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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Ernest was exhausted after another day at the office, desperate to get home. He noticed their party designer stepping into the elevator and called after her to hold the door. “What are you doing here so late?” Ernest asked Patricia after slipping into the elevator.

“Hi,” she said. “You guys are having a Labor Day party, and your boss wanted me to go over some last-minute details.”

“Shelley never lets a detail go unturned.”

“That she doesn’t,” Patricia said with a smile as the elevator doors slid closed. She’d always found Ernest handsome, but she had a rule not to get involved with anyone she met at work. Sometimes she thought about going against her rule but worried dating any man on the job could ruin her reputation, and she was a small business owner who couldn’t afford to lose business.

Ernest was staring at Patricia when the elevator came to a screeching halt. She screamed and threw herself into his arms. He held her and glanced around the small box until he noticed the red emergency button at the bottom of the panel. “Let’s just hit this,” Ernest said and moved away from Patricia to hit the emergency button.

She took a breath. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry,” he said. “I’m nervous too.”

They stared at the panel as they waited for someone to respond, but a couple of minutes passed without a word.

“They aren’t answering! What are we going to do?” Patricia screeched as she pressed the button frantically. “I don’t want to die in here!” Panic filled her voice as she desperately attacked the button.

“Patricia,” Ernest touched her shoulder, but she wasn’t able to stay focused on the present. She had to get out of this metal box! “Please try not to panic. Someone will come for us.”

There was static before a voice came through the speaker. “Hello? Hello? Is someone there?”

“Yes!” Patricia screeched and fell to her knees in front of the speaker. “Please help us! We’re stuck in here!”

“Help is on the way, ma’am. Please try to stay calm. Is someone there with you?”

“Yes,” Ernest said, crouching down behind Patricia. “We’re safe.”

“Is that true, ma’am?”

“Yes,” she said hurriedly. “I’m claustrophobic. Please hurry.”

“Help is on the way. Don’t worry.”

The line went dead, and Patricia took several deep breaths. Ernest didn’t know quite what to do, so he stayed behind her with a hand on her shoulder. She eventually turned around and fell into his arms. She was shaking. He stared into her eyes, seeing a woman who was terrified, so Ernest stayed strong for the both of them.

“We’re going to get out of here. Don’t worry.”

Patricia nodded, not looking like she quite believed Ernest, but she had to keep it together. The last thing she wanted was Ernest running back to the rest of his team to tell them how the private-dining lady had freaked out in the elevator, yet she clung to him until emergency services arrived.

Patricia gasped when the elevator doors slid open. There was a lot of drama getting the two of them out, but it was a relief once they were finally outside of the metal box. Patricia thanked the firefighters repeatedly, and they thanked Ernest for doing his best to keep her calm. Patricia and Ernest found themselves walking to the parking lot together once everything settled down.

“That was insane,” Patricia said with a heavy sigh. “I really thought we were going to die in there!”

“I could tell,” Ernest said, teasing her a bit. “At least we made it out alive.”

Patricia nodded, glancing at her car. She didn’t want to go home after that near-death experience, but inviting Ernest out would go against her rules.

“Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” she said. “I just don’t want to go home.”

“We can go for dinner if you’d like. I’m starving.”

“Me too.”

“I sense some hesitation,” Ernest said with a sly smile. “If you don’t want to go out with me, I totally understand. Most women prefer a more rugged man.”

“No! It’s not that,” Patricia said. “Let’s go out… as friends. Friends who escaped death together.”

“Okay, name the place.”

Patricia named a casual Mexican restaurant around the corner with strong enough margaritas to help them forget how they’d been stuck in an elevator. Ernest was rather excited to spend the evening with Patricia as he followed her down the road, but could it lead anywhere? Ernest was doubtful.

Little did he know what was coming his way.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Patricia felt a lot looser somewhere around the halfway point of her second margarita. She couldn’t stop staring into Ernest’s soulful brown eyes. Her gaze often flickered to his lips that looked so kissable. She was having to restrain herself in every possible way, desperate to play footsie with him under the table.

Damn, she needed to get laid.

“What made you decide to become a structural engineer?”

Ernest shrugged. “People always told me that I was good at math and designing things, so I decided to take the plunge.”

“Do you enjoy the job?”

He shrugged again. “It pays the bills and then some, so I can’t complain too much.”

“But you’re not sure that you would do it again?”

Ernest sighed. How could he tell this beautiful woman that he didn’t feel entirely complete as a man? How could he tell her that he spent his evenings wearing lingerie around the house to fill an insatiable desire to dress as a woman? One that had been consuming him for years, barely hiding beneath the surface. He was even wearing a pair of panties at that very moment, which brought him so much satisfaction, but what did that satisfaction matter in a life where he was alone?

“What about you? Would you choose the catering life if you could do things over again?”

Patricia rubbed her chin, giving the question some thought. “I don’t know. Sometimes I hate the hours. I’m often hosting some event when I could be out dancing with my girlfriends, but I’m proud of myself for starting a business. One that will hopefully last for many years to come.”

“Yeah, that’s tough. Although, it wouldn’t be a big deal for me seeing as I don’t have many friends to take me dancing.”

Patricia chuckled. She couldn’t imagine Ernest dancing but would like to see it now that she had a mental image in her head. Their conversation took a turn towards other topics. Ernest told her about his collection of vinyl records, mostly jazz. Patricia told him how she loved to dance salsa and bachata but never had time to go to the clubs with her girlfriends. She took classes several days a week before the workdays got the best of her.

“I’d love to watch you dance.”

“Maybe I could make a routine to one of your jazz records,” she said and picked up her margarita to take another sip. She was feeling rather buzzed, which led to other feelings like a tingling between her thighs. She hadn’t been with a man in far too long, and what was so bad about Ernest? Had her rules actually ever saved her from anything? Had they been holding her back?

“I’ll probably fall on my face if you make me dance, but I’d be willing to fall for you.” Ernest had tingly feelings of his own, desperate to take this woman home sitting across from him, but what would she say about the panties? He could always sneak into the bathroom and take them off before anything happened, but he was tired of lying to women, tired of feeling like he had to hide who he truly was.

Patricia smiled at Ernest, imagining how cute he would look under her on the bed. She wished she could shake the image from her mind, but it was powerful, and she was lonely. She wanted a man in her life more than anything. She’d started her catering business at the tender age of twenty-three, thinking that it would fulfill her entirely, but years had passed. She wasn’t getting any younger at thirty-one, and she wanted to catch a man while her body still looked as good as it did.

“What are you doing after this?” she asked him despite herself. “We could go back to my place. There’s a half-eaten cake in my fridge.”

Ernest would be insane to turn down this offer, but doubts swirled in his mind about the lingerie hugging his waistline. “Cake is always delicious,” he said carefully. “Do you have milk as well?”

Patricia chuckled. “There might be a few drops left in the carton. So, is that a yes?”

He looked at the last drops of his margarita, knowing that he had to tread carefully. Patricia worked in his office. Not directly, but she was bright and bubbly, and everyone knew her by name when she came to plan parties. What if she freaked out and decided to tell everyone his little secret? It could put him in the unemployment line for years to come.

“If you don’t want to, I totally understand. I just didn’t want to end my day of celebration after being stuck in an elevator.”

There was a hint of sadness in her eyes that Ernest couldn’t ignore. He would be such a square to go home now, and honestly what was so wrong with having a little fun? He had to have more faith in the world or would end up spending the rest of his days alone.

“Fine, let’s go have some cake.”

“Yay! I hope you like chocolate.”

“I haven’t met much chocolate I don’t like.”

“Good, let’s get out of here,” Patricia said and lifted her hand to call over their server. Ernest pulled out his credit card to pay, but Patricia insisted. “My treat.”

“Now I’ll owe you.”

“What’s the harm in that?” she asked with a devilish smile.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Patricia lived in a modern apartment building with all the amenities a young professional could want. Her apartment was tastefully decorated with art and plants. Ernest wished he had a greener thumb himself, but he’d never been able to keep a plant alive to save his life. He much preferred the company of books and blueprints. At least those could gather dust without shriveling up and dying.

“Your place is lovely,” Ernest said as he took a seat on her sofa. He felt a little out of place being in her home but was trying his best to stay calm. “How long have you lived here?”

“A few years. I bought the condo when my business started doing well,” she said and looked around the apartment with grateful eyes. “It took a lot of work to get it to this point, but I’m happy with what it’s become.”

“You should be,” said Ernest.

Patricia smiled at him as she floated over to her kitchen. She couldn’t remember the last time a man as handsome as him was standing so close to her bedroom, but it had her feeling like she should be doing naughty things.

“Would you like something to drink?”

“Whatever you’re having is fine.”

Patricia fixed them two glasses of water. She passed a glass to Ernest before grabbing his hand to lead him over to the couch. She touched Ernest’s thigh after they sat, breaking all her rules, but she couldn’t help herself.

Ernest’s eyes widened as desire coursed through his body. He hadn’t been touched in far too long, and who better to touch him than Patricia? His cock was growing hard in his black thong, threatening to break free from his slacks.

“Would you give me—”

“Shh!” Patricia placed her finger against Ernest’s lips. “We both know that we shouldn’t do this, but we want to do it, don’t we?”

“Just because we want something doesn’t mean—”

“Don’t make excuses,” Patricia said with her lips only centimeters from his ears. “Don’t act like you don’t want to have a little fun.”

“I do… it’s just…”

“Shh,” Patricia said reached for the button on Ernest’s pants. He gasped and jumped up from the sofa. “What’s wrong?” Patricia asked, her voice sounding like shattered glass.

“It’s nothing. I just need to use the bathroom.”

“No,” Patricia said forcefully. “Forget it. I shouldn’t have touched you like that. In fact, you should probably leave. We should have called it a day at the restaurant,” Patricia stood from the sofa and marched to her door. She placed her hand on the knob to open it, but Ernest stopped her.

“Don’t,” he said. “It’s not you.”

“Then what is it?” she hissed. “Men say that, but it’s always me. Always! They act like—”

Ernest silenced her with a kiss. Her back slammed against the closed door as he slid his tongue into her mouth. His cock was throbbing against the black lacy thong. He only prayed this passion wouldn’t come to a screeching halt when Patricia discovered what he was wearing beneath his slacks.

“Mmm, give me some more of those please.”

“Don’t speak too soon.”

Patricia frowned. “What are you talking about?”

He sighed. “Keep going.” He stepped back and held out his arms, letting Patricia reveal his thong despite his better judgment. He should have just gone to the bathroom to take off his pants and walk out with a hard cock. No way would she have been able to say no to that, but he wasn’t that smart.

She unbuttoned his slacks and slowly unzipped them, feeling her entire body tingle until she revealed his skimpy black thong. She folded her lips. She wasn’t quite sure she could believe what she was seeing. “Is that what I think it is?”

“I don’t want to talk about it. Just take them off.”

“And your legs! They’re as smooth as butter!”

“Shh!” he hissed. “Do you want to do this or not?”

She cupped him by his dick and balls. “We’re going to talk about this if I say we’re going to talk about it. Are you some type of sissy or something?”

“No! Let me fuck you, and you’ll see just how much of a sissy I am,” Ernest said with as much confidence as he could muster. He wasn’t feeling very confident with Patricia holding his balls, but he wasn’t about to let her walk all over him just because he liked to wear lingerie. “Plenty of straight guys like women’s underwear.”

“I’ve heard.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“From a girlfriend or two,” Patricia said as she moved her hand to his hard abs. She was so horny, she didn’t give a fuck about the lingerie. She was just happy that he could get nice and hard for her. She wanted to play with his dick. “Is lingerie the only thing you like?”

“What do you mean?” he asked, his body tense. No woman had been this kind about his thong in the past. The air usually shifted when women found out. A few had even stormed out of the room, but Patricia was different. She didn’t seem to harbor a hint of judgment.

“Do you like dresses and heels? What about painting your nails? Wearing wigs? I’ve heard some boys like to go all the way,” she said with a little giggle, but it was lighthearted. She collapsed onto the sofa and drank in his body like a milkshake. “Take your pants off, handsome.”

Ernest swallowed a breath and pushed his pants down to his ankles, feeling exposed in his skimpy thong.

“Take off the shirt too.”

Ernest felt faint as he grabbed the hem of his shirt to pull it over his head. Patricia held out her hand, and he mindlessly passed her the shirt. “What are you doing?”

“Trying to decide what you should wear.”

“What I should wear?”

“Yes,” Patricia said and hopped up from the sofa. She put up her finger as she stepped past Ernest toward her bedroom. He followed her. She looked over her shoulder at him with harsh eyes. “Wait in there. I’ll be back when I’m ready.”

“What are you going to make me wear?” he asked in a pleading voice. “What about the cake?”

“Ooh, yes! We can eat cake once you’re dressed!”

Ernest groaned. “That wasn’t what I was saying.”

“It’s a fantastic idea, handsome. Go wait!” Patricia gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and turned on her heels.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Patricia emerged from her bedroom with a bag of goodies. She loved going out in different outfits and even had a collection of wigs to keep her looking fresh. She never wanted people to know what to expect when they saw her.

“What’s in here?” Ernest asked when Patricia dropped the bag into his lap. He was still wearing nothing other than his thong, so he put the bag to the side and grabbed his crotch. “Wouldn’t you rather just get on your knees and take care of me?”

Patricia chuckled. “You wish,” she said. “Put on the clothes I picked out for you, and then I’ll think about getting on my knees.”

Ernest groaned as he reached into the bag. He squeezed his eyes shut when he saw the blonde wig awaiting him. There was also a loose-fitting skirt along with a loose blouse. They were both white with pops of color. Ernest liked the clothes, so he put them on without complaints. He’d always dreamed of wearing a skirt, and it was just as wonderful as he thought it would be.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“It’s fab, but I don’t have breasts.”

“We can fix that!”

“How?”

Patricia held up her finger and ran back to her bedroom to grab some old stockings she never used. She balled them up and stuffed them into Ernest’s dress, but he desperately needed structure, so she raced to grab him a bra. She put it on and then fixed his white dress, and he looked rather good, but he needed his wig and some makeup.

“You don’t think this is weird?”

Patricia shrugged. “No weirder than anything else in the world.”

“Can you keep it a secret?”

“As long as you don’t tell your boss about what we’re going to do,” she said with a sly smile as she pulled some products out of her makeup bag. She used foundation, bronzer, and other products to give Ernest a more feminine face. She smiled as she admired her work, loving how gorgeous he looked. “Want to take a look in the mirror?”

“Yes,” said Ernest. He was nervous as he stood up to go to the bathroom, but he had to see himself. Blonde hair swept his shoulders, teasing him. He took a deep breath before stepping into the bathroom, gasping when he saw his reflection. He held a hand over his mouth as he took in his feminized form. He was transformed from head to toe, and it was incredible.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes!” Ernest said as he tried to keep it together. He didn’t want to start crying and mess up Patricia’s hard work making over his face, but he was on the verge of tears. He’d never seen himself look so beautiful. He wasn’t the worst looking guy, but as a woman, he was absolutely gorgeous. His blonde hair. His painted lips. The tits. He actually had tits! “I’m not sure I’ve ever been better.”

Patricia chuckled, grabbed Ernest’s hand. “Well, maybe we can change that.”

“What do you—”

Ernest didn’t have to finish his question. Patricia pushed him onto the sofa and climbed between his legs on her knees. He gasped as she reached up his skirt to place a hand on his crotch. His cock was rock hard beneath his skimpy black thong, begging to break free, and Patricia didn’t leave him waiting long. She slipped his cock out the side of his thong, leaving it in place as she stroked his shaft.

“Mmm, you’re bigger than most.”

“Fuck!” Ernest thrashed as Patricia pulled on his cock to extract a thick bead of precum. He hollered when she placed her tongue on the tip of his cock. She laughed under her breath as she used his dick like a remote control, making him fill the air with sounds that’d make any man envious. “Fuck, Patricia!”

“Shh, girl. You’re going to make my neighbors talk,” Patricia said playfully as she looked at her transformed girl through hooded eyes. She held her thick cock in her hand as her pussy radiated between her thighs, desperate for penetration, but she wasn’t about to give away her goodies without making her girl work. “Are you sensitive?”

“Yes!”

“We don’t want you to cum yet, do we?”

“No!”

“What did I tell you about yelling, girl?” Patricia asked and pulled on Ernest’s balls. He sucked in a sharp breath. “Now it’s your turn to get on your knees and give me a little treat, okay?”

Ernest nodded. “Whatever you want.”

“On your knees, girl.”

He slid off the couch and traded placed with Patricia. She pulled off her top and undid her bra, tossing it to the side. Her tits were perky, and her nipples were rock hard. She was a sight to see. She bit her bottom lip as she pushed her hands into her hair, letting little whimpers fall from her lips. Ernest felt like he was going to cum just from watching her.

“Get me naked, girl.”

Ernest’s hands shook as he stripped Patricia completely naked. She was the best thing to ever happen to him, and they’d only just met. His mind was racing as he got Patricia down to a tiny lavender thong. It was gorgeous.

“Take it off.”

Ernest nodded and pulled it down her legs. Her body shook as his fingertips brushed against her skin. She grabbed her breasts. Her back arched, and she let out a loud moan.

“Eat my pussy.”

He obliged and moved his mouth between her thighs. She gasped when his lips met hers. She pushed her fingers into his long, blonde hair. “Mmm, that’s right, Emily! Eat my pussy!”

Emily.

Ernest had no idea where the name had come from, but he quite liked how it sounded in his ears. He felt a magical spell coming over him. Feeling Emily. Living as her transformed him completely.

Emily dove deeper, losing herself in the moment. She lapped up Patricia’s juices, so grateful that she’d given her this experience. She had no idea what would become of them, but she would never forget this. She held Patricia by her thighs as she ate her pussy with passion. She moved her lips to Patricia’s clit and made her scream.

“Fuck! Emily!”

Emily ignored Patricia’s pleas for her to stop and kept at it until she was cumming all over her face. Patricia pushed on the back of Emily’s head and held her in place as she came in wave after wave. She gasped and screamed, crying at the top of her lungs. Emily drank up every bit of Patricia’s cum that she could.

“Don’t stop,” Patricia said in a broken voice. “Fuck. Me.”

Emily didn’t have to be told twice. She stood and moved Patricia to a more comfortable position before sliding deep into her hot, welcoming pussy. Emily groaned deeply as Patricia’s slick walls hugged her cock. She didn’t know how long she would be able to last. She felt so fucking weak. Her cock hadn’t been this spoiled since… maybe ever.

“I won’t last.”

Patricia pushed her fingers into Emily’s hair and kissed her deeply. “I’m close to cumming again. Keep fucking me, girl.” Patricia moved her hands up and down Emily’s slender body, loving how she felt in her arms. They kissed as Emily pumped her hips, fucking her woman with every inch of her cock.

Patricia purred against Emily’s ear. She held her tightly, loving every second of her fucking. She couldn’t get enough of Emily’s dick; her rules be damned. She wanted to break every single one. She wrapped her legs around Emily tightly and worked her pussy on her dick, making her gasp and moan.

“Fuck, I can’t…”

“Cum for me,” said Patricia. “Cum for me.”

Emily bent her head back and let go. She couldn’t even pull out of Patricia if she wanted. She was too weak. Too enamored. She gasped as her last bits of willpower evaporated. She held Patricia tightly as she game, stream after stream of her cum shooting deep into her pussy. She cried out as Patricia’s pussy massaged her dick.

“Oh my!” Patricia cried out as her second orgasm bubbled to the surface, locking them together for excruciating, withering moments of pleasure that Emily would never forget. She was destroyed in the best possible ways when they finally pulled apart. She collapsed to the floor, her cock standing tall between her thighs. Patricia slid off the couch to join her, kissing her once she was in her arms.

“We crossed every line,” Patricia said as the reality of what she’d done began to hit her, but Emily was quick to comfort her.

“It was worth it,” she said. “Every second. There’s nothing to regret. Right?”

Patricia nodded after staring into Emily’s eyes for a long moment. She wouldn’t overthink this. It was all she’d done in her life, and it was time she let her hair down and had a little fun. “Sorry,” she said. “Forget I said anything.”

Emily smiled and kissed her girl. She was happy they’d taken the leap and excited to see what was to come.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

Six Months Later

Wintery air blew past Patricia and Emily as they walked down the street in their faux fur coats and high heel boots. They held hands, more in love than they’d ever been. They were heading to brunch and then sledding in the park. It snowed over a foot the night before, perfect for a lazy Sunday.

“To us,” Patricia said and lifted her mimosa.

Emily clinked hers with Patricia’s. She didn’t get to go out into the world as a woman often, and every day she got to spend as Emily was a good day. Her confidence had grown tremendously over the past few months. They’d even made her an Instagram account where she showed off her different looks. Nobody had seen her as Ernest yet, but she was thinking about a potential reveal.

“I heard you’re doing another party for the boss’s birthday,” said Emily.

“Yeah, Michael asked me to do something for Shelley since she’s turning fifty and never asks for anything.”

“It should be a good time. I’ll enjoy having you at the office some more.”

“You better be on your best behavior,” Patricia warned Emily. “I don’t want you giving me a reputation.”

“I’ll try to keep my hands to myself.”

“No! I need a guarantee.”

Emily smirked, promising nothing, but she wouldn’t do anything to risk Patricia’s job. Does that mean she wouldn’t get a kiss while she was at the office? Absolutely not. They could be sneaky, and honestly, who would care if they were dating?

“Why don’t we tell everyone?”

“Your office is one of my best contracts.”

“Nobody will care,” said Emily.

“I’ll think about it,” Patricia said with a smile. “Let’s eat.”

Emily rubbed her foot under the table, catching her eye as she reached to pick up her cutlery, feeling like the luckiest girl in the world.
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