The hell you are," he retorted, the corners of his mouth turning up in a playful smirk.

I hesitated, caught off guard by his response. I was tired, my feet aching from the day's exertions. I wanted nothing more than to return home, to put up my feet, to escape from the shoes that had become my unlikely companions. But there was a steely glint in the mayor's eyes that told me otherwise.

"We're going out to dinner," he announced. His tone suggested that it wasn't up for debate.

"No, no, that's not necessary," I responded hastily. I was uncomfortable with the idea of sharing a meal with him. We were colleagues, yes, but our relationship felt somehow more complicated. There was an inexplicable connection between us, a connection that transcended our professional ties, a connection that had started the moment I put on those heels.

Mayor Lombardi, however, seemed unfazed by my reluctance.

"It's not okay," he declared firmly, pointing at my chair. His face had taken on a more serious expression, the playful glint replaced with an intense, demanding gaze.

"Give me ten minutes. I'll just finish this phone call," he added, turning back to his phone, signaling the end of the conversation.

I stood there, speechless, taken aback by his unexpected demand. I had no choice but to comply, so I sat back down, my mind buzzing with a thousand questions.

The clicking of my high heels against the marble floor, the feel of the plush leather chair against my back, the scent of the mayor's cologne still lingering in the air, all contributed to the sensory overload I was experiencing.

As the minutes ticked away, I found myself lost in thought. I could hear the Mayor's voice in the background, his words a mere hum in my ears. I looked down at my heels, the shiny black leather reflecting the dim light of the room. They had become a part of me, a part of my identity. I thought about how bizarre my life had become, how one pair of heels had spun it out of control.

But amidst all the chaos, there was an undeniable thrill. It was the thrill of stepping out of my comfort zone, the thrill of embracing a new identity, the thrill of being in Mayor Lombardi's presence.

As I waited for him to finish his call, I realized that I was beginning to enjoy the ride, beginning to enjoy the uncertainty, the unpredictability, the sheer madness of it all. And despite my initial reservations, I was looking forward to dinner with the mayor. For the first time in a long time, I was excited about what the future had in store.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

IN THE HUSHED TWILIGHT of the parking lot, the Mayor led me towards a shimmering object that took my breath away. A sleek Lamborghini, the hue of a ripe cherry, sat waiting for us. Its curved lines shone under the dim glow of the street lamps.

"Wow!" I exclaimed, my eyes wide.

"This is awesome, such a cool car!" I'd never been up close to such a piece of art before.

He chuckled, a glint of pride in his eyes.

"Of course," he said, a cocky smirk playing on his lips.

"It's made in Italy."

With a flip of a key, the car roared to life, and the door rose upwards in a dramatic sweep. It was like stepping into another world. I sunk into the plush leather seat, drinking in the smell of newness and luxury.

Everything was exquisitely detailed, from the polished chrome accents to the soft glow of the dashboard lights. I touched everything within reach, from the cool, smooth leather to the rough texture of the seat belts, as the Mayor watched me with amusement.
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"I don't know why you're so amazed by this," he said, the car purring softly as he pulled out of the parking lot.

"Personally, I'd rather look at your feet."

I felt my cheeks flush at his unexpected comment, the heels suddenly a reminder of how unusual this all was. Yet there was a thrill to it, an excitement that was becoming harder to ignore.

We arrived at Pasta Bellissima in Syracuse, one of the many branches of his family's world-famous Italian restaurant. It was a rustic place with a warm, inviting ambiance. The smell of simmering marinara sauce and the sound of sizzling garlic wafted from the kitchen, making my stomach growl in anticipation.

The mayor was a familiar face here, the patrons offering smiles and greetings as we made our way to a secluded corner. A few fans even asked for autographs, their pens eagerly thrust towards the Mayor. He obliged, signing with a flourish and a grin that came easily to his face.

Once seated, the mayor's demeanor changed. He studied me intently, his eyes as probing as his questions.

"I read your resume," he started, his voice softer than before.

"Why aren't you practicing law?"

His question caught me off guard. I felt a knot form in my stomach, a reminder of the failures that had led me to this point. I felt a flush creeping up my neck, my gaze shifting from his probing eyes.

"I...I failed twice" I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I thought I couldn't do it."

The mayor laughed, a hearty sound that echoed in the dimly lit room.

"You're an idiot. Of course, you can do it. Quit the drama. Failure happens to everyone."

His words stung, feeling dismissive of my struggles.

"You don't understand hardship," I retorted, my voice rising.

"You grew up rich, you've never had to fight for anything."

The mayor fell silent, his expression turning thoughtful.

"You may not believe it," he said after a pause, "but every day a voice in my head tells me that I don't deserve to be here, that I have to prove to people that I'm not just here because of nepotism, or political dynasties. I have to work harder than other mayors."

His words hung in the air, an unexpected glimpse into the man behind the public persona. As we continued our meal, my mind churned with a new perspective. Perhaps, beneath our different shoes, we weren't so different after all.

"Why do you force your staff to wear high heels?" I asked him, my eyes seeking answers in his. He let out a hearty laugh, the sound filling the room with an infectious energy.

"Force?" he said, his eyes sparkling with mirth.

"I don't force anyone. I merely suggest."
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"But why?" I pressed on, my curiosity getting the better of me.

"Do you want to stop wearing heels?" he asked instead, his gaze steady on mine. The question took me by surprise. I took a moment to process it, my mind whirling with a sudden realization. I enjoyed wearing heels. I relished the feeling of added height, the way they made my feet look, and the peculiar confidence they seemed to imbue in me.

"No," I admitted, a strange sort of relief washing over me. "I don't."

His smirk returned.

"See, I’m right then," he said, his tone lightly teasing.

The rest of the dinner passed in a pleasant blur. We chatted, we laughed, we enjoyed a hearty Italian meal. The aroma of garlic and the rich, tangy taste of the marinara sauce were intoxicating. By the end, we were both satiated and happy, our conversation having flowed as freely as the wine.

"I'm so full," he announced, patting his belly.

"We should walk. Burn off some of these calories."

And so, we found ourselves walking through the vibrant streets of Syracuse. The city was bathed in the soft glow of the street lights, casting long shadows on the cobblestone pavements.

The nocturnal hum of the city surrounded us, the distant honks of cars and the occasional laughter from passersby adding to the city’s nighttime melody.

Suddenly, I felt the warmth of the Mayor's hand enveloping mine. I looked down at our entwined fingers, a wave of surprise coursing through me. I wasn't gay, but I couldn't deny the Mayor's attractiveness. His touch was gentle, his hands softer than I had expected.

"Langdon," he began, his voice soft in the quiet night, "you should start applying hand cream."

I blinked at him, taken aback by his words.

"Hand cream?" I repeated, my brows furrowing in confusion as he chuckled.

"Yes," he said, his thumb gently stroking my hand. "I’ll give you some tomorrow. I don’t like caressing sandpaper," he jested.

As we walked, our hands intertwined and the city's twinkling lights surrounding us, I found myself swept up in the beauty of the moment. The peculiarities of the day seemed to melt away into the night, leaving behind a strange sense of belonging.

Soon after, we arrived at my apartment.

“I had a lovely time,” he said with a wink before speeding away—leaving me on the street with a look on my face as I’d just encountered the riddle of the Sphynx.

As I lay in bed that night, the taste of Italian food still lingering in my mouth, the touch of his hand, and the scent of his cologne clinging to my clothes, I couldn't help but look forward to the next day.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, I arrived at the office building with a lightness in my step, the events of the previous night still replaying in my mind. As I crossed the threshold of the imposing structure, I spotted Marissa. A look of concern marred her usually composed face. I frowned, a sense of unease settling in my gut.

Stepping into the office, the sight that greeted me made my heart stutter. There, in the middle of the room, was Mayor Lombardi, his arms wrapped around a woman I didn't recognize.

She had alabaster skin, but her eyes were as dark as her jet-black hair. She looked like an exotic Asian-Caucasian mix—making her look almost ethereal. Their lips were locked in a passionate kiss, their bodies pressed against each other in an intimate display.

When they finally pulled away, he introduced her.

"This is Lilly Lustwood. She's an author friend of mine." Her eyes scanned me from head to toe, her smile a mix of mischief and arrogance.

With a fake smile, I nodded. “I’m Langdon,” I followed.

She was dressed in a revealing outfit, a tight pencil skirt that hugged her hips, paired with a white blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal her ample cleavage.
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“You better make it up to me tonight, Robbie Dooby Doo,” she said with a hair flip.

As she strutted out of the room, she threw a chilling glance in my direction, her icy eyes piercing me to my core.

Why did I feel this gnawing sense of discomfort? I wasn't attracted to men, let alone the Mayor who clearly had no self-control when it came to his penis.

Yet, a strange feeling of jealousy coursed through me, leaving me feeling hollow. I continued my day, attempting to regain my composure and trying to push aside the sight of the Mayor and Lilly exchanging tongues.

Throughout the day, he made small talk, discussing everything from the weather to the city's recent developments. His nonchalant demeanor felt like a slap to my face, and each interaction left me feeling more irate. I could feel the bitterness rising, my emotions swirling like a hurricane.

"Excuse me, I have to go to the bathroom!" I blurted out suddenly during one of our interactions, unable to tolerate the pretense of civility any longer.

Inside the bathroom, I stared at my reflection in the mirror, my brows furrowed, and my heart pounding in my chest. My confusion and rage were mirrored back at me, my hands trembling slightly as I gripped the edge of the sink. The cold ceramic was a sharp contrast against my heated skin, a harsh reminder of my inner turmoil.

I couldn't understand why I was feeling this way. Why the sight of the Mayor with another woman was so unsettling. My mind was a whirl of questions and uncertainties, each one more confounding than the last.

I inhaled deeply, attempting to steady my thoughts.

As I stood there, staring at my reflection, I realized I had to confront these feelings. Whether I wanted to admit it or not, something had shifted between the Mayor and me. Something that couldn't be ignored.

With a deep breath, I composed myself, steeling my resolve to face whatever lay ahead. After all, tomorrow was another day.

No sooner had I opened the door to exit the bathroom, I found myself face-to-face with Mayor Lombardi. His chest was heaving slightly, his face showing an expression that was an odd mix of frustration and hurt.

"Why are you ignoring me?" He asked, his voice barely above a whisper. I was taken aback by the hurt evident in his tone. His question seemed to hang in the air, coloring the tense silence that followed. His eyes searched mine, as if seeking an answer I wasn't sure I had.
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"Are you...jealous?" He asked, catching me off guard. I shook my head instinctively, though I wasn't sure if I was denying his accusation or my feelings. Before I could respond, his lips crashed onto mine.

I was frozen, shocked by his boldness. He pinned my hands against the cold tile wall, effectively trapping me against him. His lips moved to my neck, leaving a trail of fiery kisses that sent a shiver down my spine.

“Don’t you ever… fucking… do that… again!” he warned before sucking my bottom lip and sealing the deal.

My heart pounded in my chest like a wild drum, a staccato rhythm that seemed to drown out my thoughts. His musky scent filled my nostrils, a potent mix of cologne and the underlying scent of his skin that was uniquely him. The taste of him was intoxicating, a sweet, heady flavor that I found myself craving more of.

His muscular body pressed against mine, the hardness of his physique a stark contrast to my softer frame. I could feel the heat radiating off him, warming me in ways I had never experienced before.

His face, usually so full of authority and confidence, was now showing a vulnerability I hadn't seen before. His eyes, a beautiful shade of ocean blue, were filled with an intensity that made my breath hitch in my throat.

And his lips... oh, his lips. They were soft and full, their touch gentle yet demanding. Each kiss was filled with an emotion that seemed too overwhelming to comprehend. It was like I was caught in a whirlwind of sensations, each one more intense than the last.

I realized I was not repulsed. In fact, I was enjoying it. The way he held me, the way his lips moved against mine, it was... thrilling. His touch sent sparks of desire coursing through my veins, igniting a fire within me that I had never known existed.

“I won’t… sir, I’m so sorry,” I gasped.

I couldn't help but respond, my body acting on its own accord. My hands, which were pinned against the wall, ached to touch him, to explore the muscled expanse of his back. My lips moved in sync with his, savoring the taste of him, the feel of his mouth on mine.

Despite the chaos of emotions swirling within me, I felt a sense of calm wash over me. It was as if in this moment, everything fell into place. It was confusing, exhilarating, and terrifying all at once.

And just like that, the world outside the bathroom ceased to exist. There was just him, and me, and the undeniable connection between us. I couldn't deny it any longer. This was happening, and for the first time in my life, I was unsure of what would happen next.

My mind was a whirl of thoughts, each one as jumbled and confusing as the next. I was caught in a storm of emotions, a maelstrom of desire and uncertainty that threatened to consume me.

“Don’t worry about Lilly, she’s just a random slut,” he reassured me.

As I lost myself in the depths of his kisses, I realized something. I wasn't just feeling attracted to the Mayor. I was feeling something far more dangerous, far more terrifying.

I was falling for him.

This realization hit me with a force that left me breathless. Falling for him? That was a road I hadn't even considered walking down. And yet, in that very moment, I found myself teetering on the edge of an abyss I'd never thought I'd confront. It was exhilarating and terrifying, all at once.

His kisses became more fervent, his hands roamed over my back, pulling me closer against him. The sensation of his touch sent sparks dancing under my skin, the taste of him became an intoxicating elixir I didn't want to stop consuming. His scent filled my senses, and I was sure it was a fragrance I'd never forget - a hint of wood and a touch of spice, a scent that I had begun to associate with comfort, with desire, with him.

“I want you so bad, but you have to follow everything I say,” he proposed.

The feeling of his warm breath against my skin sent shivers down my spine, my own breath hitching in response. His voice was soft, each word punctuated with a tenderness I had not anticipated. His hands were firm, yet gentle, a dichotomy that was both reassuring and stirring.

I wasn’t sure as to why I kept nodding but briefly, I feared that if I didn’t agree with everything he said, he’d stop kissing me.

“You’re mine, you hear that?”

The realization that I was falling for the Mayor was as surprising as it was unsettling. I had never considered myself capable of being attracted to a man. Yet, here I was, pinned against the wall, melting under the man's kisses, my heart pounding in rhythm with his.

“Am I?”

With firm hands, he spanked my ass.

“Yes, now get back to work and stop acting like a jealous girlfriend!”


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I STARED AT THE DOORWAY where the Mayor had just made his exit, the residual heat of his kiss still lingering on my lips. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions, yet in the midst of the chaos, there was a strangely comforting clarity. I had been kissed by the Mayor and I wanted more.

After a rather uneventful lunch in the cafeteria, I found myself walking back to my office, the taste of my sandwich still lingering in my mouth. I was just beginning to mentally prepare myself for an afternoon of work when I noticed the Mayor waiting for me at my desk.

He was standing there, a bouquet of flowers in one hand and a basket of lotions and hand creams in the other. His unexpected presence caught me off guard and I felt my heart skip a beat.

He smiled warmly as he placed the bouquet and the basket on my desk.

"For you," he said, gesturing towards the gifts.

I thanked him and bent to sniff the flowers, their sweet scent filling my nostrils. Then I took a closer look at the creams. They were from brands I’d never heard of but they looked premium, L’Occitane and Bilogique Recherche, I noticed, and the thought that he had gone to such lengths for me sent warmth flooding through me.

"I'm sorry about earlier," he started, his voice unexpectedly serious. I looked up from the creams, surprised.

"I was out of line."

"It's okay," I replied, brushing it off.
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"I mean, I... I enjoyed your kisses."

His eyes lit up at my admission, a mischievous grin slowly spreading across his face.

"Is that so?" he said, stepping closer.

"So, do you want more than kisses?"

I could feel my face heating up at his question, a shyness suddenly overtaking me. Despite my embarrassment, I found myself nodding, my voice barely above a whisper as I said, "Yes."

His grin grew wider at my answer and he slowly knelt down in front of me, his hands reaching for my feet. I was taken aback as he gently lifted one of my feet, his hands cradling it before he leaned in to press a soft kiss to my heel-clad feet.

My breath hitched as he did it again, each kiss on each strap sending a thrill through me. I had never thought of my feet as something to be appreciated like this, yet here he was, lavishing them with attention and seemingly enjoying it.

"But you know," he said, glancing up at me from beneath his lashes.

"I might allow more than kisses if you wore a pencil skirt… you know, an office girl ensemble."

I stared at him, dumbfounded. Me, in a pencil skirt? The image of myself wearing such attire was strange, yet it sparked a strange kind of excitement in me. I looked into his eyes, seeing nothing but sincerity, and found myself nodding.

"Yeah," I said, my voice stronger now.

"I can do that."

He smiled, a genuine, pleased smile that made my heart race.

"Good," he said, finally standing up.

"I need to leave early today, I have a golf game to get to. You should talk to Marissa, she can help you buy outfits."

I was left standing there, staring after him as he walked away, my mind reeling from the series of events. The rest of the day went by in a daze, my mind filled with thoughts of the Mayor and the peculiar request he had made.

As the day turned into evening, I found myself replaying our conversation over and over in my head. His words had lit a fire in me, sparking a desire for something more than I had ever imagined.

As I left the office that night, I found myself looking forward to the next day, eager to embark on this unexpected journey with the Mayor.

The next day, his words echoed in my mind, his request for me to dress in a pencil skirt and office girl ensemble playing on repeat. I found myself considering the possibility, my mind already envisioning how I would look.

The excitement was mixed with a strange anticipation, a curiosity to experience a new side of myself.

Despite my initial hesitation, the thought of fulfilling the Mayor's request stirred an unexpected thrill within me. My fingers brushed against the fabric of my trousers, my mind already replacing them with the smooth material of a pencil skirt. I was embarking on a journey I had never envisioned for myself, yet each step felt oddly liberating.

Later, as I sat working at my desk, my mind was abuzz with plans and possibilities. The clacking of my heels against the hardwood floor was a constant reminder of my transformation. The feeling of the heels against my feet, the way they elevated me, gave me a confidence I hadn't felt before. I was no longer just Langdon, the new clerical worker, I was someone else, someone who was willing to explore and push boundaries.

“Good morning, Langdon, the Mayor won’t make it today. He’ll be speaking at a University.”

Marissa had always been good to me, guiding me through my transition into this new role. I knew that she would be the perfect person to assist me on this journey.

“Just edit those 3 documents on your desk and we’ll head to the mall,” she followed before exiting the room.

Albeit sad about the Mayor’s absence, I found myself looking forward to our shopping excursion, a pang of excitement reverberating within me at the thought of embracing this new side of myself.

The work that followed was monotonous, yet my mind was anything but. The constant clicking of keys on my computer was a soothing background noise, allowing my thoughts to wander. I found myself imagining how I would look in a pencil skirt, the sleek fabric hugging my hips, my legs enhanced by the height of my heels.

The outfit would be a stark contrast to my usual attire, a departure from my comfort zone. Yet, there was an enticing thrill in the prospect, a chance to step into a new persona, to embody a different version of myself.

When I finally made my way to Marissa's desk later that day, I was greeted with a knowing smile. She had already heard about my request, and I could tell she was intrigued.

“Ready to shop till we drop?” She asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement. Her confidence gave me reassurance, a comfort in knowing I wasn’t alone in this.
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Marissa and I found ourselves in a bustling department store filled with racks upon racks of clothes. She was practically buzzing with excitement, her eyes scanning the store with the determination of a woman on a mission.

“Oh, this is going to be so much fun!” she squealed, clapping her hands together. Her enthusiasm was infectious and I couldn't help but grin in response.

As we browsed through the store, I could tell that she was taking this task very seriously. She would occasionally glance my way with a thoughtful look, only to dart back towards the racks of clothes with renewed determination.

"Ugh, I hate you! You have such a slender build," she remarked, a slight hint of envy in her voice.

"You could make any outfit look good!"

Before I could respond, she was off again, bossing around the sales people, asking them to bring out more options. I watched in mild amusement as she took charge of the situation, her authority unquestioned.

The number of options was overwhelming. There were pencil skirts in every color and pattern you could imagine, blouses that ranged from silk to chiffon, and an entire section dedicated to high heels.

Despite the initial shock, I couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement coursing through me. This was a completely new experience for me and I was ready to dive in headfirst.

She picked out several outfits for me to try, each one more interesting than the last. The first was a classic black pencil skirt with a white blouse, an outfit that screamed professionalism with a hint of allure.

The moment I stepped out of the changing room, she demanded I give a twirl. As I did, I could feel the soft material of the skirt brushing against my legs, the sensation oddly comforting.

"You look so hot!" she exclaimed, clapping her hands in delight. The sales people around us chimed in with their compliments, their cheery voices adding to my growing confidence. Encouraged by their words, I found myself walking with an extra spring in my step, almost as if I was on a runway.

The next outfit was a daring red pencil skirt paired with a fitted black blouse. The skirt hugged my waist and hips perfectly, accentuating my figure in a way I had never imagined. As I strutted around in this ensemble, I felt a strange sense of empowerment coursing through me. I was the center of attention and I was loving every minute of it.

Her enthusiasm only grew as I tried on more outfits. Each twirl was met with applause and cheers, the atmosphere in the store buzzing with positive energy.

I found myself getting lost in the experience, my initial apprehensions slowly melting away. This was a side of myself I had never explored before, and I was beginning to really enjoy it.
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The final outfit was a white pencil skirt paired with a black blouse that had delicate lace detailing on the sleeves. The outfit was both elegant and feminine, something I never thought I'd see myself wearing. Yet, when I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but admire the reflection staring back at me.

With each outfit I tried on, I felt my confidence growing. I could feel the fabric of the skirts against my skin, the soft touch acting as a constant reminder of the transformation I was going through. The scent of new clothes filled my nostrils, a pleasant aroma that somehow added to the overall experience.

As she drove me home, her excitement about the day's shopping spree was still bubbling over.

"Oh, Langdon, I can't wait to see the Mayor's reaction when he sees you tomorrow!" she gushed. Her voice was filled with anticipation, adding to the thrill I was already feeling.

I stepped out of the car, my arms full of shopping bags.

"Thank you, Marissa," I began, "I--"

"Wait!" she cut me off, reaching into the back seat of her car. She pulled out another bag, this one smaller than the rest, and handed it to me.

"You forgot this," she said, a sly grin on her face.

I looked at her, puzzled.

"What's this?" I asked, weighing the bag in my hand.

"Inside are... well, let's just say they're more intimate items. For confidence," she explained, her grin growing wider.

"And remember, you'll have to learn to tuck."

Before I could question her further, she sped off, leaving me standing there, a mix of confusion and anticipation swirling within me.

As I made my way up to my apartment, my mind raced. What did she mean by 'intimate items'?

And what was this 'tuck' she was talking about?

The realization hit me when I was halfway up the stairs. I was wearing feminine outfits now, and it was only right that I paired them with feminine intimates.

My initial shock quickly turned into anticipation. The thought of wearing lingerie was new and exciting, adding another dimension to my transformation.

By the time I reached my apartment, my heart was pounding with excitement. I was about to discover a whole new side of myself and I couldn't wait to see what was in the bag.

I fumbled with the keys, my eagerness making the simple task seem more difficult. Once inside, I dropped the rest of the shopping bags and immediately reached for the smaller one.

My hands shook slightly as I opened it, the feeling similar to that of a kid on Christmas morning.

Inside the bag was a selection of lingerie, each piece more exquisite than the last. There was a delicate lace bralette that was as soft as a whisper against my fingertips, a satin thong that looked as alluring as it felt, and a pair of silky stockings that promised to make my legs look even better.

I held each item up, inspecting them with a newfound appreciation. I could already imagine how they would feel against my skin, the thought sending shivers down my spine. The scent of new fabric filled the room, a smell that was quickly becoming one of my favorites.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

MY LIVING ROOM WAS AWASH with a soft, diffused light, filtering through the half-open curtains. Sprawled on my couch, three different sets of lingerie were laid out, a trio of silken promises waiting to be fulfilled. I could feel a strange mix of anticipation and trepidation building within me as my gaze traveled over each set.

The first set was an innocent concoction of pale pink satin, trimmed with lace so delicate it looked like morning dew on spider webs. The bralette was cut in a demure design, while the matching thong promised a tantalizing amount of skin. It was all softness and sweetness, but with an undercurrent of hidden desires.

The second set was a startlingly bold red, the color of passion and fiery determination. The lace bralette was more daring in design than its pink counterpart, the intricate patterns hinting at the unchartered territories I was about to explore. The accompanying thong was a satin affair that looked like it would cling to my body like a lover's desperate grasp.

The final set was a sultry black, the bralette and thong both fashioned out of sheer, whisper-thin lace. It was the epitome of elegance and sophistication, but with an edge of danger. This set was a promise of the unknown, a challenge to discover and push my boundaries.

As I deliberated over which set to wear first, I noticed that the curtains were still slightly open. From this vantage point, anyone in the nearby buildings could potentially have a clear view into my apartment. An immediate instinct had me reaching out to close them, but then I paused.

This was my moment of self-discovery and empowerment.

Why should I hide it?

With a newfound surge of confidence, I decided to leave the curtains as they were.
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With my eyes set on the pink set, the satin felt luxuriously smooth under my fingertips as I picked it up. Slipping into the bralette and thong was an experience in itself. The sensation of satin against my skin was incredibly comforting, almost like a second skin. I could smell the faint scent of new fabric, a smell that was quickly becoming familiar and oddly reassuring.

The moment of truth came when I stood in front of the mirror. My reflection showed a man boldly stepping outside his comfort zone, but there was something off. My penis was visible, the bulge a stark contrast to the feminine allure of the lingerie.

“Ugh, this looks weird,” I mumbled.

I frowned, recalling Marissa's words in the car.

"You'll have to learn to tuck," she had said. It was time to do just that. I pulled up a tutorial video on my phone, following along as best as I could. The process was awkward and uncomfortable, a battle against my own body. But I didn't give up. I couldn't.

After several tries and a few frustrated sighs, I managed to get it right. Looking at myself in the mirror again, I saw a significant difference. My figure looked more streamlined, the lingerie sitting better on my body. The sense of accomplishment I felt was immense. I had done it. I had crossed another barrier in my journey.

With newfound enthusiasm, I tried on the other sets as well, each one presenting its own unique challenges and triumphs. The red set was fiery and passionate, making me feel bolder than ever before.

The black set, on the other hand, was a subtle nod to the complexities of femininity, making me realize just how intricate this journey was going to be.

Each time I slipped into a new set of lingerie, I took a moment to appreciate the textures, the scents, and the sight of myself transformed. It was a deeply personal, highly sensory experience that I found surprisingly gratifying.

This was a new side of me that I was just beginning to explore, and every moment of the journey was an exciting revelation. I was stepping out of my comfort zone, embracing a part of myself I had never known existed.

The next morning, before the first light of dawn had a chance to peek through my curtains, I was already wide awake. An undercurrent of nervous energy pulsed through my veins, a strange combination of eagerness and anticipation. I'd been waiting for this moment since yesterday, the prospect of wearing the office girl ensemble I'd picked out looming large in my mind.

I headed to the bathroom, the cool tiles under my bare feet sending a refreshing chill up my spine. The shower was an orchestra of sensations—the warm rush of water against my skin, the rich, fragrant scent of my body wash, and the lathered-up foam of my shampoo. Every little detail seemed amplified, my senses heightened by the excitement of what lay ahead.

Once out of the shower, I toweled myself dry, the rough fabric of my towel scratching pleasantly against my skin, a stark contrast to the softness of the lingerie that awaited me.

I applied the body lotion that the Mayor has given me, the coolness of it making me shiver slightly as I rubbed it into my skin. The scent of vanilla and shea butter filled my nostrils, a comforting aroma that calmed my fluttering nerves.

Choosing my outfit for the day, my fingers brushed over the delicate black satin lingerie I had decided on. The bralette and thong were soft, smooth, and incredibly inviting. Slipping into them, I reveled in the luxurious feel of satin against my bare skin. It was a sensation I was quickly becoming addicted to.

“Mmm,” I moaned from the delectable feeling.

Then came the art of tucking. It was an awkward process at first, but with a bit of practice, I was beginning to get the hang of it. The final result was far from perfect, but it was good enough for me to be able to wear the pencil skirt without any noticeable bulge. I took a moment to admire myself in the mirror, a strange sense of satisfaction washing over me.
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“Beautiful…” I whispered.

Next came the black pencil skirt. It was made of a high-quality blend of wool and polyester, the fabric feeling surprisingly soft and comfortable against my skin.

As I zipped it up, I felt a thrill run through me. The skirt hugged my body in all the right places, enhancing my slender figure.

Then came the white blouse, a perfect pairing with the black pencil skirt. The blouse was crisp and fresh, a symbol of professional elegance.

As I buttoned it up, I could feel the cool fabric against my skin, the crispness of it oddly comforting. It fit me perfectly, complementing the pencil skirt and adding an element of sophisticated chic to the ensemble.

I spent some time perfecting my look, adjusting the collar of the blouse, making sure the skirt sat right on my hips. The smell of the fresh fabric, the coolness of the satin against my skin, the sight of my transformed reflection in the mirror—it was all intoxicating.

My heart pounded in my chest as I took one final look at myself in the mirror. The man who stared back at me was almost unrecognizable, but in the most thrilling way. I looked confident, empowered, and incredibly chic.

As I slipped into my high heels, I could feel a final surge of excitement rushing through me. I was all set, ready to step out into the world. And with that, I grabbed my messenger bag and headed out the door, ready to face whatever the day had in store for me.

I set out towards the bus stop, my high heels clicking rhythmically against the pavement. A cool morning breeze toyed with the edges of my pencil skirt, brushing against my bare legs, the chill a stark contrast to the otherwise mild morning air.

As I walked past the construction site, the usually mundane sound of drilling and hammering paused, replaced by whistles and calls.

"Hey, gorgeous!" one worker called out, grinning at me from beneath his hard hat. Instead of the usual indignation, I felt a rush of unexpected exhilaration. I had never been catcalled before. Their comments were crass, crude even, but in the strangest way, they affirmed the femininity I was displaying.
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"Looking good, love!" another worker chimed in. I couldn't help but blush, a warmth spreading through my chest. Their catcalls and laughter, though arguably inappropriate, were oddly empowering, their ogling glances feeding my confidence.

Continuing my strut towards the bus stop, I reveled in the attention. The gentle rustle of my blouse, the soft whisper of my skirt against my thighs, the distinct click-clack of my heels—everything fell into a sensual rhythm. I felt attractive, seductive even, and that feeling was intoxicating.

Once on the bus, I became acutely aware of the many eyes on me. It felt like I was on a stage, the bus my audience. Instead of shrinking under the stares, I sat taller.

The interior of the bus was familiar—the rattle of the engine, the jostling movement, the blend of different perfumes, the murmur of hushed conversations—yet it felt entirely new from this perspective.

The subtle musk of aftershave from the man standing next to me mingled with the sharp tang of morning coffee from a paper cup clutched by the woman in the seat in front.

Suddenly, I could feel something hard pressing against my arm. It was a handsome man that looked like he was in his early thirties—deliberately and intently making me feel his boner.
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“Hey,” he said—his eyes piercing through my soul.

It was scary yet it was getting me all riled up. But it was inappropriate, there were many people. Instead, all I could offer was a slight smile as I focused on the worn faux leather of the bus seat comforting against my bare thighs, and the slight sway of the moving bus that created—a rhythm I found myself subtly rocking to.

“Nice thighs,” he followed.

I wanted to say something but my own reflection in the window distracted me—it was a sight to behold. In the past, I would've looked away, feeling awkward and self-conscious. But now, I found myself appreciating the woman staring back at me. The slender figure in the pencil skirt, the confident posture, the coy smile. She was me, yet she was someone I was still getting to know.

The men on the bus seemed to be looking at me with a mixture of curiosity and appreciation, their gazes lingering longer than necessary.

A part of me knew I should feel uncomfortable, but instead, I found myself enjoying it. It was as if I was discovering a whole new side to my personality, one that thrived under the spotlight.

As I got off the bus, a few of the men still watched, their gazes lingering on me even as I walked away. The sun had started to rise by then, casting an orange glow on the city. The soft morning light reflected off the windows of the office buildings, illuminating my path with a warm glow.

My heart was pounding with excitement as I walked the final stretch to the office. My new office girl outfit seemed to transform the mundane journey into an exciting adventure. I could taste the anticipation in the air, a tangible sweetness that lingered on my tongue.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

I STEPPED INTO THE OFFICE, the scent of rich mahogany and lingering cologne immediately wrapping around me. Across the room, the Mayor stood, resplendent in his customary navy suit.

Today, though, he'd paired it with a vibrant crimson tie that gave him an imposing and powerful air. His hair was immaculately styled, as always, and his eyes were an intense hue, sparkling like rare blue gemstones.

His chiseled jaw was set, the severe lines of his face making him look more serious than usual. His steely gaze sent a chill down my spine as he looked me up and down. His lips, a tempting pinkish hue, curved into a slow smirk. A potent mixture of power and sex appeal radiated from him, making my heart race.

Without uttering a word, he walked over to me. His approach was like that of a predator—confident, dominant, and oozing raw masculinity.

Before I could gather my wits, he was right in front of me, his scent of rich cedar and tangy citrus engulfing my senses. His hands found their way to my waist, pulling me towards him. My breath hitched as I felt the warmth of his body against mine.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice a seductive rumble. His lips were inches away from mine, his warm breath fanning across my face. His hand trailed up from my waist to my cheek, his thumb gently stroking my skin. His touch sent jolts of electricity through me, making me yearn for more.
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"I've been waiting for this moment," he continued, his voice dropping an octave lower. I was spellbound by his words, my own breath hitching in anticipation.

Without another word, he claimed my lips with his own. It was a searing, passionate kiss, and I felt like I was melting under his touch. His lips were warm and firm, dominating and yet tender. The world seemed to fade away as I gave in to the kiss, letting him take control. His tongue teased at my lower lip before delving into my mouth, deepening the kiss.

After what seemed like an eternity, he pulled back, his eyes heavy with desire. A shiver ran down my spine at the raw intensity of his gaze.

He turned around, locking the office door with a click. The sound echoed in the room, a clear sign of the bubble we had entered. He looked at me with a predatory glint in his eyes, sending an anticipatory thrill through me.

As he walked past his desk, his hand brushed over a pile of papers, sending them scattering onto the floor. He glanced at the mess and then at me, his smirk deepening.

"Oops," he said, sinking into his executive chair.

"Could you help me pick those up?"

The way he said it, his voice laced with desire, made heat bloom in my lower belly. I nodded, bending down to pick up the scattered papers.

As I gathered the papers, my gaze lingered on his legs, crossed at the ankles, the fabric of his trousers hugging them snugly. I could see the powerful muscles beneath, hinting at strength and agility.

My gaze then trailed up to his torso, the fabric of his shirt and jacket outlining a solid, athletic body. His chest was broad and strong, the shirt stretching taut against it. And there, right in front of my eyes, was a prominent bulge, a silent testimony of his desire. A rush of excitement coursed through me at the sight.

The office was filled with a palpable tension, a mixture of excitement, anticipation, and raw sexual energy. I could taste it, the tangy hint of desire on my tongue, feel it, the electric charge in the air, hear it, the erratic beating of my heart. It was like I was on the precipice of something great and terrifying at the same time.

The scent of him, the sight of his body, the sound of his deep voice, the touch of his hand, the taste of his kiss—everything was so intoxicating. I was lost in a sensory overload, reveling in the thrill of it all. I was living my fantasy, a fantasy that I hadn't even realized I had until now.

"You're the sexiest secretary I've ever had," the Mayor said. I didn't know what it was about him but my attraction for him had me forgetting that I was a guy.

The files on the floor stopped rustling as soon as he pulled my short blonde locks and forced me to open my mouth.

"A blowjob would really take my stress away," he said.
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I hadn't sucked a cock before but I knew that the Mayor had to be in high spirits all the time. After all, as a citizen of Syracuse, it was only right for me to provide help wherever I can. And so, I sunk my face in between his crotch, sniffing the delectable high from the sillage of his bulge suffocated by his black slacks.

"Ahh..." he moaned—a euphoric look on his face spread.

I pulled his pants down to his ankles, and then his tighty whities. There it was—a penis as thick as my forearm, looking up at me with its small regimental-looking helmet. I couldn't look down on it for too long. It was intimidating for a first-timer like me, but I knew that I had to give the Mayor a good old blowjob.

"You like this, don't you?" he said as he grabbed both of his penis and balls.

"Be a good little girl and suck, will you?"

I was still on my knees and shaking, as if I was in some sort of trance when he spoke to me.

"Yes, Mayor," I said shyly, as I got further down on my knees. I had to get past my fears and do this. It was my civic duty. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock.

To my surprise, it wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. Actually, it was way better and I felt like I was trying butter pecan ice cream for the first time.

It was salty, sweet, and his precum seemed like it had just the right amount of umami for someone who once feared dick to start craving it.

"Suck on it," he ordered.

I looked at him and opened my mouth wider to host the rest of him. I was choking, gagging, and tearing up, but the way his muscle hardened felt like he was dancing to the rhythm of my lust.

"I knew you'd be a good girl," he said, releasing my hair. He brushed it aside and allowed his thumb to massage the back of my ear.

Soon after, I started massaging his balls with my fingers then ran them up and down his shaft. He threw his head back and moaned as I started sucking on his balls.

"Ahhh! Yes, my sexy secretary, keep doing that!" he cheered.

His face was turning red and I could feel my tuck breaking away from my thighs—wetting my brand-new lace panties and pencil skirt. He started heaving and leaning towards me to reach my nipples inside my bra.

I could feel his utmost lust and aggression from the heat that emanated from our proximity.

“Yes! Do it!”

“Mmm, mmm,” I groaned as I relished the salty flavor whenever his mushroom head knocked on my tonsils. His boner was growing even thicker and his convulsion rocked my body as he softly let out his version of melodious orgasm through a chorus of moans and groans.

“Do it! Do it! Suck it! Suck it!”
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“For the people of New Yo—” but before he could finish reciting the state’s name, his baby gravy started trailing my passage—letting me know that he was warm, fresh, and thick for me. At that very moment, I was so proud of making a man cum at my expense. The memory of that bitch Lilly swam to the abyss along with the Mayor’s unborn heirs.

As he panted, spent and exhausted while leaning on my shoulder, all I could think of was how I wanted to make him cum more. I wanted him to make love to me. I wanted him to make me feel like I was the only girl in the world and that he’d need me and come to me whenever he needed aid.

“Wow, you’re really the best secretary I’ve ever hired,” he said before sealing the compliment with a long, warm, and wet kiss.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS LATER, my heart was pounding with exhilaration as I stepped into the bustling salon, the smell of hair products and fresh coffee mingling in the air.

The Mayor told me that he wanted to move our relationship to the next level but he said that he would be more turned on if I had longer hair. Sure, it was fun to suck his dick during our lunch breaks but my body tingled for more. I needed him inside me. If having overpriced hair from Serbia attached to my head would encourage him to fuck me, then that was what had to be done, I thought.

The chatter of the stylists and the whir of hair dryers created a lively symphony that was oddly comforting. I was here to get hair extensions—a first for me.

On my arm was a Chanel Classic Flap bag in a gorgeous shade of taupe. It was a recent gift from the Mayor, a surprise he'd presented me three days ago. I hadn't even asked the price, but one glance at the intricate quilting and the shiny hardware told me it was far from inexpensive.

My new handbag seemed to draw attention almost immediately. Compliments started to flood in from the stylists, their voices filled with admiration.

"Girl, your bag is stunning!" one exclaimed, her hands fluttering excitedly.

"How much did it cost?"

The question hung in the air, and I was left grappling for an answer. I didn't know how much the bag cost, and I wasn't sure if I should admit it. My silence seemed to only amplify the anticipation.

"Come on, spill the tea!" another stylist urged, her eyes sparkling with curiosity.

I hesitated, chewing on my lower lip. I didn't want to lie, but I was unsure of how to proceed. I could feel their curious gazes on me, waiting for my response. Taking a deep breath, I decided to stick with the truth.

"I don't actually know," I admitted, "My... boyfriend bought it for me."

A chorus of delighted squeals filled the room at my admission. I could feel a flush creeping up my cheeks, but there was a thrilling sort of satisfaction at their reaction.

"Boyfriend?" one of them echoed, her eyes wide.

"Lucky you! Who is this mystery man?"

Questions started to fly in from all directions, their curiosity piqued. They wanted to know who he was, what he did, how we met. I could understand their interest, but I was in a delicate position. I couldn't reveal who he was—his status as a politician meant we had to be discreet.

"He's... a private man," I explained, hoping that would be enough to quell their curiosity.

"I'd rather not say much more than that."

I hoped that would be enough to steer the conversation away from him. I didn't want to lie, but the less said about our relationship, the better. It was our secret, a secret I intended to keep.

Throughout the rest of the appointment, the stylists chatted and laughed, and the question about my boyfriend was soon forgotten. It was an enjoyable experience, one that left me feeling pampered and beautiful.
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The extensions added a feminine touch to my appearance that I hadn't realized I'd been missing.

Afterwards, as I stepped out of the salon, my new hair bouncing with every step, I felt a newfound sense of confidence. I was becoming more comfortable with this transformation, enjoying the attention and admiration it brought me.

But more than anything, I was enjoying the new dynamic with the Mayor. It was exciting, invigorating, and filled with a kind of electricity that left me craving more.

With every step I took, every glance I caught in my new outfit, every touch from the Mayor, I was diving deeper into this whirlwind. It was intoxicating, overwhelming, and yet, I found myself yearning for more.

That night, as I prepared for my date with him, I was filled with a euphoria that was so intense it was nearly tangible. Standing in front of the mirror, I took my time choosing a dress, settling on a tastefully bold red number that hugged my slender frame.

Despite my flat chest, I looked decidedly feminine, and my long, blonde extensions shimmered under the glow of the vanity lights that I ordered from Ikea.

Lana del Rey’s words “I got my red dress on tonight, dancin’ in the dark in the pale moonlight. Done my hair up real big beauty queen still. High heels off, I’m feeling alive,” played beautifully in the background—the woman where I got my new name from.

Tonight, the Mayor was going to meet the real me for the first time. Lana.

Next came the lingerie. After a moment's hesitation, I selected a lace set that I thought would complement the dress beautifully. Slipping into the lacy number, I felt a rush of femininity and confidence.

My reflection in the mirror revealed a slender, feminine physique with long, shapely legs that were accentuated by the pair of sky-high stilettos I'd chosen. It was a transformation, no doubt, but it was a transformation I was reveling in.

Just as I was applying a touch of mascara, my phone buzzed with a text. It was the Mayor. He was waiting outside in his Lamborghini. A small thrill ran through me as I read his message. Gathering my new Chanel handbag, I hurried out of the apartment.

I spotted him instantly. He was leaning casually against his car, his silhouette illuminated by the glow of the streetlights. He looked breathtaking—like Cary Grant reincarnated—dressed in a tailored suit that accentuated his broad shoulders and muscular build. His eyes met mine and he flashed a grin that set my heart fluttering, followed by a suggestive wink.

He waved me over and as I approached, he gestured for me to slide into the passenger seat of his sleek vehicle. As the car roared to life and we sped off into the night, the reality of the situation began to sink in. I was on a date with the Mayor, dressed in an ensemble that was more feminine than anything I'd ever worn before.

We arrived at our destination—Pasta Bellissima. A pang of anxiety surged through me as we pulled up to the entrance. The Mayor must've sensed my unease because he turned to me, his gaze steady.
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"Don't people know you here?" I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper. He shrugged nonchalantly, his eyes never leaving mine.

"I don't care what people say, Langdo—" he replied, but before he could finish calling my dead name, I interrupted him with, “Lana, it’s Lana, now,” I said—squeezing his hand.

“Just, perfect, Lana, my sweet little Lana,” he followed.

I felt a swell of emotion at his words. The way he was looking at me, the reassurance in his voice—it was enough to quell my fears.

As we walked into the restaurant hand in hand, he commented on how soft my hands were, asking if I'd been using the hand creams he'd given me. I laughed lightly, admitting that I'd been using them religiously. He seemed pleased by this, his fingers intertwining with mine as we were led to our table.

Throughout the evening, we talked about everything and nothing, our conversations punctuated by fits of laughter and meaningful looks. At one point, he leaned across the table and kissed me, his lips warm and inviting. The restaurant went quiet, the diners turning to look at us, but the Mayor didn't seem to care.

"Why don't we continue this at your place?" he suggested, a mischievous glint in his eye. I agreed eagerly, excited at the prospect of spending more time with him.

As we left the restaurant, his hand securely wrapped around mine, I realized that this was not just about transforming my appearance.

It was about embracing my desires, about indulging in a connection that was both exhilarating and unnerving. It was about being true to myself, and in that moment, I felt freer and more alive than I ever had before.

As we approached the entrance to my apartment building, he let out a low whistle.

"Six flights of stairs?" he asked, eyeing the staircase with a hint of regret in his voice.

I laughed, a playful grin spreading across my face.

"You don't have to climb them, you know. We could always go to your place," I teased, feeling a thrill at the idea of spending more time with him.

"I need you now, Lana," he confessed, a fierce determination in his eyes. He took a step toward me, his hands on my waist.

"I can't wait."

In the next moment, he scooped me up in his arms, carrying me like I was the lightest thing in the world. I was taken aback by the suddenness of his actions, but I couldn't suppress the exhilaration I felt.

I was being carried by the Mayor up six flights of stairs to my apartment. It was a wildly romantic gesture that I never thought I would experience. It was the kind of moment that made me feel like a natural woman, complete and confident in my femininity.

As we began our ascent, he kept up a steady stream of conversation, our banter easing the tension that was building between us. We joked about the state of my building's elevator, the Mayor's sudden realization of his lack of gym attendance, and my unfortunate luck of finding an apartment at the top of the building.

Despite the heavy panting, the laughter never ceased. The stairs, it turned out, were as much a bonding experience as they were a physical challenge. The stairwell echoed with our voices, filled with a warmth and connection that was so palpable I could almost touch it.

We finally reached my apartment door, both of us out of breath and drenched in the adrenaline of the moment.

"Well, here's my reward for you," I said playfully, pressing my lips to his in a passionate kiss.

His grip around me tightened, his lips responding to mine with equal fervor. I could feel the strength of his desire, his pent-up anticipation. It was intoxicating, and I wanted to drown in it.

He kicked open the door and we stumbled into my bedroom, collapsing on the bed in a tangle of limbs. The kisses continued, each one more desperate and heated than the last. My dress, his suit, our clothes seemed like trivial barriers that needed to be discarded.

The world outside my apartment ceased to exist, and all that mattered was the man in my arms and the passion that was consuming us.

As our kisses deepened, I realized that this wasn't just about the physical attraction, although that was undeniable. It was about being seen and desired as the woman I wanted to be. It was about the genuine connection I had found with a man who respected and accepted me for who I was.

In his arms, I was Lana. I was a woman. And it felt perfectly natural.

As we lay there, skin against skin, I could feel the mayor's breath on my neck. His lips were soft and gentle as they moved from the base of my neck to my earlobe. I moaned softly, feeling my body respond to his touch.

He whispered sweet nothings in my ear, telling me how beautiful I was, how he had been waiting for this moment for so long. His words were like music to my ears, filling me with a sense of euphoria.

I turned to face him, gazing into his eyes. They were filled with a raw emotion that I had never seen before. He brushed the hair out of my face, tucking it behind my ear.

"I want you," he said, his voice husky with desire.

My heart was racing as I looked up into his eyes, my fingers hungrily tracing the lines of his chest. He was so strong, so confident, and I knew that I wanted him more than anything in this world. I wanted to be with him, to feel his touch, his embrace, his love.

"You've never been fucked before?" he asked softly, his voice a low whisper in the stillness of the room.
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I nodded, barely able to speak as he leaned down to kiss me again. His hands were everywhere, exploring every inch of my body as I moaned and gasped beneath him. I could feel the heat building between us, the electricity of our passion drawing us closer and closer until I thought I would explode.

"You're the first and only man I've ever been with," I said.

As our kiss deepened, I felt the Mayor's hands start to roam over my body, exploring every inch of me. His touch was electric, igniting a fire deep within my core. I moaned softly, arching my back to press my body closer against his.

He pulled away from my lips, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down my neck and across my collarbone. His hands moved to the buttons of my dress, deftly undoing them one by one until the material fell away from my body, leaving me in nothing but my bra and panties.

"I want you," he growled, his voice thick with desire.

I didn't need to hear it twice. With a quick movement, I rid him of his shirt, running my hands over his broad chest and feeling the ripple of muscles under his skin. His hands were at my back, unhooking my bra with practiced ease.

"I've never been with a man before too. But I don't see you like that, Lana. You're all woman to me," he said before licking my nipples and suckling on them like I had the ability to lactate.

He took one of my flat breasts in his mouth as his hands were all over my body, exploring as much of me as he could.

"Mmm, I love it!" I exclaimed.

After sucking on my breast for a few moments, he moved to the other one and lavished it with the same attention. Grabbing a handful of his hair, I ground my girly cock against the bulge in his pants. I wanted to feel him inside of me, his cock filling my ass. The thought made my stomach do flip flops and I moaned, grinding harder against him.

Wrapping my other hand around his head and pulling him closer, I ran my tongue along the edge of his ear, savoring the taste of his skin.

I swallowed, moaning as he slowly slid my panties down my legs. He dropped them to the floor, leaning down to lap at my girly dick with his tongue.

"Oh my God," I said, my hands coming up to grasp his head.

He groaned, his voice sending shivers down my spine as he shoved a wet finger inside me. I gasped, my body trembling and my thighs spreading to welcome him in.

He continued his ministrations, licking and sucking and thrusting his fingers into me. I moaned, my hips bucking into his face as I reached for his belt. I was so excited that I was having trouble undoing it, and the Mayor chuckled, helping me push his pants down.

"You're so beautiful," he groaned, looking into my eyes as he pushed himself against me. I could feel the smooth head of his cock pressing against my opening, and I couldn't wait to feel him inside.

He spat on his palm and lubricated my ass then inserted two fingers to really turn up the heat. I moaned and squirmed, feeling my body ache in all the right places as his movements drove me to the brink of ecstasy.

He was behind me—licking my eyes as his fingertips sunk into my cheeks—his body pressing me into the mattress as he readied my hole with his tongue.

"Ahh!" I gasped as his mouth continued flooding my hole with desire. He was like a man possessed by some kind of primal force and I was happy to be on the receiving end.

"I'm going to fuck you, alright?" he said, his words booming like thunder in the stillness of my room.
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I nodded in assent, watching as he slowly grazed my hole with his mushroom head. He positioned himself, putting his hand on my shoulder for support, his eyes watching every movement as he impaled me.

"Ahhh! Yes!" I screamed as he pressed into my hole.

"Holy shit! You're so tight!" he groaned, his voice straining with pleasure.

"Uhh!" I gasped as he filled me more with his cock. I could feel his girth stretching me. His hands were on my hips, controlling the pace, pulling me back and forth as we rocked together. My cock twitched in a myriad of directions as he slowly parked in me. It felt so fucking painful yet it was the most pleasure I'd experienced in my life.

"Ahhh!" I moaned, feeling him slide in and out of me. I rocked with him, my buttocks bouncing as he slammed himself into me. I could feel my ass cheeks hitting against his thighs, my hands gripping the sheets tightly as I urged him to fuck me faster.

He pulled my hair and I yelped as he shoved his cock deep into my ass, banging me hard and fast.

"Your dick is so big, Mayor!" I moaned, my body burning as he fucked me, my ass making a wet sound as he pounded me.

"Mmm, do that again," I moaned, throwing my head and flipping my new long hair to the rhythm of his desire.

He slid in and out of my ass, his movements becoming faster and faster. Soon, I was screaming and moaning, my body trembling and shaking as my ass clenched in a powerful orgasm.

He wrapped his arm around me and kissed the nape of my neck before sinking his teeth into it.
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"I don't want this to last," he panted.

"Ahhh! I'm cumming!" I screamed.

The Mayor grabbed my hips, thrusted again and again inside of me and I could feel his balls brush against my balls with every thrust. His prick was drilling into my ass and he was filling me with his girthy lust.

"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" I screamed.

His movements became erratic and wild, slamming himself into me before sliding out and stuffing me back with his thick, rock-solid cock. He growled, his cock twitching in my ass as he fucked me.

My hands were on the back of his head, my nails scratching down his neck as I moaned. He was destroying me. My body went limp and he grunted his release. He pushed his cock to drive in deeper and I moaned, feeling him unleash his seed inside me.

"Ahhh!" he screamed in ecstasy.

Soon after, he pulled out and looked down at me, his face flushed and sweaty with passion. I fell to the bed, feeling myself cum. My body was shuddering with pleasure and he smiled at me, pulling me close and kissing my lips.

He slid his hands up my body and kissed me deeply as I slowly sank into bliss.

"That was fucking amazing," he whispered in my ear.

I smiled, my body feeling warm and sated.

"Yeah, it was," I said, turning to face him.

He wrapped his arms around me, stroking my hair as we lay in each other arms, panting and sweating.

"I love you, Lana," he said.

"I love you too, Mayor," I replied softly, looking into his eyes and wishing that his words for me were as genuine as his promise to the people of Syracuse.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE FAINT CREAK OF THE DOOR stirred me from sleep. My eyes fluttered open, the soft morning light filtering through the curtains. I squinted at the figure standing in the doorway, my heart dropping when I recognized her. It was my mother.

She was frozen in the doorway, her eyes wide in shock. The Mayor, woken by the sudden tension in the room, sat up in bed. My mother's gaze darted between the two of us, her mind struggling to comprehend the situation.

Suddenly, she turned and bolted from the room, her footsteps echoing down the hallway. I jumped out of bed, clutching the sheet around me as I raced after her.
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"Mom! Wait!" I called out, my voice strained with panic. The staircase was a blur as I flew down it, my heart pounding in my chest. I could hear the Mayor close behind me, his own calls for my mother adding to the cacophony of the moment.

There was an absurd comedy to the whole scene, a naked man and woman chasing after an older woman down six flights of stairs. But the humor was lost on me at that moment. I was focused only on reaching my mother and trying to explain.

Finally, my mother paused on the third landing, out of breath and looking more than a little frazzled.

"Langdon," she panted, staring at me in disbelief, "What is going on?"

At that moment, the Mayor joined us, his face flushed and a sheepish grin on his face.

"Hello, Mam, I’m Lana’s boyfriend, Robert Lombardi," he greeted, one hand held over his more private areas in an attempt to preserve some modesty.

My mother's eyes flicked between the two of us, her shock slowly turning into confusion.

"Y—yes, Mayor, I know who you are. I—I think we should have this conversation when you're both dressed," she finally said, turning and making her way down the stairs at a more sedate pace.

The Mayor and I watched her go, both of us silent for a moment. Then, as if on cue, we both burst into laughter, the absurdity of the situation finally sinking in.

We collapsed on the stairs, our naked bodies tangled together, both of us gasping for breath through our laughter. After a moment, I turned to him, the humor fading from my face.

"What are we going to do now?" I asked, my voice filled with uncertainty.

"She doesn't know this new me."

He looked at me, his gaze steady and reassuring.

"No matter what happens, Lana," he said softly, his hand squeezing mine, "I'll be here for you. This is a part of who you are and anyone who truly loves you, including your mother, will accept you."

His words brought a rush of warmth, a soothing balm to my frayed nerves. I leaned into him, closing my eyes and letting his strength envelop me.

As we sat there, naked and vulnerable on the stairwell, I realized that no matter what challenges lay ahead, I had someone who would stand by me—clothes or without clothes—and that was all I needed.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy The Secretary? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Girlification 1.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Sissified in Mars

From a small male Earthling to the Queen of Mars, I, Elona Max, will tell you a story of Love, Sacrifice, and the Power of the Feminine Spirit.

Story 2 – Let’s Get Physical

With the help of my workmates from the Big Boys gym, I didn’t only unleash the talent I had for creating choreography, but I also discovered that I had the perfect body for tight pink leggings and sports bra.

Story 3 – Dangerous Disguise

The death toll was rising and I had to do something. With a series of ignored killings, I decided to go undercover and find the criminal in my blonde wig and high-heeled boots.

Story 4 – New Wardrobe

As I slipped into the character of Bonnie, I found myself captivated by the art of transformation. With each layer of makeup, every stroke of the brush, and the careful selection of wigs, lingerie, and clothing, I felt my true self emerging. The sensation of satin against my skin and the gentle sway of my hips in a skirt awakened a desire that I couldn't ignore.

Story 5 – Cyber Babe

As I became more and more obsessed with her, I found myself dressing up and transforming into her, embracing every curve and stitch of her digital persona.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Girlification 1


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Sissy Store
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Many of my readers love dressing up. What inspired me to create the Sissy Store is the e-mails I’ve received from them wanting to emulate the characters in my story.

And the best way to do that? Dressing up of course! That’s why I made the Sissy Store, it’s a curation of my favorite finds online to provide you with an easier time in shopping for the best outfits available.

From wigs, breastplates, stockings, and down to shoes, toys, uniforms, lingerie, and more, you’ll find everything you need!

Visit The Sissy Store


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Who said something about male flyers!? We’re going to dress you up as a girl cheerleader.”

Read Cheerleader By Chance
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Secretary – Feminized by The Bossy Mayor.

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.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

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 | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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FREE SISSY mosoox

Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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