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Chapter 1

I woke up confused and with an achingly full bladder. It took a few seconds to reorient myself.

I was at my mother-in-law’s house. I had come here to drop off a bag of her clothes and ended up embarrassing myself on her doorstep with the type of accident that I was far too old for.

An urgent pang from my bladder alerted me to the fact that it might happen again.

I threw off the covers and rose to my feet. It wasn’t until I had taken a few steps towards the door and glanced at the long dressing mirror to my right that I remembered what I was wearing.

Despite the urgency of my need, I stood there with my mouth slightly open to gawk awkwardly at my reflection. The person staring back at me was nothing like the reflection I was used to seeing. I had a tight pink t-shirt stretching across my upper body and a pair of white cotton panties underneath. The shirt did a very good job of accentuating my hips, and the panties fit snugly onto my bottom.

On a whim, I twisted my torso to bring my backside into view, confirming that my ass looked plump and juicy in those panties, the tiny fabric stretching tightly against my backside.

I might have stood there staring at myself for a lot longer if another urgent signal from my bladder hadn’t made me double over in pain.

Shit, I thought to myself, holding myself with my hands to stop anything from leaking out. I gotta get to a bathroom –  and fast.

I threw open the guest bedroom door and dashed outside, my pee hole begging for release as I clamped down on my cock. It took only a few seconds to run through the hallway to the bathroom, but once there, my heart sank when I realized that the door was locked from the inside.

I knocked on the door, jumping in place where I stood. “Cassandra,” I said, my voice strained. “Are you in there?”

She didn’t reply for the first few seconds. “You really shouldn’t bother people in the bathroom,” she said. “It’s not very polite.”

“I’m sorry.” I doubled over with pain as another strong surge of urgency wracked my body. “It’s an emergency. How much longer are you gonna be in there?”

“A minute,” she replied from inside, the annoyance very clear in her tone. “And don’t you dare ruin my floor. I’m warning you.”

I blushed when she said this, memories of last night flooding back into my mind in vivid detail. That’s what had started all of this, after all. The fact that I hadn’t been able to hold my pee and had ended up wetting myself like a little girl in front of my mother-in-law.

It had led to her dressing me down and putting me in panties. And it had ended with her finger up my bum as I moaned in her grip…

I didn’t even want to think about what Leah would say when she found out what had happened.

Another pang made me writhe in place, my legs crashing against each other as I danced in place with my hands on my crotch. “I don’t want to be a dick, Cassandra,” I said, knocking the door once more. “But this really is an emergency.”
 

“You are such a child,” she said, and then I heard a flushing noise from the other side. A few seconds later, I heard the sound of running water, and that was too much for me.

“Fuck,” I whined as I felt my control loosen in the same way that it had last night. Despite the best efforts of my muscles clamping down, my pee hole loosened, and a stream of pee leaked out. I felt the crotch of my panties getting wet, followed by the palm of my hand, and then finally a small trail snaking its way down my legs.

Just at that moment, the door opened and I bolted inside without wasting another second. I took three long steps toward the toilet, yanked down my panties, planted my ass on the bowl, and let loose.

I had made it – well, sort of.

“Well,” Cassandra said, knocking me out of my trance. She stood in the still-open door of the bathroom with her arms crossed under her chest as she eyed me with half a smile. “It looks like you’ve ruined another pair of my panties.” Her eyes pointed down to my ankles, where the now-wet panties hung between my legs.

I blushed furiously at her, unable to find the words to reply.

“I’m sorry,” I said, staring down at the bathroom floor with flaming cheeks as my stream died down.

“Sorry isn’t going to cut it anymore, Jake,” She said. “I expect you to stick around today and help with the laundry. It’s the least you can do after everything.”

“Yes, ma'am,” I said, my eyes still on the floor and the slightly wet panties between my ankles.

“Good,” she replied. “Now get yourself cleaned up and meet me in the living room.”

Just one problem with that.

“Ummm,” I said, looking back up to meet her disapproving glare.

“Yes?” Cassandra asked. “What is it now?”

“What am I supposed to wear?” I said, looking down at the soiled panties once again to remind her that I was – once again –  in need of some wardrobe assistance.

Cassandra rolled her eyes. “Honestly,” she said, even more annoyed with me now. “I don’t know how Leah manages with you.” She pulled a black pair of panties off from one of the hooks in the door and tossed them to me. “Wear this,” she said. “But clean yourself up before. I don’t want more of my underwear to end up smelling like pee.” With that, she left, leaving me sitting on the toilet with a soiled pair of panties by my ankles and another pair –  which definitely looked worn –  in my hands.

I rose to my feet and stepped out of the wet panties, lifting the black ones Cassandra had just given me closer for inspection. There were some light stains on the crotch, and it smelled mildly of sweat.

“Yep,” I said to myself. “Definitely worn. Probably the ones Cassandra wore to bed last night.”

I looked down at the white pair I had just soiled lying there on the floor, and then back to the black ones in my hand. The idea of putting on my mother-in-law’s worn panties was a little out there –  but it beat wearing wet ones.

And besides, isn’t this what I had been dreaming about?

I shrugged, did as good a job as I could of cleaning up my legs, and then put the new panties on.

One look at the mirror told me that these fit even better than the white ones Cassandra had given me last night when I’d creamed the previous pair. I did a little twirl to bring my ass into view and was pleasantly surprised by how plump it looked. These new panties hemmed off a little shorter, making more of my ass cheeks hang out at the bottom.

A view that was quite appealing.

Appealing enough, in fact, that I started to get hard just looking at it.

“Jaaake.” It was Cassandra calling me from the living room. “How much longer are you going to take? You need help in there?”

I pushed my fast-rising cock down. “That will have to wait,” I said to myself, making my way to the living room.


Chapter 2

The fabric of the panties felt good against my tush as I walked out into the living room. Cassandra was there waiting for me with her hands on her hips. “Took you long enough,” she said. “I thought you had started touching yourself in my panties in there with how long you were taking.”

I blushed at that comment, my cock stirring inside its cotton prison. “No,” I replied, twiddling my thumbs and staring at the floor. “I was just cleaning myself up.”

“I hope you did a good job of that, at least,” Cassandra replied. “I don’t want your pee on any more of my underwear.”

I blushed a little harder this time, choosing not to engage in that particular topic.

“Well, don’t just stand there,” she said. “Did you forget that you have to help me with laundry?”

I kind of had forgotten about that. “I was just wondering,” I said, staring down at my naked legs. “If you could give me a pair of pants to wear? I can’t hang around in just underwear all day, can I?”

Cassandra was already walking towards –  and then past –  me. “Frankly,” she said, stopping just after she’d passed me. “I don’t want to risk you getting any more of my clothes dirty. If you can keep those panties clean for the next few hours, I’ll consider giving you something to wear.”

She slapped my ass then. A big, meaty slap that made me jump and left my cheeks jiggling. “Besides, I quite like how these fit you.”

I could do nothing but follow her with my head bowed.

“Grab that,” Cassandra said, pointing towards the laundry basket in her room. “And follow me to the basement.”

Despite being married to Leah for all this time, I realized I had never once been to the basement in this house.

I quickly realized that I wasn’t missing out on much when the basement ended up being nothing more than a cramped room with an old couch in the middle and a front-loading washing machine in the corner.

“Sort the clothes,” she said, pointing to the basket that I had just carried down here. “Underwear only in the first batch, and then you can do the heavier stuff afterwards.”

I bent down to sort through the laundry basket, suddenly very excited by the prospect of going through all of Cassandra’s dirty underwear. Much of that excitement turned into embarrassment when I found my own boxers from last night in that basket, wet and smelling strongly of urine.

I started putting the underwear into a pile on the floor, taking my sweet time to feel Cassandra’s panties before I put them down.

“Honestly,” she said from the couch where she sat scrolling through her phone. “You do everything so slowly. Sorting underwear isn’t supposed to take this long.” She then paused for a few seconds, and when I glanced back, I saw her raising an eyebrow. “Unless,” she said, climbing to her feet and closing the distance between us.

I had assumed that since I was facing away from Cassandra, she wouldn’t be able to tell how excited touching all these panties had gotten me, but my mother-in-law quickly dispelled that notion when she grabbed me by the shoulders and turned me around.

My hands, entirely on instinct, shot to guard my crotch.

But the grin on Cassandra’s face told me that I hadn’t been fast enough.

“You absolute pervert,” she said, taking my hands and removing them from my crotch.

“You’re getting hard sorting through my dirty underwear. She laughed then, in that shrill and humiliation-inducing voice of hers. “You are unbelievable,” she laughed.

“I’m… uhh… sorry,” I stammered out.

“For what?” She asked, a serious glint of cruelty in her eyes now.

“For…” I looked down at the meagre bulge in my panties. “For this,” I replied, more shame and heat creeping up my neck.

“And what exactly…” Cassandra now put a hand over my bulge, sending a shudder up my spine. “Is this?”

I squirmed where I stood, unable to answer.

“Use your words, Jake,” she said, running her hand up and down over my bulge. “Tell me exactly what you’re sorry for.”

She was so close to me.

I could feel her breath on my neck. Her soft breasts pushing into my chest.

“Go on,” she repeated, slipping her free hand to my back and ga handful of my ass. “Tell me what you’re sorry for.”

“I… I’m sorry for getting hard in your panties,” I replied, getting extremely turned on by those words leaving my lips.

“And?” She kept massaging that bulge in my panties. Kept squeezing my ass behind me.

“And … and I’m sorry for peeing in your panties this morning. I’m sorry for cumming in the ones from last night.”

That last admission must have awakened something in Cassandra because she leaned in to kiss me on the lips as I said it, her hot tongue slipping into my mouth. Her hand –  which had up until then been touching my tush from over the panties –  slipped through the waistband, her skin now making direct contact with mine.

“Mmhm,” I moaned into her mouth as she began to stimulate me from three different angles: The hand on my bulge, the one on my bum, and her tongue against mine.

She used her index and ring finger to push apart my cheeks and slipped her middle finger into my crack. I shuddered, moaning once more into her mouth as she began to run her finger up and down my crack, my asshole already twitching in memory of what it had endured last night.

I have always considered myself a good husband, but I would be lying if I thought of Leah in that moment. The thought did not even cross my mind until much later. In that moment of passion and heat, I simply chose to surrender myself completely into Cassandra’s control.

She pushed up against the wall and used both of her hands to pin my arms above my head, her tongue still swirling around in my mouth. “Do you like that?” She asked, pushing her knee up between my legs to massage my bulge through the panties.

“Mmhmm,” I moaned into her mouth again. 
 

“Well,” she said. “Then you’re gonna love this.”

Cassandra pulled me a little bit closer to herself and then turned me around to pin me against the wall once more. She hooked her finger into the waistband of my panties –  panties that I had already stained a little bit with my precum –  and then pulled down, rolling the fabric down my legs and revealing my tush to her eager eyes. 
 

“Are you ready?” She asked, squatting behind me so that her face was level with my ass.

I nodded in agreement, too hot and bothered to form any words now.

“Good,” she said, and then spread my cheeks apart with her hands, exposing my eager asshole to the stale air in the room. “Can’t wait, can you?” She said, looking at my pulsing asshole now.

I said nothing. She just giggled again.

“You really are a sissy, aren’t you?”

My cheeks flooded with even more warmth. I squirmed against the wall.

“And I’m going to treat you exactly how a sissy should be treated.” She said, and then dove in with her tongue.

I writhed against the wall, throwing my head up and moaning loudly.

With how eager my hole had been with all of her foreplay, she slipped inside easily enough. The wet muscle of her tongue sinking easily into my boy pussy. I thrashed where I stood, the waves of pleasure already threatening to overwhelm me.

“Fuck,” I said, my voice shrill, my legs quivering.

She pressed deeper, expanding my hole and sloshing her tongue around inside me.

Cassandra had fingered me last night, but getting tongued by her was an entirely different experience. She seemed to be very good at it too –  because she had me moaning and thrashing, and squirming like a slut in less than thirty seconds.

She picked up the pace then, moving her head back and forth as her tongue sank in and out of my aching hole. I felt my body grow hotter and hotter with every bob of her head, and about a minute into the whole thing, my entire body flashed red hot.

My vision went white, and the walls of my asshole contracted, squeezing against her tongue as I came. My cock spat forth a sticky offering, staining the wall in front of me. I moaned so loud that I feared the neighbors might have heard, and then I felt myself go limp against the wall, breathing harder than I ever had.

Cassandra rose to her feet slowly, the black panties she had just taken off me in her hand as she kissed me on the back of my head. “Better throw these in the wash as well,” she said, handing me the panties and returning to take her place on the couch. “You seemed to have gotten them a little dirty.”

I leaned against the wall as she took a seat and pulled out her phone once more, my breaths coming hard and long. I looked down at my lower body to confirm that my legs were shaking in the aftermath of that mind-shattering orgasm, a pleasant ache throbbing in my backside as I stood there only wearing a shirt that was too tight for me –  my bottom completely bare. 

And I still had all this laundry to do.


Chapter 3

It wasn’t until the first batch of the laundry was in the washer that Cassandra called out to me again, her voice reminding me of my current state of undress. “Jake,” she said. “Come here and take a seat.” She patted the couch.

I was sure that she had been getting a good view of my tush as I sorted the laundry and then put it in the wash, but I still felt a little self-conscious turning around and showing her my cock. I tried pulling down my shirt to cover my shame, but was quickly reminded of how tight and short the garment was.

So I settled for covering my crotch with my hands and making my way over to the couch. It was made out of some sort of leather, which felt cold against my naked bum as I sat down. “Have you talked to my daughter at all since last night?” She asked, the implication in her question very clear.

“No,” I replied. “Leah doesn’t usually like being bothered on work trips.”

“Good, good,” Cassandra said. “It’s best that we don’t bother her with the details of your little accident last night –  and everything that followed.”

Everything that followed…

“Yes,” I said, meekly. “It’s for the best.” I stared down at my hands in my lap. “But I really should get going now,” I said. “I can’t stay here forever, can I?”

“Your underwear is in there.” Cassandra pointed to the washing machine that even now spun and whirred in the corner of the room. “You have to wait for that to wash and then dry.” She then pointed to the basket that still held over half the laundry. “And your pants are in there,” she said, wrapping her arm around my shoulder and pulling me in closer. “You can’t leave until that’s washed and dried as well.” There was that same almost-cruel smile on her face as she spoke, reminding me once again of the humiliating memory of what I’d done in those pants.”

“But that could take all day,” I said, before looking down at my lap again. “And I can’t sit around without pants all day, can I?”

Now the smile on Cassandra’s face widened. “Oh,” She said. “Is that what this is about? Do you want to try on another pair of my panties?” She laughed lightly as she said this, making me blush once more.

“No,” I quickly blurted out. “That wasn’t what I meant…”

But it kind of had been what I meant, and I wasn’t doing a very convincing job of hiding it either.

“Follow me.” Cassandra was already on her feet and headed for the stairs, her ass swaying behind her as she walked up the steps. If there was one thing that I’d learned over the past twenty or so hours, it was that my mother-in-law was a very determined woman. One way or another, she would get what she wanted.

Cassandra stopped near the top step and glanced back at me. “What are you waiting for?” She said. “Unless you’ve started to enjoy sitting around completely bare bottom.” That got another strong blush out of me, and a second later I was on my feet as well, following my mother-in-law up the stairs with my hands hovering over my cock, my tush jiggling behind me with each step.

Cassandra led me to her bedroom, and I realized that this was the first time I’d been in here. The room looked nothing like how I’d imagined. The rug was pink, the curtains were pinker, and everything else was either some shade of red or –  you guessed it –  pink.

She didn’t wait for me and made straight for her wardrobe, which was a massive thing taking up an entire wall in the room. She slid open the tall doors, revealing racks upon racks of clothes inside.

It became very clear at that moment where my wife got her shopping habits from.

“So,” she said to me. “Do you consider yourself more of a pants or skirt girl?” She asked, winking at me.

It definitely did not escape my notice how she had used the word girl instead of boy, but for some reason that I myself did not understand at the time, I let it slide.

“Umm,” I said. “Pants. I think. I’ve never really worn a skirt.”

“And you’ve never wanted to either?” She said.

I felt a hot rumble near my lower belly as she said this.

“I… I don’t know,” I said. Which was the truth as well.

“Come on,” She said. “Don’t you want to know what it feels like to wear a skirt with a tight-fitting pair of panties?”

The way she said those words made me squirm. My cock stirred to life under the cover of my hands and I began to picture how I would look in a skirt.

“The look on your face tells me that you’re willing to give it a shot,” Cassandra said. She was clearly very excited about this.

“Alright,” I said, taking a few steps closer to where she stood. “After all, it's only until my clothes are out of the wash.”

“Good girl,” Cassandra said, doing a little clap with her hand to show her approval of my decision.

Again, the use of the word ‘girl’ rubbed me in a peculiar kind of way, but I still did not bother correcting her.

Cassandra was digging around in one of the large drawers in the wardrobe now, sifting through more skirts than I had seen in my entire lifetime. There were skirts of all lengths, styles, fabrics, and colors. There were enough in there that she could wear a new one every day and still not have to repeat for a couple of years.

“Colorwise,” she said, still bent at her task as I stood behind her with my hands over my crotch. “What do you feel like?”

“White,” I said, and only when Cassandra turned around to grin at me did I realize that I had answered too quickly.

“Look at you,” she said. “You just can’t wait to get into a skirt, can you?”

My cock stirred some more at that comment, but before it could go any further, Cassandra turned her attention back to the drawer and continued looking. She had already taken out several white skirts and laid them out on the flat surface above the drawer. “And lengthwise?” She asked, her head still turned away from me. “How daring are you feeling today?”

I felt another rush of heat up my neck as I let my mind’s eye wander. A picture formed in my head, one where I was walking down the street in a miniskirt –  just long enough to cover my bum – before an errant gust of wind blew everything up and exposed my tush to the entire street.

“Medium length,” I said, fighting away the images in my head. I might have been excited by the prospect of wearing a skirt, but my confidence hadn’t caught up with my desires just yet.

“Boring,” Cassandra said, picking through the skirts she’d laid out and pulling one out. “But it’s your first time, so I’ll let it slide.” She rose to her feet then, holding up a white cotton skirt that looked like it would reach down to my knees. “What about this one? Do you think it would look good on you?”

The picture was already forming in my head. “Yes,” I nodded my head, which once again delighted Cassandra, who patted my head to show her approval.

“Now all we have to do is find you a top,” she said, before making her way over to the other side of the wardrobe to sift through the hundreds of shirts and blouses she had. Here she spent considerably less time before coming out with two tops.

“Which one do you like better?” She asked.

The one in her right hand was a black shirt that looked about the same size as the one I was wearing right now, and the one in her left was a white button-down shirt, which was slightly bigger in size.

“I … ummm…” It was kind of embarrassing to admit how into this entire process I was getting, but I still found myself going along with it. “I think the skirt will look better if it's worn in contrast, so let’s go with the black one.”

“Good choice,” she said, beaming me a wide smile and walking over to me again. “Hold the skirt in place to see how you look,” she said, turning me around so that I was facing the dressing table mirror.

She stood behind me and held the top over my torso while I took one hand from my crotch, picked up the skirt, and held it over my lower body. My original estimate turned out to be right when the skirt ended just above my kneecap, leaving much of my legs naked.

“What do you think?” Cassandra said, pushing herself closer to me. Close enough that her breasts were squishing against my back, and her pelvis was pushing into the softest part of my bum.

I felt my cock twitch again. This woman had fingered me last night, tongued my asshole less than an hour ago, and even now was turning me on with nothing more than her proximity.

“It looks great,” I said, looking my reflection up and down once more. “What do you think?” I asked, realizing a few seconds later that it was the first time I had asked Cassandra for her opinion.

“It looks cute,” she said, her breath hot on my neck, her thighs pressed firmly into my ass. “But you can’t just put it on like this.”

I turned around to look at her. “Why?” I asked.

“Because,” she replied, putting a hand on the front of my thigh and then running it down my leg until she reached my knee. “There isn’t much, but you still have some body hair. And I don’t want all that hair of yours rubbing against my skirts. Besides, you’ll look much better with all of it shaved off anyway.”

“But–” I began, only to be cut off by a raised finger.

“No buts,” she said, then paused, looked down at my tush, and grabbed a handful. “Except for this one.” She smiled. “There’s shaving cream, a razor, and everything else you might need in the bathroom.” She pointed to the other side of the room, which had a little foyer leading to her en-suite bathroom. “I’ll go look at the laundry,” she said, walking away already. “I expect you to be shaved and showered in no more than thirty minutes.”

And before I could say anything, she was gone.


Chapter 4

I stood in front of the mirror, completely naked, with a razor in my hand. And when I say naked, I’m not talking only about my clothes. That kind of naked I had been before –  but this… this was different.

I had spent the last thirty minutes shaving away all of my body hair, and the person that stared back at me from the mirror now was almost unrecognizable.

I had never had a lot of body hair to begin with, so I couldn’t have imagined how big of an impact it would have on my appearance. I had started with my legs, and once they were smooth and hairless, I realized that they looked much more slender and feminine than even my wife’s legs.

They were supple near my thighs and then long and slender further down.

I twisted my torso to bring my ass into view, which now looked plumper and firmer without the meager patches of hair on it. Just the thought of wrapping this ass in a tight pair of panties was making my cock twitch.

My upper body had changed drastically as well –  which was something that I hadn’t been expecting. When I had removed the hair from my stomach and chest, my proportions  –  or at least their perception –  had completely morphed. My tummy looked smoother and flatter now: totally like a girl’s, and whilst my waist looked narrower, the curve of my hips ended up looking more pronounced.

Even my chest looked more feminine now. It was smooth and hairless and had a definite curve to it, even if it wasn’t too prominent. My nipples, which had always been a nice deep red, now stood out better against the pale of my skin.

I spent a few minutes just twisting and turning my body to take in the sights of myself. For a brief moment, I considered jerking off while I stared at my own reflection, but the fear of being found out by Cassandra convinced me otherwise.

I put down the razor, stepped into the shower, and began to clean myself.

Cassandra had a lot of hair and body products in the shower, which I used generously. I used her citrusy shampoo to rinse out my hair, her lavender body wash to clean myself, and some expensive-looking conditioner to finish everything off.

Two towels were hanging in the bathroom: one pink and one white.

I used the white one to dry myself off and then wrapped the pink one around my body.

But I didn’t wrap it in the way that I would usually do at home. I wrapped it like a woman would, the top fastened just above my chest, and the bottom hemming off near my upper thighs. I don’t know why I even bothered putting a towel on when I had been walking around half-naked all day, but it felt like the right way to do it at the time.

I only realize looking back now, that the gradual process of my transformation had well and truly begun back then.

When I returned to the room, Cassandra was sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting for me. She looked up when she heard me exiting the bathroom, and her lips curled into a smile when she realized how I’d chosen to wrap the towel.

“You look great,” she said, climbing to her feet and walking over to where I stood. She put her hands on my shoulders and began guiding me to her dressing table. “And you smell great, too.”

My insides warmed a little bit from that comment. Cassandra’s behavior had always been cruel towards me, but I was realizing that if I took the initiative to do what she was expecting, she would end up being nice to me.

“Alright,” she said, stopping in front of the dresser so that our reflections stared back at us. “Let’s see how you look.”

It took me a few seconds to realize that she was expecting me to take off the towel.

“Right here?” I asked, a bit of color rising to my face.

“Where else, silly?” She said, before leaning in close behind me and whispering in my ear. “Besides, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.” She slapped my ass through the towel as she said this, sending more hot currents swirling through my body.

I shut my eyes and took a few more seconds to build up the courage before I undid the knot at the front that was holding the towel up. It fell down my body, rushing across my skin until it came to rest in a pile near my feet, leaving me completely in the nude.

When I opened my eyes again, the first thing I noticed was how wide Cassandra’s smile had gotten behind me.

“This is great,” she said, taking a few steps back and staring at my completely naked body. “You clean up nice.” She put a hand on my collarbone and then ran it down the side of my torso, taking in the feeling of my smooth body. She ran that hand down until she reached my ass, and then cupped one cheek with considerable force. “And your tush,” she said. “It looks much plumper now.” She gave me a good squeeze down there, which made more heat swirl inside me.

She walked to my front slowly, her eyes drinking every single inch of my completely exposed body. “The curves,” she said, standing in front of me now, both her hands placed on the flare of my hips. “It was hard to tell you even had any with the body hair.” Her eyes shifted upwards, coming to rest on my chest. She smiled then, running her hands up and grabbing my hardening nipples between her fingers and thumbs. “The chest could be better,” she said. “But we can work with this.”

She did another round before coming to rest behind me, where she grabbed my ass once again –  this time with both hands. “Alright,” she said. “Let’s get to work then.” She retreated to the bed near where she had been sitting when I came out of the bathroom and picked up two articles of clothing before making her way back to me.

“While you were busy showering,” she said, holding up a pair of purple panties. “I took the time to sort out your underwear situation. Put these on.” She handed me the panties. They felt lightweight and breathable. I held them up close to my face to examine the lacy pattern running through the fabric and surmised that these weren’t casual panties.

They screamed ‘special occasion’.’ What that special occasion might be in my case, I was yet to find out.

“I know you like showing off your tush,” she said, slapping my ass to drive home the point. “But I haven’t got all day.”

“I like the color,” I said, leaning over and stepping into the panties. They felt good rushing up my now-shaven legs, but they felt even better when they pressed up against my cock and balls. I pulled them up a little further, securing them around my tush and snapping the waistband in place.

“And now for the bra.” Cassandra handed me a white one. “It’s one of Leah’s from a while ago,” she said. “It has some padding on the inside to give you more shape.”

It should have felt weird putting on my wife’s old brassiere –  but for some reason it didn’t. It felt like the most natural thing in the world as I slid it into place and secured the hooks behind me, the small cups feeling great against my chest.

“How do you feel?” Cassandra asked, prompting me to turn to the mirror and survey my reflection.

I am not joking when I say that I gasped at what I saw.

If my reflection after shaving had seemed like a different person than this time it looked like an entirely different species. The panties fit snugly across my front, my cock making the tiniest bulge at the bottom. In fact, if one didn’t know any better, that bulge would look perfectly like a pussy bulge a woman would have inside her panties.

I ran my hands up my torso and grabbed my ‘breasts’ –  which were nothing more than a bit of foam on the inside of the bra. But again, it looked very real. Staring back at me from the mirror was a sexy young woman with wet blonde hair, standing there in nothing but her panties.

Was it really this easy? Did you only really need a pair of panties, a bra, and a shaving razor to transform yourself so seamlessly?

“I feel great,” I finally said, replying to the question Cassandra had asked me over half a minute ago.

“With this.” She handed me the skirt and blouse now. “You’ll feel even better.”

The skirt fit exactly as I had imagined it would, tight around my ass but hemming off above my knees. It wasn’t an obscenely short length, but it wasn’t exactly modest either. The top slid onto my body like it was made for it, the tight, stretchy fabric moulding itself around the real curves of my hips and the fake ones around my chest.

I looked at myself in the mirror and saw a very attractive young woman dressed in fashionable clothing staring back at me.

It was, honestly, surreal.

“What next?” I asked, turning to face Cassandra, my cock now pulsing inside my panties.

“Next,” she said. “We’ll do your hair and makeup. But we have to be quick; my guests should be arriving soon.”

“Guests?” I asked, my heart skipping a beat. “What guests?”

“Didn’t I tell you?” Cassandra smiled at me, already going through the dressing table to pull out makeup items. “I’m having some friends over for brunch.”

This day was about to get a lot more complicated.

To be continued.
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