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CHAPTER 1

 

I had no idea what to expect when the company where I worked auctioned me off for a date. Luckily a gorgeous woman chose me, but still, what the hell? They promised me a few days of extra vacation but forced my hand on the matter. My boss, Will, pretty much told me that I could kiss my upcoming promotion to become head accountant goodbye if I didn’t comply with their little fundraiser.

People at the office often told me that I was attractive enough to be a model, but walking runways and posing for cameras wasn’t a life I wanted to live. I loved balancing budgets and sifting through financial data. Many people thought accounting was dull and boring, but I got excited to go to work, at least until they auctioned me off for a date.

If I wanted a woman in my life, I would use dating apps or hit the bars on the weekends, but I didn’t want any girl after what Robin did to me. She cheated on me left and right, always thinking that she could get away with it until I walked in on her servicing a guy in the apartment we shared.

That was two years ago.

I hadn’t dated a girl since.

Ever since Robin completely shattered my heart, I found that toys were much more satisfying than women. A cock sleeve couldn’t nag at me for leaving dirty dishes in the sink overnight. A cock sleeve couldn’t look for other men after a fight. I didn’t care if I got a little lonely at times. Being lonely was better than being with a woman who didn’t treat me right.

There was no telling how this date with Patricia tonight would go, but I wasn’t feeling excited about it as I stared at myself in the mirror, adjusting my tie and pants, making sure that my shirt was tucked in perfectly. I was ready for the date to be over, and it hadn’t even begun.

Will: Good luck with your date tonight! Thanks again!

I groaned as I read the message from my boss, hating that he’d put me up for this, but he would definitely want a report on the date. For whatever reason, Patricia had paid several grand to go out with me, which made me one of the highest-earning items of the fundraiser. Not that I needed the extra pressure, but my boss Will wasn’t letting me forget how important this date was for the company.

Patricia owned a chain of cafes and had just joined the advertising and marketing firm where I worked as a client. She was still under a probationary period, and Will wanted to keep her happy until he could get her to sign a multi-year contract, so there was a lot of pressure on my plate.

Me: Thanks. I’ll do my best!

Will: Please keep Patricia happy! She’s an important client.

I groaned and locked my phone’s screen, sliding the device into my pant pocket. I didn’t have time to chat with Will. He’d already gone up to me every day that week at the office to remind me of how important the date was, so there was a lot riding on it, but at least it was only one night. I just had to put on a brave face, and that promotion would be mine. The company was expanding rapidly, so I was willing to do what it took to become the Chief Financial Officer, even if it meant going on a date with some random woman.

I fired off a message to Will that I would let him know how the date went once it was over, and then I left my apartment to go meet Patricia at the restaurant where we had reservations.

***

I arrived at the restaurant after a short drive across the city. My heart was beating much faster than normal. I didn’t understand why I was nervous about a date I didn’t even want to be on, but I felt like I could hardly breathe while I sat in my car in the restaurant’s parking lot. It probably had something to do with how evil Will could act towards people he didn’t like.

I shook thoughts of my boss from my head. He might have been the owner of the company, but I was a talented accountant. If he wanted to fire me because of a terrible date, I could find work elsewhere. At the end of the day, I didn’t need him as much as he needed me. Nobody else knew the business’s numbers like I did, so I reminded myself of that as I stepped out of the car and made my way to the restaurant’s entrance.

The restaurant was crowded when I stepped inside, glancing around to see if I could spot Patricia anywhere, but I couldn’t find her, so I went to the host stand to ask if she’d arrived. The friendly woman with a face of overdone makeup confirmed that Patricia had arrived and led me to her table.

I thought of turning around as the host walked me through the restaurant. Who was crazy enough to spend thousands to go on a date with me? I grew more worried the closer we got to the table, but I lost my chance to flee.

Patricia squealed when we arrived, standing up quickly to give me a hug. The host disappeared as Patricia’s perfume covered me in a cloud of her essence, but it wasn’t a bad smell. It was actually pretty seductive and had me wondering where all Patricia had sprayed the perfume. Part of me wanted to strip her down to nothing and put my nose all over her body like a hound dog.

“You must be Marvin! I’m so glad you could make it!” Patricia said when she took a step back to hold me at an arm’s length. I couldn’t help but notice how she looked me up and down, like she was committing my body to memory.

“That’s me!” I said with the most confidence I could muster, knowing that it was nothing compared to this woman in front of me. She stood tall with her shoulders squared and looked like she wasn’t afraid to say or do what she wanted. She oozed certainty. “You must be Patricia.”

“Who else would I be?” she asked with a laugh. “Aren’t you going to help me with my chair?”

I cleared my throat and rushed to pull out Patricia’s chair slightly, pushing it back in when she sat. I realized it’d been a long time since I had done that for a woman. Was that why Robin cheated? Had she grown tired of me not performing those little gestures of kindness?

“Everything okay?” Patricia asked as she whipped her napkin in the air, guiding it gently to her lap.

“Yeah, everything’s fine.”

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

It was far too early in the evening to dump all of my baggage onto Patricia, so I shook my head and cleared my throat, reminding myself that I had to be on my best behavior during this date if I wanted a promotion.

“It’s nothing.”

Patricia smiled brightly, moving past my moment of awkwardness. She reached her hand across the table and touched my hand, sending a spark across my body, reminding me of how delicious it felt to be touched by a woman. It was like I instantly remembered all of the ways that a living, breathing woman was infinitely better than a cock sleeve could ever be.

“My, you’re tense!”

I pulled my hand out from under Patricia’s and moved it to my lap. I grunted and shook my head, dismissing her comment. Once I got through this date, I could go back to my solitary life of hating women.

“Is something wrong, Marvin?”

“No,” I said quickly. “Why would you think that?”

“You haven’t smiled once since you sat down, and you look like you’re about to explode. Take a breath! Please!”

I curled my hands into fists under the table, but Patricia was staring at me with an unrelenting smile, breaking me down until I was smiling back at her. I sucked in a breath, feeling a million times more at ease when I exhaled. I hadn’t realized how tense I was, but it’d also been a long time since I went out with a woman.

“Sorry,” I said after I felt a touch of relaxation come over me from the deep breath. “I don’t go out much.”

“A handsome man like you? I was honestly surprised that you were single when I saw your headshot. Why is that, Marvin?”

“Why am I single?”

Patricia nodded slowly, looking at me with that sparkle in her eyes that had me feeling weak. I didn’t like that she could make me feel this way, like I could lose all sense of myself if I weren’t careful. It’d been a long time since I had been with a woman, and if I really thought about it, I would do just about anything to feel a woman against me while I fucked her slowly.

“I had a bad breakup a couple years ago.”

“Like two years ago?”

I nodded.

“What?” Patricia asked loudly, turning a few heads. “You’re still hung up on a girl from a couple years ago?”

“Yeah,” I said roughly. “She broke my heart.”

“Marvin! You’re too young and hot to waste two years of your life! How old are you, anyway?”

“Twenty-eight.”

“Yes! Much too young! How much pussy have you missed out on in those two years?”

My body flushed at Patricia’s use of the word pussy. She wasn’t shy about it or anything, laughing at me like I was some type of joke for not going after a girl over the past two years, but I was really hurt by what Robin did, and it wasn’t right for Patricia to make light of my pain.

“Hey! It’s not funny!”

“Of course it is! A handsome man like you wasting his life for a girl who probably doesn’t even care. Be honest, how many men do you think your ex-girlfriend has slept with by now?”

“Shut up!” I screamed through gritted teeth.

“You can tell me to be quiet, but it won’t change the fact that you’ve been wasting your life while your ex has been living hers. We both know it’s true.”

I hated Patricia for saying what I already knew out loud, but maybe hearing Patricia say the words was just what I needed. I’d been so hurt and sad and pathetic for two years, and for what? Robin wasn’t wasting any time. I saw her with all types of guys on social media.

“Fine, but that doesn’t excuse your behavior.”

Patricia shrugged and went back to sipping on the drink she’d ordered. We also had our food, so I took a big bite to help forget how pathetic I felt.

“Oh, lighten up, Marvin! Are you always this uptight?”

My jaw clenched at the question, but Patricia still had that same bright smile on her face, making me feel like the asshole, even though she was the one pushing my buttons. It was actually really easy to have a conversation with Patricia, and I kind of liked her when she wasn’t talking about all the time that I’d wasted being hung up on Robin.

“So, why did you pay for this date?” I asked after a few minutes of lighter conversation.

“You were hot,” Patricia said smoothly. “I didn’t even know it was legal for marketing agencies to have accountants who look as good as you.”

Her remark made me blush. I was still annoyed by all of Patricia’s previous comments, but her bright smile made me feel at ease. It made me drop my guard, which I didn’t know would be a mistake until later that night.

Patricia and I talked about life, the city, her business, and my life as an accountant. She didn’t bring up Robin again, sucking me in deeper with her charm. I barely even felt the two hours that passed until I checked my phone when she called our server over for the bill.

“Put your card away, handsome. I’m paying,” Patricia said and handed the server her credit card. “What do you say about dessert at my place?”

Patricia had only paid for a dinner with me at the auction, but I was more than interested in going back to Patricia’s place with her. I only wish I knew what was coming my way before I agreed. Too bad I saw nothing except Patricia’s charming smile while we were there at the dinner table.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

I told myself that I was crazy as I followed Patricia to her house. She’d given me her address in case I got lost, but she was driving slowly enough to make sure that I didn’t lose her, and I could even see her checking through the rear-view mirror every thirty seconds or so just to make sure that I was still behind her.

As much as I wanted to return to my life as a hermit, I was also wondering why I’d spent so long avoiding women. Why had I isolated myself from sex? From love? I was getting rather horny as we made our way to Patricia’s, and I could only hope that we would go all the way like I was thinking we would.

I didn’t yet know just how far Patricia would want to go, but I was feeling upbeat as we got closer to her house. There were only a few minutes left of driving, according to the GPS.

Patricia lived in a small craftsman style home with a double driveway, so I pulled in next to her. Her brown hair got caught in the breeze when she stepped out of her car, so she moved it out of her face and smiled at me as I got out of my car.

“Looks like I didn’t lose you!” Patricia said brightly.

“Nope! I was right behind you the entire time!”

Patricia smiled and hit her key fob to lock her car before waving at me to follow her. Her house smelled of roses and vanilla when we walked through the door, and it was sparkling clean, like someone had been through to clean it while she wasn’t home.

“Welcome to my place,” she said. “Would you like something to drink?”

“Water is fine,” I said.

“Oh, come on! You can have something a little stronger! I won’t tell!”

I wasn’t much of a drinker but agreed to a glass of white wine since Patricia wanted one, following her to the kitchen. It was a cute space off the living room, big enough to fit plenty of cabinetry and an island. The entire house looked like it had been recently renovated.

“How long have you lived here?” I asked.

“Five years or so,” Patricia said. “I bought it a few months after the first cafe turned a profit.”

“You’ve done a lot for a woman your age.”

“A woman my age? What is that supposed to mean?” she asked.

“I thought it was clear that I was calling you young.”

“I’m a bit older than you, so I wasn’t sure.”

“How old are you?” I asked.

“I’m thirty-one,” Patricia said like she wished it weren’t the truth. “The time keeps flying by.”

“Tell me about it,” I said with a laugh.

“Come on, Marvin! Let’s go sit on my screened porch!”

I nodded and followed Patricia to the screened porch that was off her living room. It was refreshing being outside while also being protected by the bugs. Patricia and I continued our conversation from dinner while we sipped wine, but I could tell there was something else on her mind.

“What are you thinking?” I asked Patricia after a few beats of silence.

“Are you sure you want to know?” Patricia asked in a voice I couldn’t quite read.

“Yes,” I said slowly.

“I’m thinking about how fun it would be to put you in a dress.”

Patricia said the words so smoothly and calmly that it took my brain a few seconds to process what she’d said. Patricia was still smiling at me when my face crumbled into a frown. She didn’t look away, sending a chill of desire down my spine as she continued staring at me with those gorgeous blue eyes of hers.

“That… doesn’t sound like much fun.”

Patricia frowned through her smile, clearly enjoying herself. “How does that not sound like fun? You’d look so cute with a little makeup and maybe even a wig.”

“Uh… I don’t think so.”

“Why not?”

I swallowed my breath as I tried to think of an excuse. There were a million reasons that I would look terrible in women’s clothing, but I couldn’t think of anything before Patricia stood from her chair and walked over to me, plopping down onto my lap and wrapping her arms around the back of my neck.

“Look at me, Marvin.”

I slowly lifted my face until I met Patricia’s gaze, caught off guard by the beauty of her intense blue eyes. When she looked at me, I swore she could see into my soul, and it was like she knew I wouldn’t say no to her games. I was already getting hard as it was, praying that she couldn’t feel my stiffening manhood through her dress.

“So, what do you say? Will you do it?”

“Do what?”

“Wear some cute clothes! You know exactly what I want you to do, so I don’t know why you keep playing dumb!”

I swallowed another breath and broke eye contact with Patricia, staring at the ground, but she reached beneath my chin to lift my face. She was so gorgeous. I’d never been with a woman as sexy as her in my life, but I didn’t know that I could go through with wearing women’s clothing. It sounded like a bit too much.

“If you play by my rules, I’ll reward you, Marvin.”

“Reward me how?”

“Use that head of yours,” Patricia said and tapped on my forehead with her finger. “We both know that you want to have some fun.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t think fun would mean I had to dress up.”

“You can leave if you prefer,” Patricia said and hopped up from my lap, returning to her seat. “The door is right there. If you want to go, go! I won’t stop you.”

I looked at the door, my escape, but I kept picturing how sad I would be if I left. My dick was already throbbing in my pants, and part of me would do anything to shoot this load, including wearing women’s clothing, so I sighed.

“What do you need me to do?”

Patricia clapped her hands excitedly and stood from her chair to grab me by the wrist and pull me inside from the screened porch.

***

I held a razor in my hand, seriously questioning if I had lost my mind, but Patricia had promised sex if I played by her rules, so I shook off the doubt I felt and pulled the razor up my lathered leg. I’d never shaved my legs before, but it was amazing how different they looked without all the hair.

I moved on from my legs and ass to focus on my chest, making sure I ridded myself of all my body hair, as Patricia had requested. She wanted me smooth, and who was I to argue? I got a little hard every time she was within a few inches of me, and I couldn’t wait to feel the sweet sensation of her pussy lips hugging my dick.

“How are you doing in there?” Patricia called from outside the bathroom.

“Making progress,” I said.

“Hurry.”

I went back to what I was doing after Patricia walked away from the door, double checking to make sure I’d shaved all the hard-to-reach places. I didn’t hate how I looked with smooth skin when I stepped out of the shower and patted myself dry with a towel.

“Make sure to use that lotion on the bathroom counter! We don’t want you getting any nasty bumps on your skin!”

I looked around until I saw the lotion that Patricia was talking about, noticing that it was marketed for women. I popped open the top to take a whiff, not knowing how to feel about the fruity notes in the scent. Despite my concerns, I spread the lotion all over my body, loving how it soothed my freshly shaved skin.

Patricia was waiting for me in her bedroom, which was attached to the bathroom, when I stepped out wearing a towel around my waist. She grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me over to the chair at her vanity, pushing on my shoulder to make me sit.

“How do you feel?” she asked as she brushed the back of her hand along my neck, staring at me through the mirror. Her voice was seductive and light and extremely sexy.

“I don’t know.”

“Do you like being all smooth?”

I bit my lip as Patricia moved her hand from my neck down to my shaved chest. It was smoother than it had been since before I could remember, but I didn’t hate the feeling. In fact, it was quickly growing on me, especially when Patricia pulled out my chair and walked around it, dropping to her knees between my thighs.

“You got every hair on your legs. I’m impressed,” Patricia said as she slowly worked her fingers up my legs, gliding them along my skin, making me shiver from her gentle touch. “Did you get the most important part?”

Weird sounds left my mouth as Patricia lifted the towel to check my crotch, which I’d also shaved, and she moaned when she got a glimpse of my manhood, which was now completely stiff and leaking precum at the tip.

“My, don’t you have a nice dick?”

“Yeah?” I asked, not sure what to say. My cock was around six inches long and pretty thick, but most of the dicks I saw in pornos were bigger. It’d been so long since I was with an actual woman that I forgot she probably wasn’t expecting me to have a porn-star dick. “You like it?”

“I love it,” Patricia said as she grabbed my dick by its base. I moaned loudly as she stroked my cock slowly, moving it up and down in her hand, staring into my eyes as she did. I was naked and hairless and so turned on by Patricia down on her knees between my spread legs.

Patricia winked at me before moving her mouth close to my dick, slowly parting her lips, making me scream out with pleasure as she encased my cock with her warm mouth. I grabbed the bottom of the chair as Patricia moved her lips down to the base of my cock, swallowing my entire dick.

I gasped as she bobbed her head a few times and cried out when she pulled her mouth off my cock, quickly standing and walking away from the chair, leaving me hard and restless and confused.

“What? What are you doing?”

Patricia threw her head back and laughed. “I’ll finish what I started once you finish what you’ve started.”

I looked down at my body, knowing that Patricia was talking about dressing me up like a girl, but I didn’t want all that. Wasn’t my shaved body enough? Didn’t this count as being girly?

“Come on, Patricia! Let’s just have some fun.”

“Seeing you squirm is fun!”

I groaned and pulled the towel tight around my waist, but my dick was still hard, so there was a tent beneath the towel when I stood to walk over to Patricia. I wanted to push her to the bed and fuck her, but she had a whip in her hand, which stopped me in my tracks.

“What is that?”

“Protection, in case you’re bad. Not all boys like to be teased, but I can’t help myself.”

Patricia’s voice was all innocent and cute as she spoke, but there was a pile of women’s clothing sitting behind her on the bed, and I knew it was for me, and I knew I had to play by Patricia’s rules if I even wanted a whiff of her pussy, so I dropped my head and relented.

“Fine. What do you want me to do?”


 

CHAPTER 3

 

“Put these on first,” Patricia said and held out a pair of red panties from the pile of clothes on the bed. They were tiny and girly, and I didn’t see how they would ever fit a guy like me, but Patricia wasn’t letting me get out of this. If I wanted to fuck her, I had to play by her rules.

“But… they—” 

“Are you arguing with me?” Patricia asked and pulled the tresses of the whip through her fingers. “I don’t like boys who argue.”

“No, I’m not!”

I snatched the red thong from Patricia’s hand. My dick had gone soft by that point, most likely out of fear, so it only made a little bulge in the panties once I got them up my legs. I couldn’t believe that I was wearing women’s underwear! Had I lost my mind?

“Damn, Marvin. You look so sexy in those,” Patricia said as she took a step toward me. She placed a finger on my chest and ran it all the way down until it was at the waistline of the thong. She pulled on the fabric and made a whimpering sound as she took a look at my dick.

I jumped when she let the fabric snap back into place. She turned away from me and walked back over to the bed. She picked up a skirt and passed it to me.

The skirt was white with red stripes and went about halfway down my thighs. I told myself to stop, but then I took a look at Patricia, remembering why I was doing all this in the first place. Her lips felt so good around my dick, and truthfully, putting on panties and a skirt and whatever else was a small price to pay to feel those soft lips again.

“Twist your hips! Make the skirt dance!”

I looked down at my body awkwardly before putting my hands on my hips and moving like I didn’t have an ounce of rhythm. Patricia covered her mouth as she tried not to laugh, which she was failing miserably.

“Hey! Don’t laugh at me!”

“I’m not! I promise,” Patricia said as she did her best to stop laughing, which was a futile effort at best. She stifled a few more laughs as she took my right arm and lifted it above my head, twirling me in a circle.

I felt like a girl from a movie, and my heart exploded with desire. What did it matter that I was wearing a skirt? If I ignored all the stupid voices in my head, I actually felt fantastic. My cock was supported, and my legs could breathe. Wearing a skirt and panties was much more comfortable than I’d ever expected.

“You’re just missing a bra and your blouse.”

“A bra?” I asked in a weak voice.

“Yes! Did you think you could get all dressed up without one?”

“Women don’t always wear bras.”

“True, but you’re going to wear one if you want me to finish that blowjob that I started.”

I groaned and took the bra from Patricia’s hand. I was a lot less excited than I’d been a few moments ago when I was twirling around in a circle, feeling like a starlet in a movie.

“That’s my boy.”

“How do I even put this thing on?” I asked in a frustrated voice.

“It’s not hard! I promise!”

I made more disapproving sounds as Patricia helped me put on the bra, pulling it up my arms and fastening it into place. It was red like the panties and felt tight on my chest, but I didn’t hate it when I got a glance of my reflection in the bathroom mirror.

“You like it, don’t you?”

“No,” I said quickly.

Patricia chuckled and shook her head, and then she reached to grab a handful of tissue paper. She balled it up and stuffed it into my bra, doing the same thing with the other side. I covered my mouth in disbelief when I saw my reflection in the mirror.

“You’re looking pretty girly, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, but why are you doing this?” 

“I like my guys on the girly side.”

“Really?” I asked, not quite believing Patricia. “You aren’t pranking me, are you?”

“Does this seem like a prank to you?”

“No, but—”

“Why are you doubting me, Marvin? I’m only trying to get my money’s worth. I did spend a lot to take you out to dinner, or did you forget?”

“No, I haven’t.” 

“Good,” Patricia said and pushed me toward the door. We stepped out of her bathroom, and Patricia led me back to her vanity. She gave me a white blouse to put on. I was starting to get turned on by my reflection the more girly it became.

“Do you do this to a lot of guys?”

“Most guys run the second I pull out a razor. Guess you’re different from the rest,” Patricia said with a devilish grin.

I realized then that I could have fled. I could have left the second Patricia made her plans clear, but I didn’t. Patricia arranged a bunch of makeup on her vanity while I was lost in thought, wondering what it meant about me that I hadn’t left. Did I want to be feminized? Did I want to wear a skirt and panties and this makeup Patricia was about to apply?

“What if I told you to stop?”

“Then I would ask you to leave. Would you like to go?” Patricia asked and held the foundation she had in her hands close to her chest. “You’re free to leave. I’d be sad to see you go when you’re this close to becoming a sexy girl, but I would understand if you left.”

Patricia didn’t move as she waited for me to decide. I glanced over my shoulder at her bedroom door several times, but I couldn’t stop imagining how sad I would be on the drive home. Sad that I hadn’t gotten my dick sucked and sad that I wouldn’t have seen my completed look.

“You promise not to tell anyone about tonight?”

“Who would I tell?” Patricia asked with a laugh.

“I don’t know. My boss?”

“You’re worried about nothing, Marvin. Tonight is about you and me and nothing else. Plus, I wasn’t supposed to bring you home after dinner. That wasn’t part of the rules.”

I stared into Patricia’s blue eyes, trying to decide if I could trust her. On the one hand, I wanted nothing more than to continue down the road I was on, but then again, there was the chance that she could tell everyone at my office that she’d dressed me up as a girl before we had sex.

“Don’t be so nervous, Marvin.”

Patricia placed her hand on my thigh. It made me feel a touch calmer, but I was still terrified and paranoid that Patricia had a hidden camera or something in her room. I looked around again, not noticing anything suspicious, and then I shrugged.

“So, are you staying?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“You’ll look so cute with a bit of makeup!”

I groaned as Patricia picked up the foundation that she’d been holding a minute ago and prepared it for my face. She explained what she was doing as she dusted and painted my face, using a bunch of different objects. I couldn’t keep up with or understand half of what she was saying, but I looked pretty fucking sexy when she stopped and told me that I was ready.

“What do you think?” she asked after I’d stared at myself for a few seconds.

“I look incredible,” I said. “I don’t even look like the same person. How did you do this?”

“I’ll teach you one day if you’d like.”

“Is that you asking for a second date?”

“Maybe,” she said with a wicked grin. “You’re so cute and girly, even without a wig.”

“Should we take a picture?”

“I thought you were worried about everyone finding out,” Patricia said and crossed her arms over her chest.

“I am, but I look so good!”

Patricia smiled and picked up my phone from the vanity, passing it to me, daring me to take a picture. She might have thought I was bluffing, but I wasn’t. I opened the camera and placed my arm over Patricia’s shoulder as we both smiled broadly. I took several pictures, more mesmerized by my own face than I’d ever been.

“It’s amazing, isn’t it?”

“I can’t believe you made me look like this,” I said as I stared at the photo of us on my screen. We looked like two girls who were ready to go out for the night. “You really find me more attractive like this?”

Patricia shrugged. “It might be weird, but yeah, I do. I’ve always liked guys who were in touch with their feminine sides, so when I paid for dinner with you, I was hoping I could convince you to get dressed up like a girl.”

“So, what happens now?”

Patricia grinned and turned toward me, reaching out to wrap her hand around the back of my neck. She pulled me close to her, and I moaned when our painted lips touched. She moaned too, sliding her tongue into my mouth.

I wondered if Patricia was getting as wet as I was hard while we kissed. I’d never been with a woman who was so direct, so confident, and I wanted her to take charge. I wanted her to tell me exactly what she wanted me to do, and to my surprise and delight, she did exactly that.

“You have some things to do before I suck your dick.”

“What?” I asked in a breath.

“Eat my pussy.”

“Sure!”

My dick throbbed at Patricia’s request. She stood and grabbed my wrist, leading me to the center of her bedroom. She lifted her dress and revealed her thong, which was wet to the touch. Patricia moaned loudly as I pressed my fingers more firmly against her pantie-clad pussy.

“Pull them off!”

“Whatever you wish,” I said. I didn’t want to upset Patricia, or she would pull out the whip, and I had a feeling that she wouldn’t be shy about using it.

I got Patricia’s panties down to her ankles and stared up into her beautiful blue eyes as I moved my face closer to her womanhood. I loved the smell of arousal on her pussy as my face got close, and I loved her taste even more. I smashed my flattened tongue against Patricia’s pussy, soaking up as much of her girly nectar as I could.

Patricia’s legs shook as I held the back of her thighs and continued licking her womanhood. She pushed on the back of my head as she let out a loud scream, which only encouraged me. I lost all sense of myself as I licked her pussy, making up for the two years that I hadn’t had any.

“Fuck! Fuck, Marvin!”

I ignored Patricia’s screams and pleas for me to stop, too lost in the moment. I wanted to feel her hot pussy cumming all over my mouth, so I kept licking until Patricia was hollering and holding my face against her womanhood.

She came all over me. 

It felt like heaven.

Patricia collapsed into my arms. My mouth was all wet and messy, but I didn’t care, and she didn’t stop me when I bent down to kiss her, even though my lips were covered in her juices. We made out like we were lovers on the run, and we were only getting started.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

“That’s right, girl! Suck my dick!” 

Patricia moaned on my cock as I held the sides of her head and stared down at her as she moved her lips back and forth along my feminized manhood. She had one hand on my hip and the other between her thighs. She couldn’t stop touching herself, and I couldn’t wait to sink between those hot pussy lips of hers, but I was using her northern lips first.

“Take this cock!”

Patricia coughed as I shoved my dick into her throat, but she stared up at me with needy eyes, and I loved how feminine my body looked when I glanced down at her. The bra and skirt and panties really turned me on, especially seeing my hard cock dangling out the side of that red thong.

The thong was tight, so it made my cock look long and thick and bigger than it normally did, which turned me on as much as the clothes I was wearing. I never in a million years would have thought being auctioned off for some date would lead me to where I was now, but I was beyond grateful that it had.

I held Patricia’s mouth in place and started fucking it like it was her pussy, staring down at her blue eyes and stuffed mouth, loving how at peace she looked as I fucked her face. She kept fingering herself, though, and watching her like that made me feel like I was missing out, so I pulled out of her mouth.

“You want this dick in your pussy?”

“Yes!” Patricia screamed.

I bent my head back and laughed, feeling more in control than I did when I first got to Patricia’s place. I held the base of my cock and slapped Patricia’s face with it, fucking her mouth a few seconds longer before pulling her up to her feet and guiding her over to the bed.

Patricia’s pussy was all puffy and tight and perfect looking when I put her at the edge of the bed and threw her legs into the air. I held the base of my cock as I moved it closer to her entrance, watching how Patricia was staring at me with anticipation, like she needed my cock more than the air she breathed.

I loved seeing Patricia all horny like that, but what girl didn’t want to get a little teased? I rubbed my cock between Patricia’s wet pussy lips, careful not to slip inside of her, driving her absolutely crazy with my dick.

“Put it in me!”

“Not yet!” I said and slapped Patricia’s pussy.

Patricia screamed and bit her lip, and I knew then that she loved it. She was a slutty girl who wanted nothing more than to be dominated by a girly boy like me, so I would give her what she wanted.

I shoved two fingers into her pussy as I stroked my cock with her juices using my other hand. Patricia reached out to grab my fake boobs as I fucked her with two fingers, making her squeal and moan as I fucked her hard and then slow and then hard again. She was gushing onto my fingers, and it was so hot watching her.

“Take off your dress,” I commanded.

She’d already ridden herself of her panties, but I wanted her completely naked. If she got what she wanted, then I should do the same, so I pulled my fingers out of her pussy to give her the space she needed to take off that dress she was wearing.

“That’s better,” I said when she tossed the dress over the bed. Her body was exquisite, so I leaned down to run my tongue from the top of her pussy all the way to the bottom of her breasts, annoyed that she was still wearing the bra, but it wouldn’t be on for long. “Let’s take this off too.”

Patricia lifted herself to a sitting position as I unhooked her bra and pulled it down her arms, revealing her pert breasts, like two perfectly crafted teardrops hanging on her chest. I pushed Patricia to her back and grabbed her right breast with a firm hand, cupping it as I moved my mouth closer.

I took her nipple into my mouth and sucked on it lightly as Patricia wrapped her legs around my body and threw her arms above her head, screaming out my name as I drew circles around her nipple with my tongue.

I reached between Patricia’s legs with my mouth still on her breast and shoved two fingers back into her pussy. Patricia screamed out, but I could tell that she loved it by the way that she lifted her hips, basically fucking herself with my fingers.

“Yeah! Stretch my pussy!”

I added a third finger to Patricia’s hole, making her scream out as I roughly stretched her lips, but she’d asked for it, and I was more than willing to deliver. After the dry spell I had, I was desperate for her pussy. I was hungrier for a woman’s touch than I realized, but Patricia was giving me everything I needed and more.

Her touch.

Her screams.

The way she moaned.

Everything about Patricia was driving me absolutely wild, and the women’s clothing only put everything over the top, showing me the entrance to a world I hadn’t even known existed. I never thought wearing women’s clothing could be this titillating, but now I wanted to wear a skirt and a thong and fake breasts every time I fucked Patricia, and I was certain there would be another time.

I pulled my fingers out of Patricia, making her gasp. She flew up to a sitting position, looking at me with a hurt expression, but I kissed her gently and told her not to worry. Then I moved her to her hands and knees, putting her in the perfect position to beat that pussy up from behind.

Patricia dropped her face toward the mattress and put her ass higher in the air. I grabbed her hips and moved her bottom to exactly where I needed it to slide into her wet, dripping pussy. Patricia moaned and twisted her hips as I pushed all the way to the base of my cock.

“You like that dick in you?”

“Yes! Fuck me hard! Please!”

I smacked Patricia’s ass as I pulled out to my tip, slamming back into her. Patricia reached between her legs to touch her clit, brushing my cock as she did, and it felt so good. I closed my eyes and took deep breaths as I tried to keep myself from cumming. 

I wanted to fuck Patricia hard.

I wanted to give my girl what she needed.

“Fuck me with that girly dick!”

My skirt was spread out across Patricia’s back as I fucked her slowly, still trying my best not to cum, but I knew I was close to blowing a load. After all this stimulation, I wouldn’t be able to hold my orgasm for much longer. I grabbed Patricia’s hips and moved them up and down my dick.

Patricia made sounds of pleasure as I used her pussy. She was so tight and wet and warm. She felt so fucking good, but I had to last. I had to fuck her hard, and I miraculously got a second wind at that moment. The intense desire to cum vanished, giving me the momentum I needed to fuck Patricia.

“Fuck! Yes!”

“Take this dick, girl!” I smacked Patricia’s ass as my cock slid in and out of her pussy from behind.

“Give it to me!”

I held Patricia’s hips and fucked her hard for the next couple minutes, but then that intense urge to shoot my load came flying back as the sounds of sex filled the room. I had slid in and out of Patricia’s pussy more times than I could count, and my dick couldn’t take another second of the pleasure.

“I’m about to cum!” I screamed as I pulled out of Patricia to rub my dick.

Patricia hollered out that she was close as she held her ass in the air and touched her pussy. I stared at her beautiful backside as she shook it, and then I slapped my dick against her asshole before shooting out a thick load of hot, white goo.

“Yes! Cum all over me!” Patricia screamed out a moment later that she was cumming a second time just as more cum shot from my dick. I wasn’t sure the last time I’d jacked off, but there was a lot of cum on Patricia’s ass. Much more than I knew I could shoot, but Patricia had turned me on more than I thought possible.

“Go get me a towel!” Patricia hollered as she fell to her back.

I raced off the bed and went to Patricia’s bathroom, coming back to clean up the mess I’d made. Patricia lay on her stomach as I worked, and then I tossed the towel to the floor once she was all clean.

“Come here, girl,” Patricia said and held her arms open.

I lay by her side and stared into her beautiful blue eyes, amazed that Patricia had turned me into a girl, and even more surprised by how much I’d liked it.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey,” she said.

“That was a lot of fun. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Patricia said and touched the side of my face. “Will you be my girl again?”

“Any day of the week,” I said.

***

Three Months Later

“That dress will look so cute on you,” Patricia said as we scrolled through clothes online. We went to the store sometimes, but we were both addicted to online shopping, packages arriving at our door most days of the week.

“Do you think we should get it?”

“Where would you wear it?”

“I could wear it to dinner,” I said with a shrug.

“It’s a bit sexy for dinner.”

“I could wear it in bed,” I said and flashed Patricia a knowing look.

“That you could! It would be easy to push up and fuck you in,” Patricia said with a laugh.

“We’ll see.”

Patricia looked at me with a sly smile. We both knew that I would let her fuck me whenever she wanted. There was nothing I loved more than having sex with Patricia, and I’d grown to enjoy her making me the girl from time to time. I usually did the penetrating, but it was hot watching Patricia let out her dominant side.

“Ordered,” I said and leaned forward to set the laptop on Patricia’s coffee table.

“Perfect,” she said and ran her finger down my chest. “Should we head out now?”

“I still need to finish my makeup! Have you not taken a look at my face?”

“Hurry! I’m getting hungry!” Patricia shook my thigh and made a pouty face.

I was already wearing a dress and women’s undergarments, but I’d stopped by the living room before doing my makeup. Then Patricia showed me a dress online, and now that same dress would be in the mail soon, or so I hoped. I kissed Patricia on the cheek and stood from the couch to go to the bathroom to finish my makeup.

“Where are we eating again?”

“I made us reservations at that new Italian restaurant.”

“The one with the pretty décor?” I asked.

“That’s the one! We can’t be late, or they’ll give up our table!”

“I’ll be out in ten minutes!”

“You’d better, or I’ll go get the whip,” Patricia said in a joking voice, even though she was only half kidding.

I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror as I held a bottle of liquid foundation, still amazed that being auctioned off for a date had led to where I was now, but I couldn’t have been happier to be Patricia’s girl.
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