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Trapped by my new Boss
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Synopsis:

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.


Chapter One

[image: Chapter Separator]

I found it a little hard to believe that all of this was owned by a single person, a woman no less, as I stood there, staring up at the sixth-largest building in downtown Chicago. Normally you’d never catch me within miles of a building like this, owned and operated by Fasheon™, the largest producers of women’s vanity products in the country. However, times had been tough. I was months behind on rent, neck-deep in credit card debt and so far removed from my last job that I could barely recall the names of my old coworkers. Needless to say, I applied to any and all job listings I could find and had no reason to decline my first interview opportunity in months. Working as a personal assistant at a leading fashion company was well and truly unmanly, but there were bills that needed paying.

I took a deep breath, tried to steady my nerves, and walked into the building, the automatic doors whooshing and parting at my approach. I had been expecting a more traditionally feminine decor from the inside of the building, keeping in line with the type of company this was, so I was a little surprised to see the walls painted in clashes of deep red and dark black. Perhaps a more modern interpretation of strong, independent femininity.

The blonde at the reception desk was dressed in a button-down shirt, which could barely do its job, much to my personal pleasure. She welcomed me with a genuinely warm smile, “What can I do for you hon?”

The use of the word ‘hon’ irked me a little at the time, but I let it slide. After all, I really needed the job.

“Raymond Woods,” I said, “ I have an interview scheduled for 10:30.”

“Just a second,” she said and started scrolling through some file on her computer. It only took a few moments to confirm before she turned back to me again. “Your interview will be held on the sixty-fifth floor, please take either elevator six or eight.” she finished, pointing me in the relevant direction.

Résumé in hand, I boarded elevator six and punched in the key for floor sixty-five. The stuffy, long elevator ride provided ample time for me to stress and obsess over how the interview would go. In case it wasn’t already clear, I really needed this job. Suffice it to say, that by the time I stepped off the elevator I was a nervous, sweaty mess.

HERE it was, the kind of place I expected when I first walked in, a lobby painted in vibrant pinks and blues and yellows, living up to the expectations I had from the biggest fashion company in the country. And at the far end of the room, as if in deliberate contrast to the mish-mash of vibrancy around, she stood wearing a black pencil skirt and a white dress shirt. Even at this distance, I could make out how the fabric of the skirt hugged the curve of her hips so tightly. Her shirt tight around her ample chest, a few buttons straining to hold in breasts that longed to spill out.

I’d have stood there all day, gawping at this amazingly beautiful woman, if she hadn’t called out my name.

“Raymond Woods?” she asked.

I only nodded in reply.

“Please join me in the office,” she said and walked into the door right behind her, motioning me over with her hand.

I followed with hurried steps, taking the opportunity to stare at the curve of her magnificent ass as she sauntered over to the executive high-backed seat behind the table. The office was very large and offered a fabulous view of the entire city. The fabric of her skirt made a soft rustling sound when she settled down in her chair and gestured for me to do the same.

She must have seen my nervousness – it wasn’t hard to miss anyway; with all my sweating and twitching – because she offered a little smile, the edges of her lips curling up ever so slightly to help put me at ease. Maybe working here wouldn’t be so bad after all, if it meant spending all day with a gorgeous woman like this.

“You’ve come to apply for the Professional Assistant position, is that correct?” she asked.

“Yes, I feel like I’m aptly qualified for the job, and I would love to work at your company,” I said, and I nearly meant it.

“Your Resume, please.” She held out her hand, and I eagerly handed over the file.

As she read through the contents of my Resume, I finally had a chance to take in all her beauty. She had long auburn hair, tied neatly into a professional-looking ponytail, her eyes were a sparkling blue and she had an ample bosom that could be outlined through her button-down shirt quite easily. She was rather tall too, which was harder to tell now that she was sitting down, but I could still tell quite easily that she had a few inches on me. I continued down, staring at her midsection now which was nearly obscured by the large oak table between us, but it was painfully apparent that she had a much more athletic body than myself. As my gaze continued further down my breath caught.

Something I hadn’t noticed before, since I’d been so busy ogling this beautiful woman, was the nameplate on the table between us. ‘Louise Parker’ it said, with the words CEO etched into the space over her name. My eyes shot up once again, and I saw that she’d stopped reading my resume, no telling how long ago. She was looking at me again, the faintest hint of a smile on her face once more. Needless to say, all the nervousness came back tenfold, this was THE Louise Parker, owner, and CEO of Fasheon. One of the richest women – no – one of the richest PEOPLE in the entire country, maybe the entire world. And she was interviewing me? And I’d been ogling her up and down for the past five minutes, had she seen? Would she say anything? Did this mean I wouldn’t get the job?

I sat there, unable to speak, listening to my own deafening heartbeat for what seemed like an eternity, but was probably just a few seconds, before she finally broke the silence.

“This is all very impressive,” she said. “But I have to say, you almost seem too qualified to work here, at an assistant’s position no less.”

Good, she liked my qualifications. She hadn’t noticed me staring and being inappropriate. And by the looks of it, I could still get this job.

“The job market has been rather… unkind,” I said, my heartbeat slowing down again. “But as I’ve said, I’d love to work here, I really admire all the work you do.” this last line I didn’t mean. Working here with an office full of beautiful women would be nice, but I hadn’t the slightest interest in the work being done here.

“ I find it hard to believe that a man such as yourself should be a big admirer of our work,” she giggled, which made a bit of color rise to my face. “ But if that really is the case, it makes things much easier.”

“Does that mean I have the job?” She’d bought it then, the rubbish about me admiring their work. I’d have a job now, a job where I’d get to be around hot pieces of ass like Louise no less.

“Not quite,” She said, and it felt like a punch to the gut. “As I’ve already said, you are overqualified for the position of an assistant here. And as silly as this might sound, being overqualified would affect your work more than being under-qualified. You see, with all your skill and experience you’d grow tired of the menial tasks that would be assigned to you and no doubt grow resentful of the people assigning those tasks.”

My heart sank with every word. I really needed this job, it had been my first interview in months, no telling how long it’d be until the next one. Rent was due next week and there was no way I would make it. I’d probably have to move back to my hometown, back in with my parents who I hadn’t seen in years. My disappointment must have been palpable since Louise spoke up again.

“There is another open position,” she said. “ One that suits your talents better, and pays quite well too.”

“I’ll do it,” I said without even thinking about it. The better pay was a bonus, I was perfectly content with getting ANY job.”

“Are you sure?” She asked, raising a suggestive eyebrow. “ Don’t you want to hear what it is?”

“Whatever it is,” I replied. “I’ll do anything.”

Her smile was fuller now, a proper crescent curve of red lipstick on her otherwise blemish-less face. “Anything?” she said almost mockingly.

“What do I have to do ?” I asked, “What’s the job title.”

“Before I explain,” she said. “ I’ll tell you how well you’ll be compensated for the job.” She scribbled some numbers on a slip of paper and slid it across the table toward me. I was instantly floored.

This was nearly ten times my last salary, it was probably more than our entire team of engineers made back at my previous job. Surely this couldn’t be real? Who would be willing to pay such an outrageous amount to me, or to any prospective employee for that matter? And more importantly, what sort of job would warrant such compensation? Did they plan to make me do something illegal? Maybe use my name to form offshore companies to avoid tax or something similar. I was sweating more than just a little bit now, the thumping in my chest was back too.

“What exactly would I have to do at the job?” I asked, an empty gulp in my throat.

“Nothing too complicated, I swear.” She said, leaning forward now with her elbows on the table and her hands cupping her diamond-shaped face. “ Firstly, you’ll report directly to me and do everything I tell you to.” Ominous enough already, what exactly did ‘Everything’ entail? “ And secondly, you’ll need to test our new experimental products and showcase their effectiveness.”

“Your p..p.. products?” I stammered. “But you make makeup and accessories for women, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she said, and I saw her kindly smile in a completely different light now. “You’ll have to dress up as a woman.


Chapter Two
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I followed her into the connecting suite silently, with shifty eyes darting around. Was I really going to do this? Dress up as a woman to test out products made by this company? I nearly lost heart three of four times in the short walk between the office and the changing room that we eventually ended up in – but I didn’t speak up – and by the end of the short journey, my decision had been made. So what if I had to dress up as a woman? It’s not like anyone would find out anyway, and with the kind of money, I’d be making I could do this job for a year and be set for life.

This latest moment of conviction was short-lived too when I saw what Louise had in mind for me. She walked toward me carrying a little black dress, the kind women would wear to formal events. I was almost insulted that she would ask me to wear something so small and skimpy and when she handed it to me and told me to, “Try it on,” I couldn’t help but blush a deep shade of red, my heart thumping loudly once more in my chest.

“Isn’t this too small?” I said.

“Nothing of the sort,” she said. “This will fit you perfectly, trust me.” and she handed me the dress.

I stood motionless for a few more seconds staring at the dress in my hands, having no idea how to proceed with these surreal events, before Louise finally grabbed me by the chin and raised my eyes to look into hers. Her cold hands felt nice on my flustered face, and I could feel a little bit of blood rush to my nether regions as she touched me.

“Get undressed,” she said.

“Right here in front of you?” I asked, incredulous. “ Isn’t there a change room around that I could use?” Normally a pretty girl like Louise wouldn’t have to tell me twice about getting out of my clothes, but these were unusual circumstances, to say the least.

“Yes, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And here, put these on first.” She pulled a pair of lacy black panties from a drawer next to her and handed them to me. “They’ll fit too, don’t worry.”

I didn’t voice another complaint as I took the tiniest piece of underwear I’d ever seen from her and looked at it again.

She folded her arms over her breasts and eyed me with a bit of annoyance. “ Can you please get a move on, I don’t have all day here Raymond.”

Realizing that there was no way out and that there was no point delaying any further I started taking off my clothes. Out of shame, I turned around when it was time to take off my boxers. Warmth rushed to my cheeks once more as I took that final article of clothing off, revealing my bare ass to this woman who I had met not thirty minutes ago. I felt silly, and I felt even sillier when I slipped those tiny lacy panties over my hairy legs and pulled them up to my crotch.

The panties gave me a wedgie instantly, the thin piece of fabric on the rear side sliding between my cheeks. I tried to fish it out a couple of times before Louise told me to stop and just get used to the feeling. The major problem was keeping my balls and cock from spilling out. Either my cock would slip out, or my balls would spill to one side. “I think these panties are too small,” I said, fidgeting with my package to keep it in place.

Louise laughed once again, and I felt smaller for it. “Please get over yourself. The panties aren’t too small, you’re just very new to it.” She giggled and took a step closer to me until she was right behind me. “Here, let me help you with that.”

Help me with what exactly? With putting these panties on. I nervously turned my head around, peering over my shoulder to see that Louise was looking directly at me, staring into my eyes. Up close the distance between our heights was more apparent too, as she had to tilt her head a little to look down at me. She didn’t wait for my permission and reached down, slipping her fingers down the front of my panties. I felt my cock twitch at her feminine touch, and she must have realized it too as she gave a short ‘tsk’ as she moved my cock out of the way. She then let her hand slip further down and with a flat motion, pushed my balls up into my body. It felt very strange, but it didn’t hurt at all. I felt a weird emptiness where my balls used to be like something was missing down there. She finished by pulling up my panties a little more, making them tighter around my ass and giving me a worse wedgie. “Tighter panties are better,” she said. “They help keep your package contained.”

It speaks to the intensity of this experience that I hadn’t even begun questioning how Louise knew so much about this process, but that’s just how flustered I was at that moment. I stood around awkwardly for a few more seconds before she prompted me to put on the dress as well.

I slipped it on. And she helped me zip it up. I turned to face the mirror and could immediately tell that it fit nicely, except for the sagginess where my breasts would have been and then three was the matter of my hairy legs that took away from the overall picture. It was a pretty unflattering image but it felt strangely right. I almost liked how the fabric of the dress hugged my hips tightly, and if I focused just on those curves, I could see myself pulling off the look. That’s also where Louise was looking now, a devious smile on her face, as she put her hands on my sides and pulled me closer to her own body.

She bent down a little, and her face was now right next to mine. I could feel the heat in her breath on my neck and I couldn’t help but squirm a little bit, but she held me in place. She started with my neck, leaving a trail of hot kisses as she worked her way up to my face.

“We shouldn’t–” I didn’t even know why I was saying it, but I couldn’t complete my sentence.

She turned me around and pulled me into an embrace, placing her lips firmly over mine before she started kissing me in earnest. I tried to resist at first, for no reason other than how bizarre this situation had become. I was making out with one of the richest women in the country, dressed in women’s clothing no less. But I soon gave in to the advances made by her lips. She slipped her tongue into my mouth and I sucked on her lips.

I let out an involuntary yelp as I felt her hands exploring my backside. She let them slide down my sides and onto my ass where she gave me a quick squeeze. And I couldn’t help but enjoy it a little. Apparently satisfied, she let one of her hands wander to the front where she felt my erection through the panties and the dress. Noticing me already so erect, she pulled her face away from me and sank to her knees.

“A little incentive, to convince you that working here won’t be that bad.”

She stared up at me with innocent puppy dog eyes and then stared directly at my erection poking through the dress. It was a testament to how hot she was that I was this hard already. Any concerns I had had about working in this place were disappearing quickly as Louise took hold of the hem of my dress and pulled it back up, leaving just my panties in the way. Another yank and my panties were down, my balls slipping out again and my cock springing to attention.

“It does look bigger now,” she said, wrapping her fingers around my bare, erect penis.

Her fingertips trailed over my throbbing tip and I squirmed slightly in her grip. It felt so good, and she’d barely even gotten started. She looked into my eyes again, all the while massaging my shaft slowly, almost to a rhythm. I felt the last bit of tension in my shoulders melt away and she opened wide, putting my hard, throbbing dick into her warm, wet mouth.

Then she began to suck.

In that moment, I decided that this job was one hundred percent worth it. I would dress up as a woman every day of my life if it meant getting head from a piece of ass like Louise. It didn’t matter what I had to do, it was worth it. At this point, the salary was just an added bonus. I slipped my fingers into her hair as she moved her tongue up and down my shaft. Her hair was soft and her lips were plump. She was plunging deep now, swallowing the entire length of my penis until I felt my tip scratch her throat, before she’d resurface so she could play with my tip using her tongue.

“Don’t stop,” I said, and my body shuddered every time she pumped my cock with her lips.

She moved solely to the tip now and began to suck it with short focused movements of her lips, meanwhile she pumped my rod with her hand. I was squirming like mad now, moaning louder with every passing second. My legs nearly clamped shut in a moment of euphoria and I felt Louise pull her head back. My cock shuddered one final time, and I spewed my hot load all over her. I came on her face, getting my hot cum all over her lips, her chin, a bit over the collar of her button-down shirt, and some even on her hair. I couldn’t stop shooting my load, so I drenched her in my juice.

“I take it you’ll be joining us from Monday then Raymond?” She said, between wiping the cum off of her chin.

I couldn’t quite form a coherent reply, so I settled for a nod and a smile, as the final drops of cum oozed out of my cock in front of this lady, who was now my boss.


Chapter Three
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I went home with an offer letter for the job and more bags of women’s clothing and makeup than I could reliably carry at once. It took me around four trips from my car to my apartment to get everything transported. The instructions were clear, try to dress up and perfect my look before I joined the office on Monday. Louise had said that my job would be centered around their newest line of makeup that was so good that it could convincingly disguise a biological male as a woman.

The clothes in the bags had apparently been chosen by Louise herself. When exactly had she made these decisions in the small amount of time we’d spent together? I didn’t know and didn’t ask. I opened the bags one by one and checked out what she’d given me, a few pieces of clothing struck me as odd but it was a good haul all things considered. She’d given me a pair of white overalls that went very well with a blue top that was with it. The entire outfit looked even cuter with the white sneakers that I found in one of the other bags. Strangely enough, nearly everything fit perfectly, even though I’d never given them my size: well they were a fashion company, after all, they probably had a good eye for these things. “You won’t be wearing casual clothing too often on the job,” Louise had said. “You’ll mostly be meeting with potential investors for the new lines so you’ll have to put on party dresses or gowns, the kind of things you’d find women wearing in corporate events or galas.” Which is why most of the bags were filled with formal party wear and cocktail dresses.

I’d also have to shave my entire body – obviously – to realistically pull off the female look. So before going any further, I took a razor and went to work. As more and more hair came off my legs, I could see that my legs started to look increasingly like a woman’s. There wasn’t a lot of muscle on my body anyway and the very slight plumpness to my legs and thighs meant that I had more feminine legs than many of the women that I’d dated in my life. This wasn’t a proud thought at the moment, and it made me blush more than a little even in the privacy of my own home.

I had another moment of doubt when I opened the bag with the fake silicone tits that Louise had packed away for me, and the only thing that made me go through with it was the amazing blowjob I’d gotten from Louise that morning, and perhaps the thought of the fat paycheck I’d be collected at the end of the month. “These are usually worn by women who are about to get breast implants, so they can better decide what size they want. But they’ll work fine for our purposes too,” she had said. I gingerly lifted out the fake tits out from the bags and let them jiggle in front of me. All things considered, it felt pretty real. The texture on the thing was very nice, and even the nipples felt like a real woman’s. Despite myself, I felt myself giving the breast a quick squeeze.

A few minutes later I was in front of the mirror again, struggling to put on a lacy black bra that was in one of the bags. It took more than a couple of tries before I finally settled for putting it on backward and then spinning it around before putting the straps over my shoulders. Bra secured in place, I slipped in a pair of D-cup tits underneath. I could tell immediately that they were a bit too big, and made me look extra busty. My small stature and otherwise skinny body wasn’t a good complement to these huge tits and would make me stand out like a sore thumb.

I abandoned the D-cups in favor of the more moderately sized B-cups that looked far better on me. I even did a little hop which made them jiggle like a real woman’s tits would. I put on a pair of matching panties, performing the same procedure that Louise had taught me in the morning to adjust my balls and cock, before I slipped into one of the cocktail dresses that I liked from the pile. “Heels are important,” Louise had told. “They help to perk up your butt.” which had made me blush at the time, but I could see now that she was right. So I stepped into a pair of black heels, which made my butt perk up just right. The wig was a little tricky, I picked one with jet black hair that I myself like to see on women, but putting it on correctly was difficult. It took a few tries before I was satisfied with how it looked but the extra effort was well worth it. The hair helped to cover parts of my face which made me harder to recognize, and I felt like a different person when I looked at myself in the mirror.

Now with my body hair shaved away, with the fake tits, wig, and heels I cut quite the figure. Makeup was next, and although Louise had hooked me up with an arsenal of her finest products, I had little skill in putting it on. Stumbling my way through youtube tutorials I started applying bits and pieces of the makeup, messing up numerous times before I got any one thing right. I was in the middle of putting on some blush when the clock caught my eye – and it was nearly 3 AM. I’d been sitting here dolling myself up for the better part of six hours. I hadn’t even gotten up to eat dinner. I’d always been annoyed by the fact that it took women so long to get ready for anything, but I could finally understand it now. There was just so much detail that went into dressing up for women. And with such a wide variety of choices, it was easy to become trigger shy and be hesitant. Women had any number of options for clothing, hair, and makeup. As a guy, I could do my hair maybe two ways? Probably not even that. But as a woman, I could do so much more. Just with this one wig, I could do braids, a ponytail, pigtails, a bun, a pair of buns, a french curl, or even just let it down. There were probably thousands of combinations I could try before I’d ever run out of ideas. That night I kept changing up my look, I’d find something new on the internet, try it out and then scrap it ten minutes later for an entirely new look.

Exhausted finally, I decided it was time to get undressed and take a shower before one of the bags caught my eye. In it was a red piece of lacy lingerie and a pair of fishnet stockings. I felt my heart beat faster as I lifted the pieces out of the bag and felt the fabric of the clothing in my fingertips. It was the smallest, most revealing thing out of everything I’d found in the bags, and I wanted to try it on. If only just to see how ridiculous it would look.

But it didn’t look ridiculous at all, it looked like it was made specifically to fit my body. This was the first time that night that I felt that I looked hot. The garter belt helped keep the stockings up and the lingerie hugged my body very tightly. I did a quick turn around and stopped when I found myself staring at my own ass, admiring the way it perked and curved.

I looked completely like a woman and a hot one at that. The only thing out of place was the slight bulge of my cock, but that too could be mistaken for a pussy mound for someone who didn’t know any better. If you’d taken a picture of me at this instant and showed it to me sometime in the past I’d probably rub one out to the image, my own image.

I turned back around to take another look at my ass and it was only then that I noticed the small hole in the back, designed obviously for anal penetration. A blush crept up to my face, overpowering the one I’d painted on using makeup and I felt my heart throb once more in my chest. What exactly was expected of me at the job? Louise had said that I’d help convince investors to buy into our newest line of makeup, but I thought I just had to doll up and look nice for them. Would I have to sexually service these men too? Would they grope and spank and fuck me before they decided if our company was worth the investment. The idea seemed insulting, but even so, I continued to stare. After a few seconds, I tried bending over, peering between my legs at the mirror, to see what it would look like if someone was about to take me from behind. The bulge looked like a camel toe, the curves of my body were even more pronounced when I was bending down like this, my hair spilled to either side of my arching back and it all looked so fucking hot.

Is this all it took? A good shave, a wig, a pair of fake breasts, and some makeup? I felt a cold dread in the pit of my stomach at the implications. Did I just naturally have a woman’s body? Or could any man reliably pass off as a woman with a little bit of dolling up? What really was the difference between a man and a woman except for the bits we sported between our legs?

I pulled out the tallest pair of heels that were in the bag, they were so thin that I had a hard time believing they’d support my weight. But they did. I did a quick round through my apartment, almost stumbling and wobbling, grabbing onto the furniture when I felt I might fall down. I walked like a baby taking their first steps, but God did I look pretty. Every time I came around to the mirror I couldn’t help but stare at myself, the curves of my ass, my long shapely legs, even the fake tits underneath that black lacy bra.

“Hey there,” I said to my own reflection in the mirror, and I was surprised to find out that I’d adopted a woman’s voice.

“Aren’t you looking sexy tonight,” and this time it was just barely a whisper. I reached up and slipped a hand over my fake tits, giving them a quick squeeze. “ You want to play baby?” I asked myself. I rand my hands all over my body and my lacy lingerie. It felt so good like I was exploring the body of the hottest woman in the world. Eventually, I let my hand wander down between my legs, over my bulge and I started to rub myself through the fabric of the underwear.

“You like that huh.”

My voice was sounding more feminine with every line I spoke and it was starting to become more natural now. I nervously bit my bottom lip, still staring into the eyes of my own reflection. Even my eyes seemed different: bigger, and rounder.

“What do you want, baby,” I asked myself as I continued to rub at my cock.

I rubbed my cock like I would a pussy, up and down and then in circular motions, pressing on where my clit would be. I took a step back and let myself fall into a chair, still facing the mirror. I lifted my knees and exposed my puckering asshole. I reached lower with my hand, past my pussy, and started massaging my tight asshole. I rubbed in circles around my hole and it seemed to respond to the stimulation as I felt it twitch for more.

“That feels so fucking good,” I said in my girl voice.

I kept staring into my own eyes, and I kept rubbing my asshole and I kept saying dirty things to myself. None of it feeling ridiculous or unnatural. My heart was racing and I was beyond horny. My cock had slipped out of the underwear at some point during all of this, but I didn’t mind. It was somehow still as sexy, if not sexier. Finally, I pushed the tip of my middle finger into my own butthole and gasped at how it felt.

I’d never put anything up my ass before but it felt so right, it felt so good. I let the finger sink in until it was more than halfway in there, before pulling it out and letting it sink in again. It felt very good, but it looked even better. The image in the mirror, of me all dolled up and fingering my own asshole was a sight that made me even harder. My cock throbbed and pulsated against my stomach as I plunged the finger in and out of my hole.

Unsatisfied with the girth and length of my finger, I made a trip to the kitchen to retrieve a cucumber I had in my fridge. Back in my room I took a condom from my drawer and slipped it on to the cucumber. I sucked on it for a while to get it lubricated, I’d heard that sort of thing was important before anal penetration. And then I let it wander down until it was right next to my asshole. I could tell immediately that it was far bigger than my finger, perhaps bigger than what my asshole could take. But I’d be damned if I was going to stop now.

My heart thumping, my asshole puckering, I took the vegetable with my hands and plunged it into myself. It hurt more than a little at first, but my hole adjusted as I played around with it a bit. Whenever I’d be close to losing heart, I’d look up at my own reflection and any such worries would wash away. I had such an incredibly hot body, of course, it deserved to get fucked up the ass. It wasn’t like I was doing it with another man, was it? This was just like masturbating to porn, only in this case I was the porn myself.

I let the cucumber sink deep, until about halfway down my ass before it started to become more bearable. Then I started to slide it in and out, causing my legs to tremble and my knees to buckle. At first, it was a sort of weird feeling, like I needed to use the potty, but after twenty or so penetrations I started feeling this little buzz throughout my body.

“Oh God,” I moaned as the buzzing intensified. “Right there,” I said to myself, still in my girl voice as I found the sweet spot in my asshole. Every time I hit that spot it made me moan, it made me quiver and it made me tremble. It felt like the best feeling in the world as I plunged that vegetable in and out of my ass hitting the G-Spot again and again.

“Don’t stop.”

Biting my lip again, I picked up the pace pumping myself with that cucumber. My quivering got more intense and I felt my legs shake and then go limp, all the while I moaned like a whore in church. I felt an intense current run through my body and I fell back into the chair before I felt something hot and sticky on my belly. Looking down I noticed a puddle of cum on myself, a bit still oozing out from my cock.

I’d made myself cum by fucking my ass with a cucumber.


Chapter Four
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My instructions from Louise said to come to the office already dressed up on the first day, so I ended up getting out of bed a couple of hours earlier than I usually would for work. I picked out, what was in my mind, a professional-looking outfit for a businesswoman: A white button-down shirt, a grey skirt which hugged the curves of my hips quite nicely, and a fitting blazer to top it all off. I thought about going bare-legged but ultimately decided against it and slipped on a pair of pantyhose that fit snugly.

I did my hair up in a cute little ponytail and then got started on doing my makeup. I’d spent the last few days practicing different types of makeup looks that I’d gotten from Youtube tutorials and mish-mashed a few of them to get the desired look. I didn’t want to look too dolled up for my first day at the office so I chose to go for lighter shades and a more professional look, the makeup equipment that Louise had sent me home with were all top quality and gave much better results than most of the stuff that I saw people using online. I took a look at the clock when I’d finished my makeup and I was surprised to find that it had only been 40 minutes since I started. A few days ago dolling up like this would have taken me an hour and a half, but the practice I’d put in over the past couple of days was already paying off it seemed.

Seeing that I still had over an hour left before I would have to leave for the office I let my mind wander to the cucumber in my fridge, but I caught myself. Another ‘session’ like that would no-doubt ruin my dress and make me late for my first day – not to mention that it was a very depressing thought to begin with. In only a matter of days, I’d gone from being completely straight to having thoughts about pleasuring myself with phallic objects at any given opportunity. I’d taken this job because it would pay very well, and the fact that I’d considered myself incorruptible by a little dressing up. But my illusions were being quickly dispelled now that I found myself feeling more and more like a woman: wanting to look like a woman, wanting to get fucked like a woman. I’d thought about chickening out a few times over the weekend, just as I was now. But every time I thought of the fat paycheck I’d get, and the fact that I’d most likely get to be with Louise as a result, I found myself warming up to the idea once again. In the end, I didn’t back out, but I didn’t fuck myself with a cucumber either. A solid compromise in my mind.

I reached the office much earlier than I had to and ended up sitting by the reception as I waited for some figure of authority to arrive. I was to report to Louise directly, but I couldn’t very well walk into her office unattended.

Employees started to trickle in one by one as starting time neared and I was relieved to see that no one paid me any special attention. This was only natural of course since not everyone knew each other in an operation of this size, you’d most likely only know the people working directly with you. It wasn’t long before the receptionist I’d met the day of the interview finally walked through the doors and when she looked at me, I felt my heart stop.

Did she recognize me? Did she know I was the same nervous-looking guy who’d walked in on Friday, fidgeting and shuffling while he asked for an interview? Would she judge me for being dressed up like this? A bead of sweat rolled down the side of my face and the first thing I thought about was if it would ruin my makeup.

The receptionist walked straight up to me and offered a wide smile. “ You must be Rayna,” she said. “ Ms.Louise told me to expect you.”

“Yes,” I said, smiling back and using my feminine voice out of instinct. “ That’s me. I’m Rayna.” I hadn’t even thought about it before I said the words out loud, but they somehow felt right.

The receptionist glanced at her watch and then looked back up at me. “Ms. Louise wants you to be at an investor meeting that starts in fifteen minutes. It’s going to be in conference room six on the 33rd floor, I’d suggest you get there ahead on time. Ms. Louise has a strong dislike for tardiness.”

Good, the receptionist hadn’t recognized me which meant that my ‘disguise’ was working. On the ride up the 33rd, there were a couple of young guys on the elevator with me and I caught them stealing glances at me when they thought I wasn’t looking. It was baffling how these two, probably straight, males found me attractive. But then was it? Not too long ago I’d serviced myself with a cucumber with only my own reflection serving as the stimulus. It made a lot of sense that guys would find me hot – since I was. Dressed like this, all dolled up, I was a woman, a very hot woman.

My mood improved further when I met Louise just outside of the conference room, and she looked every bit as pretty as she did the last time I saw her.

“You’re almost late,” she said, tapping the watch on her wrist and then looking directly at me.

“No such thing as almost late,” I said, and immediately regretted it when she raised a quizzical eyebrow at me. This woman was still my boss and one of the richest people in this country. I had no business joking around with her, even if she had sucked me off a few days ago. Thankfully enough, she didn’t seem to take offense.

“You look very presentable,” she said. “ And I like the voice, it doesn’t sound forced at all.”

“Thank you very much Ms.Louise,” I replied, assuming the appropriate role of an obedient underling once more and she seemed to like it since her smile broadened when I said it.

“These are very important investors Rayna,” She said. “And you will treat them with the utmost respect. Be mindful of any requests they make and don’t let me down. Now follow me,” with that she led me into the conference room where several sharply dressed men were already waiting for us. As we entered the room I saw each of them check both of us out, top to bottom. One in particular, a rather tall and handsome fellow in a jet-black suit, let his gaze linger on me as I walked over the table.

Although I was very nervous throughout, nothing too terribly exciting happened during the meeting. It was mostly Louise discussing finances, projected revenue, and market strategy with the man in the jet-black suit, who looked like he was in charge of the other party.

Throughout the meeting, I could see the lead investor eyeing me up and down. He would start by looking at my face and then his gaze would travel down to my breasts, where it would linger before it trailed further down I felt his eyes bore into me and that was the first time in my life that I truly understood what the phrase ‘undressing someone with your eyes’ meant. Even a blind man could see that the man fancied me, found me very hot. Me, a biological male. What would happen if he found out that I was a man underneath all this makeup and pomp? He would probably beat me black and blue for tricking him. But I paid these thoughts no heed, and even undid a few buttons from my shirt, revealing my silica cleavage for the man to feast his eyes on. I couldn’t even think of being with a man sexually, but there was a certain thrill in riling someone up with your looks, to get them hard and wanting you. Even if the thing they wanted didn’t really exist.

We took a break halfway through the meeting, and I made a quick run to the toilet because of all the water I’d sipped sitting on that table. As I was washing my hands after having relieved myself I heard the door open behind me. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the man in the black suit enter the bathroom. Louise had told me that all of the toilets at FASHEON ™ were unisex so I didn’t take much notice, besides it wasn’t like I was a woman either. I did, however, take notice when he walked up directly behind me and grabbed a fistful of my ass.

I yelped and shot up straight as his fingertips bored into the soft flesh of my tush over the fabric of my skirt. He used his other hands to rub my hip very carefully and I had no choice but to pull away, leaving him confused.

“I think you have the wrong idea mister,” I said, still using my girl voice. “I’m not that kind of girl.”

“Oh I know exactly what kind of girl you are,” he let the words drip, to enforce a point that I understood immediately. He knew I wasn’t really a woman? But he still wanted to have sex with me? I felt sick. That made it even worse, the fact that he wanted to be with me because I was a guy dressed up as a woman. I could never picture myself with a guy, so I looked at him with disgust and started to walk out of the toilet.

“Shame about the deal,” he said, and I stopped dead in my tracks. “ Some real money to be made here and you’re willing to throw it all away for your boss.”

Was he really willing to call off the deal if I didn’t have sex with him right now? With how much money was at stake, it was absurd to fathom how anyone could throw it all away over sex. But these were filthy rich millionaires, who threw away money on the littlest whims.

‘Don’t let me down.’ Louise’s words ringed in my mind and I realized I couldn’t. I couldn’t let Louise down so I walked over slowly to him and sank to my knees, as he reached for his belt.

The idea of being with a man was alien to me, it wasn’t something I thought I’d ever do. But here I was, on my knees, with a cock in front of me, a cock ready to be stroked and ready to be sucked.

There was a lot of hair. He had hairy balls, a hairy pelvis, and hairy legs. But I’d be lying if I said that he didn’t have an absolutely massive cock. Further hesitation was pointless, so I reached for his cock with trembling hands and slipped my finger around the shaft. It was already warm and throbbing before I got a chance to do anything. This was the effect just my appearance had on men, the idea made my heart skip a beat. I wasn’t sure how to get about it so I began to gently pump his cock, pulling back his foreskin and exposing the red, throbbing tip of his cock.

My god was he big.

“Lick it,” he whispered and I felt a fresh wave of disgust wash over me.

I bit my lip and looked up at him. If I denied him now, the deal would fall through and Louise would be very disappointed. I couldn’t let that happen. I couldn’t disappoint Louise, so I pushed out my tongue and I gently licked the bulging tip of his cock. I had imagined it tasting weird, but it wasn’t so bad, mostly tasteless – just warmth and throbbing. Even so, my heart pounded loudly in my chest as I licked him.

His cock grew again, growing so thick that I couldn’t even wrap my fingers all the way around it – I’d always had small feminine hands. I licked his tip and stroked his cock and it responded with pulsating throbs.

“Spit on it, baby,” he whispered, eyes shut in ecstasy. I complied, spitting on the tip and using my hands to spread it down the length of his rod. He moaned gently as I felt footsteps approach the door of the toilet and then grow distant once more as someone walked past. What if someone had walked in right now? What if they’d seen me sucking on a man’s cock in the toilet? But as it stood, whoever it was, walked away oblivious of what was happening just beyond the door.

His fingers found their way into my hair, and he nestled one hand in the strands and held onto my ponytail with the other as I continued to draw circles on his tip with my tongue, sensing every throbbing vein in his with my tensed fingers. Somehow, someway he continued to get harder and thicker.

I clenched my fist around his cock and started to pump him hard, his legs tensing and shuddering in response.

“Just like that babe,” his voice was lower than a whisper now, the kind of voice that spoke of sin in the darkest hours of the night.

I took a deep breath and stuck his cock into my warm wet mouth – as far as I could fit him, anyway, which wasn’t too much since he had impressive length to match his girth. He shuddered once more and I felt his pre-cum ooze onto my tongue. He took my head into his strong hands and pushed himself deeper down my maw, as he began to thrust and face-fuck me. He pushed himself so far into me that I almost gagged and felt saliva run down my cheeks, making my cheeks burn red all the while.

But damn, did it feel good.

It was amazing to think that I was capable of getting someone this excited, this horny to fuck me. He knew I wasn’t a woman, but I looked hot enough that he didn’t care, and that made me feel a special sort of way.

I could feel him hardening, even more, his throbbing getting more intense as he started to groan. I felt as though he was about to come. Come right there in my mouth, but he pulled his cock out of my mouth and said, “Turn around. Quickly.”

My head was spinning. I didn’t want to let him fuck me up the ass, but then I knew this would happen when I walked over to him didn’t I? And there was some deeply repressed part of me that wanted to experience it. So I followed his command and turned around.

He pulled me into one of the stalls right behind us and used his hands to feel me up: between my legs, around my thighs, and especially on my tush. He bent me over and hiked up my skirt, he didn’t even bother struggling with the pantyhose and tore them open around my ass. He pulled my panties to the side and slapped his cock right between my butt cheeks. His cock was already wet from my saliva so it slipped between quite easily, making a wet slapping sound as he prepared to mount me.

I didn’t try to stop him, I didn’t even want to. So I just closed my eyes as he started pushing it in, stretching me open and letting it sink deep into me. Instinctively, I clenched my hole and he slapped my rump in response.

“Just relax,” He said. “That’ll make it easier.”

It felt much stranger than the cucumber I’d used at home, the flesh of a man’s penis inside my asshole. It felt much better too. I was as hard as him as soon as he had that cock in my ass, even if I wasn’t as big. As he started thrusting into me, his pelvis slapped against my ass cheeks on every pump. He reached around, grabbed hold of my fully-hard cock, and started beating me off.

“You like that, you little whore?” he whispered right next to my ear and I felt the heat of his breath on my neck, making me even harder.

“Yes,” I moaned, and I started moving my ass to the rhythm of his thrusts. He took the fingers of his other hand and slipped them into my mouth, sort of hooking me like a fish, and I couldn’t resist. I sucked on his strong, manly fingers as he pumped my hole with his monster-cock.

“Faster,” I moaned, and he picked up the pace.

I moaned and trembled even harder as he ravaged my hole deeper and deeper. I felt a powerful shudder pass through my body, a warmth making my legs quiver beneath me. I’d have collapsed had I not been leaning on the cubicle door for support. The warm sensation passed through my entire body in pulsating waves of pleasure and eventually coalesced in my crotch, where it grew more intense causing me to shoot the biggest load I’d ever shot. Hot cum splattered against the cubicle door and then the bathroom floor underneath me.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered into his hand and felt myself go limp in his embrace.

“You’re gonna make me come,” he moaned in my ear and I couldn’t wait. He grunted loudly with a thrust and blasted his cum deep inside of me. His fingers digging into the flesh of my thighs. He thrust one final time – deeper now – and I could feel the warm cum flooding my insides, running down my legs and splattering on the floor as he pulled out of me and fell onto the toilet seat, leaving me to collapse to the floor in a puddle of cum.


Chapter Five
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I skipped the rest of the meeting and instead hung out in one of the break rooms, not allowing myself to think. I sat there for close to an hour, staring at the cup of coffee in my hands before it finally started to dawn on me. This had gone too far. I had agreed to dress up as a woman for the sweet salary they were giving me, and perhaps also for a chance to be with Louise, but I’d slipped too far too quickly.

I’d already accepted anally pleasuring myself during masturbation, and now I’d sucked a man’s cock, and I’d even let him fuck me up the ass. All of this was bad of course, but what was worse was the fact that I had started enjoying myself too much. I’d loved it when the investor had facefucked me with his dick, I’d loved it even more when he bared my tush and pumped me raw up my asshole. If I was enjoying myself this much right now, where would I be in a month? A year? The money was nice and Louise was gorgeous, but I couldn’t spend the rest of my life dressed as a woman, servicing men. No matter how good it felt.

My mind made up, I calmed my nerves and set off for Louise’s. The meeting would be over by now, and she’d be in her office. I’d walk right up to her and let her know that I was quitting, that I couldn’t keep doing this.

I stopped at the door of her office and gave it a knock – there was no reply. So I knocked again and was greeted once more by silence. Reluctantly, I slipped open the door and peered inside. She wasn’t there. The office was empty, but the connecting doorway to her suite was open. The same suite she’d taken me to only a few days ago when I’d been so excited at the prospects of this job.

I passed the suite and thought about knocking on the dressing room door, but I decided against it. I was quitting anyway, her privacy be damned. I took the doorknob and twisted it slightly, before pushing the door open. She jumped at the sound of the door opening and her hands shot to her bare crotch instinctively.

She was standing there, in front of the mirror, doing up her makeup. She’d removed her skirt and her panties as she did this, standing there only in her shirt – obviously not expecting any company, especially not me. I’d fantasized about seeing her naked since the moment I laid eyes on her, and I’d fantasized about all the things I’d do when I got her in a state of undress. But as it stood, I could do nothing but stare with a slack-jawed expression.

‘Louise’, if that was really her name. His name. Was standing there with a dick dangling between his legs.

“What,” was all I could muster.

“I can explain, Rayna,” he said.

“Don’t call me that,” I screamed, finally deciding on an emotion: Anger. “I quit. Don’t ever call me again.”

And I stormed out of there.

She called for me to stop once or twice, but she couldn’t run after me in her state of nakedness, and I had no intention of waiting for her to dress up. I took the elevator down, stepped out of the office, and went straight home.

I took off all the clothes, washed off all the makeup, and threw myself in bed. I lay there for hours feeling hurt, betrayed, and worse still.

Louise had manipulated me. She’d made me feel attracted to men, and to herself. She’d made a fool out of me and was probably up in her high office, laughing it up with the man who’d fucked me this morning. Why would she do such a thing? Why would anyone?

I tried to forget it, wipe it out of my mind. Tried to not think about it. But my mind kept going back to that moment in the dressing room where I’d caught her.

Had my eyes lingered a bit too long on the thing between her legs? Had I liked it? The idea made my heart beat faster and I tried to banish it from my mind, only for the image to come back stronger, in even more vivid detail. Why would I be attracted to Louise now, now that I knew he was a biological male?

But I’d enjoyed having sex with the investor too, enjoyed it a lot in fact. Was I gay? I’d never thought of myself that way, I’d always found women attractive. But my mind kept going back to Louise, standing there naked, a cock dangling between her legs.

And even as I tried to deny it, my erection betrayed me.

I did enjoy dressing up as a woman, and I did enjoy being with both men and women. There was nothing to do but to follow my heart.

I got up slowly and took another shower – lying in bed under the covers had gotten me a little sweaty. I took the finest lotion Louise had given me and rubbed it all over my body. I put on my wig and did my makeup. I put on a pair of black lacy panties, slipped on my fake tits, and got into a red, strapless dress. It had a slit down one side where it exposed my smooth leg and the barest hint of lace from my panties.

I didn’t know why I was doing it – I didn’t even have anywhere to go. But I did it nonetheless. And God, did it feel good. As soon as I looked at myself in the mirror, I started getting hard. The bulge of my vertically adjusted penis showing through my tight dress.

I rubbed on it, and I felt myself getting harder. A sweet moan escaped my lips, and I would have gone further if I hadn’t heard the groan of the door opening behind me.

Instantly, a cold fear crept up my spine. A home invader, here to rob me – or worse. I turned my head slowly and saw her standing in the doorway – Louise, dolled up and in a cocktail dress herself.

“How did you get in?” I asked flatly.

“I knocked,” she said, and she sounded every bit like the woman I knew she wasn’t. “But you didn’t answer. The door was unlocked, so I just let myself in. Much like you did this morning.”

“You – how – how did you know where I live?” I said, anger flaring up once more. “ Have you been stalking me? What sort of sick game are you playing at Louise?”

“Easy now, Rayna,” she said. “ You gave me the address yourself when you signed that joining form we gave you. Not everything is a conspiracy against you.”

I tried to say something, but I couldn’t form the words in my mind, too intimidated by Louise’s presence. So I stood there for a few seconds, hands turned to fists at my side, fuming, before she broke the silence.

“Do you need help with that,” she asked, pointing down at my crotch, where my bulge was still visible. I felt my hands relax in response, and I bit my lip in reply. This was enough for her.

She stepped forward and slipped her hands onto my stomach and then slid them down onto my bulging erection.

“You’re big,” she said softly and rubbed her hand up and down my shaft over the fabric of the dress.

Using her other hand, she reached up and cupped one of my breasts, giving it a good squeeze. The tits were fake, I knew this, but I could still feel the touch somehow. She continued to rub my bulge and I let a little giggle slip out. “You’ll make me ruin the dress,” I said.

“We’ll get you a thousand more dresses,” she said as she hiked the skirt of my dress up and took my cock into her bare hands. She started to stroke it gently. “ Does that feel good?”

“Yes,” I whispered, between long deep breaths.

I stared deep into her sparkling blue eyes and she stared into mine. She was beautiful, every inch of her face was perfect. It didn’t matter if she had a dick or not, Louise was a woman, and she was the most gorgeous woman I’d ever seen in my life. I leaned forward and kissed her and she kissed back, slipping me a bit of tongue, which made me even harder. I was so hard that it was starting to hurt, like my cock would explode from getting too big.

“You look really hot in that dress,” she said to me.

“You’re one to talk. You’re a total smoke show.”

She pumped my cock and every time she reached the tip with her fingers, I felt like I would explode right there and then.

“You like this, don’t you?” she whispered.

“Yes,” I said, trying to manage my breathing. “I like it very much.”

“Good,” she said and sank down to her knees. She moved her hands to the base of my shaft and sunk my cock into her invitingly wet mouth.

She started to suck, and my legs trembled in response.

“Just like that,” I whispered, throwing my head back in ecstasy as she ran a hand along the inside of my long, smooth leg. She got the entirety of my length down her maw as I let my fingers slip into her hair, playing with the strands and massaging her scalp. I looked down to see her looking up at me as she sucked, her wide glowing eyes making me ever weaker in the knees. She let my cock slip out from the wet embrace of her mouth, a bit of precum leaking onto her chin in the process.

“Your turn,” she said and she fell onto her elbows, pulled up her skirt, and revealed her red panties. I sank down between her open legs and ran a hand over her red bulge. She was big, clearly bigger than me and she was throbbing, getting even bigger.

She smelled so good.

I kissed her on the inside of her thigh before I slipped out her cock from the panties. I could hardly wait to take it into my mouth, to suck on it, to make her quiver and squirm.

She raised her hips gently off the floor when I first plunged her rod into my mouth, and she began to thrust herself into me. I didn’t stop her, my nose colliding with her pelvis once or twice. I nearly gagged on the first few pumps, but I got the hang of it quickly, and then she began to thrust in earnest.

She fucked my face for what seemed like an eternity – a euphoric, joyful eternity– and when at last, I couldn’t take it anymore and had to spit her out to catch my breath, she motioned me towards herself with her index finger.

“Come here,” she said and I didn’t have it in me to resist those dancing eyes.

I crawled on top of her and we kissed once more, the taste of our own cocks on each other lips. Without provocation, I started to grind my tush on her already hard, wet rod.

She reached around, grabbed a hold of it and pointed it at my twitching asshole, and then I sat down on it, letting it burrow deep into my insides.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

It felt so good, better than the cucumber, better than the investor’s dick, better than anything I’d ever felt before. It was hot, it was pulsating and I could even feel the foreskin pulling back. I felt it go deeper and deeper, parts of me that had never been explored awakening to new possibilities. It felt so right, so real and it only got better when she rolled me onto my back, pinning my arms at my sides.

I was no longer the one in control.

She started to pump my asshole with her cock and she managed to find my sweet spot almost immediately, without a single spoken word from me or any probing. Within a matter of seconds, I was reduced to a squirming, moaning mess. My eyes glued to her jiggling tits.

“You like that, huh,” she asked.

“Yes,” I managed between moans. “Harder, please. Oh, God!”

“Beg for it, slut.”

“Harder – Oh please fuck me harder!” I moaned.

Her thrusts became faster and harder, and ever more intense. The strange buzzing in my body returned with a renewed intensity. Her hips moved to an almost melodic rhythm and I could do naught but squirm and moan.

“I’ll come all over the dress,” I managed to squeak.

“Come all over yourself, babe. Fuck the dress.” She said between pumps, and I swear I could feel the tip of her cock all the way near my stomach. In a matter of seconds, the buzzing intensified near my cock again and I came.

I felt my body shudder and I saw hot cum blast out from my cock, all over my own body. She watched it with a glint in her eyes, lips parted in anticipation. I splattered it all over myself: My face, my chest, my neck, my abdomen, all over my body.

“You’re quite the little slut aren’t you,” she said, fingering a bit of the cum off of my face.

“Just like you,” I said.

She only smiled in response, and I watched her face turn the deepest shade of red I’d ever seen. She bit her lower lip, and trembled, her entire body straining and shuddering. I felt something hot filling my insides as she grunted.

She was coming.

She let out a little moan after and fell sideways, ending up at my side, breath heavy as her cum dribbled out of my satisfied butthole.

Neither of us said a word for about a minute, the only sounds in the room from our heavy breathing, before she finally spoke up.

“See you at the office tomorrow?” she asked.

“I’ll be there at 8:30.”

The end


Feminized by my professor
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Synopsis:

Callen really needs to change his F in gender studies if he wants to enjoy all the plans he has for summer, but his hot professor isn’t having any of it. He begs and pleads until she finally gives in: Under the condition that he dresses up as a girl for her.

What starts off as a weird extra-credit exam takes Callen down a path of self-discovery and many pleasures, not the least of which is the Long and Hard secret inside Professor Natalia’s panties.


Chapter One
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I rehearsed what I was gonna say one last time in my head and knocked on Professor Natalia’s office door. There was a brief pause before I heard a voice from inside.

“Come in,” she said.

I walked in and saw her seated by the window overlooking the central courtyards of the university, the light from the midday sun filtering through the glass and illuminating the thick golden locks of hair falling to either side of her face. She had a book in her hand and sat cross-legged, the plumpness of her thighs made even more apparent underneath the tight-fitting pencil skirt she had on. I had to force myself to look away from those legs, lest I let my eyes linger there too long and make matters worse for myself.

“I’ve been expecting you, Callen,” she said, eyebrow raised and a trace of a smile on her lips. “You’re here to talk about your grade, right?”

Of course, I was here to talk about my grade: She’d given me an F. I hadn’t even gotten a failing mark, but she’d given me an F anyway. Now I don’t like to brag or anything, but I’d never failed a class in my life. I hadn’t gotten a failing grade in school, in my first three years of college and not even in any of the advanced courses I’d taken. But this woman had given me an F in gender studies of all courses? On the eve of the most important summer of my life no less.

I had it all planned out. A couple of my closest friends, backpacking through Europe picking up chicks, it was the dream vacation. But she’d ruined everything with this grade. I’d have to hang back, retake the class during summer, or else I wouldn’t graduate in time. I should never have picked this class, to begin with, but there was no point thinking about that now, I had just one option remaining: to somehow convince professor Natalia to change my grade.

“Why did I get an F professor?” I asked. “Was it a mistake? Since I easily had passing marks. Could I please get an explanation for my grade?” The best way to negotiate was to start off strong, begin with the expectation of retribution, push the onus onto her.

“You’re right,” she said, that annoyingly gorgeous smile still on her face. “You did well enough on all the tests and assignments to warrant a passing grade, but you didn’t meet the learning outcomes of the course. And as a responsible professor, it is my duty to hold back a student that hasn’t learned anything substantial from my class.”

Here it was. The real reason she’d given me an F: she just didn’t like me very much. All throughout the semester, I’d butted heads with her on any number of issues. Whenever there was a debate in class about the status of women in society I’d be the first one talking, debating hotly that men and women had always had different, yet clearly described roles in society and that it was in our best interests to stick to them. People called it backward thinking at first but I always had sound arguments, and I wasn’t some old sexist man who was only saying these things to maintain the status quo. I genuinely believed in these things and by the end of the semester I’d swayed many of the guys and even some of the girls to agree with my side. That couldn’t have been fun to watch for a professor of gender studies. She couldn’t very well fail me for my arguments and how effective they were, could she?

But there was the other issue as well, which I feared played a prominent part in this situation.

The matter of my womanizing. I’d always been good with girls and I had hooked up with a dozen or so just this semester. I knew what to say to a woman to get her to put out and although it didn’t always work, I tried enough times that the resulting volume of success was rather large. I’d even hooked up with a couple of professors at the college, and I’d even tried to work my charms on Ms.Natalia but she had quickly shut that down. She was of the opinion that I treated women like objects, used for sex, and then discarded without a second thought, and she’d made no secret of her thoughts on this matter, routinely bringing it up during our heated debates.

“I know what you think of me, Professor Natalia,” I said. “But you can’t let your personal dislike for me affect my grade. That’s against school policy.”

“I don’t dislike you, Callen,” she said. “And frankly, I’m a little hurt that you think so lowly of me. I would never let my personal like or dislike for a student have an effect on their grade. The reason you didn’t pass was that I don’t think you learned what the course was supposed to teach you. And it is as much my fault as it is yours, probably more.”

“My exam marks prove that I have learned what the course was about, how can you argue otherwise?” I was getting flustered now, but I didn’t want to let it show.

“You’re constantly demeaning women,” she said. “ You objectify them, use them, and then promptly discard them. You even tried to proposition me, your professor, for goodness sake. How can I give you a passing grade in Gender Studies of all things when you behave like this. I’m sorry but the grade stands.”

I felt my ire rise at how casually she’d dismissed me but she had all the power here. “I’ll report you to the school,” I said. “ They won’t stand for your bias against me, they’ll probably even discipline you for targeting me specifically.” my voice was getting a little high-pitched now and I blushed a little at the thought of sounding like a woman.

“You are free to do so,” she said calmly. “But I doubt the school rules against me, I have sound reasons for doing what I did and they’re likely to stand behind me. And even if you do somehow manage to get a ruling in your favor, it’ll come in a month’s time minimum by which point your summer will already be wasted. Not to mention that you won’t be able to register for summer classes if they rule against you and then you won’t be able to graduate on time.”

Fury suddenly subsided in favor of disappointment. She was right. It was a lose, lose situation for me. My summer would be wasted anyway if I filed a complaint since I’d have to stay near campus and attend hearings for the entire next month and I’d fuck up the entire timeline for my degree if they ruled against me. Natalia had me in the palm of her hand, and she knew it too.

“Please prof,” I pleaded. “You can’t do this to me, I have big plans for the summer. There must be some way.”

She appeared to go into thought for a few seconds, tapping a finger on her cheek for effect before she spoke up. “There is one way,” she said.

“What is it?” I asked, hopeful for any chance.

“You’ll have to take a practical exam over the coming weekend,” she said. “ And if you pass, I’ll change your grade.”

“I’ll do it,” I said without a moment’s pause.

“You haven’t even heard what it is,” she said.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said. “I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” she asked, with a suggestive raise of her eyebrow.

“Yes, anything. Just tell me what I have to do.”

“Nothing too complicated,” she said, a large grin on her face now. “You’ll just have to spend a few days as a woman.”


Chapter Two
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I drove my car down the peaceful streets of the suburb where Professor Natalia’s house was supposed to be and asked myself if I was really about to go through with this. Obviously, it was appalling that she’d even asked me, a student of hers, to do something like this: To dress up as a woman for the sake of a grade. Surely something like this was considered sexual harassment and would be grounds for her termination but I didn’t have the luxury of time. The only option I had was to go through with this stupid idea unless I was willing to waste my summer attending honor council meetings at the university.

Another reason her request had irked me especially was the fact that I’d always been told that I had feminine features, much to my chagrin. Before college, I’d been made fun of a fair bit for being smaller than most of the other guys and even though I was always good at getting girls, it would be untruthful to say that their words hadn’t hurt. Once or twice, I’d even been catcalled from behind when walking down a street and every time I’d been too embarrassed to turn around and show the catcaller that I wasn’t a woman.

I just had a woman’s figure it seemed.

I’d heard of late bloomers and I had kept hoping that I’d be one of those until my twenty-first birthday came along and I still had nearly no body hair or facial hair. At that point, I gave up hopes of ever achieving traditionally masculine traits that every young man covets. It wasn’t too bad, after all, since I could still get in with the women and I did very well in all the other facets of my life. All in all, I was leading a rather successful life, both academically and socially. But it did sting whenever someone mistook me for a young girl.

I had my suspicions that Natalia had picked me for exactly this reason, for my feminine traits but I wasn’t in a position to challenge her now so I pulled up to her driveway and knocked on her front door.

I checked my watch and it was still five minutes to eight. She’d told me to meet her at her house at 8, but I’d been anxious and left mine earlier than I had to.

She answered the door looking sexy as ever and I had to force myself to not ogle at her. With that pesky university dress code out of the way, she stood in the doorway wearing knee-high black stockings to match the cute little black short shorts she had on. “You’re early,” she said with a smile. “All the better, we have a lot of work to get done. Come on in.”

I reluctantly stepped into her house, feeling even more nervous now. I had to keep reminding myself that it was all for the sake of the grade, all for the sake of the summer in Europe but my heart beat faster with every step I took inside. Looking around I saw stacks of clothes laid out on her couch, and a large pile of shoes on the floor next to it. There was also a rather large box resting on the floor, which appeared to be full of makeup.

“I’m not going to force you to do anything Callen,” she said. “ It’s just that I genuinely believe that this will help you better understand the course material for my class, but if you don’t wanna do it and keep your grade, be my guest. You can even report me to the university administration if you want, I won’t complain.”

I felt a chill run down my spine. “I’ll do it,” I said. She knew I didn’t have any options left but she wanted to appear magnanimous now and I could do nothing but let her.

“Alright, strip down,” she said.

“Here?” I asked, suddenly feeling naked, even though I still had my clothes on.

“I need to see what we’re dealing with here. And we need to start from the ground up. So yes, strip down right here.”

I stood there, frozen still, not sure what I should do next. For a brief moment, I considered leaving. The grade wasn’t worth this, was it? But the alternatives were so much worse. This class could possibly stop me from graduating on time and I didn’t want that. Besides, I’d always fantasized about getting naked in front of Professor Natalia, even if this wasn’t exactly how it went in my head. There was no big harm in it. So I took off my shirt followed by my pants.

“Socks and boxers too,” she said.

The cold tingle in my spine was back. She wanted me to be completely nude? What purpose would that serve? Why couldn’t I just dress up as a woman in my boxers? Surely no one would take off my clothes to inspect my underwear, and if they did, me having boxers would be the last thing we should worry about. “Really?” I asked.

“Yes, really Callen. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And if we want to get any work done tonight, you’d better take those off quickly,” she said.

Now don’t get me wrong, I generally love my body and don’t mind showing it to someone I’m being intimate with, but this felt different. Natalia was my Professor and she wouldn’t be having sex with me but she’d still see me naked, the exchange seemed very one-sided. I would always be left wondering, whenever I would pass by her on campus if she remembered my naked body, my cock hanging shyly between my legs.

“C’mon, Callen,” she said. “We haven’t got all night.”

I thought of the grade, I thought of my trip to Europe, and then I bent over, slipped off my boxers, and took off my socks. I used my hands to cover my cock as I straightened up a little.

“Stand straighter,” she said, as she walked around me, eyeing me up and down. I had to comply. She held my arm in her hand and moved it to my side, revealing my cock to her eager eyes.

“You’ve got a pretty big dick,” she said. “ That won’t be very easy to hide.”

Without warning, she reached down and grabbed it in one hand. Her grip was warm and soft. My heart raced again as she fidgeted with my cock, trying to somehow adjust it between my legs. “Well, we’ll see what we can do about that,” she said. Unfortunately, all that grabbing had gotten me rather hard, and she obviously noticed.

“What’s this now, Callen?” She said.

“Sorry.” I used my hands to cover my cock again, which was getting harder by the second. Not my fault really, what straight male wouldn’t get hard with such a beautiful woman handling his package?

She looked into my eyes and I could see the beginnings of a grin on her face. “I’m still your teacher Callen,” she said.

The smile just made it that much worse. Did she have any idea of how sexy she was? The way her plump thighs showed between her shorts and her stockings? How the denim of her tight black shorts hugged the curves of her ass? All I wanted to do at that moment was to pull down her shorts, her panties and then fuck her senseless. I would probably do that at the expense of my grade if the opportunity arose.

I was fully erect now, after letting these indecent thoughts run through my mind. She moved my hands out of the way again and my cock sprung free from its temporary prison.

“You’ll need to learn to control these urges if you are to become a proper woman,” she said, running the tips of her fingers over my shaft playfully. ‘It won’t be very hard when you’re not fondling my cock’ I wanted to say, but I kept the thought to myself.

“Let yourself relax,” she said. “Let tension in your shoulders melt away.”

I must have stood there for a good forty minutes, buck naked, as she circled me, adjusting my posture every now and then. “You need better posture if you’re going to be a convincing woman,” she said. She’d give me a hard spank on the ass every time she caught me slouching or if I widened my legs too much. Ms.Natalia was a perfectionist it seemed like, and she wanted her new project to be perfect.

“Wait here,” she said as she disappeared into a nearby room.

I thought about leaving again once she was out of sight, but I’d come so far. And the most embarrassing parts seemed to be behind me, so I continued to stand there, trying to commit all of Natalia’s tips about posture to memory.

She appeared again with a pair of breasts – not real ones, of course. It was a pair of fake silicone tits, although they looked and felt very real.

“Put these on,” she said.

They weren’t very easy to get on since the material wasn’t very stretchy and I had to struggle a few times before I got inside of them. And once I had them on, they weren’t very comfortable, at least in the beginning. The seam around the neck was hidden by a black choker that was built into the fake tits, but the seams around my shoulders weren’t camouflaged very well. “You can hide those using your bra straps,” Natalia told me before she picked out a couple of bras for me to choose from.

I picked one that had black lace on it, to match the choker on the fake tits and Natalia helped me get it on. She put it on backward on my belly and taught me to clip it up before she spun it around and raised it to my tits.

“You should always have matching panties,” she said, but I couldn’t see why that mattered. It wasn’t like anyone was ever gonna see my panties, or my bra for that matter. But I let her do it. She obviously seemed very invested in this activity and if it ended with me getting an A, why should I complain?

She handed me a pair of black, lacy panties that matched my bra perfectly and I slipped them on. My cock and balls kept spilling to either side of the tiny panties and I couldn’t adjust it well enough on my own. So Natalia came to my aid once more, reaching down and grabbing my cock in one hand. She fiddled with my rod a little, tucking it firmly between my legs.

“This will give you a reason to keep your thighs close together,” she said with a wink. And just like that, I was rock hard again.

Once again, my dick sprung out the side of my panties and I saw Natalia rolling her eyes at me. “Is this going to go on for the rest of the night, Callen?”

“I can’t help it,” I said, feeling a sensation of warmth creep up to my cheeks.

“Well we have to do something about it,” she said, with another roll of her eyes.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Without warning, she reached down and grabbed my erect cock firmly in her hand, and just like that she started to stroke my cock.

“You can’t get any work done when you’re this horny. We’ll continue after you’ve come,” she said, so matter of factly that I was left dumbstruck.

I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. I was getting a handjob from Professor Natalia, the hottest teacher at the university, and she seemed to know her way around a cock. She worked my rod with big long strokes and just the right amount of force. I looked over at the mirror to my side and I was rewarded by a strangely erotic sight. My professor stood behind me, taller by a few inches than me as she jerked me off with long intense strokes – all this made stranger still by the fact that I had on some perky tits, and the sexiest pair of women’s underwear I’d ever laid eyes on.

Soon, my legs began to tremble and I felt my body quiver with euphoria. I felt the pleasure building up around my crotch and I inhaled a sharp mouthful of air.

“I’m going to come,” I whispered.

She covered my tip with the palm of her free hand as I started to orgasm.

“Can’t have you ruining my new furniture,” she giggled.

I came into the palm of her hand, and she slowed the tempo of her strokes as I started coming. She tightened her grip on my cock, squeezing every last bit of cum out of my tip as I shuddered under her control.

“Let’s get back to work now, okay?” She said, walking over to wash her hands in the kitchen sink. I was still reeling from the orgasm.

Grade be damned, this handjob was worth all the humiliation she had in store for me.


Chapter Three
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We tried different combinations of bras and panties before moving onto more complex matters like dresses, skirts, stockings, tights and so much more. There was a mountain of information to memorize – how to correctly match patterns and colors and shapes, what was the appropriate length for socks and skirts in an outfit. I was at my wit’s end by the time we got to shoes when I was painfully made aware of how hard it was to walk in heels.

“What pair of shoes would go well with that?” she asked me, as I got into a dark blue cocktail dress.

I looked at the options available. “Maybe these ones,” I said, and bent over to retrieve a pair of navy blue heels from their box.

She gave me a hard slap across my tush, making me wince. “Blue heels don’t go well with a blue dress,” she said. “You don’t wear shoes in the same color as your dress unless it’s white or black. And maybe red sometimes, in the correct circumstances.”

This was all so hard, so many things to keep a track of. It seemed nearly impossible to correctly learn everything right away, and I hardly saw the need since I only had to dress up as a woman for a couple of nights, in the relative safety of Professor Natalia’s house.

“Maybe you should just pick out the outfits for me,” I suggested. There was no point in me learning all these things for just a couple of days worth of dressing up.

“You don’t get it, do you?” she said, shaking her head. “You need to have the correct mindset if you want to get a passing grade. You need to know how a woman selects an outfit.”

Only then did it finally hit me. She wasn’t just trying to get me to physically dress like a woman, she was trying to get me to think like one too. She was trying to make me feel like a woman, to be in a woman’s mindset, presumably to teach me some lesson. I had a suspicion she would find some way to link this back to my womanizing, somehow make a lesson out of it. But as it stood, it was working perfectly.

I was already mulling over what top and bottom would make a good combination, already thinking about which pair of shoes would match well with my dress. She’d made me very conscious of how I stood: my posture, where my butt should be, how my shoulders should be positioned, how straight my back should be, and where my hands should go. Little by little, she was conditioning me to behave like a woman.

And it was scary.

She led me to a mirror and told me to wait there, before disappearing into one of the rooms again. I took the chance to look at my reflection and I wasn’t shocked when I saw how good I actually looked. The blue dress fit my body perfectly, hugging the curves of my hips and my ass in all the right places. I liked how the fabric felt around my thighs and did a little spin to take a better look right before Natalia reentered the room.

She came back with a blonde wig in one hand, which immediately seemed perfect for me – or rather, this girl version of me. It fit tightly, and it complemented the round shape of my face very well, making me look more like a real woman. After it was on, she showed me a few ways I could style my hair depending on the situation.

“For events in the evening, depending on what you’re wearing, you’ll most likely want to curl your hair,” she said. “During the daytime, You can likely get away with doing a loose bun or a ponytail.”

“How’s this?” I asked, splitting my hair to the sides in two small pigtails that I’d seen on some french actress a long time ago.

“That’s really cute,” Natalia said.

“Maybe I’ll try it with the red top,” I said, holding up the tight, red blouse next to my torso.

“Oh yes, that IS cute,” she had a bright smile on her face now.

I changed into my outfit and posed in front of the mirror again. I looked nice. I looked very nice. And we still had to do the makeup. Natalia ordered a pizza and we got to work on the makeup.

She showed me carefully how to put on eye shadow, concealer, mascara, blush, eyeliner, lipstick, and much more. She showed me a couple of different styles in which makeup was traditionally done. I especially loved the way I looked with tonnes of eye shadow on, the smallest hint of blush and a light shade of lipstick. I looked like some sort of top model or film star.

When I took a step back and said, “How does this look?” I realized that I wasn’t even speaking in my regular voice anymore. Somewhere along this journey of looking and thinking like a woman, I’d adopted a feminine voice, much softer, and several semitones higher than my own voice.

I was loving the way everything looked and felt on me. The clothes hugged me in all the right parts of my body and were loose around other areas for stylistic purposes. I loved the feel of the soft fabrics, and I was strangely comforted by the feeling of my tight panties holding down my cock. I had taken the lead now and was digging through Natalia’s makeup without waiting for her to hand me things, wanting to try on different supplies and styles. I found a set of nail polishes. “I just love these red ones,” I said.

“Try putting it on,” she said, and we must have spent the next 30 minutes sitting on her couch, painting our nails.

When the pizza man came, she asked me to receive the order. I panicked a little thinking that he’d be able to tell I wasn’t really a woman, but he didn’t suspect a thing. I even noticed his eyes drift to my chest for a few seconds. I knew the eyes he saw me with – I had the same eyes whenever Professor Natalia came to the university in a tight skirt or a low-cut top. This pizza guy had the hots for me – which showcased how successful my disguise was.

I was a woman. A very hot one at that.

I went home giddily that night, taking with me a bunch of stuff from Natalia to try on different looks at home, which I did. The very next night, even though I wasn’t slated to meet Natalia, I got dolled up and took a cab downtown, adopting the persona of ‘Callie’ for the night. I walked on the narrow sidewalks of the inner city, trying to perfect my heel stride (which is much harder than it looks). Every now and then I’d catch a guy staring at my ass, which was weirder since that was all-natural, just a little perk-up thanks to the heels.

I sauntered into a bar and it only took about five minutes before a guy bought me a drink. He settled down next to me and started chatting me up. About half an hour later I got up to use the toilet and another man tried his chance with me, asking me if he could get me a drink. Was this how much attention women usually got at bars? Or was this just because I was hotter than the other girls here, both thoughts were sobering.

When I returned from the toilet, the man from the bar let his hand slide onto my thigh within minutes, rubbing and feeling my legs through the fabric of my dress, drawing ever closer to the cock nestled between my legs. I had to cut it short and leave before he got too close, lest my secret be revealed. I didn’t want to imagine what a stud like that would do if he found out this woman he was trying to fuck had a cock hidden away in her panties.

Not satisfied yet, I went to another, more upscale, bar which was only a few blocks over.

All of this felt crazy: Dressing up as a girl, going to bars, and chatting up hot looking men. Making them want me, even if the thing they wanted didn’t really exist. There was a strange pleasure to be had from riling up horny men it seemed.

I was an instant hit in the new bar as well, and the man who sat next to me offering to buy me a drink seemed somehow familiar, although I couldn’t quite say why. He had on a jet black blazer and a button-down shirt underneath, and I could tell he’d put on just the perfect amount of cologne before leaving for the night.

“I love the fabric of your dress,” he said, holding the hem of my short dress between his fingers, and I didn’t feel the slightest need to stop him. There was some innate charm to this man – something that made him irresistible to me, a particular glow I couldn’t pin down. I’d never wanted to grab a guy’s arms and feel his muscles before, but I did tonight and God, did they feel good. I didn’t let him get anywhere near my groin area but we did end up touching and feeling a lot.

I left for the toilet again and when I came back I stumbled a little and fell into the waiting embrace of the man in the black blazer. His body felt hard – like muscles chiseled out of stone. He wrapped his arms all the way around me to cushion my fall, and it felt like the most comforting and secure embrace ever. I felt the bulge of his cock through his pants as it pressed into my abdomen.

“Sorry,” was all I managed to say.

“It’s no trouble, really,” he said, loosening his grip on me. As his hands came off my back he grabbed a fistful of my ass, fingers biting deep into the fabric of my dress and indenting my skin. I couldn’t help but wince a little.

I should have been outraged, but I wasn’t. I should have felt violated, but I felt liberated. The fact that this handsome hunk had felt so attracted to me that he’d ended up copping a feel of my ass made me feel giddy. It was strangely arousing.

My heart raced and my cheeks felt warm with blood. I wanted to drag him back to the bathroom and pull his trousers down. I wanted to get on my knees and suck him off, make him quiver. Make him come all over me.

But I didn’t. I chatted him up for another half an hour, letting him feel up my backside all the while, and then I walked out of there, took a cab, and went home. I lay awake in bed for a long time, mulling over the dangers of what I was doing. I had to force myself to repress the feelings that had surfaced today and had to convince myself that I was still a guy, a straight guy who liked women and not men. But the more I tried, the more I realized how good it had felt when he’d felt up my ass the first time. How secure I’d felt in his strong embrace. How amazing it’d felt when I’d been pressed up against him, his bulge burrowing into me.

Needless to say, I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night.


Chapter Four
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Natalia e-mailed me over the weekend to meet her at the last college basketball game for our team. Only, she failed to mention until the night before the game that I had to come all dolled up. I panicked at first – obviously – since there would be tonnes of people who knew the real me at the game and I was scared of getting found out. But the night out at the bar had made me confident in my disguise. A number of men had come very close to me, even groped me, but they hadn’t found out my true identity as a man. For all intents and purposes, Callie and Callen were two completely different people: one was a rather effeminate boy and the other was a smoking hot woman.

Dolling up didn’t take as long now that I had some practice under my belt. I shaved my legs smooth ( there was barely any hair anyway) and slipped on a short, white skirt the type female golfers wear. I slipped on my fake tits, put on a cute pink bra, and matching panties. For the blouse, I picked a tight blue one, that accentuated my hips and breasts. For hair, I decided to go for a simple ponytail that went well with the minimalistic makeup I had on today.

I stood in front of the mirror, now all dolled up. And I cut quite the figure.

My long shapely legs glistened in the afterglow of the lotion I’d used on them, my inner thighs showing just the tiniest bit of suppleness where they were visible under the skirt. And even though I’d chosen sneakers in favor of heels today, my tush still looked very perky.

I met Natalia by her car in the parking lot and she was more than a little surprised to see me.

“You’ve gotten much better Callen,” she said, smiling. “I love the outfit. And your posture is perfect too.”

“Callie,” I said, correcting her and then blushing immediately after. Why had I felt the need to correct her here, when it was just the two of us? Had I become more Callie than Callen over these past few days? This was dangerous territory.

But she only giggled in response. “You might get that grade you wanted after all.”

Fucking hell. I’d forgotten all about the grade. I’d forgotten all about the reason I’d started doing this thing in the first place. I felt another rush of warmth creep up to my face.

We went to get some coffee before the game started and a couple of guys at the on-campus coffee shop offered to pay for us. Natalia had to decline on account of being a Professor at the university, but I was under no such obligation and so treated myself to a free mochaccino. On the way out a guy held the door open to me, and I felt his eyes glued to my backside as I exited the shop. I was just now realizing all the perks of being a woman, all the good and generous things people did for pretty girls.

This realization was short-lived, however, when a guy pinched me on the soft flesh of my ass as he passed by me. I gasped, standing up straighter, a hand darting to cover my mouth. Color rising to my cheeks. Natalia only looked at me with a ‘Lesson taught’ expression. Dozens of guys stared at my ass as we walked to the gym, a few of those catcalling me, which I tried my best to ignore, even if I was secretly flattered, and one who tried reaching for my ass which I shut down by slapping his hand away.

Men continued to ogle at me with lustful eyes as we took our seats in the gym, waiting for the game to start.

“This is the stage for your final test, Callie,” Natalia said, remembering to use the correct name this time.

“How do you mean?” I asked.

“See that guy over there,” she said, pointing at the captain of the visiting team.

“Yes.”

“You need to seduce him at halftime.” I felt a chill creep up my spine.

“What does that even mean,” I asked, incredulous. What did seducing this man entail? What would I have to do with him? I’d gotten men riled up at the bar the other day, but it hadn’t gone much farther than that. What did Natalia want me to do here? Kiss the guy? Suck him off? It all seemed terrifying to think about. What if he found out that I wasn’t really a woman? He’d beat me black and blue and leave me with at least a few broken bones – and that was if he felt generous.

“I’m sure you’ll figure it out,” was all she said in response, and then the game started.

My heart beat loudly for the entire first half. I considered leaving, the grade could get fucked, the risks were too high here. I tried pleading with Natalia to change her request to something else, but she was having none of it. So when half-time rolled around, and our team was down 38-52, I walked down from our seats, stepped up to the tunnels for the opposing players, and waited for the visiting team captain. I told myself I was doing it for the grade, but I knew deep down that this was some repressed, perverted part of my mind taking control and I couldn’t do anything to stop it.

He probably wouldn’t even fall for it, being in the middle of such an important game and all. He’d maybe look at me once and pass right through, no second thoughts. But I was wrong. He only took one look at me, yes, but in that one look, I felt his eyes undress me.

No avoiding it then.

I walked up to him, holding him by his hand and separating him from his teammates.

“I really liked how you played out there,” I whispered in his ear using the most sultry voice I could manage. He smelled raw, like sweat and brine and I felt myself wanting him.

“Pretty girl like you watches basketball?” He said as I ran my hands over the well-defined muscles in his arms. His presence felt so big like I was dwarfed by a larger than life being.

“I wasn’t watching the basketball,” I said. “Just you.” His grin widened.

“Maybe you can show me around after the game?” he said, but that was a little too late for my purposes.

“Why not right now?” I bit my tongue, took a long, deep breath, and then I kissed him. I needed the grade I told myself, even though I knew this was no longer about that. His tongue felt warm and tasted salty. I pressed in hungrily, his stubble scratching my face. Locked in our kiss, I reached down and started fondling his big, hard cock through his shorts. The sweat doing nothing but turning me on even more.

I felt him growing harder and harder, his dick pulsing and throbbing in my grip.

“Someone will see,” he said, so I pulled him into a supply closet right behind us. I’d chosen this position for the exact reason.

I looked down and caught a glimpse of his cock rising up, pushing through the crotch of his sweat-soaked shorts. I had my tongue halfway down his mouth, and he had a hand firmly massaging my tit. I couldn’t afford to get carried away. My fake-tits were securely strapped in but he had strong big hands, and with a firm enough tug, he might take the whole thing off.

I sank to my knees, pulled down his shorts and underwear, and unleashed his large, throbbing member. As it sprung free I froze for a moment, shocked by how big it was – almost too big. I had never touched another man’s bare cock before, and I was having doubts it would fit inside of my mouth. I was suddenly very scared. What if he wanted more than just a blowjob? What had I gotten myself into; stuck inside this tiny supply closet with a man twice my size who thought I was a woman.

“Don’t stop, babe,” he said, putting a hand on the back of my head, right around the base of my ponytail. Gently, he pulled me toward his hot, throbbing dick and I knew I was out of both options and time.

I took the rod into my hand, letting my fingers wrap around his length. It was very warm. I could feel the blood running through the veins.

“Just like that,” he said as I began to pump him with gentle strokes. I pulled his foreskin back and watched as his red, bulging tip revealed itself. It felt a heavy log in my hand, I had to strain to keep it upright with how big it was.

“Suck on it baby,” he said, and he pushed me even closer as he let his fingers dig into my hair.

I opened my mouth as wide as I could and closed my eyes as his tip neared my lips. I felt the heat of his cock before it made contact with my skin, but when it did, it stretched my lips, pressed down on my tongue, and ravaged a path towards the back of my throat. I almost gagged, heart racing. I could hardly believe it – I had this hunk’s massive cock in my mouth. I was about to give this college basketball player, probably the same age as me, a blow job during halftime at one of his games.

I began to bob my head, pumping his rod with my hand, my other hand on his rock-hard abs, stopping him from pushing himself even deeper into me. The last thing I wanted was to choke to death on this giant dick dressed like a woman.

He moaned softly, letting his fingers run through my hair. It felt exactly like I’d imagined it would a couple of days ago at the bar. There was a strange satisfaction in all of this – the way his rod fit perfectly in my mouth, the way my fingers curled around his girth, even the odd blissful feeling of his fingertips tracing a path through my hair.

He grabbed onto my ponytail and started to face-fuck me right there and then: His entire length plunging deep into my mouth, tip scratching the back of my throat before he would relent and pull out, only to repeat the entire process again. In only a few seconds, he had ravaged my mouth, and I was lost for breath, saliva dribbling down my chin from moments I’d almost gagged. I thought he might be close to cumming, but he suddenly pulled me up and reached under my skirt, pulling my panties down in one fluid motion.

I swear I felt my heart stop beating right there and then.

The only thing keeping my cock from being visible now was my very short skirt.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, as he let himself lean back on the ground, positioning me on top of him. He tried to bring me down onto his dick, but I resisted, stopping just short of letting my balls come in contact with his cock.

“Wait,” I pleaded, too confused and too nervous to do anything else.

“What’s wrong, babe?” he asked, looking up at me with hungry eyes.

He was about to find out that I didn’t have a pussy for him to fuck, so I offered the only alternative I had – my asshole. Lucky for me, he was far too horny to get undressed himself, too horny even to flip my skirt and expose me for the fraud that I was. He wanted to fuck right now. I used my hand to reach down and grab his cock from between his thighs and point it directly at my asshole. I knew it would hurt, seeing how big he was but at least it was lubricated by my saliva.

Taking a deep breath, I pushed down on it and felt him penetrate me. I could feel my virgin butthole stretching open, I could feel every vein of his cock as it sank in deep. And boy did it hurt.

He grabbed my sides with his hands and pulled me down, deeper into him. I knew I had to act fast, and I did: reaching beneath my skirt and grabbing my cock and balls to stop them from coming in contact with his belly. I pretended to rub my clit underneath my cock, and it helped that there was very little light in the room.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he whispered. I couldn’t tell if he genuinely didn’t realize he was fucking an asshole or if he was just too horny to care, either way, it worked out great for me.

Gently, I began to move my ass up and down, rising and falling on his dick. I could feel the protruding veins and ridges as they tickled the inside of my trembling anus, and it was starting to hurt less.

After a few deeper penetrations, the pain subsided completely and in a matter of seconds, I went from agony to ecstasy. It felt so good that I even started getting a hard-on. I kept it pressed firmly against my stomach, my free hand guarding the area in case he ventured too close. I needn’t have worried since both his hands were busy squeezing my tits.

“You feel so fucking good,” he said, as I bobbed up and down on his cock, my skirt rising up little by little.

I giggled in response and he somehow got even harder.

Finally, his hands began to venture downward, closer to my crotch but I quickly rose up, and let his dick slide out of my asshole. He was about to voice a complaint when I turned around and sat back down, mounting him reverse-cowgirl-style. He moaned softly as he reentered my body.

Safe from both his hands and his eyes, I released my cock from its prison, my balls falling between the gap in his legs. Then I continued to ride his cock.

After a few seconds, I could resist anymore, so I reached for my own cock and started beating myself off. I kept glancing over my shoulder to see if he could tell what I was doing, but between his moans and his grunts, he didn’t have the time to notice my activities. For the most part, his head was thrown back, eyes clouded by too much euphoria to notice anything amiss in this darkness.

“You’re gonna make me come.”

“Come inside me, babe,” I whispered back. “I want you to fill me with your cum,” I was pretty close to coming myself. The dominating sound in the room was that of my asscheeks slapping against his pelvis, as I continued to ride him.

“Oh, fuck,” he almost shouted. “Oh, God.”

And I felt him empty his hot load into my anus, filling up my tight little asshole almost instantly.

“Fuck,” I mumbled as my own cum began to spurt out of my cock, into the palm of my own hand. A little bit dribbled onto his leg, but he was too far gone to notice. Too lost in the euphoria of his own orgasm.

I got up and adjusted my cock and balls before he could notice, his cum dribbling out from between my asscheeks and down my legs. He ended up being late for the second half but his team still won comfortably. I didn’t care though, in fact, the only thing I cared about at that moment was how warm and satisfied my butthole felt.


Chapter Five
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I skipped over to the bathrooms soon after in an attempt to clean myself up. There had been a lot of sweat and a lot of cum. And as I stood there washing my hands, watching my reflection in the mirror – the reflection of a woman – I realized that this had gone too far. I had only agreed to dress up as a girl for the grade at first, maybe even because of the blowjob Natalia had given me, but I’d gone too far too quickly.

I’d let men feel me up at the bar. I’d chatted them up and gotten them all hot and bothered for me. I’d sucked a man’s cock and I’d even let him fuck me in the ass now. And I’d enjoyed every bit of it. I’d loved it when the dapper men had run their hands over my thighs, on my tush. I’d loved the way the basketball captain’s stubble had felt when he kissed me. I’d been giddy when I was sucking his cock, and I could still feel the imprint of his dick on the inside of my asshole. If I’d managed to stray this far this quickly, where would I be in a few months? Galavanting around town as a woman rutting with every hot guy I saw?

I’d go find Natalia now – she’d most likely be in her office – and get it over with. Tell her to give me the grade and make it clear that I was done with all of this: The dressing up, the tests, and anything else she had in mind.

I made my way across campus to the building where her office was situated and all the way there guys stared at me, a few even cat-calling me. I climbed the stairs to her floor and opened her door without knocking, paying no heed to her need for privacy.

Natalia’s hands scrambled to cover her exposed crotch – her pants were hung on the back of a chair some few feet away from her, it looked like she’d spilled some coffee on them. The reason her hands shot toward her crotch was obviously to hide her girl-parts – only, she didn’t have any.

“What?” I could only barely form the word as I stood there with a slack-jawed expression. Natalia stood there covering up, what seemed like a rather large cock, between her legs.

“Wait,” she said. “ Let me explain.”

“Don’t bother,” I said and stormed out of there.

She called after me again but I didn’t stop and she didn’t give chase. I got into my car, drove straight home, washed off all the makeup, took off all the clothes, and threw myself in bed. Depressed, dejected, and defeated.

Why had she done it? Why had Natalia manipulated me? And most importantly, why had she lied about herself? Why did she go around pretending to be a woman in this day and age, where trans people were widely accepted and treated fairly in society. But the more I questioned it the more I understood. She went around like a woman because she felt like a woman. She could dress up and be more pretty than any woman I knew. Hell, I even knew the feeling myself. When I was ‘Callie’ I wasn’t a man pretending to be a woman. I was a woman, a very hot woman at that. And then my mind raced back to the moment I’d caught her, caught her with her pants down.

The smooth, shaven cock between her legs, her worried expression as she struggled to hide her shame. And I felt strangely attracted to her. Her full lips, the curve of her ass, her puppy dog eyes, her (probably implanted) tits, even the cock between her thighs. I was attracted to Natalia, which was further proven by the erection I’d popped.

And even as I’d tried all morning to deny it, I liked dressing up as a woman. No. I liked being a woman.

It took me another couple of hours to come to terms with all the new things that I had discovered about myself. I lay in bed thinking about how I would live my life from here onwards, whether I would split my time between being a guy or a girl, whether I would transition fully and become a woman by taking hormone pills. I stayed up into the long hours of the night, all these thoughts running in my head, before I finally fell asleep, exhausted from the events of the day.

I woke up feeling much better the next day and spent the day researching procedures to transition from male to female. By the time I looked up from my computer screen I realized that the sun had already gone down. A quick glance at the clock revealed that it was nearly eight PM.

Excited at what life had to offer me, I started getting dolled up. I shaved my body smooth, slipped into the skimpiest, tightest dress I owned, and put on some makeup, going for a cat-eye look that I found suited my face well. I put on my wig, did it up in curs, slipped on some stilettos, and took a cab into town.

I turned heads everywhere I went, men and even some women ogling this hot piece of ass sauntering down the sidewalk. I chose a club at random and was ushered inside ahead of the line, another perk of being a sexy girl.

Inside I took the dance floor and was an immediate hit. Guys were lining up to dance with me, some grabbing at my ass or grinding against it. Whenever I went to the bar a new guy bought me a drink and chatted me up, fancying his chances with me. But I didn’t want any of them, not after I spotted a familiar face at the end of the bar.

Natalia sat there, looking at me with a sheepish expression on her face.

I walked over.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “About tricking you. I didn’t want to. I just..”

I held a finger to her lips to shush her.

“You don’t have to say sorry,” I whispered and got her to her feet.

We danced on the dance floor for what seemed like hours, not a spoken word between us. After a while she got behind me, slipping her hands around my slim waist and pressing her groin up against my butt. I could feel her bulge through the dress and my asshole twitched in anticipation.

“Wanna get out of here,” she whispered in my ear, her breath hot upon my skin.

“Yes.”

And so we did. We took a cab back to her place and I couldn’t keep my hands to myself the entire cab ride back. Her breasts were real, not silicone slip-ons like mine, likely a result of hormone treatments. Her skin felt smooth to the touch, and her breath carried an intoxicating quality I couldn’t resist.

I could hardly keep in my pants as we got out of the cab, settled the fare, and made our way to her bedroom.


Chapter Six
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I wrapped my arms around her, kissing her, slipping my hands over her satin-clad curves, and gathering up the hem of her dress, letting my fingers bite into the nubile flesh of her bare ass. I wanted her so bad. I wanted to feel her. To touch her. To make love to her. And judging by the bulge I felt pressing into me, she wanted me just as much.

I laid her down on the bed and climbed on top of her. She moaned softly and I kissed to silence her, she slipped me some tongue in return. We kept kissing and I felt her bulge grow larger and press against my pelvis. I rubbed my torso against it, making it larger and harder. I swung her legs up around me and started kissing them. I painted a trail of kisses from the inside of her thighs all the way to the naked flesh right next to her panties. And then I slipped her cock out.

It was hard, and it was bigger than mine. I sucked on it until it throbbed and pulsated in my mouth, Natalia’s entire body squirming with pleasure.

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

Using my right hand, I raised up her sack; and with the other, I pulled aside her panties. I used my tongue to dig into her asshole. Even her asshole smelled clean, like Lavender and vanilla. It was shaven smooth, so my tongue continued undisturbed. Within seconds she was a wet squirming mess, quivering nervously every time my tongue made a new inroad to her asshole.

Then she pulled me up and laid me gently on my back, as she went to work on my cock, which had already sprung out of its cotton prison. She hiked up the skirt of my dress and took my entire length into her mouth.

She knew how to give head, much better than I did and she had me thrashing in pleasure within seconds. She used her tongue to fiddle with my tip and her hands to pump the base of my rod, all the while bobbing her head up and down in expert, practiced motions. I was close to coming when she pulled out, flipped me over, and went to work on my asshole. And again, she had me beat.

She spread my cheeks with her fingers and entered my puckering asshole with her unusually long tongue. My dick pressed into the mattress underneath, she sloshed her tongue around my asshole until I couldn’t stay still: squirming and moaning at the alien feeling of a wet appendage inside my anus. Again she pulled out just when I was about to come and slowed down the tempo, laying on top of me and kissing me deeply.

We tasted each other’s assholes on our tongues as we continued to make out, our erections grinding into one another, a dribble of precum oozing out every now and then.

“Fuck my asshole,” she eventually said, and so I did.

She reached around and took a hold of my raging erection and pressed it up to her already lubricated hole. I took the lead and pushed in hard making her moan from pleasure, or perhaps pain. I slipped a hand over her tit – It was a real tit, supple and pliant. With the fingers of my other hand, I hooked her mouth and she sucked on my fingers as I began to thrust.

My heart was beating faster than ever. I was fucking Professor Natalia, the woman that every boy on campus fantasized about. It wasn’t exactly like how I’d always imagined it being but this was somehow – even better. It felt better than any sexual experience I had ever had with women. And I didn’t care what anyone said.

I continued to pump her for a few minutes, making her grunt and moan before she stopped me.

“I wanna finish inside of you,” she whispered and positioned herself underneath me, pointing her dick at my twitching asshole. I lowered myself onto it and my heart fluttered as her cock finally entered me. Within just a few strokes, I was bouncing up and down on her shaft, moaning in pleasure.

She wasn’t as big as the basketball player, but her cock somehow felt so much better. At one point she thrust so hard that I had to clench the bedsheets in my hands to stop myself from screaming out and waking the neighbors. My ass cheeks pounded her pelvis and the sound somehow made me even harder.

She reached around and grabbed my dick in her hands.

“You like that you little slut,” she whispered into my ear.

“Y– Yes,” I managed between moans.

“Then you’ll like this even more,” she said, as she started beating me off.

She put a hand over my mouth when I began to moan too loudly, a warm, fuzzy sensation of pleasure building up all around my body, emanating from my asshole. The warm sensation coursed through my entire body, making my skin tingle, before it focused in my cock and I nearly blacked out.

Natalia tightened her grip around my tip, and I shuddered as I shot a hot load all over myself. Painting my chest in streams of whiteness before going limp in her embrace.

“I’m coming,” she whispered and I felt her cock spasm deep inside me as she spewed a hot load on the inside of my anus. And I swear that was the most amazing thing I’d ever felt.

I fell over then, to my side, and we started kissing. I fell asleep right there, in her arms, as her cum dribbled out of my asshole, and it was the most peaceful sleep I’d ever gotten. I ended up getting the grade she promised me, but I didn’t take the Euro-trip anyway.

Instead, spending my summer wrapped up in the arms of Professor Natalia Reinhart.

The end


The Sissification of a married man
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Synopsis:

Chris is a young married man leading a pretty boring life when everything changes. One night he’s caught short in the car and has an embarrassing accident on the way to see his wife’s friend Lyla. With no choice but to change into his wife’s dirty gym clothes, he arrives at Lyla’s house in a rather compromising position.

Thus begins a night filled with thrills and new exciting sensations as something feminine awakens deep inside of Chris. All of this is made even more exciting by the fact that Lyla’s hiding a secret between her legs.


Chapter One
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I pulled up outside my wife’s gym and saw her already waiting for me by the curbside. I opened the door to try and step outside but she rushed forward and motioned for me to sit back down.

“No time to stop babe,” she said, closing my door and making her way over to the passenger side. I watched her open the door and get into the car and wondered for the thousandth time how I’d managed to land a woman like her. Blonde hair, blue eyes, an athletic body, and the finest butt I’d ever seen.

“The traffic’s been pretty bad all the way over here,” I said. “And I really need to go to the toilet before leaving.”

“I’m sorry Chris,” she said. “But we need to be at Lyla’s in twenty minutes. We don’t have the time to be stopping right now.”

Dinner at Lyla’s like every other weekend for these past few months. I just don’t know what my wife saw in that woman, she was always saying mean things to me, like pointing out how far out of my league Aubrey was or how I had a feminine figure. Aubrey considered these to be harmless jokes by one of her closest friends and although I always laughed it off, these remarks did sting.

“It’ll just take a second–” I began.

“Just please drive Chris!”

I could not win an argument against Aubrey to save my life, and whenever she gave me that stern look that she’d just given me, I backed down immediately since she wouldn’t be taking ‘no’ for an answer. Before long we were pulling back into traffic, with me praying desperately that there’d be no more delays.

Spotting a few stopped cars ahead I turned into a side street hoping to avoid the traffic jam, which earned me another disapproving look from my wife.

“This is the wrong way,” she said flatly.

“I know a shortcut, this will be quicker.”

“Hmm.”

My heart sank as I rounded the bend and was forced to slam the brakes almost immediately.

“What the fuck?!” I snarled, as I watched yet more cars stopped in front of me. I looked around desperately as realization set in, I was in a much worse traffic jam now and still had no place to relieve myself.

“Stop squirming, Chris. You just have to wait a little longer.”

“I.. I’m trying. But I really need to go.” I said, fighting to keep my bladder from betraying me.

“We’re not that far now anyway, you’ll just have to be a little patient.”

“Why didn’t you let me go at the gym? Oh god, it’s getting worse.”

“Whining about it won’t help baby, you just have to – “

“I can’t wait,” I said, jamming both hands between my legs now. “ I’ll just have to get out here and go!”

“There’s nowhere to go here! And you can’t just get out and piss in front of all these cars Chris. Honestly, you act like such a child sometimes.” She gave me that stern look again and all I could do was hold myself, hoping that I’d be able to make it all the way to Lyla’s home.

But I couldn’t.

Not fifteen seconds later, I lost the first spurt in my pants. Despite my best efforts, my sphincter muscles loosened and a hot burst of wee forced its way out of my dick. I felt it soak into my boxers and then my jeans. A soft whimper escaped my lips as I managed to temporarily stem the flow.

I squirmed in my seat teetering on the edge of utter humiliation. I looked at Aubrey one last time with pleading eyes as I lost control again, a fresh spurt escaping into my already wet boxers. I managed to stop this one too, but not for long. These small spurts soon turned into a raging stream and I felt the wetness bloom between my legs. I felt it soak into my underwear and spread between my clamped thighs. The hot liquid continued downward and wet my tush, before finally soaking into the seat fabric underneath me.

“Oh no… I’m – I’m so sorry,” I mumbled, as tears welled up in my eyes.

Aubrey frowned, eyeing my face and then my lap. As the wetness spread across the top of my jeans her mouth dropped open with surprise.

“Did you just wee yourself?” she asked.

I only nodded in reply, feeling the pressure in my bladder subside as the last of my pee trickled out. I felt shame rising to my cheeks as I finally stopped peeing, realizing that I’d just wet myself like a small child in front of my wife.

“I can’t believe you just did that Chris,” she said, still sporting that slack-jawed expression. “What will I tell Lyla? For goodness sake, you’re too old to be doing this.”

There was a long pause after she said this, the only sounds in the car from droplets of my pee spilling over the side of the seat onto the floor of the car underneath. Aubrey kept looking at my lap with disgust and I did my best not to meet her eye. As the traffic finally started moving she spoke up.

“Just keep driving. Honestly, there’s nothing for you to even change into is there? You don’t have a spare change of clothes lying around in the car do you?”

I shook my head.

“Well, all I have are my dirty gym clothes. I suppose that’s much better than showing up in soiled pants. Pullover and get changed whenever you get the chance,” She said, facing the road once again.

I said nothing as we started moving again, growing more and more conscious of the wetness between my legs. Turning up at Lyla’s house in either my own wet clothes or my wife’s sweaty gym clothes were both mortifying ideas. Finally, unable to hold my tongue any longer, I cleared my throat and spoke up.

“We need to turn around. We’ll go back home and I’ll get cleaned up.”

“No, you won’t.” She didn’t even bother looking at me.

“I can’t put on your clothes Aubrey, try to understand.”

“If you can’t wear my clothes you’ll just have to walk into Lyla’s wearing your own pee soaked clothing. There’s a towel in my bag that you can dry yourself off with. We aren’t turning around, you’ll just have to get cleaned up at Lyla’s place.”

Again, there was no arguing with her.

I wondered for a second what she would do if I just turned the car around and headed back home, but I couldn’t work up the courage to actually go through with it. I’d like to say this was the only reason, the fact that I was scared of going against my wife, but there was something else. A feeling suddenly springing up from the dark recesses of my mind, a feeling of excitement at the idea of wearing my wife’s clothing. I drove on for a couple of miles, stopping a few streets before Lyla’s house in a discreet spot at the side of the road, and turned off my engine, waiting for Aubrey to give the command.

“Get out here,” she said. “Use this to dry yourself.” Aubrey grabbed her bag from the backseat and pulled a towel out from it, pushing it into my hands as I stepped out of the car, my jeans sagging under their wetness.

“I can’t take my clothes off here,” I said, eyeing my surroundings anxiously. It seemed like a quiet enough road, with no one else nearby. But I still couldn’t bring myself to bare it all in such a public place, even if the chances of someone seeing me were very thin.

“There’s nowhere else honey,” she said. “You’ll just have to do it here. Just take off your clothes and take the towel.”

I gave her one last wounded look before I began to strip. I peeled off my wet jeans and underwear and handed them to Aubrey, who grabbed them between two of her fingers, the fingers of her other hands pinching her nose at the acidic smell of my accident, a look of disgust painted across her face. These gestures only increasing my humiliation.

I was only going to remove my pants at first, but I soon realized that the bottom of my shirt had been soaked in pee as well and I had no choice but to take it off. I quickly dried my wet legs, tush, and back with the towel as Aubrey rummaged through the bag. She handed me one of her body sprays and I reluctantly covered myself in the feminine scent. Then she grabbed the towel from my hand, leaving me buck naked on the side of the road, my two hands the only cover afforded to my privates. With the towel, she tried her best to dry out the seat that I’d ruined. I continued to stand there, one hand covering my junk and the other hovering over my exposed buttocks, expecting to see a car approach at any second and seeing me in my sorry state of undress.

“Put these on.” She handed me something she’d just extracted from her bag.

I reached out and grabbed hold of it bringing it close to myself for inspection. They were her panties. Her dirty used panties from the bag. I looked up at her pleadingly once again, but one stern look and I knew there was no point arguing. Slowly, I bent over and stepped into the panties, the silk brushing my legs as it rode up to its destination. I felt a sharp tingle of excitement as the damp crotch of her panties came into contact with my limp cock.

I felt confused as she handed over her tight yoga pants, as I heard a distant voice at the back of my head tell me to get into them. Her scent was all over the pants and the panties. She must have worked extra hard at the gym today, filling her garments with the sweat of a well-done workout, and now it was my time to get into the same clothes.

As I pulled on her pants I could feel the stretchy material enveloping my legs, making me feel a slew of emotions that I’d never felt before. My heart beat a little faster as I tugged up the pants, slipping my pert butt between the secure fabric. Next, she handed me the shirt, which was still visibly wet with her sweat, but it was still much better than my own shirt, which was wet with something much worse. I got to keep my own shoes on, getting back into the car with a growing sense of relief.

“I don’t know how we’ll explain you wearing my stuff to Lyla,” Aubrey said. “ But she used to work as a nanny before this, so I’m sure she’s used to things like this happening.”

I didn’t wanna think about that. Lyla was mean enough as is, now she’d have even more ammunition to make fun of me, but I said nothing. I tried to smile and ignore the strange feeling I felt swirling inside me, focusing near my crotch where I was beginning to get hard in my wife’s sweaty panties.

It was a warm, fuzzy sort of feeling. As though putting on my wife’s clothes had a strange, almost erotic effect on me. I knew it was all in my mind, but I still felt as though it was something deeper. I put the car in drive again and we set off for the final stretch to Lyla’s house, the tight-fitting feminine clothing giving me thrills all the rest of the way.


Chapter Two
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We got to Lyla’s in about five more minutes, pulling into her driveway. I turned off the car, still unable to look my wife in the eye as I shifted in my seat, feeling my wife’s panties ride up between my crack. I stayed put as Aubrey got out of the car, hoping against hope that my erection would go away, but it didn’t.

“You need to get out, babe.” She bent over and knocked on my window, tapping her foot on the ground impatiently.

I knew there was no other option, so I stepped out of the car with downcast eyes. Aubrey led the way and I quietly scurried after her all the way to the door. I felt like apologizing once again, for my inability to hold it, but I was too embarrassed to form the words. She rang the doorbell and gave me another disappointed look, eyeing me top to down in her stained gym clothes.

“At least they fit,” she said, and I felt my cheeks glow red. “Lyla will probably have something else for you to wear. Don’t sulk.” The door swung open just as she said this.

“Sorry, we’re late Lyla. Chris had a bit of an accident on the way over, and we had to stop to clean up.”

“Accident?”

Lyla was older than both me and my wife. In her mid-forties, she had a few inches on both of us, and a curvy figure to go along with it. She had a round face, blonde hair, and strikingly green eyes. Eyes that she now used to gaze at me from top to bottom.

“Are those your clothes Aubrey?”

“Sadly. He needed to change after the accident.”

“Well, at least he’s enjoying it.” Lyla giggled as she pointed down at my crotch.

Aubrey followed the pointing finger to my nether regions, gasping a little at what she saw. My skinny erection showing through the front of my wife’s yoga pants. I took a deep breath and felt my cheeks grow redder. There was no apt explanation for a moment such as this, but I still tried.

“This isn’t what it looks like!”

“It isn’t?” Aubrey said mockingly. “Because it looks like you’re getting turned on by wearing my clothes.”

“I-Its .. It’s just that.. I mean.. It’s not– “

“ I think the two of you should come inside,” said Lyla as she held open the door and Aubrey walked in, voicing another sigh of disappointment. I followed after, feeling naked as the other woman’s eyes ogled my body.

“Your butt looks pretty cute in Aubrey’s trousers,” she giggled, intensifying my embarrassment even more. She followed after us as we all made our way to the kitchen, her eyes glued to my back the entire way there.

“What exactly happened?” She asked as soon as we were there.

Much to my embarrassment, Aubrey went on to explain in precise detail how I’d wet myself in the car whilst being stuck in traffic. Both of them kept staring at me with weird looks as my wife finished speaking. By the end of it, I found myself looking down at the floor, unable to meet their questioning eyes.

“Well, I suppose we ought to get you cleaned up and changed, right Chris?” Lyla let out another small giggle and I could only nod in response.

“I’ll get you something clean to change into.” And with this, she disappeared into one of the rooms leaving my wife and me alone in the kitchen.

“Did you see how she was talking to me,” I said to Aubrey “She’s always mean to me and you never notice it.”

“You should be thankful Chris, that she’s being so understanding about your little accident, and that she’s even getting you something to change into.”

Lyla reappeared before I could voice another complaint, carrying a little pink bag under her arm. It looked like the sort of bag a nanny would have, filled with cleaning and changing supplies for their charges. Why would she need to bring it out now? My heart started beating a little faster.

“Why do you have that?” I asked.

“To clean you up silly, you can’t go the rest of the night smelling like pee can you?”

“I’m a grown man perfectly capable of cleaning myself Lyla. I’ll take a shower, you keep those supplies to yourself.” Even if I was in a compromising situation, she was going too far. She had no right to treat me like this.

“Is that so?” She crossed her arms over her breasts. “A grown man wouldn’t have wet themselves on the way over. And a grown man wouldn’t be hard inside his wife’s sweaty panties. Just get undressed so we can get this over with.”

I had my fists clenched by my sides now, and I could feel tears welling up in my eyes. “I won’t get undressed here, just hand me the clothes and I’ll go change in the bathroom.”

“You’ll do what I say. Or you’ll spend the rest of the night smelling like piss and trapped in your wife’s clothes. Just take off your clothes.”

I looked toward Aubrey for support, but she just shrugged. “You did pee yourself, Chris. And her house, her rules.”

I couldn’t believe this. My own wife was telling me to get undressed in front of this woman, so she could clean me up and change my clothes. I pinched myself to check if I was dreaming, but it was real. So very real. Realizing that I was out of options I sighed and started taking off my clothes.

I took the shirt off first followed by my the yoga-pants. Handing the clothes back to my wife before turning to face Lyla again, hands covering my erection raging underneath the panties.

“Those too.” Lyla pointed towards my wife’s still damp panties. I looked pleadingly at my wife once more, but she refused to offer any help.

With a rush of blood to my cheeks, I slowly pulled off the panties, revealing my full nude form to Lyla. She had a smirk on her face now, as she eyed me from head to toe, taking in every detail of my naked body.

“Lie down on this.” She pulled out a changing mat, the type you’d use to change a baby’s diaper, and laid it out on the ground.

Having lost the capacity to be surprised anymore, and wanting to get this entire thing over and behind me, I got down on my back and laid down on the mat. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see that my wife had a skeptical look on her face now, and I was convinced she would say something, but she didn’t.

She kept watching as Lyla sank to her knees, used her hands to move my arms covering the erection, and stifled another giggle before turning her attention to the bag by her side. She fished out a couple of wet wipes and refocused on my naked body. She used the wet wipes and gently started rubbing the insides of my legs from the knees up.

“You really peed a lot, didn’t you?” I felt my cheeks grow redder.

Replacing the first wet-wipe she moved upwards, to my inner thighs. She scrubbed them clean as well before she suddenly lifted my legs, exposing my entire tush to her.

“Hey!” I yelped, but she shushed me and continued uninterrupted.

She took yet another wet wipe and cleaned off my butt, giving it a quick squeeze when she was done. Satisfied, she bent over her bag again and pulled out a pair of pink french-cut panties.

“Stand up,” she said.

I did and looked to my wife once again. “ You’re just gonna stand there and watch?” My voice had taken a higher-pitched tone and sounded like a woman’s voice now.

“Well, maybe you’re going too far Lyla.” Not much in the way of a protest, but it was something. In fact, it was enough to get me elated. I wouldn’t have to go through with this if my wife was on the same page as me.

“Would you rather have him wear your sweaty clothes, Aubrey? This is the only thing I have that’ll fit him. It’ll be fine, trust me.”

And just like that, my heart sank again as my wife considered her words before nodding slowly.

“You’re right I suppose,” she said to Lyla with a sigh, before turning to face me. “ It’s better than wearing my dirty panties honey. And it’s your own fault for wetting yourself in the first place.”

With an indignant pout, I grabbed the panties from Lyla’s outstretched hands and slipped them up to my legs, securing them over my crotch. They gave me a wedgie almost instantly, the thin fabric on the back sliding between my cheeks. I tried to fish it out causing Lyla to giggle again, making me blush even harder. These panties were smaller than my wife’s, and tighter as well. My cock and balls trapped within this new cotton prison, I looked up at Lyla again.

She stood ready with a pink, pleated miniskirt in her hands.

She expected me to wear that? It looked barely short enough to cover up my panties. In fact, I was sure a great part of my ass would be visible under those. I couldn’t put such a skimpy, slutty skirt on. Could I?

I looked at Aubrey again who had an eyebrow raised quizzically at her friend.

“What?” Lyla said. “It’s the only thing I have. And it’s not like anyone else will see him in it.” Once again my wife just sighed and shrugged her shoulders, giving the go-ahead.

It would look silly. Such a short skirt would obviously look ridiculous on a man’s body. I was convinced it would look absurd. But it didn’t. After I slipped it on and secured it around my waist, I glanced at the mirror on the far side of the room. I was rewarded by the strangely erotic reflection of a petite woman in french cut panties and a pink mini skirt. Even my naked upper body looked feminine, with my naturally curvy hips and my nipples fully erect in the cold.

My erection rose again.

It was for the best then, that my wife decided to excuse herself to the bathroom at that very moment. Perhaps too embarrassed by seeing her husband reduced to this state, or perhaps she simply needed to visit the loo. And although my newly hardened erection may have escaped my wife’s notice, it didn’t escape Lyla’s.

She looked at me with accusation in her eyes.

“I can’t help it,” I whimpered, still unable to meet her eyes. “It won’t go away.”

“You need help with it?”

I looked at her with a start, unsure if she was saying what I thought she was saying. “ I don’t think we should –”

She reached down and pushed her hand inside my panties taking hold of my penis before I could complete the sentence. My breath caught in my throat.

“Just relax,” she whispered. “It’ll be over before Aubrey’s back.” And just like that, she began to stroke my cock.

She worked my shaft with long strokes, her palm tightening whenever it reached the sensitive area near my tip, making me wince in pleasure. I looked at the mirror again and saw my own reflection dressed in panties and a skirt, getting a handjob by Lyla – the sight making me even harder. She worked me with intense, practiced strokes making me quiver in her unyielding grip.

My heart beat loudly with the knowledge of how wrong this was. How my wife could walk out of the other room any minute and see me getting pleasured by one of her closest friends. How I was betraying my wife by accepting this handjob. But I didn’t care. In that moment, I only cared about the pleasure Lyla was giving me.

Less than a minute in, my legs began to quiver, my body trembling with euphoric bliss. I felt coils of magical pleasure coursing through my body, focusing near my crotch and I was forced to take a sharp breath.

I peeked one last time to see if my wife had exited the bathroom before closing my eyes in bliss again.

“Fuck. I’m going to come,” I whispered.

Once again Lyla was prepared. She grabbed a piece of tissue paper she’d removed from her bag earlier and covered the tip of my cock with it as I started to come.

“Can’t let you ruin my kitchen floor.” She giggled softly again.

I shuddered as I shot my load into the tissue in her hand, and she slowed her strokes when she felt me coming. She squeezed around my tip, extracting every last bit of my juice out of me. I went limp in her embrace as I finished cumming, eliciting another small laugh from Lyla.

My wife exited the bathroom less than a minute later, enough time for me to pull up my panties and throw on a blouse. Enough time for Lyla to dispose of the dirty tissue paper in her hand. Enough time for us to escape undetected. But I still felt strange.

There was the obvious guilt of having received a handjob from my wife’s friend, but there was something else too. When she’d finished me off, and I’d fallen back in Lyla’s arms, I could have sworn I felt something poking my butt from behind.


Chapter Three
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Dinner was a little awkward, with me sitting there in a mini skirt as Lyla served us the pasta that she’d whipped up before we had arrived. She’d give me a sly look here and there and I’d feel my heart stop, fearing that my wife would somehow see and figure out what had happened. Lyla took the seat next to me and I’d feel her hand wandering down to my leg from time to time, making me even more nervous.

Things did become easier as my wife and Lyla fell into their regular conversational patterns, chatting away about the things that you’d expect women to chat about. Only this time, I found myself being strangely interested. Aubrey mentioned a new brand of makeup that had just launched in the US and I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel to put on, how it would make me look. I’d never had these strange feelings before and the only explanation was that it was because of the fact that I’d been forced into women’s clothes. This wouldn’t be permanent, I’d wake up tomorrow and all these strange erotic thoughts would be behind me. Wouldn’t they?

About halfway through dinner, I became the topic of conversation again, with Lyla commenting on how good I looked as a woman, forcing me to blush and look away again. I couldn’t meet either woman’s eyes as they made lighthearted jokes about my figure and how well it fit into what was obviously a skirt meant for a little girl. I had no idea why my wife was joining in on the action. Perhaps she was trying, in her own way, to make me feel less embarrassed about the whole situation. Try to take my mind off the fact that I had had a humiliatingly infantile accident on the way over here and was now wearing panties and a skirt, but it wasn’t working. If anything, it made me blush even harder.

I was ecstatic when dinner was over and it was time for us to go home. I couldn’t wait to get home, change into my own clothes, and get a good night’s sleep, all of today’s bizarreness behind me. Sadly, that wasn’t to be.

We walked out of the house and towards the car. I swung open the door and got into the still damp driver’s seat, the cold wetness on my cheeks reminding me once again of what had happened on the way over here, and tried the ignition. It didn’t work. I tried again and the engine made a little sputtering noise before fizzling out. On the next try, the engine didn’t make a sound at all.

“What’s wrong?” Aubrey was annoyed again.

“I think it might be the battery,” I said, cursing the stupid car for breaking down today of all days.

“I told you to get it checked out last week Chris. But you never listen do you?” She had her arms crossed now and was giving me that familiar old look. The entire situation was made worse by the fact that I didn’t know the first thing about cars. My mechanic did all the repairs for my car and I’d have to call him here to get it fixed. I took a quick look at my phone to check the time and see if his workshop would still be open, before realizing the more important issue. If he came here right now, he’d see me dressed up in the skirt. He’d even see the wet stain I’d left on the seat of my car. There was no way I could let that happen. Almost as if on cue, Lyla jumped to my aid.

“You guys can spend the night if you like,” she said. “ I have a spare room for you guys, and I know a guy that can come over and take a look at your car in the morning.”

This wouldn’t be ideal. Spending the night in the care of this woman who’d dressed me up as a woman and given me a handjob behind my wife’s back. But it was better than the alternative.

I turned to look at Aubrey with a sheepish look on my face. After all, any decision would have to go through her. She stood there and considered it for a moment, glancing in Lyla’s direction before making up her mind.

“Fine. We’ll spend the night.”

I’ll be honest, I had mixed feelings about this. Even though I’d avoid the humiliation of having to meet someone while being dressed up like this, I would still have to spend the entire night here, with no telling what else Lyla had in store for me. And I wouldn’t admit it at the time, but I was just a little bit excited at the prospect.

Just like she said, the guest room was ready and waiting for us when we went back into the house. I didn’t feel up to asking for a change of clothes to sleep in, fearing what Lyla would force me into this time, so I hopped into bed in my panties and skirt. At Least they were comfortable. Needless to say, I didn’t get a lot of attention from my wife that night and she was out cold in a matter of minutes.

Sleep didn’t come so easily to me.

I stayed up into the long hours of the night, replaying the events of the previous day in my head over and over. It had been a pretty normal day before the ‘accident’ in the car and the humiliation that followed. Part of me wanted to erase this day from my memory, forget it ever happened and move on. But there was another part, a part that couldn’t shake the memory of how I’d felt when Lyla had taken control. When she’d grabbed me from behind and jerked me off, all while I’d been in a tiny skirt. And whenever my mind wandered back to this memory, I’d think back to the something I’d felt poke me from behind as she finished me off. What had that been? It had felt like she had a dick. But how could that be? She looked and acted completely like a woman. Was she just a man pretending to be a woman? Or was she a transgender? Did my wife know? And if she didn’t should I tell her?

Unable to sleep and tormented by the mysteries of the woman in the room across the hallway, I got out of bed and slipped out of the room. My heart beating loudly in my chest as I slowly padded across the carpeted floor of Lyla’s house, peeking over my shoulder after every step, fearing that someone would wake up and find me snooping around.

I nearly lost heart when I got to her bedroom and must have stood outside that door for what felt like an eternity, pondering whether I should open that door or not. Unable to quell my curious mind, I dared forward and slowly turned the doorknob.

Lyla was standing in front of the dressing table brushing her hair wearing a black night robe that hung loosely around her body when she heard the creak of the door opening. I wasn’t expecting her to be awake. She turned around slowly and found me standing in the doorway and gave me a little smile as if she’d been expecting me. Her robe was open at the front and even though there was very little light in the room, I had no trouble spotting the long slender appendage hanging between her legs.

I was right. She had a cock.

“I knew you’d come,” she said, and I believed her.

“You’re a man.” My heart was beating louder than ever.

“Don’t be stupid Chris. What makes you think I’m a man? Do I look like one? Do I talk like one? Do I dress like one? Or is it just a question of what’s between my legs?”

“But–” I couldn’t find the words to contradict her, because I was already starting to agree with her. If she felt like a woman, looked like a woman, and acted like a woman then for all intents and purposes, she WAS a woman.

“Close the door and come in.” Her voice was barely a whisper, and it was having a strangely erotic effect on me.

I did as commanded.

She walked up to me and kissed me deeply. I resisted for a few seconds before melting into her embrace. Her lips hot and heavy on mine, her tongue playing around the inside of my mouth, getting me harder by the second. Her hand crept down my side, down my hips, and onto my ass where she grabbed a handful, her fingers digging into the soft flesh of my tush.

“Unh.” I yelped a little at the intrusion but she went on.

She grew hard too and I broke off our kiss to look down at her cock poking me in the stomach.

“Go on, touch it.” Her voice was like honey and again I couldn’t resist.

I reached for it nervously and grabbed hold of her cock with trembling hands, slipping my fingers around her warm, throbbing length.

“You’re so big.” I blushed as soon as I said it, but she only giggled.

“Go on, stroke it.” And I did. I started to work her shaft with gentle strokes, getting her even harder. There was some dark pleasure in this that I could not quite pin down. The questions of fidelity and my sexuality pushed to the back of my mind, for now, I continued to stroke her, upping the tempo as her cock responded to my touch. I was getting warmed up to the idea of taking her length into my mouth and how that would feel when we both heard a noise.

My breath caught in my throat as I heard a thud from the hallway, fearing immediately that my wife had woken up and was looking to see where I’d gone off to. I looked back at Lyla and then down at my hand which had her cock in it. I unhanded her instantly and staggered back, realizing what it would like if my wife walked in that door this instant. Even the perpetually unfazed Lyla looked a little shaken as she did up her robe, looking at me with uncertain eyes.

I wasn’t sure what the right move was here, but one thing was for certain: I had to get out of Lyla’s room. Without wasting another second I opened the door and peeked outside. Aubrey wasn’t there.

Good.

Maybe she’d wandered to the other side of the house searching for me and wouldn’t see my walking out of Lyla’s door. I stepped out quickly and closed the door behind me, walking quickly but quietly to the guest room, determined to get back in before Aubrey returned and make up some excuse about how I went to the bathroom. But when I opened the door to the guest room I saw my wife still on the bed, snoring away.

I heard the thud again, my breath catching for an entirely different reason now.

I must have stood there frozen for at least twenty seconds, fearing whoever, or whatever had invaded Lyla’s home in the night before I heard a sound again and turned around slowly, petrified at the idea of getting done in by some masked killer.

It was fortunate then that when I finally turned around and spotted the intruder making all the noise, it turned out to be a cat, every bit as startled to find me as I was to find it.


Chapter Four
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I got maybe three hours of sleep, most of my night spent lying in bed stewing in this confusing slew of emotions. Fear, confusion, disgust, and pleasure all invading my thoughts intermittently. By the time I woke up, tired and disoriented, Aubrey wasn’t in the room. Panic set in again as I recalled the events of last night and I quickly made my way to the kitchen where Lyla sat alone having breakfast.

“Did you sleep well?” Lyla was biting into an apple as she said this, eyes full of mischief and promise once more.

“Where’s Aubrey?” Last night, as crazy as it was, was over and I was ready to get on with my life. I’d just find my wife and get out of this place, hopefully never coming back.

Lyla took another bite of her apple before answering. “She left.”

“What do you mean she left?” The panic returned once more at the thought of my wife leaving me in the care of this deranged woman. “Where did she go?”

“She said she had some errands to run, and that she’d be back in the evening. Which means we have the whole day to ourselves.”

“I’m leaving.” Enough was enough. Even if Aubrey had left me here there was no reason for me to continue sticking around and deal with Lyla. I pulled out my phone to call an Uber but Lyla snatched it out of my hand.

“Give that back.” I snarled, my ire rising.

“Hear me out.” She said, that infuriating grin still painted on her face. “Your wife will be back in the evening, and your car will be fixed by then too. You just have to spend today with me and this will all be behind you. What’s the harm?”

Images of last night’s events rushed back into my head even as I tried to block them out. There was no point. The handjob in the kitchen might have been Lyla’s idea but I hadn’t objected. And I had willingly slipped into her room in the dark of the night knowing full well what might end up happening. Even hoping. There was some strange, dark attraction that I felt towards Lyla’s body and there was no point denying it.

I felt the tense muscles in my face relax and my shoulders hunch slightly before I heard myself saying the words I never thought I would.

“What do you have in mind?”

She only grinned in reply.

Her first command was for me to shave myself smooth, which I did, with the help of the shaving kit she so helpfully provided for me. She even gave me a superb bottle of lotion which smoothened out my skin even further giving it the glow that you would see on a beautiful woman.

Standing there in front of the mirror, without any clothes or any body hair, I could finally begin seeing myself as a woman. The curves of my hips were just right. My chest, although flat, had a certain feminine profile to it, especially around my nipples which were strikingly red and erotic. The only thing that betrayed the image was my cock, hanging shyly between my supple smooth legs, but even that played into the eroticism of the picture. It was a little shameful at the time, but I have to admit that I was getting rather turned on by my own image in the mirror and if Lyla hadn’t interrupted when she did, I might have ended up rubbing one out.

She ducked her head in through the bathroom door and stifled a giggle as she caught me scrambling to cover my exposed body with my hands.

“A bit late for that Chris,” she said, still grinning. “I saw plenty last night.” This latest comment made me blush even harder.

Done with the shaving she led me to her bedroom where she made me stand in front of the dressing table and got to work on selecting my outfit.

“The mechanic is going to be here with your car soon,” she said, picking out a cute pink pair of french cut panties for me to wear. “You need to be proper for when he arrives.” She continued to ruffle through her wardrobe pulling out a black mini-skirt and a tiny looking white top to go with it. I didn’t want to believe that I could fit into clothes so small and feminine, but last night had been a rude awakening and so instead I was already imagining how I would look wearing them.

Lastly, and she had to dig a little deeper for this one, she pulled out a black lacy bra with small foam tits built into them, presumably to give me the appearance of having actual breasts. I questioned whether I should go through with this once again as I saw the fake tits I was going to have to wear but I didn’t have the courage to speak up, or so I thought at the time. The more likely explanation was that I was simply far too curious to see what would end up happening. The sensations I’d felt last night were exhilarating and I wasn’t ready to back out of the potentials of this experience just yet. So I said nothing and slipped on all the clothes after which Lyla applied some light makeup to my face to top off the efforts.

I could hardly believe what I saw when I looked at the image in the mirror. My long shapely legs glistened after the shave, my inner thighs showing the correct amount of plumpness under my tiny skirt. A small twirl showed my butt was rather perky, even though I didn’t have any heels on. The top stuck very closely to my body, accentuating the curves of my hips. Even the fake tits seemed real to the naked eye, adding to the look.

Almost as if on cue the doorbell rang, and my heart stopped beating for a fraction of a second. My first thought was that my wife had returned and would see me dressed up like this, this proved to be untrue when Lyla answered the door to a barrel-chested man in jeans and a flannel shirt. The mechanic, back with my car.

“Right on time Rob.” Lyla had a wide grin on her face as she gave the mechanic a large hug. It seemed like they knew each other quite well. Would he know her secret then? That this woman he was so happy to be seeing wasn’t a woman at all. Would he know about me? I didn’t wanna find out.

I did my best to appear as small as possible and hang back as Lyla and Rob chatted. He greeted me too as we sat down in the living room but I only nodded in reply, fearing my masculine voice would give me away. Whenever he thought I wasn’t looking he’d steal a quick glance at me, eyeing my bare legs with a look that could only be described as ravenous. I couldn’t believe it. This man sitting not five feet from me was fooled by my getup, so fooled in fact that he was busy stealing glances whenever he could. What did he see when he looked at me? The same sexy girl I’d seen in the mirror? Was he fantasizing about the things he’d do to me if he was allowed to have his way? The thoughts were equal parts terrifying and exhilarating, but the same part of my brain that had made all of my decisions since last night took over, and I began to speak to him.

I introduced myself as Chrissy and was surprised to find that I had instinctively adopted a feminine voice when I spoke the first words. It wasn’t that hard, I sounded pretty much like a girl anyway and all I had to do was lower my voice a few semitones to make it near perfect. It was instantly obvious that he was far more interested in talking to me than was in talking to Lyla. His eyes were glued to my body shamelessly now, scanning every part of my legs hips, and fake-tits. I could even see the beginnings of a bulge forming in his jeans, an observation that made my heart flutter. How was I, a biological male, turning this man on so much? Was this all there was to it? A shave, some makeup, put on a dress and you’re good to go? Realistically, I had the body proportions of a woman. A rather sexy woman at that. The only thing that betrayed this was the cock between my legs, and that didn’t seem to pose a problem in Lyla’s case. So why would it be any different for me?

As both me and Rob got more and more into the conversation Lyla excused herself to the bathroom, leaving just the two of us at the table. As soon as she was gone I felt Rob’s demeanor shift. He started inching closer to me with every word said, a look of unabashed lust on his face. I felt my heart beat louder and louder as he slunk closer to me every second. His intentions clear as day. He clearly wanted to have sex with me? But how could he? I may have looked like a girl, talked like a girl, and acted like one but I didn’t have a pussy for him to fuck. What would he do when found out that the girl he had been courting over the past half-hour was in fact a man in a dress. He would beat me black and blue and that was if he was feeling generous. It was all my fault. I should have never led him on. I shouldn’t have flirted with him. And now it seemed like it was too late to stop it.

In a matter of minutes he’d managed to slide right next to me, a hand now resting on my bare thigh. I looked over desperately for Lyla to appear from the doorway and rescue me but no such luck. It was probably her that planned all of this in the first place, and I had fallen for it hook line, and sinker. As his hands started exploring the flesh of my legs I finally spoke up.

“I think we should stop.” I didn’t dare meet his eye as I said this, too afraid to give away my secret.

“Why babe?” He was so unashamed of his lust for me that it kind of threw me off, having someone want me so wildly was a first. “I want it. You clearly want it too. What’s the issue?”

“It’s just– It’s just that I’m not what you think I am.” He laughed loudly as soon as I said this and I was finally forced to look up to his face, he looked puzzled but relieved.

“Is that what you think?” He said, still laughing. “I’ve known Lyla for a very long time Chrissy, and I know exactly who you are.” His hand moved to my crotch as he said this and I could do little to stop him but yelp, which I did albeit to little effect. With his other hand, Rob reached for his belt.


Chapter Five
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Never in a thousand years would I have imagined that I’d ever been with a man. Hell, I’d only ever had sex with one woman, my wife, and that was nothing to write home about either. Simple missionary style vanilla sex. Never in a thousand years would I have imagined that I would be sitting in a strange woman’s living room, dolled up and about to suck off a man. But here I was, on my knees, with a massive bulging cock in front of my eyes, ready and waiting to be serviced.

He was really hairy. His pelvis was hairy, his balls were hairy even his legs were hairy. But I’d be lying if I said his cock wasn’t absolutely massive. I reached for it nervously, with trembling hands and deep breaths, wrapping my fingers around the base of the shaft. It was warm. It was throbbing and it was growing larger still. As a first-timer, I wasn’t sure how to begin, what to do with it to give him pleasure but I still ventured on. I began to gently pump his rod, pulling back the foreskin and exposing his throbbing tip. He was so massive. I was beginning to doubt that he’d even fit through my lips.

“Go on,” he whispered, his voice sending a shiver down my spine.

I contemplated for one last time whether I should go through with this. I was a married man about to suck someone off. What if my wife walked through the door right this instant and saw me on my knees with a cock down my throat? There were a million ways all of this could go wrong but I wanted there to be just one where it wouldn’t, so I bit my lip, stuck out my tongue, and licked his throbbing tip. It was tasteless but warm, not as bad as I’d imagined but still alien enough to make my nerves tingle.

His cock grew even more, to a thickness that I couldn’t even fully wrap my fingers around– almost as thick as my wrist. It was long and it was thick, and I had to bend at the elbow to stroke the entire length, making him wince with pleasure.

“Lick it, baby,” he moaned and I complied, using my tongue to make circles around his bulging tip, making him twitch with pleasure as he sat there, head thrown back in pleasure, eyes wide shut. I spit on the tip and used my hand to spread the saliva all the way down his rod, inciting a subdued moan from him once more.

He put a hand on my head, his fingers nestling into my hair as I continued to lubricate him with my tongue, every single throbbing vein clutched in my grip. Somehow, someway, he continued to get harder and bigger.

It would have been easier to pump harder and faster, get him off faster, but the idea didn’t appeal to me at that moment. I had begun to enjoy the experience and I wasn’t going to let it end prematurely, so I carried on with gently massaging the base of his shaft.

“Put it in your mouth babe,” he moaned and I did. I took a deep breath and sunk the entirety of his length into my mouth, making his legs shudder. I could feel his pre-cum oozing out of his dick and onto my tongue, and I loved the way it tasted. He grabbed my head with both of his hands now and started face-fucking me. He pushed himself so far down my throat that I nearly gagged, saliva running down my cheeks, face reddening from the lack of oxygen. But I loved it. I loved the way his legs tensed up whenever he would plunge deeper into my maw, I loved the way he’d let out a little moan when I teased his tip with my tongue. To think that I was capable of making someone this horny, this excited. I couldn’t believe it.

He knew I was a man but he still wanted to fuck me, all because I looked so good.

I felt him hardening, even more, the throbbing of his veins getting more intense. I was having a hard time believing someone could get this hard when he started groaning, making me think that he was about to come.

But he didn’t.

He slipped his impressive length out of my face, stood up, and said, “Turn around. Quick.”

My head was spinning. What did he want from me now? Did he want to fuck me up the ass? As fun as sucking him off had been, I didn’t think I was ready to let someone put their dick in my ass, but for some reason, almost as if I was on autopilot, I complied with the command. I turned around and placed my hands on the kitchen counter in front of me. Standing there dutifully for whatever he had planned for me.

With one hand he yanked down my panties and with the other he lifted up my skirt, exposing my hungry asshole. He slapped his cock between my cheeks, the sound amplified because of all the spit on it. I still hadn’t come to terms with the fact that I was about to be fucked from behind when he pushed in, stretching me wide. I stifled a moan as I felt him sink deeper and deeper into me, the alien intrusion making me tense up and clench my asshole. To display his displeasure he gave me a hard slap across the tush, making me yelp.

“Just let yourself relax,” he said. “Don’t clench.” I heard ruffling from the other room but I paid it no heed and tried to relax myself. I should mention, that by this point I had a rather big erection of my own, which seemed to have appeared out of nowhere. I was thinking about what to do with it when he reached around and grabbed my cock, and started to beat me off as he began pumping my asshole.

“You like that huh?” He whispered in my ear. “You little slut. You love getting your ass fucked do you?”

“Ye– Yes,” I moaned between pumps.

As his cock reached deeper into my insides, it hit a spot that made a current run through my body and I found myself pushing myself onto him, in hopes of getting his cock to hit that spot again. A hot shudder passed through my body as he hit my G-Spot again, making my asshole quiver and my legs tremble. If I hadn’t been leaning on the counter for support I might have just fallen on my face. The warmth of the current coursing through my body made its way to my crotch where it grew stronger still, making me moan once more.

I started to come. My hot load shooting out with the intensity of a hundred orgasms.

“Oh god,” I muttered in between breaths. “Oh fuck, I came so much.” I felt myself go limp in his arms as he placed his lips near my ear and whispered, “I’m going to come.”

And I was ready for it too. As a matter of fact, I couldn’t wait. He groaned loudly and I felt his cock spew forward his hot load deep inside me. The cum filling up my asshole. He continued to beat my cock which had already started going limp and I felt my legs give. I’d probably have fallen if not for his strong masculine grip on me. His breathing became normal again as I heard him shudder for the final time, another warm deposit in my boy pussy signaling the end of his orgasm. He stepped back and fell onto the couch behind, his cum leaking out of my asshole, running down my legs and onto the floor beneath us.

I looked up to the doorway on my left when I had finally recovered enough and found Lyla standing there. That same wide grin on her face and a camera in her hands.

The end


Feminized at the Massage Clinic
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Synopsis:

Cam’s summer job was going perfectly until he screwed it all up by accidentally double-booking a slot with two different clients. Afraid of losing his job and too timid to own up to the gorgeous massage therapist, Valarie, Cam does something unique to resolve the situation: He dresses up as Valarie to service one of the clients.

Follow Cam’s journey of self discovery as he comes to terms with his feminine side and deals with a lot of dresses, panties, wigs and happy-endings. Just how long can this charade last?


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

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

Perhaps I should have.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My heart rose to my throat.

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

She’d been getting herself off.

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

A hundred dollars was nothing to laugh at.

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

I looked down at his cock again.

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

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

Where was the harm?

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

It felt warm, and it felt thick.

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

He’d gotten big too. Really big.

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck,” he whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Was that a cum stain I’d seen?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It felt strangely thrilling.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Had a man just told me that I was beautiful?

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

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

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

I didn’t even look away this time.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It felt amazing.

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

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

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

His moaning had gotten much louder.

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go ahead,” she said.

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

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

Valarie kept looking at me.

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


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

How had I ended up here?

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

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

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

The thought made my heart beat even louder.

“Half an hour,” I said in reply.

“How much time is left?”

“About fifteen minutes.”

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

I followed along silently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

“Amazing.” He nearly moaned the answer.

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m going to come,” he moaned.

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

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

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

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

The end


The Sissification of a Struggling student
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Synopsis:
Sam has made some big mistakes in his life, but nothing this stupid: He’s gambled away his college tuition!
His only way out seems to be this modeling gig he finds online. It pays well and the hours are good, there’s just one catch: He has to put on a dress.
Follow Sam as he explores exciting new sensations and thrills and connects with his long-dormant feminine side. Who knew a pair of panties could change this much?



Chapter One
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How could I have been this stupid? Don’t get me wrong, I’d done stupid things in my life before. I’d snuck out with my parents’ car on the night of my fifteenth birthday and crashed it that very night. I’d nearly set the house on fire trying to make a frozen pizza a few years ago. I’d even managed to lose my new computer within three days of getting it. But this was different. This was worse.

I’d blown away my tuition for the entire year.

The weekend trip in vegas had started out fine enough, but the recklessness of youth and a lot of substance abuse meant that I lost track of both my time and my bank account. Now a week later I sat in the relative safety of my off-campus apartment nursing a heavy headache and down nearly thirty thousand dollars.

THIRTY THOUSAND.

Some of it had been spent on drugs and alcohol. But most of it burned away during my long nights at the casino. My brain at the time, dulled by the impressive volume of alcohol I had in me, kept convincing me that I’d win it all back. That I was just one lucky break away from regaining all I’d lost. Heck, making some more on top of it. That wasn’t to be, obviously. As was evident by the numbers that flashed across the screen in front of me. I had less than a thousand dollars in my account at the moment, where I’d had over thirty last week. I remembered thinking it was a stupid idea to go off to vegas the very night my parents transferred my tuition for the year, but I’d gone through with it anyway. Much to my current self’s regret.

I couldn’t very well go back to my parents for the money. And with how little I was making from my job at the cafe there was no hope of actually earning it back myself any time soon. I’d have to call the college tomorrow to discuss a payment plan for the entire next year that I could maybe manage. And I’d have to get a new job, one that paid much better than my current one. It was with these intentions that I was browsing the web when I came across that job listing.

‘Male Model Wanted’, was the caption and it was listed to pay two-thousand dollars a week. It seemed too good to be true and in any other situation I would never have clicked on something so blatantly scammy but in my desperation, I opened it. From there it only got weirder.

It was by some company called C-Sense and they apparently needed a guy to model for their newest line of clothing. It said that the ideal applicant should have an ‘effeminate’ – a word I had to look up – face and a slender body. Well, I’d always been teased at school for looking more like a girl than a boy, and I definitely had a slender body, so I kept scrolling. The bottom of the page listed an email address where I was supposed to send photos of my face and my body to. Dressed in nothing but my underwear and wearing a wig. They promised 500$ dollars just for applying. Obviously too good to be true.

On any other day I’d have scoffed at the idea and laughed at it later as I recounted the weird ad to my friends, but today I obliged. I went digging in my wardrobe for a wig that I had lying around from my Halloween costume last year and got to setting up the lighting to take the picture. All the while telling myself how ridiculous I was being. There was no way they would actually pay someone two thousand a week for modeling in women’s clothing, let alone send me 500$ for the test pictures. But what did I have to lose?

The worst thing that could happen would be these pictures somehow making it back to my family or friends, and me being ridiculed a bit for it. But the chances of that happening were pretty low, not to mention that it wasn’t all that damning anyway. I’d still have my boxers on and it wasn’t like this was the first time I’d be wearing a wig. If there was any chance I could actually get the 500$ they promised I was willing to go through with the whole thing.

So I set up my camera, stripped down to just my boxers, adjusted the lighting, and took the pictures. They came out pretty great, the blonde wig complimenting my round face. And my body, although a little womanly, wasn’t something I’d ever been ashamed of. It was just the body I was born with and if now, by some miracle, it was going to make me some money I had no problem with showing it off a little.

By the time I was done editing the photos (adjusting the lighting and whatnot) and sending them I actually started to feel pretty good about the whole thing. I’d attached my cash-app at the bottom of the email and although I was less than hopeful that someone would actually pay up for these images I still felt better than I had an hour ago.

Imagine my surprise when I got a notification not five minutes later that someone had sent over not five-hundred, but One-Thousand dollars to my account. I got an email at around the same time telling me that the first five-hundred was for the pictures and the next was an advance. The bottom of the email had further instructions.


Chapter Two
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Even as I read the new instructions on the email I had a hard time believing I’d actually gotten the money. A thousand dollars for a few photos of myself in a wig? But it was there alright, all of it in my bank account, and I kept double-checking just to make sure. Why would anyone pay this much for a few pictures? It was supposed to be a modeling ad but I’d never heard of a model getting paid in advance. Was this company just incredibly stupid and inexperienced? Or was there something more sinister going on in the background? Whatever the case I wasn’t going to let this opportunity slip. In fact, I was planning on milking it as much as I could, so I continued reading.

The email said that I’d receive a package sometime very soon (I’d given them my address in the last email) and that package would contain the clothes that I was supposed to wear for my first shoot. The rest of it was mostly technical jargon, outlining the terms of my contract with the company that would only become valid when I showed up for the first shoot. It laid out a schedule for shoots and payments, outlining several ‘performance dependant’ bonuses I would be eligible to receive if I performed to the company’s satisfaction. Whatever that meant. Honestly, it was all a bit too overwhelming for me and I’d need to sit down properly and research it whenever I got the time, the tax implications alone would be massive. But the big takeaway from all of this was that if I did everything according to their wishes I’d make enough to cover my tuition in less than two months, after which I could simply walk away and never look back. It was still a little hard to believe that someone would actually give me this much money for modeling in women’s clothing, but the thousand dollars were there in my account, more than enough proof for me to try and give it a shot.

I mulled over the idea the entire afternoon, weighing the pros and cons of the entire thing. My greatest worry was that I was somehow being set up for something, but I couldn’t for the life of me imagine why? What would someone have to gain by doing something like this to me? Realistically, it could be a prank to humiliate me by getting me to dress up in a dress and take pictures, but who would be willing to shell out a thousand bucks for that sort of thing? And even if some incredibly rich dude had somehow taken a special interest in humiliating me for whatever reason, was it that bad a deal? I would take a little humiliation in exchange for boatloads of money, I knew very few people who wouldn’t.

Not two hours after the last email my doorbell rang. By the time I got to the door the visitor had left, but there was a package on my doorstep. I tried to look for whoever had left it but there was no one about so I brought the box inside and placed it in front of me. I got a knife from my kitchen and tore open the tape holding the entire thing together. Inside the box was a little red dress, a pair of panties, a bra with gel ‘implants’, a blonde wig, a pair of heels, and a bag full of makeup supplies.

As I dug in further I found a little note written on a pink piece of paper. It was addressed to me:

“We were very impressed with your photos Sam. We hope you’re satisfied with the first payment from C-Sense and realize that it is the first of many, hopefully. This is the first outfit you’ll have to model in, but there are a few requirements. Firstly you must be convincing as a woman. What we mean by this is that we want you to dress, act, and talk like a woman when you’re on the job. We realize this must be difficult for someone who’s grown up as a man but it is imperative that you try. The more convincing you are the higher chance of us recalling you for another job. Secondly, the details of your first task are as follows: Put on this outfit and take pictures of yourself in a public place downtown, preferably a bar or a restaurant. As soon as you send us the pictures we’ll transfer the previously agreed upon 2000$ for the job. We look forward to working with you.”

I had to read the letter a second time to make sure it was real. I’d considered all of this relatively harmless when I took the first few pictures, and I hadn’t really even expected to get the money for that in the first place. But I had, and now they were offering me more. But some of the wording in the letter frightened me. It made me think. They’d asked for me to be ‘convincing’ as a woman, in fact, they’d demanded I dress, act and talk like one. In a public place no less. Surely this was going too far. If the job had required me to simply dress up in these clothes and get my photos taken in some studio in exchange for 2000$ I wouldn’t have thought about it twice, but this gave me pause.

The more I thought about it the less sure I became. Dressing up as a woman and going to a bar would be a surefire way to get myself ridiculed by whoever happened to see me. There would probably be images of me circulating around the internet making their way back to my family in no time. I’d originally assumed it would be a controlled photoshoot with professionals, who could post-edit the photos to make them look good, but going out in the open with nothing but my own makeup skills was a disaster waiting to happen. I was about ready to throw the box and the clothes out when I glanced at my computer screen again, my bank balance staring back at me with disdain, and so I caved.

I opened the box and started getting myself ready. I slipped on the dress inside and put the wig onto my head. The wig had long bangs that hung over my eyes. It was surprisingly very realistic, much better than the cheap old thing I’d taken my pictures in originally, it seemed to be made of real human hair. The dress was tight and it was short, barely covering my tush and leaving my currently hairy legs on full display.

I definitely needed to shave.

I took off the dress and made my way to the bathroom to get started on the task. In just about forty minutes I’d managed to shave away all the hair on my body– there wasn’t very much to begin with – and it felt strangely liberating. As I eyed myself in the mirror, now shaved smooth I couldn’t help but admire the shape of my own body. My legs were long and slender nearly all the way through, save for the bit of plumpness in my inner upper thighs. My body, although naturally skinny, was curved a bit around my hips. Even my bum looked perky, more like a woman’s than a man’s. Maybe the bullies in school had had a point. But then I’d always known this to be true, this was just my first time seeing myself fully shaved.

I made my way back to the living room and put on the dress again, it looked less silly this time around. A little hesitantly, I slipped on the panties and I couldn’t help but like the way they felt. They were a tight little pair and secured my nether regions rather snugly, entrapping my cock in their small cotton prison in addition to feeling strangely comfortable around my butt. When I looked in the mirror again I felt my heart beat louder. I had expected to look rather ridiculous in the dress but I didn’t. In fact, I looked kind of stunning. The dress seemed perfectly tailored to my body, every inch of the fabric hugging and accentuating my curves. It all looked marvelous except for where it sagged around my chest, so I fished out the fake tits from inside the box and put them on. The whole thing came together now and as soon as I put on the wig I looked – in my own opinion of course – very pretty.

Makeup was much harder since I’d never done it before, but a little time spent watching youtube tutorials and some trial and error produced better results than I’d expected. I wasn’t familiar with all the makeup in the bag that had been provided, but I did some basic things like applying mascara and eyeliner to get a decent look. By the time I was done, it didn’t look too bad, in fact, it looked pretty good – kind of cute even.

I did a little posing in front of the mirror, all my qualms from mere hours before forgotten and discarded. I fiddled a little with my wig and makeup deciding what look suited me best and it took another hour or so before I was finally satisfied with my look. Lastly, I put on the heels that had been sent with the package – again the perfect size– and eyed myself one last time in the mirror.

I looked gorgeous.

The dress hugged my body perfectly, the fake-tits giving me a bust that most women would envy, the shimmering fabric somehow making my hips look bigger and the heels helping my butt perk up. The dress exposed enough of my supple, shapely legs to invite delicious fantasies in the mind of anyone who happened to look in my direction.

I didn’t realize it back then, but I had already started enjoying this a little too much.


Chapter Three
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There wasn’t a time limit on the note for when I had to send in the pictures, so it was safe to assume that they would give me enough time to at least get myself familiarized with the whole thing before completing my task. The safe bet would have been to practice for a few days, get my act down, perfect the look, and only then step out into the real world to do what needed to be done. Instead, I did a few rounds of my apartment to get used to walking in heels, talked to myself in what I thought sounded like a feminine voice, and stepped outside.

I looked at the time. It was half-past ten, the bars would probably be bustling with the usual crowd right now, everyone from college students to middle-aged men sitting around drowning their sorrows in the bottom of their cups. There was probably a better time than this to do what I was about to do, but I didn’t care. I was far too invested now and so set out without further delay.

I walked through the narrow-wide avenues of downtown Chicago, feeling the cool night breeze up my little dress. I could feel it on my tush, which wasn’t covered too well by the tiny pair of panties I’d put on. I tried to tug down my dress a little as I felt it riding up and exposing my butt before realizing how ridiculous I was starting to look, and besides, no amount of pulling and tugging was going to make this feeling of vulnerability go away. So I doubled down and started towards the nearest bar.

It was during this walk that I started feeling the doubts again. What if this was a joke? Every time a person passed me by I would feel a cold fear creeping up my spine. Fearing the moment they would realize I was a man dressed in women’s clothing. I also slowly realized just how deep I’d gotten myself into this predicament. The way I was dressed right now, with the tiny dress and even tinier panties underneath, it had an almost sexual touch to it. Was that part of what the company wanted from me? Because I was definitely not ready for that. I’d gotten into this thinking it was a joke and I’d only gone along with it because I assumed I’d be harmlessly modeling some clothes. But currently, I could feel a strange sense of danger that I hadn’t felt before. I felt like the entire city was watching me, waiting to make fun of me as soon I slipped up.

Despite these thoughts, I managed to make it to the bar without much issue. My heart pounded harder in my chest as I stood near the entrance, steeling myself for what was about to come. It was increasingly unlikely that I would come into contact with someone I knew, but I was terrified of the prospect nonetheless. As I neared the bar door my heart rate reached a new height. I took one final deep breath and looked down at my freshly shaved, trembling legs.

Was this really worth the money? Was I so desperate for a bit of cash that I was willing to risk total humiliation? I quickly caught myself and reinforced in my mind that it wasn’t just ‘a bit of cash’, but the point still stood. How much farther would I have to go for this new employer? Just the first job had me prancing around town dressed up like a whore. It was bound to get worse.

I nearly turned around right there, ready to walk all the way back to my apartment and forget this entire thing. I could work out something for the tuition: Come up with a flexible payment plan and work two jobs if need be. There was no need to subject myself to this no matter what I stood to gain.

As I started turning around I heard the bar door swing open. Three drunken men staggered out and I froze. They were looking at me – right into my eyes. I stood there motionless, unable to complete the breath I was about to take, waiting for the lead man to realize that I wasn’t a woman. To ask me why I was dressed up as a girl and to mock me for it, but it never happened. Instead, he stepped aside and said, “Ma’am” in the most gentlemanly way. His two friends stepped aside as well, giving me room to walk through. I looked over at one of them for a second as they passed by me– just long enough to see that he was checking me out, his eyes glued to my backside.

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks as I realized that a man had been ogling at my butt. Sure, he was probably drunk out of his mind, but the idea that a man would get turned on by looking at my ass was unsettling– but not entirely unpleasant. I made my way into the bar and took a seat away from the crowd, too nervous to sit around anyone while dressed like this.

I glued my eyes to my lap as the bartender approached, too scared to show him my face and give up the ruse. “What will you be having, miss?” he asked in a casual tone.

“A whiskey, on the rocks please,” I said in my best feminine voice, which probably wasn’t very good at all.

“Coming right up,” the bartender said. He turned to get the drink and I looked up quickly to see if he was laughing to himself at my expense. He wasn’t – he was making the drink like and acting totally normal. I took a look around the room and caught a couple of guys staring at me. But none of them were laughing either. It looked like all of them believed I was just a chick that had wandered in off the streets for a good time.

How was this possible? How was I convincing enough as a woman that these guys were checking me out? Surely this wasn’t real. Was it? The bartender handed me my drink and I downed it in a matter of minutes, the nervousness making me thirsty. I was just about to order another one when a guy, wearing a black button-down shirt and a pair of jeans, came and sat down next to me. As soon as he was there he bought me a drink and started chatting me up

My girl-voice was convincing enough to the point where he didn’t see anything wrong with me.

“I love your dress,” he whispered in my ear as he moved his hand to my thighs, fingers inching up towards the hem of my dress. I felt the panic rise in me now. This was going too far. I felt myself quickly slipping down a hole that I feared I had no chance of climbing out of. A part of me wanted to stop what was happening, but a part of me wanted it to go further. There was just something about this man – the way he talked, the calm poise and charm to his every action that made him irresistible to me. Now don’t get me wrong, I don’t think there’s anything wrong with being gay, but I’d always considered myself a straight dude. This man was making me reconsider. The way his muscles rippled under his shirt, the way his hot breath felt in my ear as he whispered flirtatious words to me.

There was just something about him that melted away my resistance.

Whenever his hands crept closer to my crotch I’d coyly guide them away, to some other part of my body that he was just as excited to explore. I took my own liberties too – sliding my own hands over his thickly muscled arms, taking in the beauty of his perfectly chiseled body. Soon he let one of his hands wander down from my thigh to my ass.

And I didn’t stop him.

He was gentle at first, letting his fingers lightly brush the outermost parts of my tush, tickling me with just the right amount of provocation. I should have stopped him then, a small part of me wanted to. But I didn’t. I gave in to the other part of me. The part that had never before seen the light of day, but now craved everything that was happening here. There was just something about a handsome guy feeling up my ass that made me feel strangely giddy.

It was almost arousing.

A voice kept rising up from the dark recesses of my soul, telling me to drag that man into the toilets and to get on my knees and suck him off. The rational part of my mind was appalled at the idea. It seemed so repulsive, so alien. But my body wanted it more than it had ever wanted anything else.

At that moment the only thing I wanted was to suck this man’s cock.

I didn’t in the end – I couldn’t work up the courage – but I let him feel me up for another half hour before I got up and left the bar, more confused than I’d ever been in my life.


Chapter Four
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I stayed up for a long time that night, only falling asleep when my mind was exhausted from all the thinking it had done. The next morning brought even more confusion – even fear. It was quite ironic that I’d started this entire thing for the money but I hadn’t even sent the pictures I’d taken at the bar yesterday to my new employer.

The things I’d felt last night and the things I’d wanted to do, didn’t make sense to me. I’d always been interested in girls then why now, after having spent my entire life as a straight man, was I attracted to a guy? I considered the fact that maybe it was just that one guy, but no. I’d been elated when I’d found those guys outside the bar checking me out. I’d enjoyed riling them up, I’d enjoyed seeing the lust in their eyes as they ogled my ass. Was this just who I was now? And if so, what did it mean?

How was it possible that putting on a dress and some makeup would bring about such drastic changes in me. Would this happen to anyone in similar circumstances? Or was I always wired this way?

Overwhelmed with these thoughts, my strategy was to simply forget it all. Block it out of my mind and pretend that nothing of the sort had ever happened. I got out of bed and went for a run, returning home to make myself some breakfast. Afterward, I called up the school to set up a meeting to discuss my tuition payment schedule. I even got on the internet and started looking for other jobs, ones that didn’t involve me putting on a dress.

But even as I did this, and even as I actively tried to block out the feelings from last night – I couldn’t. Every time I tried to push down the memory of that man’s hand on my thigh, it came back stronger, more vivid. Why was this happening to me? What was wrong with me?

I spent the entire day like this, my mind a stew of unwelcome emotions until I heard the doorbell ring.

It was another box.

I opened it despite myself, knowing full well what I would find inside. Inside there was a black pencil skirt, black thigh-high stockings, a grey sweater, and another pair of heels. There was another note as well, which read:

“Sam, we feel like we’ve scared you off with the pace of our operation. This is not uncommon and we realize that the fault lies with our organization. We cannot force you to work for us, but we can promise you fair compensation if you do. You will receive a three-thousand dollar transaction into your bank account in a little while. If you accept this transaction we will take it to mean that you have agreed to work with us. Your first shoot will be tonight, and if you decide to accept our proposal we hope to see you at 8:00 PM at the address listed at the bottom.”

True to their word, I received a notification of an impending transfer to my account. Three thousand dollars that would be mine at a click of a button. My heart throbbed and my gut turned as I looked down at the box below. I told myself that I could do this for a few weeks and I’d have the tuition money. I told myself that I could control these strange urges for that long and then simply go on with my normal life. I told myself that I would just be doing it for the money.

I was lying.

Deep down– not so deep anymore, since last night – I wanted to do this. I needed to feel like I’d felt last night: attractive and desired. So I steadied my shaking hands and started getting ready.

I slipped into the small little pencil skirt, which fit perfectly again. The sweater was a little tighter than I’d expected but it looked good on me, especially with the fake-tits-bra underneath giving me a perfectly buxom chest.

I spent some extra effort on my makeup this time around, watching more tutorials online, and achieving a better overall look. One of the tutorials showed me how to do some basic contouring, which made me less recognizable and more feminine.

It took nearly two hours before I was satisfied with how I looked. I stood in front of the mirror for another thirty minutes and scrutinized every little detail of my getup. I had to admit, I looked even cuter than last time, and more girlish too.

“Let’s get this over with,” I said, still lying to myself, and set out for the address I’d been given. I drove over there as quickly as possible, giving myself very little time to reconsider and chicken out. I reached the address they’d given and found a small single-story building with the words “STUDIO” glowing at the top in a neon sign. I steeled myself for what was about to come, took one last deep breath, and swung open the doors, unsure of what to expect.

It was very surprising then, that I was greeted by the man from last night, the one I’d met at the bar.


Chapter Five
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Why was he here? Was he the one sending me the cash and the dresses? What was he hoping to gain out of this? Was he dangerous? All valid questions that should have occupied my mind at that time. Instead, all I could think about was just how much I wanted him.

I threw myself forward, into his arms and kissed him firmly on the lips. He nearly stumbled back in surprise but caught himself just in time. He wrapped his arms around me and kissed me back, my heart pounding as the musk of his cologne drifted to my nostrils. A spice & oak blend that made me quiver with anticipation.

He ran his hands down my sides and I slid mine over his bare arms, feeling the muscles in his body ripple under his skin. He pulled me in closer and then parted his lips ever so slightly to let my tongue in.

It felt so good.

I’d had a few kisses in my life before this, but never with a man. None of them felt as good as this: our tongues slapping around in the shared space between our mouths, the electrifying passion making me tremble. I reached down and slipped my fingers over his crotch, rubbing firmly over the area before undoing his belt and entering his pants, feeling him skin-to-skin.

It seemed like he wanted to voice a complaint then, but it died down on his lips as I slipped my fingers around his thick girth and started massaging his rod. He let out a soft whimper and I felt his legs quiver ever so slightly.

“Just like that,” he whispered, as he broke off the kiss, tilted my neck upwards, and started to suck and kiss my neck. I couldn’t help but let out a little moan.

“I wanna fuck you in the ass,” he said into my ear, the hot breath causing my skin to prickle.

“Fuck me,” I said, unable to wait anymore, and tugged down his pants and boxers in one single motion, freeing his cock to spring out to attention immediately. I stared down at it with wide eyes and a trembling jaw.

I wanted him in me so badly.

Slowly, I wrapped my fingers around the thing and began to pump it earnestly. I stepped forwards and pressed it into my sweater-clad abdomen. I rubbed my body against it, writhing to a slow enough motion to not make him too excited too quickly.

There was no rush.

“I want you now,” he said, voice barely above a whisper now. “ I want you so bad.”

“Put it in me,” I said. “Quickly.” I spun around then, hiking up my skirt and pulling down my panties, letting my tush fall out into the open. It felt so good. So scandalous. I reached around and grabbed his cock, pressing it up between my butt-cheeks. “Spit on it babe,” I said. And he did.

He hastily applied some saliva onto his impressive length and I spread it along the entire thing with my hand. No sooner had it been spread that I started mashing it against my tight, puckering asshole.

I could hardly wait.

I felt him reach down with both hands and cup my ass-cheeks in his palms, squeezing them firmly, making me wince – from pleasure. “Fuck me,” I said, unable to wait any longer, my asshole screaming to be ravaged.

And so he did.

He started pushing inside me and I clenched hard, squeezing the tip of his cock instinctively. He grunted in reply. I had to tell myself to relax before he was finally able to get the entire thing into me, deep enough to tease previously unexplored parts of my asshole.

“Fuck! You’re so tight,” he said, as he started to pump slowly, melting away the remaining tension in my body.

It felt good – so fucking good.

I could feel my face burning red with embarrassment. I was allowing a man to fuck me in the ass. In fact, I wasn’t just allowing it – I’d practically begged for it. And now that it was finally happening, I was loving every moment of it. I wanted it to never end. I could feel my own cock hardening as well, his cock making slow inroads into the deep recesses of my tight hole. I wanted to reach down and beat myself off, but I resisted the urge.

“Harder,” I begged, and he obliged.

My moans got louder with his pumps. I wanted to scream, to yell out in euphoric glee, but a small, scared part of me kept me quiet. I looked down and couldn’t help but admire how beautiful my smooth, long legs looked: trembling with pleasure underneath me. I loved how my skirt fluttered from one side to the other as he took me from behind, the fabric rustling beautifully to every stroke.

“Don’t stop,” I kept saying. “Don’t stop fucking me.” I could feel the orgasm building inside me and I wasn’t even touching my cock. I’d heard about prostate orgasms but I couldn’t believe that one could feel this good.

“I’m so close,” I whispered.

“Me too.”

He’d found the sweet spot inside my ass now and he pounded it repeatedly and mercilessly. I moaned with every stroke, every pump, and every grunt.

“Harder,” I whispered, as his cock twitched deep inside my tush – ready to explode at any moment.

I could feel every single inch of his long, veiny cock inside me. He was big – really big. Almost ten inches if I had to guess. I could feel his length pressing against my tummy from inside, and all I could do was squirm under his grip.

“I’m gonna come,” he said, and I wanted nothing more.

“Do it. Come inside me,” I managed between moans. “ Fill me with your cum.”

I moaned and trembled even harder as his cock continued to twitch inside me. The dominant sound in the room was from my moans and his pelvis slapping my cheeks. Suddenly, I felt a powerful shudder run through my body, a warm sensation making my legs quiver with pleasure. I’d have fallen if not for his arms holding me up. The shudder made its way through my body and concentrated in my cock, where it grew even more intense.

I moaned one last time and shot the biggest load I’d ever shot, splattering the front of my skirt in hot cum, most of it running down the front of my legs down to the floor.

He grunted one last time and moaned in my ear, quivering violently before pumping again. He came with that last thrust, his hot juice filling up the inside of my tush and making me shudder. His fingers dug deep into the soft flesh of my ass as he finished, making me yelp with both pain and pleasure. He pulled out then and collapsed onto the floor below, leaving me to stand there with his cum dripping out of my freshly ravaged hole and splattering on the tiles below.

We hadn’t even taken the pictures yet.

The end


Sissified by my wife
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Sissified by my wife

Synopsis:

I begged my wife to give me another chance and I swore that I wouldn’t ever do it again. She was having none of it. She’d caught me cheating a second time and it looked like my marriage was done for.

“There’s only one way out,” she said and of course I said I’d do it. It wasn’t until she mentioned that it involved putting me in panties that I started getting worried.

Follow along as Luke gets feminized by his wife and gets in touch with his girly side. She thinks he’ll hate being groped by the men at the bar, he ends up finding it thrilling. She thinks he’ll recoil at the idea of having his skirt flipped and taken by an alpha male, but he can barely wait.


Chapter One
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Luke

I stood there, head bowed in shame, as my wife’s gaze tore through me.

I’d been caught. And this wasn’t the first time.

The last time she’d caught me had been bad enough. Our marriage had nearly fallen apart. I’d begged her to give me one more chance, begged her to let me atone for my sins. I’d told her I’d felt nothing for the other girl, that I’d just been confused. She’d said she’d leave me and I’d begged some more. I’d fallen to her feet and cried for another chance. It was nothing short of a miracle that she’d agreed.

I’d gone to therapy, the kind for sex addicts – Riley thought I was one, and she wasn’t wrong. I’d made an effort afterward: listening earnestly to everything the therapist told me, participating in online forums with other similarly ‘afflicted’ people, I’d even bought a book on the topic and read it cover to cover. These things had helped, for a time, until I started having the feelings again. It got harder to keep my cool around a woman when my wife wasn’t around. Don’t get me wrong, I loved my wife with all my heart, but sometimes my body wanted what it wanted and in times like those I broke.

“How could you, Luke?” She was fuming red, the anger practically oozing out of her ears. “ She looked like she was barely out of college.” The ‘she’ in question was the girl, whose name I can no longer recall, my wife had caught me with. What made it even worse was where she’d caught us. “In our bedroom Luke?” she continued, “How could you do this to me?”

“It.. it didn’t mean anything babe. I swear,” I tried to reach for her, to tell her that I still loved her, to comfort her, but she recoiled at my touch, disgusted by what I’d done.

“Don’t touch me,” she hissed. “ How long has this been going on? What’s her name? I’ll track the bitch down myself and kill her.” Thankfully the girl had made a quick escape while Riley had stood there stunned, otherwise I might have had to break up a catfight.

“I don’t know Riley,” I pleaded. “I don’t know her name since it meant nothing. We barely even talked. We just..”

“You just what? You just fucked her while I was away at work? You’ve been doing this everyday right? Every day while I’m at work and you’re here, sleeping with your fucking whores.” Her fists had curled up at her sides, clenched so hard that I thought she might start bleeding.

“It isn’t like that babe,” the more I tried to calm her the angrier she became. “ This is the first time since I’ve started therapy. I swear. And it’ll never happen again.”

“You can’t expect me to believe that. The one time I come home early from work and you’re in here fucking someone else. Don’t lie to me Luke, it won’t help.”

“I’m not lying. You gotta trust me. I barely even know that girl, she’s just someone I met at the bar.”

“And you think that makes it better? You always do this. You always use women and then toss them aside. You’ve been doing it since before we met. It’s a miracle you haven’t done the same thing to me.”

I saw my opening and struck immediately. “That’s because you’re the only one I love honey. All these other women are a means to an end. I can have a bit of fun with them and not feel bad about it, but you’re different. You’re the only woman I’ve ever loved.”

She hesitated as I said this, the words she had been about to speak disappearing on her lips, her expression softening a bit. The only reason she hadn’t left me last time was because deep down she knew I loved her. She knew that I had a hard time controlling my sexual urges and that these little trysts meant nothing to me. She knew she was the only one I cared about.

She’d calmed down a bit now, a thoughtful expression on her face. I didn’t dare say anything else, I’d made my case and could only hope that she’d forgive me again – one last time. I’d never do it again.

“You’re right,” she said finally, and I couldn’t hide my surprise. Surely it couldn’t be this easy? She wouldn’t let me off the hook just like that.

“Really?” I asked nervously.

“Yes, really. The problem isn’t that you don’t love me, it’s never been that. The problem is how you treat women,” she had the beginnings of a smile on her lips now and I couldn’t fathom why. “You said it yourself: these women are a means to end for you. You treat them like your personal sex toys and then promptly throw them away when you’re done. You think of them as objects.”

This wasn’t going the way I’d thought it would, but at least she wasn’t talking about leaving me anymore. At least some hope remained.

“I’m willing to give you one last chance if you agree to do something for me,” she said, the smile widening for some odd reason. “It will help you fix your little ‘problem’ and might even save our marriage. Will you do it?”

“Anything,” I said, my eyes beaming with hope. “Just say the word.”

“We’re going to turn you into a girl.”


Chapter Two
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Riley

I made Luke sleep on the couch as I planned just how I was going to teach him his lesson. As angry as I was, I realized he still loved me. The problem was how he viewed other women: like objects.

I needed to make him realize how it felt to be a woman, to face unwanted advances by men, to be stared at and harassed. I needed to make him see how demeaning it was when you spent half the day perfecting your look only to have some guy staring at your ass. He needed to know how it felt to be dominated.

An image flashed in my mind– just for a second– of Luke in a blonde wig and lace panties, bent over the kitchen counter and getting taken from behind. Why was I imagining this? Surely I didn’t want another person, man or woman, to fuck my husband in front of me. Surely it was perverse just to entertain the idea. But the more I thought about it the more it seemed like a good idea. My mind rationalized that it was the only way he would understand what it felt like to be used the way he’d used all those women.

Would he go along with something so outrageous though? He’d always been proud of his masculinity and I couldn’t see him throwing it all away and agreeing to get fucked by another man. But he did say he’d do anything to save our marriage.

Anything.

My heart raced as I scrolled down the list of men on the homosexual escort website I’d just found. I was really going through with this. I passed by a number of listings until one caught my eye, a guy named Mark. He charged a little more than some of the others I’d just seen but he probably deserved it– the man was an absolute stud. His body was so perfectly sculpted that it looked like chiseled stone, the man’s muscles had muscles. His listing even mentioned that he preferred working with married couples. Despite myself, I felt my pussy ache as I entertained the idea: My husband a screaming, moaning mess as Mark entered him from behind.

I clicked on his profile.

He had a number of pictures on there and there was one that made me raise my eyebrows. Mark stood there with both hands behind his head, muscles flexed and cock standing to attention. My God, he was massive. His cock seemed to be almost ten inches long and thicker than I’d ever seen a man be. It looked too big to be real, like it was photoshopped, but all the positive reviews on his profile made me reconsider that evaluation. How would Luke look, down on his knees as he tried to take that cock in his mouth, dressed like a common whore.

The idea made me shudder.

I scrolled further on his profile and was greeted by a video. It was of him, laying on his bed, the full glory of his rippling muscles glistening under the lights, and him stroking his long, beautiful cock. I felt my body shiver again and my hand started to slip towards my crotch. As the video went on I felt myself through the fabric of my shorts and as he increased the cadence of his strokes I let a single finger enter my snatch.

I was starting to get really wet.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my body consumed by a euphoric tingle, my legs quivering violently. I plunged another finger inside and used my other hand to rub my clit. I could feel the warmth emanating from my womanhood, hot juices lubricating my hole. You could see Mark’s massive cock as it throbbed under his grip in the video, the veins pulsing, the tip quivering.

He squeezed it with his palms and I closed my eyes, imagining that same massive cock ravaging my husband’s asshole, stretching him wide and making him scream.

“Oh, shit!” I whispered, and came with both fingers deep inside me, collapsing deeper in my chair afterward.

By the time I was done washing my hands, my mind was made up. I was going through with this. But I wasn’t finished just yet.

I got back onto my computer and navigated over to a clothing website, the kind that I’d usually go to for my own outfits. There were a number of cute dresses and skirts that I could picture Luke wearing and looking really cute in – but they weren’t racy enough. I needed to make Luke stand out, I needed to make every guy in a fifty-feet radius turn and ogle at his beauty. I did some more surfing and found a website that was more suited to these tastes, a website that sold clothes for college girls looking to go clubbing or to parties.

This was much better

The skirts here were so short that they barely covered the models’ bums. The tops were tight enough that I could see most of the models’ nipples standing at attention as they poked through the flimsy fabrics. This was perfect, it was exactly what I needed. This would help me objectify my husband, help him see how it truly felt.

I ordered a number of items off of there: a few dresses, a couple of skirts, and a couple of tops. I found a cute pair of heels that I couldn’t wait to see my husband in. I felt myself get excited just imagining how they would make his butt perk up!

I even invested in a choker, to disguise his Adam’s apple. After all, I didn’t want people to look at Luke and think of him as some drag queen, I wanted them to look at him and see a hot piece of ass. I wanted them to salivate as they thought about bending him over and fucking him. I wanted them to risk it all for a feel of his ass.

His tits came next and it wasn’t long before I found a pair that was designed for people who were transitioning. They were made of some sort of gel and looked real enough on-screen to fool anyone. A good brassiere over them would make them practically indistinguishable from real tits. I thought about getting him some panties but realized it would be more embarrassing if he had to wear some of mine. I couldn’t help but smile at the very thought.

Lastly, I needed a wig. There were so many options to pick from but I settled for a blonde one with straight-cut bangs hanging down the front. Bangs hadn’t ever looked good on my face but my husband had smooth, round features that would complement the hairstyle very well. He would look stunning, I could already imagine it.

Beyond excited for a chance to dress my husband up I requested express shipping and it took less than a full day before everything was here.

I could hardly wait.


Chapter Three
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Luke

She had everything set up when she called me into the room: makeup supplies spread on the desk and several outfits laid out on the bed. I had had the entire night to think about what I was about to go through, what my wife had in store for me. I thought about chickening out a number of times, but I couldn’t. It was better than the alternative, it was better than my wife leaving me. I could take a bit of humiliation if it helped save my marriage, and besides, maybe she was right, maybe this would help my addiction, maybe this was just what I needed.

Despite these rationalizations, the first thing I felt as I walked into the room was fear.

I looked around the room and glazed over the assortment she had laid out, taking a deep breath before daring to speak.

“Any chance all of this is for you?” I asked, a nervous tinge to my voice.

She shook her head slowly and deliberately, a smirk dancing on her lips.

“And you’re sure you can’t punish me some other way?” I asked, trying my luck one last time.’

“No,” she said. “This is very important to me, very important to our marriage– and you need to understand what it feels like. It’s either this or I leave you.”

Well, I knew it was never really going to work. She held all the chips and I couldn’t wiggle my way out of this one. “Okay, fine,” I said, resigning to my fate. “If this means so much to you and it’ll help our marriage then let’s do it.”

I saw Riley’s entire body perk up as I said this, her eyes coming alive with exhilaration, her smirk widening to a grin. Was she enjoying this a bit too much?

“Go and shave and then sit your ass down here,” she commanded, pointing to the chair she’d placed next to the makeup desk. I obviously obliged, stepping into the bathroom to shave away all the excess hair on my body. By the time I was done I was starting to notice things about my body that I hadn’t ever before. Had my hips always been this wide? Had my ass always been this firm? Had my face always been this round? It was almost as if shaving away the hair revealed a body underneath that I hadn’t ever seen or noticed.

I felt something stir inside me.

Not wanting to get swept up by these strange feelings I made my way back to the desk and found my wife waiting.

“Sit down,” she commanded. “and keep your eyes closed while I do this.”

I did as I was told, and she got started right away.

I tried to sneak a look as I felt a brush tickling my eyes but she quickly slapped me on the top of my head saying, “No peeking.” She went on for what seemed like an eternity, nudging here and there on my face with her strange makeup tools, putting what felt like a wig over my head, and tying some strange fabric around my neck. What made it all worse was the fact that I wasn’t even allowed to watch the process. It felt like forever before she finally patted me on the head and told me to open my eyes.

I actually gasped when I did. I looked like a fucking woman.

Riley couldn’t help but giggle as she saw me coming to terms with the reality of the situation. I looked more like a woman than my wife did! It was surprising that this was all it took: a bit of makeup, a wig, a choker on my neck, and an experienced hand overseeing the entire process. I felt my manliness crumble away quickly.

“You’re going to the sluttiest girl in the club babe,” she couldn’t stop laughing.

“It’s not that funny,” I said, trying to preserve what dignity I had left, my cheeks turning pink.

“Don’t sulk now,” she continued to laugh. “Don’t forget that you brought this upon yourself. Now let’s get you dressed up, we wanna get to the club before rush hour.”

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks as I said this. This was getting scarier by the second. Just the thought of hanging around the club dressed up as a woman was enough to make me shudder, but that wasn’t all. There was something else– some strange thrill that I felt stir deep inside me. I couldn’t quite understand what it was and honestly, I wasn’t even sure I wanted to.

“Also, you better start working on your girl voice,” she said. “We can’t have you sounding like a guy in there. What will the hot singles think?” her laughing was getting on my nerves now. She was having a little too much fun with this, but she was right. I had brought this upon myself and I had to obey her if I wanted to save my marriage.

“How does this sound,” I said in what sounded in my head like a feminine voice, although it must have sounded ridiculous to her. She nodded slowly in reply before speaking out.

“It’s decent,” she said. “But your pitch is too high – try to do it a little bit softer, and you need to work on your inflection.”

We tried a few more times before she was satisfied. In fact, by the end I was having a hard time recognizing the sounds coming from my own throat – I was starting to sound almost like a girl.

Next, she got me to put on the padded bra, and this was far more embarrassing than the makeup. I was starting to feel more and more like a woman with every addition to the disguise. I fiddled around with the tits a bit, adjusting the silicone contraption until it fit comfortably. They were really realistic, they felt and jiggled like a real pair would and even had realistic textures by the nipples. The strangest part was that even though these tits were obviously fake and not connected to my body, I still felt something as I touched them. Like they were part of me when they obviously weren’t.

I looked over to see my wife’s reaction to this and saw her mouth hanging open, a look of amazement and wonder across her face.

“What?” I asked, feeling a little vulnerable as she stared at me.

“It’s just… It’s just that you look so convincing,” she said. “If I wasn’t the one who’d dressed you up right now I’d have a hard time believing you were actually a man.”

More color rose to my cheeks as she said this and I had to look in the mirror to confirm that she was right. I was sure that as soon as I put on the clothes she had in store for me I’d look like an actual woman.

The thought wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

She got me into a tiny leather skirt and a white top next, both tight enough to give anyone watching an accurate outline of my naked body. The skirt especially hugged the curves of my ass so tightly that I felt vulnerable just standing there, even with just my own wife watching. I looked in the mirror again to see Riley standing behind me, her eyes wide in amazement once more.

“Is that really your ass babe?” she said, even grabbing a handful to make sure. “ You didn’t slip anything in there while I wasn’t looking, did you? It’s just so big.”

My cheeks flushed at the comment and she caught it right away, giggling in response.

“Don’t be shy babe,” she said, slapping my ass playfully, making me jump. “You look hot.” I tried to laugh it away, although it wasn’t very convincing. I couldn’t see the humor my wife saw in all of this, and I suppose that was to be expected. After all, the entire point of this operation was to humiliate me, and I’d have been fine if that was the only thing I currently felt– but it wasn’t. The little something I’d felt stirring inside me was fighting its way up now, and I was starting to recognize the feeling.

It was pleasure.

She didn’t give me time to think about any of this, of course, instead putting me in heels immediately after. She made me walk up and down our apartment to get a hang of it and I nearly fell two or three times before becoming proficient enough at it.

“These heels make your ass look huge babe,” she said as I completed my last circuit around the apartment. “And your legs look so good too. I think you might get more attention than me tonight.”

I felt the pleasure stir inside me again, stronger than the embarrassment this time.

“You need a girl name too,” she continued. “ I can’t be calling you Luke all night now can I? What do you think?”

“How does Leah sound?” I said and it wasn’t until she started laughing that I realized I’d played into the act willingly this time. I hadn’t even thought about it before answering.

“Good to see you getting into it,” she said, still giggling. “But I like it. It suits you. Now shall we head over to the club Leah?”

And of course, I obliged.


Chapter Four
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Riley

Luke was doing his best to hide the fact that he was shivering as we waited outside the club. He obviously wasn’t used to having his skin directly exposed to the cold outside and it felt kind of good to see that he was starting to truly feel like a woman. It was honestly kind of impressive that he was still on his feet given how the cold made his legs tremble and the fact that he was an inexperienced man in tall heels. “Just five more minutes,” I said to him. “And then we’ll be out of the cold.”

A girl at the front of the line turned around and looked at Luke’s feet. “I just love your shoes,” she said. “Could you tell me where you got them?”

I peeked at Luke with a smile on my face, excited to see how he’d respond. “I.. they were actually a gift,” he managed, shrugging a little to sell his act. It was very endearing how seriously he was taking this whole thing. It couldn’t have been easy for him to do this, to dress up like a girl and interact with people, but he was putting on a brave face and power through. I suppose it made sense since he would much rather be seen as an actual woman than a man in drag walking around the club. If he managed to fool everyone, then he could blend in with the rest of the crowd and get through the whole night without anyone eyeing him awkwardly or ridiculing him.

I stepped away to have a smoke as the line moved at a horribly slow pace, it seemed like my five-minute estimate was going to be wrong. Luke was supposed to hold my spot until I came back. But as soon as I lit my cigarette I spotted a man reaching down for Luke’s ass. My first instinct was to call out and warn my husband, then confront the man for his unacceptable behavior, but instead, I decided to do nothing but watch.

The man didn’t just slap his ass, he let his hand wander deep and got a good cop of my husband’s cute, sissified tush. Luke yelped and spun around, spotting his aggressor. He seemed about ready to break character and confront this man, but he somehow kept his composure– perhaps not wanting to give up the jig and risk ridicule. The guy took his sweet time pulling his hand away, his fingers digging deep into the nubile flesh of my husband’s ass. Luke’s cheeks turned red as the guy laughed to himself and left the line, his eyes shifting around nervously to see if anyone had seen. I averted my gaze to make it seem like I hadn’t.

He didn’t mention the ass grab when I got back to the line, he was probably too embarrassed by it. He just put on a brave smile and acted like everything was normal, although I could see behind the facade. He stood stiffer now, his legs shifty and eyes darting around nervously to see any more would-be predators. He was finally feeling the vulnerability I wanted to teach him about.

The bouncer came by a few minutes later and moved us inside ahead of the line. It took a moment for me to register why this was happening: it was because we were hot. The bouncer had let us go ahead of the other people because we were two young, hot women that deserved to be in the club. Now don’t get me wrong, I’m no slouch either but I rarely get that type of treatment at clubs, so it stands to reason that the only reason we were pushed ahead was because of Luke – or more accurately Leah. He was one of the hot girls now.

I left for the toilet as soon as we got in and Luke protested that he didn’t wanna be left alone, but I assured him that I’d be back shortly and that he should go get us some drinks. By the time I returned there was already a guy hanging over his shoulder. They had two shot glasses in front of them as Luke waited with a desperate expression on his face, obviously awaiting my rescue.

I wasn’t about to bail him out just yet.

I hung back and watched as the man placed his hand on Luke’s Back, but he didn’t keep it there for long. With every passing moment, he slid it lower until his fingers were directly caressing Luke’s naked tush.

I felt thrilled.

Luke was obviously lost– unsure of how to turn down this guy’s advances. He’d never had to reject or turn down anyone before and it was starting to show. I waited for when he’d finally crack and tell the guy to back off – but he didn’t.

The man continued to fondle Luke’s ass and even ordered a second round of drinks. Luke continued to look around to try and find me at every given opportunity, the stranger all over him with ravenous eyes. I could imagine him wanting to drag Luke off to some dark corner and get him on his knees, wanting to put his cock in my husband’s face.

The thought alone was exhilarating.

Luke must really be feeling it now, the vulnerability and fear that came along with being a girl. He had this unknown stranger hitting on him and feeling up his ass – but you couldn’t really blame him, could you? Luke looked really hot in that tight little skirt of his, the bottom of his ass hanging out, his golden blonde hair rolling over his shoulders. It was enough to make anyone go crazy.

The night had been going pretty much according to plan up until now but I was begging to fear that maybe it wasn’t enough, Luke still hadn’t learned the lesson I intended to teach him– not fully anyway. So I decided to take it up a notch.

I walked over and joined my husband and his new admirer at the bar. “Who’s your friend?” I asked, a sly smile across my face.

“I’m Jamie,” he said in thickly accented English. “ Your friend is very pretty.”

I saw Luke’s face go dark red. He looked over at me with desperation and I decided that I’d help him. “Your boyfriend says he’ll be here in a few minutes,” I said to Luke and immediately saw Jamie’s expression darken.

“You didn’t tell me about no boyfriend,” he said, and quickly scurried away, making his way to some singles a few seats over.

“Thanks,” Luke said to me. “I really don’t know what I’d have done without you. He got up to use the bathroom and then, and as he made his way across the floor he got another unsolicited slap on the tush. Only this time he didn’t yelp.

He had a smile on his face.

I felt my heart sink. Had my plan backfired? Was he somehow starting to enjoy himself in this situation? The Luke I knew wasn’t like this, not at all. But could it be that he enjoyed things happening to him that he often did to other women? My suspicions were all but confirmed when he emerged from the toilet and had his eyes set on the backside of a girl that stood in front of him.

He’d learned nothing.

My hopes started to plummet rapidly as he turned around and winked at one of the guys who was hovering around him, grinding his ass on the man’s crotch– this was the exact opposite of what I’d wanted for to happen.

I’d wanted him to see the ways in which the horny men were wrong, but he had instead found a way to enjoy their attention. Their slapping, grabbing, and groping were bringing him out of his shell, encouraging some weird slutty behavior I hadn’t foreseen. There was only one way to right this situation now.

I needed to bring in Mark, the escort.


Chapter Five
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Riley

I had to practically drag Luke out of the club – he simply didn’t want to leave. He was obviously enjoying being a woman too much, it was almost frightening how much he loved it. Any hope of him learning his lesson had disappeared quickly as he got onto the dance floor, dancing with as many as three men at the same time. He had his arms tucked behind his head as he ground his butt on their cocks. One of the men even reached around squeezed his tits, I was about to voice a complaint when he took the man’s hands and made them squeeze even harder.

This was unbelievable.

“Cmon, can’t we stay for one more song?” He kept saying as I took him by the arm and dragged him out of the club. I had to tell myself more than once that it was indeed my husband Luke that stood next to me and not really a woman. It was absurd how feminine he looked, how girlish he sounded, how convincing his act was. If it was still an act that is.

“No,” I said a little harshly. “ Let’s get out of here.” I was shocked to see that a few men looked over at us, obviously disappointed, as we left the club. And it wasn’t me they were disappointed about leaving.

The entire cab ride home, Luke couldn’t keep his hands to himself. “Tonight was so much fun babe,” he said, with a massive grin on his face. I smiled back hesitantly, but truthfully I was disappointed. Even more so when I felt his hand slide up my thigh. “ Do you want Leah to fuck you tonight?” he said, his fingers pushing their way to the crotch of my panties. He hadn’t learned a damn thing. This was just another game to him, a new fetish he could get a rise out of.

Hopefully, my last ploy would work.

He started kissing me even before we were out of the cab, his hands all over my body as we stopped into our home. I did the best I could to guide him to our bedroom, though the bulge poking out of his skirt showed me that he was ready to fuck on our porch.

“Wait babe,” I whispered in his ear. “We’ll try something different tonight.”

His eyes lit up at the mention of the word ‘different’. Luke was a freak in bed and he would be overjoyed at the idea of something kinky happening. It was hard to even think of him as a ‘he’ right now though since I kept having to remind myself that he wasn’t really a girl. He looked like a girl, he talked like a girl and he acted like a girl. I had to keep checking to make sure his tits weren’t real, that his ass was his own. It was beyond weird.

I got him onto the bed and pulled out a pair of handcuffs from the side table. “I ordered these yesterday,” I told him. “Lift up your arms so we can get you set up.” She smiled back at me as I cuffed her to the bed frame. Although she might not have been this excited if she knew what was coming.

Almost as if on cue, the doorbell rang. I felt my heart thump in my chest. I was really about to go through with this. Maybe I should reconsider letting another man fuck my husband in the ass. Maybe I was going too far.

But one look back at the stupid grin on his face and my mind was made up. Luke was a downright depraved sex addict with no self-control. This was a lesson he needed.

“Hold on tight babe,” I said to him, stepping away from the bed to go answer the door. “I’ll be right back.”


Chapter Six
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Leah

My heart nearly stopped as I saw the man walk into our bedroom, it stopped a second time as Riley walked in behind him, a wicked smile on her face.

“Leah,” she said, using my pretend name. “This is Mark and you are to be his plaything tonight.” She looked so fucking calm.

“He is to be our plaything,” the strange man corrected my wife. What the fuck did this mean? Why did my wife have another man over? And what did ‘being his plaything’ entail? Did she mean for him to fuck me? I’d agreed to dressing up as a woman and going out but I’d never agreed to this. Even if I had enjoyed my little stint at the club, this was different. This wasn’t just letting some random guy slap or grope my ass, or fondle my fake tits, this was much worse. I couldn’t believe she’d brought him into our bedroom. The irony of that thought didn’t dawn on me until much later.

“Riley honey,” I said trying to remain as calm as a man tied up to a bed frame could be. “I think maybe we should discuss this. In private.”

“No,” she said dismissively. “This is very important to me. And I need you to go through with it. For me, for our marriage.”

I could feel the blood in my face drain away as Mark took off his shirt and advanced on me. “Mind helping me get out of these pants Riley?” he said to my wife, who walked over without a moment’s hesitation. I could only watch how his muscles bulged and his abs glistened while my wife undid his belt, prepping him to fuck me. He smelled good at least.

She pulled his belt away and his pants fell to the ground. “The boxers too,” he said and she took hold of them and tugged them down to his ankles, revealing Mark’s incredibly thick member.

“Thanks,” he said, stepping out of the boxers, now fully nude. He stepped past my wife and got onto the bed with me, placing a knee to either side of my torso, his impressively endowed cock mere inches from my face. I could feel the heat emulate from it, and it made my mouth water.

“You ever been with a man before?” he asked.

I only shook my head in reply, unable to form words.

“I won’t be gentle just because it’s your first time. Your wife here told me that you’ve been a bad girl. That you’ve been sleeping around on her. You deserve to get punished.”

He ran a hand down the side of my face as he said this, and I felt my jaw tremble at his strong, masculine touch. “Open wide, babe,” Mark said, taking his cock in his hand and lining it up with my mouth. My lips trembled as I contemplated on what to do. I was sure I could tell my wife that I wouldn’t go through with it and that she’d call it all off. She wasn’t the type to force me to do anything – especially something like this. But what would that mean for my marriage? I told myself that the only way out of this was to go along with whatever she was saying, that I really didn’t have a choice. I told myself that I didn’t want to do this, I just had to.

I was lying.

I parted my lips slowly and Mark sank his big, flaccid dick into my mouth. It felt warm but otherwise tasteless, not as bad as I’d imagined dick tasting.

“That’s it, baby, suck it.” He whispered.

My lips kept stretching as he slid more and more of his member inside me. I realized that I needed to get him hard, the sooner I could manage that, the sooner I could make him, the sooner I’d be out of this situation. So I gently pushed with my tongue and started teasing the tip of his cock with it. It felt so weird, to have another man’s warm, throbbing cock inside my mouth. To tease his tip with my tongue, to rile him up as I licked him.

His cock started growing now, getting erect and becoming thicker inside my mouth. I had the idea of stroking part of his shaft with my hands, before remembering the handcuffs, so I continued to work him with my tongue: sliding it around his length as he kept growing inside me.

My god, he was massive.

“Lick it,” he whispered and I felt a fresh wave of pleasure wash over me. I liked how he talked to me. I loved being a dirty slut sucking off a man. I wanted nothing else.

Lost in my task I hadn’t even noticed that my wife had gotten so close. She now eyed the cock in my face with a hunger in her eyes. “Go ahead, feel it,” Mark told her and she did just that. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around the freshly lubricated rod in front of my face. “Stroke it,” he commanded, and she did. I saw the cock get even bigger, even thicker. My heart beat louder in my chest as my wife ran her fingers along this man’s entire length, teasing his bulging tip with a quick squeeze whenever she got there.

Mark reached for my crotch and flipped up my skirt, slipping down my panties in the same motion. I felt exposed. I felt ashamed. I felt thrilled.

He took my thighs in his hands and raised my legs up until he got a clear view of my boy-pussy. He slid his cock from my wife’s grip and lined it up with my twitching asshole, the wet appendage smearing spit against my asshole as it quivered impatiently.

Without warning he plunged in, entering my body with his monster cock. I gasped for air as I felt him stretching me wide. It’s the weirdest feeling, having a man’s cock in your ass for the first time: the way the tip explores your insides, the way the veins tease the walls of your anus. It’s nothing short of incredible.

“You’re so tight,” he whispered as he sunk deeper into me. Awakening parts of me that I had no idea even existed.

“It hurts,” I said.

“Tough luck, princess,” he replied and I felt myself getting hard.

Then, once again without warning, he started thrusting. My tight asshole took a moment to adjust to his cock, but every time he pumped it became a little easier. Pretty soon he was plunging in and out of me at a controlled pace and if he hadn’t been holding my legs up, I would have been thrashing them around wildly.

“Does it still hurt?” my wife asked me.

“No,” I said, my face red. “ It feels.. good now. FUCK! It feels so fucking good.”

“I told you you’d come around,” Mark laughed, and then he did something I wasn’t expecting: he reached down and slipped his fingers around my cock, securing it in his grip as he began to jerk me off. “You’re going to ruin your skirt if you come on yourself, you little slut,” he whispered to me. “God, you’re so fucking tight.” Mark was starting to groan now.

He pounded my asshole mercilessly and I could only moan in response. Every inch of his marvelous cock ravaged me from inside, his tip hitting a spot again and again that made me scream. The more he hit that special spot inside me the more I squirmed, a deep euphoric shudder forming inside my body. Every cell in my body came alive with pleasure as he continued to pound me and I felt the magical sensation course through my body. The energy coalesced in my crotch and I nearly fainted as I came, my head falling back from a combination of my pleasure and fatigue.

I came more than I’d ever come before, my cock blasting jizz all over Mark’s hand, all over my tummy, all over my skirt, there was even some on my chin. He pounded me a few more times before he grunted as well, releasing his hot, sticky load deep inside me as his entire body shuddered next to me.

“Fuck,” he muttered, as he slid out of my now red asshole, his cum dripping out of my hole and making its way down my butt. There was a brief and silent pause then, the only sounds in the room from mine and Mark’s hurried breathing. I thought that maybe it would be like this the whole night, that we’d just sit there silently unwilling to look each other in the eye but Riley spoke up eventually.

“Have you learned your lesson yet Luke?”

“It’s Leah,” I replied. “And I think it might take a few more classes.”

The end


Feminized by the Lady next door
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Synopsis:

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 neighbor’s 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.


Chapter One
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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


Feminized by the Maid
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Synopsis:

I thought working from home would be a boring ordeal, but one look at my curvy housemaid has me changing my mind. I hold my breath every time she passes by, her tight bottom swaying in her wake. I try my hardest to keep my hands off her, but I cannot avert my eyes.

I thought I was willing to do anything it took to be with her, but I falter when the chance finally arrives, and she has a naughty condition.

Will I wear the panties she’d left for me? Will I put on a dress like she wants me to? Will I doll myself up for the chance to finally be with her?

And if so, how will all of these things make me feel?

Read and find out how my housemaid feminizes me and introduces me to her hard, throbbing secret.


Chapter One
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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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