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Chapter One

There’s a knock on the door and I know I’m out of time. My heart is beating so fast that I fear it might just burst through my chest and there’s rivers of sweat running down the sides of my face.

I know full well who’s on the other side of the door and I know full well what they want.

The only problem is that I still don’t have it.

With shaking hands and uneven breaths I answer the door to find my landlady Nadia standing in the hallway with her arms crossed under her chest in a way that accentuates her already large breasts. She’s wearing an A-Line dress that hugs the curves of her hips tightly then flares out towards a hem that ends above the knees, leaving much of her glistening legs and even some of her ample thighs naked for my eyes.

I’d be lying if I said that I haven’t spent many a hour fantasizing about what I’d do to Nadia if I had her alone in a room for any length of time, but now is not the time for idle fancy.

“Come in please,” I say, doing my best to stay calm.

“I don’t need your permission to come in,” she says, storming past me furiously, leaving me standing there as if I’m her doorman. “I own the damned place.” She plops herself down on the main couch in my living room, crossing her right leg over her left, flashing me much more of her thighs than I was previously able to see. “And you better have my money.”

The anger with which she’s glaring at me makes me want to go and hide in the nearest closet I can find, but as she just pointed out, she owns that too. I close the door behind me and make my way over to where she’s sitting.

“I just need a few more days,” I say. “I have some leads on a job and it’s looking promising.”

“You’ve been saying that for over two months now, Nathan, and I’m not running a charity here. You owe me two month’s rent and you said you’d have it for me by today. If you can’t pay it then I’m going to have to ask you to pack up your shit and leave.

Panic sets in again. It becomes harder to breathe, there’s a tight sinking feeling in my stomach and my brain embarks on a thousand tangents ranging all the way from ‘where will I spend the night’ to ‘how will I afford food.’

“Nadia please,” I say, my eyes beginning to well up. “You know I have nowhere to go. If you kick me out I’ll be out on the streets. I just need a little more time.”

“Well time’s up Nathan.” She’s still looking me dead in the eyes, not a hint of mercy anywhere on her face. “It’s sad that you got laid off but that isn’t my problem now is it? I’ve already let you stay here for two months without rent. I can’t keep doing it forever.”

I fight the urge to throw up right there in the middle of the living room as Nadia eyes me expectantly, as if I’ll somehow magically conjure up money I don’t have to pay her what I owe.

“Please,” I say once more. “Is there no other way, Nadia? I’ll do anything if you give me just a little more time.” Something about her expression changes when I say the word ‘anything’ and the way her eyes gleam the very next second sends a shiver down my spine.

“Anything?” She cocks an eyebrow.

There’s something dangerous about the way she’s looking at me. Something that makes me think I’d be better off getting evicted. But a desperate and broke and soon-to-be homeless man doesn’t have the luxury of choice.

“Yes,” I say. “I’ll do anything if you just give me a little more time.”

Her full, red lips curl upwards into a wicked grin and she reaches in her purse to pull out a pair of red cotton panties.

“Come to my place wearing these at 8 p.m. tonight. If you find yourself unable to do so, then I expect you to vacate my property by tonight, the choice is yours.” She gets up and leaves before I’ve had a chance to process what’s just happened, leaving me sitting in the middle of the living room staring at a pair of panties that look like they’d fit me just about perfectly.

I’ve got a fucking decision to make.


Chapter Two

The sound of my wall clock ticking sounds increasingly threatening as the hour hand inches closer to eight. I’ve been pacing my living room for the past hour and a half but it’s done nothing to still my erratically beating heart.

I’ve been racking my brain for what’s starting to seem like an eternity but I can’t, for the life of me, figure out why Nadia would want me to show up at her doorstep wearing these panties. Is it some sort of sick prank where she’ll humiliate me by taking pictures of me in a pair of panties? Or is this some kink of hers that will help her get her rocks off?

Despite the anxiety that has taken over my entire body, I feel my cock stirring to life at the second possibility.

Nadia must be in her late thirties by now but she’s still a stunningly beautiful woman that can turn heads immediately as she walks into a room. I’ve seen how the other boys in the building look at her when they think she isn’t paying attention, how their eyes stick to her delightful curves whenever she’s walking down the stairs, how they gulp their throats emptily when she’s wearing a low cut top or when she’s showing a bit too much leg.

And I’ve seen how she likes to lead them on. I’ve seen how she’ll wear something just a bit too revealing or a bit too tight and how she’ll flaunt her skin at every opportunity. I know she’s the type of woman who knows how people look at her and I know she’s the type of woman that gets a thrill out of it.

Could putting me in panties be just another facet of her kinky, exhibitionist side?

I glance at the clock again and it’s only five minutes to eight now. Only five minutes until I have to make a decision that might lead to me becoming homeless.

Fuck it.

I can take a bit of humiliation if it means I’m not getting kicked to the curb tonight. Besides, I’ve fantasized about Nadia ever since I first came to this building and I don’t wanna chicken out when the chance to go to her apartment finally arises.

Even if it means having to put on a pair of panties.

So I take off my shorts, followed by my underwear, and then pick up the panties that are still lying on the couch where Nadia left them.

I look at them for a few seconds, admiring the color and the patterns on the cloth before I bend over and step into them. The fabric feels surprisingly nice as it glides up my legs, and it feels even nicer when it’s secured safely on my tush.

They fit nicely enough, which must be a coincidence since there’s no way Nadia knows what size my underwear is. The only issue is that my cock keeps trying to escape from one side or another. I fiddle with it for a few seconds, trying to fit it like I would in my regular underwear, but it doesn’t work.

In the end, I put on my shorts and tuck my cock against the waistband, securing it tightly in position before buttoning up and heading out. As I walk down the stairs to Nadia’s room I realize my cock is stiffer than it was before.

Could it be the panties turning me on?

No

This is probably just because of the fact that I’m going to be inside Nadia’s apartment for the first time, a place that I’ve dreamed about since the day I moved in here. Maybe the soft, patterned fabric of the panties swishing against my butt is adding to the effect, but it’s mostly due to Nadia.

It has to be, right?

I arrive at her door and knock gently. I don’t hear anything from inside and for a brief period of time I feel like she isn’t at home and that I put on a pair of panties for no good reason, but just as I’m about to turn around and leave I hear footsteps approaching.

Despite how confident I felt on the walk over my chest tightens as the footsteps grow nearer, there’s a tingling in my legs as I hear the doorknob turn and I fight the sudden and almost overpowering urge to turn around and run.

It suddenly occurs to me how stupid this is, showing up to your LandLady’s apartment wearing a pair of women’s panties underneath your clothes. What am I expecting to happen? This is probably nothing more than a setup to humiliate me before she kicks me out for not being able to pay rent.

I curse myself at how foolish I’ve been. My heart starts to thump rapidly in my chest again, my stomach churning, my mind going dizzy, my legs nearly going out from under me. Fear and anxiety take over my body in the few seconds that pass between the doorknob turning and the door actually sliding open.

I’m half expecting a bunch of people with cameras to pop out from behind the door and pull my shorts down and laugh and take pictures.

All these thoughts, and all the accompanying emotions, are dispelled almost immediately when the door actually opens revealing only Nadia. She’s wearing a tight, low-cut dress which accentuates her cleavage making it seem bigger than it usually is. The hem of her dress is so high that I feel she might flash me her ass when she turns around, and her full, red lips are curled into that same devilish smile she showed me before she left my apartment this afternoon.

“I take it you have those panties on under there.” Her eyes dance suggestively around my crotch and my cock swells against the waistband.

“Yes,” I say, rubbing the back of my neck with my hand. Her smile only widens.

“Well then come on in, Nathan,” she says. “ I’ve got a fun night planned for us.”


Chapter Three

She leads me inside and closes the door behind us. I’ve never been inside this apartment before but I can’t imagine it always looks like this.

All the actual lights are off and the only thing providing illumination are the numerous candles that sit atop nearly every surface I can see – if I had to guess there’s about fifty of them around us. The entire apartment is bathed in their soft, yellow light and it makes our shadows spread in a web that’s equal parts confusing and beautiful.

The entire place smells like vanilla and citrus in a way that’s oddly comforting. There’s a path made out of rose petals on the ground that leads to a table in the middle of the living room. Two chairs stand on either side and a three-pronged candelabra sits in the middle. There’s plates of food, glasses for wine, and a tall, red bottle to fill them with.

Nadia puts her hand on the small of my back and speaks very softly next to my ear. “I hope you’re hungry.” The hair on the back of my neck stands up with her lips so close to me, and her hand on my back sends some very strong signals down my spine.

“What is all of this?” I ask, still incredulous at what I’m seeing.

“Dinner,” she says plainly. “For the two of us.”

She must have gone through a ridiculous amount of effort to arrange everything. It must have taken hours to do all of this and she couldn’t even have been sure that I was actually going to show up. I’ve been on dates before but never one this nicely set up, and never with a pair of panties on underneath my shorts.

“This… it’s beautiful,” I say, eyes still gleaming. Nadia’s fingers play softly against the small of my back. “You should have told me. I feel like I’m underdressed.”

“Not yet,” she laughs, and I’m thankful for the dark making it harder for her to see the blush creeping onto my cheeks. “But you will be, Nathan.”

With her hand still on my back, she leads me to the table. She even pulls out the chair before she takes her seat next to me. It occurs to me that she’s doing all the things that a man should be doing on a date, and although the irony of literally wearing panties while I assume the position of a woman does not escape me, I can’t very well do anything about it.

“Go on,” she says, lifting the cover of my plate revealing what looks to be some sort of pasta dish underneath. It smells amazing. “You must be hungry, better to eat up before we move on with things.”

The food is as delicious as it looks and we both eat ravenously sitting across the table from each other. The wine is superb too and I end up having three glasses before I’m done with my meal. Nadia pours both of us another one when we’re finished eating, and then looks back at me with a gleam in her eyes again.

“Let’s move this party to the couch,” she says, moving her eyes suggestively to the love seat next to the far wall. I can do nothing but follow her there.

“Did you like the food?” she asks.

“It was delicious,” I reply, as we both take our seats next to each other. The couch is small enough that we’re practically sitting hip to hip, which is causing some serious problems for my cock that now demands to be freed from its prison.

She puts her hands on my leg and my heart starts to beat faster. The atmosphere, the food, and the behavior from Nadia have almost made me forget about why I’m here in the first place. It’s made me forget that I owe her a lot of money and that I’m still wearing the panties she gave me.

But now that her hand slowly moves up my leg I’m reminded of those things again. Of the money I don’t have and the panties that I do. The surprising part, however, is that I find myself not caring.

I don’t mind that she’s making me wear women’s underwear and I don’t fear the fact that I owe her a large sum of money. Right now I care only about the woman next to me and I care only about her hand on my leg. I would stay in her debt forever if it meant getting treated like this, I would wear every panty in the world if it meant she put her hand that close to my cock.

A gorgeous, stunning woman like Nadia with a boy like me? I’d never thought it would be possible outside of my daydreams.

“I’ve fed you, Nathan.” She’s close to me now, her breath hot on my neck, giving me gooseflesh. “And I’ve given you some very expensive wine.” Her hand continues its slow path up my thigh. “And I’ve treated you well.” Her other hand has made its way behind me, where she’s slowly massaging the small of my back. “After all of this,” she says, her voice barely above a whisper. “I expect you to put out for me.”

The very next second Nadia has her lips on mine and my cock nearly explodes there and then. Her hand teases my swelling member and her other hand continues downward on my back.

Her breath smells of sweet wine and when her tongue finally slips inside my mouth I struggle to maintain my composure. I writhe on the couch against her touch as I slip her back some tongue. My cock swells and rages against the waistband as the palm of her hand continues to tease me.

She pulls away from my mouth and starts kissing my neck. The feeling of her lips and her tongue against the flesh of my neck is making me go crazy. It’s making my legs tremble harder and it’s making my breathing more uneven.

“Nadia…” I whisper, unable to wait any longer. I want her to release my cock and I want her to put it in that sweet mouth of hers.

“Shh,” she silences me between kisses. “Don’t speak.”

The hand she had against my cock has drifted upwards to my chest now, and she slips it inside my shirt, her fingers tracing a delicious path across my body. Her palms come to rest against my chest and she teases my nipple with her forefinger and her thumb.

I gasp in reply.

“What are you doing?” I ask, my body tingling with sensations the likes of which I’ve never quite felt before. She stops for a second and looks up at me with a cocked eyebrow.

“You don’t like it?” she asks.

“I didn’t say that.” I smile at her, and she smiles back, grabbing hold of my nipple once more.

As the hand on my back drifts lower and lower she guides me up and makes me sit in her lap. It’s odd being the man and sitting in the woman’s lap but Nadia’s about the same height as me and while I’m skinny and lithe she’s generously curved in all the right places.

She plants her lips against mine with a renewed hunger when I’m in her lap and the way her hands move across my body signifies that something has changed. If she was in charge before she’s more so now. The way she’s handling me makes it abundantly clear that she’s the dominant one here.

I whimper into her mouth as my cock struggles to break free and when Nadia’s hand moves to the waistband of my shorts I think she’s about to answer my prayers. These thoughts evaporate very quickly when she slides that hand down my shorts and inside my panties directly onto my ass, grabbing a handful as her tongue continues to work away inside my mouth.

“MMmhm” I moan hotly into her mouth, as her fingers continue to play with my tush, as her thumb continues to twist my nipple and as my cock continues to rage against its prison.

The feeling of her fingers on my naked ass is strangely electrifying, it reminds me of that one time I often try hard to forget, the time when I fooled around with a boy in college and he too slipped his hand down the back of my pants…

The tingling from my legs has spread to my entire body now and it’s only a matter of time before I climax. I moan once more into Nadia’s kiss and the way her hand moves around my asshole tells me that she knows I’m close.

My cock stirs one final time and the second before I think I’m about to come she slips a finger inside my hole.

I make a sound that’s half shriek and half moan and my eyes roll to the back of my head. My entire body shudders and my cock spews its hot load across my belly as one of Nadia’s hands plays with my nipple and the other fingers my asshole.

“Fuck,” I pant, collapsing against her soft, pillowy body as she wraps her hands around me. I’m unsure of what more to say and unable to do anything but lean my head against her chest.

“Did you like that?” She asks, stroking my hair gently with the same hand that was inside me not ten seconds ago.

I don’t speak, but the mess that I’ve made inside my clothes is answer enough.


Chapter Four

The walk back to my own apartment is confusing, the process of washing out my cum stained clothes is mortifying.

I can’t wrap my head around Nadia’s motives, can’t make sense of what I just experienced, what she just did to me. The one thing I do know is that I liked it. The feeling of being under her control, sitting in her lap as her hands crawled all over my body awakened something inside me that had laid dormant for so long, something that I’d forgotten was even there.

As I strip out of my clothes and put them in the wash I take an extra-long moment to stare at the panties. They’d felt good between my legs, I’d liked the way the fabric had hugged my butt as I walked and I’d loved the way Nadia’s hand felt inside them, teasing my asshole as I squirmed in her lap.

But these feelings leave me with more questions than answers.

I’ve never thought of myself as a crossdresser, as someone who enjoys putting on women’s clothes as he’s dominated by another person. There was that one time in college but there were no panties involved back then, not to mention that Nadia is a woman and not a man, so the comparison makes little sense in that regard as well.

All I know is that I liked whatever happened today. I liked talking with Nadia over dinner and I especially enjoyed what took place next. If the cost of being with Nadia is putting on a pair of panties underneath my clothes then that’s just what I’ll have to do. After all, who will know what type of underwear I’m wearing? And if the only person getting me out of my pants is Nadia well then she was the one who wanted it in the first place.

It’s a win-win situation.

The washing machine finishes its spin cycle and I take the clothes out and lay them out to dry. I go to bed feeling more relaxed than I have in months. I dream of lounging around in Nadia’s lap under the sun as she strokes my hair and smiles down at me. In the dream, she sings to me and moves her hands over my body in a way that makes me feel safe and secure. It’s the best dream I’ve had in years and I get some of the best sleep I’ve had in my life.

When I finally wake up it isn’t because of the alarm.

Someone’s knocking on the door.

I sleep naked, so I throw on a pair of pants and answer the door.

My lips automatically curl into a smile when I see Nadia standing in my doorway, her hair done up in a stylish bun, a pretty dress hugging her curves and a large, black duffle bag tucked under one arm.

“What’s that for?” I ask, smiling at her while I stand aside to invite her inside.

“Oh, you’ll find out soon enough.” She winks as she walks past me and I can do nothing but stare at her deliciously swaying hips as she makes her way into my living room. She puts the bag in almost exactly the same place as the panties yesterday, and this small coincidence is enough to get my cock stirring.

What does she have planned for today? Some prettier panties perhaps? Or some stockings that I can slip on? I wouldn’t even mind putting them on if she lets me have sex with her today.

I take the seat next to her and stare deep into her eyes. To my surprise, those eyes lack most of the tenderness from last night, the mischievous glint that I’d seen previously back in full force.

All of a sudden I feel a little tense.

The duffle bag is way bigger than anything you’d need to fit a pair or two of panties. Hell, you could probably stuff a hundred panties in there and there would still be plenty of space left over. My mind reels back to how dominant she was last night, and I gulp emptily while I entertain the possibility that she might have brought toys.

“Well?” I ask, with a strange fluttering feeling in my stomach. “Are you gonna tell me what you have in there? What you have planned for today?”

“I hate this about your generation,” she smiles, her hand going for the zipper on the bag. “No patience in any of you, always want to know everything straight away.” Her smile widens and my heart sinks as the zipper slides open, revealing the contents of the bag that she’s apparently brought for me.

It’s filled with dresses and skirts and tops and even a couple of pairs of wigs. On one side there’s a large flesh-colored object that makes my breath catch. This bag has enough outfits to dress a woman for two months and she’s brought it here for me?

“I just thought we should make you a little prettier today.” Her grin continues to widen.


Chapter Five

A dreadful sinking feeling seeps into my stomach as Nadia lays out the clothes she brought, the outfits she apparently wants me to try on. A strong blush rises to my cheeks and I feel my body shudder as the entire thing becomes a reality.

I was fine with the panties as long as it meant I got to be with Nadia but dressing up in women’s clothing? Putting on dresses, skirts, blouses – even wigs? I don’t think I can go through with this. No matter how sexy Nadia is I can’t see myself turning into a complete woman just to sleep with her.

“Nadia I think we should talk about this,” I say, my throat tightening with the implications of what I’m about to do. Denying Nadia like this will obviously remove any chances I have of sleeping with her but it will also mean angering her. And in her anger, she will most likely demand the money I owe her. Money that I still don’t have.

But I’d rather be homeless than become a full-blown drag queen.

“I can’t go through with this,” I tell her, my hands nearly trembling, my mind racing with thoughts too fast to pin down and analyze.

“Why?” She looks up at me and bats her eyelashes in a way that nearly makes all the resolve I mustered melt away.

She’s fucking gorgeous.

“I… I just can’t.” I want to be firm in my denial, but it doesn’t help that I’m stuttering my words.

“Why can’t you do it, Nathan.” She’s calm and understanding, not at all angry like I expected her to be. There’s a soft tenderness to her voice that makes me feel at ease, makes me think that going through with this whole thing isn’t such a bad idea after all.

I’m forced to look down at my lap, lest the look in her eyes melts away any resistance I have left.

“I was fine with the panties, Nadia. And I like you a lot, but I can’t let you doll me up like this. I’m a man, I don’t want to go around dressed up like a woman.” It’s hard but I force out the words. It’s the only way she’ll understand. The only way she’ll get angry and leave me alone.

But she doesn’t. The damned woman puts one hand on my thigh and tilts my chin upwards with the other. I’m looking into her eyes now and I find that my heart is beating faster than it did last night, faster than it ever has probably.

“Is that really the truth, Nathan?” It’s posed as a question but I know she doesn’t expect an answer. She already knows. “Because I held you in my arms last night,” she continues. “And I watched how happy I could make you. Isn’t that right? Didn’t I make you happy?”

I nod slowly. Her hand creeps closer to my crotch and my cock stirs to life.

“And now I’m trying to make you happier, Nathan.” She’s whispering now, and her mouth is close to me. Very close to me. I can feel her breath on my cheek and her hand keeps moving closer and closer to my cock.

“You can leave,” she says. “You can ask me to stop any time you want and I won’t even kick you out. I’ll even give you more time to pay back the rent. What you did for me last night was enough to earn you at least another month here.” Her hand brushes past my cock and reaches for my fly. “You say the word and I’ll leave, Nathan.” She’s pulling down my fly. “And I won’t bother you again. You just have to say it.”

But I can’t. I don’t want this to stop. I don’t want Nadia to leave. Her hands on me, her mouth next to mine is all that matters and I don’t care if I have to wear a thousand dresses if it means I get to stay with her.

With my fly down, she slips her fingers inside my pants, slipping them around my bare, erect penis. She starts to stroke, her eyes wide with such wonder that I find it hard to believe it’s really my cock she has in her hands.

“Does that feel nice?” she asks, moving her soft, delicate fingers along the length of my shaft.

“Mmhm,” I moan back, squirming in the seat. It feels so fucking good and she hasn’t even done anything yet. With a small tug, she pulls my pants down to my thighs, making my erection spring free into the open.

She looks into my eyes again, making me melt, making me curse myself for even trying to push her away. I let my shoulders relax and take a deep breath. She bends down, opens wide, and slips my entire length into her warm, wet mouth in a single gulp.

And then she begins to suck.

I gasp against the wetness of her tongue on my shaft, I squirm in my seat as her lips glide down across it and I shudder despite my best efforts when her teeth scrape along lightly. I’d put on a dress and dance in front of the whole world if it meant more of this.

I slip my fingers into her hair as her tongue moves up and down the base of my shaft like a serpent. Every time it glides over a ridge or a vein in my cock my breath catches in my throat and I feel like I might burst right there and then.

She’s good at this. So fucking good.

Her hair feels as soft against my palm as her lips feel good on my cock. She plunges deep and rises again like a fish diving for water, every movement giving me pleasure beyond anything I’ve ever experienced. My cock twitches and dances inside her mouth as I near climax, and she tickles the tip with a circular motion of her tongue which nearly pushes me over the edge.

“Fuuuck,” I moan, struggling to breathe evenly as Nadia’s head bobs up and down my cock. “It feels so good.”

She moans something in reply, but with my penis in her mouth, she really doesn’t make much sense. My cock shudders again and she starts to suck on my tip, bringing her hand around to pump the base of my rod. I squirm like crazy, moaning and groaning, my legs moving wildly.

It’s quite possibly the greatest sensation I’ve ever felt in my life and I want to do everything I can to prolong it further. But as she leans back and looks me in the eye, asking, “Do you like it?” I can’t hold back anymore.

My cock erupts, spewing its hot load all over her lips, her eyelids, her nose, her chin, her chest. It goes everywhere and for a moment it looks like it might never end. My cock shudders and twitches as it bathes Nadia in my cum and when I’m finally done she only smiles.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she giggles and I blush despite myself.

“Now,” she says, wiping some of my cum off her face. “You better get up and shave. No one likes a hairy girl.”


Chapter Six

Nadia has managed to clean herself off pretty nicely by the time I’m done shaving every last bit of hair off of my body. Even though I was skeptical about the entire thing less than an hour ago I have to admit that the feeling of smooth-shaven skin is pretty nice. There were even a few moments in the bathroom when I looked at my hairless body in the mirror and thought that I had curves better suited to dresses and skirts than jeans and shirts.

“Well,” I say, rubbing my arm nervously as Nadia’s gaze bores into me. “We should get started I guess.”

“We should.” She hands me a pair of panties. They’re a tiny black pair that seem tighter and smaller than the ones I wore last night. I don’t want to admit it to her, but they look rather pretty.

I take the panties and go to the corner, turning around and waiting for Nadia to do the same. When I crane my neck to take a look at her she’s standing tall with her arms crossed under her chest and her eyebrow cocked questioningly.

“What?” she says. “You want me to turn around?”

“Yes,” I say sheepishly.

“Why? It’s nothing I haven’t seen before and there’s no way we’re getting through this entire thing with you hiding your naughty bits from me.” She giggles as she says the last part, making a fresh flush rise to my cheeks.

But she’s right, of course. She fingered my asshole last night and she sucked me off no more than an hour ago, she’s already seen everything there is to see. There’s no point in trying to hide my decency anymore. In fact, the only reason I’m feeling this way is that being shaved smooth is making me feel more naked than usual, and the added factor of putting these panties on in front of her is making me hesitant.

But it’s silly to delay any longer.

So I take a deep breath, drop my pants to the ground and pull the panties up. Maybe it’s because it’s a different pair, or maybe it’s because my legs are smooth and hairless now but the panties feel even better today than they did last night. I turn around and admire how they hug my sleek form, the black fabric accentuating my butt and my hips.

Despite my earlier hesitation, I’m liking the way I look in these panties. I always wondered why women took such meticulous care in their dressing but I’m starting to see that there’s a certain type of pleasure in it. The feeling of just your ass being enough to turn heads whenever you walk into a room.

Nadia walks up behind me and I tense.

“Relax,” she says, pushing her hands onto my ass and squeezing my cheeks lightly. “You’ve got a perky little butt, Nathan,” she giggles, and I feel my cheeks warming again.

“T– Thanks,” I stammer and she continues to giggle at my embarrassment.

“Hold on,” she says and goes back to fish out a pair of black strappy heels from her bag. “Try these on.”

I hold them up, wondering if the tiny things will break under a man’s weight. I sit on the edge of my seat and put the shoes on, surprisingly (and embarrassingly) enough they fit perfectly and when I get up to walk around they support my weight nicely.

It’s hard but I balance myself on the shoes as well as I can. Nadia is standing behind me admiring how my body looks now that I have the heels on. I can see how her eyes survey every part of my body, how they linger on my butt just a little bit longer than anywhere else.

“Much better with the heels on,” she says, slapping me across my tush lightly, making me yelp in response. “Perkier too,” she laughs.

She’s right of course. Because I have the heels on I’m forced to flex my ass in order to stay upright. This means that my butt appears both firmer and perkier now and it stands out much more than before. I turn around slowly and take in my body, trying to see what Nadia sees when she looks at me. It’s hard to accept but I do have the body of a woman. I have the long supple legs of one, the flaring shapely thighs of one, and the absolutely delicious booty of one.

The only thing that stands out is the slight bulge of my cock.

It’s as if Nadia knows what I’m thinking and she interjects almost immediately by putting her hands on me. “I’ll fix that for you,” she says, reaching down my panties and grabbing my cock.

I inhale deeply thinking maybe I’m about to get some action again but she only rolls her eyes. “You’re insatiable,” she says. “Did you forget that I sucked you off no more than an hour ago?” But her chastisement does nothing to ease the stirring of my cock, so she slips it between my legs. Next, she pushes my ball up into my body, an action that makes me squirm where I stand.

The tightness of the panties coupled with the closeness of my legs prevents the balls from coming back down and when I look in the mirror next the problem from before is gone.

The bottom half of my body looks entirely like a woman’s. So much so, in fact, that just looking at it evokes warm, fuzzy feelings in my lower abdomen.

Next, she helps squeeze me into a dress, and although it’s a little baggy around the chest it fits perfectly otherwise. I’m a little stung as I remember all the time’s men’s clothing wouldn’t fit me properly, how the sizes were either too baggy or too tight on me, leaving me to spend hours upon hours in changing rooms only to come back home empty-handed.

The skimpy, black dress I have on now shows no such problems. It hugs my hips beautifully, stretches over my ass like it was tailor-made for me, and shows off my legs in a way that makes them very flattering.

Nadia runs her hand down my side again, her fingers tracing a path along my hip as I admire my own beauty. “You look gorgeous,” she whispers in my ear, and I’m too stunned by the compliment to thank her for it.

“Hold on.” She goes back to the bag and fishes out a pair of the fake silicone tits I saw earlier. She drags my dress down and helps me slip them on. They look and feel very real and by the time I have my dress back over them my chest looks as filled out as a hot twenty-five-year old’s.

Again, I’m too amazed to say anything.

A blonde wig comes next. The cut on it is very stylish and the bangs that fall across my face compliment my features very well. Nadia grabs me by the hips once again and twirls me around so I can see how pretty I look in the mirror.

Nearly every bit of what I see is perfect. The hair, the face, my hips, my legs, my tush. Even my chest, which is 100% fake, looks like it belongs to me perfectly. I still can’t put my feelings into words but I know that I like this. That I like looking as pretty as I am right now and that it’s all because of Nadia.

“Thank you,” I say, turning my face to her. “Thank you for all of this Nadia. Thank you for showing me how pretty I can be. For everything.”

She shushes me with a raised finger, her eyes devoid of all the humor that they previously held, replaced with a furious intensity that I haven’t seen from her before. “You don’t have to thank me,” she whispers, her hand slipping to my tush. “You’ve already done so much for me.” She pushes her body against mine and I take in all its softness and all its warmth. “And you’ll do so much more.” She plants her lips onto mine and kisses me more deeply and more passionately than I’ve ever been kissed before. I melt into her and we spend what seems like an eternity making out with each other, her hand on my ass and mine on hers.

But before it can go any further she breaks it off and makes for the door, leaving me standing there confused and aroused. “Where are you going?” I ask, and the spring in her step tells me that the moment of tenderness has passed, that Nadia is back to her usual, devious self.

“Going home,” she says, pausing by the door and looking back at me with a grin on her face. “I’m taking you out to dinner at 9 p.m. tomorrow night and I’m leaving the bag here. Be sure to pick out a cute outfit.”

She’s gone before I have a chance to speak and I’m left standing in the middle of my living room wondering if I have what it takes to step out into the world wearing a skimpy dress.


Chapter Seven

Despite the momentary conflict I felt last night, I’m all dolled up and ready to go well before nine o’clock.

I’ve chosen to put on a skimpy little dress with a slit down the middle that affords anyone who happens to be watching an ample amount of my inner thigh. It’s made out of sparkly red fabric and is tighter than the dress I tried on last night. I’ve chosen the same wig from last night even though I had the option of one with black hair – I see myself more as a blonde anyway– and I’ve even put on some makeup after I found a kit at the bottom of the bag and looked up some tutorials on the internet.

The end result is good enough that I have a hard time recognizing myself in the mirror. But the strangest part about all of this isn’t how good I’ve managed to make myself look in such a short amount of time, it’s how much I’m liking it.

I’ve spent nearly the entire day trying on dresses and shoes and makeup combinations until I’ve gotten everything just right, and now I can hardly wait until it’s finally time for Nadia to come pick me up.

When the doorbell finally rings I run to answer it with a bright, cheerful smile on my face. Nadia’s standing on the other side looking classier than she ever has. She’s ditched the flowery flowing dresses she wears most of the time for a green party dress that’s tight around her hips and showcases her bosom perfectly.

“My, my,” she says, crossing her arms under her chest. “Aren’t you looking pretty.”

I blush at the compliment and make a show of tucking a strand of hair behind my ear just so I have something to do with my hands. “Thanks,” I say.

“Can’t have you speaking in that voice tonight, now can we?” Nadia says, raising an eyebrow and I catch her meaning immediately.

“Thanks,” I repeat but this time in a tone that’s more feminine, my pitch a few octaves higher.

“Softer,” she says. “Don’t force yourself to shriek. Just relax the muscles in your throat and you’ll be surprised at how good it sounds.”

I do what she says and when I say the word “Thanks,” again it sounds almost like a woman’s voice, soft and high pitched enough that even I might be confused if I didn’t know where it was coming from.

“Perfect.” Nadia grabs me by the arm and leads me down the stairs. “You understand I won’t be calling you Nathan today, right?”

“Yes,” I say, practicing my girl voice. It gets better with every word I say, and the gentle smile on Nadia’s face tells me that she approves too.

“So we need to get your a girl name.”

“I see.”

“How does Natalie sound?”

“Natalie,” I repeat the word in my girl voice, rolling it around on my tongue to see how it sounds. I can see myself being a Natalie. “It’s a pretty name.”

“A pretty name for a pretty girl,” Nadia’s hand moves down the side of my torso, her fingers brushing past my hips as we descend the last steps of the stairs. I blush at the compliment but the warmth isn’t restricted to my cheeks, it spreads all across my body in a warm, fuzzy, comforting way that makes me appreciate Nadia even more.

Outside the building, there’s a cab waiting for us and as we both get in the cab I notice the driver checking us out. His eyes linger far longer on my legs than they do on Nadia’s chest and the feeling of being watched like this makes me feel empowered.

We talk a lot on the drive over, me practicing my new voice and Nadia finding a way to tease me or compliment me in every other sentence. We’re still a few blocks away from the restaurant she said she’d take me to when she asks the driver to stop.

“Just let us out here,” she says, paying the man his fare and opening the door to the cold night outside.

“But we’re not there yet,” I protest, confused by what she has in mind.

“It’s just a couple of blocks away,” she tells me, stepping out of the car. “And I want to take that opportunity to show you off.”

She grabs me by the wrist and guides me out of the comfortable warmth of the cab. The city outside is cold and I immediately feel the chill all across my body. I feel almost naked in the skimpy outfit I have on and I’m afraid that a particularly strong gust of wind would blow up my dress and flash my panties to the entire world.

“Too cold for you?” Nadia asks, taking my hand in hers, replacing at least some of the warmth that I’ve just lost.

“Not with you right next to me,” I say, but even as I do I feel the icy wind creep up my legs all the way to my butt, causing me to shiver in a way that makes me want to cover myself up. I look over at Nadia and see her standing there as if she’s completely at ease.

I guess she has more practice being dressed like this than I do.

“Come,” she says, dragging me behind her as she sets off towards the restaurant. “It’s not far now.”

When I left home I was scared that someone might recognize that I wasn’t really a woman, that I was just a man in a dress, that I would get laughed at and made fun of for being a drag queen. But I feel none of that doubt now as men stop in their tracks and leer at me as I walk past them. A few even whistle and call out to me but most stick to ogling at my ass or my legs silently, the looks on their faces marked with desire.

Desire for me.

It’s not too hard to imagine what they must be thinking. The things they’d do to me if they just got me in a room alone with them. I revel in this feeling of being desired, of making men stop in their tracks, and of turning heads.

Who knew being the object of some random man’s desire could be this thrilling?

When we finally arrive at the restaurant there’s a huge line outside, and the place looks like it’s booked all the way to summer.

Nadia cuts through the line and goes straight to the man handling the seating. “We have a reservation,” she says. “Under the name of Nadia Adler.”

The man scans the list on the lectern for a few seconds before replying.

“Ah yes, Ms.Adler. We have you marked for a table of two, is that correct”

“That’s correct,” Nadia replies.

“Go on inside please, a waiter will show you to your table.”

I’m thankful to be inside and out of the cold, it also helps that the inside of this restaurant is just about the nicest place I’ve ever been to. From the music to the aromas to the ambiance, everything’s perfect.

Nadia looks around for a few seconds before spotting a waiter and signaling him over. He shows us to our table and tells us that someone else will come to attend to us.

“Why couldn’t he just take our order?” I ask Nadia after the man has left.

The way she smiles before answering reminds me that nothing is ever simple with Nadia. “Oh, I have someone special picked out for us tonight.” She winks at me to drive home the point.

When the waiter does finally show up I understand what she means.

The man standing over our table is tall, handsome, and built like a Greek god. His shoulders are huge, his arms are corded with muscle and he has the jawline Hollywood superstars would die for.

“Nice to see you again, Ms.Adler,” he smiles at Nadia in a way that you only smile at someone you know really well. “I’ve missed you.”

Christ.

It sounds like she’s been sleeping with him. And why the fuck do I suddenly feel jealous about that.

“I hope you’ll serve us as well as you did last time, Brad,” she winks at him and the way he smiles back at her gives me the sudden urge to jump across the table and put my hands on him. A seed of desire takes root inside my body and my entire world narrows down on our waiter Brad.

I take in every detail of his body. His tall shoulders, the places where his shirt is stretched taut across his muscled body, the finely cropped stubble on his cheeks, even the masculine fragrance coming off his body. A thought crosses my mind – one that I suppress almost immediately – but not before I briefly entertain the idea of undoing his belt and pulling down his pants.

“And who’s this with you, Ms.Adler?” I’m knocked out of my trance when I hear Brad refer to me, and acting on my first instinct I avert my gaze and smile shyly.

Fucking hell. The effect this man is having on me is NOT normal.

“That’s Natalie,” Nadia says. “And I’m sure you’ll get to know more of her later.”

“I’m sure I will.” He says, his gaze still boring into me.

What the fuck is that supposed to mean? I don’t like the way his eyes scan my body with hunger, which is to say I don’t like that I like it this much. Does Nadia mean to whore me out to Brad?

And if she does, what’s taking so long?

“Same place as last time then?” Nadia asks.

“Yes. I’ll be waiting.” And with that Brad leaves.

“What did you mean when you said he’d get to know more of me later?” I ask, my heart beating dangerously fast against my chest.

“You know what I meant.” Nadia’s hand reaches across the table to hold mine.

My cock stirs between my legs, coming to life at the idea of Brad bending me over and tearing off my panties. There’s still a problem though.

“But he’ll find out that I’m not really a – “ Nadia cuts me off mid-sentence with a finger to my lips.

“He knows what you are, Natalie. And he doesn’t mind.”

The seed of desire that took root when I first laid eyes on Brad starts to bloom in my belly and the shy, demure smile on my face is enough to tell Nadia that I have no further questions. That I am ready to be led wherever she’ll take me.

As I walk behind her through the floor of the restaurant I find that I feel a slight stirring in my backside with every step I take, as if my body is already preparing itself for what’s about to happen.

When Nadia finally leads me into a storeroom that looks like it hasn’t been used in about a decade I’m happier than I’ve been all year. Because Brad is in there and the way he’s smiling at me tells me full well just how hard he’s about to ravage me.


Chapter Eight

As soon as the door closes behind me Brad grabs my wrist, a thousand feelings bloom across my body as his skin touches mine, and none of them are unpleasant.

“What kind of waiter are you?” I tease, my voice low and soft. “To be hanging out in dark rooms like this instead of serving the customers.”

“You’ll find I’m fully capable of serving my customers here.” He pulls me in close, bathing me in the heat radiating from his perfectly sculpted body. “And there’s one customer in particular.” His hands find their way to my sides. “That I hope I can please.”

Fucking hell.

The feeling of his fingers digging into my hips is so intoxicating that I feel like I might just turn into water where I stand. I squirm against his body but he holds me tight, the heat and pleasure from his body fusing us together in a way that makes me feel like I’m part of him.

My asshole twitches again and I know this is what I want.

“Go on then,” I whisper almost directly into his mouth. “What are you waiting for?”

I’m barely finished with the words when Brad’s lips are on mine, his tongue slipping inside, his body pressing tighter onto me. He kisses me in the same way Nadia does, more dominant and assertive than tender and kind.

Only difference is he’s far more dominant and far more assertive.

I’ve kissed a man before but never like this. Brad is nothing like the boy I fooled around with in college and I’m nothing like the person I was back then. This is real, it’s dangerous, and it feels almost intoxicating.

His hand slides along my sides, the touch of a strong, dominant man sending shivers down my spine. The whole thing is making my legs turn to water and we’re only on the kissing part up until now.

Both of his hands slip behind me and he cups my ass in his strong, large palms. I gasp into his mouth as he squeezes me down there, my cock stirring and swelling between my legs.

“You like that, huh?” he asks, breaking off our kiss and moving his lips to my neck.

“Yes,” I moan, as he starts to kiss and suck the flesh on my neck. His lips feel so fucking good that I feel like I might just orgasm there and then.

His tongue feels even better.

The times with Nadia gave me a taste but I’ve never quite felt like this before. Never quite been dominated like this before. A strong man’s hands across my ass, his mouth on my neck, his body pressed into mine as I squirm within his grasp.

It’s the best fucking feeling in the world, and we’re just getting started.

“I want you,” I whisper. “I want you in me.”

He pauses for a moment and steps back, smiling wider than I’ve seen him smile all night. “You better get on your knees then, babe.”

I fall to my knees and lunge hungrily for his belt. My eyes widen as I pull down his pants to unleash his cock to the stale air of the room.

It’s fucking massive.

Not to say that I’ve seen a lot of cocks in my life but this one is clearly very large. It’s nearly thicker than my wrist and it’s longer than my forearm. He’s already hard, bulging veins straining against his length, the red tip quivering in its eagerness to get sucked.

“Like what you see?” He smirks, and I can only nod in response.

“You’d better get started then,” he says, stepping closer until his tip is near enough to my lips that I can feel the heat coming off of it.

I stick my tongue out and slide it against his tip, the entire thing shivers, and throbs. I move my tongue against it again and to my surprise, it grows even bigger. Every time it pulses or shivers against my tongue I feel the vibrations travel throughout my body, and as I continue to lick him he keeps growing larger. By the end, he’s grown to an almost monstrous size, and I’m not even sure my tiny little mouth will be able to fit all of him.

That doesn’t mean I won’t try.

“Not that I’m complaining,” he says. “But you can’t keep licking it all day, love.” His words are cool but his voice is gruff and needy. He clearly can’t wait for me to suck on it.

I take one final deep breath before opening wide. My lips stretch and part as I welcome his impressive girth into my mouth, the walls of my mouth struggling to contain the pulsing monstrosity that man has for a cock.

I let him sink into me until he can’t anymore. Until the tip of his cock is scratching the back of my throat and there’s no more empty space inside.

“Fuck,” he groans, his legs tensing as I run my tongue along the underside of his shaft. “That feels so fucking good.”

Slowly and cautiously I start to bob my head up and down on his cock, my tongue slithering along his shaft as my lips ride over all the ridges and the veins of his shaft. He’s big enough that whenever his cock shudders inside me I feel it reverberate all throughout my body, a sensation that makes both my asshole and my cock stir with quickening desire.

“Mmmhm,” He groans, as I feel the first trickles of precum leaking from his cock. It tastes better than I expect, which must mean that Brad has a pretty healthy diet.

His hands find their way into my wig and although the hair isn’t really mine I can still appreciate the feeling of his fingers playing against it.

There’s a renewed urgency to all of Brad’s movements that tells me he’s getting closer. His breathing has become shallower than before, his legs are tense and taut, and his hips are moving with quick twitchy motions as he rams his cock in and out of my tiny little mouth.

I respond to his urgency by sucking faster, my tongue slapping against his tip every chance it gets. The speed of his thrusts gets quicker and I match the tempo by bobbing my head faster. His cock shudders in my mouth again and more precum oozes out. I can feel him getting closer and all I want is for him to finish in my mouth, to flood me with his cum as he groans and grunts and moans in bliss.

But he doesn’t.

He pulls out when he’s right at the edge, leaving me feeling empty and unfulfilled. I look up at him with hungry eyes and see the struggle written plainly on his face. He hates pulling out more than I do but it’s necessary because he has other plans.

My asshole twitches again, and I know what he’s going to say even before he’s said it.

“I want to finish inside you.” My cock swells against my leg and my heart starts beating so fast that it’s probably audible in the next room. “Get up.” He commands and I can do nothing but obey. He grabs me by the waist and turns me around, I don’t fight it for even a second. Why would I?

This is everything I want and then some.

“You should brace yourself,” he whispers from behind me, his hot breath making the hair on the back of my neck stand up. I push my palms flat against the door for support and his hands settle on my ass through the fabric of my dress. For a few seconds we just stand there, me waiting anxiously for something to happen and his fingers measuring the shape of my ass.

Slowly, he pulls my dress up to my waist, leaving nothing but a pair of panties between my asshole and his cock. The panties don’t last too long either since he hooks a thumb in the waistband a second later and pulls them down all the way to my ankles.

“You’ve got a tight little ass here, Natalie,” He whispers against my neck, his hands settling along my hips as I steady myself for what’s about to come.

There’s another pause, where I bend over further, shaking my ass up at him seductively as my asshole twitches in anticipation. The pause ends when he slams into me, splitting apart my hole and stretching me wide.

I gasp as his cock forces its way inside me, expanding the walls of my anus as it carves a path deeper. My first instinct is to clamp down against his cock and stop the advance but I fight it off. I want this more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life and not even the natural reflexes of my body will get in the way of that.

“Relax,” He says directly into my ear, his chin resting on my shoulder. “And let me do what I do best.”

Gently, he begins to rock his hips, sliding his cock in and out of my needy hole, every vein and every ridge teasing the inner walls of my anus as he ravages me. His fingers dig deeper into the naked flesh of my ass as he picks up the face, his thrusts coming faster and faster with every passing second.

I can do nothing but moan and scream as his cock pulses inside me, and as his tip shudders deep within me I find him hitting a spot that feels better than all the rest.

“You like that, huh?” he groans from behind me as he feels me squirming and twitching against his cock.

“Y… yes,” I manage between moans. “It feels good.” ‘Good’ is an understatement, it feels fucking fantastic. It might just be the best fucking feeling in the world when his hot, shuddering tip rams into my G-Spot but a lady really can’t say that, can she?

He starts finding my sweet spot on every thrust and before long there’s waves of pleasure coiling around all throughout my body.

“Fuck,” I moan. “H– harder please.” My voice comes out sounding like a squeal, my eyes are shut tightly in ecstasy, I’m rocking my hips almost as fast as Brad is and my cock is standing stiff at attention in front of me.

To my surprise, he reaches around and grabs onto my cock.

“You thought I forgot about that,” he whispers in my ear, but by this point, I’m too far gone to reply. Too far gone to make out actual words so I make do with some moans and some squeals.

Shivers run through my body as he hits my G-spot again, his cock reaching depths inside my hole that I never even knew existed. He’s beating me off, and his thrusts are becoming faster, I’m nothing but a screaming, moaning mess as he fucks me from behind, the sound of his pelvis slapping against my ass dominating the room.

Before long a searing hot shudder rips through my body, my asshole quivers and contracts around his cock, trapping him inside as his tip pulses against my G-spot. My legs turn to jelly underneath me and I let out a primal, animalistic groan. In this moment I’m thankful for having the wall for support otherwise I might have collapsed to the ground.

I moan as I come, splashing my load against the door as he beats me off, his cock still trapped inside me.

“Fuck,” he mutters and I feel his entire body shudder. His cock dances one last time deep inside me and then he’s blasting my hole with rope after rope of his cum, flooding my insides until they’re full and the rest starts to leak out, falling in trails down my legs.

My head’s spinning as he pulls out of me and the only thing that stops me from falling to the ground are Nadia’s waiting hands giving me support. I look up at her smiling face and struggle to find the words to thank her for what she’s done for me.

What she’s shown me.

“I take it you found tonight fun?” She smiles down at me.

“I did.” I struggle to steady my breathing. “But I feel a bit cheated.”

“Why’s that?” That knowing grin on her face is beautiful.

“Because you never bought me that dinner you promised me.”

“You’re telling me that didn’t fill you up?” She laughs and I can do nothing but join her.

The end
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Trapped by my new Boss: Crossdressing, Feminization

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08JXS38HN

Ray has fallen on hard times after losing his job and if he doesn’t make rent soon, he’ll end up on the streets. It looks like he’ll lose everything when he finally gets a job interview that he doesn’t even remember applying for.

The pay is good, the benefits are even better, there’s just one catch : He has to get dressed up like a girl if he wants to work there. Atleast his new boss is nice to him, but she has a secret of her own. A big, throbbing secret between her thighs.
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