

Cleaning in Stockings: A Male House Cleaner Becomes a Woman

James accepted the house cleaning position because he needed the cash. It wasn’t the most glamorous work but it didn’t require any special skills or certifications and it was surprisingly good money. He needed the money. Life had been challenging lately. He graduated with a liberal arts degree a few years back but he was having trouble finding a job that would utilize his degree. In the meantime the student loans had kicked in. The culmination of his rent, car loan, and now, the student loans were placing an escalating financial burden on him. On top of that, his girlfriend had recently broke up with him. She told him that he was a nice guy, but she wanted to be with someone that was more masculine. This was actually a recurring pattern in all of his relationships and it struck a pretty big blow to his self-confidence.

At five feet, six inches, James was a small man. He had skinny arms, slender legs, and practically zero body fat. He had recently started going to the gym because he wanted to build up some muscle but he found the process to be difficult and yielded only small results. Most of the time he would just end up running on the treadmill. As a result, he was small but quite healthy. He had longish-brown hair, brown eyes and fair skin. If you asked his friends, they would tell you that his most prominent feature was his smile. He had a large, toothy grin that stretched all the way across his face. By all accounts, it was contagious.

When cleaning people’s homes, things could sometimes get quite interesting. James’ manager emphasized that the employees apply a confidential, non-judgemental attitude when they came across something unusual in a client’s home. It was pretty common to find things like sex toys or a bag of weed when dusting off a shelf. One time he even found a small mirror with a rolled up hundred-dollar bill with white powder dusted around it. He would normally just chuckle to himself and continue cleaning.

After a few months of working for the house cleaning company, James began to develop personal relationships with some of his clients. This was only natural considering that once a week he would come into their homes and come in contact with their personal belongings. There was one man, in particular, named Bruce. Bruce owned and operated a metal manufacturing company. As a result, he was exceedingly wealthy. His home was a large villa-style structure that was built into a hillside. The home provided breathtaking views of a green valley below. It was also the ultimate location to watch the sun set. James always enjoyed working there because he had become pretty good friends with Bruce. Little did he know that the nature of his relationship with Bruce would take a pleasing turn.

Bruce was a tall, skinny, balding man in his mid forties with a very plain sense of style. He was always friendly and was known to give quite large cash tips to the people working in his home. Over time, James learned that he had been married years prior but got divorced and never remarried. As far as James could tell, there was no other ‘significant other’ in Bruce’s life. With such a large home being inhabited by only one person it was no wonder that he needed to hire people to come in and help him clean.

One Tuesday afternoon, while James was working at Bruce’s home, something caught his eye. He was in an upstairs corridor wiping down lighting fixtures and he noticed that a door was opened that he had never seen open before. Every other time he had been in this section of the home, this particular door was locked. For this property, his instructions were to clean the entire house. Bruce had never forbade him from any place previously; James assumed that Bruce left the door open so the cleaning crew would know to go inside and spruce things up. James walked inside the room and was slightly confused by the contents.

Inside the medium-sized room was a green sofa, an ornate, padded bench, and various pieces of well-made solid wood furniture. The curious thing was a corner of the room that had a built-in tri-fold mirror. It had a small platform that one had to step up onto. He noted that thee entire thing was extremely well-lit. James thought that he had seen this type of ‘mirror room’ before. As a matter of fact, it occurred to him that there was a dress shop in town that had one exactly like it. He had accompanied his ex girlfriend when she went there to pick up a bridesmaid’s dress. He recognized that both installments had the same green-patterned carpet on the floor.

That’s odd, he thought to himself, Why the hell would Bruce need a fancy dressing room? He knew for certain that Bruce had built the house long after he and his ex wife had separated. The man liked things done in a particular way (this is why he made such a great entrepreneur). James knew that Bruce’s personal wardrobe was located on the other side of the house in the master bedroom. The bedroom wardrobe was stocked with his boring suits, plain t-shirts, and standard-issue shoes. It was unlikely that he would have allowed something so frivolous be added to his home. James surmised that maybe it was built into the floor plan in case Bruce ever decided to remarry. That would explain why he always had the door shut. However, as he continued to explore, James was once again confused by the fact that the room was spotless. He would have expected there to be piles of dust accumulation on all of the furniture but everything was clean. As far as he knew, no one had been inside to clean in months.

Separating the two sides of the room was a large custom-built window. The glass rose well above James’ head, perhaps eight or nine feet high and a good twelve feet wide. There was a track on the ceiling above the window that housed a thick, red curtain. The curtain wasn’t drawn, but James could tell that it was opaque, and when closed it would keep anyone from looking outside, and more importantly, inside. This was also odd because Bruce lived on a private two-hundred acres of land. He often preached to the cleaning staff that he had no need for window blinds or shades because there would never be anyone outside to see him. It was also no secret that he loved natural light. It was a constant struggle to keep the huge amount of glass in the home spotless and smudge-free. What is this guy hiding? James wondered.

Opposite the wall with the ‘mirror room’ were three equally-spaced doors. All three doors were closed. James’ curiosity had been triggered. Bruce told him earlier that he had to run into town. There was no way he could possibly be back by now. James didn’t hesitate as he approached the first room and opened the door. When he stepped inside it was pitch black. He found the lightswitch and flicked it on.

***

∞∞∞

“Holy shit.” James muttered to himself. The room could be best described as a very large walk-in closet. There were multiple rows of shelves attached to the walls that ran from the floor to the ceiling. James couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Placed neatly on the shelves were hundreds of pairs of women’s shoes. The bulk of the collection were high heels but there were also boots, flats, sneakers, sandals and every other conceivable style represented. The shoes ranged in an assortment of colors and textures. Each and every shoe was well lit and obviously well cared for.

Moving on to the next door, James was again astonished, as he found this room to be jam-packed with women’s accessories. There were purses, watches, belts, a huge assortment of jewelry, scarves, hats, glasses, gloves and handbags. One corner had a mass of coats and jackets. Again, everything appeared to be taken care of to a serious degree.

Past the third door was the most impressive display of them all. This room was significantly larger than the other two. It even branched off in two directions in the back. On the left were what appeared to be hundreds of dresses for every occasion. Each style of dress was represented and neatly organized. On the right side there were shirts, blouses, suits and vests. Toward the back James found a section with skirts and a seperate area for pants and shorts of every variety. He also noted that there were different sizes represented and organized accordingly.

Finally, after exploring this ‘sexy clothing cave of wonders’, James came to the very back. In this section he found enough lingerie to fill a Victoria’s Secret store. There were of course, bras, panties and socks. But he also found drawers filled with babydolls, chemises, camisoles, slips, corsets, shapewear, and garter belts. Three drawers were dedicated strictly to stockings and pantyhose of every color and texture. It was tough not to appreciate the sheer size of the collection.

Impulsively, James approached one of the panty drawers. He opened it slowly. It was filled with thongs, briefs, and g-strings. He picked up a silky black thong and held it to his face. He couldn’t help but take a little sniff; it smelled lightly perfumed. He wondered if a sexy woman had ever worn them under her clothes. Strangely, James felt his cock stir in his pants. An odd idea occurred to him: perhaps he should try them on.

He quickly undid his belt and pulled down his pants and boxer briefs, exposing his now semi-erect cock. Carefully, he stepped into the panties and slowly drew them up his legs. The feeling of the material on his skin was earth-shattering. When the thong was all the way up, he tucked his penis back to create a smooth mound in the front. He closed the drawer, grabbed his other clothes, and went back out to the dressing room so he could see himself in the mirror. As he walked, he could feel the silky material cupping his balls and riding up his ass. Is this how women feel all the time? he wondered.

James stepped up to the mirror platform, again noting the green carpet, and took a look at himself. He stared at his crotch, covered in a sexy thong. He liked the way the waistband accentuated is curves. Then he turned around and looked at his butt, recognizing that the special mirror was very helpful. His eyes stared at the sexy whale tail that rose up from his ass crack. He could actually feel the material putting slight pressure on his asshole. This made his cock stiffen even more and he had another thought: There are thousands of pairs of panties in there. Whoever owns them won’t notice if THIS pair is missing.

It was settled. He decided to keep the panties. Before he could give it another thought, he grabbed his normal pair of work khakis and put them back on. He could still feel the thong clinging to his body underneath the pants. James then grabbed his boxer briefs and headed out toward the corridor. The plan was to throw his boxer briefs in his car. No one would ever be the wiser. As he turned the corner to head down the staircase, he heard footsteps, specifically high heels clicking on the marbled first floor. James’ heart stopped. The person was now coming up the stairs. He composed himself. As far as they are concerned, I’m just here cleaning. No one saw me doing anything else. he thought.

A tall, thin and very beautiful woman with long dark hair came up the stairs and approached James. She was wearing a black skirt with a cream colored blouse. She also had a pair of long legs covered in sheer black nylon. On her feet she wore black leather high heels. As James examined her, his cock stirred again in the panties. Before she could say a word, he cut her off, “Good afternoon miss. Don’t mind me, I’m just here with the cleaning service.” The woman stopped and smiled.

She put one hand on her hip and pointed at him, “I see that you’re holding a pair of boxer briefs. May I inquire as to why you are not wearing any underwear?”

James’ face turned cherry red. He was caught. But then something occurred to him. The woman’s voice was familiar. In fact he had just heard that voice earlier in the day. It was a slightly higher pitched version of Bruce’s voice. His eyebrows went low in confusion, and then it hit him. No freakin’ way...

“Bruce?” he asked, sheepishly, his mouth agape.

“Hi James, I guess you fell into my little trap,” he said, using his normal voice and still smiling.

James couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Bruce is drop-dead-gorgeous, he thought to himself. He could have easily passed as a woman pretty much anywhere.

“Don’t freak out, let me explain first,” Bruce said, with a calming tone.

Bruce led James back into the dressing room, sat him down and explained everything in great detail. He revealed that he had only been seriously dressing as a woman for a few years, and that it was primarily a sexual urge. Before that, he had experimented as a child and also, off and on throughout his early life. He expressed that he had always felt a sense of shame and felt compelled to suppress his urges. Years passed. He moved forward with growing his business and he had also met and eventually married his wife. The desire to dress subsided for a while but the urge to crossdress eventually returned.

He confided in his best friend, Robert, who ran the dress shop in town. Robert was openly gay and knew a thing or two about sexual identity. He encouraged Bruce to explore this side of himself.

Ah, that explains the mirror, James thought, trying to make sense of it all. His eyes were involuntarily drawn to Bruce’s sexy legs. His cock stirred.

Working at a dress shop, it was no problem for Rob to pass some clothing on to Bruce. Bruce began to dress up when his wife was away but eventually she discovered his secret. She did not approve. That reveal was ultimately the triggering event that ended the marriage. But, he explained, the relationship was destined to fail anyway for many other reasons.

After the divorce, Bruce explained, he reflected on everything that had happened and decided that dressing could and should still be a part of his life. When he started to draw out plans for the house he made certain to include the special dressing area. He described that section of the house as a permanent place that was meant to encourage him to accept that part of his sexuality.

After the long explanation, James took a big sigh and asked, “So where do I fit into all of this?” He couldn’t stop himself from looking at Bruce’s legs again.

Bruce flirtatiously ran his hands down his nylon legs, batted his eyelashes and said, “For one thing, please call me Brandy. I have had you in my sights for a while now, but it’s complicated.”

He explained to James that he saw parallels between each of their lives. He brought up James’ physical shape, his personality and his struggles in past relationships. Brandy knew that he wanted to bring a partner into his sex life but he didn’t want to force or manipulate anyone. Based on those facts, he setup the test with the clothing and lingerie for James. He had watched on a closed circuit television and was pleased to see that James decided to put on the pair of panties. Brandy viewed this as a signal that it would be appropriate to confront James with everything he had just told him.

In response to the explanation, James found himself to be remarkably turned on. Never in his life had he thought he was gay, but at this moment all he could think about was going back into the walk-in closet, picking out a sexy outfit, and getting fucked senselessly. The idea of stockings and heels was making his manhood rock hard. And although he hated to admit it, the image of Bruce (as Brenda) sitting there as a sexy woman was very arousing. The fact that there was a cock hiding under that skirt made it even more exciting for him. James wondered if maybe he was bisexual and just never realized it. He was quickly having an open mind to this entire thing. 

Brandy looked down and noticed James squirming in his seat. He used a finger to seductively play with his curly hair and asked, in his most feminine voice, “So James, do you want to dress up with me? Do you want to become a girl?”

Images of dresses, panties, stockings and high heels flashed in James’ head. He thought back to his past relationships. If he was being honest with himself, he could admit that he had always wanted to try on some stockings. He was just always too afraid to do it. Now, a beautiful multi-millionaire, that was actually a man, was sitting in front of him offering something that James didn’t even know he wanted until now. It was a very strange position for him to find himself in. But when he considered the state of his life, he knew what his answer was.

“Yes,” James said declaratively. “Please make me a woman. I want you to make be beautiful, like you.”

“Okay wonderful!” Brandy exclaimed. “Let’s get started now. I’ll call your boss and tell him that I’m having you stay late tonight.”

***

∞∞∞

The first thing Brandy wanted to address was James’ body hair. There wasn’t much of it, but he assured him that the feeling of new stockings on a pair of perfectly smooth legs was one of the best feelings in the world. They walked to a bathroom down the hall and Brandy gave him a tube of hair-removal cream. James stripped naked, jumped in the shower and got down to business. Fifteen minutes later he returned from the bathroom wearing only a soft, white bathrobe. The smile on his face confirmed to Brandy that James was indeed hairless from the neck down. They next needed to put on some makeup.

Brandy sat him down at a the vanity. He chose a darker foundation that would help James’ skin look smooth and sexy. The eyes came next. He encircled them in jet black eyeliner. For eyeshadow, they applied a smoky charcoal color for a sexy, sultry look. Then he grabbed an eye pencil; filling in and shaping his eyebrows. The transformation was happening quicker than James had expected. Using eyelash curlers, he crimped and shaped James’ eyelashes, followed by multiple coats of mascara. They both seemed very pleased with the results. James could feel the weight of the mascara, which prompted him to bat his eyelashes seductively. 
 

When the eyes were complete, Brandy applied some blush, some powder and finally some lipstick. After some consideration, they settled on a crimson red color. A red lip pencil was used on the border of James’ lips followed by the lipstick. Then he showed James how to use a tissue  to blot away the excess. Finally he put on a coat of clear lip gloss as a finishing touch. James’ face was finally finished. Brandy grabbed a curly brown wig and put it on James’ head. They stopped for a moment so he could appreciate Brandy’s handiwork in the mirror. They both agreed that he looked fantastic.

James then stood up and took off his soft robe. The smooth fabric slid softly down his arms, which caused goosebumps to form on his skin. He now sat naked, and apart from his flat chest,  from the waist up, he looked like one-hundred percent female. He had a pretty face, long curly brown hair and a hairless, feminine body. This all contrasted against his six inch cock and balls, which now stood at full attention.

Next, Brandy grabbed a brand new pack of black thigh high stockings. James’ heart began to beat faster in excitement. James was instructed to sit on the edge of the padded bench. Brandy showed him how to bunch up the sheer nylon into a circle before putting your foot into it.  James followed Brandy’s instructions and then slowly rolled it up his leg. His smooth, shaved legs made this a highly erotic moment for him. James leaned forward to do the other leg and his long brown curls caressed his soft nylon-covered skin. His cock got even harder. Finally Brandy grabbed a pair of skimpy black satin and lace panties and handed them to James. He slowly pulled them up his legs, enjoying the sensation against his stockings. James wondered what was next.

Brandy went back into the closet and came out with a classic french maid’s outfit. James had a feeling he would be wearing something like this. It only seemed appropriate, considering his profession. He handed him the outfit and he pulled it slowly over his head, taking care not to smudge his makeup or mess up his hair. Brandy came up behind him and adjusted the material so it clung tightly to his breasts. He then wrapped a large black bow around him and tightened it to complete the look. The frilly outfit clung tightly to his sides, but flared out significantly at the waist. It showed lots of cleavage, which James seemed particularly happy with.

When he was satisfied with everything to that point, Brandy pointed out that James’ stocking tops would be visible if he bent or sat down. This only excited him more. I feel like a complete whore… it’s incredible, he thought to himself. The last steps were perfume and shoes. The perfume, Brandy explained, was very important because it was a crucial part of the sensory experience of being a woman. It’s delicate floral scent filled that role perfectly. The shoes were five inch shiny black heels. Brandy helped him slip them onto his feet and fastened the ankle strap. James slowly stood up and Brandy laughed as he clumsily walked over to the mirror. “Don’t worry you’ll get used to them,” Brandy said, noticing his unstable steps.

As he walked, James felt his stockings rubbing together and his hair brushing lightly against his skin. He felt completely feminine and he loved it. His cock had never been so hard in his life. He was worried that it was stretching the fabric of his panties to it’s limit. He needed some relief.

After twenty minutes of dressing, James finally approached the mirror and saw himself. The image staring back at him was a super attractive women. The feeling was bizarre. He kicked back a high heeled foot, admiring his stocking covered legs and the sexiness of the shoe’s heel. He played with his hair and tried a few different poses. It appeared that he was trying to convince himself that the person in the mirror was actually him. He eventually came to terms with it.

The mirror playing went on for a for minutes. James didn’t realize that Brandy had been watching him intently, but then he turned around and the two beautiful girls made eye conact. 


"Incredible" was all Brandy could say. 

"You like it then?" James asked, teasing and showing off his stocking tops.

Brandy’s response was just an affirmative-sounding moan. He got up and seductively approached James. The pair embraced, then, slowly moved their heads forward and began to kiss. Their hands then started to wonder down each others’ bodies. Brandy ran his long fingernails down James’ back. Brandy’s cock was now longing to be touch. Brandy delivered as she felt through the frills of the French maid outfit and grasped James’ cock.


Their lipstick covered lips glided together as they thrust their tongues into each other’s mouths.  The lust in the kiss caused James’ heeled foot to rise behind him, like you would see in a black and white film. Brandy’s hand began to work up and down the hard cock. James returned the favor by slipping his hand into Brenda’s panties. The pair kissed and jerked each other softly. Eventually Brenda led james to a bedroom down the hall. 


Brenda threw him down on the bed and pulled up her skirt, revealing a hard cock. “Do you want this?” he asked. 

James didn’t have to answer, he just flipped himself over, presenting his ass, which made his intentions perfectly clear. He wanted to get fucked. 


Brandy approached and placed the tip of her penis at James’ opening. He grabbed some lube and squirted some on his dick and James’ asshole. Brandy slowly pushed forward and James could feel him entering his ass. It felt tight but it felt good. The lube helped the entire thing to slip inside. A moment of pain was followed by crazy amounts of pressure as they began to fuck. 


Brandy reached down and grabbed the heels of James’ shoes. He lifted them up and bulled forward, bringing himself deeper inside.Their flesh smacked together and their stockings rubbed and glided back and forth causing a warm sexy friction. James was enjoying it so much that he reached back, pulling the cock further and further inside himself, yelling, “fuck me, fuck me!” 

They continued to fuck but eventually the pressure of cum was increasing for both of them. 
"Here I  come," Brandy screamed.


“Me too,” James said, “cum inside me!”


With a groan, Brandy unloaded into James and flooded his insides. Spurt after spurt of sweet, hot cum caused James’ eyes to roll back in his head. He too began to have an orgasm, as he shot his seed all over the bed. 

After two of the best orgasms of their lives, the pair laid down and fell asleep in their own sticky mess. James dreamed about the clothes he could try on the next day!
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