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THE SECRETARY’S DOLL

Female Assistant Feminizes Crossdressing Male Boss

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always
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“Anything else?” Teresa asked her boss Cleveland.

He shook his head. “That’ll be all.”

Teresa folded her lips and stepped backward as she retreated to her desk right outside of Cleveland’s door. She plopped into her seat, glancing at the closed door, wondering where she had been going wrong.

No matter what Teresa did, Cleveland seemed to pay her no attention. He didn’t stare when she bent over to pick up something she had ‘dropped’. He didn’t touch her when she stepped into his bubble, getting a little too close. Teresa was driving herself mad trying to get her boss’s attention, but Cleveland was nothing except a gentleman.

Teresa would lose her mind if she couldn’t score a chance with Cleveland. She fell more in love with him by the day. His handsome smile. His innocent eyes. Teresa had visions of what their children would look like, losing herself in the possibilities as she worked.

Maybe she came on a little strong, but Teresa wanted little in life as much as she yearned for Cleveland.

Teresa reached into her purse tucked beneath her desk to retrieve a compact mirror. She checked her face, hoping her makeup was out of place, but it was perfect. It was just as she’d remembered when she left her house at five in the morning to arrive at the office thirty minutes early, like she did every other day.

Cleveland never fussed if Teresa had to leave early for a doctor’s appointment, which she didn’t do often, but he’d grown to love the coffee and biscotti she had for him at each day’s start. It was a routine neither wanted a break. It was the only touch of intimacy in their overly professional relationship.

Teresa snapped her compact closed when the phone rang, reaching over to answer it. A manager at one of the company’s largest accounts was on the line, so she transferred the call through to Cleveland. She didn’t bother Cleveland with calls from most of their accounts, directing them to the assistant marketing manager.

Cleveland was the head of marketing at the company, so Teresa thought he was too good for most of the work. She put him on a pedestal higher than the tallest buildings in the city, never afraid to inform someone of Cleveland’s importance.

Cleveland emerged from his office a few minutes later. Teresa turned her chair, deflating when she noticed the concern on his face.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“The client wants to drop us,” Cleveland said with a stricken expression. He looked like he might vomit. Teresa grabbed the trash can, holding it toward him. Cleveland shook his head. “Brian is going to kill me.”

Teresa didn’t know how to help Cleveland. She knew Brian, the CEO, wouldn’t be happy about them losing a client, but it wasn’t Cleveland’s fault. “Why would Brian blame you?” Teresa asked.

“I was the one who said we should go in one direction with their gadget, and then their competitors put out a similar product with the design feature that we gave up because of what I said, and their product has been outselling ours.”

Teresa bit her lip. Cleveland’s problem sounded complicated, but Brian couldn’t fire him over it, or so Teresa hoped. Cleveland was a partner in the firm. They found cutting-edge inventions and brought them to market. They’d had several hits before, and a lot of their successes were because of Cleveland’s sharp eye for the market.

“How can I help?” Teresa asked. Her voice was soft and pleading.

Cleveland looked at her, fire in his eyes. “There’s nothing you can do to help, Teresa.” Spit flew from his mouth, spattering her face with moisture.

Teresa was too humiliated to wipe away the droplets burning into her skin. She watched with watery eyes as Cleveland stood over her, hovering like a villain creeping out from the shadows. “I’m sorry, Cleveland. I wish you hadn’t lost the account.”

Cleveland balled his hand into a fist, swinging it at his side. He wouldn’t hit Teresa. He wouldn’t even punch a hole in the wall, but rage surged within him. How dare that prissy little prick? What right does he have not to renew their contract?

They hadn’t started as one of Brian and Cleveland’s biggest clients. Cleveland took a kitchen product they had little interest in, repurposed it for cars, and rose it from the ashes. He sent the product shooting to the stars, making the owners richer than they ever could have imagined when they met Brian and Cleveland, and now they were going to drop them for some mega firm.

Brian wasn’t happy when Cleveland told him the news, but he told Cleveland not to worry. He sent him from his office and picked up the phone, calling their clients, but Cleveland wasn’t convinced. He’d seen this show before. Their best clients got a bit of money and thought the big guys would do a better job, always running back to Cleveland and Brian years later when they had become too poor to pick up as clients.

Teresa watched as Cleveland passed her desk on the way to his office, walking with his head hung like a broken tree branch. Teresa wanted to run to him. She wanted to hug him, but it wouldn’t be appropriate. She waited fifteen minutes before knocking on his door.

“Would you like a cup of tea?”

“No. Thanks, Teresa. You can head out early if you’d like. I’ll pick up the phones.”

“No, I couldn’t. It—”

“Please,” Cleveland said in a firm voice. “I want to be alone right now.”

Teresa stared at Cleveland for several beats, willing him to meet her eyes, but he never did. She sighed and closed the door, grabbing her purse on the way out the door.

What could she do? What could she say? No matter what she did, Cleveland wouldn’t let her get close.

Teresa glanced at the sky as she stood outside of her car, hoping for a way into Cleveland’s heart.
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Cleveland’s heart ached from losing his client, but Brian was confident they could get them back. He’d stopped by Cleveland’s office on the way out. He did his best to comfort Cleveland, but Cleveland hated how their clients ran to the mega firms at the slightest hint of trouble.

Cleveland stood in his closet, where he could best forget about his problems. The one place where work didn’t matter. Cleveland had a ton of suits and stuff he wore at work, but his favorite pieces were soft and womanly.

He had dresses, skirts, blouses, tights, thongs, stockings, and so much more. Most of his closet was dedicated to women’s clothing. He used to worry about inviting women over but had given up on dating years ago. None of the women he dated seemed to understand his love of lingerie and dresses, so he stopped caring, especially after his last ex walked around the house wearing nothing but his boxers and button-up shirts.

They had a huge fight when Cleveland explained that it made zero sense how she could walk around wearing boxers and men’s shirts while he couldn’t wear panties and slip dresses.

Cleveland sighed as he shook away the memory of that ex-girlfriend and grabbed one of his favorite dresses. He’d need a full makeover to forget about the phone call he had earlier, so he picked up a pair of heels to match the dress. He grabbed his wig, his makeup, and everything else he’d need for a makeover.

Few people understood Cleveland, but he didn’t care. He was happy. On the good days, Cleveland loved his job. There was nothing better than watching a product he brought to market find success. Cleveland remembered his successes as he sat on a chair in front of the mirror propped against his bedroom wall, brushing foundation onto his face. He ran eyeliner beneath his eyes. He brushed his lashes with mascara. Gloss shined on his lips.

Cleveland watched himself as he stood from the chair, walking over to the pile he had placed on the bed. He grabbed a bra with breast forms, putting it on with a pair of matching panties before stepping into the red dress he’d picked out. Cleveland brought the red dress up his body and pulled it up his arms, loving how it hugged his figure. He contorted his body to zip the dress.

Cleveland brushed away the wrinkles where the fabric had bunched up. He ignored the erection growing beneath his panties as he watched his transformed body in the mirror, wondering where his masculine side had gone.

He looked positively womanly. Radiant. Cleveland smiled and twirled in a circle with his arms high in the air. Laughter spilled from his mouth. He collapsed to his knees as he caught his breath, tossing his head back as to catch his eyes in the mirror. His makeup. His cleavage.

Cleveland didn’t hate being a man, but sometimes it felt like he’d been born in the wrong body.

There was only one person he could trust with his secret. Cleveland rushed to his feet and ran across the room to his phone. He opened it and typed a message to the woman he paid not to ask questions. The woman he paid to perform and leave.

Cleveland: Can we meet this week? I want to see you.

Margo was quick to respond.

Margo: Yeah, sure. I’m free on Thursday. Usual time? Your place?

Cleveland ran his thumb over the screen, hating how he had a ‘usual’ time. He wished he didn’t have to pay for companionship, but it was the easiest way to get what he wanted with the least amount of worry.

Cleveland: Usual time, but let’s meet at my office. Spice it up a bit.

Margo: See you then. Bring anything you want me to use.

Cleveland confirmed and tossed his phone to the side. He returned to the mirror. He kneeled and worked his dress up to expose his panties. Cleveland moved them to the side to release his dick. He watched his feminized self as he stroked his dick, not at all concerned about the terrible day he’d had at work.
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Thursday arrived, and Teresa couldn’t get over how cold Cleveland had been during the week. She understood it was disappointing to lose an account, but he couldn’t keep moping around the office. He needed to hold his shoulders high and lead the marketing department. There were tons of other products in the pipeline. One of them could be a winner.

“Teresa, come here, please.”

Teresa took a breath before standing to enter Cleveland’s office. He’d been in such a weird mood all week that she didn’t know what to expect.

“Yes?” she asked.

“I wanted to let you know that I’m going to stay late tonight to work on some pitches. Brian got the owners to reconsider canceling our account, so I’m going to pitch a relaunch of their current best seller.”

“Can I help you with anything? Are you asking me to stay late?” Teresa asked with more animation in her voice than she meant to use.

Cleveland’s face darkened. “No, I was actually hoping for the opposite. I need time alone to clear my mind and think of some ideas. Why don’t you man the phones from home? Check the email. Give me room to breathe, okay?”

Teresa could feel tears forming. She wouldn’t let them fall. Not while she was inside the walls of her office. She grabbed her purse and stormed toward the exit, so hurt and saddened by Cleveland’s rejection. How could he push her away? How could he not see how badly she wanted to help? She hated him for acting so naïve and arrogant.

Tears were falling from her eyes by the time she reached her car outside. Teresa had nothing she’d need to work from home. She sat in her car to gather herself, but she was too broken up to go back into the office. She’d return later and sneak in. Her cell phone would have to suffice for now.

Teresa started her car and pulled out of the spot, heading to a cafe on the other side of town for a piping hot cup of black tea.

***

“What do you think?” Cleveland asked after twirling in a circle. He was wearing a short dress with a tulle lining.

Margo hid her indifference, feigning a smile. “It’s lovely, Cleveland. Your makeup looks like you had a professional do it.”

Cleveland glowed. “Thank you.” He cupped his face and stared at himself in the tabletop mirror he kept stashed away in his desk. He wiped away a tiny smudge beneath his eye, wishing he could come to the office dressed like this.

Margo changed the song. She was sitting with her legs crossed at the edge of Cleveland’s desk, counting each moment they kept their clothes on as a blessing. She didn’t hate having sex with Cleveland, but she preferred when he stuck to only lingerie. The entire outfit was a bit much for her.

“I love this song,” Cleveland gushed. He stood from his desk, picking up a permanent marker to use as a makeshift microphone. Cleveland was wearing heels, a wig, and jewelry. He made his way to the clearest part of his office, twirling in a circle when he got there, belting out the melody when it started.

Cleveland didn’t care if he wasn’t in tune. He didn’t care if someone heard him because he felt free, like he was soaring through the sky with a setting sun behind him. He watched Margo as he sang, wishing he could be with a woman who loved him for himself instead of with one he had to pay.

Margo clapped along as he sang, but Cleveland could tell her heart wasn’t in it. He ignored that and continued singing until the song stopped. Then he dropped his marker microphone to the floor and crossed the room to kiss Margo.

Cleveland pushed his mouth so forcefully against Margo’s lips that she forgot she was kissing a man dressed as a woman. Cleveland felt all man as she pressed against his hard abs, but then she was reminded of his womanly figure when her hands reached the curve of his breast forms.

Margo’s eyes opened to find Cleveland lost in fields of desire, kissing her neck. Touching her. He was easier and more entertaining than most of her clients, so Margo closed her eyes and gave in to Cleveland’s touch.

He pushed everything on his desk to the floor. Margo stripped naked. She unzipped Cleveland’s dress. It fell to the floor. Cleveland stepped out of it, leaving him in nothing except his lingerie, heels, wig, and jewels. He pushed Margo to his desk and kissed down her body. Her nipples. Her stomach. He went all the way to Margo’s precious pussy lips.

Margo forgot about what Cleveland was wearing when he got to work, making her holler and moan. The sounds bounced off the walls. They filled the building, but neither of them cared. They were alone, or so they thought.

***

Teresa didn’t know what she was hearing when she entered the office to get the stuff she’d left behind. She stood right inside the door, registering the sounds. It didn’t take long to realize she was hearing sex. She thought Cleveland was watching porn, but then the sounds became too real. Then she heard the woman moan Cleveland’s name, making Teresa sick with jealousy.

She covered her mouth and tiptoed farther into the room. Teresa turned the corner that gave her a view of Cleveland’s office. The door was open. The sounds had grown more intense. Whoever was with Cleveland couldn’t stop moaning and sounded close to an orgasm.

Teresa took a breath and crept across the room. Her heart was racing. The last thing she wanted was for Cleveland to find her, but she couldn’t turn around. She should have left when she heard the woman moan Cleveland’s name, but it was impossible. Teresa had to see what was happening.

Cleveland would kill Teresa if he knew she came inside and didn’t turn around, though, so she opened her purse when a sneaky idea formed in her mind. She grabbed the headphones she carried around and popped them into her ears. She found a song, playing it as loud as it would go.

Teresa took a deep breath and bobbed her head to the beat as she walked the last few steps between her and the desk, which gave a direct line of sight to Cleveland’s door.

She’d expected Cleveland to have some woman bent over his desk. She’d expected to see him naked with his dick covered in a woman’s pussy juices, so it was beyond shocking when she found Cleveland dressed as a woman between the knees of a cute, naked blonde.

Teresa screamed. Cleveland and the woman scattered. Teresa stood in the door a few beats too long, soaking in the scene. Cleveland was wearing a wig. Heels. Feminine jewelry. His dick was hanging out the side of some lube-stained panties.

Teresa ran back to her desk, pulling out an earbud. “I’m so sorry,” she hollered. “I was listening to music when I came in and had no idea. My stuff to work from home—,”

“Just go,” Cleveland hollered. “Don’t worry about work. Go!”

Teresa grabbed some stuff from her desk but left what she needed from her drawers. “So sorry, boss. See you later,” Teresa said as she raced toward the door.
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Teresa sat at the table in her kitchen eating a bowl of cereal two mornings after catching Cleveland, dressed as a woman, with a woman in his office. He texted her Friday morning with a message to stay home for the day. Teresa had done a little work, but she’d spent most of the day wondering why she was no less attracted to her boss.

Teresa thought she should be over Cleveland after seeing him in lingerie and heels. She had spent the entire day trying to shake the attraction she harbored for Cleveland from her mind. It wasn’t healthy, she told herself. It wasn’t right to like a man who wore more expensive lingerie than her.

It wasn’t until Teresa’s second bowl of cereal that she finally grabbed her laptop. She searched everything she could about men who dressed like women and liked to wear lingerie and was beyond surprised about what she learned.

Most of the men who crossdressed were straight. Most of them did it for fun and to express themselves. To feel powerful. More alive. They wanted to become the goddesses they most admired, if only for a moment.

Teresa looked at Cleveland in a new light after everything she read. She cleaned her house for hours, wondering if she could accept this side of him. From what she’d read, Cleveland’s desire to dress as a woman was natural. Those urges would be a part of him no matter who he dated.

The house was sparkling when Teresa decided she could accept Cleveland, but he’d have to leave that other woman behind.

Who was she, anyway? Teresa tried not to think about her, but now the woman was raging in her mind. Her blonde hair. Her petite body. The way she’d been moaning Cleveland’s name. The sound of her voice burned Teresa’s ears. Teresa covered her ears as though she could block out the sounds of her memory.

It wasn’t fair. How come she got Cleveland? How come they had sex in the office? It’d been Teresa’s dream to have Cleveland on his desk for ages. Now she’d have to burn it and make him buy a new one.

Teresa didn’t know how, but she was going to have Cleveland. She was going to make him hers. They only knew each other on a professional level, but it was so easy to talk to him and work with him. Teresa wanted to move their relationship beyond the professional. She wanted more and planned on getting it.
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Monday arrived. Cleveland dreaded entering the office on his drive to work, but he couldn’t avoid the inevitable forever. He couldn’t fire Teresa without causing a storm. He thought about making her work from home again but needed her in the office when he had meetings.

Cleveland took a deep breath when he pulled into his parking space outside their office. He wished it were Thursday again to rewind the clock and have Margo meet him at his house like they usually did instead of having sex in an office where many people had the key.

Cleveland got out of his car and meandered on his way to the office building, counting weeds in the grass. He couldn’t stay outside forever, though, so he swallowed his pride and opened the door. What he found on the other side shook him to the core.

Teresa was working, his coffee and biscotti setting at the edge of her desk. She didn’t even glance in his direction, but he could sense she felt his presence. What game was she playing? Why wasn’t anyone looking at him? Had she not told anyone? Was his secret still safe?

Cleveland watched everyone in the room as he walked toward Teresa’s desk. They were all acting normal, as though it were any other Monday. Even Brian smiled when he saw Cleveland. He patted Cleveland on the shoulder and said, “we’re on track to get back that account. Told you I could sweet talk them.”

“That’s awesome,” Cleveland said, feeling like he was in an alternate reality.

“Morning, boss. How was your weekend?” Teresa asked when Cleveland reached her desk.

He swallowed. “It was fine,” he said. “About last week—”

“Don’t mention it,” Teresa said with a wave of her hand. “We all have needs. I should have called.”

“No,” Cleveland said with a shake of the head. “Feel free to come by the office any time. It won’t happen again.”

Teresa smiled and met Cleveland’s eye, showing no signs of judgment. She turned her attention back to her computer screen. “Don’t forget your coffee and biscotti.”

“Right,” Cleveland said. He grabbed the items Teresa had prepared for him, like she did every other morning. “Have I ever told you that you’re the best?”

“You could say it more often,” Teresa said with a smile. “I left notes on your desk. Your first meeting starts in half an hour if you want to get ready.”

“Thanks,” Cleveland said and went into his office to review his notes with his coffee and biscotti, feeling victorious. He settled into his day with no idea of what was to come, but Teresa had plans. If only he knew how much she was laughing behind his back that day.

***

It was nearing the end of the workday when Teresa knocked on Cleveland’s office door.

“Boss, do you have a minute?”

“Anything for you,” Cleveland said with a smile.

Teresa entered the room and closed the door. She was holding the handles of a small paper bag. Teresa glanced at the seat across from Cleveland, and he told her to sit.

“What did you want to talk about, Teresa?”

Teresa looked around the room. She’d been in Cleveland’s office a million times, but she’d never been in it after seeing him between the legs of a naked woman on his desk. Teresa’s gaze lingered on where they’d been. Cleveland seemed to notice and cleared his throat.

“I thought we’d come to an understanding.”

Teresa had as well, but then jealousy clouded her thoughts. “Who was she? Your girlfriend?”

“Not exactly,” Cleveland said. He didn’t know how to explain to his assistant that he paid a woman to fuck him while he dressed up in women’s clothing. “She’s a friend.”

Teresa disregarded the hesitation in Cleveland’s voice, seeing her opening. Her opportunity to steal his heart. She didn’t want Cleveland seeing that woman anymore, whether she was a good friend or a casual acquaintance.

“I got you a gift,” Teresa said. She lifted the bag and placed it on the desk between them.

“What is it?” Cleveland asked as he grabbed the bag.

“Open it.”

Cleveland parted the paper bag to find a small white box tied with a pink ribbon. He pulled it out, wondering what Teresa might have bought. He was nervous that it was a prank. Nervous he would find a photo or tape of him in a compromising position. What he found surprised him even more than a piece of blackmail.

“These are gorgeous,” Cleveland said as he lifted a pair of purple panties from the box. They were more lavender than violet. Soft to the touch with an intricate design. “Why did you get them?” Cleveland felt guarded and exposed. He hated how Teresa had seen him. He hated she knew how much he loved the panties she’d gifted him.

“I wanted to get you something nice to let you know I understand.”

“What do you understand?”

“Your desire to wear these,” Teresa said and reached forward to touch the panties.

Cleveland stilled when Teresa looked into his eyes. He thought he’d gotten away from Thursday night unscathed, but Teresa clearly had different plans. She had forgotten nothing.

“How much will it cost to keep you quiet?”

Teresa sat back in her chair, looking offended. She placed a hand on her chest. “How could you ask such a question, Cleveland? If I’d wanted to share your secret, I would have done it over the weekend. I would have taken a photo, and I wouldn’t have given you this gift.”

Cleveland glanced at the purple panties, feeling crazed. He hated how out of control he felt, and he hated how it could have been avoided by having Margo meet him at his house instead of at the office. He’d been so confident and cocky, and now he was a fucking mess.

“What do you want? Nobody can know about what you saw. Brian would kill me.”

Teresa imagined what she could have by hanging this secret over Cleveland’s head, but none of those fantasies compared to the one that kept her awake at night. She wanted Cleveland’s heart. She wanted his children. His future. The crossdressing didn’t matter to her, as long as they were honest with each other.

“I want a chance,” she said.

“At what? A promotion?”

Teresa shook her head. “I want us to go on a date. I like you, Cleveland.”

“You do?” Cleveland asked. He glanced at the panties, seeing them in a new light. He lifted his eyes, staring at Teresa and seeing her as more than a secretary. Was she someone who could accept him? Was she someone he could love?

Teresa nodded. “I’ve liked you for a long time, and all I want is a date for my silence. What do you say?”

Cleveland grinned. “We can do that,” he said. “How about tomorrow after work?”

“Can’t wait,” Teresa said and stood. “I’ll make us a reservation.”


6

Teresa was waiting at a restaurant for Cleveland. They’d left from the office separately to avoid rousing suspicions. They didn’t want people at the office gossiping when they weren’t even sure they’d like each other, but Teresa had high hopes. She knew Cleveland and knew she really liked him.

Cleveland arrived at the time they’d discussed, fifteen minutes after Teresa. He was beaming when he walked into the room. He gave Teresa a hug and took a seat across from her.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” he said with a short laugh.

“Likewise,” Teresa said. She’d dreamed of going on a date with Cleveland for ages, but never thought it’d happen. He’d always avoided her advances. Now she thought she knew why, but what if he’d avoided her because he didn’t like her? What if he thought she was ugly?

Silence filled the first few minutes of their date as they focused on the menus in front of them. They couldn’t avoid each other much longer after placing an order for drinks and appetizers.

“So,” Teresa said.

“So,” Cleveland mimicked.

They chuckled. “Do you think I’m ugly?” Teresa asked when she couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“What?” Cleveland had a stricken expression. “No, of course not. Why would you ask that?”

“I don’t know,” Teresa said. She ran a finger up and down the side of her water glass, wiping away the condensation that’d formed. “I feel like some of my advances have been obvious, and you never respond to them.”

Cleveland shrugged. He’d noticed Teresa bending a little too low or sticking her ass a little too high in the air, but he had chosen not to say anything. She was an amazing assistant. He honestly didn’t know what he’d do without her organizing his life, and he never thought she’d accept the panties he wore beneath his suits, so he said nothing. He did nothing.

“Oh, yeah. I didn’t want you to think I was crossing a line, but I definitely noticed and always liked what I saw.”

Teresa nodded. “That’s fair. You’re a gentleman.”

“I try,” Cleveland said.

The server returned with the drinks and appetizers they’d ordered. They clinked their glasses together, taking a sip and sharing what they thought about their drinks. Cleveland’s was sweet for his taste, but Teresa loved hers.

“Are you wearing the panties I bought you?” Teresa asked after a few bites of food, catching Cleveland off-guard.

He covered his mouth as he chewed and swallowed, chuckling when he caught a breath of air. “I am. They’re quite a lovely pair.”

“That’s amazing,” Teresa said. “We don’t have to tonight, but I’d love to see you wearing panties.”

“Haven’t you already?”

Teresa narrowed her eyes, envisioning the moment she’d caught Cleveland with his dick hanging out the side of his panties. She avoided remembering it because of the blonde with spread legs on his desk. It engulfed her in a fury of envy.

“Do I need to worry about that woman you were with, Cleveland? I never want to find you like that again, if I’m being honest.”

Cleveland folded his lips. It’d been a long time since he dated. It’d been a long time since he let a woman this close to his heart, and Teresa was quickly sinking her claws into his psyche. He’d wanted a woman to give him panties like she had for as long as he could remember.

If Cleveland didn’t stop himself, his mind ran wild with possibilities of a future with Teresa. A future where she bought him a bunch of womanly treasures. A future where he could be himself and have someone to love.

“Promise not to judge me?”

“What?”

“The woman I was with is Margo. I hired her for the night,” Cleveland said.

Teresa had been taking a drink and nearly choked on some liquid that slid down the wrong pipe. “You hired her?”

Cleveland swallowed, feeling embarrassed, but he wanted Teresa to know the truth. He wanted her to know that she wouldn’t have to worry if they got serious. He was more worried about them working together than about him calling Margo. If he had someone like Teresa, why would he need to look elsewhere?

“Yeah, I did. I’ve been a client of hers for over a year. She’s clean and doesn’t judge me for… you know.”

“I see,” Teresa said, sipping her drink. She didn’t know what to say. She didn’t love that Cleveland felt like he had to hire women, but then she thought it was probably easier than going out on dates. “Promise not to see her while we’re dating?”

“I promise,” Cleveland said. He reached across the table and laced his fingers with Teresa’s. “Promise not to tell people at the office that we’re dating?”

“Yes,” Teresa said with a nod. She lifted her glass. “To keeping what we have a secret.”

“To keeping it a secret and having fun,” Cleveland said before clinking his glass with Teresa’s. They smiled at each other and took a drink. They lost themselves talking about everything except work and Cleveland’s love of wearing women’s clothing.

Hours passed before they left the restaurant. They both felt lighter. Happier. They now had a deeper connection than what they shared at work.

Cleveland stood in front of his mirror when he got home and appreciated those lavender panties more than any pair that’d come before them.
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Sneaking around work was becoming more tantalizing by the day. Teresa got wet every time Cleveland showed her a glimpse of his panties. He got hard every time she brushed his skin with the back of her hand. They hadn’t had sex yet, but they’d gotten together one night for drinks after work. It ended in the hottest kiss of their lives.

Over a week had passed since their first date. They were both eager to take what they had to the next level. Teresa wanted Cleveland to fuck her, and he wanted to give her every inch he had.

“Teresa, could you come here for a second?” Cleveland hollered from his office.

Teresa glanced around the room, but nobody paid them any attention. She felt so naughty for dating the boss without anyone knowing. Not Brian. Not Glenn, the office manager. Maricruz, another secretary and Teresa’s friend, didn’t know. Nobody knew, which made Teresa drip with desire when entered Cleveland’s office.

“Would you close the door?”

Teresa grinned and shut the door behind her. “Is there something you needed to say?”

“There’s something I needed to show you,” he said and glanced at his lap.

Teresa chuckled when she found Cleveland without pants and wearing the pair of panties that she’d bought him. They were tight around his package and left little to the imagination. She licked her lips after her brief laughter subsided, hungry to have Cleveland’s cock between her lips.

Teresa coughed into her fist and took a step away from Cleveland’s desk to steady herself. She couldn’t let his delicious cock distract her, no matter how badly she wanted to lick it. If anyone was licking anything, Cleveland was about to get on his knees and give her some head.

“Those look great on you, Cleveland, but I’m rather busy if you don’t need anything.”

Cleveland sighed, sitting upright. “Sorry, you’re right. I was wondering if you wanted to come over to my place tonight. We could watch a movie. Order food. You could dress me up in whatever you wanted,” Cleveland said with a hopeful look on his face.

Teresa considered his offer. It was clearly a bit selfish on his part, but it’d also give her the chance to see where he lived. She could check out his closet and make him wear the sluttiest thing he owned, and she knew what to do if he got too frisky. If it got to that point, she’d be the one moaning and screaming his name.

Not Margo.

“Fine,” Teresa said. “We can hang out tonight.”

“Awesome,” Cleveland said.

“Can I get back to work now?”

“Yeah. Don’t you like my panties, though?”

“They’re cute,” Teresa said and walked out of the room, returning to her desk with a wild smile on her face.

***

Teresa pulled up to Cleveland’s house later that evening, feeling overwhelmed that she’d gotten this far without messing up their budding relationship. She told herself to be calm as she turned off her car and opened the door. Whatever happened would happen. She had agreed to dress Cleveland up and couldn’t judge him, no matter how big his collection of women’s clothing might be.

“You made it,” Cleveland said when he opened the door. “Welcome to my home.”

Teresa swallowed as she followed Cleveland into his house. It was decorated simply and more masculine than Teresa would have assumed. She ran her finger along a piece of wooden furniture on her way to a sofa in the living room.

“Would you like wine? Water? Tea?”

“I’ll have a glass of wine if you’re having one.”

“Would you mind helping me change first? I’d love to have wine with you, like we’re just girlfriends in for a night at home.”

“Where’s your closet?” Teresa asked. She was frightened to see it, but she wasn’t turning back after coming this far. It wasn’t like Cleveland had surprised her. He’d asked her to pick out an outfit before agreeing to the date.

“I’ll lead the way.” Cleveland put out his hand. They stood from the couch and went to his bedroom. He’d had the closet custom made a few years after moving into the house. “What do you think?” he asked when they stepped inside.

Teresa looked around, taking in the massive collection of shoes and accessories. He had more than Teresa did, many times over. She didn’t know how to feel. It was a lot. It was overwhelming.

“Is it too much?” Cleveland asked. He came up to her from behind, placing his hands on her shoulders. “I know I have a lot of clothes, but you could look around. You might find something. Some of these are too small for me now. I never throw away anything. Each piece tells a story. They’re like little memory keepers, bookmarking my years. You know?”

Teresa nodded slowly. “Yeah, I guess.” She took a step away from Cleveland, focusing on the clothes. She flipped through them. They were organized by season and color. Four neat rainbows on each wall of the room. Drawers of goodies between them. A display of accessories on the most visible wall. Shoes on another. Wigs across the top. “You must have spent a fortune.”

“Some people collect shoes. Others collect music. This is my collection,” Cleveland said as a blush crossed his face.

“How long have you been gathering all this?”

“The collection started fifteen years ago when I was twenty.” Cleveland crossed the closet. He grabbed a faded denim skirt. “This is my first piece. Someone had abandoned it for days in the laundry room of a building where I lived, tempting me. I took it after I couldn’t handle the temptation and spent all night modeling in the mirror.”

Teresa took the skirt from Cleveland. She ran her hand across the soft, worn fabric. He had to have worn the skirt a million times by the way it looked. Frayed at the edges. Soft on the bottom. “This started it all?”

“More or less,” Cleveland said with a grin. “It’s grown into quite the collection, hasn’t it?”

“Yeah, but I don’t mind. Did you use panties the first time you wore this skirt?” Teresa asked.

Cleveland grinned and reached out to take it from her. “No, I didn’t have panties then, so I went commando and have never made my dick rawer than that night in my entire life.”

Teresa laughed and walked around the closet, moving the hangers as she pleased to inspect the designs. She couldn’t believe everything that Cleveland had. It would take her hours to go through it all, and she hadn’t come here to browse clothing.

“What are you in the mood to wear?” Teresa asked.

“Whatever you find will do,” he said.

“Summer? Fall? Winter?”

“It’s much too hot for winter, but you could pick from spring or fall if you’d like. I could handle a light-weight sleeve.”

Teresa tapped her lips as she skimmed over the clothes. She didn’t know what to choose, so she closed her eyes and ran around the room, counting to seven before she stopped. Her hand landed on a light-weight black sweater, which was right next to a black skirt.

“These are perfect.” Teresa pulled the pair off the rod, holding them in the air. “What do you think?”

“How about we pair those with some heels and colorful stockings? Silver jewelry,” Cleveland said as he held up the outfit. It was one he’d worn before, but it’d been several years since he bought the outfit and added it to his closet.

“Whatever you think is best,” Teresa said. She was excited to dress Cleveland up and watch his transformation. They took everything and went to the bathroom. “How can I help?”

“Talk to me,” Cleveland said. “Treat me like one of your girlfriends.”

Teresa took a seat on the edge of the tub and thought about what she might talk about if one of her girlfriends were in the room, and then she thought about something she’d read in the news about a basketball player cheating on his wife with a slew of girls.

They talked about what they’d do if someone cheated on them and screamed about how stupid the wife was for going back to the man.

Teresa laughed, taken aback by how far Cleveland had come in his transformation while they were talking. He turned toward her and looked like a different person. His face was powdered and smooth. His eyes looked brighter with the black highlights from his eyeliner.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“You’re beautiful,” she said.

“Don’t lie to a girl.” Cleveland purred and placed a hand on his chest.

“Never.”

Cleveland put on his wig and heels. He was already wearing his outfit with a breast form beneath it, looking absolutely womanly when he walked away from the mirror. He took Teresa’s hand and led her toward the bedroom, eager to taste her, but she stopped him.

“You’re missing two things.”

“What’s that?” Cleveland asked.

“Your wine and some nail polish,” she said.

Cleveland squealed. “You’re right. Excellent call. Meet me in the living room. I’ll grab everything we need,” he said.

Teresa walked to the sofa, plopping down, eager to see where the night would take her.

***

“How did I do?” Cleveland asked.

Teresa held up her hand, stretching out her fingers. She’d chosen a light pink to use on her nails. “They look perfect,” she said. “My turn to do yours.”

“I can’t decide between purple or blue. What do you think I should do?”

“We could flip a coin.”

“No,” Cleveland blurted. “I want blue. It’s prettier.”

It was closer to turquoise than blue, and it looked great with Cleveland’s outfit. He nodded and took a sip of his wine after Teresa painted the first nail. It didn’t take her long to finish. Cleveland blew on his nails as they sat next to each other, watching TV and sipping their wine, sexual tension brewing in the air.

“I love these nails,” Cleveland said after setting his glass of wine on the table. “They’re gorgeous. I always forget to paint them when I feminize myself.”

Teresa rubbed the curve of her glass. Cleveland was so different from any man she’d dated. He was clearly attracted to her. She could feel it when they kissed, but here they were painting their nails and drinking wine together, gossiping about celebrities and stuff they watched on TV.

“How often do you feminize yourself?”

“Once a week, I’d guess. Sometimes more, sometimes less. It depends on my mood and how stressed I am at work.”

“Do you dress up more when you’re stressed or relaxed?”

“Stressed,” Cleveland said. He thought back to the night he’d had after getting the call from one of his biggest accounts to inform him they were shopping for other firms. Brian was getting them back, but he’d probably have to give the clients something juicy to renew the contract with their firm.

“How do you feel now? Stressed?”

Cleveland reached over and touched Teresa’s thigh. “How could I feel stressed with you sitting next to me? You relax me. I know you’re my assistant, but you should know I think the world of you. The afternoon you first came into my office with your folder of papers, dressed to the ten.”

Cleveland bit his lip as the memory washed over him. He’d fallen in love with Teresa during that interview. She’d been so poised and witty, answering each of Cleveland’s questions with intelligence and sophistication.

“Yeah?” Teresa asked. All she could remember about the interview was how terribly her stomach was cramping and how badly she wanted to run to the bathroom to gag. “I was so nervous that day.”

“You handled yourself beautifully. I was lucky to have found you and would have been a fool not to hire you.”

Teresa grinned, covering her face as her lips spread wider. “You’re too kind.”

Cleveland scooted closer to Teresa. He had to taste her. He had to feel her against him. “You undervalue yourself, Teresa. You’re a star in the making.”

Teresa chuckled. “A star what? Assistant? I love my job and don’t want to look for a new one. I love working at our office.”

“If you say so, but I think you could run an empire.” Cleveland moved closer until their foreheads were touching.

“Thanks,” Teresa said. She stared into Cleveland’s eyes, as though she were seeing into his soul. He might have been in women’s clothing, but she could see the handsome boss she’d fallen in love with beneath what he was wearing. “Your words inspire me.”

Cleveland was burning with desire for Teresa. He’d done so well staying away, but now she’d let him into her life. She’d accepted his urges to dress as a woman. She’d even picked out the outfit he was wearing. Black on black with silver accents. Beautiful blue nails.

“I can make my mouth inspire you in different ways,” Cleveland said as he rubbed Teresa’s leg.

She glanced at Cleveland, seeing an intense desire in his eyes. She wanted him as much as it looked like he wanted her, so she let her reservations fly out the window. “How so?”

“Why don’t I show you instead of us talking about it?” Cleveland sunk to his knees. He tossed the necklace he was wearing over his shoulder before reaching forward to rid Teresa of her bottoms. Cleveland moaned when he revealed her pussy, enamored by its beauty. “Wow.”

“What?” Teresa asked in a nervous voice. She reached down to cover her womanhood, but Cleveland stopped her.

“Don’t do that,” he said. “I love what I see. Don’t you know how beautiful your pussy is?”

Teresa blushed and used her hands to cover her eyes, feeling on edge until Cleveland’s mouth made contact with her pussy. Her worries vanished as she lost herself in the pleasure Cleveland’s soft lips provided. He made gentle love to her pussy with his mouth, giving her more pleasure than any man ever had before him.

“Oh,” Teresa hollered. “Fuck.”

Cleveland listened to Teresa’s moans, reaching up his skirt to stroke his hardening dick. He wanted to bury it in Teresa’s sweet cunt, but tonight wasn’t the night. Cleveland would please Teresa with his tongue. She tried to push him away, but he knew it was only because she wanted to cum.

“Don’t resist. Cum for me,” Cleveland said.

Teresa glanced at him. His feminized face was wet with her juices. They smeared his makeup. Teresa nodded and dropped her head. She wouldn’t resist.

Cleveland got back to work, lapping up her sweet juices. She tasted incredible, like a waterfall of honey water. Cleveland closed his eyes as he slid his tongue over her warm womanhood. He savored her scent on his nose. He could lick Teresa forever, but she wouldn’t last that long.

Teresa’s back arched. Liquid from the puddle beneath her flowed between her parted thighs, making her slide as she pushed her pussy against Cleveland’s mouth.

“Don’t hold back.” Cleveland lifted his thumb to rub her clit as he squeezed her thigh with his other hand.

“I… won’t…” Teresa said before letting out a window-shattering moan. She grabbed the back of Cleveland’s head and held him against her pussy as she came harder than she had in years. She didn’t let Cleveland go until her body went limp, collapsing onto the bed behind her. “Damn, that was good.”

Cleveland didn’t bother wiping his face as he lifted his body. He hiked up his skirt and pulled his dick out the side of his panties. He stroked it as he watched Teresa, shaking her head back and forth, as though she were still cumming.

“How do you feel?” he asked as he rubbed his cock.

“Amazing,” she said. “I want to help you cum, but—”

“Don’t worry. You don’t need to lift a finger.” Cleveland bit his lip as his balls tightened. He watched Teresa, amazed by how comfortable she looked in his bed. She turned her face. Their eyes met. Then her gaze dropped to where he was holding his cock.

“Why don’t you come over here and use my mouth a little?”

Cleveland grinned and walked to the edge of the bed. Teresa scooted closer until she could reach the tip of his cock. She parted her lips and took him into her mouth, sucking on his dick until Cleveland grunted and pulled out of her mouth.

He held out his hand and came all over it. Teresa was wet all over again watching him, but she could wait until next time. The head he’d given her was more than satisfying.

Cleveland cleaned up and joined Teresa in bed. He didn’t take off his skirt or the jewels or anything else. He slept just as he was, and the whole womanly thing was kind of growing on Teresa. She loved how happy Cleveland looked when he got dressed up. She loved how comfortable he looked wearing the skirt, the heels, and everything else.

Teresa hadn’t envisioned her life with Cleveland like this, but what she was discovering might be better than anything she could have imagined.
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Teresa and Cleveland couldn’t get enough of sneaking around the office. It’d been days since Cleveland gave her head. She wanted to do more, but he gave her the best head every time they had sex. Teresa thought he just didn’t want to take off his pretty outfits, but he was completely naked the last time and still nothing.

“Teresa, could you come here a second?”

Teresa grinned as she stood from her desk. She loved when Cleveland called her to the office because there was sexual tension in everything they said. They still got their jobs done, but all they really wanted was to play dress up and make love.

“What did you need, boss?” Teresa asked, leaning in the doorway.

“Come inside and close the door.”

Teresa wiped her tongue across her lip. “Boss, I’m super busy preparing notes for your next meeting.”

Cleveland chuckled at Teresa’s pouty voice. She was so adorable when she was trying to get her way. He hated how they had to hide what they had. He hated how much of his life he had to hide from his coworkers and his friends and his family. At least he could be himself with Teresa. It meant more than she knew.

“It’ll only be a second. Come in and have a seat. There’s a serious question I’d like to ask you.”

Teresa walked across the room and pulled out the chair, sitting across from Cleveland. “Hurry, I don’t have long.”

Cleveland smirked. He loved how Teresa teased him. He took a deep breath to prepare himself, so afraid the question he wanted to ask might drive Teresa from his life. “Promise you won’t judge me for asking you this.”

“How can I promise anything without knowing what you’ll ask?”

“I’m just nervous you might leave me. You’ve been so incredible, and I want us to grow closer, which is why I must ask this. It’s been on my mind since the first time we hung out.”

“The chances are high that I won’t judge you.”

Cleveland nodded. He gripped the edge of his desk to steady himself. “How would you feel about going to dinner with me dressed as a woman?”

Teresa sighed, relieved this was all Cleveland wanted. “I wouldn’t mind at all. When should we go shopping?”

“You’re the best,” Cleveland said. “Why don’t we go after work?”

“Okay, but we’ll have to do dinner another night. I have a class at the gym later.”

“Sure, sounds good. I love you, Teresa.”

Teresa was half out of her chair, but Cleveland’s words stopped her cold. She plopped back into the seat. Cleveland looked about as shocked as she felt when their eyes met.

“You what?”

Cleveland chuckled nervously. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to say that, but it’s true. I love you, Teresa. I’ve been falling more in love with you by the day.”

Teresa licked her lips. She wanted to say the words, but she’d been hurt every other time she ever said them to a man, so why would this time be different? Why did they have to risk losing everything they were building just to say the ‘L’ word?

“I feel the same, but I’m afraid to say the words.”

Cleveland nodded. He was hurt, but he wouldn’t stop loving Teresa. “It’s okay, Teresa. I understand. You can say it whenever you’re ready. It was honestly a slip of the tongue. You offering to shop with me sent me over the edge.”

“It’s okay,” Teresa said. She had recovered from the initial shock. She wanted to say the words because she felt them, but not here. Not at work. Not when Cleveland was supposed to be her boss, and she was supposed to be his secretary. “If you don’t mind,” Teresa said and pointed at the door.

“I’ll email you if I need something. See you after work,” Cleveland said with a bright smile.

“See you then,” Teresa said and slipped out of Cleveland’s office. She sat in her chair, halfway between flattered and confused. She buried herself in work because it was the only way she could get through the day without running into Cleveland’s office and making a fool of herself trying to explain why she couldn’t say three simple words.

***

“What do you think of this?” Teresa said. She was holding up a sage dress that would look great with a pair of tan heels they’d found that fit Cleveland’s feet perfectly. Cleveland couldn’t get enough of the heels after walking around in them.

Teresa saw some women glancing at them, but she couldn’t care less. They were jealous because her boyfriend was cuter than their imaginary ones.

“I don’t know. I was hoping for something more classic, but I don’t want it to wash me out. Maybe a navy…” Cleveland’s voice trailed off as he spotted something a few garments down. He slithered and pulled it off the rack.

“A knee-length navy dress with a fitted waist,” Cleveland said as he held the dress he’d found against his body. He petted the fabric with his free hand, loving how soft it felt. He stuck his hand inside the dress and got a little hard when he discovered it was even softer than the outside. “Isn’t it beautiful? What do you think?”

“It’s pretty, but won’t your shoulders look broad in it?”

Cleveland ran his fingers along the thin straps. “Yes, these straps are unfortunate, but I have the perfect scarf to wear with this. It’s about the same color as the shoes too, so it’ll pull everything together.”

“It’s a beautiful dress,” Teresa said. “I hate to leave you, but I have to get going if I’m going to make this class at the gym.”

“Don’t worry,” Cleveland said. “I have no problems paying for this dress myself. So, we’ll have our date this weekend?”

“That’s the plan,” Teresa said. She would have to wear one of her nicer outfits if she wanted to look half as stylish as Cleveland would. He had countless accessories. Far more than Teresa ever cared to own, but he was her man. She loved him, even if she couldn’t find the words to say it yet.

“Perfect. See you tomorrow,” said Cleveland.

“Bye,” Teresa said and kissed Cleveland on the cheek. She glanced over her shoulder once on the way out the door, but Cleveland was too engrossed shopping to notice her leave.
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Cleveland had left the office early to get ready for their date. Teresa planned on stopping by her house before meeting Cleveland, but she took less time to get ready. There were only a few people left in the office when Teresa finally gathered her stuff to leave.

Glenn, the office manager, stopped her on the way out. “Hey, Teresa. Do you mind if we chat for a second?”

“Sure. I’m kind of in a rush, but what’s up?”

Glenn was a boisterous gay man, who often commanded a room, so it was rather unsettling to hear him speak in a low voice. “Everyone in the office has been talking.”

“About work?”

Glenn frowned. Teresa knew where this conversation was heading, but she didn’t want to answer any questions. As far as everyone in the office was concerned, she was nothing except Cleveland’s assistant. “They’ve been talking about people at work,” Glenn said in a tone far sassier than Teresa appreciated.

“People love to talk. Am I in trouble, Glenn? I’m going to be late for a class at my gym,” Teresa said. There was no class, but she wanted to get out of the office. She didn’t want to hear what people had been saying. She’d noticed a shift in her coworkers. They looked at her differently, as though they were studying her every move. They watched even more closely when she was talking to Cleveland.

“Are you dating Cleveland? Everyone thinks you two have been acting differently, and—”

“Isn’t this a question you should ask Cleveland? Why are you coming to me? Why didn’t you go to Cleveland?”

Glenn pressed his lips. “I wanted to make sure that you’re okay.”

“Cleveland and I have a professional working relationship. Nothing is going on between us,” Teresa said in the most agitated voice she could muster. She didn’t want to leave any doubt in Glenn’s mind. She wanted to squash every rumor. “Do you understand?”

Glenn took a step away from Teresa. “I understand,” he said.

“Perfect.” Teresa pushed past Glenn and stomped on her way out the door. She got in her car, feeling more panicked than excited. She’d been eager to see Cleveland in his dress all day, but Glenn’s questioning completely killed her spirit.

Teresa took a moment to gather herself before starting her car to head home. She got dressed, amping herself up for dinner with Cleveland. They’d been so excited about tonight, but Teresa couldn’t shake the feeling that problems were waiting for them around the bend. How long could they keep what they had a secret when everyone was whispering behind their backs?

***

Cleveland was nervous as he waited in his car outside the restaurant. Teresa had messaged to say she was on her way. He couldn’t go inside without her. This date was his idea, but it’d only been a fantasy. He’d half expected Teresa to say no.

Teresa pulled up next to him a few minutes later. She waved, looking gorgeous behind the window. Cleveland watched as she climbed out of her car, still too nervous to open his door. Teresa was wearing a simple black dress with black kitten heels, looking effortlessly beautiful. She walked over to Cleveland’s car and knocked on the window.

“Are you coming out? We’re going to be late for our reservation,” she said.

Cleveland glanced down at the dress and scarf he was wearing. The perfect heels on his feet. He had to get out of the car. Where was his courage? He’d shaved and spent over an hour perfecting his makeup to cover up the hard edges of his masculinity.

“Come on, Cleveland. You look incredible, and they’re waiting for us.”

Cleveland nodded and pulled his key out of the ignition. He opened the car door and swung one leg out of his car, taking Teresa’s hand. She helped him to his feet, giving him a kiss on the cheek.

“To everyone here, we’re girlfriends out for dinner. They won’t know any different.”

Cleveland was doubtful, but he’d take Teresa’s word for it. She grabbed his hand and led him toward the door. A host greeted them when they walked inside, not seeming to notice how Cleveland was a man dressed as a woman.

“This is incredible,” Cleveland said when he took a seat in the booth. He glanced around the room. Some guys at a far table were checking them out, but nobody else was paying them any attention. Cleveland turned his head back to Teresa before the guys noticed he wasn’t who he seemed.

“Have you gone out in public before?”

“I’ve driven around in my car dressed up, but I’ve never had the courage to get out of it. Thank you for coming here with me, Teresa. You surprise me every day.”

“These are the things we do for people we love,” Teresa said with a soft smile, saying the words she wanted without uttering them.

Cleveland understood what she meant. He reached across the table to touch her hand. Teresa didn’t flinch. She didn’t pull away or care if everything in the restaurant thought they were lesbians. Cleveland was living his best life, and she was there with him, living hers. She could feel the excitement in his body as his fingertips brushed the inside of her arm.

“Should we share a bottle of wine?” Cleveland asked.

“I’d love that.”

Cleveland lifted his hand to call over the server, feeling much more confident now that he’d made it into the restaurant. He gestured for Teresa to make the choice. She chose a bottle of white from Washington state. They went ahead and ordered their dinners after their server went over the specials. They both wanted the vegetarian lasagna.

“Cheers,” they said after their server poured them two glasses.

“This is delicious wine,” Cleveland said after taking a sip. “Do you drink much?”

“Not often,” Teresa said. “I went to a wine event once though, and we had some wine from Washington that I really liked. Guess we got lucky.”

“Luck seems to follow us wherever we go,” Cleveland said.

They ate their lasagnas and drank their white wine, chatting about news articles they’d read throughout the day. Some economy, some politics, and a lot of celebrity gossip. They couldn’t stop laughing. People glanced at them, but they didn’t care.

“Should we get out of here? I have dessert at the park planned for us,” Cleveland said.

“You’re amazing,” Teresa said.

Cleveland called over the server and handed him his credit card. He signed the receipt and led Teresa to his car. He opened the door for her and waited until she slid inside, feeling like the luckiest man in the world for being out on the town in a beautiful dress with a beautiful woman. Could life get any better?

***

“Let me feed you the chocolate,” Cleveland said. He broke off a piece and guided it to Teresa’s lips, loving how gorgeous they looked with the pink gloss she’d applied. “How is it?”

“Delicious,” Teresa said with a giggle. “Feed me another.”

Cleveland’s dick jumped as he broke off another piece of chocolate to put in Teresa’s mouth.

“Mm,” Teresa said as she chewed and swallowed the chocolate. She loved being out with Cleveland. He looked gorgeous in his navy dress and tan heels. The scarf he had draped over his shoulders was fabulous. She wished she could enjoy this moment more, but Glenn approaching her floated around in the back of her mind, clouding her bliss.

“What’s wrong?” Cleveland asked when Teresa had gone a bit without speaking. She was tearing off pieces of grass, seemingly lost in another world.

“It’s nothing,” Teresa said. She didn’t want to have this conversation. She didn’t want to worry Cleveland. He didn’t need the stress when his job was already stressful enough.

Cleveland scooted closer to Teresa. “Why are you lying? I can tell something is wrong. Why won’t you tell me?”

“I don’t want to upset you,” she said.

“There’s little you could say to upset me,” he said.

Teresa looked at Cleveland, staring into the eyes she’d grown to love. The ones that brought her comfort every time she saw them. “It’s about Glenn. He came up to me on my way to the restaurant and asked if we’ve been seeing each other. He says people in the office have been talking.”

Cleveland’s gaze hardened. “What? Are you serious?”

“Yes, but don’t worry. I told him we weren’t dating and that he was asking inappropriate questions.”

“Teresa,” Cleveland said in a tense voice. “We both know this could become a problem.”

“Only if we make it one,” she said. “That’s not necessary, though. I told Glenn what he needed to hear.”

Cleveland had been having the most incredible time on his date in the park, but now the blanket beneath him felt like a burning pit of lava. He felt like he was sinking into the depths of the world, like he’d never be able to reach the surface again.

“We can’t keep seeing each other, Teresa. It’s too dangerous. Brian could force me out of the company. You could lose your job.”

The charm in the air had evaporated. Teresa sat upright, wishing she’d said nothing to ruin their date. She could have carried the secret. She could have waited until another day. It was Cleveland’s first time out as a woman, and he couldn’t even enjoy himself. She had ruined their evening. The sun was setting, and now they wouldn’t go to bed happy.

“How can you say that, Cleveland? We can’t break up. Not now. Not after everything we’ve been through.”

Cleveland didn’t want to end what he had with Teresa, but he couldn’t see any other way. His job was too important. He had too much invested in the firm. Even if Teresa was his soul mate, he would have to let her go. The timing wasn’t right. It would never be.

Cleveland turned his head. He couldn’t look Teresa in the eye. It would break his heart. “I’m sorry, Teresa, but it’s the way things have to be.”

Teresa felt her heart shatter. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Teresa thought she’d found something special with Cleveland. She thought they were going somewhere, but he’d flinched at the first sign of trouble. He’d tossed her to the side instead of coming up with a plan to dampen their problems.

Part of Teresa wanted to argue. Part of her wanted to fight for Cleveland’s love, but he was clearly too frightened to think rationally, so all she did was ask a simple question.

“You’re hurting me right now. Are you sure this is what you want, Cleveland?”

Cleveland looked at Teresa. His eyes were red and puffy, and his makeup was smudged, but that didn’t stop him from nodding. “Yes, Teresa, I’m sure. I hate that it has to be like this, but Brian and I have already had enough issues. I can’t add dating my secretary to the pile.”

The word ‘secretary’ stung more than it ever had before. “I think it’s time you take me back to my car,” Teresa said.

“Yeah, let’s go.” Cleveland stood.

They gathered everything without speaking another word. They left without saying goodbye. The ending to their evening broke Teresa’s heart, but what could she do? Cleveland had given her a clear answer. He didn’t want her. Not enough to fight for her.

Teresa was broken now, but she’d pick up the pieces with time. This heartbreak wouldn’t stop her. It would teach her.

Better guarded than shattered.
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Cleveland walked into the office several days after he and Teresa had broken up at the park. He was hoping to see a coffee and biscotti waiting for him on her desk when he turned the corner, but they weren’t there. Teresa hadn’t taken any extra steps since their falling out, and it was driving Cleveland crazy.

“Morning, boss.”

“Teresa, can we talk?”

“Of course,” Teresa said in a cool voice. The tension between them was even thicker than it had been when they were sleeping behind everyone’s backs. How was this not more obvious than what was going on between them prior? “Tell me what you’d like to say. You have a meeting in ten minutes.”

“Ten minutes? Isn’t that a bit early?”

“Brian asked if you had extra time, and I assured him you did. Should I cancel the meeting?”

Cleveland clenched his jaw. “No, that won’t be a problem. Could you grab me a cup of coffee, please?”

“I’d have to stop working on your notes to do that, and you wouldn’t have them for the meeting.”

Cleveland groaned. “Fine, forget it. I’ll grab my own cup of coffee.”

“Anything else, boss?”

“No,” Cleveland said. He dropped his shoulders and sulked across the room to fill up a cup of coffee for himself, searching everywhere for the biscotti. He didn’t have much time though, so he had to abandon his search to make it to his desk in time for his meeting.

Teresa opened her desk drawer when Cleveland walked past, pulled out a biscotti, and bit into it. She winked at him and gave him a thumb’s up, pointing to his office door.

“The meeting is about to start,” Teresa said while covering her mouth. She swallowed, speaking more clearly. “I sent the notes you’ll need to your email.”

“Thanks,” Cleveland said. “May I have some biscotti?”

“No,” Teresa said with a laugh. “This is my last one.”

***

Teresa waited with her hands in her lap, anxious to finish this part of her day. She was sitting in the waiting area of a corporate office. It wasn’t long before a woman from human resources, Jess, poked her head into the room.

“Hello, Teresa. Are you ready?”

“Yes,” Teresa said. She stood and smoothed her skirt, following Jess to her office in the back.

“How are you doing today?”

“I’m doing well. Nervous about our second interview, but I’m so happy that you all are giving me the chance.”

“Yes, we’re also excited.” Jess gestured to the seat in front of her desk. “Would you like a glass of water?”

Teresa nodded. She relaxed as Jess asked her some simple follow-up questions from their last interview, as though she were confirming what Teresa had said. Testing her on the knowledge she’d provided just a few days ago. Then a new question snuck its way into the conversation.

“If you don’t mind me asking, why do you want to change jobs now?”

“The idea of leading a team appeals to me. I love the work I do, but this position could offer more of a challenge.”

Jess nodded at Teresa’s answer. “Your boss and I spoke this morning.”

“Cleveland?”

Jess grinned. “Yes. He had the most wonderful things to say about you as a person. He said it would be sad to see you leave but that you deserve a position like the one we’re offering.”

Teresa touched her chest. “He said all that?”

“Yes,” Jess said with a laugh. “I honestly couldn’t get him to stop offering you a glowing review. He gave many examples of times you went above and beyond for him and his company. We’d love to have someone like you working for us.”

“It’d be an honor.”

“I’m not going to lie. Some of the assistants will resist you in the beginning, but you’ll have to stay strong. We want someone who will come in to be a boss, not a friend. Do you think you can fill that role?”

Teresa needed a change. She was grateful that Cleveland had given her a positive review, but she had to get away from him and that office. She couldn’t keep working there after how he’d thrown her away like a piece of wet paper.

“Yes, I can. I’m the person you need.”

“Can you start next week?”

“I’ll have to confirm everything with Cleveland, but I’d love to start working here as soon as possible.”

Jess extended her hand across the desk. “We have a deal then,” she said.

Teresa nodded and shook Jess’s hand. “We have a deal.”

“Perfect. I’ll write up a contract and email it to you. Sign it over the next few days and send it back to me.”

“Awesome. Thank you, Jess. I appreciate the opportunity.”

“We’re happy to have you,” Jess said. She glanced at the door, signaling Teresa to gather her bags and leave.

She waved when she got to the door. Her nerves had evaporated now that she had the job offer. She would check her email nonstop until Jess sent the contract, but that wasn’t on Teresa’s mind when she stepped outside.

Teresa pulled out her phone and called Cleveland as she walked across the parking lot.

“Hey, you. How did the interview go?” Cleveland asked when he picked up the call.

“It went well. I got the job,” Teresa said.

“Congratulations. I told Jess she’d be crazy not to hire you. I’ll miss having you around the office, though.”

“Will you? You haven’t talked to me in a week,” Teresa said. She was standing against the trunk of her car, wondering what their relationship would be like now that she wasn’t working for him.

“I was an idiot for pushing you away, but I didn’t want us both losing our jobs.”

Teresa softened. “I know you were just trying to protect us, but you hurt me.”

“Let me make it up to you,” Cleveland said.

“How could you possibly do that?”

“I don’t know. Is there something you’ve wanted to do?”

Teresa glanced at the clear sky as she thought about what Cleveland could do to make it up to her, and then an idea came to mind. “Why don’t we go dancing? You know, as girlfriends.”

“You want me to dress up and go dancing with you?”

“More than anything,” Teresa said. “To celebrate my new job and the fact that we won’t have to hide our dating.”

“Okay,” Cleveland said. “I have the perfect dress. When are we going?”

“Tonight,” Teresa shouted. “I’ll meet you at your place in a few hours.”
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Teresa placed her hand on Cleveland’s shoulder. They were standing in his closet. He was wearing an outfit she’d chosen. A silver, backless dress with clear platform heels and colorful jewelry. He was wearing a blonde wig. Everyone would think he was a woman, and Teresa couldn’t wait to kiss him on the dance floor.

Cleveland pulled Teresa close. He kissed her neck, loving how she moaned when his lips touched her skin.

Teresa wrapped her hand around the back of Cleveland’s neck. She kissed him, not worried if it would mess up her lipstick. They had all night. They didn’t even have to go dancing if they didn’t want. Nobody could make the rules but them.

“I love you, Cleveland. Being angry with each other showed me how much I’d hate being without you. It was part of the reason I applied for other jobs. I thought it was the only way to save what we had.”

Cleveland took a deep breath and squeezed Teresa’s side. “I appreciate what you did so much. It shows how committed you are to this relationship, and it shows how crazy I was for pushing you away. I hope you can forgive me.”

“You’ve been forgiven, Cleveland.”

“I love you, Teresa. I can’t wait to dance the night away with you.”

“Then let’s hit the club while we look fabulous,” Teresa said. She grabbed Cleveland’s hand and ran to the mirror, checking to make sure they hadn’t messed up their makeup too much. They hadn’t. Teresa was driving, so she rushed them to her car, giggling on the way.

Teresa played pop music and danced as she drove across town to the club, hooting and hollering to the music. Cleveland joined in, shedding his inhibitions. Teresa was the woman of his dreams. She was giving him what he’d always wanted, so he did his best to push away his insecurities to enjoy the time they had together.

The club was hot and steamy when they walked through the door. Cleveland could breathe a sigh of relief. The bouncer hadn’t given him any grief and didn’t even lift an eyebrow when he saw Cleveland’s ID with a picture of a man.

“We’re in, baby.” Teresa rocked her hips and waved her arms in the air. “Let’s get a drink and hit the dance floor.”

“I’ll follow you,” Cleveland hollered. He was using a clutch bag for the evening and had it tucked under his arm. Teresa was wearing a small purse with a single strap that she had crossed over her body.

They walked to the bar. A handsome bartender gave them immediate attention. Cleveland didn’t blame him. They were the best dressed at the counter. Teresa ordered them two gin and tonics.

“Cheers, girl.”

“Cheers,” Cleveland said. He hit his plastic glass against Teresa’s. She took a big swig, cheered, and grabbed Cleveland’s hand. He had to steady himself as Teresa pulled him across the room. Her heels were much shorter than his. His dress was also a lot tighter, which made it even more difficult to walk.

Teresa found a vacant spot and started shaking her hips to the beat of the electronic music. Cleveland was still finding his balance. “Girl, you almost made me fall. These heels are no joke.”

Teresa narrowed her eyes and gazed at Cleveland with lust all over her face. She curled her finger and wagged for Cleveland to step closer. He did. His cock was growing at a record speed as he walked to her. He didn’t even care if it popped out of his panties because he had to have Teresa.

Teresa wrapped her arm around Cleveland’s neck. She pulled him close and pushed her hips against his. She moaned into his ear. Cleveland’s finger dug into her side. His eyes rolled around in his head. People were all around him, but all he could focus on was Teresa’s body against his.

Cleveland turned Teresa around, pulling her against his hard cock. She pushed her ass into his bulge. She moved her backside up and down his member, wrapping her arms around his neck. Cleveland held Teresa’s sides as she danced on his dick, kissing her neck. Savoring each moan that escaped her lips.

Cleveland reached around and wrapped his head around Teresa’s breasts. She nearly dropped her drink because Cleveland’s touch felt so good. She moaned louder than the music when Cleveland wrapped his lips around her earlobe, rubbing her nipple.

“I need to fuck you,” Cleveland said in a manly voice into her ear.

Teresa opened her eyes. Several people were staring at them, which made her laugh. Cleveland noticed and joined her. She took his hand and ran toward the exit, needing him to fuck her. She’d wanted it since the first time Cleveland gave her head, but they’d never gotten around to it, and then they had a fight.

They got in Teresa’s car and went to Cleveland’s place. They ran inside, stripping down to their undergarments when they walked through the door. The tension was too extreme. Their desires were too deep. Cleveland left on his lingerie and wig and gorgeous jewelry. Teresa did the same. She cupped her hand along the side of Cleveland’s face as they stood on their knees, facing each other.

“I love you just as you are,” Teresa said.

“You’re the woman of my dreams. I hope what we have will last.”

“Me too.” Teresa kissed Cleveland. He reached into her panties and cupped her pussy, making her moan. He knew just how to touch her. Cleveland knew which places to press and how many fingers she liked in her pussy. Two.

Teresa swelled and opened for Cleveland the more he played with her, making him even hornier for her pussy. He was rock hard. His dick was throbbing so hard he thought it might rocket off his body. He pulled his fingers out of her panties and put them in his mouth, licking off her sweet nectar.

“Pull my dick out,” Cleveland said.

Teresa reached forward and pushed the fabric on Cleveland’s panties to the side, revealing his thick cock. He moaned as she stroked his member. It was leaking precum, so hungry to enter Teresa.

She grabbed a condom from her purse. “I came prepared,” she said. Teresa opened the condom and rolled it over Cleveland’s dick. She pushed off her panties and pushed Cleveland to his ass, loving how long and thick his cock looked hanging out the side of his panties.

“Touch my pussy,” Teresa said with her hands on Cleveland’s shoulders.

He rubbed her until she was wet and ready for Cleveland’s dick. She straddled his hips and lowered herself onto his dick, swallowing him with her pussy. Locking them in an eternal bond. One they would never forget because of the power it held over their bodies.

Teresa threw her head back and moaned as she bounced on Cleveland’s cock. Cleveland touched Teresa’s side. He cupped her breasts. He grabbed her ass. It was impossible not to touch every inch of her body he could as she moved her hips up and down his cock.

“Fuck, your dick feels amazing.” Teresa purred the words. She couldn’t speak clear sentences. Cleveland’s cock was hitting her spot each time she sank her hips on it. She wouldn’t last long. She couldn’t.

Teresa grabbed Cleveland’s hand and placed it on her clit. He knew what to do, rubbing her how she liked. He lifted his hips to take over a little, fucking her with long strokes, just as she’d been riding his dick.

Cleveland was hitting Teresa’s spot. He could see it. He watched the contortion on her face with joy as he fucked her. Cleveland was close, and he could tell Teresa was too.

“Cum with me,” he said.

“Fuck, I love your dick. Promise you’ll keep giving me this dick.”

“I promise.”

Teresa let loose. She hollered and grabbed Cleveland’s shoulders as she came, losing focus of reality as an overwhelming pleasure arose from deep within her being, spreading across her body like water on a smooth surface.

Cleveland came with his woman, releasing his load deep within her. He could feel his cock filling the condom with his hot, milky load.

Teresa moved her hips off Cleveland’s cock when she couldn’t handle another second. She kissed him before collapsing to the floor by his side. Cleveland ripped off the condom, tossed it to the side, and curled up behind Teresa. He kissed her shoulder blade. She grabbed his hand and kissed it, uttering sounds of pleasure, almost like she might fall asleep.

“You tired?” Cleveland asked.

“Yeah,” Teresa said.

“Get some sleep, and I’ll make you breakfast in the morning.”

“Okay.” Teresa’s voice was sleepy. She rocked her body, pushing into Cleveland. He wasn’t tired, but Cleveland fell asleep anyway because there was no way he could stop holding Teresa.
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Three Years Later

“Happy birthday, Chase!” Everyone screamed after singing him a birthday song. They all clapped. Chase looked a bit confused, but he cheered after Teresa and Cleveland helped him blow out his candle. They had cupcakes for the party, so they just opened his and gave him a plastic spork.

“Can you believe he’s one already?” Cleveland asked Teresa.

“No, but I’m so happy he’s here. Best accident ever,” she said.

Cleveland grinned. “Yeah, I wouldn’t change what happened for the world.”

They’d been at a spa in town for the night after Teresa got back from a grueling work trip when Cleveland got her pregnant. They had promoted her from manager of the assistants to a logistics role, where she oversaw a lot of the supply chain issues. The company had paid for Teresa to take classes shortly after starting.

Cleveland was still working at the firm as Brian’s partner. They were growing and even thinking of opening a new office, but that was more speculation than reality now that Cleveland had a kid.

Teresa was bringing home the big bucks, so Cleveland based his schedule on Chase’s needs, and Brian didn’t mind keeping the company small. He loved running a boutique firm.

Teresa noticed her mom waving from across the yard. They’d bought a house last year after living together at Cleveland’s place. “Do you mind? I should probably make some rounds and thank everyone for the mountain of gifts they brought.”

“I don’t mind,” Cleveland said. “I’ll watch Chase.”

“Thanks. What are we going to do with all these gifts?” Teresa asked with a smile and shake of the head as she back away.

“We’ll find a home for them,” Cleveland said. “Make your rounds. We’ll be here entertaining anyone who stops by to say hi.”

Teresa put her hands together in the shape of a heart over her chest before turning away to wave at her mom. Cleveland watched Teresa cross the yard, feeling more in love with her the longer they were together.

Nobody except his woman knew Cleveland was wearing a sexy pair of white panties beneath his jeans, but she was the only one who mattered.

Teresa caught Cleveland staring at her. He waved. She winked. A sense of calm washed over Cleveland. He turned to help Chase with his cupcake.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading The Secretary’s Doll. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did because those stars help others discover their next great read. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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