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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Clara

There he was again. The boy across the way. He glanced at me through the corner of his eye, and I decided that it was time we stopped pretending, so I lifted my hand and gave him a little finger wave. His cheeks reddened as he rushed to attend to his customers, doing his best to ignore me, but he wouldn’t be able to ignore me forever. Not now that I thought he was cute.

What other men were there for me in Seahaven? I even used the apps to search the neighboring town of Pinecrest with no luck. Plenty of guys sent me messages, but they usually included lewd pictures and dirty texts. There was something about the man across the way that told me he’d never do such a thing to a lady. He didn’t seem like the internet boys who thought my body was only good for one thing.

“Are you obsessing over him again?” Luna asked as she walked up by my side. “When are you going to say hello?”

My other coworker Jasmine joined the conversation. “She’s totally obsessing. I can take a few pictures of him for you. They’d last much longer,” she said in a teasing voice as we looked at him from across the corridor.

“No way!” I said and turned on my heels, but the girls caught me before I could even make it two feet. “I’m not obsessing over him,” I assured them. “Is it so wrong to think he’s cute? I need something nice to look at and take my mind off my asshole ex-boyfriend Rafael.”

Jasmine fake spat. “Don’t say his name!”

“He’s yesterday’s news,” Luna said, nodding. “That photography boy is much cuter anyway.”

“Yeah, I totally agree,” said Jasmine.

The girls stared at me like I was made of some type of magic pixie dust, like I could just flutter across the corridor and cast a spell on the man to want me. I could see in his eyes that he was the nervous type. One of those guys that would run off the second I approached him, and nothing would make me feel uglier than getting rejected. It was too big of a risk.

“I’m not going to talk to that guy. My job is too important. What if we went out and ended up hating each other? I would be stuck seeing him every day of my life.”

“True,” Jasmine said.

“You’re right,” said Luna. “I didn’t think about it like that. You need a guy that’s at least three stores away.”

“At least,” I said and motioned my hands. “Anyway, I need to organize some things in the stockroom. Those returns are going to be crazy after Christmas.”

“Ugh, don’t remind me,” said Luna.

“Always the Debbie Downer,” said Jasmine. “It’s okay, though. I need to post a bunch of stuff about our after-Christmas sales. I’ll be in the office if you need me.”

“Don’t take all day,” Luna snapped. “Just because you handle the social media accounts doesn’t mean it has to take all day. I need some help on the floor too.”

“Fine,” Jasmine said smugly.

I excused myself and rushed to the stockroom. Jasmine was the assistant manager and absolutely hated organizing the merchandise, but I got a strange sense of satisfaction out of it. I also liked looking at all the new clothes that arrived before we put them on the floor, especially the shoes. With my store discount, I didn’t buy heels anywhere else. It was a blessing and a curse, but mostly a blessing. I got to look incredible wherever I went and spent a fraction of what everyone else did.

I just wished I could forget about that photography boy.

***

Christmas came and went.

It was utter chaos at the store.

Everyone came in to use their gift cards or return items they received that they didn’t actually want. We only gave out store credit, so the dressing rooms were overflowing with people. It wasn’t until eight o’clock in the evening that I finally got a chance to take my break.

“Sure you’ll be okay?” I asked Jasmine before clocking out for my break. “I can stay if you won’t be.”

“No, it’s fine. Go eat something.”

“I’ll be quick,” I promised and grabbed my purse from under the counter to rush out of the store. Jasmine was the only one working, but she was off in thirty minutes, and then it was up to me to close the store. Luckily, things had died down a lot, but I would be there for at least an hour cleaning up after the savage shoppers.

I prayed that there were still some options open at the food court, and I was delightfully surprised when there were. I went to the pizza place to grab a slice of their vegetarian, the only option left besides pepperoni, and a portion of their pasta salad that they kept on ice by the register. “Thank you. This food will save my life.”

“Enjoy,” the man working said with a bright smile.

I turned to find a place to eat, and that was when I saw him.

The photography boy from across the way.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Joe

It was her.

The girl from the clothing store that worked across the corridor from me. She probably already knew it, but I had the biggest crush in the world on her. When I saw her, I wondered what she was doing working at Harborview Mall in Seacrest. We lived in a pretty seaside city, but she belonged on the big screen. Her face deserved to be everywhere she was so beautiful. I twisted in my seat as she approached my table with her tray.

“Is this seat taken?” she asked, gesturing at the chair across from me. I shook my head. “I’m Clara, by the way. You’re the guy from the photography studio.”

“That’s me,” I said. “You’re the lady from the clothing store.”

“Yeah, I can’t give up the discount no matter how hard I try.”

I chuckled. “If only I needed a discount to have my pictures taken.”

She frowned. “Yeah, that does suck. You still haven’t told me your name.”

“It’s Joe.”

“Hmm. Nice and simple. I like that.”

For as long as I could remember, I hated my name, but I had a newfound appreciation for it if Clara liked it. I still couldn’t believe she was sitting across from me. Talking to me. It was too good to be true. A girl like her shouldn’t want anything to do with a guy like me.

“How long are you here tonight?”

“Until close,” I said. “You?”

“Same. People have been coming in like crazy for the after-Christmas sale. I’m not sure how much more of it I can take.”

“It’s been crickets for me. It was crazy throughout the holidays, but it usually dies down after Christmas for us.”

Clara nodded. “I could see that. People need the pictures for their holiday cards and what not.”

“Exactly,” I said with a nod. “It’s not the most exciting business in the world, but it pays the bills.”

“Do you own the place?”

“My friend and I own it together. Glen. He’s doing a family’s holiday shoot right now. They wanted pictures of the grandkids opening presents.”

Clara snorted. “You have to be kidding me.”

“I kid you not.” I smiled when her eyes met mine, feeling a tingly sensation sneak across my skin. It wasn’t often that I had a woman’s attention. I longed to meet the right woman, but my secret desires always stood in the way of any long-term relationship. When girls found out that I liked to wear lingerie just as cute and lacy as theirs, they usually stopped returning my messages. “Are you saying you’d never hire us to photograph a family event?”

“Maybe a runway show, but no, probably nothing to do that involved my family,” she said.

“Why? Do you not like them?”

“I like them plenty, which is why I wouldn’t want some strange dude hanging around with his camera. It would totally kill the vibe.”

“We try our best to blend into the background,” I said defensively, which made her smile. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to get offended, but we take our events seriously.”

“I’m sure they bring in good money.”

“Yeah, that’s why we like them.”

Clara ate the last bites of her pizza and pasta salad during a lull in the conversation, standing up as soon as she finished. “Sorry to run, but we’ve been slammed all day. You should come by before you leave the mall. Hang out with me while I close.”

“Uh, yeah. I could be into that.”

“Good. See you then,” Clara said and touched me gently on my shoulder before walking away from the table. I turned to watch her leave, but she never looked back at me.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Clara

I almost wasn’t expecting Joe to come by Belle Boutique, but he showed up thirty minutes after the mandatory closing time for stores. “You made it.”

“That I did,” he said and made a little gesture with his arms. “You guys probably have a lot more to do to close up than we do.”

“I would imagine so. What do you do when you get off work? Do you live alone?”

He nodded. “In a little house not too far from here.”

“I live in town. My apartment has views of the water.”

“That must be nice.”

“You should have seen me when I first saw it. I screamed in the owner’s face, telling her that I had to have it. She thought I was crazy, but I still got the apartment.”

“Lucky lady,” he said. 

“I would like to think so. Who has ocean views for under a thousand dollars a month?”

“Not many people I would imagine.”

I smiled and went back to folding the clothes in front of me. The customers swept through like a tornado. I didn’t mind when these days after the holidays came, but they were always so hectic. I glanced at Joe, thinking he was exactly what I needed to relax after an exhausting day.

“Do you have any plans after this?” I asked casually, hoping the intense desire that I was feeling didn’t come through in my voice.

“No,” he said. “I was just going home.”

“Home is so wonderful yet so boring.”

He chuckled. “I guess you could say that.”

Joe was handsome, and his face lit up when he smiled. I sensed a good man behind his eyes. There was no telling if my assumption was true, but it didn’t matter. Good men and bad men both loved to have fun. They loved to be touched. Kissed. Handled.

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

“No,” he said quickly. “Do you have a boyfriend?”

I shook my head. No way was I about to mention my loser ex-boyfriend Rafael. He had naughtiness in his eyes and had ever since the day we met. I should have known that he would betray me. I should have known that his proclamations of love were nothing but a sham.

“I’m single.”

“What are you doing after work?”

I shrugged. “I don’t have any plans other than eating a snack. You know…” I said softly and walked toward him. He tensed when I reached out to place my hand on his shoulder. “If you wanted to come back to my place, we could have a drink.”

“That could be fun.”

“Of course it would be fun,” I said and placed my hand on the waistline of his pants. I didn’t want him to be mistaken for a second about what would happen if he came home with me. I needed a rebound to get over my boyfriend, and Joe was a perfect candidate. At least that was what I thought until I felt something lacy in the waistline of his pants. “Joe! What’s this?” His cheeks were bright red when I backed away to get a better look at him. “Are you wearing panties?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Oh, my goodness! You’re wearing panties!”

“Shhh!”

“Is it a thong? Let me see!”

“No way! This was a mistake.”

Joe turned and tried to leave, but I stopped him. “You’re not going anywhere, mister! You’re going to come into the stockroom and show me your panties. If I like them, I just might give you a special kiss.”

“What?” he asked in a breath.

“You heard me, boy! Get your ass in there!” I turned him toward the stockroom door and spanked his ass lightly, laughing as I followed him. “I can’t believe you’re wearing women’s underwear.”

“Please just let me go,” he groaned.

“Not a chance,” I said with a shake of my head. “This is too good to miss.” I’d never been with a man who liked to wear lingerie, but I was aware that they existed and had always wanted one for myself. I loved the idea of being with a man who could appreciate sexy clothes, and Joe’s thong did not disappoint. He was wearing a burgundy satin thong with lace trim, and it was snug against his hard cock.

“This is so humiliating.”

“I think it’s pretty hot,” I purred and placed my fingers on the outline of his erection. He bit his lip and let out a deep breath through his clenched teeth, but I wasn’t about to stop teasing him. I needed to have him. I needed to see how far I could push him and mold him and turn him into the girly boy of my dreams. “How long have you been wearing women’s lingerie?”

“Years,” he said through gritted teeth. “I can’t handle this. It’s too much.”

“Are you kidding? We’re surrounded by gorgeous clothes for you to wear! Don’t you want to take things to the next level?”

Joe paused, but I saw the truth flash through his eyes. He wanted this. He wanted me to turn him into a girl, and I felt like it was my duty after seeing his sexy burgundy thong. I glanced around at the stock room, seeing some items in the corner that we were going to discard. It was against the rules to take clothes home without paying, but I didn’t care about the rules tonight.

“Let’s take these with us, and then we can get out of here.”

“What? Why would we take them?”

“Shh! Don’t be so loud. What size shoe are you?”

“Does it matter?”

“I wouldn’t be asking if it didn’t matter,” I hissed.

Joe groaned and told me his shoe size. I glanced at the heels, seeing some in his size that would match the clothes. I only took a few pieces from our discard pile, hoping that my managers Luna and Lori wouldn’t notice. “I only have to do a few more things, and then we can go. You better not leave without me.”

“I won’t.”

I put my finger in his face before leaving the stockroom to finish up the closing paperwork. “Promise me you’re not going to leave.”

“I’m not going to leave!”

I left the room, excited to turn my photography boy into a girl for the night. It took me a bit longer to finish up the paperwork than I would have liked, but Joe never left. He was waiting for me in the stockroom with a worried look on his face, but he had nothing to worry about as long as he did as I demanded.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Joe

“This is too much,” I said as I looked at all the clothes that Clara had brought home with her. We were at her apartment, which was as gorgeous as she’d promised, but I wasn’t prepared to go through with this. “I like how the thongs feel on me, but I don’t want to wear a dress.”

Clara laughed. “You’re kidding, right?”

“It’s true!” I said, but my voice gave plenty of room for doubt. “I only like to wear thongs. This… this is too much.”

“Well, if you want to have any fun, you’ll do a little dressing up.”

“Fine,” I grunted, acting like I didn’t want to do this, but we both knew that I did. There was no denying the fact that I wanted to feel the flowy fabric of a dress against my legs or the tightness of a stuffed bra against my chest. I put up a big show as Clara picked up the items to get me dressed—a burgundy, lace-trimmed bra, a stunning silver satin dress, and black stockings to cover my legs—but we both knew that I loved wearing these clothes. “How do I look?” I asked her once they were on.

“We still need to stuff your bra. We should do your makeup too. You should really keep your face smooth.”

“I wasn’t expecting to do this when I got dressed for work.”

“You should always be prepared for the unexpected,” she said and picked up her bag. “We’ll skip the foundation for tonight, but we’ll be doing it next time.”

Next time? My heart filled with hope that Clara would actually want to do this again. She had no idea how long I’d been dreaming for a moment like this to happen. I longed to have a woman who understood that I could be both straight and like to wear women’s clothing. It wasn’t something I could explain, but I felt so sexy when I wore a thong and looked at myself in the mirror.

“What are you going to do?”

“Apply some eyeliner, mascara, and a bit of gloss for your lips. You’ll look stunning. I promise.”

“I can’t wait.”

Clara smiled at me and went back to what she was doing with the makeup, transforming me from a guy into a woman. I couldn’t believe that I would finally get to see what I looked like in a dress. I’d been so afraid of ordering anything other than lingerie online, and Clara had already pushed me much further than that.

“Are you ready to look at yourself?” she asked.

“I guess,” I said with a hint of caution. Of course I wanted to see what I looked like in the dress with makeup on my face, but I was terrified that I would look like a monster. “Does it look terrible?”

“Not at all! You look stunning!”

I nodded and let her walk me to the bathroom, gasping when I saw my reflection. I definitely needed to shave, but I could see her. I could see the woman beneath the surface. The one that longed to come out from time to time to show herself off to the world.

“What do you think?”

“I love how the dress hangs on my body, especially with the fake tits. It’s perfect.”

Clara smiled at me in the mirror. “I thought it looked pretty good when I picked it out of the pile. My boss would kill me if she knew I took those clothes, but it was totally worth it now that I see you.”

I blushed as Clara stared at me and gently rubbed my shoulders. “Thanks for taking a risk on my behalf.”

“I would do it again any day of the week.”

“Yeah?”

Clara nodded and turned me toward her. “I was worried the makeup wouldn’t look good without you shaving, but it’s not too bad. You still make a pretty sexy girl.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Not nearly as sexy as you, though.”

She squealed when I grabbed her by the small of her back and pulled her up against my body. I held her close with one hand and used the other to push into her hair. A breath escaped her as I moved my mouth closer to hers, both of us moaning when our lips touched.

“You really don’t mind me like this?”

Clara shook her head. “Not at all. It was a lot of fun dressing you up, but I was hoping we could have some other fun.”

“Yeah?” I asked. “What did you have in mind?”

I moaned when Clara reached her hand up my satin dress and wrapped her fingers around the outline of my hard shaft. I held her body as she stroked my dick through the thin fabric, threatening to make me explode before I was ready.

“Mmm, you’re sensitive, aren’t you?”

“A bit,” I admitted. “It’s been a while.”

“Why don’t we have an appetizer?”

“What’s that?”

Clara smirked and pulled me to her bed. I flopped down onto it when she pushed me, looking up at her with hopeful eyes. She did a little dance as she took off her clothes and tossed them to the floor. My cock hadn’t been this hard in as long as I could remember as I watched Clara strip for me, only stopping once she got down to her lingerie, which was white, lacy, and beautiful.

“What do you think of my thong?” Clara asked and turned her backside to me to show me her ass. “Is it as cute as yours?”

“It’s better. A million times better.”

“Stop it! You’re just saying that.”

“No, I’m not,” I said in a husky voice before grabbing her to pull her down onto my lap. “Lingerie will always look better on you than it does on me.”

“Maybe, but it still looks pretty sexy on you.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“Get onto your hands and knees and then lift up your dress. I have a surprise for you.”

“A surprise? What is it?”

“It wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you!”

I had no idea what Clara had gotten me, but something told me that I shouldn’t be looking forward to it as she skipped across the room to her closet. She came back with a string of beads. “What are those?” I asked.

“They’re to stretch your tight little bussy.”

“My what?” I asked in a tight voice.

“Your bussy!” Clara said playfully before pressing her finger against my tight asshole. I hollered out as she massaged my hole, screaming when she moved her finger out of the way to use the beads. She pressed the first one against my hole before slipping it past my tight ring, and then she did the second. Each subsequent bead made me holler and scream, but I loved being stretched. I loved how much it made me feel like a girl. “You like that, slut?”

“I love it! I never knew it could feel so good!”

Clara moaned and reached between my legs to grab my hard cock. It was so sensitive. Every brush of Clara’s hand made me feel like I was going to explode. I clenched the bedding beneath me as I tried to hold my orgasm, but it was becoming impossible as she teased my ass with the beads.

“You want to feel what it’s like when I take them out?”

“Yes, please,” I said in a breath.

Clara giggled before pulling on the beads, slowly removing the first one from my tight little hole. I gasped when my cock throbbed, but I managed to hold my load. The second bead leaving my bussy pushed me even closer to orgasm. I cried out that it was too intense, but Clara wasn’t going to let me get away from this. She was going to make sure that I had a little fun as a girl.

“Fuck!” I cried as the third bead sent me over the edge. “I’m so sorry!” Cum sprayed from the tip of my cock as Clara removed the last beads from my bussy. I collapsed to the bed as my mind floated among the stars. I’d pressed a finger against my hole a time or two in the past, but I’d never done anything like that. “I wish I could have lasted longer.”

“You’re not done yet, slut!”

“What?” I asked weakly.

“You heard me! I’m not done with you yet!”

My eyes widened as she pushed me onto my back and straddled my legs. She threw my arms above my head. “I’m going to ride this girly dick. Think you can stay hard for me?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Use my dick!”

“Mmm, that’s exactly what I’m going to do.”

I gasped loudly when Clara lowered herself onto my cock. She reached behind her back once I was deep inside of her to unhook her bra. I stared at her as she pulled the bra down her arms and tossed it to the side. “So fucking sexy,” I said and rubbed her thighs. “Thanks for bringing me home with you.”

“It’s been my pleasure,” Clara said with her hands on her tits, slowly moving up and down my cock. She picked up speed after a moment, leaning forward to place her hands on my fake tits to balance herself. I bit my lip as she moved up and down my cock, threatening to make me cum again shortly after my first orgasm. “Hold that load for me, baby. You can do it.”

I groaned as she bounced even more quickly, using my cock for everything it was worth, but that was all I wanted from her. I wanted her to cum. I wanted her to see the stars like me. I grabbed her tits as she worked my cock, massaging them beneath my fingers.

“Yes! Yes!”

“Cum for me, Clara.”

“Who’s my girly slut?”

“I am!”

“That’s right you are,” she said and looked at me with a darkness in her eyes that gave me a chill, but I was excited to see what could happen with the girl from across the corridor. It was only our first evening together, and she’d completely changed my life. “Fuck!”

“Yes! Cum for me!” I said.

“I’m cumming!” she screamed.

I cried out as Clara’s pussy tightened and released around my cock, extracting yet another orgasm from my dick, but I would give her every drop of my cum if that was what she wanted. I had no idea what was to come for us, but one thing was certain. I was her girl.


STAY CONNECTED

Thank you again for reading The Stockroom. This story is from the Harborview series, which includes standalone stories featuring the same public settings, recurring background characters, and lots of different couples finding lust or love. There’s no telling who else will pop up next in this series! Enjoy!

Explore my website to find everything you need to know about my sweet and steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they are available. You can also find some new books of mine for free on Booksprout before they are released in exchange for a review.

I cherish you for reading ♥ 
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