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Chapter 1: The Newspaper

Benny slung his black plastic microwave ready meal in the trash. He wondered if he’d be able to eat next week.

He turned on his computer with the intention of looking at jobs. Shit. No Internet. It’d be off until he got his unemployment benefit tomorrow.

Distracted by a noise in the hallway downstairs, he walked over to the front door of his one bedroom apartment, slid the lock open and peered out. It looked like a free newspaper had just been delivered. He wondered if there were some coupons inside the newspaper. Maybe he’d be able to use them to eek out his measly budget a little further this week.

He cupped a hand to his ear. He reckoned his neighbours were all out, and he could slip down and retrieve the paper without having to grunt a ‘hello’ to any of them. Assuming the coast was clear, he padded down the worn carpeted stairs in his socks and retrieved the newspaper and the tonne of advertising leaflets it came with.

He shot back up the stairs and into the relative safety of his apartment. Walking back into the kitchen area, he put the leaflets for double glazing and weight loss classes straight in the trash. There was a voucher for a free cheeseburger at the local fast food joint, so he put that one on the kitchen worktop for later. Then he sat at the kitchen table and flicked through the newspaper in the vain hope there might be a picture or two of some cute girls.

Shit. Nothing good. Then he noticed there was a jobs section. He scanned the adverts. He’d already applied for the ones at the law firm and the pet food manufacturers. He was sceptical he’d hear anything back from either of those. Lawyers were snooty assholes and he was most likely way overqualified for the pet food gig.

He noticed a new one. It was working for a corporate catering company. They wanted a customer support adviser. It was just 9 - 5 and the offices were right in the city centre. He could easily walk from his apartment. The salary was okay too. He’d easily cover his rent, and have enough spare to shop at a much better supermarket than the discount chain he currently got most of his food from. He read the details carefully. It sounded perfect. There was just one weird thing. At the bottom of the advert in small print it said the following:

We actively encourage applications from transgender persons.

Benny sighed. He was only 32 years old but he felt he didn’t understand his own country anymore. He flipped the page and scanned the next page of jobs. It was all full of dubious work at home opportunities, and those jobs that trained you in something like IT but you ended up having to be their cubicle whore for the next five years.

He sighed again, then tossed the newspaper in the trash and slouched off into the living room to watch another box set.


Chapter 2: The Application

Benny left his apartment and buttoned up his overcoat. Shitty life and now shitty weather. Shit.

He walked down the hill, over the iconic 19th century bridge and up the next hill to the town centre. First port of call was the bank. He queued in the drizzle behind a line of other dropouts checking the ATM to see if they’d got their unemployment benefits, or if they had at least five pounds in their account so they could at least withdraw some cash.

Finally the asshole in front of him decided how much cash he wanted to withdraw, and pissed off to some off licence or wherever he was going to waste his cash. Benny shuffled forward and tapped his four digit code into the ATM. He pushed the button to display his balance. Thank fuck he had some cash. Not a lot, but enough to pay the broadband supplier and maybe buy some cheap and filling food like sausage rolls and a multi kilo bag of pasta.

Cursing the shitty English weather, he stopped by the telecoms company store and paid his bill. Then he stopped by the bakers and bought a four pack of sausage rolls. They would at least keep the hunger at bay for a day. He’d eat plants and healthy shit again when he had a job.

He thought back to the customer support adviser role he’d seen the previous night. If he got that job, he’d be able to afford way more than sausage rolls made out of cereal and parts of pigs. But what was the use. He’d never get the job. He’d probably never get an interview for it.

Unless…

Benny brushed the crumbs off of his sweater and put the remaining sausage rolls in the fridge. Shit, there was scarcely anything else in there apart from half a tin of baked beans and a small lump of cheese. He adored cheese. It was his one luxury in life.

He looked over at the trash can. Perhaps desperate times called for desperate measures. He retrieved the newspaper, then flipped through it to the jobs section. There was the customer support adviser job. He read it again and noticed that applications had to be made through the company’s website.

He opened up his laptop screen and did a fist pump as it successfully logged onto the Internet. He opened a browser window and typed the website address of the catering company into the address bar.

After a few seconds, some photos of extremely appetising food appeared. Shit, he did not need to see that. He hunted around the menu for something like a jobs link. There was nothing at the top, so he scrolled to the bottom. Ah, there was a vacancies link. He clicked on it and a list of around a dozen vacancies appeared.

Good, they’re expanding, he thought, maybe I’ll stand a better chance than usual.

He clicked on the link for the customer support adviser job. He scrolled through the details which broadly mirrored what the newspaper advert said.

At the bottom was a link that said ‘Apply’. What the hell, he thought, and clicked the link.

An application form appeared. His heart sank. It could sometimes take an hour or two to fill these bastards out sometimes. But then he scrolled down and realised it looked quite straightforward. In fact there seemed to be just one page of questions. He started filling in the form. Name, email, address, previous role, salary requirements, some equal opportunities shit.

And there it was, at the bottom of the screen above the ‘Submit Application’ button. A check box that you could tick if you considered yourself to be transgender and would like to have this taken into consideration.

Benny hovered the mouse pointer over the check box. What would happen if he checked it? He knew what would happen if he didn’t check it - he wouldn’t get the fucking job, that’s what would happen.

Fuck you, politically correct assholes, he thought as he clicked on the box, then quickly clicked on the ‘Submit Application’ button. He closed the browser window then went to see what total rubbish was on daytime TV.


Chapter 3: The Good News

Seven days passed.

Seven days. No job interviews. 21 rejection emails. 2 rejection letters sent in the post by companies old fashioned enough to use snail mail.

His bank account was going critical. Benny considered sleeping twice a day in order to reduce the number of meals he had to eat. Maybe soon he’d have to flog his laptop, but then he’d not be able to apply for any more jobs and he would be caught in a vicious downward spiral of of despair.

Thankfully though, he still had his laptop. He logged into his email to see how many rejection emails he would get today.

Only two emails. One was from his bank telling him that his overdraft rates were going up. The other was from the catering company.

Huh.

He clicked on the ‘spam’ icon for the email from the bank and opened the email from the catering company.

Shit.

Oh shit.

They were inviting him for an interview!

The interview would be in a week’s time. It would just be a one stage interview. He loved those. There wouldn’t be any tests either. He remembered when he once had to do a 30 minute test where he had to circle which colour he preferred. Egg shell blue or oregano green? What a load of shit that was.

He hoped that the catering company wouldn’t do any bollocks like that. But what did they want?

He checked the email line by line, making sure it wasn’t a trap.

The HR lady wanted to know his preferred name. She also wanted to confirm that he was actually transgender.

Was that he or ‘he’?

He wondered if he might be able to sue them before he actually started working for them. Well he’d heard about plenty of people who did exactly that. Maybe if you were a sneaky and entitled cunt then you could make a living out of throwing your toys out of your pram at job interviews.

He hit ‘reply’ and told the HR lady his name was Benita and yes, ‘she’ was transgender.

He chuckled as he hit ‘send’. Then he realised his name choice might have been a bit ill-considered. Why hadn’t he spent a little more time thinking things through?

He did a search. Fuck me, he thought, Benita is actually the female form of Benito. Well how was he supposed to know that? His parents weren’t even Italian, they had just conceived him on their honeymoon in Rome.

Oh well, if they questioned his name then he’d sue the fuckers for that too, he thought.

He closed his laptop’s cover and walked over to the fridge. Maybe there was a chink of light in his otherwise dark and meaningless existence. He opened the fridge and took his last remaining can of lager out of the door. This was worth a minor celebration.


Chapter 4: The Epic Shopping Fail

Later that day, Benny buttoned up his coat and left the apartment. When he stepped through the front gate he found it was quite warm outside, and the neighbour’s daffodils were in rude health.

Slightly fortified by the can of lager, he planned on hitting the stores and finding some female clothing to wear at the interview. This plan was totally ridiculous, but it would be a big fuck you to the world if he pulled it off.

As he walked down the hill he realised he’d probably need a whole lot of stuff. An entire wardrobe in fact. He’d definitely need a pair of shoes. And it wasn’t warm enough for bare legs. Would he need some tights? Should he even go as far as buying a suspender belt and some stockings? He knew fuck all about trannies but he did think that they went in for girlie stuff more than real girls did these days. I mean a millennial girl would usually slog around town in a t shirt and a pair of skinny jeans. She wouldn’t be seen dead in a little black skirt and some stockings, unless she was a goth or was into cosplay or something.

He stopped walking. Fuck. This stupid damned plan would pretty much bankrupt him. But what other choice did he have? Besides, maybe it would be hot to dress up as a girl. Girls were hot, and Benny could maybe learn a lot about their habits by dressing as them. Maybe it would even improve his chances of finding a long term girlfriend.

He carried on walking and extending his mental list of what else he’d need.

A wig. He’d definitely need a wig. Maybe a blonde one would be best. Yes. A blonde one. No office would be complete without a blonde bimbo.

What else?

He’d definitely need underwear. A bra. Panties. What about a garter belt or were they just for weddings?

Maybe a padded bra would be good. If he had cleavage then it might look as if he had breast implants and was well on the way to transitioning into the woman he always dreamed of becoming.

He chuckled to himself and an old woman walking past him gave him a funny look.

There was no point going into this half-heartedly. Realistically this was his last best hope for finding a job. If not then he’d probably have to abandon his independent living and move in with his parents.

He stopped at the pedestrian crossing and shuddered. Living with your parents - that was the biggest sign that you’d fucked your life up, wasn’t it?

The green man appeared and he walked across the road and up the hill to the discount clothes store. He pushed open the green doors and wandered towards the womens’ clothing aisles.

He looked around. Good. The staff here gave zero fucks about customer service. They would leave him alone while he tried to figure out exactly what he needed.

So what did he need? Where the hell could he start?

Maybe beginning at the top of his body was best. That meant the wig. Well they didn’t sell them in here. He could probably get one from the party shop in the other street. It was nowhere near Halloween, but he guessed they might have an all year round supply of wigs for those tossers who wore them on bachelor parties to Tallinn or Prague.

No, he’d start with a blouse. That should be easy because a blouse was basically just a shirt for women, wasn’t it?

He found the tops section and found some blouses that looked suitable for office life. He pushed some blouses along the rack. What colour was most appropriate?

He decided that white would be best. He generally wore white guy shirts to interviews, so he assumed women did the same. Did they wear ties though? Who knows, he thought.

He found a crisp white blouse that looked pretty similar to his own office shirts. Maybe he’d get away with wearing his own shirt?

He examined the blouses in more detail. No - there was a big difference. Blouses had their buttons on the other side, for some reason.

As for sizes, he had no idea. He looked around. Nobody was in this part of the shop, so he took a size 14 off the rack and pressed it against his own body. It looked like it would fit. The length was about the same size as the shirt he was wearing right now, and the sleeves seemed to be the right length for his arms.

Now for underwear. He strolled over to the wall where some underwear was hanging up. Hmmm, he thought, they have a really good choice. He guessed it was leftover stock from Valentine’s Day. He saw that underwear came in bra and panty sets, or you could buy separates. What was best?

He decided that white would be the best colour. He would be a good girl. Plus he didn’t want his bra showing through his blouse.

The sets seemed to offer better value than the separates, plus he’d be matching. Not that he was planning on showing his underwear. Maybe the interview would be really long though and they’d offer him a cup of tea or coffee, then he’d really have to pee. What bathroom would he have to use then? Maybe they’d deliberately make him wait a long time while they studied him from a secret two way mirror in reception, then they’d see which bathroom he used. Or maybe they had a transgender bathroom installed and now needed a tranny to justify to their shareholders that they were a properly diverse 21st century organisation.

He spotted a plain white bra and panties set. The bra had a satin sheen to it and the matching panties looked silky and comfortable too.

A thrill coursed through his body. It might actually be fun to wear this stuff. It made a change from boxer shorts and the occasional vest in extra cold weather.

He took the set off the wall. The price was pretty good. He felt the bra. It was heavily padded, too. If he was going to be a tranny then he might as well be a busty one. Maybe he could stuff something in the bra and then maybe all the guys in the office would stare at him and wonder what if would be like to squeeze tranny boobies while sucking on tranny cock.

He shook his head. Weeks spent on his own was sending him mad.

He spun the hanger around. He saw that the panties had a thong back, just like the TV starlet was wearing in his big poster in the hallway, the one he always took down when his parents visited.

Was a thong okay? Would it be comfortable? Would it show under his skirt?

He spotted an ugly middle aged woman browsing the panties. This town was full of them. She looked at Benny and then at the bra and panties set he was holding in his hand. “They’ll look good on you.” She said in a sarcastic tone.

Benny stood rooted to the spot. “Yeah they’ll look better on me than on you.” He said, and walked away. He felt his cheeks redden. Shit. Why couldn’t people leave him the fuck alone?

That’s it, he thought. I’ll buy the blouse and the underwear then get the fuck out of here. He gazed towards the cash desk. Good, there were no customers queueing. He’d be able to hand the stuff over, pay and GTFO.

On the way to the cash desk he passed the hosiery. I might as well get that here, too, he thought.

But what style?

They had a lot of dark styles. Black, brown, beige. Fishnets. Tights, stockings, thigh-highs, socks of varying lengths. He spotted some tan thigh-high stockings. He always liked the idea of those. But would they cling to his manly legs? How did they stay up anyway? And what type did he need? Opaques? Semi-opaques? Glossy?

It looked as if the glossy ones were best for parties and the opaque ones were best for mid-winter. Well he didn’t need them for either of those occasions, so he plumped for the large size of some matt-look 20 denier ones, whatever that meant.

He walked towards the cash desk. Shit. Now there was a massive queue. Still, he didn’t see the frumpy old woman who’d had a go at him. Plus they had two assistants on the cash desk now - an older woman and a young guy with slicked back hair.

Which was best for his furtive purchases? Not that he really had a choice.

Maybe the woman would ask him if the sizes were right. He doubted the young guy would care what he was buying. He was probably thinking of what he’d waste today’s wages on. Maybe he’d buy his girlfriend a thong bikini for their upcoming trip to Ibiza, or he’d go out with his mates on Friday night and get absolutely fucked out of his brains on lager and shots.

The queue moved pretty quickly as most people seemed to be just buying one or two items. The woman got bogged down sorting out a woman who’d selected a cardigan with no bar code on it.

Benny would be served by suave and confident young guy. He bundled his shopping onto the counter. The guy scanned the underwear set.

“These for you?” he asked Benny in a matter of fact voice.

“Uh… No, why?” Benny replied, looking down into his wallet.

“Me and my mates had a crossdressing party once. It was a lot of fun.” The checkout assistant said as he scanned the packet of thigh-high stockings.

“Oh yeah, I wore some white bridal stockings. A bit like these. I got them with my staff discount.”

“That’s good.” Benny said, making a big deal out of getting his debit card out of his wallet.

The guy scanned the blouse and totalled up the amount. Benny handed over his debit card then entered his PIN number in the machine.

“Enjoy your evening.” The guy said and Benny took the bag and slipped silently out of the store, certain his red cheeks were alerting the whole world to his not so secret crossdressing clothes shopping trip.


Chapter 5: The Rest of the Outfit

Benny walked back to his apartment when thoughts of coats entered his mind. Damn. Would he have to buy a girly coat too? He resolved to check on his computer when he got home to see what the weather forecast was like for The Big Day. Maybe he’d get lucky and not need to buy one. After all, he could always wear his own coat to the interview, then sling it into his rucksack when he arrived outside their offices.

Bags.

Damn. Would he need a handbag too?

Fuck, this stupid plan was in danger of spiralling out of control.

Once back in the safety of his apartment he dumped his shopping down, retrieved his laptop from the kitchen table then went into the lounge. It was catching the last few minutes of late afternoon sun. In a few weeks it would be warm again, and girls would be out wearing micro shorts and mini skirts and he might even see a skirt billow up in the breeze blowing in from the sea.

He opened the lid of his laptop and entered the address of a shopping portal he knew would have all the extra stuff he would need.

Should he make a list?

No, again he would start from top to bottom.

First up, a wig. He entered ‘blonde wig’ into the search box at the top of the screen. It said there were over 10,000 results. Yikes.

Actually it looked pretty straightforward. The second item in the list was a long blonde wig that flowed right down to chest level. That would be great. He clicked and added it to his shopping basket.

Then he remembered to check the reviews. Damn. It had 60 answered questions and 453 customer reviews. He read the first review. ‘It good’ was the title.

Benny shrugged his shoulders. Well it was just a wig, and it looked like just the thing for a transgender customer sales adviser.

What next?

He’d definitely need a skirt. He typed ‘black office skirt’ into the search box and it then suggested he search for ‘black office skirts for women’.

He shrugged again. Didn’t they offer black office skirts for transgenders? How regressive of them. Maybe he could threaten to sue them and at least get his skirt for free. Or maybe just get free shipping.

A couple of the designs looked way too slutty even for a tranny. I mean, could you get away with wearing leather to the office? Or shiny PVC? Or latex?

The sixth skirt in the results looked ideal. It was a 19 inch pencil skirt. It was black and plain but had a little side split at the side. He clicked on the product photo. It had 4.5 stars in the review and had a soft comfort waistband that would apparently give him a slim silhouette. Good, he thought, it would hide his gut that was expanding from spending 23 hours a day in his apartment and living on sausage rolls and pasta.

What size would he need though? He went back to the kitchen and retrieved his 30cm ruler and then went into the bedroom to retrieve a belt. He’d improvise whilst measuring his waist. He looked at the product sizing chart. Good, they had his size. Maybe he wasn’t that big a lady given that he had guy hips and wasn’t horribly out of shape like the majority of the residents in this city.

Now his shopping basket had two items. What else? He looked at the skirt product photos again, imagining how he would look when he actually tried it on. Then he realised there were side and back photos.

Damn, the skirt was figure hugging. Would his thong panties show? Maybe they’d give him some tasks where he would have to bend over then the staff would giggle as they saw the silhouette of his thong riding high up into his ass crack.

He noticed the model was wearing a pair of shiny black stilettos. Yes, they were perfect for an office tranny about town. He’d definitely need a pair of those. Could he walk in them though?

He typed ‘office stilettos’ into the search box but ‘office high heels for women’ seemed a better match. The first pair in the results had a slight platform to them. Damn, they looked good. But would he be too tall?

Of course not. He was only 5 feet 6 and a bit. He clicked through to the product details. The shoes had a four inch heel apparently. Would he end up looking 6 feet tall in the heels?

What else? They had a nice ankle strap. That was probably a good thing as he couldn’t face the humiliation of his heels falling off his feet as he climbed up a flight of stairs. Dare he say it but the ankle strap looked pretty sexy too.

The price was good and he decided to get a pair. But what size? He chuckled to himself. Shoes were easy. Men and women had the same sizing scale, at least in the UK.

He added the shoes to his basket.

Fuck. He noticed his cock was fully erect. He reached inside his trousers and stroked it a few times. You’re looking forward to dressing up, aren’t you, he thought.

Maybe he should try the clothes he’d already bought on.

No, there was one more thing… He’d need some nail polish, and some makeup, and…

…and some fake finger nails.

Sheesh, this was endless. Still, it looked like he had everything needed to dress as a killer office lady.

No it wasn’t. He’d need a handbag too. He grimaced. This crazy plan had better work because otherwise he’d end up back in his old bedroom and he doubted his parents very much wanted him back, especially while he was all dolled up as a tranny.

He bought the cheapest makeup set, clear nail varnish, fake nails and shiny black handbag that he could find.

Fuck. The Bank of Benny would be broken.

Well he might as well go out with a bang. Maybe Social Services would see him tottering along the High Street in his heels and then bundle him off to a mental institution. At least there he’d get his meals and his rent would be paid, he thought.

He scrolled down to the bottom of the page and stopped when he saw the items recommended to him. One of the items was a ladies’ watch. It had a black strap and the body was silver. It was pretty cheap so he added that to his basket too. He guessed they’d be looking for someone diligent, and a girl with a watch was an excellent sign.

Shopping complete, he hit the checkout part of the site.

It was done. It would all arrive in a couple of days, well in time for the interview.

Now he just needed to find a set of balls to be able to go through with this. A big set of tranny balls.


Chapter 6: The Dolling Up

Benny’s alarm clock went off.

9 am.

It was the first time he’d used his alarm clock in over a month. Today was the big day. The interview wasn’t until 2pm but he had so much to prepare.

He took all the clothes and stuff out of the bedroom cupboard. He’d just dumped it all in there because he wasn’t even sure he would go through with it.

But he had no other choice. He’d had 3 more rejection emails, and worst still, he hadn’t found a single new job to apply for.

First up he took the shoes out of the box. Wow he thought, they looked so small compared to his regular guy shoes. Would his feet even fit into them?

He reached into the soles and took the off-white tissue paper out that was stuffed into them. He went to fetch his black formal interview shoes from where he kept them by the door. He put them side-by-side with his new stilettos. Sheesh, they did look too small. Well there was only one thing to do. He stood up and poked his left foot into the left shoe. He was surprised but it slid in relatively easily. Maybe the soles were a little stiff, but that was often the same with all new shoes. At least he wouldn’t be wearing these shoes with socks, so there wouldn’t be too much to try and stuff into them.

He knelt down and tied the criss-cross ankle strap around his ankle. He tightened the strap as tight as he dared. A thrill coursed through his body. The strap felt really nice.

He put the other shoe on, tightening the strap. Then he stood up again, steadying himself against the wall of the hallway. Looking down, he thought they looked pretty fucking awesome. He definitely had passable feet, if nothing else.

Now to try walking in them. He gingerly walked towards the kitchen, his ankles wobbling slightly as he did so. But he had to admit, they didn’t feel too bad. They weren’t super high, but even so he’d probably have to avoid running for a bus or something lest he fall and bust his ankle.

He giggled like a cartoon dog. Maybe he’d only take taxis from now on.

He looked around. He was taller now, and he could see more stuff. He opened a cupboard. Wow, he could see a long forgotten pack of spaghetti he’d completely forgotten about. This was amazing. He walked over to the window. It was the same view of course, but it seemed somehow different, as if the angle had changed a little.

What next? Now he’d better try on the rest of the outfit. He took the bra and slid it around his chest. It felt awful. It was tight, it was covering the wrong places and damn, how did women wear these things all day?

He trotted over to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. Ah, he realised the straps were adjustable. He slid the arms down and tightened them up. There, that was better. He pushed the cups down his chest. Now they covered his nipples and looked okay. He didn’t think it would be that comfortable, but it did make him feel a lot more feminine.

He moved sideways. The bra did give him a bit of a bust. Was he now an A cup or a B cup? He didn’t know. He’d bought a 38C and somehow he’d managed to get something that fit pretty well.

Returning to the kitchen, he steadied himself as he slipped his legs into the thong panties. He pulled them up his legs then smoothed them over his hips. Damn, that material felt so good. It was really smooth and he wondered why more guys’ underwear wasn’t made of this material.

He reached back and pulled the back up. Now it was properly nestling in his ass crack. He walked around the kitchen a bit, without a care for who in the neighbouring houses might see this sissy guy parading around in women’s undies. Was there a law against this? Or could you wear whatever the fuck you liked in your own home? He guessed naturists would have a similar issue, although he was never knowingly fortunate enough to live near any of those. He did once catch his neighbours on the other side of the street making love. No, they weren’t making love, they were fucking. The blonde student who lived in the first floor apartment was straddling a guy. Benny had watched as her D or E cup breasts bounced and she ruffled her long blonde hair as she thought about all the guys watching her through the windows of the other apartments in the densely populated street.

He looked down and realised the panties had a smear of pre-cum on them. He was itching to crack one out but he resolved not to masturbate - at least not before the interview. He needed all his animal instincts to land this job, or he was really fucked.

On with the dressing, he thought, and he next tried on the blouse. It was a little awkward doing up the buttons as they were on the wrong side, but otherwise it was a perfect fit. He walked over to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. It was fairly opaque, but maybe in strong sunlight you’d catch a hint of his bra showing through.

He wondered if he should have brought a jacket to go with it, but that would have really sunk his budget.

Now for the skirt, he thought. He stepped into it and hoisted it up his thighs. The material wasn’t bad, but he did wonder if he could have gotten away with a fetishy leather one.

He stopped to scratch his ass. The thong wasn’t that comfortable. Why did women wear such uncomfortable things? Or maybe that’s why they’d given up with the stockings and shit and had started wearing guy shirts and jeans and trainers.

He pulled the skirt over his stomach. He wondered how far he should pull it up. Should he hide more stomach and show more leg? In the end he decided to show a bit of leg. He had to admit, his legs did look pretty awesome, especially in the heels. Did guys have better legs than girls? Maybe they did.

Thinking of legs, damn, he’d forgotten the hosiery. His pasty, hairy legs would be mercilessly ridiculed if he went out like that. Maybe the thigh-high stockings would disguise his leg hair.

He walked over to the kitchen table and sat on one of the chairs. He took his shoes off then ripped open the packet of stockings. He carefully took them out of the cellophane wrapper, and discarded the cardboard insert.

Benny held the stockings up to the light. Damn, they were still quite sheer. Maybe he’d have been better with those opaque ones he’d seen women wearing a lot over the winter.

Well it was too late now. He barely had enough money for lunch, let alone another pair of thigh-highs. He bent down and carefully put the toe of the stocking over his toe. Then he rolled the thin material up his legs. He stood up once he reached the knee, and pulled the nylon up his thighs. Well they fit, that was a certainty. He’d definitely got the sizing dead on. He slid the stocking top into place and smoothed out the silicone band that held them in place. Ah, that’s how they don’t fall down, he thought. But would they actually stay up on his legs?

He went for a quick walk around the kitchen. The material strained a little, but he thought they would stay up. However, his legs looked ridiculous. They felt a little scratchy too. If he was going to go through with this, he’d have to shave his legs!

He carefully peeled off the stocking and put it on the kitchen table. Then he walked over to the bathroom, thinking how good the pencil skirt felt as it clung to his legs. He loved how it stretched with his every move. Also it gave him a really good silhouette.

He opened the kitchen cabinet. He had an old razor he sometimes used to trim his pubic hairs in the small chance that he would find a girl who wanted to have sex with him. He didn’t think many girls would like to give him a blowjob if she risked ended up with a mouth full of wiry hairs.

He inspected the razor’s twin blades. There were a few stray pubes stuck between the blades, but at least it wasn’t rusty. It would probably do for one more run. He wondered what the best way to shave his legs would be. He still had some bubble bath, so he started running a bath. Maybe that was the girly way to shave your legs?

Benny climbed into the bath and sank beneath the bubbles. Maybe a relaxing bath would calm him down too. He was fairly grateful that he didn’t have much food to eat, otherwise he’d probably be shitting his guts out every half hour at the thought of going to a job interview on which so much depended.

When he’d relaxed for a few minutes he took the razor and lifted his right leg out of the bath. He began by gliding the blade along his feet to shave off the few wispy hairs on his feet and midfoot. He doubted anyone would be looking at his feet that carefully, but he had to start somewhere. After that he glided the razor around his ankles. They didn’t seem quite as hairy as the rest of his feet. His thighs would take some heavy duty shaving, that’s for sure.

Half an hour passed and the bathwater was starting to look like he’d just given a gorilla a haircut. But his legs were now completely clean shaven. His cock bobbed in and out of the water. It sure liked it when he ran his fingers down his completely smooth thighs. They felt fucking incredible. Seriously. He wondered why his legs were so smooth. He thought only girls had smooth skin.

He looked at his cock. Now it’s your turn, he thought. The bathwater was still warm, he still had plenty of time. So he started shaving his balls. They were a hassle to do, but looked pretty good when done. He shaved a few stray hairs off his cock. He wondered why hairs even grew on that thing. Then he sunk deeper into the water, pushed his legs over the side of the bath and shaved between his thighs. He wondered if he should shave the hairs in his ass, but that was maybe beyond his capabilities. Couldn’t you go to a ‘back, sack and crack’ specialist though? Maybe he’d look for one of those, but he didn’t have enough money for that right now. And it would have to be a remarkable job interview indeed if the interviewer got to inspect his asshole.

He looked down and decided to shave off his pubic hairs too. Then he would be porn star manicured down there. At least then there wouldn’t be any stray hairs poking out of his knickers.

As the bathwater gurgled down the plughole and the enamel bath started to resemble a barbershop floor, Benny carefully dried his feet. He still had plenty of time, so he decided to paint his toenails. Of course the interviewer wouldn’t see his toes, but he was starting to see why trannies put so much effort into dressing up. Maybe it wasn’t so much about what they looked like, as how they felt. Painting his toenails was quite therapeutic, he thought, although it could have been the acetone fumes giving him a chemical high.

Next he looked at his face in the mirror. He’d have to put a little bit of makeup on in order to be a believable tranny. He walked back into the kitchen and flipped up the lid of his laptop. He soon found a couple of basic makeup videos. He slapped some foundation on his face, then a little bit of blusher and finally some lipstick. Should he do his eyes too? He found an eye shadow tutorial, and had a go at that too.

He looked in the mirror again. Wow, the makeup made a surprising difference. He wasn’t passable - he’d probably need hormones or some shit for that. But wouldn’t they shrink his cock? Well anyway, he only had a couple of hours and he very much doubted hormones would take that long to turn him female.

There was one last thing - the wig. He took it out of the bag off stuff and slid it over his head. Maybe he’d need to find a wig wearing tutorial too.

He had another look in the bathroom and saw that it did make a big difference. Now he was a hot blonde and he would totally slay that interviewer. All his had to go was to channel his inner tranny, the type who fought hard for equality and for separate bathrooms and shit.


Chapter 7: The Interview

At 1:15 pm precisely Benny’s alter-ego Benita left the house.

Damn, he’d forgotten the watch.

At 1:18 pm Benny re-left the house wearing the ladies’ watch on his left hand. It didn’t even show the right time, but Benny doubted anyone would notice.

In all the effort to get dolled up and leave the house he didn’t think about the actual act of going out dressed as a woman. Should he have thought more about it? Should he be more afraid of what people would think?

He looked up and down the road. There weren’t actually any people around. Besides, he didn’t know anybody in the street, although sometimes he chatted to the guy in the apartment below, and he occasionally said hello to the woman in the ground floor apartment.

Benny started walking down the road towards the alleyway. Sometimes he walked this way, sometimes he walked the other way. It felt like an alleyway sort of day. He chuckled as he wondered if some bag snatcher would try and grab his handbag. He tightened his grip around the shoulder strap. No mugger was going to take this beauty with him, even if it was mostly empty.

As he walked, his heels made a delicious clip-clop noise on the pavement. The skirt slightly constricted his movements, so he started taking smaller strides. Soon he reached the alley way. So far the thigh-high stockings were staying up, his wig hadn’t blown off his head and he hadn’t busted his ankle in the heels.

He walked down the alleyway, skirting around the dog shit and trying to avoid starting a manly whistle. He was a hot and confident tranny, and would totally ace this interview.

A sudden thought entered his mind. Should he have tried feminizing his voice? Sometimes he looked at shemale porn and his favourite performer had quite a husky voice. She had awesome fake boobs and a gigantic cock. Then she got it swapped out for a vagina and Benny lost all interest in her latest works.

The alleyway turned into a street that lead to the old church. Benny looked around. There weren’t any people around this afternoon. But that would change when he got to the bridge. Surely somebody would see him there?

He carried on walking, running though a mental checklist to make sure he’d remembered everything for the interview. He’d slung a pen and paper in his handbag, and added some chewing gum for good measure. He approached the bridge and saw a male cyclist approaching on a racing bike. He squinted and tried to make out if the guy had shaved his legs. Shortly he got his answer - he had indeed. His lower legs and knees looked completely clean shaven. His muscular thighs were clad in green and black spandex so Benny didn’t know how much of his legs he had shaved.

Benny looked around as the cyclist passed him. Shit, the cyclist looked back straight at him. Wow - did that mean he was a now head turner?

He reached the pedestrian crossing. After this there would be people everywhere. Men, women, old people, teenagers, kids. Would he be mentally crushed before he arrived at the interview? Would he have to run back to the apartment and crawl into bed? Would he have to emergency buy male clothing en route then go to the interview as regular, boring old Benny?

No - it was too late for that.

The traffic lights changed and Benny crossed the road, clip-clopping up the hill and passing the store where the blouse and the underwear had come from. Benny wondered if he’d see that cruel woman who had made fun of him. Maybe his alter-ego Benita could bitch slap her with her handbag. That would put the fucking whore in her place.

Benny took a sharp intake of breath. He had to suppress his testosterone fuelled aggressive tendencies. He had to talk, and reason, and work things out verbally.

He passed a few people. He was aware of a few stares, but to the passers-by Benita was just a confident young business woman out shopping in her lunch hour. He carried on walking, reaching the High Street, then walking towards the company’s offices. He checked his watch. Shit - I’m late he thought for a micro-second, before remembering the thing wasn’t showing the right time. Silly me, he thought, I’ve just had an epic blonde moment.

Benny paused outside the company’s offices to hitch up the stockings, ironing out any wrinkles below the knee. He took a sharp intake of breath and checked her watch. At 1:49 he walked up the ramp to the main door and strode into the reception area like the super confident woman that he was.

He turned and walked over to the receptionist desk.

“Good afternoon. I’m here for a job interview.”

The receptionist looked up from her computer screen. “Okay, if you’d like to sign your name on the visitor book there.” She said, pointing towards the corner of the desk. “Did you drive in today?”

“Uh, no.” Benny replied. “No car.”

The receptionist picked up the phone. “What did you say your name was?”

“Benita Allard.”

Benny was amazed how smoothly that slipped off his tongue.

As the receptionist rang through to tell the interviewer that he had arrived, he had a good look at the receptionist. She was in her early 20’s, with a presidential orange tan and flowing blonde hair with dark roots growing out. If he saw her in a club Benny would definitely hit on her, but her likely response was to be ‘fuck off you weird creep’.

“Ms Axworthy will come and collect you in about 10 minutes. If you’d like to take a seat.” The receptionist said, pointing to the row of three upholstered chairs by the far wall.

Benny strolled over to the seats. He took an industry magazine off the glass coffee table and sat down. He tried crossing his legs but it didn’t seem to be that straightforward when you were packing a serious slab of meat between your thighs.

He looked towards the reception. The receptionist smiled, then went back to talking on her mobile phone. Benny wondered if she was talking about him. ‘You’ll never guess what happened in work. Yeah, so anyway, this tall blonde walks in and I can tell straight away she’s a bloke. I mean her hair is so obviously a wig and her makeup’s shit and her skirt’s the wrong size and you can see she’s wearing a thong. Whoever put her nails on, well she probably got them done in that crappy place by the chippy. She’s sitting down with her legs apart like a guy would sit. If that skirt rides up anymore then I’m pretty sure I’ll see a lot more than just the top of her thigh-highs. I wonder how big her cock is anyway? Maybe if she gets the job then I’ll bring her home and she can fuck you in the ass while you lick my pussy out. Wouldn’t that be a fantastic first anniversary present, hey darling?’

“Miss Allard?”

“Huh?” Benny said, looking up.

Shit, not a great start. Benny rose to his feet and held out his hand. Fuck. Did ladies shake hands when they met? Did they kiss? Or did they squeeze each others’ breasts and fondle each others’ pussies?

Fuck. He had to get back into character, and fast. Benny held out his hand. “Benita Allard. I’m very pleased to meet you.”

The tall woman shook her hand. “Rita Axworthy. I’m the HR manager here at Rockworth Puddings. Have you travelled far?”

Benita shook her head. “No, I live in the town. It’s just a twenty minute walk here.”

Rita nodded. “Oh that’s good. We like our staff to live locally as far as possible. The Sales Manager lives in Bristol. Can you imagine doing that commute every day? It must be hell.”

Rita turned in the direction of the elevator and Benny noticed her black pantyhose had lines going down the back. That looked quite racy for the office, as did her vertiginous heels which were at least five inches, maybe more. And her green pencil skirt was pretty nice too. It had a back slit in it and Benny wondered if he was better off sliding his own skirt around so the slit faced the back.

Benny was ushered into a small glass office sided office. “If you make yourself comfortable, I’ll go and get my files.” Rita said, and disappeared down the corridor.

Benny looked around. He could see a few people working at computers in the adjacent offices. If they were at all interested in him then they didn’t show it. He flexed his shoulders. The bra was digging into his right shoulder a little, and the shoes were starting to ache. He wondered how Rita could wear her stilettos all day long.

He flicked his shoulders, mindful of his dandruff problem. Then he remembered he was wearing a wig as well as a white blouse. That was his second blonde moment today.

He saw Rita approaching the office. It was time to get back into character…

Benny had had so many interviews over the years that he pretty much knew all the answers to the questions. What are your biggest weaknesses? Where do you see yourself in five years? Tell me about the last time a co-worker or customer got angry with you. What happened?

He eased his way through the checklist of classic interview questions. Twenty minutes in and his confidence was rising.

“Now as a transgender, are there any workplace adjustments you would expect to make?”

Benny bit his lip. “Well I think I would like to get one day off a year to go clothes shopping, and maybe you could change the grate outside the front entrance to make it a little more friendly to people wearing heels.”

Rita stopped writing notes and Benny noticed a wry smile on her face. “Well those are two very good suggestions.” She rose and reached out to shake Benita’s hand again. “Thank you very much for coming in. It was great to talk to you.”

Benny sat up, adjusted his skirt and unhooked his handbag from the back of his chair. “It was good to talk to you too.” He said, and started walking towards the door.


Chapter 8: The First Day

At 8:50 am Benny walked into the reception area, wearing the same clothes that he’d worn for the interview. He’d go shopping at the weekend and use his overdraft to buy a few more outfits. But before Benita’s wardrobe got an extension he’d have to survive her first day in a new job.

He briefly shut his eyes and tried again to get over the amazement of actually being offered the job. He opened his eyes again. Well it was real and here he was again. He walked over to the receptionist. “Hi, I’m supposed to be starting work today.”

The receptionist gave Benny a fake smile. “Nick will be with you shortly.”

Benny walked towards the seating area in order to move out of the way of the steady stream of office drones streaming through the front doors. He was aware of all the looks he was getting - especially from the guys. The women too gave him the once over. Mostly they seemed interested in Benny’s shoes. His heels weren’t particularly high, but he guessed they were more feminine looking than the trainers and pumps the vast majority of the women who worked for the organisation turned up to work wearing.

Eventually Nick arrived from the staircase to the right of the reception desk. He looked to be in his early 40’s and was the type of guy to have a couple of kids, a semi-detached house and a wife who’d only strayed a couple of times in their fifteen year long marriage.

He looked at Benita. “Uh, hi.” Then hesitantly held out his hand. “Welcome to the company. I’ll take you to your desk and you can make sure your computer’s all set up.”

Benny turned on the computer and used the user name and password printed on a slip of paper to log into the network. The office was open plan and he was overlooked rather more than he’d wished he was, so he abstained from looking at any websites he shouldn’t have been caught looking at.

While he waited for Nick to finish his morning’s phone calls, he doodled some drawings on the new spiral bound notepad they’d given him. He found himself drawing shoes, and dresses and even an anime girl with a choker. Maybe he’d buy one of those with his first pay check.

After an hour or so Nick drew up a chair beside him. “So the company wants to introduce a new line of cakes for notable days.”

“Like mother’s day and father’s day?” Benny asked, flicking a strand of wig hair out of his right eye.

Nick grunted. “Not exactly. We’ve already got cakes for those. No, we want to cover the more obscure days, like World Teacher’s Day, for example.”

“Ah.”

“So you need to do a bit of research on the Internet and find us some more days we can produce cakes for. Try to find some that happen every year. Also try to avoid dates too close to other holidays. We need a nice spread of them throughout the year.”

Benny started sucking on the end of his pen. “I get it, so no Trafalgar Day because it’s too close to Halloween.”

Nick nodded. “Exactly. Although I don’t think we’d make cakes for Trafalgar Day because we’d get a roasting from the French on social media. Make them politically correct, like, huh, world tranny day or something.”

“Transgender. World Transgender Day.” Benny corrected his new line manager.

Nick looked like he wasn’t going to get into an argument about gender politics. “Okay, I’ll leave you to it.”

Benny nodded and drew his chair closer to the computer. He flicked his long blonde wig and started looking for likely holidays they could produce cakes for. He had to make a strong start in this job, after the humiliation of losing his last one after just three weeks.

A couple of hours later Nick walked round to Benny’s desk. “So have you got your list?”

Benny nodded.

“Okay let’s go into the meeting room and review what you’ve got.” Nick said, furtively looking at Benny’s shiny black heels.

Nick looked up, then stood up and walked towards the meeting room window with the list in his hand.

“Well I think nurse’s day is a good one. We could definitely do that. It’s in mid-May and we don’t have too many other things going on then.”

Benny smiled.

“But the rest of the list, I don’t know. January 19th World Popcorn Day? I mean, it’s a nice idea and all, but how the hell can we make a cake with popcorn on it?”

Benny’s face fell. “How about January the 20th. It’s World Penguin Day.” He suggested.

Nick shook his head. “Definitely not. Our competitor is known for penguins, they’d jump all over us if we used their iconic logo.”

“Oh.” Benny sighed. “How about February the 6th?”

Nick frowned. “Frozen Yogurt Day? Again, it would be hard to make a cake out of that.”

Benny lowered his head. “The next day is National Periodic Table Day.”

Nick shrugged. “We might sell some to chemistry teachers, but to be perfectly honest, it’s more like Who Gives a Fuck Day. I don’t see anything good on your list.”

“Well…. Well… what about Take Your Dog to Work Day?”

Nick walked over to the table and handed Benny back the list. “It’s too close to Independence Day.”

“July 24th. National Cousins Day?”

“I think you need to go and do more research.”

Benny picked up the list and read out another one of his suggestions. “Wednesday 23rd September. Celebrate Bisexuality Day.”

Nick threw his hands up. “Whoa, we’re not even going there. I mean it’s bad enough that we had to…” His words trailed off and he walked towards the door. “I want you to go back and come up with another list. A better list.”

Benny stood and straightened his skirt. Was this going to be job number eight that ended badly?


Chapter 9: The Performance Review

Rita closed the file and tapped a few words into the computer on her desktop.

“So Benita, as you’ve just heard, your week one review has hardly been glowing.”

Benny looked sullen. Had his grand plan failed? Was his parent’s bedroom beckoning. He guessed he’d get paid for this week, and maybe for next week too. It would be enough to keep him going for maybe a month or two, but after that, things looked beyond bleak.

Rita looked straight at him. “If it wasn’t the fact that you’re transgender then we’d probably have to let you go. But you’re staying, because we’ll fail our diversity audit if we let you go before the end of this month.”

Before the end of this month…

Rita’s words were swirling around in his head. Benny trudged down the High Street towards his apartment. Maybe he wasn’t cut out for this world. All the alpha people were making money, climbing the career ladder, getting married and having kids. He had been reduced to dolling himself up like a girl and fighting for crumbs from the capitalist table.

But there were advantages to being a tranny, he thought, as he passed a store that mostly appealed to teenage girls. The mannequin in the window was wearing a hot little leather miniskirt. It was short. It had a sewn on belt. Would it come in his size? He decided to go in and take a look.

The mini skirt was easy to find as it was featured on the main rack as he walked in the store. He looked around. This was actually the first time he’d been in a store while crossdressed. He’d been spending all his working day in the office, eating sandwiches he’d brought from home and staying at his desk as much as possible. It was his sanctuary. While he was at his desk nobody could question his gender or clothing style or tell him how fucking ridiculous he looked.

Benny hunted through the rack of mini skirts. He felt his cock swell up at the thought of wearing one. The material felt smooth and daring. This would really ratchet up the crossdressing. But was the skirt too short for the office?

“Can I help you miss?”

Benny spun around and a teen shopping assistant was standing just beside him.

“Oh, uh…” The girl said as she saw his face.

“I… Uh, I’m looking for one of these in my size.”

“And what size are you?” The girl said, staring at his hips.

“14.”

She nodded. “Oh, we just had a new consignment of this style. I’ll go and get one for you from the stock room.”

The girl scooted off and said something to the other young girl on the cash desk. The girl looked at Benny, then quickly looked away. Maybe word was spreading about the tranny in the store. This city wasn’t a trendy LBGT hotspot like Brighton or Manchester.

After five minutes or so the girl came scooting back to Benita. “Sorry it took me longer than I thought.” She held up the skirt.

“Wow, it’s great, I’ll take it.” Benny said, and went over to the cash desk to pay for the skirt.

At home, Benny slipped off his one and only skirt and took the new leather mini out of the bag. He walked over to the kitchen table, somewhat reluctant to take off his heels.

He ran his fingers over the smooth material of the skirt and a surge of hormones coursed through his body. This material was a huge turn-on, and he’d not even tried it on yet. He wondered if using a store changing room to try on female clothing would be the next taboo on his list.

He stood up and stepped into the skirt. The material made a satisfying swooshing noise as he pulled it up his legs. The sizing wasn’t a bad fit, but he really had to heave the skirt over his hips. Finally he let out a sigh of relief as it slid into position. It felt short - really short. Was it too short for the office?

He walked over to the bathroom and checked in the shaving mirror. Damn, he couldn’t see all the way down his body. He stepped back a couple of paces, then mounted the bath. He stood precariously on the bath’s ledge while he craned his neck for a better view in the mirror. It was indeed short. He’d have to be really careful when sitting down or bending over stuff in the office.

Fuck. He nearly toppled off the bath ledge. He jumped down then immediately regretted doing so as he nearly bust his right ankle. He made a mental note not to do urban sports in his apartment whilst wearing heels.

He walked back to the kitchen. He was reluctant to take off the skirt and the blouse and the hosiery and the heels, but he couldn’t afford to get them dirty while cooking. He made another mental note to go clothes shopping after payday - assuming there was to be a payday. Not only did he need a whole new wardrobe, but he needed to up his game at work.

Fuck it. Life was just too hard.


Chapter 10: The Supplier

Benny ushered the broad shouldered man into the glass walled meeting room. Despite his lacklustre performance so far in his new job, he had been given what could be his very last chance to impress. Was this meeting room to be his own personal last chance saloon?

“Can I get you a coffee?” Benny asked the man.

The man sat down and put his attache case on the glass table. “A coffee would be great. Milk but no sugar because you’re sweet enough.”

Benny smiled and knew the guy was going to track his ass as he walked down the corridor until he disappeared out of sight.

Today Benny was wearing his little leather pencil skirt for the first time. It was less stretchy than his original skirt, and he had to take dainty little strides while he walked. It also made a delicious swooshing noise as he tottered around the office. “There you go,” Benny said a he set the mug of coffee down on the place mat.

“Cheers.” The man reached inside the breast pocket of his suit and pulled out a business card. “Matt Abner.”

Benny took the card. “Pleased to meet you, Mr Abner.”

The man took a long, lingering stare at Benny’s high waist leather skirt. At just 15 inches long it was riding the thin line of what was acceptable in an office environment.

“Please, call me Matt.” He said as he looked away.

Benny stood up and walked over to the side desk. He retrieved the blue folder. “So we’re looking to introduce a new range of cakes for special occasions, like World Nurse’s Day and the like.”

“This folder has the pictures of our prototype new products.” He turned and handed Matt the folder. As he did so, the laminated cards slipped out and fell onto the floor. “Oh silly me.” He said, crouching down to pick up all the cards. “What an unfortunate blonde moment.” Benny grasped at the cards. They were tricky to pick up as they were stiff and clung to the cornflower coloured floor tiles.

Matt lunged out of his seat and tried helping Benny. “Here, let me help you with those.”

Benny looked up and Matt seemed to be more intent on staring at his stocking clad legs than trying to pick the cards off the carpet.

“There, I’ve got them all.” Benny announced, and carefully started laying them out on the table. “So as you can see we’ll need a whole load of pre-made icing decorations: nurses, books, dogs, cats and so on.”

Matt shuffled the cards. “We can easily supply all these. I think we could make you a better nurse though. That one’s not nearly as pretty as you are.”

There was an awkward silence. Benny took the nurse day card and put it against her face.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

Benny waved the card around. “Don’t worry. I’m new here.” He pulled out a chair and sat down at the table, then looked at the cards. “Do you think this dog is okay? Its legs look too short.”

Matt sidled over to Benny and peered over his shoulder. “Yeah, it’s pretty strange looking, isn’t it. I think you’d be better off switching from a Dachshund to a Staffordshire Bull Terrier. We’ve got the moulds for those. Alsatians too - they’re a perennial favourite.”

He pulled up a chair and sat so close to Benny that he could virtually feel his body heat. Benny slid another card towards him. “This cat too - it looks pretty shit. Do you have one that looks more, er, cat-like.”

He laughed. “I don’t know if you want to piss the art department off that much. I could courier you over some samples. We’ve got 29 different dogs and 7 cats.”

They both started talking simultaneously. “Sorry, you go on.” Benny said.

Matt lifted the card with a small castle on it. “Kids love anything with castles on, even in this day and age of computer games and smart phones.”

He gave the card to Benny but it slipped through his false fingernails and bounced on his skirt before dropping onto the floor between their two chairs. Matt bent down to retrieve the card. As he did so, his manly hands brushed against Benny’s left stockinged leg. A shiver went through his body. Had he deliberately brushed his leg?

As Matt sat up again, Benny shuffled his legs slightly and wondered what might happen next. If Matt was going to make a move on him then he didn’t think it was going to happen now, not in this glass office. He looked at the castle card. “So what sort of price could you do per unit?”

Matt reached into his jacket’s inside pocket and took out a calculator. He tapped a few buttons. “So if you order at least a thousand a week for forty eight weeks of the year. Let’s see… Oh and I’ll knock off a bit because I like you…”

Benny lowered his face and tried looking away. Matt showed him the calculator. The number was way lower than what Nick had told him was his highest acceptable price.

Benny smiled. “That’s a pretty good price. We’ll look forward to working with you. Should we shake hands or something?”

Matt stood up and offered his hand. “I think we should.”

“Uh, are you a guy?” he asked Benny after they had concluded the deal.

Benny put his hands on his cheeks and feigned surprise. “Yes, but please don’t tell any of my co-workers because they don’t know.”

Matt raised his eyebrows. “Really?”

Benny laughed. “No, they know. I’d need a million pounds worth of surgery to make me passable.”

Matt had a quizzical look on his face. “Well if you’re free any time we could go to the pub and celebrate our new working relationship. I’m usually down this way a couple of times a week. I tend to stay in the hotel by the river. You know the one that was a mill.”

Benny nodded. “I know it. I live on the hill above.”

Matt put his pen back into his jacket pocket. “I’ll send you an email when I get back to the office.”


Chapter 11: The Reassignment

“Hi Benita, I’m Cherry.”

“Pleased to meet you, Cherry.” Benny replied, looking across at her black pencil skirt that truly was about to burst its seams.

“Do sit down.” Cherry said, pointing to a leather chair with metal arms. Cherry sat back down in her chair. Benny sat and successfully crossed his legs. He hoped the meeting wouldn’t be too long, as he wasn’t sure he’d be able to maintain this posture for too long.

Cherry opened a file and started reading a page of notes. “I’ll keep this brief. I’m the interim HR manager while Rita is on extended leave.” Benny risked a furtive glance at Cherry’s cleavage which was bursting out of her blouse. Was she an F cup? Maybe a G? Did bras even go up to that size?

Cherry closed the file. “Well I’m pleased to say you’ve got a promotion. If you want it of course.”

Benny’s eyes lit up. “Well, yes. That’s amazing. Thank you.”

Cherry smiled. “You’ve saved the company nearly a quarter of a million pounds over the next few years thanks to your tough negotiation with our sugared fondant supplier.”

Benny nodded, but otherwise chose to stay quiet. He felt joy welling up inside him and hoped his dampening eyes wouldn’t mess up his eye shadow.

Cherry carried on talking but Benny barely heard her words. “You’ve caught the eye of the product development team. They want to poach you as a Junior Product Developer. There will be a 25% salary increase compared to your old position. The working hours are the same, but you’ll probably get to travel around Europe as well. We will of course pay you a travel allowance.”

Benny wondered how awesome it would be to dress as Benita on a plane. Maybe he could find some chic little business suits for when he visited Milan or Paris.

“As a matter of fact it’s a good time to join. They’re having a party tomorrow night so you can introduce yourself to your new colleagues on the third floor. I’m not invited - what HR doesn’t see the workers get away with, eh.”

Benny gave her a slight nod.

Cherry opened the lower drawer of her desk cabinet and slid Benita’s file away. “Well just don’t get carried away and fall and cut your head open or something like the guy in my last place.”

Benny made a nervous chuckle. “I’ll try and stay out of trouble.”

Cherry leaned in closer. “I probably shouldn’t say this but I love what you wear. Those heels are just so adorable. I’d like to wear more feminine clothes but my boyfriend isn’t keen on it when I do. I bought a g-string in the January sales but he just threw it away. He likes me in big panties.”

Benny shuffled on the chair. He wondered how real women could keep their legs crossed for ages.

Cherry seemed to be spilling her guts out. “In fact if I didn’t know better I’d say he was deliberately trying to feed me up.”

“Feederism.” Benny said.

“Sorry?”

“It’s called feederism.” He repeated.

Benny didn’t want to admit that he knew all about that particular fetish as he regularly stayed up watching those titillating late night shows that mixed the saucy with the downright weird.

Benny crossed his legs and enjoyed the constricting nature of his very tight skirt. He was glad that Cherry’s chair wasn’t lower as she’d surely be able to see his bulging cock through his very sheer panties. “What a weird world we live in, huh?”

Cherry shuddered. “Wow that’s creepy. I’m gonna go home and throw out all the pasta and the pastries. Maybe I’ll join a gym and join that service that delivers vegetables boxes to your door.”

Benny shuffled again, and realised his legs were cramping up. Cherry stood up, and at least now Benny could stretch his legs.

“Good luck with your new role.” Cherry said, as Benny turned and walked back to the office.


Chapter 12: The Wine Bar

“So Benita, how was your first day in product development?” Benny’s new line manager Louis asked in his deep French accent.

Benny looked at the pile of plates on his desk. “It’s been fun, but if I eat that many cakes every day I’m gonna burst out of my blouse.”

Louis laughed and put a hand on his shoulder. “We’re going to the wine bar near the cathedral if you’re interested. Ryan’s new design just got the green light. Plus we need to formally welcome you into the team.”

Benny smiled. “I’ll come along. Wine sounds good.”

Benny took another sip of wine. He was being super careful lest he get too drunk and get into an ill considered argument with a colleague. Things were looking up. He really needed this job to be a success.

He looked in the far corner. Mick and Sharon were swapping saliva and Mick was so brazen he had his hand well inside his colleague’s red miniskirt. Maybe he had reached all the way to her intimate parts and was busy fingering her in full view of everyone else in the bar.

Most of the other employees had gone over to the alcove to watch Louis thrash the entire office at pool. Benny wondered if he should leave early, before things got out of hand. He checked his watch, and did a double take when he realised it was almost eleven. Maybe he’d drunk a lot more wine than he realised.

Ryan came staggering back from the pool table. “Man that guy is a demon. He’s beaten everybody at least twice.” He slumped on the sofa and reached for his wine glass.

Benny looked at Ryan. “So you’re pleased with your Urban Cookiez collection then?”

Ryan shrugged. “I don’t know. I mean I’m pleased that they’ll be on the shelves in a couple of months, but they’re a bit, uh…”

“Stereotypical?” Benny suggested.

Ryan let out a throaty laugh. “Exactly. Black guy invents a range of ghetto inspired cookies. It’s just so fucking cliched. You know I love designing sugary princess type stuff, but they don’t let me work on that. I really like girly stuff.”

He looked at Benny’s shiny black heels. “Your shoes are adorable by the way. Fucking hell they’re awesome. Sometimes I draw pictures of fabulous princesses, and the last one was wearing those shoes you wear a lot.”

Benny blushed. “Really? You must show me some time.”

Ryan took another swig of red wine. “I love princesses.”

He looked Benny in the eyes. “And I love guys.”

Benny gulped. Had he actually thought through this whole crossdressing thing? Surely he must have taken into consideration the fact that guys might actually hit on him. But at the same time the attention was flattering. After all, Ryan was arguably the best looking guy from what he’d seen so far of the third floor. Maybe he was the hottest guy in the whole company, except for that regional account manager who came into the office a couple of days a week and had all the girls (and a couple of the guys) swooning.

Benny leaned forward and slid his wine glass off the table. Ryan pushed his glass towards Benny’s. “To us.” He announced, chinking his glass against hers.

“To us.” Benny replied, looking down at Ryan’s lap. He noticed his cock bulge was making it all too obvious how much he was attracted to him.

“I need to pee.” Ryan said, getting to his feet.

“Me too.” Benny replied, and followed him towards the toilets.

“No transgender toilets in this place, huh?” Ryan said as they reached the toilet area.

Benny opened the door of the ladies’ toilets.

“Guess I’ll use yours too.” Said Ryan, following him inside.

Benny headed towards a cubicle. Ryan furtively looked around. “This feels so forbidden.”

Benny looked back at him. “Like wearing women’s clothes?”

Ryan sidled up to her. “No, like this.” He pushed Benny into the first empty cubicle. Benny staggered back and sat down on the toilet, thankful that the seat was down. “Huh, sorry, I got a bit carried away there.”

Benny looked up at the tall slender guy in his sharp business suit and designer spectacles. He was suave, he was intelligent, he was well spoken and…

Benny grabbed Ryan’s trouser fly and unzipped it. He probed the gap and soon clamped his hand on her prize - his cock.

“Mmmm.” He purred as he rubbed his right hand around the smooth nylon of Ryan’s designer briefs.

Ryan reached down and unbuckled his belt. He undid the clasp and his trousers collapsed around his ankles. Benny reached forward and with both hands he pulled Ryan’s briefs down over his hips and all the way down to his knees. His eyes widened. “Wow, so some things about you guys really are true.”

Ryan laughed. “Yeah, we all have ten inch dicks and wanna launch a range of urban cookies.”

Benny grasped Ryan’s thick cock in his left hand and started stroking it. His foreskin slid back and a drop of pre-cum glistened on the tip. Benny leaned forward and licked the tip of his penis with his tongue. “Cum flavoured cookies? Well it could work.”

Ryan laughed and reached down and tussled Benny’s wig. “You’re full of ideas. You’ll thrive in our team.”

Benny gazed up at him. “How about this idea?” He asked, then leaned forward and pushed his lips over Ryan’s cock.

Ryan shuffled forward, pushing himself deeper into her mouth. He gagged and a stream of spittle mixed with a little of Ryan’s pre-cum gushed down the front of his blouse.

“Oh baby, that’s so hot.” Ryan said, putting a firm hand on Benny’s shoulder. His hand moved towards the side of Benny’s face. Benny stood up and Ryan kissed his full on the lips. Then he pushed his tongue into Benny’s mouth, parting his teeth and flicking at his own tongue.

Benny felt his face flushing. Ryan was as hot as he was passionate. Did it matter that he was actually a guy?

Ryan withdrew from the embrace, then pushed Benny’s shoulders down. He sat on the toilet and pulled Ryan’s powerful hips towards him. Then he licked his erect shaft, starting at the balls and working hia way up to the tip. He had another go at sucking on his cock.

“Mind the teeth baby.” Ryan said, wincing.

Benny gurgled an “I’m sorry,” and tried to make more use of his tongue to explore the head of the alpha stud’s penis.

“Uh, baby, that’s good.” Ryan moaned as Benny started sucking more vigorously. He was starting to be able to fight the urge to vomit. All the same, he’d only been able to take a couple of inches of his massive cock. He’d have to practice if he was going to suck cocks like a blonde bombshell porn star.

Benny reached down and pushed his left hand into his skirt waistband. His own cock was throbbing and in desperate need of some action of its own. He pushed his hand into his panties and started massaging his own cock. Ryan glanced down. “Wow, that’s so hot.” He said and pushed his own dick further into Benny’s mouth. Benny’s eyes widened and Ryan mouthed an ‘OK?’ to him.

Ryan was big and powerful and Benny wanted to gag so much, but he resisted the urge to breathe through his mouth and carried on sucking, enjoying the exotic taste of Ryan’s salty pre-cum. He felt tears leaking from his eyes. Would his makeup be ruined? He imagined his lipstick would be smudged beyond belief. He looked down and saw a thin smear of lipstick coating Ryan’s cock. Then Ryan pushed too hard and Benny gagged, a stream of vomit gushing past his cock and spurting out of his mouth and out beyond his chin. Ryan withdrew his cock. “Sorry, babe.”

He stood up and looked down at his heavily stained blouse. Fuck. That would never clean out, what with all the red wine I’ve been drinking, he thought.

Ryan reached for the toilet roll and pulled off a huge ream. He dabbed at Benny’s chest with the paper, then started massaging Benny’s bra, seemingly oblivious to the sticky mess congealing on his blouse.

Benny looked at Ryan’s slowly deflating cock. He put his hands on his hips and pulled up his leather skirt up his waist. Ryan stared at Benny’s lace thigh-high stocking tops then at his very obvious cock bulge. “That’s hot, babe.” He said, pulling Benny towards him and caring not in the least that he was getting sticky vomit all over the lapels of his sharp business suit and his tie.

Benny put his arms around Ryan’s shoulders, then sat back down on the toilet, his legs spread so that Ryan could see his cock bulge. “I haven’t finished.” He said, and started licking Ryan’s cock with a renewed urgency.

Benny reached down and started rubbing his panties. They were smooth and the nylon was so thin. His penis loved being encased in such sexy material, but now it wanted out, so he slid his left hand into his panties and pulled out his cock and balls. He heard Ryan gasp. “Oh that’s so hot.” He said and tried pushing his own cock deeper into Benny’s mouth. He clamped his lips over his new colleague’s shaft and flicked his tongue around the base of his cock’s head.

“Oh god…” Ryan cried as his body tensed up and he orgasmed hard, clasping the back of Benny’s head in his hands. Ryan moaned and suddenly Benny gagged as a stream of warm sticky fluid shot down his throat.

“First time?” Ryan asked as he bundled more toilet roll out of the holder.

Benny nodded and wiped his mouth with the back of her hand. “First time for that.”

Ryan looked down at Benny’s cock. “I’d love to return the favour sometime.” He reached down and kissed Benny on the lips. “See you in the office on Monday.”

Benny left the wine bar and staggered home. He reckoned he could just about make it without having to pee somewhere.

Fuck.

What had he just done?

Maybe it was the alcohol or the promotion or the fact that it was Friday night and he could finally fucking relax.

What possessed him to suck another man’s cock?

He quickened his pace as he felt his bladder was starting to warn him of imminent danger.

At last he reached his apartment. He fumbled with the lock. Fuck, he was about to explode. At last the door opened and he raced towards the bathroom. Luckily it was the closest room to the front door.

He slid his skirt up and flopped his still fairly erect dick out of his panties. He started to pee and the tell-tale sign of pre-cum mixed with urine flowed out.

Shit.

He had actually been turned on by sucking another man’s cock. A tall black man with a huge penis.

He glanced at himself in the mirror. His lipstick was smeared and his blouse was stained. He was a total fucking whore. Still, he looked pretty hot. Maybe the slutty smeared red lipstick and the cum stained blouse only added to his allure. Maybe he should go out and find more cocks to suck. This city must be full of them, he mused.

He flexed his ankles. Damn, these shoes hurt, he thought. There’s plenty more time to suck cocks, but tonight I just need to lie down and get the fuck to sleep. Tomorrow I’ll do all the soul searching about what the fuck I’ve just done.


Chapter 13: The Elevator

Benny checked his lipstick in the elevator’s mirror. It looked perfect. He was getting good at playing being a woman.

It had been three weeks since he’d throated his colleague Ryan in the toilet of the wine bar. Three weeks of awkward ‘hello’s’ as they passed in the corridor or went to the kitchen to brew a coffee at the same time. Benny had tried to keep a calm exterior but internally he was a mess. He still felt a little revulsion at having sucked on another guy’s cock. And yet Ryan was tall and strong and that cock - that cock was frigging massive. Maybe playing the role of Benita would eventually force Benny out of his own skull. For now Benita was quiet though. Maybe she was mourning the fact she’d found out a couple of days later that Ryan had a boyfriend. He drove a red sports car and was a dentist or something.

Still, something had seemed to spur Ryan on to great success because right now, Benny, Ryan and a few of the team were in a posh London hotel for the launch party of Urban Cookiez. Ryan was on cloud nine as three of the major supermarket chains had already agreed to stock his range.

The elevator stopped at the third floor and Benny took another glance at the mirror. Fuck, he looked super hot in his new ivory silk blouse. It was so sheer he could see almost every detail of his lace bra. As the elevator doors opened Benny overheard two guys talking. “…so anyway, there I was on the Barcelona seafront and this really hot Asian milf is showering completely stark bollock naked. Then this other chick…” The conversation tailed off and Benny shuffled back as two sales type guys in smart suits and carrying designer attache bags stepped into the elevator car.

“Well hello.” The guy with the goatee beard crooned.

Benny gave them a slight nod, and shuffled nervously on his new five inch shiny black platform heels. As the doors closed the clean shaven guy brazenly looked Benny up and down. He leaned forward and touched the hem of Benny’s flouncy black knee length skirt. “Very nice.” He purred. “You remind me of my wife.”

The other guy laughed. “Who’s in Wakefield.”

Clean shaven guy lifted Benny’s skirt a little higher. Benny stood rooted to the spot. Could the guy see his stocking tops? Would he be able to tell if he was wearing a suspender belt? A cold shiver shot down his spine. What if he had malevolent intentions and started calling Benny a raging poofter and beat him up or something?

“Hey Cliff, leave the cutie alone.” The goatee guy barked at his companion.

Cliff withdrew his hand. “Sorry doll. When I see cute things I have to have them.”

Benny smiled nervously, totally clueless about what to say in reply. Since crossdressing on a regular basis he’d developed a whole back catalogue of witty put-downs, but somehow none of them seemed appropriate for the claustrophobic confines of a hotel elevator.

The elevator stopped at the seventh floor. “My floor.” Benny mouthed, the words barely audible above the background noise.

Cliff stepped in front of Benny. “How about you come look at our penthouse suite?”

Benny looked at the open doors. If he went back to his room he could watch some boring crap on the television, or paint his toenails, or…

He stood motionless as he watched the elevator doors slide shut. A surge of hormones shot through his body as he realised he could be about to experience something thrilling.

The elevator reached the top floor and the doors slid open. The two men casually walked out and Benny followed them down the corridor, tottering on his heels.

The two men paused at a large ornate door. Cliff slid the card in the door slot and pushed the door open and turned to Benny. “Come in.”

Benny followed Cliff into the room and his eyes widened as he saw the size of the hotel suite. “Wow it’s so big.”

The man behind him laughed. “Wait till you see mine!”

Benny hung his handbag on the black and silver designer hat stand and walked over to the large L shaped sofa. He caressed the tutti-frutti pinstriped upholstery of the back of the sofa. “I need one of these for my apartment, but it would take up all of the lounge and most of the bedroom too.”

Cliff hung his business jacket on the hat stand and walked over to the cocktail cabinet. “Can I fix you a drink?”

Benny nodded. “A gin and tonic would be good. Though I don’t usually drink in the afternoon.”

The other guy walked over to Benny. “We don’t usually either but we’ve just sealed a major deal.”

“What do you do?” Benny asked.

“We make sex dolls.”

Benny’s eyes widened. “Really?”

“Yeah, we found people were worried about the time it took to deliver them from China so we started importing them in bulk. Then we did the math and realised that we could make them cheaper in our native Wakefield. I’m Luca by the way.”

“As in no ‘s’?” Benny asked.

Luca chuckled. “Yeah, you got it in one.”

Cliff picked up a silver tray with three gin and tonics in tumblers and carried it over to the glass coffee table in front of the sofa. He motioned for Benny to sit. Benny walked around the edge of the sofa. “Huh, this shag pile’s kind of hard to walk on.” He cursed as his heels dug into the pewter coloured rug.

“Watch this.” Cliff said as he picked up a white remote control unit with around a dozen different buttons on it. He pressed one of the buttons and the white floor to ceiling blinds on the opposite wall started to be pulled back.

“Wow!” Benny exclaimed as London’s iconic skyline came into view. “You must have to sell a lot of sex dolls to be able to afford a room like this.”

Luca laughed. “We just came down to meet some celebrities. We found a gap in the market. British guys aren’t that keen on dolls modelled on American porn stars. They prefer girl next door types.” He took a gin and tonic off the table.

“Make sure you use a table mat.” Cliff chided him, then took a drink for himself.

Benny took the last remaining drink.

“Cheers.” Luca and Cliff said almost in unison. Benny noticed that Cliff’s eyes were mostly on his 15 denier black stocking clad legs rather than on his associate or Benny’s face.

Cliff reached over to the table again and picked up a blue folder then passed it to Benny. “Take a look.”

Benny carefully placed his tumbler on the table and opened the folder. “She’s pretty.” He said as he studied the very attractive busty blonde girl reclining on a red satin bed sheet. He leaned forward for a better look. “Wow, she’s a doll?”

Luca chuckled. “Yeah, our latest generation of love doll. We’re expanding the range to include dolls based on some reality TV starlets.”

Benny brushed the girl’s long flowing blonde hair with his fingers and wished his own blonde locks could be natural. “Don’t they have a short shelf-life? I mean, I’m in cakes so I’m always thinking about that.”

Luca took a long swig of his gin and tonic. “We find that guys who are into specific girls tend to like them forever. I mean look at how many Page 3 girls still have a devoted following.”

Cliff sidled over to Benny. “Love dolls are alright of course, but they’re no substitute for a real doll.”

Benny blushed.

Cliff reached out with his right hand and took Benny’s tumbler out of his hand. He placed it on the table, then took hold of Benny’s hand with a firm grip. “Let’s see what a real doll can do, shall we?”


Chapter 14: The Fuck Doll

Benny looked down at his stocking clad legs. His legs were silky smooth and the nylon glistened in the late afternoon sun flooding in from the floor to ceiling windows. Surely he could outperform any silicone fuck doll?

He stood up and stretched his calve muscles. As he did so, he let out a shriek as Cliff patted him firmly on the backside then pushed him in the direction of the master bedroom.

Luca stood and started unfastening his tie. “Let’s see if three really is a crowd.” He boomed, following Benny and Cliff through the double doors and into the sumptuous master bedroom.

Benny gazed at the bedroom. It was freaking big - bigger than his entire apartment in fact. He thought the achingly hip modern functional furniture wouldn’t be to Ryan’s liking, but Benny just thought how much easier it would be to dust it all.

“What do you think?” Cliff asked Benny.

“It’s uh, big.” Benny replied, still looking around trying to take it all in. “Is that a king sized bed?”

Luca sidled up to Benny and stroked his long blonde wig’s hair. “It’s bigger than a regular. It’s a California King. We might hire this room again for a doll photo shoot.” Luca’s busy hands worked their way down to Benny’s right side. A shiver of pleasure coursed through his body as Luca ran his manly fingers down the side of his blouse.

“Nice blouse.” Luca remarked. He turned to Cliff. “We should do more office lady type shoots of our dolls.”

“Less talk, more action.” Cliff replied in a gruff voice and Benny squealed with girly delight as Cliff scooped him off the floor and carted him over to the enormous bed. Benny flailed around but Cliff was tall and strong and Benny turned his head sideways in pure helplessness. Cliff squeezed Benny’s ass and Benny felt a thumb press into his buttocks, just a few millimetres from his tucked in cock.

Benny gazed up at Cliff’s face which was showing a mischievous smile. Suddenly he threw Benny onto the bed. Benny went crashing onto the mattress, and he was grateful that it was an order of magnitude softer than his own beat up mattress which in all truth belonged in a dumpster.

“Is that a way to treat a lady?” Luca asked, and bounded over to the bed.

Benny sat up and glided his palms along on the sumptuous duvet. “Is this Egyptian cotton?” He asked.

Luca and Cliff both shrugged. Benny ran his hands along the duvet. “I only know cakes. Oh, and cookies.”

Luca bent down by Benny’s ankles that were dangling over the edge of the bed. He started stroking Benny’s stocking-clad shins. “I like this material more.” He purred.

Cliff laughed. “Are you a stocking fetishist now then?”

Luca ran the back of his right hand down towards Benny’s right ankle. “Maybe. We should do more lingerie shoots with our dolls, don’t you think?”

“Enough with the ideas already.“ Cliff sat on the bed beside Benny. Benny sat up and neatly pressed his dress down.

Cliff turned to Benny. “Are you into lingerie, doll?” Benny licked his lips as Cliff hitched up his skirt and peeped beneath the silky polyester material of Benny’s skirt.

“Oooo, you’re actually wearing stockings!” Cliff said in the tone of a guy who’d just found the porno channels on a hotel TV.

Benny climbed back onto the bed then crawled onto all fours. Both guys took that as an invitation to make a major move. Cliff clambered after him then caught up and hoisted Benny’s skirt over his hips.

“Nice panties.” Cliff remarked as Benny’s crisp white lace panties were revealed.

Cliff extended his hands and rubbed them over the smooth material. “Oh you’re wearing your panties over your suspenders. You’re a naughty girl.”

Benny looked over his shoulder as Luca started peeling his shirt off.

Cliff’s right hand moved over Benny’s ass crack then disappeared between Benny’s legs.

“Oh, what have we here?” Cliff asked, as his hand made contact with Benny’s ball sack. Benny squirmed with delight then flipped over and hitched his skirt up even higher. Maybe the hunky guys could now catch a glimpse of his new belly piercing.

Luca tossed his shirt over the edge of the bed and started unbuckling his belt.

Benny looked over and watched as Luca pushed his trousers down his legs followed by his midnight blue silk boxer shorts.

“Oooo, they’re a bit fancy aren’t they?” Remarked Cliff.

Benny felt super empowered that Luca’s cock was already stiffening in the anticipation of what was to come. His glistening head was already peeking out of the foreskin. Benny switched his gaze to what was happening to his own panties. Now Cliff was pulling Benny’s panties down and his own cock was on the verge of being revealed. Cliff rubbed Benny’s crotch and Benny squirmed as Cliff’s stubby fingers found a tickish zone. “You’re nicely manicured.” Cliff remarked, running his fingers down Benny’s neat landing strip.

Benny lay transfixed as Cliff clamped a strong manly hand around his cock and started stroking it. Then Luca sidled over to where Benny’s head was laying and started playing with Luca’s hair.

“You know it’s a wig?” Benny asked, moaning involuntarily as Cliff rubbed his rock hard penis exactly the right way.

Luca nodded. “Sure it’s a wig, we import thousands of them for our dolls.” He flicked Benny’s blonde locks one more time then put a hand under Benny’s head and hoisted it towards his swollen member.

“I’ve always wanted to try this.” Cliff announced, then bent over and pushed his lips over Benny’s throbbing member. At the same time, Luca pushed his cock into Benny’s mouth. “Show my mate how it’s done, doll.” He chirped.

Benny edged his tongue around Luca’s cock. It tasted different to Ryan’s. It was saltier and sweeter too. Luca seemed even more experienced than Ryan, and he wondered how many doll ‘models’ had to audition for the duo. Or maybe at night when the workers had long gone from the factory, the two friends fucked the living daylights out of the factory’s latest fuck toys.

Benny moaned and writhed in pleasure as Cliff’s tongue darted around his stiff member. He hadn’t masturbated for several days and right now could barely hold in his man load. Cliff sensed that Benny was moving closer orgasm and he sat upright, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Uh, that’s so good.” He said, smiling at the sight of Benny sucking his friend’s dick like a pro. “By the way, is this gay?” Cliff asked Luca.

Cliff withdrew his own cock from Benny’s mouth and looked at his friend. “Nah, only if our cocks touch apparently. And just think of this girl as the human equivalent of The Nancy.”

Benny sat up and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. He noticed his lipstick had smeared and he probably looked like a total whore by now. “The Nancy?”

Luca tussled Benny’s hair. “He’s talking about our doll with the removable penis. She’s the ideal doll for guys who are into girls but have an occasional urge to suck dick.”

Cliff reached out and started fondling Benny’s cleanly shaven ball sack. “Have you ever thought of, you know, having a sex change?”

Benny looked down at his swollen member and grimaced. “I don’t think I could ever do without my, you know, thing.”

Luca put a firm hand on the back of Benny’s head and pushed his throbbing cock into Benny’s mouth. Benny started sucking like the champion pro whore that he was. Luca pushed deeper and Benny was grateful for all the practice he’d got sucking on the 7 inch dildo he’d got in the High Street’s saucy gear shop. He momentarily blushed when he remembered the cute shop assistant had told Benny that the dildo was way better than her own boyfriend’s cock.

Luca’s penis was pretty awesome though, and he knew exactly what to do with it. Benny felt tears welling up in his eyes and was sure his mascara would be dribbling down his cheeks by now.

As Luca continued to thrust he could feel Cliff’s mouth clamping down over his own cock and a big strong hand massaging his inner thighs. The fingers probed his shaven balls, then the rough bit between his ball sack and ass where he’d had that shaving accident in the bathroom a few days ago.

He almost gagged as Luca pushed a little too hard. “Mwwwwaaa.” He gurgled, then Luca’s body spasmed as he shot a load of creamy goo all over the back of Benny’s throat. He gagged, and as Luca withdrew his cock Benny coughed out spittle and cum and maybe a little vomit too.

“Ugh, agh…” Benny spluttered.

“You good?” Luca asked, holding his fingers against his head as if he’d just had the most mind blowing orgasm of his life.

Cliff sat up and wiped his chin. “Huh, you came first then?” He sidled over to Benny who was now propped up on the bed unsure of what to do next.

“Have another load, fuck doll.” Cliff barked, and started pumping his own cock for all it was worth. After a minute he aimed his cock directly at Benny’s face, then orgasmed, shooting a load of cum all over Benny’s face. Benny winced as some cum hit his fake eyelashes, then he smiled sweetly and remembered to stay in the character of the slutty fuck doll he was.

Cliff slumped on the bed. “Fuck that was good.”

Luca laughed in agreement. “You’re a hundred times better than our fuck dolls. Uh, don’t tell our customers though.”

Benny stared up at the ceiling, basking in post-coital afterglow. “You got any food?”

Cliff laughed. “Cigarettes would be better but fuck this non-smoking in rooms policy.” He slid off the bed and walked into the living room. He returned clutching his attache case. “Hey, I just remembered.” He said as he fumbled around in the case. “Some dude downstairs gave me a couple of packs of cookies.”

Benny grimaced. “I’ve had enough of those to last a lifetime.” He looked over at Luca, who was still stroking his own cock.

“You wanna go again? You could eat some more of my man juice.”

Benny nodded and licked his lips. “It’d be better than those fucking cookies any day of the week.”


Chapter 15: Epilogue

Benita tottered around the supermarket in her new vertiginous wedges, filling her basket with the luxuries she’d not been able to afford for so long.

Out of the corner of her eye she caught sight of a guy pretending to compare products at the gluten-free section. Really Benita knew he was hoping her skirt would ride up another half an inch so he could catch a glimpse of her sheer stocking tops.

She rounded the cakes aisle and chuckled as she spotted so many of her company’s products lining the shelves. She laughed as she spotted the cake range that had pretty much been her idea. Nick had to eat humble pie, and a fuck tonne of jelly beans at last year’s launch party because the limited edition National Jelly Bean Day products were flying off the shelves.

She hoped that the range for next month’s National Eat What You Want Day would prove even more popular with the many shoppers who gave zero fucks about calories or 5 portions of fruit or veg a day or saturated fats. Just as she gave zero fucks about what anyone thought of what she looked like or wore. She was Benita the Senior Product Manager who lived in a swanky penthouse apartment with its walk in wardrobe and bedroom with panoramic views that blew the mind of anyone who she cared to take back there and use as her own personal fuck toy.


By the Same Author
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The Gradual Feminization of Professor Sissy

The mostly female students of The Asian Fashion College love designing and wearing sexy outfits. They’ll attempt to feminize anyone who dares enter the university’s gates. When a cute new foreign professor arrives from England, they have him firmly in their sights. This is an erotic series for guys (and girls) who love crossdressing or are curious about what it would be like to put on a pair of panties, a skirt and some killer heels.

My eyes kept wandering over to where I’d left the plaid skirt on the computer’s desk.

I couldn’t… Could I? Should I?

I guessed there was no harm in trying it on.

And panties too - I’d try the pair of panties Candy had delivered to me.

I flicked the white lace that was attached to the waistband and ran all the way round the panties. They were so pretty.

Why weren’t guys’ briefs ever this awesome?
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Hot Ladyboy Tales: My Shemale Wife’s Seaside Misadventure

Ryan adores his new ladyboy wife Pancake. She’s super hot, extremely passable but prone to getting into sticky situations. For their second wedding anniversary he takes her to a small English seaside town. She can’t stop showing off her tight little bod to the local voyeurs. But when a trip to the beach almost ends in catastrophe, Ryan decides his errant wife needs to be taught a lesson…

I sauntered up the hill to the guesthouse, stopping en route to buy a few beers in the local store.

A few passers by looked at me as I cursed an endless stream of obscenities under my breath. Maybe I was wrong to bring Pancake to England. Maybe I should have found a job in Bangkok. I could have taught English, or maybe poured my considerable savings into opening a ladyboy bar or something.

There was nobody on reception so I quietly made my way up the carpeted stairs to our room. I put the crate of beer down on the TV table and flung the bag of beach stuff on the floor next to the hat stand.

I kicked my shoes off and walked over to the window. I cursed as I trod on one of my wife’s many pairs of heels.

I chuckled. Only a ladyboy would bring four pairs of heels away for a short getaway.

My phone pinged. It was a message from Pancake…
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His First Time in a Bikini

David’s fantasy is to buy a bikini and sunbathe on a public beach. So he hires a personal shopper to guide him through the process of choosing a hot little number that will get him noticed. Then it’s off to the beauty salon to transform himself into his inner blonde. When he eventually acts out his fantasy, things get really wild…

The water felt so good that I started wading further out. When there seemed to be a lull in the waves I ducked down and immersed myself up to my chest.

I looked down. My bikini tops were now saturated.

I turned and saw a couple of ladies were paddling on the shoreline. They were between me and my towel. Did they realise I was a guy?

I wondered what I should do. I stood frozen to the spot.

They made my decision for me. They started wading out, playfully splashing each other. One girl was wearing a white one piece swimsuit. I wondered if it was as sheer as mine was. The other was wearing a red two piece with a really high leg and a twisting halter top.

The ladies kept on bobbing up and down in the surf. Now I knew they were heading straight for me.

[image: ]

Straight to Video

This is the 3rd adventure in an erotic series for guys who love crossdressing, have a clothes fetish or are just curious about what it’s like to put on a pair of heels or more. Our hero(ine) is asked to direct a retro style adult Asian movie. Will it be a huge hit or go straight to video?
I took off my t shirt then slid down my trousers. I’d shaved my legs the night before so they were deliciously smooth.

I put on the black g-string and matching bra. Too bad the original actor had dropped out, I thought, guys who aren’t into crossdressing are missing out on one of life’s major pleasures.

I slipped the camouflage print cropped top over my head, then stepped into the matching shorts. Man, they were tight. The other guy must have been a size or two smaller than me.

I looked in the makeshift full length mirror somebody had put in the office. I looked so hot. If I was wearing my usual wig and makeup then I’d be totally passable. Maybe this movie might just be the best one from the production company so far. Perhaps I should switch my detective agency into a movie production company.

But I was getting ahead of myself. Now I had to stop preening in front of a mirror and go become the ultimate femme fatale.

Browse my entire collection of exhibitionism, crossdressing and feminization books here: https://amazon.com/author/cccollette


About the Author

I’m CC Collette. I write steamy tales of feminization, crossdressing and transgenderism (if that’s even a word).

Like Benny I’ve spent a lot of time endlessly applying for jobs I know I’ll never get because they’d rather employ a cuckolded yes-man, or a woman or maybe even a transgender. As to Benny’s humiliating shopping trip, both incidents in the store really happened to me. Thank goodness the Internet makes it so damned easy for crossdressers (and everyone else) to shop in peace!

Check out my Amazon author page for a list of my other titles. If you’re a crossdresser or like reading about straight crossdressers then I can recommend The Crossdressing Detective Series. I’ve also got a few stories of feminization, and there’s a few titles about Asian ladyboys, if you’re into those.


You can also email me at cc@thecczone.com or visit theCCzone.com where you can find story trivia and more.
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