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Chapter One

[image: Chapter Separator]

I could trace the outline of Ava’s bra through the very tight blouse she wore. For the hundredth time that day, I wondered if she knew how much I could see. How much her borderline inappropriate top allowed me to see. I knew I shouldn’t be staring as I was, shouldn’t be fantasizing as I so often did, but the way she dressed always made it so hard.

If my wife, Emma, caught me staring at our live-in maid’s chest with such vulgar eyes she’d have me sleeping in the dog house every night. But I was only a man, and what man wouldn’t be attracted to a hot piece of ass like Ava.

If only I was single…

I dispelled the naughty thoughts from my head and focused instead on my computer. I had been working from home ever since our office building caught fire last week and although I thought I’d be bored out of my mind every day, getting to watch Ava prance around the house in her skimpy little outfits was all the entertainment I needed.

She wore a white top today coupled with a pair of tight denim shorts that hugged the curves of her ass delightfully. It was all I could do to keep my eyes off of her as she dusted the cabinet in my study.

“Excuse me, Mr. Ford,” she said, as she pushed past me to clean the other side of the cabinet, her tight little body brushing against me as she reached over. “I need to dust off a few things over there.”

I clenched my fists and bit my lower lip. It took all the self-control I had to stop myself from grabbing her by the waist and bending her over. ‘Control yourself, Victor. You’re a happily married man.’ I thought to myself, even though I wasn’t too certain about the ‘happily’ part these days.

“I’d like it if you called me Victor,” I said, and was instantly surprised by my own brashness.

She didn’t look in my direction but I thought I saw her cheeks flushing red as she heard me speak, her eyelashes batting with a sudden and exaggerated bout of nervousness. Nervousness that I’d brought on, and nervousness that looked pretty damn cute on her.

“Alright… Victor,” she said with a bit of hesitation. Which was understandable since she’d always referred to me as Mr.Ford so it must have been disorienting to suddenly start calling me by my first name.

Everything about Ava was seductive. The way she stretched her sleek, slender body to dust off the top of the cabinet, the way her tiny little wrist flicked with the duster, the way she would stand on her tiptoes, the way her shorts would rise up ever so slightly.

Everything.

It was almost as if she was trying to be sexy. But why would she be doing that? Surely she wasn’t trying to seduce me? Because if she was, she was doing a hell of a job.

I’d never really been around Ava much before this week since I’d always be at work when she was over here cleaning. Although, the fact that she lived in a small building on our property meant that I could peek through her windows on occasion. She never cared much for drawing her curtains and this afforded me the perfect opportunity to peer in when the mood took me.

Whenever the chance arose, I’d position myself to watch her undress through the window. I’d watch her take off her clothes, I’d drink in the sights of her skimpy lingerie, always much sexier than anything my wife wore. I’d even stroked my dick to those sights a few times when my wife wasn’t around and I was able to watch Ava from the comfort of my own bedroom.

This wasn’t like those times though. Right now she knew I was watching and was still trying her hardest to be as seductive as possible. Was she trying to rile me up? Did she want to have sex with me?

Surely not. She wouldn’t risk her job for a chance to sleep with me. Would she?

But then I saw her bend over, and the logical part of my brain shut down. Her full, round ass was inches from my face. I watched, transfixed, as she struggled to reach the bottom shelves in my desk in an attempt to dust them off.

I leered at the curves of her ass. The roundness of those glorious cheeks, the tiniest bit of her buttocks spilling out of the bottom of her shorts, the hem struggling against her tight cheeks.

The only thing I wanted to do was to slide my hand up her smooth legs, wedge it between her thighs and run it up until I felt that sweet, round ass. I wanted to rip those shorts down, dig my fingers into the flesh of her butt and take her from behind. I wanted to make her scream my name as I fucked her in every way imaginable.

In that moment I wanted her, more than anything I’d ever wanted. I wanted only her.

As my inappropriate fantasies faded from my mind’s eye I noticed that my cock had gotten noticeably hard, and I felt a small wave of panic wash through me. Thankfully Ava was still facing away from me, so she wouldn’t have seen the tent I was pitching.

“Excuse me,” I said, taking one last look at that tight little ass of hers. I stood up and rushed over to the nearest bathroom I could find, where I spent the next few minutes taking care of the boner Ava had given me.

When I exited the bathroom she was gone.

A few thoughts ran through my mind. Was she done with the day’s work already? Should I call to check if everything was alright? Had she somehow noticed my hard-on?

And what the hell is that on the kitchen counter?

I walked over. It was a thin plastic bag, the type with a ziplock on top. I opened it to find two very strange and unexpected items inside.

The first was a letter from Ava, written on a thick piece of pink paper.

She wrote:

I’ve seen the way you stare at me, Mr.Ford. I see how your eyes linger when you think no one is watching. I’ve noticed how your breathing becomes shallower whenever I’m around. I’ve noticed how you keep finding excuses to be near me. And above all, I’ve noticed how hard you get when you’re next to me.

Are you satisfied with slinking away to the bathroom every time the mood takes you? I can’t imagine you are. And I can’t imagine your wife gives you much reason to be faithful. Do you want more Mr.Ford? Do you want to know how much better the real thing is? How much more exciting than whatever it is that you’ve been imagining as you rub one out?

If so, come meet me tonight.

There is only one condition. You must wear what I’ve left for you.

It was only now that I pulled out the other item, which turned out to be a pair of black, lacy panties.


Chapter Two
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I hid the package Ava had left for me and did my best to avoid her for the rest of the day. Hundreds of thoughts ran through my head as I considered what my next course of action should be.

Should I tell my wife about the letter and panties? How would she react? Would her anger be directed solely toward Ava or would I have to face some of it as well? Should I confront Ava about this and tell her how inappropriate this was? That I wasn’t interested in whatever sick joke she had planned. Should I throw away the letter and the panties and pretend that the whole thing had never happened?

Or, and this was the one possibility that kept returning no matter how many times I discarded it, should I do what she’d asked?

The day went by as I battled these thoughts, using the excuse of doing yard work to keep myself occupied throughout all this. When my wife returned from work I hugged her tighter than I had in months and kissed her on the forehead.

“What’s gotten into you?”, Emma said, obviously confused by this unusual display of affection.

“I just missed you,” I said. “You are my wife, remember?”

“Uh-huh,” she said in the most enthusiastic, monotone way imaginable, and I remembered once more why I’d been eyeing Ava so closely in the first place: My cold, loveless marriage.

“If that’s all, I really need to get out of these clothes. You better get back to mowing the lawn.” With this she set off, leaving me alone with my thoughts once more.

With a sigh, I went back out and started mowing the lawn like I’d been doing for the past hour and a half. There was just one difference now, Ava was in that window again. That window that she rarely pulled the curtains on. That window that she’d stand behind and undress ever so often. Inviting me to watch.

Inviting me to feast.

I could see inside perfectly from here. She was wriggling her tight little body into a white dress. I watched her squirm with effort as she pulled up the extremely tight fabric, I watched the muscles in her bare back tense as she struggled with the zipper. I watched as she bent over, affording me a view of her marvelously round ass, and smoothed down the hem.

I wanted to walk over there and unzip that dress. Tear it down and bend her over. I wanted to fuck her till she screamed, wanted to watch her squirm against my cock, to writhe against me as I railed her mercilessly.

Then I thought about the letter and the panties. I considered if it would really be that bad to put those on if it gave me a chance to be with Ava. Who would know anyway? People had weird fetishes sometimes and it wasn’t like she was going to go around telling people hers.

Wait, am I actually considering this?

And I was, no matter how much I tried to deny it.

I powered down the lawnmower, left it where it was, and headed inside to my study. Any decision I made would require further thought. The idea of being with Ava was appealing, but would I be feeling the same way with a pair of panties on? I needed more time to think.

But as luck would have it, time had run out.

Emma poked her head into the room. “Hey, Victor?” she said.

“Yea?”

“You need to go over to Ava’s and tell her I have her check for the month.”

My heart thumped loudly in anticipation. My throat tightened and the next words I spoke came out sounding like a squeak. “You want me to go?” I gulped down the knot in my throat.

“Yeah.” She cocked an eyebrow at my hesitation. “Is there an issue with that?”

“No, no.” The thumping in my chest was getting louder and faster. “You get back to the kitchen, I’ll let her know.”

“Great,” she said as she backed away, leaving me alone again.

I locked the door as soon as she left and opened the drawer that I’d stuffed Ava’s package in. I pulled out the black panties and stared at them.

I gulped again, before pulling down my shorts and boxers.

‘There is only one condition. You must wear what I’ve left for you.’ The letter had said, and I’d be damned if I wasn’t fulfilling that condition.

I bent over and pulled the panties up my legs, securing them tightly around my butt before putting on the shorts I’d just taken off. The boxers I stuffed in the drawer that I’d previously hid the panties in, and then I set off.

Set off to meet Ava, with a rapidly beating heart and a lacy pair of panties hugging the curves of my tush.


Chapter Three
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I couldn’t help but be amazed at how comfortable the panties felt during the short walk between our house and the studio that we’d given to Ava. I’d expected them to feel awkward and uncomfortable so the actually feeling left me pleasantly surprised.

I reached the door to her place and knocked twice. Some part of me was hoping that she’d answer it naked. But another part of me wanted to watch her in some skimpy lingerie, the kind that I’d often see her in through the window, the kind that would hug the curves of her ass.

Before I realized how far I’d let my imagination run, my cock was hard again. I looked down at my crotch and nearly gasped at the outline of my dick visible through the fabric of my shorts. Before I could do anything about it, however, the door swung open.

“Ah, Mr.Ford,” said Ava, her lips curling into a sly smile. “I thought you weren’t coming.” I felt beads of sweat drip down my cheek as I watched her shift her eyes towards my crotch. When she realized I was sporting a boner her smile widened and she looked back up at me with those ocean blue eyes of hers.

“I take it you’re wearing the ‘garment’ I left you,” she said.

My cheeks reddened.

“How very naughty Mr.Ford,” she laughed, and I couldn’t help but blush harder.

“I just came to tell you that Emma has your check for the month.”

“Is that all you came for, Mr.Ford? Are you sure there’s nothing else?” Hearing her talk to me like this. Hearing her humiliate me like this, was making my cock throb harder. What sort of spell did she have me under?

She giggled at my embarrassment again before speaking. “Would you like to come inside, Victor?” The way she used my first name sent a warm tingle down my spine. Simply hearing the word roll off her tongue was an erotic experience on its own.

My view of the shy, reserved maid was changing quickly.

She let me in and followed after me. And although I couldn’t see it, I could swear she had her eyes glued to my ass the entire time we were walking. I fought off the instinct to cover my tush with my hands, to cover my shame from her leering eyes.

Had I made a mistake putting on the panties?

She sat down on the couch and patted the seat next to her, prompting me to do the same.

“You made the right decision, Victor,” she said after I’d taken the seat next to her. “I’ve seen how your wife looks at you. And I’ve heard how she talks to you, how she talks about you. She doesn’t deserve you.”

My heart was thumping louder than it ever had. I was sitting in Ava’s home, wearing a pair of panties that she’d given me, listening to her badmouthing my wife.

And I was loving it.

My cock had swollen even more in the small amount of time that it had taken to get from the door to the couch. Was it because of how she’d made me feel? Was it because of the anticipation of what she was promising?

Or was it because of the panties?

“Your wife will notice if you’re gone for too long,” she said, leaning in closer to me. “So we better get to it.”

Ava lowered her hand so that it was just the hem of my shorts. I felt her cool, slender fingertips slide under, crawling slowly over the skin of my thighs. Sliding and sliding until they made contact with the tip of my cock. The very same cock that was currently struggling against its lace prison.

She leaned in even closer and I smelled the scent of her rose perfume surrounding me. I felt the heat from her mouth as she spoke, her face inches from mine. “Are you ready, Victor?”

My cock throbbed violently against her fingertips in response.

I nearly moaned as the tips of her fingers touched my bare head. She slid her hand further in until her fingers were wrapped around my shaft, her breath still hot on my face.

Slowly, she began to stroke, her grip more erotic than anything I’d ever imagined.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my hips moving to the rhythm of her jerking, my head tilting backward at the euphoria I felt. “That feels gre–”

She cut me off mid-sentence with a kiss. Her lips on mine, her wet tongue in my mouth, her hot, seductive breath sending shivers down my spine. I couldn’t help but moan through our kiss as she continued to stroke my cock, my hips now practically swaying back and forth as my butt rubbed against the couch.

I moved my right hand over to her breast and cupped it gently. Her tits were small but I didn’t mind. Besides, I was much more of an ass-guy myself, so her tight little body only made me want her more.

Her tongue slipped deeper into my mouth. Her hand began to jerk me off faster. My hips rocked quicker and quicker. Overpowering waves of pleasure washed through my body. A searing, mind-numbing orgasm building up inside.

I didn’t want it to end like this.

I wanted more. I wanted to pull up her dress and fuck her pussy. I wanted to bend her over and slap her ass and make her scream. I didn’t want to orgasm while still wearing my shorts. While still wearing a tight little pair of panties.

But I did.

The buildup of pleasure was too strong, and a few seconds later I came in my panties. I flooded the fabric with rope upon rope of my cum, as my hips swayed, as my legs quivered, as my heart thumped.

I came harder than I ever had, and I’d done it with my maid’s tongue down my mouth, with her hand down my shorts and her panties around my bum.


Chapter Four.
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I raced back to the house as quickly as I could. Emma was still busy with dinner so I made it inside and changed into clean clothes before she could see the massive cum stain I had on my shorts. I showered, hid my soiled clothing, and made my way over to the dinner table.

Dinner was as uninteresting as it had been for the last few years. Any conversation my wife and I had was mind-numbingly boring, neither of us interested in talking to each other beyond superficial small talk.

The food was bland, the company was dry and all my mind could think of was her.

Ava.

I thought about her tongue inside my mouth throughout dinner. I thought about her hand wrapped around my cock as I brushed my teeth before bed. I thought about the panties she’d made me soil as I drifted off to sleep.

And I smiled to myself all the while I did.

Morning came and I awoke to find my wife already gone. She’d been leaving for work earlier and earlier these last few weeks, as if my company even at the start of the day was unbearable for her.

Good. I thought to myself. This just gives me more time with Ava.

I leaped out of bed and practically skipped over to the kitchen, expecting to find Ava doing her daily cleaning. Expecting to find her dressed in something extra skimpy in anticipation of what I was going to do to her.

But I didn’t find Ava.

I found a large, black duffle bag instead. It was placed on the kitchen counter and even from a distance, I could make out the pink note taped to the top.

She’d left me something again.

I walked over and plucked out the note Ava had left me. It read:

I hope you enjoyed last night as much as I did Victor, and I hope you’re looking forward to our next meeting. I know I am. In fact, I can hardly wait. Your wife won’t be back until six, which gives us plenty of time for the activities I have planned for today. In the bag, you will find a variety of garments that I have picked out specifically for you. I expect you to prepare as cute an outfit as you can before you arrive at my doorstep. I want you to look as good as you possibly can.

I’ll be waiting.

I unzipped the bag slowly, confused by the wording of the letter and afraid of what Ava would have me do next.

I gasped when I realized what the contents of the bag were. What the ‘outfits’ that Ava had chosen for me were.

Women’s clothes. A bag full of bras, panties, dresses, skirts, blouses, and shorts. There was a makeup kit tucked to one side and I even spotted a pair of fake tits. Ava expected me to wear this? Had putting on the panties not been enough for her? She now wanted me to transform myself into a woman for her perverted little games?

I wouldn’t do it.

There was no way in hell I would degrade myself like this. No way I would stoop to dressing up as a woman for the sake of some pussy.

But it’s her pussy. A voice in my head whispered.

No. I wouldn’t do it.

Do you remember how good it felt? Yesterday, when you had her panties on. How comfortable they felt around your butt. Do you remember? Do you remember how she made you cum. How those panties made you feel? Don’t you want that again? Don’t you want to get to fuck her?

No… I wouldn’t… I couldn’t…

Unless.

Unless I could. Unless I did.

Who would find out anyway? It’s not like she’d tell anyone? And I had enjoyed last night. In fact, it had been the best orgasm of my life. I glanced at the clock and saw that I had plenty of time. If I did this right. If I did this correctly, I could dress up, go fuck Ava, and get back home well before my wife returned.

No one would have to know. No one would have to see.

And so, with my mind made up, I set off for the bathroom to shave myself. After all, Ava did ask that I look as cute as possible.


Chapter Five.
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The razor glided over my body and the hair on my body fell off. With each passing second, as my skin continued to shed strands of hair, I began to see myself in a different light.

My legs, which I’d always thought of as scrawny and unmanly now looked sleek and slender, like an attractive woman’s legs would. My hips, which had a bit of fat on them, now instead looked curvy.

When I turned around I found that my butt looked great. It was perky, bubbly, and jiggled with every movement I made. In fact, I swore my butt looked better than my wife’s, as weird as that might have sounded.

Done with my shaving, and feeling much better about how my body looked, I made my way to the dressing table.

I was excited as I pulled out a number of items from the bag. Ava had gone out of her way to pick out a wide variety of outfits for me to choose from and the least I could do was make the most out of it.

At the time I told myself that my excitement stemmed solely from the fact that I’d get to fuck Ava soon. That it had nothing to do with the fact that deep down I actually wanted to dress up as a woman. That I wanted to feel as good as I had last night.

I decided on a skimpy little red dress. I considered for a moment that it might not even fit me, given how small it was, and that I should try something else. But it had caught my eye, and I couldn’t see myself wearing anything else.

The underwear was much more simple. I picked out a pair of pink cotton panties and a matching bra. Sliding the panties up my legs felt even better than it had last night, my smooth legs now allowing me to feel the fabric all the way through.

I got a little stiff when I secured the panties around my butt, and I had to tuck my cock in my waistband so it wouldn’t be a nuisance. Even this little action felt nice.

Now, while I did have a pretty nice butt, I was sorely lacking in the chest area, so I had no choice but to put on the fake tits that Ava had so thoughtfully included in the bag. They slipped on easily enough and after I’d put a bra on, covering the straps of the prosthetic breasts with those of the bra, you could hardly tell that they weren’t real.

Ava really had gone all the way for me.

I did a little twirl in front of the mirror, drinking in the sights of my newly decorated body. The tits looked great, my legs looked sexy, and my tush looked amazing.

All I could think about was how nicely the whole look was coming together.

I slipped into the dress, and although it was a tight fit, it looked absolutely amazing. It hugged my body closely, the curves off my hips and my ass accentuated by the red, sparkly fabric. It was short, shorter than most dresses I’d seen on women. Short enough that it barely covered my ass, leaving a bit of the under cheek hanging for everyone to see.

Next, I pulled out the makeup kit, and for the first time that morning, I was at a loss. Putting makeup on was not as simple as fastening a bra or pulling up a pair of panties. This took actual skill and technique which I lacked.

So I did the only thing I could. I turned to the internet.

I followed along with a couple of video tutorials and pretty soon I had the hang of the entire thing. I learned quickly that with makeup, applying as little as possible was the real trick. I put on some foundation, a light pink blush, some mascara around my eyes, and some scarlet red lipstick.

By the time it was all done I could hardly believe that I was looking at myself in the mirror. The makeup had completely changed what my face looked like. The full, red lips, the blemishless cheeks with a hint of blush, long, dark, feminine eyelashes that could seduce many a man with their coyness.

The face in the mirror looked like it belonged to a total babe!

I stood up and did another twirl. The outfit was nearly complete. I marveled at the way my ass curved, the way my chest stood out, the way my full, red lips puffed. All of it made me feel warm, it made me feel comfortable. I looked and felt like a ravishing woman that you might find frequenting the most expensive bar in town. The kind of woman every man would want to be with.

The kind of woman every man would want to fuck.

There’s just one missing –

My thought was cut off by the sound of the door opening, and almost instantly I felt my heart stop beating.

Was that Emma?

For the first time in several hours, the absurdity of my situation dawned on me. I was standing here in a dress, wearing women’s underwear and fake tits. Dolled up like a whore. Dressed like a fucking prostitute.

I stood there paralyzed, the thumping in my chest growing louder and louder as the footsteps of whoever had come in grew nearer. My heart was close to bursting when a head poked in through the doorway, and I was able to release the breath that I’d been holding in for what seemed like an eternity.

It was Ava.

She had a huge grin on her face, a blonde wig in one hand and a pair of stilettos in the other.

“Forgot to put these in the bag,” she said, raising her hands and waving the items they held.


Chapter Six.
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The way her eyes scanned me made me feel naked. The way she licked her lips made my legs shiver.

“Well, well, well,” she said, stepping through the doorway. “I wasn’t sure you’d go through with the whole thing.” She walked behind me and I felt the sudden urge to cover my ass. “But you did.” She came up on my left, dead set on surveying each and every inch of my dolled-up body. “And you’ve exceeded my expectations.” She leaned in close, her mouth inches from my ear, her breath hot on my neck.

“You look stunning, Victoria.”

My cock swelled inside my panties because of how close she was, because of how good she smelled, and because of what she’d said. I’d never intended for this thing to go too far. For me it was a means to an end, I would dress up in whatever clothes she wanted and she would let me fuck her in return.

So why now was I so turned on by all of this? Why did my cock stir against my navel when I heard Ava call me Victoria?

“It might be too early for heels,” she said, positioning herself behind me again. “But you do need new hair.” She brought the wig up again.

I nodded. She grinned.

She put the blush-blonde wig on my head. It was a shoulder-length piece and cut in a fashionable style with thick strands falling over the sides of my face. Adjusting the entire thing to fit perfectly took a couple of minutes but when she was done I looked gorgeous.

The wig had been the last missing piece of the puzzle. I could see in the mirror before me that my transformation from Victor to Victoria was complete. The beautiful blonde hair, the immaculate makeup I’d put on, and the sparkly red dress hugging all my natural (and unnatural) curves.

I looked prettier than I’d ever imagined I could.

“Gorgeous,” Ava whispered from behind me and I was reminded of her presence again. I was reminded of how close she was to me, how her chin rested on my shoulder, how her chest brushed up against my back, how her hands slid down my sides.

My cock swelled further.

Her hands slid deeper and deeper, tracing a lovely path down my hips onto my ass.

“You’ve got a pretty great ass,” she giggled in my ear, and cupped my butt in her hands, making me jump up in surprise.

My reaction made her laugh again.

The feeling of her palms on my cheeks was making me squirm, and watching me squirm was making her grin. She squeezed me back there and I yelped in reply.

“Hey,” I said, extremely turned on by what was going on but still unwilling to admit it. “Cut that out.”

She uncupped my butt and giggled once more. “You should learn to enjoy yourself, Victoria. Especially with that tight little ass you have.” She spanked me across one cheek and I felt a fresh blush rise to my face.

I turned around, intending to give her a piece of my mind, but before I could voice my protest she leaned in and kissed me. Her lips had been on mine for less than a second and I’d already forgotten what I was going to say to her.

She was that good.

Her hands cupped my ass again and this time, with her tongue parting my lips and probing inside, it felt even better. I moaned inside her honey-sweet mouth as her grip on my ass grew tighter, her delicate little fingers digging into my flesh.

I moved my hands up her sides and over to her breasts, cupping them in a gentle grip. She whimpered in response. My cock continued to swell.

Ava moaned into my mouth and moved her hands to the hem of my dress. With a quick, practiced motion she hiked up my dress all the way to my navel, leaving my bottom bare except for the tiny panties I had on.

I peeked at the mirror out of the corner of my eye and nearly gasped at how hot the entire thing looked. How hot Ava looked in her tiny dress, how hot I looked with my dress pulled up, my cute little tush on full display.

Her hands moved again, and she pulled down my panties, springing my already hard cock into action. She pulled away from our kiss and knelt between my legs. She wrapped her tiny hands around my cock and I could do nothing but groan in response.

She stroked my cock up and down while she eyed it hungrily. I wasn’t huge by any stretch of the imagination, so the fact that this woman found my cock this interesting was a great victory for me.

She leaned in closer and opened her mouth. Her tongue was small and flat and she stuck it out just over her lower lip. When it brushed against the underside of my member a wave of searing hot pleasure ripped through me.

I nestled my palms in her hair and groaned as her tongue worked away.

Ava slowly wrapped her pouty lips around the head of my cock. Her tongue slid around teasing me as she looked up at me with large, pleading eyes. I had to inhale a deep breath to stop myself from coming right there and then.

“Go on,” I whispered, unable to keep the tremble from my voice. “Suck on it, babe.”

She lowered herself gently, my cock sliding further into her mouth, her lips engulfing more and more of my throbbing member, her tongue swirling around in circles on my tip, my hips quivering from these explosions of pleasure.

“Fuck,” I groaned, nestling my fingers in strands of her hair. “That feels good.” Slowly and deliberately, she began to slide her lips back and forth on my cock. I clenched my teeth and leaned my head back, my breaths coming quicker and quicker.

“Fuck yeah,” I moaned as she started to suck faster. “Just like that baby.” I began rocking my hips against her face, pumping my cock in and out of her delicious mouth.

Her hands slipped up my sides again and found their rightful place over my ass. Before, there had been the dress and the panties to obstruct her, but now her fingers played with the naked flesh of my ass.

The feeling of her fingers digging into my tush, her tongue twirling around my cock and her lips sliding over my shaft was almost too much. I knew the end was fast approaching, knew that I would soon erupt in her mouth.

But I didn’t want it to end. Not now, not ever. I wanted this moment of pure euphoric bliss to go on forever.

I slowed my breathing and looked back down at her. I took in the sight of this beautiful woman on her knees, sucking me off and playing with my ass. My eyes flitted over her tiny, but perfect tits, down her marvelous hips and her tight ass, they slid to where I thought her pussy would be and–

And my heart stopped.

Was that a cock? Was that faint outline of a hard cock poking through the fabric of her dress?

No. It couldn’t be. Ava was a girl. She’d been working here for so long. I’d have known if she was a guy. I’d be able to recognize if Ava was just a dude in a dress…

And then, like a splash of ice-cold water on an early December morning, it hit me. All the dominos fell into place and realization dawned on me. This was why she’d pushed me to wear the panties, why she’d convinced me to wear this dress, why she was constantly trying to feminize me.

I wanted to stop her. Wanted to pull her away from my cock and throw her out of my house. I wanted to burn all the clothes she’d given me and be done with it.

But I didn’t. I couldn’t.

The feeling of her tiny little mouth on my cock was too good. The feeling of her fingers playing with my ass was even better.

I grabbed her head with both hands and started to thrust faster, face fucking her as she gagged on my cock. Harder and faster until my balls were slapping against her chin.

“Fuck,” I groaned and an image of what her cock would look like flashed into my mind. “I’m gonna cum.” It would be small. Yes. It would be small and shy and I couldn’t wait to know what it would feel like inside my mouth.

What it would taste like.

I groaned one last time and threw my head back. She kept on sucking as I released a huge load into the back of her throat, filling up her mouth with rope after rope of my seed. She tried to swallow all of it but she couldn’t, a few white streams spilling from the corners of her lips.

I fell back onto my chair, spent and panting in the aftermath of what I’d just experienced. Of what I’d just seen. Of what I’d just imagined.

“Ava,” I said, but she was already on her way out, her back to me, no doubt in an attempt to hide the boner she was sporting.

“We’ll continue tomorrow Victoria,” she said, her ass swaying as she sauntered on out of the room. I saw the outline of her cock again as she turned the corner, and I knew that I hadn’t been mistaken before.

I’d just let someone with a dick suck me off.


Chapter Seven.
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Ava avoided me for the rest of the day, which was a good thing too since it meant that I had plenty of time to change out of my dress and think things over. I couldn’t believe that our sexy little housemaid was actually a man underneath those tight clothes. That she had a cock dangling between her legs.

What confused me even more, however, was how much that cock turned me on. It had plagued my mind ever since I’d learned of its existence. Hell, I’d even imagined having it in my mouth when I’d orgasmed.

What was wrong with me?

Emma came home and greeted me in the same unenthusiastic way that had become her ritual. She prepared one of her dull, bland dinner meals that I can no longer recall the name of. We sat at the table and ate in silence, my mind still on Ava and the cock between her legs.

The sensations awakening within me now were completely alien to me. I’d never imagined I’d be excited at the prospect of wearing panties, that I’d be turned on by another man in a dress. That I’d want to fuck someone like that.

But I did. I wanted it more than I’d ever wanted anything in my life. I wanted to put on a tight pair of panties and a sparkly dress. I wanted to doll myself up and go over to Ava’s. I wanted to fuck her in the ass all night, making her squirm and scream against my cock.

It was all I could think about.

“Hey,” Ava said from across the table, interrupting my slurry of thoughts. “You alright?” There was no concern in her voice, no enthusiasm in her expression.

“Yes,” I sighed, my eyes still glued to the mush on my plate. Even though I was far from full, I didn’t want to eat another bite of her dreadful cooking, so I moved the food around with my fork, my mind still fixated on Ava and her cock.

“I’m off to bed then,” Emma said after another extended silence.

“Wanna fuck?” I replied, wanting to break myself out of Ava’s trance. Wanting, no, needing, to feel something normal. She looked at me a little weirdly but then shrugged her shoulders. Maybe this would work. Maybe fucking a real woman would clear my head of the perversions that had snuck in.

I put away my plate and rushed to the bedroom to lay with Emma. I lifted her nightgown and found that she already had her panties off.

She wants this to be over as soon as possible.

I tried to stimulate her with my fingers but she just groaned frustratedly through the entire thing, bored by whatever I was attempting. I spit on my cock and stroked it a few times to get it hard, which was rather difficult given the unenthusiastic partner I had.

I pushed into her to another indifferent reaction.

The woman next to me might as well have been sleeping. Hell, she even yawned as I pumped in and out of her. I tried to grab for her tits but she pushed my hands away. She wanted nothing more than for all of this to end.

I had to resort to using my imagination. I closed my eyes and tried to think of beautiful women I’d seen in porn, tried to imagine their large tits and their round asses. Tried to imagine that they were riding me and screaming.

But none of it worked.

My mind kept going back to Ava. Ava in her skimpy dresses. Ava with her tiny tits and her tight little ass. Ava and her shapely thighs.

Ava and her boyish cock.

I was still picturing that cock when I orgasmed, my cum spilling inside of my half-asleep wife. I kept thinking about that cock as I lay in bed for hours, my wife snoring away next to me, my mind and my heart occupied solely by thoughts of our beautiful housemaid.

The next morning I got up before Ava showed up and retrieved the bag she’d given me. I put on the sexiest outfit I could throw together, dressing myself up in a tight blouse and a miniskirt. I put on some light makeup and slipped on the heels she’d brought me.

By the time Ava finally opened the front door to the house I was all dolled up, ready, and waiting to give myself over.


Chapter Eight.
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She grinned when she saw me, and I kissed her as deeply and as passionately as I could. I grabbed her by the arm and led her back to my bedroom. I wrapped my arms around her and planted my lips to hers again, my hands slipping down her curvy sides.

“You smell beautiful,” I whispered into her mouth as my tongue swirled against hers, as my hands explored the tightness of her butt.

“You smell pretty good too,” she giggled, and my cock raged against the silken panties I’d put on today. One of my hands traveled up and grabbed a hold of her tiny breast. Her nipple was already erect, extending eagerly towards my outstretched palm.

She was the most gorgeous woman I’d ever been with. I loved everything about her. Her tiny tits, her lopsided smile, the curve of her ass, even the cock between her legs.

Each and every thing about her was perfect.

She moaned as my fingers dug deeper into the flesh of her ass and my cock hardened further in response. I let my other hand trace a delicate path down her torso, in search of the secret that she’d kept hidden between her legs for so long.

She stopped me. Grabbed me by the wrist when I reached the waistband of her shorts.

“You need to know something about me.” She sounded nervous.

“I know,” I said back, and the surprise on her face was palpable.

“And you still want to go through with this?”

“More than anything else,” I said, freeing my hand from her weakening grip and continuing downwards. “I want you. All of you.” My hand slid down her delicate thighs until I found her already hardening cock.’

She gasped as my hand brushed against her bulge, her entire body shuddering against me as I let my fingers trace over the outline of her cock. She pushed herself harder against me, my own bulge pressing into her soft stomach.

I unfastened her denim shorts as she continued to grind against my cock. I slid them down her long, slender legs, before letting her kick them off. She was wearing a blue thong. I ran my hand along her smooth, naked legs until I reached her ass. Her tight, bubbly ass that I’d lusted after so long, finally in my grip with nothing in between.

“You’ve got quite the ass on you, Ms.Ava,” I whispered to her, and she nearly melted in my embrace.

“I could say the same about you,” she shot back, her hands plying my buttocks through the fabric of my dress.

I gave her a little spank and she yelped in surprise. Her tiny body shivered. I grabbed her firmly by the ass and laid her down on the bed, before climbing on top and pressing my lips to hers once more.

She moaned into my mouth when I tore off her thong and grabbed hold of her cock. It wasn’t as small as I’d been expecting it to be. In fact, now fully erect it was probably bigger than mine. This fact didn’t make me feel insecure. If anything, it made me feel excited. My virgin asshole twitched at the thought of Ava taking me from behind and I felt a blush rise to my cheeks at the thought.

“Tongue fuck my ass,” she whispered next to my mouth, and I didn’t have to be told twice.

I lowered myself between her legs and put my hands on her upper thighs. Then I pushed, and raised her legs above me, her hard, erect cock springing up and out of the way, leaving nothing between my tongue and her eagerly twitching hole.

Even her asshole smelled clean, like jasmine and freshly cut lemons. I leaned in and spread her hole open with my tongue. She whimpered quietly, and her cock twitched above me. Within seconds I had her squirming and moaning, my tongue making inroads into her tight asshole.

“Fuck,” she moaned when her vocal cords allowed it. “That feels so good.”

Her cock continued to twitch and throb, her tip swelling as my tongue ventured deeper. If she hadn’t stopped me when she did, she might have ended up coming right there, with her legs raised up and my tongue in her ass.

She pulled me off of her asshole and laid me down on my back. Her cock stood at stiff attention in front of her as she made me raise up my ass and pulled up my dress. Then she gently lowered my silken panties and my cock sprang to attention instantly.

The way she licked her lips as she saw my member made me weak in my knees.

She swallowed my entire length in one hungry gulp and had me moaning and writhing seconds later. Her tongue fiddled with my tip and her hand played with my balls. Her ponytail swayed wildly as she bobbed up and down on my cock with expert, precise motions. I was close to an orgasm when she pulled out, flipped me over, and went to work on my asshole.

She was much better than me.

She spread my cheeks with her delicate little fingers and spit on my puckering asshole.

“Have you ever had a tongue in your ass?”

“No,” I admitted, my cheeks blushing redder than the lipstick I’d put on.

“Well you’ll like it,” she said and entered my hungry hole with her soft, wet tongue. I sucked in a mouthful as my dick pressed up against the mattress underneath, and she carried on uninterrupted. I squirmed and I moaned and I thrashed but she did not cease. She sloshed her tongue around in my anus, making me whimper, making my cock swell harder than it had ever swelled before.

Again, she pulled out before I blew my load and flipped me over once more. She kissed me again but it was different this time. This time we could taste each other’s assholes on our tongues, I could taste my cock on hers.

It was amazing.

“Do you want to fuck me in the ass?” She asked, and how could I say no?

She raised herself into a squat and positioned her asshole over my cock.

“Ready?” she asked, her face red with pleasure and effort.

“Yes.” I’d never been more ready for anything in my life.

She lowered herself slowly, her asshole stretching and tightening around my throbbing cock. She moaned with pain and I groaned with pleasure.

She continued to lower herself until my head popped all the way in. I eased into her slowly until my cock was all the way in, her cheeks resting against my pelvis. My member was throbbing, her entire body was shuddering, and we held that position for what seemed like an eternity, both of us too scared to move and have the entire thing fall apart.

She made the first move, raising herself slowly, her asshole spitting out my cock just as it had swallowed it seconds ago. Then, when she was nearly all the way up, only my head inside of her now, she came down again.

She repeated the slow, careful motion again. And then again. And then a third time. By the fourth, there were no more hindrances, no more obstacles or uneasiness. She slid up and down my cock freely and with great speed, her delightful asscheeks slamming into my pelvis with every hit, my own ass clenching with effort and pleasure as this beautiful woman rode me with the intensity of a wild animal.

“Fuck,” I groaned, sliding my hands underneath her shirt and grabbing onto her naked tits underneath. I was pleasantly surprised to find they were real, not fake silica ones that I’d been using. How soon until I had tits of my own? Real ones, of flesh and skin.

She moaned atop me, her cock swinging erratically as she continued to slam her ass down. “Fuck,” she screamed. “I’m close.”

My heart was beating faster with every pump. I was finally fucking Ava. I’d dreamed about this moment for God knows how long and it had finally manifested into reality. It wasn’t exactly like I’d imagined it would be, she didn’t have a pussy for me to fuck after all, but the funny thing is it felt even better. It felt better than anything I’d ever imagined and anything I’d ever dreamed about.

“I want a turn too,” she moaned from over me. “ I wanna finish inside you.” And so I pulled out of her, got on my knees and my hands, and waved my cute little butt back at her.

“I’m all yours,” I said and the grin on her face was wider than I’d ever seen it before.

My hole was already prepared from when she’d tongued it so it felt nice when her cock entered me. I moaned and clenched as her cock slid further, the veins and ridges teasing the walls of my anus, her tip spreading me wider than I’d ever been spread.

Within a few strokes, she had reduced me to a squirming, moaning mess, her pelvis slamming into my ass as she pumped me raw. Then, she reached around, grabbed hold of my cock, and started beating me off.

“You like that, don’t you?” She screamed as she continued to ravage my asshole.

“Y– YES!” I moaned, trying to screw my asshole as tightly around her cock as I could. “I… love… it.” It was difficult to form words with how hard she was railing me.

“What a dirty little slut,” she said as she picked up the pace, hitting the sweetest spot inside my asshole, again and again, her hand gliding over my cock effortlessly.

I began to moan louder as a warm, fuzzy feeling of pleasure started building up in my asshole. Ava pushed harder, her cock slamming the most sensitive part of my ass with merciless abandon.

“Fuck,” I moaned. The warmth spread outwards, washing through my body in waves of searing hot pleasure. “I’m gonna cum.” The tip of her cock slammed against my G-spot again.

“Me.. too,” she managed between moans.

I nearly blacked out as I came, a violent orgasm ripping through my body as I shot my load onto the bed underneath me, her hand continuing to beat me off as I erupted.

She moaned one last time, this one louder and more sensual than all the ones that had come before. Her cock spasmed inside me as she spewed her hot, sticky load inside my anus, flooding my needy hole with her warm, wet offering.

We both collapsed on the bed and started making out a few seconds later. She fell asleep in my arms and remained there until my wife came home that night.

Emma and I divorced each other within a month, and Ava moved in to take her place. I transitioned fully over the next few months and started living my life as Victoria instead of Victor. Unbound by the judging shackles of society, I lived a happy and content life with some tight panties around my butt and the gorgeous Ava by my side.

The end.
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Feminized by the Lady Next Door.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B096QLN1KD

“Who knew a pair of panties could change this much?”

Ryan is down on his luck. He has no girlfriend, no money, and a piece of junk car. Not to mention that he’s just broken his neighbors very expensive sculpture.

Naturally, he agrees when she suggests a ‘different arrangement’ to settle the debt. The only catch? He has to put on a pair of her panties. What follows is Ryan’s awakening to his true sissy self.

Read along and find out as the lady next door dolls him up, puts him in a dress, and leads him to experience things he’s never experienced before.

Long, hard, throbbing things.
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