

Luna Sage

Feminized at the Massage Clinic


Copyright © 2020 by Luna Sage

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

1. Chapter One
2. Chapter Two
3. Chapter Three
4. Chapter Four
5. Chapter Five
6. Chapter Six
7. Chapter Seven
8. Chapter Eight
About the Author
Also by Luna Sage



1




Chapter One

In the summer of my sophomore year at college, I got a job through a temp agency. I needed money for some of the more expensive textbooks that I would be studying next semester and I had plenty of time to kill anyway.

I’d never had a real job before, just odd jobs or babysitting for my parent’s friends so I wasn’t sure what to expect. Working as a receptionist had never really occurred to me but when it was the first position that was offered to me I didn’t think twice. The pay was good, the hours were flexible and it sounded like a pretty easy gig to me: all I’d have to do would be to sit behind a desk, check people in, and receive payments from them. And with only one client every hour or so I’d have plenty of time to just chill behind by myself. It did strike me as a little odd that a massage clinic would hire a man to be the receptionist but I didn’t think too much of it at the time.

Perhaps I should have.

Most people had their massages covered through their health insurance so a fair bit of the time I didn’t even have to worry about the payments – I would simply put on my best smile and wave the customers through to the massage rooms if they were ready for Valarie, the massage therapist. The hardest thing I had to do was to make sure that the bathrooms didn’t run out of toilet paper, and even that the janitor would usually take care of, leaving me largely undisturbed.

Not to mention that the pay was pretty good too. I was making nineteen bucks an hour while a lot of my friends from college were working retail or construction jobs making half my hourly wage. So there was definitely nothing to complain about. Most days I would just sit behind the counter and read a book while the customers got their massages in the back room.

Perhaps the only disappointing thing about the entire experience was that there weren’t very many women around. I’d been to a few massage parlors in my life and I’d always seen a lot of hot chicks frequenting these places. I’d, rather naively, expected to see babes stripped down, covered in oil, and ready for their massages. I’d even fantasized about being in the same room as these women as they laid down, fully naked, for their massages – but no such luck.

For some inexplicably strange reason, most of Valarie’s clientele was male. This probably had something to do with the fact Valarie was rather attractive herself. She was in her late thirties or early forties but still had a smoking hot figure. A fair bit of cleavage would be on display whenever she came to work in one of her buttoned-down blouses and she left her long, blonde hair untied. I could only imagine that it must have felt heavenly when this bombshell of a woman would let her hair swish past your naked back as she worked to release the tension in your muscles.

Maybe it wasn’t strange that she had an all male client roster.

As bummed as I was that I didn’t get to see throngs of beautiful women frequenting the clinic, it was more than made up by the fact that I got to see and hang out with Valarie all day. I’d stare at her every chance I got: stealing looks when she was washing the oil off her hands after a massage, or preparing her materials for the next assignment. She must have been really good at her job too, since most of her customers were regulars that came by for weekly – and sometimes even daily – massages.

All things considered, it seemed like the perfect job for someone like me – that is, until the boredom started to kick in. Most of my time was spent alone at the reception desk with that same ear-wrenching spa jingle being played in my ears. The computer at the place was secured by special software that didn’t allow for anything other than its intended purpose i.e managing bookings. I tried reading for longer hours but I was getting burned out because of all the sitting and waiting I had to do. Once or twice I tried talking with the customers in the waiting area but they weren’t very responsive. It became clear to me that people weren’t interested in small talk before going in for a massage. Instead, they’d rather sit there in total silence and stare at the walls while listening to the same repetitive spa music every time.

There was almost always a client booked for a double slot after lunch. This meant that for Valarie’s hour off for lunch and the two-hour slot afterward there was absolutely nothing to do, not even any other customers in the waiting area. Sometimes people would ring up the phone to make an appointment but that was as exciting as it got.

One such afternoon, where the world stood still and there was nothing for me to do, I decided to explore the clinic. I looked through the drawers, cupboards, and even the janitorial closet. I wasn’t looking for anything specific, just wandering around to find something to do, anything would be better than this unending boredom. Valarie was busy with the recurring two-hour session and she wasn’t likely to come out of the massage room anytime soon, so I decided to have a look around her office.

I was more than a little scared as I opened the door and stepped inside. Again, it wasn’t like I was here to steal anything or in hopes of finding something specific. I simply did it on a whim. I saw her change of clothes folded neatly beside her desk. In one of the cabinets I found a stack of her tight little blouses and skirts that she used to wear whilst she was giving massages. Other than that there was some paperwork and some stationery in the office, nothing too exciting or uncommon. That was until I opened the bottom drawer of her desk and found a collection of sex toys.

A multitude of dildos and vibrators lay sprawled out at the bottom of the drawer, with items of every shape, size, and texture available.

My heart rose to my throat.

On some of the slower days, Valarie would lock the door of her office and work on some “paperwork”. Or so she claimed. I had assumed that she simply preferred to work in silence and solitude but this new discovery made me realize that I’d been wrong. She had been playing with these sex toys under the guise of “paperwork” right here in her office.

She’d been getting herself off.

Images of Valarie leaning back in her chair, back arched and legs spread wide, long red dildo slipping between her tight, wet pussy, flashed into my mind. Several of the dildos looked massive enough to not be able to fit into her body and even more had strange ridges and markings that looked painful to insert. My imagination ran wild and I felt myself getting hard.

But before I could get too carried away, better sense prevailed. I closed the drawer slowly and silently, put everything into the same place that I’d found it in and slowly slipped out of the office. I did make a small stop in the toilets, wanking one out to the vivid mental-imagery of Valarie pleasuring herself with those sex toys. But the image persisted in my mind even after I’d gotten myself off.

After Valarie was done with her client and slipped back into her office I entertained unrealistic scenarios of accidentally entering her room and somehow catching her with her pants down. Maybe catch her with a dildo up her snatch. I found myself getting hard again just thinking about it, but I did nothing. I sat there in silence imagining in my head what would be taking place behind those closed doors.
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Chapter Two

The phone rang about half an hour later and it was a customer who wanted to speak to Valarie. But Valarie was still in her office, door closed and busy with her “paperwork”. Ideally, I should have gotten up and knocked at her door. Let her know that there was a call for her and wait for her to come out– only I didn’t. In my reluctance to disturb Valarie I did something much stupider: I pretended to be her.

“Hello, this is Valarie Barr. How may I help you?” My heart thumped loudly in my chest as I did my best to imitate a woman’s voice. Surprisingly enough, it was pretty convincing. I’d been told my entire life that I sounded more like a woman than a man, and just speaking a little softer than usual made me sound completely like a woman. The guy said that he was only calling to thank me for yesterday’s session and that he’d definitely be back in a week or two.

“It was my pleasure,” I used the same voice. “Goodbye now.” As soon as I put the phone down I felt a rush, the fact that I’d convinced a man who knew Valarie that I was her was shocking and a little bit fun, although I couldn’t quite put my finger on the reason why.

Valarie’s last client for the day showed up after I hung up the phone and I waved him through to the massage room and then I was done for the day. I spent the entire evening and most of the night thinking about Valarie’s drawer full of sex toys, enough fantasies springing up to keep my mind occupied until I fell asleep. And so it wasn’t until the next morning that I realized that I’d fucked up. Immediately after the phone call where I’d pretended to be Valarie I’d gotten calls from two more customers and I’d booked them both for the same slot. I’d even put it down on the schedule somehow which I was now looking at with dread rising to my throat.

In my panic, I tried to call one of the clients to somehow reschedule the appointment but he didn’t pick up. I recalled him saying something about coming directly from work so there was a good chance that I wouldn’t be able to get a hang of him.

I panicked as the first client for the day came in and I kept panicking as he left and the second one came. I tried to reach him again but with no luck. My mind kept going in circles: I’d remind myself that I’d fucked up really badly and then I’d try to somehow find a solution only to cycle back to the beginning i.e remembering how huge of a mistake I’d made. By the time the client showed up, I’d decided to come clean and tell him that I’d made a mistake. Perhaps offer to pay for his massage at the next available slot and be done with it. But I didn’t. I fucked up again.

When I saw him for the first time my heart stopped. He was big and he was ripped. He stood at about six and a half feet and had the build of a professional bodybuilder. My mind reeled as I thought of what to say, how to let down this terrifyingly large man. But the only thing I said was, “Welcome to Valarie’s, I’ll show you to the room.” And I showed him to the spare massage room, the one we only used if there was some cleaning required with the first one.

“Please get comfortable,” I said. “The massage therapist will be with you soon.” Even when I knew she wouldn’t. Valarie was still busy with her other job and would be for more than an hour still. There was no way she’d have enough time to get done with the first client and then massage this man. I closed the door behind me as I left, my mind still reeling.

My heart was beating loudly in my chest and I could feel my gut turning. What was I gonna do? Why hadn’t I simply told the man about the mix-up? I’d dug myself deeper by leading him into the room and asking him to get undressed. I was completely out of options. Valarie would have forgiven my first mistake – after all, it was just a mix-up. But I couldn’t believe she would forgive this one. Since as soon as I told this customer that he wouldn’t be getting a massage he would never come back to this place. What would I do?

Out of both time and options I simply decided to do the only sane thing: tell him about the mix-up. He’d make a commotion no doubt, and he’d ask to speak with Valarie which would most likely result in me getting fired, but there was nothing else to do. So I sucked in a mouthful of air and knocked on the door, letting myself in gently when there was no response.

I found him already undressed and lying facedown on the massage table, the middle part of his body covered by a thin white blanket. He wasn’t looking at me, he probably hadn’t even heard me enter over the music in the room. In the end, I couldn’t bring myself to tell him that I’d fucked up, I couldn’t bring myself to let him down. Instead, I used my feminine voice again.

“I’ll be right with you,” I said, heart racing.

“I can’t wait.” He didn’t even lift his face to look at me as he answered, fooled by my Valarie impression.

Again I found myself in the hallway, somehow in a worse position than before. I’d gone in there to come clean, to tell him that he wouldn’t be getting a massage today. Instead, I’d told him that I’d be with him shortly, in my Valarie voice no less. I was beyond screwed.

That was when the idea first came to me. It was ridiculous I admit, but it didn’t seem so at the time. I knew where Valarie kept her outfits. I knew where the oils and other supplies were stocked. And I’d gotten a massage or two before – so I believed I could give this man one as well. All I had to do was ask him where the tightness or pain was and then rub the general area as best as I could. It wouldn’t be that hard, would it?

Less than a minute later I was in Valarie’s office getting undressed as quickly as I could. This entire thing was absolutely insane but I had no choice but to go through with it now.

He was a first time client, as I’d surmised from our talk on the phone, and so he’d never seen Valarie before. And he’d already been convinced by my feminine voice so it made sense that I could fool him further. The lights in the room were already very dim and I could turn them off completely for the massage, surely he wouldn’t complain about that. With enough luck I’d do the whole thing with him facing down, so he wouldn’t ever have to look at my face.

As I self rationalized this entire thing started to look like a better idea. I slipped on one of Valarie’s tiny skirts, and one of her tight blouses. I even stole one of her bras and stuffed it full of tissue paper before putting it on, giving myself a sizable bosom. The only thing missing was a wig, but even without it, I looked convincing enough. My already scant body hair made my skin stand out against the colors of the clothes I’d chosen and I even put on a bit of makeup before checking myself in the mirror.

The results were decent, I didn’t look like a supermodel or anything but I was at least passable in the dim light of the massage room. If I was lucky he wouldn’t ask too many questions. With my heart beating louder than ever I made my way back to the massage room and knocked lightly on the door before letting myself in. I picked out a bottle of oil from my tray and asked in my most convincing female voice, “Now tell me, sir, where exactly does it hurt?”

I pranced around the table quickly, putting as much distance between myself and his face in case he decided to look up at me.

“It’s mostly around my glutes and lower back,” he said. “ That would be a good place to start.” Now I’m no doctor and I didn’t pay much attention during High School biology but even I knew that glutes meant butt. He wanted me to massage his ass. My heart sank a little as I realized that I’d have to go through with it. But realistically, how bad could it be? He seemed clean enough and it wasn’t like I was going to have to touch his asshole or anything, right? I’d just have to work on the muscles around his butt and lower back. I could do that.

“Just try to relax, and we’ll start with your back,” I said, squirting a helping of oil into the palm of my hand and then spreading it onto his back.

I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t strange. In fact, it was perhaps the strangest thing I’d done in my life up until that point. I’d never thought that I’d ever massage a naked man. Of course, there was the blanket covering his waist but he was still naked. I knew it and he knew it.

I started by feeling out the muscles in his back, running my oiled up hands down the length of his lower back, checking the chart on the wall to see which muscle was which. He liked it when I found and pressed on a long muscle that ran from the middle of his back, all the way to his ass. He moaned gently as I pressed into it a little harder, saying, “ That feels good.”

“There’s some tension down there, but I’ll get it out in no time,” I said, feeling much more confident now. I worked his back with slow accurate movements, pushing and squeezing where I felt tension or bunched up muscles. I lingered on the parts that made him moan and only moved on after I was satisfied that the knot had been relieved.

Taking a deep breath, I squirted some more oil onto my hands and got started working on his glutes. That’s what he wanted anyway. I rubbed in circles, pushing down firmly on his butt. I then balled up my hands into two tight little fists and dug deep into the muscled flesh of his posterior.

“Fuck. That feels good,” he said, and I could feel the tension in his ass melt away.

I tried not to look directly at his butt, since I risked looking at his exposed asshole if I peered down at the wrong moment. Every time I made the circular motion on his ass with my fists he’d let out a little moan, informing me of his satisfaction with my work.

“I don’t mean to be crude, Ms.Valarie,” he said. “But a friend of mine is a regular of yours– Callum. He sort of told me that you do this special ending.” he stayed silent for a few seconds and I felt my gut turn again. “I’d leave a good tip of course,” he finished, and by now my heart was beating loudly again.
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Chapter Three

Did he want a happy ending? As in, he wanted me to jerk him off? Did Valarie really provide this sort of service for her regular costumes? I couldn’t believe it. This didn’t seem like the type of establishment where such shady business took place, but he’d been so confident in asking. There must have been some truth to it. Still, I couldn’t bring myself to actually go through with it.

“I think you have the wrong id –” he rolled over before I could finish refusing, making me freeze in place. Thankfully he kept his eyes closed.

“All I know is that Callum asked me to bring an extra hundred bucks, and I did,” he said. “I’ll let you do your job and we’ll see where this goes.”

I couldn’t help but stare down at his fully naked body as he laid face up, blanket pushed off during his last maneuver. His large, meaty cock was nestled neatly between his muscular thighs. Even fully flaccid, his dick was at least seven inches long and fairly girthy on top of that. My legs trembled under me as I started at the overwhelming sight of such a well-endowed, naked man.

A hundred dollars was nothing to laugh at.

That, plus the money I’d get from him for the massage would go a long way towards my bills. Nervously, I bit my lip before reaching down and placing my hands on his thighs. There were still about ten minutes to go before his time ran out. He hadn’t stated outright that he wanted to get jerked off, he’d only alluded to it, but I had enough reason to believe that he knew what he was talking about. What if the entire reason he’d shown up here was to get the “happy ending”? Would he create a ruckus if I turned him down? Because if he did then that would spell trouble for me.

I looked down at his cock again.

My hands had instinctively started rubbing his thighs sometime over the past few seconds, and as I moved closer to his groin I let myself imagine.

What really was the big deal? I’d massaged this man’s naked back and his naked ass. His cock would be no different: the same muscle and flesh that needed attending like the rest of his body. Not to mention that a hundred dollars was a lot of money for me at the time, enough to buy groceries for the whole month even.

Where was the harm?

I looked up at his face one last time and saw that his eyes were still closed. Even if he did open his eyes the chances of him finding out that I wasn’t who I claimed to be were very low in this dim lighting. I steeled myself again and grabbed his cock in the palm of my hand.

It felt warm, and it felt thick.

I put yet more oil on my palm as I started to massage it a little bit. I tried to stay away from the tip but I could still feel the pulsing veins in my palm. I could feel him getting harder as I performed long, drawn-out strokes. I would squirt more oil onto my hand every now and then, and only about a minute in it had become a rather noisy handjob. The oil squelching between my fingers and his cock.

He’d gotten big too. Really big.

“Just like that babe,” he moaned as I continued to stroke his cock which had gotten absurdly long by now. I could hardly believe the length in fact.

Lost in the moment, I reached for his tip – just to see how it felt.

“Do you feel relaxed?” I asked him in my feminine voice.

“Yes.” his voice was just a soft whisper now. “You’re going to make me come.”

My heart pounded even louder when he said it. I couldn’t believe I was going to make a man come. It felt so wrong, yet strangely pleasant at the same time. His knees rose from the table as I increased the tempo of my strokes, moving closer to his top now. I felt his muscles tense as I tightened my grip on the topmost part of his cock, his head rolling back in ecstasy.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

I felt it before I saw it. I felt it in the throbbing of his cock, in the tensing of his muscles, and the quivering of his legs. I stared straight at his cock as his massive erection sprayed a fat, hot load onto the palm of my hand. I pressed down on it to help contain the massive gusher that had erupted but some still sprayed this way or that. He was moaning hard now, head still tilted back in pleasure. I used my thumb and index finger to choke out the last of his cum, making him shudder in my grip before I released him.

“Get dressed,” I whispered, too scared to speak out loud right now. “The receptionist will take care of the payment. Take your time, there’s no rush.” I backed out of the room as quickly as possible, only stopping to grab a couple of paper towels to clean the mess in my hands.

I must have really rocked his world since he took his sweet time to get out of there. By the time he did exit, I’d changed my clothes and washed the makeup off of my face. “How was your experience, sir?” I asked him as he walked up to my desk, now using my real voice.

“Probably the best massage I’ve ever gotten,” he said. “You can count on me coming back, no question about it.”

He left a hundred and fifty dollar tip instead of just the hundred, plus the hundred and fifty for the massage itself. I pocketed the cash as soon as he’d given it to me since I’d never intended to put it in the books. It wasn’t stealing since I’d earned the money myself, even if I’d had to jerk off a guy to do it.

As he exited the clinic I couldn’t help but smile. This was the most money I’d ever made in a single day, and it hadn’t even been that hard.
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Chapter Four

I’ll be honest. I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night, conflicted as I was with the events of the day. I stayed up for a long time, staring at the two hundred and fifty dollars I’d made and recalling images of that enormous cock in my hands. But even as I looked back on it, I felt like I hadn’t really done anything so bad. I’d just done the same thing on his dick that I’d done on his back and glutes before. I’d massaged it. It was the same flesh all throughout his body and it was the same skin stretched over it. Where then was the difference? It’s not like I’d put my mouth on it? It’s not like I’d kissed him and it wasn’t like I’d fucked him. It had simply been a massage like any other, just on a different part of the body.

I kept wanting to tell myself that I should feel bad about what had happened, that I should regret ever doing it – but I didn’t. I looked at the cash that now sat on my bed’s side-table and realized that I didn’t regret a thing. I was happy to have the extra money – it would go a long way towards helping me with rent and groceries – and I didn’t feel bad about what I’d had to do to earn the cash. But even when I’d managed to convince myself that it hadn’t been wrong, that I’d done the right thing, I still couldn’t fall asleep.

Because I started wondering if I could perhaps do it again.

The client from today had said that he’d be making a booking again, and with how happy he’d left the place I had no doubt that he was being truthful. If I could book him for the same two-hour slot where Valarie would be busy I could service him again without anyone finding out. It seemed like the easiest way to make another couple of hundred dollars on the side. There were literally no drawbacks.

But if I could do it for him could I also get other customers? Valarie’s schedule was overbooked already and there was a substantial number of people always calling to get booked but not being able to. What if I took one of these customers every time Valarie had that two-hour session? The thought of how much money I could make every week by doing this made my head spin.

But one thing was for certain. If I were to go through with it I’d have to become more presentable. I’d need a proper outfit – perhaps some fake tits to put underneath a bra and a wig as well. I’d have to get better at doing my makeup too since I wouldn’t always be able to rely on the dim lighting in the room – some clients preferred the lights to be turned all the way up.

It was the only thing I could think about the next day at work too. Every time a client showed up I secretly wondered if they’d come to get a massage or something more. I kept a close eye on them as they exited the back room and with every new customer I was more and more convinced that they’d all gotten the happy endings. Their cheeks would be flushed when they came out, their smiles goofy and perhaps a bit embarrassed. This alone was enough evidence to convince me of my theory but it was further proven when Valarie herself finished one of her sessions and walked out with a stain on her blouse. She tried to get it out using a paper towel before disappearing off into her office to change into a different outfit.

Was that a cum stain I’d seen?

My mind too curious to simply let it go, I snuck into her office when she went back in for her next client. I found the now discarded blouse in one of the cabinets and I could tell immediately that it was indeed a cum stain. A single streak of cum that had an upwards trajectory to it. There was no doubt in my mind that the client had come on her.

I’d been right then. Most, if not all, of Valarie’s clients, came in for the special ending.

I stuck my head outside the office door to make sure the lobby was empty before I grabbed Valarie’s makeup kit and shuffled my way to the bathroom. I spent the next half hour fiddling with all the makeup supplies in there, occasionally checking out youtube tutorials to get a better understanding of the entire thing. I tried with a tonne of eyeshadow, no eyeshadow, thick and thin eyeliner, no eyeliner, and even flicks of eyeliner on either eyelid. When I put a healthy coat of concealer all over my face, my skin got smooth and soft enough to be passed off as a real woman’s. The concealer plus some blush and a bit of eye makeup gave me the best overall effect: my eyes becoming big and shining in my otherwise slender face.

I slapped on some mascara, a thicker coat of eyeliner, and crimson-red lipstick before checking myself out in the mirror again. I could hardly believe it. I looked drop-dead gorgeous. Even with my short boy-hair, I looked cute enough to make any man do a double-take. I probably didn’t even need to put on a wig to have the intended effect, but I wanted to try anyway. I’d always liked blonde girls, and I sort of wanted to see how I’d look in a blonde wig.

There was a phone call while Valarie was in the back with her client. It turned out to be a man asking to make a reservation for noon the following day. I checked the schedule only to see that Valarie was booked from 11 AM to 1 PM the following day, with her regular two-hour client, but I told him that he could come in if he was fine with a forty-five-minute slot.

“I won’t need that long he said,” a bit of mirth in his voice and I knew immediately what he meant. I’d heard people say similar things on the phone once or twice but I’d never made the connection before now.

“Well we hope to see you tomorrow sir,” I said and then hung up the phone. I could feel my entire body quivering as I realized what I’d done. There had been no mistake this time. No double booking. I’d willingly and consensually signed myself up to jerk off a man for money – all the while dressed up as a woman myself.

It felt strangely thrilling.

As soon as I was off from work I went to the mall. There I made my way to the wigs section and checked out the options they had on display. They had a wig for every color, style, and price range. But the one I wanted – a blonde one made out of actual hair– was five hundred dollars. There were a lot of cheaper options too but none of them looked as good. None of them looked like the wig that I wanted for myself. So I bit the bullet.

I took a deep breath and handed over my credit card, incurring a 500$ charge for a wig didn’t wouldn’t have seemed like the smartest idea a few days ago, but I thought of it as an investment now. And I was sure I’d make the money right back in a couple of days.

After I’d gotten the wig I went on to get my very own makeup kit and a bra with some fake gel-tits built into it – it was apparently for girls with flat chests but it worked just as well for my purposes. I prodded around with the tits a bit and found that they looked and felt like the real things, just the right amount of squishiness and firmness mixed in there. They even jiggled pretty realistically when I shook them.

I even bought myself a dress. A small, white one that would show off enough of my legs and thighs to entice any man that happened to look in my direction. After all, I couldn’t continue to use Valarie’s outfits forever. I had a lot of fun with the process of picking it out as well – sure I got a few weird looks from the shop’s staff when I’d take a dress into the changing room to try it on but I didn’t care. One particular dress, a yellow one with the tiniest, frilliest skirt looked absolutely amazing on me. The way it showed off my curves, my legs. It made my butt look bigger than it had any right to be. Like an Instagram model’s oversized tush. I absolutely loved it, but I couldn’t bring myself to shell out the three hundred dollars it cost. Not yet at least.

The best part about this entire thing was how quickly it made the time fly by. I hadn’t been bored for a second ever since that accidental booking.

I went home with a number of bags under my arms and started trying everything on as soon as I arrived. I spent an hour and a half doing my makeup, giving myself the perfect look, getting used to all the new tools and items in the makeup kit. I needed the practice too since I’d only have a very short amount of time to get dolled up in the clinic. I’d be under a lot of pressure too since Valarie could walk out of that room any moment, even if she usually didn’t.

I stayed up for a long time that night too, not because of any conflicting feelings of guilt this time, but because I was so excited for the upcoming day.
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Chapter Five

It only took me about twenty minutes to get dolled up at the office the next day, giving me a good fifteen minutes to calm myself before the client was slotted to show up. Those ten minutes were probably the hardest ten minutes of my entire life. I was assailed by the constant fear that Valarie could walk out from behind that door any minute and catch me dressed as a woman preparing to give one of her clients a massage. She could walk out to get a drink of water, to use the bathroom, or to get some supplies. Whatever the reason, once she saw me it would all be over.

Thankfully for me, that door remained closed. The nervousness wouldn’t allow me to just sit there and wait for the client to arrive so I spent most of that time pacing from one corner of the clinic to the next, making my rounds from the bathroom, the waiting area, and the backroom. It would be an understatement to say that I was nervous.

I was just walking out of the bathroom when the client showed up, and he didn’t look at all like what I’d expected. A short skinny guy who looked every bit as shy as he hadn’t sounded on the phone. A nervous look on his face and a tinge of red to his cheeks.

“I had an appointment for noon,” he said, voice cracking a bit.

“Ah, yes. You must be Mark. Just follow me.” I led him to the spare room, my heart beating louder now than it had when I’d led my previous client down the same path. “Take your time and get undressed. I’ll be with you shortly.”

My hands were shaking by the time I’d closed the door and left him alone in the room. I really couldn’t believe I was about to go through with it. I tried to retrace the events that led me down this bizarre and insane road before realizing that there was no point. I was in too deep. I simply had to go through with it.

I waited a couple of minutes, steeling my nerves, before knocking on the door and letting myself in. “Are you all setup?” I asked. He already lay face down on the massage table, fully naked, with just that thin blanket covering his waist. He wasn’t anywhere near as built and muscular as my last guy, but I still found myself staring at his nude form as I began the massage. He was thin enough that I could feel his bones when I rubbed him, which felt odd and alien. He asked for me to work on his shoulders and his back since that’s where the tension was. It didn’t feel as good as massaging the muscular guy but it wasn’t all that bad either.

I looked over at the clock and realized that it was nearly 12:30. It would take about fifteen minutes for me to get changed and wash off all the makeup so I’d have to somehow end the massage by 12:45, lest I risk Valarie finding me in this state.

“Can you please roll over for me,” I said when the clock hit 12:30.

He was slower to respond than my first client, a little shy in how he rolled over to face me. Unlike the last guy, Mark’s eyes were wide open, and he was looking right at me. He showed me his crooked little smile for a few seconds before speaking up. “Valarie usually gives me the happy ending,” he said, voice awkward and uneven. He’d sounded much more confident on the phone, but he seemed so timid in person: cheeks red and muscles tense.

“There’s no need to be so tense,” I said, kneading the flesh of his inner thighs, working my way up towards his cock. Every time he looked at me I thought the jig was up, I thought he’d see through my makeup and dress and realize that I wasn’t really a girl. Even in the dim lights, he wouldn’t be fooled forever. Surely I wasn’t THAT good at being a woman? Was I?

“I’m sorry I’m nervous,” he said. “It’s just that you’re very beautiful. Much more so than I was expecting,” he finished, his face darkening to a deeper shade of red.

Had a man just told me that I was beautiful?

I tried, rather unsuccessfully, to suppress my smile as I heard this, warmth rushing to my cheeks at the compliment. Truthfully, I was flattered. The only person to call me handsome my entire life had been my mom, and hearing this meant so much to me. I’d thought I’d looked decent in the dress and the makeup when I’d checked myself out in the mirror, but I had no idea that people would find me this attractive, this beautiful. It was almost as if I looked better as a woman than I did as a man.

It was a damn shame that I hadn’t been born as a girl.

I removed the blanket from his waist and revealed his cock to the dim light of the room for the first time. He wasn’t huge like the last guy, but he wasn’t very small either, just an average-sized penis. I squirted some oil onto my palms and started my work on his cock.

I didn’t even look away this time.

There was a strange fascination brewing within me to see how he’d grow, how he’d harden under my feminine touch. And boy did he get hard fast. His cock grew longer and thinner under my grip, turning into a curving sword extending towards his own stomach. And he was very hard. It almost felt like I was holding a steel beam in my hands.

I put some oil directly onto his shaft and started spreading it around with slow methodical strokes. I watched his foreskin pull back and forth over his bulbous tip, face turned to a mask of pure ecstasy. His eyes still weren’t closed though, and he looked right at me as I worked his rod. I have to admit that it was a little uncomfortable looking directly into a man’s eyes as I worked his cock, but he seemed to enjoy it. There was a certain intensity to his glare that I couldn’t help but admire.

“I hope I’m not being too forward Miss,” he said, “but Valarie usually does a bit of… oral work too.”

I felt my gut turn and my heart sink. Oral work? He wanted me to suck him off? Was Valarie really sucking people off in the backroom? What sort of business was she really running in this place?

“Payment isn’t an issue,” he continued, “I always tip extra.”

I felt sick. I was quickly beginning to regret the whole thing now. Jerking a few guys off here and there hadn’t seemed like such a bad idea – considering how much money I could make by doing it. But sucking a dude off was a whole different ball game. I simply couldn’t see myself doing it.

I looked into Mark’s eyes again as I contemplated what I should do. Could I just refuse straight up and be done with this? Should I feign outrage at being asked such a thing? But then again that would be more than a little hypocritical. I was giving the man a hand job right now. How much worse could a blow job be? And before I knew it my entire thought process had changed: In a matter of seconds, I went from rejecting the idea outright to justifying it in my mind. I simply couldn’t bring myself to say no to these men.

“Of course,” I said. “ We’ll get started right away.”

I bit my lip and looked into his eyes one last time before plunging in. I pushed out my tongue and started gently licking the bulging tip of his cock. The oil we used in the clinic was of an edible type so there wouldn’t be much risk of anything unpleasant happening. Well, anything more unpleasant than sucking a man off anyway.

It didn’t taste weird, pretty much tasteless in fact, the only thing I really felt was the warmth and the throbbing. My heart pounded loudly in my chest as I licked his tip, making his legs quiver a bit in response. I felt his cock grow longer as I worked it with my tongue, curving up even more at this newfound length. I put my right hand at the base of his rod and worked it with strokes as I licked his tip, making him throb harder.

“Spit on it babe,” he whispered, eyes still locked with mine. And I did. I spit on the tip of his cock and spread it down the length as he moaned in response. I clenched my fist tightly around his cock and started to pump him harder now, his legs tensing and shuddering with every stroke.

“Just like that.” His voice was lower than a whisper now. “Suck on it, baby.”

I took one final deep breath and sank his cock into my wet, warm mouth – getting as much of the impressive length down my throat as I could. He shuddered harder and I felt the first drops of precum leak out of his pulsing tip.

He pushed with his pelvis and thrust himself deeper into me, his tip tickling the back of my throat and almost making me gag. But fuck did it feel good. I felt my own spit running down burning, red cheeks, falling onto his legs and pelvis as he pushed intermittently.

It felt amazing.

I couldn’t believe that I was capable of making someone this excited, this horny, this mad to fuck me.

“Don’t stop,” he moaned, his body tensing even as he said it. “I’m close.”

I moved my focus solely to his tip now and began to suck on it with short but focused movements of my lips. A slurping sound audible with every iteration. I pumped his rod harder too, making his squirm in my grip, his butt rising off the table every now and then in some sort of automatic pleasure response.

His moaning had gotten much louder.

I felt his legs shudder one final time before they went rigid and he threw his head back for the first time, breaking eye contact with me. I pulled back just then and saw his cock twitch before it spewed a hot load all over me. He came on my face, getting his hot, sticky man juice all over my lips, my chin, my cheeks, and some even on my wig.

He fell back onto the table then, panting loudly in the aftermath of the intense session. I was most thankful for the dim lighting at that moment since it was the only thing stopping Mark from seeing the boner poking from under my skirt.
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Chapter Six

In about a week I was managing at least one client every day – sometimes even two. I’d gotten so good at dolling myself up that it only took about ten minutes each day, giving me enough time to potentially handle two clients during Valarie’s double-session. Most guys that came in just wanted to be jerked off, sometimes they’d request a blowjob and I had gotten good enough to do that proficient too. A single guy, a first time client, asked to fuck me – he wasn’t even shy about it, offering me a thousand bucks for my troubles– but I obviously told him it was against policy. I was almost certain that Valarie would be fucking some of her customers in that locked back room of hers, but I didn’t have the same hardware down in my nether regions.

After only a couple of weeks in the massage business, I had managed to stow away more cash than I’d imagined on having after the entire summer – even better, it was all tax-free, and mine to spend however I wanted it. I bought all the books I needed for next semester, I paid the registration fees for my classes, I even paid two month’s rent in advance and I somehow still had cash left over. Things were starting to look up for me.

John, my muscular client from my first “official massage”, came in very often – two to three times a week. He had quickly become my favorite client. Not only was he easy to please – all he ever wanted was a handjob – but I also sort of liked the feeling of my hands rubbing his thickly muscled body, even his enormous cock invoked some type of feeling deep inside me. Guys with smaller dicks weren’t as easy to jerk off; their dicks would slip and slide in my hands after being oiled up – but I hardly had that problem with John. His huge cock never slipped out of my hands, and I was even starting to admit to myself that he looked kind of handsome – the kind of dude that could get any girl in the room – the fact that he liked me so much made me feel giddy. It felt good to know that I was pretty enough for him and that I was capable of getting him this excited.

It wasn’t like I liked jerking guys off and it wasn’t like I wanted to date these men that I massaged. I simply liked the idea of making so much money while pleasing so many guys – it had a strange, almost perverse, satisfaction to it.

I’d been doing the massages for about three and a half weeks when John came in for his usual 11:45 appointment. I sat behind the desk as he walked in, already dolled up and ready to go. He asked if he could use the toilet really quickly before we got started and I told him he obviously could then led him to the bathrooms.

As I waited I went into the bathroom next door to ensure that my makeup was proper and that my tits looked perky enough. Some of the clients insisted on having full lighting during the massage – perhaps they just liked looking at me while I went about my business – but those that did often got off quicker. Some would even reach around and play with my ass as I jerked them off. It felt weird at first but I quickly got into it too, there was just something very exciting about a guy finding my tush attractive.

When I exited the bathroom to get started with my massage on John I noticed that the doors of both massage rooms were open – even the one with Valarie and her client in it. My heart thumped loudly in my chest as I peered inside to see that Valarie’s client was still there, face down on the massage table. Valarie herself was not. I probably should have run out at that exact moment, change back into my actual clothes and wash off the makeup, but I didn’t. I stood there with the color drained from my face, waiting for something to happen. And then I felt someone standing behind me.

“May I help you?” I heard Valarie’s voice from right behind me.

I turned around to face her, devoid of any other option. We stared into each other’s eyes for what seemed like an eternity.

“You are?” She still hadn’t caught on. It took another few seconds for her to realize who I was. To realize that she was looking at her college-aged, male receptionist who now wore a short skirt, heels, a wig, and some very pretty makeup. She glared at me in what looked like both shock and awe, but she said nothing.

“I can–” I stammered. “ I can explain.”

“Go ahead,” she said.

But I could explain nothing. What was there to explain anyway? How could I tell her that I’d been dressing up as a woman and getting guys off in her clinic as she gave massages to other clients? It sounded so bizarre even in my head that I couldn’t find the words to say it out loud. This was the end then. I was finished. My entire scheme was about to come down around me, burying me in the process.

John walked out of the bathroom as we both stood there, probably not realizing the intensity of the situation. “I’m all done. We can get started now,” he said, walking between me and Valarie to enter the room that we usually used.

Valarie kept looking at me.

“I’ll finish things with my client,” she said, turning around slowly and walking towards the other room. “You shouldn’t keep a customer waiting too long.” She closed the door behind her as she said this, and left me standing there in the hallway confused and with a decision to make.
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Chapter Seven

The second loudest sound in the room was the squishing of oil on John’s body, the first being my pounding heart. The reality of what I’d been doing for the past few weeks was finally starting to hit me. I was rubbing a naked man’s body right now and in a few minutes I’d be jerking him off.

How had I ended up here?

All I’d wanted was to make some extra cash on the side to buy textbooks with, how then had I managed to fuck everything up so terribly? How had I made my way down this road of depravity that I now saw no escape from?

My heart was beating so loudly in my ears that I nearly didn’t hear Valarie opening the door to let herself in, her heels clicking on the floor as she made her way over sounded like trumpets announcing my doom. I didn’t dare look over at her, simply continuing my massage with my head down. I wanted to say something. Anything. But I couldn’t quite come up with the words.

“Is your client booked for the full hour?” She stood right next to me now. She didn’t want to berate me in front of a client it seemed like since I’d expected to hear some more ‘colorful’ words from her mouth. She would probably wait for John to leave before firing me and perhaps even suing me.

The thought made my heart beat even louder.

“Half an hour,” I said in reply.

“How much time is left?”

“About fifteen minutes.”

She watched closely as I worked the muscles in his lower back, intently studying my massage techniques. “It’s essential to be gentle with the Teres minor and major. Even more so with a well-muscled body like this.” She grabbed my hands in her own and guided me to the correct muscle group, applying pressure through my hands to showcase the proper technique. “And you should really dig down into the Erector Spinae.” She continued to guide me as she spoke, moving my hands to the right places, and applying the appropriate pressure.

I followed along silently.

“Is your client booked for the deluxe package?” she didn’t turn towards me as she spoke, choosing instead to keep her eyes on John’s back.

I wasn’t a hundred percent sure what she meant. She was almost certainly referring to the happy ending but I didn’t wanna admit to that. It was terrible enough that she knew I was dressing up as a woman to give massages to all these men, it would be even worse if she knew I was jerking them off as well. I wanted to tell her that it was just the massage, but John and I both knew that there was more planned and agreed upon. Surely he’d understand that I couldn’t jerk him off in front of my boss? But then he knew through his friend that Valarie also did the happy ending. Would he get mad if I let him down?

“I’ll take that to mean a yes,” she spoke up before I had a chance to answer. “Sir, could you please roll over for us?”

John was more than happy to comply. I watched silently as Valarie pulled off the thin blanket from his waist, revealing his now-familiar nude form again.

“We have a rather large member to work with here. Get started and I’ll tell you where you need to improve.” She looked at me as she said this, a hint of expectation in her eyes.

I felt my cheeks flush red. I was beyond mortified. How could I take his cock in my hands in front of Valarie? I wanted to run and hide and never come back to this place.

“Don’t be shy,” she said. “Just get started with it. I’m sure you’ll do fine.”

And just like that I reached down and grabbed his cock in my hands. I didn’t dare look at it this time. It was too embarrassing. I had to close my eyes shut. I slipped my fingers around the base of his shaft and started rubbing upwards towards the tip, getting it oiled up nicely.

“Don’t rush it,” Valarie warned. “Be patient with it,” and so I slowed down. “And give his testicles some attention too. You seem to be ignoring them.”

“Um– Ok.” I could feel fresh warmth burning in my cheeks. It was so humiliating being told to wrap my fingers around a man’s testicles. I couldn’t believe this was really happening. I bit down on my tongue and started fondling his sack with my fingers, making him even harder and thicker.

“Okay now put it in your mouth,” she said matter of factly and I felt my heart sink. I’d blown guys before, but I wanted to get away without Valarie finding that out. It wasn’t to be.

Out of options I bent over slowly and closed my eyes. I took one final deep breath before I opened my mouth and slipped his dick inside. I could feel his tip on my tongue, throbbing and warm. His impressive girth had stretched my lips and was now pushing onto my cheeks. I tried to work his tip with my tongue but there was not much space to maneuver– he was just so big. I had to settle for bobbing my head up and down, massaging his bulging tip with my lips whenever I was at that part. Strangely enough, he was getting even harder, even thicker. I was starting to feel my lips stretch further with every passing second. I’d never seen John this hard before, never seen him so thick and long before.

“Yes,” he moaned. “That feels fucking amazing.”

“Don’t stop using your hands now,” Valarie instructed, taking my hands in her own and bringing them to the base of his shaft. I couldn’t fit the entire thing in my mouth anyway so I had to give the lowest parts special attention through my palms.

“Sir,” Valarie began, referring to John. “ You were booked for the deluxe package right?”

“Umm, yeah,” John said, squirming on the table as I sucked him off.

“Excellent,” Valarie said, and then she tapped me on the shoulder. “Don’t make him come right now. We have a ways to go yet. Just slip off your panties.”

“What?” I said, forced to look up at her now, strands of spit dripping from my mouth

“Take off your panties and get up on the table.”

My heart was beating so fast that I was scared it might just burst. Why did she want me to slip off my panties? Why did she want me to get up on that table? She wanted to let him fuck me? In the ass? I couldn’t quite fathom the idea, but I still did it.

I reached down and slid my panties down my legs, down my smoothly shaven legs. I climbed onto the table, making sure to keep my own cock hidden, and straddled him. I kept my back to him of course, since there was a lower chance he’d see my package this way. As I got into position and grabbed my own cock and balls in one hand, Valarie lubed up his rod with a healthy helping of oil. At the very least he was going to be lubed up properly.

“Sink down slowly onto it,” Valarie said as she held his cock upright. That massively huge, warm, and throbbing member. It was big enough that I had to raise a little to position myself over it, flashing a good look of my asshole to John’s waiting eyes. “Slowly now,” she said. “Very gently sink down on it.” I had no idea why I was doing it, but I did it anyway. I let myself sink slowly until I could feel the warm tip of John’s cock pressing up against my tush, against my virgin cheeks. Valarie adjusted it until it was pointing right at my butthole.

I’d never imagined in my life that I’d get fucked in the ass – with such a massive cock no less. I was beyond terrified. Terrified of the fact that it would hurt. Terrified of the fact that it would tear something apart inside of me.

But mostly terrified of the fact that I’d like it.
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Chapter Eight

Valarie pushed down on my waist as I tried to resist – but not hard enough. I felt John’s massive cock penetrate my asshole.

I learned that day that you can’t tell how big a cock really is until you’ve taken it up the bum. I sank deeper and deeper and deeper still. His rod seemed endless. I could feel the tip of it poking me against my belly, and there was still some left to go. I felt my anus stretch, if not for the oil he might really have torn something. I groaned lightly as my insides stretched to make space for his warm, impressive length. I had to clench my teeth to make sure that I didn’t scream. My breathing had become faster and my heart was beating as fast as ever.

“How do you feel sir?” Valarie asked John.

“Amazing.” He nearly moaned the answer.

“Excellent.” She beamed a smile at him and then turned to me, squirting some more oil on her hands and suddenly grabbing my dick. I didn’t think anything would surprise me anymore, but I was wrong. I sat frozen still as she lubed up my cock with slow, focused strokes. Was she really going to jerk me off here? To what end?

Simultaneously I felt his pelvis press against my tush – I’d taken his entire length inside me now. Almost automatically, I started to bob up and down, slowly at first, feeling every throbbing vein and ridge in his cock pressing against the walls of my anus. Strangely enough, it didn’t hurt. It felt weird and alien. Like the feeling, you get when you really have to go to the bathroom. But it didn’t feel bad.

Meanwhile, Valarie was busy doing things to my cock that I’d never imagined in my wildest dreams. She was rubbing me hard, using her forearms to work my shaft, using her fingers to play with my tip, working my balls with the precisely correct amount of pressure. She was working me so perfectly that I was already quivering with pleasure. She knew what she was doing, much better than I did. She knew precisely where to rub and where to pinch to get me to moan and tremble.

And then I felt it. I felt a strange, pleasurable sensation in my butt. A hot pulsating stir that started out small, but escalated to stronger and more intense levels with every bounce of my hips. It felt so fucking good. Every time John’s cock bored into that one spot inside me I felt better and better.

In response, I started bouncing on his dick even faster. It was like there was a magic spot inside my asshole that I could press to feel good and I wanted every bit of his cock to ravage it. I came down harder and harder with every iteration, my butt cheeks slapping against his pelvis, the sound amplified because of all the oil involved. Every muscle in my body was tensing up and screaming with pleasure. It was like a never-ending orgasm in my ass, much more intense than any of the regular ones I’d previously experienced. I was a moaning, trembling, quiver mess now, grabbing onto his thighs with my hands as I rode him harder and harder. His cock felt like a metal rod shoved up inside me. He was just so incredibly hard.

“I’m going to come,” he moaned.

“Me too,” I said between bounces. I felt the beginnings of a hot tingling in my cock. Lights were flashing before my eyes and I screamed out loud when I couldn’t hold back anymore. I spurted my cum into the palm of Valarie’s hand just as John filled my insides with his own cum. It felt fucking amazing. If it hadn’t been for Valarie holding me up I probably would have fallen off the table immediately, reduced to a moaning squirming mess.

She helped me off the table and onto the ground, where I could feel John’s cum dripping out of my asshole and running down the insides of my legs. It was astonishingly impressive how fast Valarie cleaned everything up: John’s cock, the creampie in my ass, and everything else. She was obviously very skilled at it.

“You should go get cleaned up,” Valarie said to me. “I’ll handle the payment.” and so I did. I left and got cleaned up and met up with Valarie after. She didn’t end up firing me, instead, she promoted me to one of the massage therapists at the clinic. She ended up getting another receptionist – I was very good at my new job it seemed like.

From then onwards I no longer dolled myself up in the bathrooms at the clinic, I simply showed up with the proper clothes on. I even started calling myself Camie instead of Cam. I liked it so much that I started to go to school as Camie as well. I liked it better and the people around me started liking it better too. I went to work with Valarie full time after I graduated, happy to be living my best life.

The end
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Sissified: A three book bundle

This collection is over 30,000 words long and details three separate journeys into first time crossdressing, sissifcation and feminization.
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This 3000+ word bundle contains explicit adult content including crossdressing, feminization, sissyfication, masturbation, anal play, oral sex, etc. It is strictly intended for an adult audience.
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