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Chapter One

I was screwed.

I should have come clean the moment it happened. I should have owned up to it when I’d broken my neighbor’s expensive-looking garden sculpture. I should have gone up to her house and admitted my wrongdoing. It was an accident, after all, it’s not like I’d meant to do it. But the idea of having to pay for it was pretty daunting. It did look expensive after all. So I figured I could get away with it. That I could walk away from the scene of the crime and no one would be the wiser.

And I would have too, if not for the security cameras.

Footage of me drunkenly walking through her garden flashed on the screen in front of me now. The part with me knocking over the sculpture and breaking it playing in a loop as I was forced to watch. Forced to bear witness to the crime that I’d tried to escape.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I was pretty drunk that night. I’ll pay for the damages.”

“Will you?” My neighbor asked, crossing her arms underneath her chest, a scowl adorning her strikingly beautiful face. I’d learned that her name was Martha when she knocked on my door this morning. She’d moved in less than a month ago and I hadn’t had the chance to see her this closely before. But now that I did, I could tell that she was pretty cute. She was a bit older than me, maybe in her late thirties or early forties, but she had the body of a twenty-year-old.

Full breasts, wide hips, a narrow waist, and long, supple legs. If we’d met under better circumstances I might have checked her out a bit more, perhaps I’d even make a pass at her. But clearly, I was in no condition to do that now, moments after my shameful behavior had been exposed.

“Yes,” I said again. “Just tell me how much it is and I’ll pay you in full. And again, I’m extremely sorry for what’s happened. As I keep telling you, I was just really drunk that night.”

“You broke my sculpture three days ago Mr.Baker,” she said, the anger in her eyes still piercing through me. “You had plenty of time to come up to me and admit your mistake. Plenty of time to make amends, to show remorse. But you did none of this. You waited until you were caught before offering an apology.”

I had no reply. She was right on every count. I’d done a pretty scummy thing and was only showing remorse after I’d been caught. There was no defense to that.

“I’m very ashamed of my behavior,” I said, head still bowed in shame. “I don’t know what I can do to make it up to you.”

“Well, you can start by paying for the sculpture you broke.”

“Yes,” I said, calculating in my mind how much of a hit I’d be taking. Business hadn’t been good these past few months which was why I hadn’t gone up to admit my mistake in the first place. I hadn’t been sure I could pay for the thing given how expensive it looked. But I had no choice now, I’d have to pay up even if it meant going deeper into debt. “Just tell me how much and I’ll write you a cheque .”

“Fifteen thousand dollars,” she said, and it felt like a punch to the gut. “And no cheques. I’ve had my experience with a few bogus cheques. I’ll take cash only, otherwise, we’re going to court.”

Fifteen grand? There was no way in hell I could afford to pay her that. I obviously didn’t have that kind of cash lying around. Hell, I couldn’t even come up with that much money if I sold my car and emptied out my bank accounts.

“I..” I couldn’t form the words, my heart was beating loudly in my chest, my head was spinning as the fear of a lawsuit crept up on me. There was some very clear footage of my wrongdoing and it wasn’t like I could afford a lawyer anyway. “I can pay in installments,” I finally manage to stammer out. “I can do five hundred a month.” It sounded pathetic, downright pitiful.

“Unacceptable,” she said. “If you can’t pay I’ll see you in court.”

“Please, Martha,” I was pleading now, ready to beg and cry if that’s what it took. “Please don’t do this to me. I can’t afford a lawsuit right now. I’ll lose my house, my car. I’ll do anything you want. Whatever you say. You can have my car. The furniture in my house. My Tv. My laptop. All of it.”

“Most of that stuff’s probably worthless.”

“I’ll pay you the rest as soon as I can,” I said. “Please there has to be some sort of arrangement we can agree on.”

“There is one thing,” she said, before pausing and tapping her finger on her chin.

“Anything. I’ll do anything you tell me to.”

“Well,” she said, and the scowl on her face had all but disappeared now, replaced with a rather sinister grin. “It involves getting you out of those clothes.”


Chapter Two

Martha leaned in towards me and pressed her soft lips onto mine, an act that left me equal parts aroused and confused. As she wrapped her arms around me, I tried to wrap my head around what was happening.

The extremely attractive neighbor who had been threatening to sue me mere seconds ago was now making out with me. As I understood it, having sex with her would vindicate me of my crime and make us even, which was a pretty good situation all things considered. Except for one thing.

Why?

Martha was beautiful, she possessed a body that was plump in all the right places, and had legs for days. She could get any man she wanted with a snap of her fingers. Then why were her lips kissing mine? The unassuming, short, skinny guy who lived next door and was caught on camera breaking her very expensive sculpture. It made no sense.

This confusion only lasted for a few seconds though and was quickly overcome with the aforementioned arousal. I melted into the kiss and she slipped me some tongue. She pressed harder against me, her full breasts straining against my chest as her hands found their way to my head, her fingers picking through strands of my hair, her palms massaging the back of my scalp.

“That was pleasant,” she whispered, breaking away from the kiss and staring right through me with her ocean blue eyes. “Now, does your cock taste as good as your lips?”

I felt myself harden, my member twitching and straining against my boxers at her words. Her eyes wandered down to the activity near my crotch and she let a small giggle slip. “I’ll take that as a yes,” she said, the smile on her face growing wider.

With heavy breaths, I unfastened my belt. She helped me tug them down, preparing to unleash my cock in front of her. I had come to learn early on that my cock was below average in both length and girth, a fact that had bothered me for much of my teens and early twenties. But this woman clearly wanted to have sex with me. She wouldn’t mind.

And she didn’t. She lowered herself to the ground with eager, open lips. The cut of her dress was low. Low enough that I could almost see her nipples. I worked my cock out of my briefs as I continued to stare at her marvelous cleavage on display. She devoured me almost instantly, my small, boyish cock disappearing into her mouth without a trace.

I slid my fingers into her hair and started massaging the scalp of her head as she sucked me off. Her head moved back and forth with an almost graceful lethargy, her lips tracing over every ridge and vein on my member, a fluttering flurry of sensations shooting up through my spine. Her tongue swirled along underneath my shaft with obviously practiced motions, leaving me squirming on the couch.

“Fuck,” I groaned and she couldn’t help but giggle with a mouthful of cock. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

She pulled away from my cock and looked up at me with that intense stare again, a stare that left no room for complaints about or questions on why she’d stopped when she had.

“Did I do something wrong?” I asked, embarrassed by how short for breath I already was.

“No,” she said before she stood up and reached underneath her dress, sliding her blue cotton panties down her slender legs. I couldn’t help but smile. She obviously wanted me to finish inside her, a wish I would gladly grant.

“I want you to wear these,” she said. It was stated so matter of factly, so seriously, that I didn’t question it for a second.”

“Why?” I asked, the shock from her request finally setting in.

“Because I just told you to. That should be reason enough.” She put the panties in the palm of my hand, her eyes still staring deep into mine. I sat there with a look of pure shock written plainly across my face. There was no way I was actually going to put these panties on was I? Just to satisfy some weird kink of hers. “We haven’t got all day,” she said and I felt a bit of my resolve crumbling away.

How bad could it possibly be? Some people had weird fetishes. So what if she wanted to fuck while I wore her panties? Not only would I be having sex with an amazing woman, but I’d also be out of the trouble that I’d created for myself.

“Alright,” I said, before standing up and taking off my jeans and briefs completely. I kicked away my shoes and started to bend over.

“Take off your shirt too,” she said and of course I obeyed. I put the panties aside and grabbed onto the hem of my shirt before pulling it over my head, revealing my slender, now naked form to Martha for the first time.

Her eyes grew even more intense, her grin widening further as she surveyed my feminine frame. Most girls I’d been with hadn’t liked how thin and frail my body was. I’d been made fun of for having a ‘girlish’ body for most of my life and was honestly a little insecure about it.

I felt none of that insecurity now as Martha continued to survey me, her gaze marveling at my body as if it was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen.

I bent over, my ass up in the air behind me, and lifted my right foot off the ground, stepping into the panties that Martha had been wearing less than a minute ago. I slid them up my legs until they reached my crotch, pressing my cock up toward my stomach. I nearly moaned there and then, as my pulsing member threatened to slip out of its cotton prison.

She smiled once again, her eyes scanning my body until they reached my crotch, where they stopped and she took a moment to devour the sight. Being looked at in this way, with nothing but a pair of panties to hide my shame, was making me feel strangely warm and fuzzy.

“You look really pretty in panties,” she whispered, and I felt my cheeks redden with shame.

She only giggled in response.

The very next moment she threw her body against mine once more, her still clothed breasts pressing into my now naked chest, her tender, practiced hand grabbing hold of my cock, her lips pressed firmly against mine.

I felt my skin shiver, my entire body tensed, my cock hardened even further, my breathing became shallower. I didn’t want to blow my load so soon. I didn’t want her to laugh at me because I came inside her panties. But more than anything else, I wanted this moment to last a bit longer.

All futile.

With her hot, wet tongue working away inside my mouth and her hand massaging my cock through her own panties, I couldn’t last very long. I felt my muscles tense, a whirlwind of pleasure building around my crotch and spreading up the rest of my body.

“Fuck,” I whimpered as the pleasure overcame me. My cock twitched and shuddered in her hand before I came, my load splashing up along my navel, her final giggle signaling the end of the most erotic experience of my life.

I would have collapsed if not for her arms bracing me against her body. She held onto me until my breathing normalized and I was able to regain my balance. Still, I was unable to say anything, stunned as I was by this experience.

“Good girl,” she whispered in my ear, and despite the fact that I’d just orgasmed, I felt my cock harden again.


Chapter Three

I slept pretty well that night, the memories from last night swirling around in my head with a relaxing warmth. The circumstances had been a little uncomfortable and the bit with the panties had weirded me out a little, but the results had been excellent.

I would never have imagined someone like me would be getting jerked off by a woman as sexy as Martha, and wearing her panties for a little bit felt like a small price to pay. Not to mention the fact that I was now off the hook for breaking her sculpture.

I’d been down on my luck for a long time now. No girlfriend, no money, no social life. But I felt like this might be the turning point of all of that, that I might finally bounce back and take control of my life.

I turned off my alarm when it rang that morning and so I didn’t wake up until I heard my doorbell ring. I slid out of bed, my head still swimming with memories of last night, and made my way to the front door.

My eyes were only half open when I answered the door and so I had to rub the sleep out of them and do a double-take before I realized who was standing on the other side.

Martha, a fresh dress adorning her curvaceous figure, a radiant smile on her face, and a large, black bag tucked under her arm.

“Hello Ryan,” she said, pulling back a lock of auburn hair that had managed to slip loose from her hairband.

“Hello,” I replied, unable to keep the joy from my voice, which meant that the words came out sounding like a squeak.

She cocked an eyebrow at me, putting a hand on her hip and asking, “Aren’t you going to invite me in?”

“Of course,” I said, stepping back and making room for her to enter, motioning with my arm to beckon her inside. “Please come in.”

I walked in behind her, taking the opportunity to stare at her backside. Her sundress today was tighter than the one she’d had on yesterday, especially around her posterior, which made it easier for me to get a good look at her ass. I kept my eyes glued constantly to her backside until we reached the living room, taking in the sweet sights of her swaying buttocks.

“Could I interest you in a cup of coffee,” I said when she’d taken her seat on the couch. “I make a mean brew.” I wanted to make a good impression on her if this relationship was to go anywhere.

“That won’t be necessary,” she said, before putting the bag she’d been holding on the seat next to her. “I’d prefer if we got straight to business.”

“What business?” I was confused again. What was she talking about?

“The business of you breaking my very expensive sculpture,” she said, crossing one leg over the other, her dress rising just enough to give me a glimpse of her thigh.

“I thought that was settled. After err…” I struggled to find the right words. “After our ‘activity’ last night.”

Martha giggled before answering, “You think getting a handy from me somehow absolves you of breaking a fifteen thousand dollar piece of art?” Color and warmth rose to my cheeks.

“I didn’t suggest that arrangement,” I said. “ You were the one who set the terms.”

“And now I’m changing them. If you have a problem with that you can take it up with my lawyer.”

My jaw tightened with frustration, a knot forming in my stomach. This woman continued to talk in riddles. She’d been the one to suggest the handjob last night and now she was threatening me with a lawsuit again? I couldn’t figure out what she wanted. What her motives were.

I took a deep breath and assumed the seat opposite her before speaking, “Look, Martha. I’ve already told you I can’t pay for the sculpture. I simply don’t have the money for it. Suing me won’t accomplish much either, since I don’t actually have anything to give you. The only thing you can do with the lawsuit is ruin me, is that what you want?”

“Yes,” she said and I felt my jaw tighten again. “But not in the way you’re thinking.” She slowly zipped open the black bag, revealing a number of dresses, bras, and panties to my awestruck eyes. “I plan on ruining you in a completely different way.”


Chapter Four

She wanted to dress me up like a woman, take some photos and keep them for herself. Suddenly the panties from last night started making a lot more sense, her reasons becoming much clearer in my mind.

This woman was a pervert.

She got off on watching men wearing dresses and the only reason she picked me was because of my girlish figure – that and the fact that I’d been stupid enough to break that sculpture. A sinking feeling rooted itself in my gut as I realized I’d been excited for nothing. This woman wasn’t looking for a long-term relationship with me, she just wanted to put me in a dress, take a few photos and get her rocks off.

But what choice did I have?

“Alright,” I sighed. “Let’s get this over with. Hand me the dress you want me to wear and I’ll put it on.”

One part of me wanted to get done with this and return to my life, but there was another voice too. One that I had pushed deep inside. One that had been especially intrigued by the events of last night, more so than I was willing to admit. This voice whispered for me to go through with this for other reasons. Reasons I didn’t yet understand, reasons that I wasn’t yet ready to admit to myself.

“We can decide what dress you wear later, for now, I need you to shave off any body hair you have.” She paused to giggle here, covering her mouth for effect before continuing. “Not that there’s much, to begin with.”

Again I felt the tinge of shame on my cheeks, but I went along with her request. She wanted me to shave my legs and arms so I would look like a real lady, and I could kind of see where she was coming from. So I left her sitting in my living room and retreated to the bathroom where I set to my task, shaving off what little body hair I had.

As the hair slowly came off I started to realize that my body was even more feminine than I’d originally thought. With no more hair to obscure their beauty, my legs looked like those of a super model’s. My hips had the slightest bit of plumpness to them which made them look like they’d fit much better on a woman. Even my ass, now complemented by my smooth legs, looked perkier and curvier.

I wrapped a towel around my waist and made my way back to the living room,by the time I made it there I was in a much better mood than I’d previously been in, something that didn’t escape Martha’s notice. “Nothing like smooth skin to put a smile on your face, am I right?” she asked, flashing me a grin.

“I guess,” I replied sheepishly, conflicted by these new feelings awakening within me.

“Now, Ryan,” she said, standing up and crossing her arms under her chest. “I need you to get out of that towel so we can get to work.”

“Right here?” I asked, incredulous by how frank she was about asking me to undress right in the middle of the living room.

“Yes right here. Besides, I saw plenty of you last night, remember?”

Again, I couldn’t help but blush as memories of me coming in her dirty panties flooded into my mind, the sensation of her tongue in my mouth still lingering somewhere in the recesses of my memory.

“Alright,” I said and dropped the towel, revealing my fully naked form to her eager eyes. Eyes that lit up with an intensity that I hadn’t seen in them before. Not even last night when she’d gotten me into her panties.

“Perfect,” she whispered, and I felt a shiver creep up my spine. “You look even better in the natural sunlight.” She walked around me in a circle, drinking in the sights of my shaven, naked form. “Excellent curves,” she said as her eyes darted to my hips. “And a very cute butt if I might add.” She punctuated this sentence with a tight slap across my tush, which made me jump up in surprise, earning another giggle from Martha.

She positioned herself behind me now and leaned in close to me, her breath hot on my shoulder. Despite my best efforts at self-control, I felt myself get hard.

She put her hand on my right leg and slid it across my flesh until it reached my ass, where she squeezed firmly, making my cock swell even further. “Smooth skin too,” she whispered in my ear. My cock continued to get harder. “Now let’s get to work.”


Chapter Five

We started with the panties and she laid out a wide assortment for me to pick out from. There were french cut panties, bikini bottoms, hipster panties, High-Waisted ones, I spotted a thong somewhere in there and there was even a G-string.

With the number of choices overwhelming me I deferred to the more experienced Martha. “Pick whatever would look best on me,” I said, my hands hovering over my fully erect penis. It was probably a stupid thing to do but I didn’t want to let her see how hard all of this was making me, which was futile since I wasn’t doing a very good job of hiding anything. Her eyes kept darting to my crotch every now and then, where they’d linger for a moment before a smile would appear on her face.

She definitely knew I was enjoying this, I was just glad she hadn’t pointed it out yet.

“Tell me, Ryan,” she said, fishing out a pair of pink, slip panties. “Does watching me pick out a pair of panties for you turn you on?”

I blushed again and she giggled in response.

“I’m only teasing,” she said, as she walked over to me and raised the panties held in her hands to my face, the fabric pinched between her fingers. She stretched them out a little, allowing me a better look.

They were pretty small and I feared they might be a tight fit for me, given all that I had to put inside them. But I had to admit that they looked pretty cute otherwise. The pink fabric was patterned with some sort of criss-cross texture and the crotch was a shade darker than the rest.

“Ready to slip these on?”

“Yes,” I said, removing my hand from my crotch and grabbing onto the panties. I stepped into them gingerly, sliding them up my now smooth legs. It felt much better than it had last night, as the fabric glided up my legs uninterrupted. There was a certain thrill in putting these panties on, which only intensified when I pulled them all the way up, securing my butt and everything else in one neat little package.

There was just one problem now: My raging boner.

Whilst the panties were perfectly in place, my cock kept trying to force its way out of there, a problem that I had no answer for.

“Is that going to continue to be a problem, Ryan?” She had her arms folded under her chest once more, the act making her breasts appear larger than they already were. “Can’t you control yourself for even a little while?”

“It’s not my fault,” I argued. “It’s just being here like this. With you. Without any clothes on. It’s kind of making me nervous.”

She laughed again.

“And this is what you act like when you’re nervous,” she said, pointing to my cock. “I’d love to see you when you’re relaxed.”

My cheeks burned once more, and I was at a loss for words.

“We’ll do something to fix that later,” she said. “For now this will do.” She reached for my cock as she said this and just when I thought I might be getting another hand job, she grabbed onto my penis and tucked it up between the waistband of the panties. It was fairly tight and my penis slipped in securely, much as it had last night.

“You can keep it like that for now,” she said, before walking back to her bag and fishing out a couple of other things. “The band on those panties is pretty secure, so you won’t be having any trouble keeping it tucked in.”

I took the momentary reprieve from Martha to check myself out in the mirror, fully expecting to find a hilariously ugly reflection staring back at me. So naturally, I was a little surprised when I instead saw what looked like an actual woman in the mirror.

I had no tits, and my hair was pretty short, but everything else was almost perfect. The panties helped perk up my butt even further, making it appear thicker than it actually was. My penis was barely noticeable tugged in between the waistband of my panties, and to the untrained eye, the small bulge on my crotch would look like a woman’s pussy.

I even turned around to get a better look at my ass and was surprised to find it looked very very cute. Cute enough that I wanted to reach down and feel it. Give it a good squeeze and confirm that it was my own butt I was looking at, and I might well have gone to touch it if I hadn’t been interrupted by Martha calling out to me again.

“Quick ogling your own ass,” she said, making me blush harder than I had all night. “And try this on.”

I turned to look at her with crimson cheeks and saw that she was holding some sort of fake breasts in her hands. They appeared to be made out of gelatin and looked pretty real except for the strap that would, presumably, be used to fasten them to my chest.

I hesitated, unsure of whether I really wanted to go through with all this. The way she had me feeling after just a pair of panties, I wasn’t sure I would be able to recover if I slipped some tits on as well.

“I don’t have all day,” she said, pressuring me into a decision.

My mind went back to the fifteen grand I owed her. It went back to the amazing handjob I’d received last night and so I held out my hand in front of me.

“Good girl,” she smiled, handing me fake tits.

I analyzed them from close up and was shocked to see that they felt as real as they looked. I hadn’t felt a lot of breasts in my life but these felt as real as any of them had. I wondered what it would feel like to have a guy squeeze them as he slipped me his tongue, his mouth working away against mine, his bulge straining against my stomach. My cock twitched again and I halted this lewd train of thought.

“Go on,” Martha said, a smirk adorning her face. “Put them on.”

And so I did. I put them on followed by a pink bra to match my panties. When we’d adjusted everything perfectly, it was hard to tell that any of it was fake. The bra straps went over the straps from the fake breasts, concealing them and making it seem like I really did have tits.

“Makeup next?” Martha asked, her smile wider than it had been before. I only nodded in reply.

She pulled out a set of makeup supplies and sat me down in front of the dressing table. In the next few minutes, she transformed my face into something I barely recognized. Her excellent use of the mascara and eyeliner had made me appear more feminine than I already was, some of the natural roundness of my face had been preserved but much of it had been transformed into a sharp, sexy look.

“Do you see yourself as a blonde or a brunette,” she asked as I marveled at my own beauty in the mirror.

“Blonde,” I answered, and it was only after I’d said it that I realized I hadn’t even needed to think about an answer. It was dangerous how quickly I was slipping into the persona of a woman and I didn’t know how far I would end up going.

“One blonde wig coming right up,” she announced and started fishing in the bag again. When she pulled out a wig with long, blonde hair I couldn’t wait for her to put it on me. I couldn’t wait to see how beautiful I would look once I had the wig on. Once I had a dress on.

And I did.

The wig looked stunning on me. The yellow sundress she’d picked out for me looked beautiful. The white pair of heels she had me wear tied the outfit together, making me look every bit as beautiful as an actual woman. It felt like the only thing I could do was stare at myself in the mirror and marvel at how pretty I looked.

How sexy I looked.

“You should practice walking in those heels,” Martha said, interrupting the staring competition I’d been having with my own reflection.

“I have good balance,” I replied, refusing to take my eyes off the mirror. Staring at how gorgeous my uncovered legs looked. At how enticing glimpses of my supple thighs looked. “ I did figure skating as a kid, it shouldn’t be a problem.”

“Great,” she said, putting her hands on her hips. “We should get going then.”

“Going?” I finally turned around to look at her. “Going where?”

“The park.”

“Why would we be going to the park? I thought you wanted to take photos of me. We can do that here can’t we?”

“I said I wanted photos of you,” she corrected. “I’m not going to take them myself. I’m no good at that.”

“Then who?” My heart was beginning to race now. As much as I’d enjoyed this afternoon I wasn’t ready to step out into the outside world in a sundress.

“I’ve hired a photographer,” she said, her hands still on her hips, her foot tapping on the ground. “And he says he prefers to shoot in the natural sunlight. So we’re going to the park.”

“But– “ She cut me off with a wag of her finger.

“No butts. This is how I want it so you better get with the program. And besides, you’ll be thanking me when you meet him.”

“Why?” I asked, unable to keep the dread from my voice.

“Because he’s pretty hot.”


Chapter Six

I felt so naked walking around in that tiny dress, my exposed legs attracting a fair bit of male attention as they glistened in the warm, afternoon sun. I’d expected people to laugh at me when they saw me. I’d expected them to realize straight away that I wasn’t really a woman. That I was just a guy who’d put on some heels, a dress, and a pair of panties.

I’d expected to be ridiculed.

Instead, I got men staring at me openly as I walked past them. Nearly every guy we crossed on the street would take a quick peek at my ass, some would stare for longer, taking in the sights of my naked legs, the gentle swaying off my butt.

Is this what it was like to be a woman? Have every guy stare at your ass as you walk past them, people so desperate to get into your pants that they’d stop on the street and make a pass at you?

Because if so, I could see myself doing this again.

Strange as it was, I wasn’t mad about all the stares I was getting. In fact, I was loving every moment of it. The fact that I could get these men this excited by simply walking down the street was an uplifting realization. I was getting all the attention I’d never gotten as a man and I was absolutely loving it.

I liked the way the clothes felt on my body. They hugged me tightly in all the right places, accentuating my curves, and were looser in other places, riding up and awarding glimpses of my inner thighs to whoever happened to walk by. A particularly strong gust of wind would allow me to flash everyone in a twenty-meter radius, affording them a premium viewing of my tight little ass.

I couldn’t get enough of it.

“You seem to be enjoying yourself,” Martha said from beside me, she’d noticed the smile on my face.

“It’s.. not so bad,” I managed, trying to suppress as much of my pleasure as I could.

“You don’t have to hide it from me, silly,” she laughed. “There’s nothing wrong with liking your body. Or liking the fact that other people find it sexy.”

She was right of course, and I was only now starting to see it. Maybe I had been born in the wrong body? Maybe I was always destined to be a woman? I certainly had the right body for it. I never had any reservations about trans people, but I never thought of myself as one either. But now, after I’d experienced what it felt like to be a woman, I saw myself changing. Shouldn’t I live my life the way that gave me the most happiness?

By the time we entered the park I was feeling much better than I had when we’d first set out. The panties hugging my butt now felt comforting instead of constricting, my naked legs made me feel beautiful instead of vulnerable. I was ready to take on whatever Martha threw at me. Whatever game she came up with.

“Where’s this photographer?” I asked, turning to her with a confident smile.

“He said he’d be waiting by the pond,” she replied, and so we set off in that direction.

The anxiety didn’t come back until we finally reached him. Until I finally saw him. Saw what he looked like.

The man standing before me looked more supermodel and less photographer. Tall, thickly muscled, tree trunks for arms, a smile that could melt any girl’s heart, the perfect jawline, two open buttons to show off his sculpted chest.

And boy oh boy, was he handsome.


Chapter Seven

His cold, grey eyes peered into mine and I felt my pulse rising. I had stopped dead in my tracks, too mesmerized by this man’s sexiness to do anything but stare at him. To do anything but marvel at his near-perfect body.

“I would have agreed to do this for free if you’d told me our model was this beautiful, Martha,” the photographer said, his eyes still lingering on me. Still drinking in the sights of my body.

“I’ve known you long enough Mark. You never do anything for free.”

He laughed at that. A deep, hearty laugh that seemed to rattle everything around us. “I suppose you’re right,” he said and started to walk towards me.

The distance between us was great enough that it would have taken me half a dozen steps to get to him, but it only took him three long, purposeful strides. And with each one, I felt my stomach flutter.

Up close he looked even better. I could see the veins on his arms flexing, I could see his huge chest rise and fall with every breath, I could smell the cologne that he’d put on. Up close and personal, I could appreciate just how big he was. He stood a full head taller than me, which meant that I had to tilt my head upward to meet his eyes.

“How you doing miss,” he flashed me a smile. “The name’s Mark.” He held his hand out for me to shake and laughed once more when I hesitated. “I’m not gonna bite,” he said, his hand still hovering next to me. “Unless that’s what you want,” he winked at me as he said this, and I blushed the deepest shade of red I could imagine.

He only laughed in reply.

A little reluctantly, I extended my hand, only to watch it disappear inside his massive palms. His skin was rough, calloused, the kind of skin a construction worker would have. The kind of skin that would make any woman shudder.

When he broke away from the handshake I realized I hadn’t been ready. That I’d wanted it to last a little longer. That I craved being touched by him, even if it was only something as simple as a handshake.

“Should we get started then?” he asked.

I looked nervously toward Martha for an answer, unsure of what I was supposed to say, of how I was supposed to act. Even though my voice was feminine enough already, I didn’t want to speak out loud while I was dressed like this, so I preferred to have her answer for me.

“Sure,” she said. “Should we do the photoshoot here, or do you have a better location in mind?”

“Well the light here’s good, but I feel like we’d get better shots inside the woods. What do you reckon?” He looked at me again as he asked this question, and despite my earlier reluctance, I found an answer slipping through my lips.

“Sure,” I said, in my most feminine voice. “We can do it inside the woods. More privacy in there too.”

“And why would we need privacy, missy?” he laughed again, and my face reddened even further. I looked back to Martha for support but she was grinning too, embarrassing me further.

“He’s only teasing, Reyna. Mark’s a proper gentleman.” Reyna? We hadn’t decided on a name for my female persona, but it sounded good to my ears. ‘Reyna’ I whispered under my breath, rolling the word over my tongue, seeing how it made me feel.

“Let’s get going then,” Mark said, setting off for the path to the woods. An area dense enough with trees that we wouldn’t be seen there. Far enough that we wouldn’t be heard. And isolated enough that we wouldn’t be bothered.


Chapter Eight

As soon as we were out of the public’s view he grabbed my arm from behind, and I let him. The way his strong, muscular grip encased my tiny, slender wrist made me feel warm and fuzzy.

“There was never going to be a photo shoot, right?” I asked, my breaths coming shallow now, my cock beginning to stir in my panties.

“I don’t even know how to work this thing,” he said, motioning to the camera strapped to his arm.

I’d known for a while now that this wasn’t going to be ‘just a photoshoot’, but I’d gone along with it anyway. Somewhere deep down, I’d known how this would end, and I’d still gone along with it.

Because I wanted it.

I wanted it as much as Mark or Martha did, perhaps even more. I wanted him to rip my panties off, bend me over and fuck me from behind. I wanted him inside me, pumping me raw as I moaned like a dirty slut.

I wanted Mark to ruin me.

“Go on then,” I whispered. “What are you waiting for?”

“I thought you’d never ask.” Mark pulled me in closer and locked his lips against mine, our bodies crushed together by his amazing strength.

I felt his tongue enter my mouth and I slipped mine into his.

He was a good kisser, good enough to warrant being my best every kiss, and that included the action with Martha last night. His breath was hot in my mouth, the vibrations from his beating heart thrumming through my entire body.

He slid his hands along my back, the touch of a strong, dominating man sending shivers throughout my body.

“You like that?” he whispered, as his palms enveloped my ass within their grip.

“Yes,” I replied, short of breath already. He squeezed me down there, and I felt my cock rage with a pressure that I’d never experienced before. His strong, calloused fingers digging into the flesh of my ass was turning me to water.

I couldn’t wait to get him inside me.

“Your cock,” I panted. “I want to suck it.”

“I thought you’d never ask, babe.” He stepped back and spread his arms to the sides, inviting me to come get a taste.

I undid his jeans and pulled down his boxers with quick motions. My eyes widened with the sight in front of me.

He was big.

Bigger than any cock I’d ever seen. Bigger than I imagined a cock could realistically be. Thicker than my wrist, longer than my forearm. A magnificent monument of bulging veins and throbbing ridges topped with an eager tip.

“You like it?” he asked, as I continued to stare at the monstrosity in front of me. I couldn’t find the right words, so I settled for a nod.

“Go on then,” he said, his eyes setting my insides on fire. “Get to work baby.”

I lowered myself to my knees, stuck my tongue out, and started licking his tip. It didn’t taste like anything, which was understandable since it was just flesh, but it was hot, and it was throbbing.

The heat washed through me as I slid my tongue against it, the throbbing tip sending shivers through my body. I didn’t think it possible, but he grew even thicker as I continued to lick him, his cock growing to an almost superhuman size. I was starting to doubt if I could fit that entire thing in my mouth.

But I had to try.

“Suck on it babe,” he commanded and I did. I took one final deep breath and devoured the tip of his cock. My lips stretched wide as his impossible girth forced itself inside me, my mouth changing shape to accommodate him.

“Fuck,” he groaned, and I felt his legs tense. “Just like that babe. Just like that.”

Slowly and cautiously, I sunk his cock deeper into my mouth, making him squirm even further. What I couldn’t fit inside, I grabbed with my hand, and then, when I was all set, I started pumping away.

I bobbed my head up and down on his cock, my tongue drawing circles on his squirming tip. The palm of my hand pumping the bottom of his shaft.

“Fuck,” he groaned again, and I felt the first trickles of precum leaking from his cock. It tasted better than I’d expected, a little salty and not at all disgusting like I’d imagined it to be. “You’re gonna make me cum, babe.” His hands had found their way into my hair now, where he was slowly massaging my scalp as I continued to suck him off.

I couldn’t believe I was this good at giving a blowjob, especially considering it was my first time. But the results spoke for themselves. Just a day ago, I couldn’t imagine myself being with a man, but here I was less than twenty-four hours later, dressed in a cute little sundress, on my knees, about to make a handsome hunk cum in my mouth.

It was nothing short of exhilarating.

I felt him harden even further, the throbbing veins along his length straining against the inside of my mouth. Everything was getting more intense. The speed with which I pumped his cock, the tempo with which I bobbed my head up and down, the urgency with which he thrust his hips back and forth.

Everything.

With the way his cock was twitching, I could tell that he was close to cumming. That he was about to flood my mouth with his seed. I couldn’t wait to taste it. Couldn’t wait to devour everything he gave me. Couldn’t wait to fill myself with his seed.

“Not yet,” he whispered and pulled out, leaving me sitting there, my mouth gaping with nothing but empty air inside.

I looked up at him with hungry eyes, and he stared right back at me.

“Get up.” It was a command more than it was a request, but it was a command I was more than happy to obey.

As soon as I stood up he turned me around, bringing me face to face with a large, oak tree that I had previously had my back to. “You better grab on for support,” Mark said as he positioned himself behind me.

“What do you mea–” My words were cut off as he lifted my dress up, leaving nothing but a pair of panties between my asshole and his cock. The panties didn’t last too long either, since he tore them off a second later.

“I said you better hold on for support.” There was an urgency in his voice that made my stomach flutter. I didn’t need to be told a third time. I put my hands on the tree, bracing for what I knew was coming any second now.

My hungry little asshole twitched up at him, and the next thing I felt was his wet cock planting itself between my cheeks. I yelped despite myself, the first instinct being to prevent anything from entering me from behind.

He pushed in regardless, stretching my anus wide as he entered my virgin hole with his monster cock.

I moaned so loudly that people on the other side of the park might have heard. He continued to sink deeper. My first instinct was to clench my asshole to prevent his advance, but I fought against it. There was no reason to make this harder. No reason to delay what both of us wanted so badly.

“You’re pretty relaxed for a first-timer,” he whispered from behind me, his mouth near my ear, the hot breath making me shudder.

“I want this.” I shut my eyes as he sunk deeper and deeper, stretching me wider than I could have ever imagined.

“What a naughty little girl you’ve been, Reyna.”

“And what about you? What does it say about you when you’re balls deep in this ‘naughty little girl’?”

He laughed again. “You’ve got me there,” he said. “But I guess.” He reached around and, to my surprise, grabbed hold of my cock. “This is me administering your punishment.”

Some punishment.

The very next second I was reduced to a hot, moaning mess. He was sliding in and out of my hole, my hips moving to the cadence of his thrusts. With his hand he was beating me off, bringing me closer and closer to the verge of orgasm.

“You like that, huh?” He whispered in my ear. “You like getting your ass fucked by a stranger in the woods, do you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck yes.”

His cock reached depths of my asshole that I hadn’t known even existed. Pretty soon it hit a spot that sent shivers throughout my body, making my hips rock wildly.

“That’s the spot,” I said, between moans. Mark only grunted.

His cock hit my G-spot again and again, waves of pleasure washing over my body as his pelvis slapped against my tush.

“Fuck,” I moaned. “Harder. Fuck me harder.”

Mark was more than happy to comply.

A searing hot shudder ripped through my body as his cock slammed against my G-spot again. My asshole quivered wildly, my eyes rolled back in my head, my legs turned to jelly underneath me. I probably would have fallen if I wasn’t leaning on the tree for support.

The warmth from my G-spot spread throughout my body, every cell of my being came alight with a blazing orgasm that overwhelmed me.

I moaned louder than I ever had.

“FUUUCK!” I screamed as I came. My hot load splattering against the bark of the tree, his hand continuing its work on my cock. His member continuing its work on my asshole.

“You’re.. so… tight..” He was close too. I could feel it in the way his cock twitched inside me. “You’re … gonna .. make me … cum.” He slammed into my ass one last time, his cock shuddering inside me, a loud groan escaping his lips.

His cock erupted, the hot, gooey load flooding my insides as he moaned in my ear. The sensation of his warm juices flooding my asshole made me dizzy, and the only reason I didn’t fall down was because of his arm around my waist.

He stepped back as he was finished, his cock pulling out of my wet, messy hole. For the next few seconds, the only sounds around us were of our heavy breathing, and his seed oozing out of my asshole and splattering on the ground.

“About that photoshoot,” I said when I couldn’t stand the silence any longer.

“Oh don’t worry about that,” Martha spoke from a few feet over, and it was the first time I noticed her presence since Mark had kissed me. So lost was I in those moments of passion that I had forgotten she was there.

Now that I focused on her, I saw her holding the camera that Mark had brought with him, her finger on the shutter-release button. She flashed me a warm smile and said, “ I got plenty of great shots.”

The end
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Trapped by my new Boss

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. At least 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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