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For Molly & Veronica

My MILF muses


“I’ve always been partial to the pink ones,” the woman said.

I blinked and turned to see the woman standing next to me. How I didn’t notice her standing there, your guess is as good as mine. I must’ve really zoned out, since I didn’t even catch her reflection in the department store display until she said something. Like me, she was also glancing up at the lingerie on the mannequins, so thankfully she didn’t see me blushing.

Dressed in professional attire, a silk blouse, pin-striped back skirt, and knee-length high-heeled boots, the woman towered over me. She had long, wavy dirty blonde hair, and thick lips colored a deep red. She was an older woman, but at first glance it was hard to tell, especially since my eyes were drawn down from her done-up face to her ample breasts.

“Shopping for someone special?” she asked.

“No,” I answered. I don’t know why I replied to her, it was really none of her business, but then again, I guess I should’ve lied. Because now I sound like some kind of creep leering at the lingerie on display. That said, it wasn’t too far from the truth. I was staring at the lingerie, the sheer, lacy fabric, hoping that it would spark… something… in me. I’ve been in such a rut lately. I wouldn’t go so far as to say I’m depressed, despite how awful things have gotten in the world at-large.

No, I think it would be more accurate to say I’ve become apathetic. While not solely to blame for my latest breakup, my sex drive has all but dried up. Like a desert during a drought. Masturbating has become a chore. I can’t bother to look up porn. It’s no different from opening Netflix or one of the other streaming sites and finding nothing to watch, despite the vast amount of content.

I’m not ugly. I’m thin, sure, but I don’t have much muscle tone. I could use a haircut, my brown hair has gotten a little unkempt. I’m sure the guys on Queer Eye would have a field day with me. I may be thirty, but I’m still young, right?

“So, something to wank to? Store away in your mental library for later use?”

She was looking sidelong at me, hands folded in front of her—which had the added effect of propping up her breasts. I turned away and was about to start walking off when she placed a hand on my shoulder. When I turned back toward her, in her other hand was a business card.

Dr. Debbie Dakota. Sex Therapist.

“Is this some sort of prank?” I asked. I glanced around, looking for the cameraman.

Debbie shook her head. “I take my job very seriously.” She turned back toward the store as I looked over her business card. “I’ve helped lots of guys find what’s… missing… so to speak. Rediscover their spark. Find joy in sex again.”

“Is that so?” I said, incredulous.

Debbie winked. “I’ve got a knack for it, something a little… extra… that makes me especially good at it. Like I said before, I pride myself on it. Really satisfying.”

“Uh-huh.” I don’t know why I didn’t just turn and walk away. It might’ve been that Debbie was definitely a looker. That, or that some part of me was actually curious if she was the real deal. I honestly can’t remember the last time I jerked off. A few weeks, at least. And even then, I remember it being… not satisfying.

“Did my ex put you up to this?”

“No, though I rarely ever get calls from women.” Debbie tapped on her chin. “Let’s just say I’m really good at reading people and, to be honest, I think anyone here can see that gray cloud above you.”

I pocketed her card. “So what, you’re going to charge me two hundred bucks an hour, give me some spiel about how it’s all in my head, and then I’m magically cured?”

“For you…” She leaned in.

“Miles,” I said.

“For you, Miles, it won’t cost you a dime. And I’m more of a hands-on gal anyway.”

“Hands-on? What do you mean by—”

“Follow me,” she said, walking into the lingerie store.

Despite it being a Saturday afternoon, the store was practically empty. The cashier, a young blonde woman, gave us both a smile and a well-practiced greeting as we entered. It was not the first time I had stepped inside this store. I had actually come here a month or two before my ex and I broke up to buy her a gift.

I followed quietly behind Debbie as she browsed through the selection, fingering through the bras, panties, and other lingerie that I didn’t quite know the names of.

Her first question caught me just as off-guard as her sudden appearance. “You ever been with a man, Miles? Or have you only been with women?” When I didn’t respond right away, she glanced back at me over her shoulder as she examined the fabric of a pair of hot pink stockings.

“No, never,” I stammered. “Only women. Why?”

Debbie shrugged. “Just getting some baseline information. Have you ever been curious about it?”

“No.”

“Nothing wrong with that, no need to get defensive.” She put the stockings down and moved onto a different table.

“So, tell me, how long has it been since you last had sex? Last masturbated?”

I glanced around and wondered if there was a more appropriate location to be discussing something like this. “A while,” I said.

“Weeks? Months?”

“Weeks. Few months.”

“Would it be accurate to say that what got you going before doesn’t have the same impact as before?” She picked up a bright red bra and held it up before her, as if sizing it for herself. The cups on the bra were huge. She turned toward me. “Well?”

I snapped out of it. “Yes? Sorry. You can say that.”

She put the bra and a matching pair of panties in her hand cart before moving on. Debbie asked me a couple more questions as she slowly browsed the store’s wares, namely what my preferences were and what my ex-girlfriends were like. It was strange being so open with a complete stranger, but there was something about her that just made it easy.

“So, if you could buy one set of lingerie from this store, what would it be?”

“Uhhh,” I glanced around and pointed to the set that caught my eye. It was a leopard print bra and thong, with rather large cups. I mean, I do like a woman with big breasts. With it were a pair of black silk stockings and a matching leopard print garter belt.

Debbie gave me a nod of approval as she added it to her basket. Something she had said earlier came to me, about how she was more of a “hands-on gal” and I realized that the reason I picked that particular set was because I wanted to see her wearing it. Is that where all this was leading to? Am I going to pick out an outfit for Debbie that she’ll wear when we fuck later?

I titled my head to the side and shrugged to myself as Debbie paid for the lingerie. Including a set in hot pink, that she told me was for her secretary. Penelope, she said her name was. Interesting relationship they must have if Debbie is buying her hot pink undergarments.

Silently, we walked out of the store and back out into the mall proper. She started off toward another store, but after a couple of steps looked back at me and asked if I was coming. To be honest, some part of me thought that that was it. That after the store we were going to leave and go somewhere else, back to her office, maybe to continue whatever she considers counseling. But, instead, she entered a different store.

This one I had never stepped foot in, since it sold, well, the kind of women’s clothes that you can wear out in public. Also, unlike the lingerie store, it had a few more patrons. She was quiet for a few minutes while she went through the racks, finding and taking a closer look at various dresses, blouses, and skirts, that despite the variety, all had one thing in common: they were a little bit more… provocative? I mean, it was still safe to wear in public, but definitely not clothing that a more conservative woman would wear.

Like her own blouse and skirt. While “safe for work”, all it would take would be for her to undo one more button and hike her skirt up just another inch or two and she would be dressed like the start of a porno.

When Debbie started asking questions again, they were seemingly innocent ones. About my social life—or lack thereof. If I preferred bars or clubs, what my drink of choice was? But it quickly shifted back; if I ever hooked up with anyone, done anything in public. Despite my answers being what I would consider disappointing or boring, to Debbie they seemed intriguing or curious. What ultimately summed up to be a dull, vanilla life, seemed was the best possible answer to her.

Then she asked me to pick out an outfit. Hoping my gut instinct was correct, I picked out a silk button-down blouse much like the one Debbie already had on, only it was a deeper red, somewhere between the color of wine and a nice crimson. It had long sleeves and a deep V-neck that, even when buttoned up, would still show off some cleavage. To go with it, a nice gray pencil miniskirt. Debbie nodded her approval as she added them to her basket with the other garments she had picked out during our supposed therapy.

I wandered the store as she waited in line to pay. I again wondered what her plan was. If her intentions were to just take me back to her office, or even some cheap motel close by, to fuck, why would she be so mysterious about it? For the first time in a while, I am actually starting to feel… something. I can’t not picture Debbie and I fucking, and if her body looks anything like I imagine it to be under that outfit…

A chill went down my spine and I had to turn away. For the first time in a while, my cock throbbed, and it was deliberate. Holy shit, I’m actually turned on. She may be onto something after all. Now I really hope this all leads to where I think it does, because Debbie is probably insane in bed.

“Come along, Miles,” Debbie said from the other side of a dress rack. “Still got a little more shopping to do.”

This time, it was a shoe store.

Debbie went straight toward where all the high heels were. While I get that they’re probably not the most comfortable shoe, there’s just something about a woman in high heels that I’ve always found pleasurable.

She picked one up from the wall display and held it before her. It was snow-white, with a rather tall heel, around four to five inches or so, and a pointed toe which wouldn’t be my choice. I’d go with a round toe.

“Miles,” she said as she put the shoe back and picked up a black ankle boot. “Earlier I had asked you if you had ever been with, or considered another man. You said no. Can I ask why?”

I shrugged. It’s not something I’ve ever really thought about. I’ve always been rather sure about my sexuality. I said as much to Debbie, hoping she would let it go. But as she mulled over the ankle boot, she asked: “Would you ever consider it?”

“Why?”

She put the boot back and turned toward me. “Think of it this way: you’ve been eating potatoes all your life. Just potatoes. You’ve had them plain, baked, fried, mashed, but only potatoes, nothing more.”

“I see where you’re going with this,” I said. It was a simple metaphor, but it was just that. Simple. Too simple. Especially for something as complex and multilayered as human sexuality. It was also a little disappointing. I had really hoped that this whole thing would end with me and her knocking boots, not her trying to convince me to start making out with some random guy. “As if my stalled sexuality is going to be magically cured by ‘going to bat for the other team.” I rolled my eyes.

“How would you know?” She asked, not waiting for me to reply. She turned and walked off, this time picking up a brown thigh-high boot.

I blinked, opened my mouth to say something, then closed it. I was at a loss for words. It took me a few moments to remember I had feet before I caught up to her. She was asking a sales clerk if they had the boots in her size, which was also my size; though, given her height, was not surprising.

When the woman walked away with the boot, Debbie turned toward me. “Miles, I know my analogy was pretty rudimentary for something as convoluted as this topic, but I believe you’re oversimplifying things. Now, while I wait for the clerk to return, why don’t you pick out a pair of heels?”

She waved me off as she sat down in one of the chairs and pulled out her phone. I glanced back at her over my shoulder before starting my search. It didn’t take very long to find the pair. To be honest, I was quite surprised a store like this had such a shoe, but I wasn’t going to argue. A deep red similar to the blouse I had picked out, with a round toe and I’m going to guess a five-inch heel. Simple, elegant, sexy. My ex used to wear heels for work, but I almost never got to see her in them since she would kick them off as soon as she got home.

The clerk had returned and I sat and waited patiently while she tried on the boots. She did look pretty killer in them, and I had to turn away and pretend to be looking at something else.

Debbie called over to me and I handed her the shoe. She gave it to the clerk and asked for it in the same size as well. When she returned with the box, Debbie didn’t even bother trying them on. We just went straight to the cashier.

“So, enlighten me on your choices, Miles,” Debbie asked as we exited the shoe store. “What was it about those particular items?”

I scratched the back of my head as I looked off in a random direction. I honestly hadn’t planned for her to actually ask me why I picked those, and I for sure didn’t want to say it was because I wanted to see her in them. At least, not until after the theoretical—and hopeful—tryst at the end of all this.

“I think it’s a nice outfit. It's sexy and provocative, but safe to wear out in public.”

Debbie nodded, but didn’t say anything until we were outside the next store: one that sold wigs. I hesitated at first, but she didn’t wait for me. I looked around for a few moments before joining her.

“What are we doing here?” I whispered.

“Wigs are wonderful, Miles. They let you try out a new look without having to go through the ordeal of spending time and money at a salon. I’m getting Penelope a nice hot pink one and I wanted to try out a nice red color for a week.” She held up a cotton-candy pink wig and turned it around in front of her. It had long, wavy strands that looked like something out of an anime or a rave.

Debbie didn’t have me pick something out, but while she was shopping around, my own mind wandered and I started picturing myself in various wigs. The store had a variety of options, from many more like the hot pink one to very, very expensive everyday wigs. Plenty of costume wigs too. When I joined back up with Debbie, she was at the register. There was a third wig among her purchases, a plain brown wig.

She didn’t say anything to me as we left the store, and the silence stretched on even after Debbie took a seat on a bench. I didn’t need to look through the glass doors to know what store the bench faced. I could tell from the smell alone that Debbie had taken a seat in front of the mall’s salon. Despite it being a Saturday, the salon looked rather empty.

“Do you have an appointment?” I asked, breaking the silence.

“Not me, you, Miles.”

I scratched my head. “I normally just go to a barber—”

“Miles, I find the most joy in helping others unlock their potential. To explore parts of themselves they didn’t even consider. My clients have achieved happiness, fulfillment, and satisfaction they never thought possible, and all it took from them was to trust me. Not all have, and some even came back after initially saying no.”

Debbie leaned back and crossed her legs as she kept her gaze fixed ahead on the salon.

“I am asking you to trust me, Miles. Because I want you to know that same happiness and satisfaction. If you do not, this is where we say our farewell.”

I looked over at her and then at the salon. I opened my mouth to speak, unsure what it was I was even going to say. When I didn’t say anything, Debbie continued.

“Miles, I believe you are wasting your potential. The outfit, lingerie, and heels you picked out today weren’t for me. They were for you. I’m sure you saw the third wig I left the store with. I chose that one based on the outfit you had picked out. Last time I did this, my client went down a different route, but ultimately backed out.”

She turned her gaze toward me. “So, I ask once more, do you trust me?”

I stared ahead. For me? The outfit was for me? She expects me to just walk into that salon and what? Come out dressed like… like…

I leaned forward and rested my head in my hands. I couldn’t believe she was asking me to do this. To just walk into a salon and get a makeover. Looking like a drag queen. There’s no way I look remotely passable. Why? Why this? Why couldn’t have been something else, like why couldn’t we just go back to her place and fuck?

“Miles, I promise that if you trust me with this, if you open yourself up to this, you’ll never regret it.”

I closed my eyes. The past couple of months had been absolutely miserable. I feel like I’m just floating through life, doing nothing. Achieving nothing. My social life has all but vanished. So what happens if I go through with this? What would I have to lose? My dignity for one, but would I really lose it? No one I know would recognize me. So what then? I just walk around the mall with Debbie dressed like a woman, then we part ways? She didn’t say that we weren’t going to fuck. Does she think me crossdressing is going to jump-start my sex drive?

At this point. Anything is worth a shot.

“Okay,” I said. “I… trust you.”

“Follow me.”

Debbie stood and headed toward the salon. I hesitated for only a moment, my heart pounding, and my mind racing. She was talking to the receptionist, an older blonde woman with a nametag that said “Valerie” when I joined her at the counter. The two women chatted as if they knew each other, and Valerie looked me over and smiled.

“I have some last-minute shopping to do,” Debbie said. “Valerie will take good care of you.”

“Right this way, Miles,” Valerie said, gesturing toward the back.

I glanced back at Debbie, who nodded once before I followed after Valerie.

It turns out its way more than just a salon. While the front of the store off to the left had a few hairstylist chairs and a couple of stations for nails, there was an entire spa hidden away behind a somewhat camouflaged door to the right of the receptionist's counter.

“Debbie has booked the full package, which is an amazing collection of self-care and beautifying treatments to make anyone come out feeling like a million bucks,” she said as she opened the door.

On the other side was a very small hallway that felt almost like some sort of airlock. Once the door behind us was closed, Valerie opened the door ahead. It opened to a small locker room with six lockers, all available. On another wall were a variety of white bathrobes of different sizes.

“Feel free to strip and store your belongings in one of the lockers, taking the key with you. The robes are there for you if you want to feel more comfortable.”

“Wait, Valerie,” I said as she turned to leave. “Has Debbie…” I trailed off, not knowing how to ask if she had brought other guys here to be, well, made over into women.

Valerie smiled. “You’ll look amazing, I promise.” Then she turned and left.

Heart pounding, head racing, I stripped out of my clothes, stuffed them into a locker and, not wanting to walk around completely naked, grabbed one of the robes off the wall. There were two other doors in this room. One was for the bathroom. I took a deep breath and headed through the other door.

It opened to a small room where a woman by the name of Gwen waited for me. She was young and beautiful, which made me all the more nervous. Especially when she laid out what was coming. Apparently, the beautification package that Debbie paid for—which must’ve cost a fortune—consisted of full body hair removal, manicure, makeover, and hair styling. I was so overwhelmed by it, that all I could do was nod and silently go along with it. Well, as silent as you can be with hair removal.

It was entirely as painful as you can imagine, and it only got worse the longer it went on.

When she was all done, though, I was as smooth as a baby’s bottom, and what a strange feeling it was. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. It felt unreal, but I also didn’t want to stop. Something about this was intoxicating. The feeling of being pampered and catered to was a bit overwhelming and addicting. After I donned the robe again, Gwen led me through the door into another small room. While the first thing that greeted me was the small table overflowing with bottles of nail polish and other manicure tools, what I couldn't tear my eyes away from was the vanity. It wasn't all the makeup strewn about that captured my gaze, it was the brunette wig on the stand. The same one that Debbie had picked out.

The next half an hour went by in a blur. It felt strange sitting in a chair while a stranger did my nails. I had to keep looking away because seeing my nails painted a bright red just seemed so, so… wrong. But it wasn't. I couldn't believe that, but it wasn't. And the feeling, the sheer feeling of it was intoxicating. The cold sensation of the polish brushing over my fingers, the glossy coat smoothing out every imperfection in my nail beds. It was spell binding.

And then she was done and it was on to the makeup.

Which had its own enthralling allure. To watch myself transform as it happened was both captivating and frightening. She took a small stencil to draw a clean outline on my cheekbones for my contouring, and then started with the foundation. She used a sponge to apply and blended it up along my neck until it looked completely flawless. Whereas with contouring before she'd given a clean application and less blend down toward the chin and out toward the ear, she put less powder into it and really blended up for some reason. Next was the rosy highlight down the cheeks that all but vanished into my own skin down the bottom of my face. Then came my lips and, as Gwen leaned in to apply lip liner, I could practically feel her breath tickling my own.

It was hypnotizing to just watch her do her thing, so I did. My gaze didn't shift, but slowly my ears caught her voice. Asking questions as she went, and me actually saying them. Not just letting me hum an answer or even nod or shake my head, but speaking. It was almost as if she was forcing the words out of me as her beauty overwhelmed me.

But it wasn't just the way my lips were painted over, nor the way my eyelashes, eyes, and eyebrows all appeared after. Every stroke of her brush, every puff of her lipstick brought me closer to her. Into her aura. The enchantment that radiated around her.

And then she said she was done and held up a mirror for me.

“What do you think?”

For a long moment, I couldn't do anything more than stare. Mouth agape. Stunned silent. Did… did she… did she really just make me into a girl? No, not a girl. A woman. A grown, mature woman. With the wig and the way she did my makeup, I could say with confidence that Gwen turned me into a MILF. A cougar. How she aged me ten years but kept me strikingly beautiful is a mystery I'll never solve. But the craziest part of it all is that I couldn't deny the excitement it brought me. The thrill. The taboo of it. To be made over into not just a woman, but a MILF.

In a daze, I sat there staring at the image before me, reflecting my face back at me. Not knowing how to process this. This couldn't be me. It couldn't. Only it was. I can't explain why, but the excitement welling up inside me felt empowering. When did this excitement ever happen? I tried and tried to think, but nothing came up. Nothing in the past four months of my life where I had felt confident about myself. Where I had looked up at the world and stood taller, expecting more. I couldn't think of a single event where I was happy, joyful, or felt empowered.

Yet, the woman in the mirror had confidence flowing through her, power and strength. Whether it was painted on with makeup or not didn't matter. Because it was there. Deep down in the twinkle of her eye, to the slight quirk in her brow. She had the confidence in herself that I lacked. That had been missing from my life. Or was it hiding and I just found it?

I forgot that Gwen was even in the room. She had taken a few steps back to just let me soak it all in. Eventually, she coaxed me out of the chair. I had to be pried away from the mirror with a crowbar. She gave me a hug before opening the door for me. It opened to a small hallway and eventually back to the changing room with the lockers. There, waiting for me, was Debbie, along with all of our purchases from earlier, and even a few more bags.

When she looked up from her phone, she beamed. “You look incredible. Tell me, Miles, how do you feel?”

“Like… like…” I ran my hand over the robe I was still wearing. “It's unreal.”

“But not uncomfortable?”

I shook my head.

“Then let's finish the transformation.” She stood and, instead of reaching into the bag that contained the leopard print lingerie I had picked out earlier, she pulled out a couple boxes from one of the new bags. “As powerful as makeup can be in creating the feminine illusion, its power is limited to above the shoulders.”

I was about to ask what she meant when she opened the boxes. At first, I thought they were large raw chicken cutlets. They were skin colored and smooth. But then my jaw dropped as she lifted the first one out of the box. Silicone hip pads. And they didn't just enhance the hips either. It was strange, when Debbie asked if I was comfortable enough to take off the robe, to be naked in front of her, I didn't hesitate. I mean, I was already standing before her with a professional makeover and a wig on. What was she going to do, make fun of my dick? I mean, sure, it's not like I'm packing heat down there. I am a grower, not a shower, as the saying goes.

Debbie gave me a warm smile as I stripped off the robe, a silent acknowledgment of the trust I'm putting in her, though her eyes did glance over at my cock, which apparently had developed stage fright and shrunk down to be no bigger than my thumb. She peeled off the paper backing and pressed it firmly in place, letting me know that the adhesive would last a few hours. I said nothing as she applied the second pad. When I caught my reflection in the mirror, the effect was breathtaking. In under a minute I had gone from square as a board to curvy like an hourglass. I bit my lower lip, tasting the waxy lipstick as I stifled a complaint about how damn curvy the hip pads were. There was no way these were the “standard” size. Debbie definitely went a little overboard.

My suspicions were confirmed when she opened the other, even larger box. A pair of breast forms, made from the same material as the hip pads. My eyes widened as she lifted the first one.

“Now, before you say anything,” Debbie smirked, “I only picked out the size that would fit into the bra you chose.”

I closed my mouth as she peeled off the paper backing, mentioning how the adhesive on these would be stronger, because of their size. As she pressed it against my bare chest, I nearly fell forward from the sheer weight of it. Once Debbie was satisfied the one side was in place, she bent down and applied the other. The feeling was unlike anything I'd felt before. In the span of five minutes, I went from being completely flat-chested to having breasts. And nice ones too, if I do say so myself. Not to toot my own horn. Or tits. They were full, had a downward slope, and a gentle hang to them. They definitely weighed a ton. She then took the leopard bra and slipped each form into the cups before clasping it shut in the back.

I couldn't see anything looking down. They filled my vision. I had to look over at the mirror to see the rest of my body, and I had to say it was pretty jarring seeing a big-breasted, curvy MILF with a small penis. Though, the more I thought about it, the more thrilling it was. It was so weird, so taboo. Was I getting turned on by this? The more I let the scene sink into my mind, the more I realized how much I was enjoying my transformation.

When I turned away from my reflection, Debbie was holding the panties. A leopard print thong. I had picked them out, thinking I would see her wearing them, but with trembling fingers, long nails painted a deep red, I reached out for the lacy undergarment. Debbie didn't avert her eyes as I pulled the skimpy underwear up my legs. The soft, delicate fabric tickled my hairless legs. I hesitated only a moment before pulling them all the way up.

I had to bite my lip to stifle a quiet moan as the lace enveloped my cock. It felt so amazing, soft yet firm, snug and perfect, making my member almost seem smaller. Then the material gently shifted down along the crack of my ass and I could only take a shaky breath as my balls pressed down. This couldn't possibly be real. There's no way I'm actually doing this. Yet, I felt alive. My heart pounded, blood rushed through me and I had no idea if this was from the makeover or the crossdressing. Or maybe it was the fact I had tits now and was wearing women's underwear. Either way, this was intoxicating, an amazing high that sent my mind spiraling into the stratosphere.

Debbie wrapped the matching leopard print garter belt around my waist, clasping it in the back and tucking the garters under the bands of my thong before ordering me to sit down. I silently obeyed, moving as in a dream as I watched her slide the black silk stockings up my legs, shuddering as the fabric brushed against my hairless skin. They went all the way up over the top of my thighs and when she clipped the garters in place, I just had to touch them. The sleek smoothness felt incredible. It was beyond arousing. I didn't say a word as she adjusted the garter belt slightly. Debbie knelt between my legs as she straightened the stockings, her hands grazing against my inner thighs, sending tremors straight to my core and hardening my dick.

Then came the heels. Oh fuck, the heels. I had completely forgotten about how high they were. There was no way I was going to be able to stand in those, let alone walk in them. I simply watched, wide-eyed, as she slipped the shoes on, my feet bending to match the high curve of the arches.

“Come on, stand for me.” Debbie got to her feet, reaching out a hand to me.

I stood. Awkwardly. But I stood, nonetheless. Debbie had me just stand there for a few moments. Like standing on my tiptoes, but having to account for how top-heavy I was. I had to look over at the mirror and, when I took it all in, my knees nearly gave out. A sexy, curvy cougar with an hourglass figure and tits staring back at me, flabbergasted by the fact that she looked and felt fucking hot. This wasn't possible. This couldn't be real, could it? It looked so incredible. This MILF looking back from the mirror couldn't possibly be me. But it was. And she was. We were one. She was everything I couldn't be and more. Confident, graceful, elegant. An aura that would have men eating right out of the palms of her manicured, bright red hands.

I shivered.

“Good. Just focus on standing straight.”

For what felt like forever, she just had me stand there, swaying gently back and forth until the balancing act came naturally. That was until she handed me the skirt. I didn't notice it when I first picked it out, but it had a zipper that ran the full length, which thankfully meant that I didn't need to try stepping into it while wearing these shoes. Debbie did the honors of “wrapping” it around me and zipping up the back. It went up higher than I imagined, up past my belly button, which meant that the hem stopped well above the knee. As I turned and looked at myself from different angles in the mirror, I couldn't help but notice a tiny little bump on the front of my skirt. A little bulge where the tip of my cock pressed up against the fabric.

Debbie didn't give me a chance to do anything about it, as she held up the blouse. Shiny, smooth silk, deep red like my painted lips and nails. It was like wearing liquid, the cool, soft material gliding over my shoulders and arms effortlessly. It clung to my frame, accentuated my feminine curves, and left the tiniest patch of exposed skin right between my boobs. She then buttoned up the cuffs before adjusting it slightly at the front, making sure the fabric was tucked into the skirt.

“I was thinking of Maxine. How does that sound?”

I was so caught up in my reflection that I didn't realize Debbie was speaking to me. My eyes flitted over to her. “What was that?”

“Do you like the name Maxine?” she asked, adjusting her glasses, which had slipped slightly down her nose.

I glanced back over at my reflection, looking myself in the eye, and let the name roll around in my mind. After a few moments, I nodded, trying to say it aloud, but the word caught in my throat, refusing to leave my lips. Instead, I just nodded with enthusiasm. Maxine sounded wonderful. It just worked. I had a new name, a new look, a new persona, a new… everything. I didn't just look amazing, I was amazing, a cougar of a woman who deserved everything. And everyone.

I just stared as Debbie completed what she called the “final touches”. Clip-on earrings, necklace, bracelet, a ring; the cherry on top a spritz of perfume. Floral, light, feminine, I breathed it in and my head swam. I couldn't believe how… how amazing it all felt. How incredible and powerful I was. How… beautiful, just… stunning I had become. I turned in the mirror, taking it in, all of it. Every facet, every angle, every bit of the character known as “Maxine” came into view and I could just eat it all up. There wasn't any doubt, no uncertainty or hesitation. Maxine was a MILF of a woman who would stop at nothing until the whole world knew who she was.

And this confidence, this power, it made me absolutely achingly hard, just by looking at how seductive and glamourous I looked. I was so engrossed in the MILF staring back at me, admiring how irresistibly delicious her every feature was, that I didn't notice at first the tremble of my hand as it reached up. Or when my painted index finger touched my pouty lower lip, stroking it gently. Even my own touch had a seductive power, an aura, radiating off of me.

Debbie stood back. I only had eyes for my reflection. Soaking in the power of the image, the force of my raw sexuality, and the sex appeal oozing off of me, even from behind the mirror. I shivered, trembling as I turned, biting my lip, smiling back at myself as my free hand slid up my arm, enjoying how soft my own skin felt, running up and along the collar, taking the fabric in hand and then curling a finger into the crevice of the fabric. I undid a button. When Debbie helped me with the blouse, she had buttoned up all the buttons, but for some reason I felt I needed to undo just one. The effect was instantaneous, and pushed the limits of the outfit. One more button and it would not have been appropriate for the public setting of the mall. Well, perhaps it was, but one more after that, and well…

Debbie took my hand and led me around the room, joking that, unfortunately, we wouldn't be spending the entire time standing around in this small changing room. Like a child learning to ride a bike without training wheels, Debbie guided me as I learned to walk in the heels. It was a struggle at first, but it came to me surprisingly quickly. And the more used to it I became, the more… feminine I felt. My partially erect cock that had slightly tented my skirt at the start of this had softened, retreating back into its lacy haven. I still ached for more. The confidence in myself was a drug I couldn't stop from pumping through me, and it showed. Debbie told me what it was. Self-esteem, the pure, confident belief in yourself.

Eventually, I managed to take a few steps of my own. My gait wasn't quite the same as before. It was far smoother, softer, less mechanical, I glided along the floor in a dreamy state. But I still had to work at it, learn a new technique for walking in heels that went beyond just finding your balance. It was all very fascinating.

Then I blinked, and we were back out into the mall proper. I don't remember leaving the changing room, if I said goodbye to Valerie, or if she even saw me and recognized me; did we even grab my stuff from the lockers? I let it go, as I was putting all my focus into maintaining the appearance, the look that I was a genuine MILF and not a man underneath it all. Especially as I caught the gazes of other men passing us by. In this outfit, especially with how “developed” I was, they were unable to help themselves from at least glancing in my direction. But it didn't end there, sometimes I would catch their eye, and sometimes I wouldn't need to. Because they would steal glances, try not to be noticed staring too intently at my profile. My ass. My rack. Most likely picturing what it might be like underneath all the fabric, imagining what they thought my tits looked like under there, even picturing the lingerie I was wearing underneath.

It was electrifying, arousing, titillating even, as I drew so many hungry stares from passersby, men of every age, single men, older men, even married ones with their own wives, I had their attention, had them transfixed by the beauty of the mature woman before them, not caring that I might notice their hungry eyes taking me in. And I loved it. Oh how I wanted them, wanted them bad. It was an ache deep in me I hadn't even realized existed. But now, as I looked myself over and drank in the lustful glances, I had an inkling. Now… I had an appetite and I hungered for them.

As if reading my mind, sensing the thoughts and cravings that even I couldn't believe were developing, Debbie asked how I was doing. How I was feeling.

“So, how do you feel, Maxine?” she emphasized the name as she spoke it.

I shuddered. Her words gave weight to my character, a new persona, giving validation to the sexy, seductive persona taking shape. All these men couldn't keep their eyes off me because of who I was, how beautiful, how sexy I appeared. How “Maxine” could attract and hold their gaze. Their… admiration. Their respect. Their… fear. I breathed in deeply and closed my eyes. “Good.” The word hung on my lips like a savored piece of chocolate slowly melting.

Debbie took a seat on a nearby bench and I joined her. As much as I came to revel in strutting around in the heels, my feet needed a break. She looked around before turning toward me. “Maxine, I had asked you to trust me earlier and you did. The results of that, well, speak for themselves, I think.”

I nodded. I'll say. To think that an hour or two ago I was just some plain, boring, sad man and now I'm striding around the mall, a bona-fide MILF feeling better than I have ever felt. Even in an outfit that some here in the mall may deem a little too risqué.

“I would like to ask you to trust me again.”

I looked over at her, wondering what she was planning. She had already convinced me to get a complete makeover and dress up like this. What else did she have in mind? Before I even had a chance to piece it together, Debbie spoke.

“It is my purpose to bring out my clients' full potential, to help them achieve happiness, fulfillment, and satisfaction. The physical transformation is only half of the equation.” She nodded toward the store that the bench faced. It was the only store in this mall that I can say I have visited on more than one occasion. The video game store. At this moment, it was pretty empty. Two teenage girls were browsing the collection while the two employees, both male, loitered behind the counter.

“What you are feeling now is only the tip of the iceberg. You're scratching the surface. How would you feel if I asked you to go in there and seduce one of the employees? Convince him to take you into the back room for a quickie?” Debbie watched me as my eyes flitted over to the store, zeroing in on the men working there. She leaned in closer. “Don't lie to me. Do you want to?”

Well, did I? Oh fuck… did I? Yes. Yes, I did. I did, more than anything. My heart pounded in my chest as my blood rushed. Adrenaline surged through me at the thought of what we were discussing. Could I even do something like that? Well, yes, I wanted to, sure, but was I able to? I didn't look at her as I took a steadying breath and confessed, “Yes… but… I… couldn't, I mean I don't know if I could…”

“Maxine, don't fret. Be playful, assertive. The outfit will do most of the work for you. All you have to do is show him how badly you want to taste his cock. Wrap your lips around it. Savor it. I'll be right behind you. Just pick which boy you want to charm and I'll handle the other.”

My lips quivered at the sheer audaciousness of her suggestion. Yet, when I closed my eyes, I could imagine it. Drape an arm around him, place my lips near his ear, and whisper sensual words into it. Stepping in closer, my full tits pressing up against his shoulder, grinding them into him as I coaxed him into the back for some… fun. He'll take me in a rush, pinning me up against the wall as I unfasten his pants and plunge my hand in. I'll moan out as I stroke him, taking in how fully and hard he is. Bringing him to the brink as I sank to my knees, burying my mouth into him as I slurped and suckled on his engorged member until he lost all control and emptied himself out in the back of my throat.

The two teenage girls walked out of the store and, without another word, Debbie stood. On shaky legs, I stood with her.

My stomach flipped and flopped as I made my way across the hall, heart pounding, fists clenched at my side, the heels on my feet echoing as I walked. There I was, Maxine, strutting my stuff, drawing the full and undivided attention of the two young guys. They didn't even notice Debbie as I strolled in like I owned the store, running a finger along the video game cases, slowly stalking toward the counter. I felt like such a slut, gazing around the aisles, playing coy as I found one of them staring at me. He was young, maybe only a few years younger than me—younger than my male self, that is. Now, with this mature body, these clothes, I knew I was so much more in his eyes. When he caught my gaze, he was startled, blushing as he averted his eyes, then returning a few moments later, continuing his admiring gawking from a moment before. I have his attention.

“I, um, welcome,” he greeted me nervously. The second looked up from his phone but didn't react. He didn't seem particularly impressed. “Is there, um, anything I can help you with, ma'am?”

Ma'am. The address, such a simple, polite word, actually made me shudder. It was an acknowledgment of my “maturity” and a subservient respect. And it worked wonders on my already swollen and aching lust. God, what the hell is going on with me? Why am I so turned on at the thought of seducing another man? Why am I so totally focused and enraptured with the thought of this man worshipping my body? I wanted it. My thoughts flashed back to the image of me kneeling before him in the back room, sucking his cock. My mouth, my very lips ached, wanting to feel his member; no, needing to feel his cock in my mouth. I could taste him and feel him between my lips. My throat constricted in anticipation as I imagined him thrusting his hips as his cock pulsed, pouring all that hot cum down my eager throat.

It was obvious I had already won his affection. Poor guy couldn't stop looking at me, at my large, well-endowed chest that jiggled with every step, at my slim waist, and seductive, curvy hips. So I went for it. I walked right up to the counter and smiled my best, sexiest smile. “Actually, I was hoping you might help me with something…”

Bolder than before, this younger man—he had a name tag reading “Jimmy”—dared to keep staring, even as I came within arm’s reach. God, he was just like how I used to be, too afraid to admit his desires. It was all there. I saw it. The lust was plain on his face. Every little pant from my moist, pouty lips sent a twitch through his pants, an obvious bulge starting to tent the black pants the employees wore, matched with a red button-up shirt.

Right on cue, Debbie walked into the store as the other employees started showing interest in what was happening at the opposite end of the counter. I didn't see what she did, but the guy left to go help her. Leaving me alone with Jimmy.

His eyes were locked on mine, and he was breathing heavily through his nose. “Well, what, um, how can I--”

I stopped him with my finger pressed to his lips. I let it linger there, enjoying the look of this cute, submissive guy nearly melting to the floor. “Shhh.” I didn't say it, just mouthed it with a smoldering look. Then reached past him and tapped my fingernail on the sign pinned to the cork board on the counter. My hands pressed into the counter top as I pushed myself up into a subtle pose, allowing him a perfectly framed view straight down my cleavage. “Unless you are hiding some games in there, I think this is what I'm looking for,” I purred. “I've heard there are some… private displays in the back room, are you familiar with those?”

At first, he shook his head in the negative, but the moment after he answered his jaw dropped open and he stammered, “N-No, um, yes! Yes, absolutely. I'd be happy to, that is I would, to do that, the thing, for you…”

“Maxine,” I cooed. I can't believe how easy this was. I can't believe how turned on I was. How all of a sudden I wanted nothing more than to taste another man's dick. Was it the outfit doing this to me? Have I always had these… desires? Were they repressed? Was I a man-hungry bitch like everyone seemed to believe of mature women? How can I ever go back? My heart beat hard as the conflict inside of me roiled, the urge to go for it warring with my need to flee this madness.

The fear of the unknown had paralyzed me and kept me chained to a life of boredom and routine. A life where every day was just a monotonous struggle, but one I thought I was safe and comfortable in. How I was content, if not happy in the misery and routine. But this. This was real freedom. The possibilities now at my fingertips, the doors open, the world, all my dreams and aspirations were within my grasp, and all of it, absolutely everything I wanted, craved, desired, even dreamed of, was laying right there before me, just within reach. All it took was a risk. All I had to do was take that next step.

I can't believe I'm saying this, but I just so desperately need to know what it's like. How it feels to suck cock. To feel hot sticky cum as a man fills me up, a warm sensation of fulfillment and joy. To enjoy being the filthy dirty cock sucker I am, the eager-to-please slut, hungry for more, thirsty to drink it down and to milk it for all that I could take. The tingle between my lips as I pressed them together, imagining the warmth on my tongue and my cheeks, picturing the streams shooting across my vision and the taste filling my mouth. To actually fulfill this hidden desire, finally come out and release the real me, embrace it all.

To think that earlier, Debbie had asked if I had ever considered—or would consider—being with another man, and I said no. Yet here I am now, thirsting over another man's cock.

Jimmy glanced over at his coworker, who was deep in conversation with Debbie, his back turned toward us. Jimmy's gaze lingered on me for just a second as he muttered “fuuuuuuck” under his breath. Then he went over and opened the door to the back room. I made a quick peek over at Debbie, who gave a nod, before disappearing into the back room with him. He had this hapless look on his face. Not only was this happening, he was probably wondering how the hell he was getting away with this, not quite believing his luck.

Now that we were in the back, it became clear that there wasn't much space. Between the shelves, extra inventory, a desk, and a terminal used for ordering products and keeping track of accounts, there was little room for anything else. He stopped walking and I continued forward. As the door clicked shut behind me, the room became a quiet and dark cocoon. The back door had a narrow strip of frosted glass, letting a sliver of light in, just enough to see by. With just the two of us, it was suddenly extremely intimate. I turned toward him. We didn't speak. His breath grew ragged in anticipation, and my mouth, wet with anticipation, opened.

I leaned forward and kissed him. Hot, wet passionate. Whatever doubts about who I was evaporated. I was dressed as a woman, making out with another man, and it felt amazing. His tongue met mine, dancing around, exploring each other's mouth as we French kissed, kissing deeply as our lips smacked. The kiss was electrifying, putting a spark to gasoline as a burning desire sparked to life within me. This is fucking incredible. I couldn't believe how great it felt just being the physical and sexual representation of sexuality. As Maxine, I was a sexy vixen, an irresistible object of desire. I was living out that image and it was magical. A complete 180. So in contrast to how I used to live and behave, it seemed like a totally different life. A far more exciting and thrilling one that made me yearn to break free from my restraints and immerse myself entirely into the role.

I had been tip-toeing around it, but I can't deny it now. I can never go back to women. This, this hunger, this pleasure, and all I've done is kiss another man! I felt as if I was just a step away from plunging all the way over the edge. Not that I even had the strength, willpower, or any desire to resist the call. So I kissed, feeling a swell of sensual confidence as my body shivered, tingling and aroused. As my lips were pressed against his, I slipped my hand between us and rubbed him. My touch brought an immediate reaction, my eyes latching onto the growing bulge at the front of his pants, a hardness appearing where I had worked my fingers and stroked. He let out a sharp, desperate moan, and I knew that I needed to hear more. Hear his sexy sounds. Pleasure him until he could no longer resist. Make him desperate to fuck my mouth.

Without thinking about it, or what would happen, or the possible repercussions, I fell to my knees, pulled down the zipper, and reached a trembling hand into his pants, feeling the shape of his hardening cock. His hand was on my shoulder, as if bracing himself for what was happening. I glanced up, not fully able to see his face, only that his eyes were watching. I tugged down the waistband of his underwear until his dick sprung out and slapped me on the chin. Then it bounced right in my face, stiff and fully erect, grazing along my soft skin. My lips parted on instinct, drawing a deep breath, tongue sticking out in anticipation.

There it was. Right here before me, sticking straight out. I took his dick in my fist, slowly pumping his length, admiring how solid, heavy, and masculine it was. My wrist worked deftly, tugging slowly, firmly, while bringing it in closer, working it against my cheek. I was treating it like the precious, delicate, and powerful object that it was. His dick twitched at the soft feeling of my smooth, silky skin as I wrapped him up completely. As I rolled the length of my face along his length, pressing his throbbing shaft into the side of my face, I took it with my other hand as well, shifting positions as I moved one to caress his balls, lightly brushing along the sensitive skin, cradling them tenderly with my long slender fingers, teasing my fingertips around the orb-like shapes, lightly tugging on them. He seemed to particularly appreciate that, his hips bucking into me a bit. I stuck my tongue out further, tracing up his shaft as I kept stroking him, until I reached his tip and glided my wet tongue along the little opening. A small drop of fluid was there. It was salty, sweet, and tantalizingly warm. And delicious. I groaned and slid my hand up his length, wetting the entirety of his cock before swirling my tongue and rolling the tip of his prick into my mouth and bobbing my head. My cheeks swelled a little with his girth, causing me to draw a heavy breath through my nose. He grunted in response. The warmth and heat, the whole sensual act, and being with another man made me burn with lust.

I could taste his precum, getting a good sampling of its flavor as I lapped it up and gently suckled the head of his shaft. I groaned in satisfaction. More and more it seemed impossible to pull myself away from this man's cock. I felt in a trance as his taste, his musky masculine scent, and his arousal burned through me and overruled whatever had been left of my sanity, lust, passion, and arousal fueling the fire within me, melting the doubts in my mind, and erasing my fears.

With each new surge of passion, I only longed for more. The longer I savored him, the better it got. His groans became the most heavenly music as I continued to play my hands and mouth over his prick, kissing, sucking, and slurping with abandon. My saliva mixed with his precum, slathering his entire dick, bathing it in a layer of hot and wet while I moaned. Dropping my jaw as far as it could go, I managed to swallow part of him, almost deep-throating him; yet he still had several inches left and it was a tight fit. So, instead, I wrapped both of my hands around the base of his erection and pumped him through my closed fists. This, along with the deep suction of my lips, hollowed-out cheeks, and oral ministrations left him utterly at the mercy of the skillful mouth servicing him. It must be blowing his mind. What could be better than having a gorgeous woman—a MILF no less—get on her knees and suck you dry. The image of what must have been in his head, of being treated like a king, or at the very least a rock star, in the eyes of this mature beauty, undoubtedly contributed to this guy's near-instant unraveling.

With my lips pressed around his cock head I knew how it tasted, savoring the flavor in my mouth and on my lips, swallowing the spicy-salty treat. That was when I was rewarded, a spurting warmth shot to the back of my throat. I squealed and opened my eyes wider in surprise before my lids came half shut. Goddamn, it feels good. And a lot too. More spurts followed as he quickly filled my mouth with a heavy load of warm cum. It had a creamy texture, rich and tangy, and satisfying. The flavor and feel in my mouth and cheeks was better, deeper, and more sensational than any of my memories of how my own blow jobs felt.

As I swallowed Jimmy's seed, it only cemented the fact that there was no going back for me. No desire to. Why waste my time with women when I can dress like this? Be this radiant source of sexual energy, an erotic force of nature, that attracts men like bees to a honeypot, or a bug to a bug zapper? My lips popped free as I let his spent dick go, hanging thick, still half rigid, and gleaming, strings of my saliva dripping down his shaft.

“Ohhhh fuck,” Jimmy muttered. In the dim light of the storeroom, the game store employee looked high as a kite, barely able to stand upright. Was I his first blowjob? The first person to wrap their lips around his dick? No, there's no way. He wasn't ugly, and he wasn't super young either, maybe in his early to mid-20s.

As I straightened up, Jimmy sobered instantly. Panic enveloped his face as he hastily pulled his pants back up and tucked his softening dick back into his boxers.

“That was—fuck,” he said, “I'm in such deep shit.” I said nothing as he gestured for me to wait while he poked his head through the door back out into the store proper. “Okay, clear.”

I had to squint as I stepped back out into the store and we quickly took up our positions from before this little rendezvous. Debbie was still chatting up the other employee. How long were we in there? It felt like an eternity. But maybe that was because I was having the mother of all sexual epiphanies, that there was no way I could go back to women. Was I… am I gay? Can I even call myself that, dressed like this? I mean, sure, I'm still a man underneath the makeup, the lingerie, and the shapewear.

I let the thought simmer in my mind as I walked out of the store. I felt guilty not buying anything, but I didn't have my wallet, keys, phone, anything. Debbie had them, I think, with the rest of my male belongings in one of the shopping bags. I turned right and walked until I was out of eyeshot from inside the store.

Then I reached up to touch my lips. They still felt slick with his cock juices. My lipstick was probably a mess from what I just did. All the emotions hit me. Oh god, I can't believe how turned on I honestly felt! Excited and exhilarated, giddy and horny, yet also feeling so so naughty and perverted. There was also a deep thrill knowing that there was a 'to be continued'. There was definitely no going back, no more pretending that being Maxine wasn't the most empowering feeling ever, because that was a huge lie. After that? Holy hell.

There was nothing sexier than embracing the fact that I was a total cock sucker. A gay MILF. A perverted slut, but one with class, a fine red-painted lipstick veneer, the smooth sheen of silk, and a bustier hugging and enhancing an amazing pair of fake breasts. A sophisticated, sophisticated, horny little MILF with a taste for thick yummy dick and hot white cum.

Maxine. Gay Maxine. Gay gay gay. Fucking hot gay-as-fuck Maxine. A slew of other labels, names, titles, and slurs came to mind. Words considered taboo or derogatory, but so, so hot. So thrilling, so exciting. Miles? No, I'm not “him” anymore. Miles was a plain, sad, pathetic straight guy. I'm Maxine, a fierce, lustful man-turned-MILF. A gay cocksucker, slut for dick… a faggot. Faggot, gay for cock, hot, naughty, fuckin' gay-slut. Gay…faggot…nasty sissy faggot. There I was, stepping out of a normal, mundane life, now plunging myself head first into this alternative, debauched one that, unquestionably, I would love to live every day for the rest of my life.

And just think of Debbie. How she can teach me, mold me, help me become the very best sissy-slut gay cock sucker and pervert that I'm destined to be? How could I ever repay her? Maybe, though, there isn't really any gratitude I can give. Because at the heart of it, all this… and what I'm destined for is simply pleasure and joy. The freedom that comes with fully exploring your sexuality and self. Something I had denied, hidden, ignored, and tried to suppress, but only found true, pure ecstasy now that I've fully given myself to my true identity. Maxine: Gay MILF, sissy-femme, perverted, slut, cocksucker extraordinaire. Serving men. Real men.

I bit my lip as the realization dawned on me. It was one thing to suck a cock, to wrap my lips around a delicious dick. As I saw Debbie walk out of the store and toward me, a big, shit-eating grin on her face, I knew what would come next. What I needed to do. Despite what I felt, how I saw myself now, this new and vastly improved version of me, there was still one thing left before the “transformation” was complete.

I took some of the bags from Debbie as we walked the air-conditioned paths of the mall, the late-afternoon sun beaming down through the skylights. I walked tall and proud, my hips swaying on their own, striding as if I had been doing this all my life, that I really was a cougar, a mature woman seeking pleasure in the arms—and cocks—of younger men. As opposed to just a 30-year-old guy dressed the part.

I was a natural, not even realizing I was walking with elbows bent and at my sides, arms turned out, wrists limp until I caught my reflection in the glass windows of one of the stores. Nothing about me was straight anymore. As if accepting the truth of my overwhelming femininity, my own cock—if it can even be called that—made no attempt to harden. I wouldn't be surprised if it had shrunk down even more. Diminutive. Limp. Insufficient and unsatisfactory. It had taken a backseat, inconsequential. I mean, when was the last time I really got to use it? It had been months, months since I penetrated a woman.

“So?” Debbie finally broke the silence. My smile was my answer, and the blushing of my cheeks. “Is that so?”

“Yes. Fuck yes. I loved it!” My exclamation had some shoppers look our way.

“Go ahead, dear. Tell me.”

I struggled with the words. I didn't know how to start, where to begin. What was racing through my mind when I leaned on the counter. How it all happened so quickly. That as soon as we were in the backroom I just started making out with him.

Debbie's smug smirk stayed with her as I recounted everything. How he was obviously very inexperienced and that made me really turn up the heat. How I started working my mouth. Then things became blurry as my new nature began to surface, only able to fully understand what happened after. I became another person. How I blew him, got on my knees, and blew him. Taking the guy's cock in my hand. Feeling him in my hands and mouth. My first blowjob. An amateur blowjob, but I had done it. He liked it. Then him spurting a hot, sticky load right into my mouth. And fuck! I loved it. I couldn't explain the immense satisfaction of hearing him moan, enjoying how a man was melting at my hands and lips. It was a rush.

Debbie stopped and gestured to a trio of women. “Those women, would you say that they are attractive, beautiful?”

I looked them over and nodded. Sure. They were all different and beautiful in their own ways. They were slender. All three had sleek, blonde hair, very primped and refined. Their makeup wasn't over the top, their legs were very trim and lean. The blouse, tank tops, or tee that each wore was nice and snug, but not tight. Or loose, baggy, or unflattering. They had shapely bottoms and modest breasts. I said as much to Debbie, who nodded.

“Okay, but tell me, Maxine, do you feel any sexual attraction to them at all?”

I glanced their way again as they stopped near a directory and reviewed it. My shoulders dropped, lower lip protruded slightly, eyelashes aflutter. No. Nothing at all. Nada. There was nothing I wanted in the slightest. I wasn't the slightest bit horny looking at these girls. “No.”

“I already knew your answer, I just needed to hear it from you,” Debbie said.

“How--”

Debbie looked me up and down. “Maxine, do you see the way you're standing? With your hip out, your wrists all limp, pouty lips…”

It had felt so natural. Like it was the most comfortable, natural stance for me to take. And with the reflection I had just seen in the window, I had unconsciously adopted the flamboyant posture. “So what does this mean?”

Debbie smirked. “It means there's one last thing you need to do. One last act to seal the deal, so to speak.”

She didn't give me a chance to respond as she headed off toward one of the main department stores. There was only one thing that she could mean. The “one act” was so obvious, but even with these desires, these admissions, I'm terrified. It was one thing to just sneak into the back room to suck a man's cock, but to bend over and let him fuck me? To feel his throbbing member thrust deep into my… my…

I bit my lip. While I know there's no way I could ever go back after sucking cock. To be penetrated… that would cement it. Make it all real, final. What else could it possibly lead to, what other alternatives would remain? I mean, I'm already 99% of the way there, would it really change things? Maybe not really, except perhaps to make everything so much better? But if I were to lose my virginity to a guy, to give up my anal cherry, no turning back, it will mean that I can never go back to women again.

Doesn’t it? I think so.

But would I be able to hide who I really was to whatever lucky guy took me into the back room? It was easy to hide it from Jimmy, the second we started kissing he was far from sober, I wonder if he even remembers what I looked like. But this… the guy would likely spot my fake breasts, the hip pads, and oh yeah, my tiny limp penis. Would he even care? Would he call me names as he fucked me? Insult and taunt me, or call me a sissy-slut as he used my body for his own selfish pleasure? That sounded so hot!

So many thoughts ran rampant through my head. I pictured some guy holding me down, restraining my hands, and calling me a slutty faggot as his big hard prick skewered my tight virgin asshole. Bending me over and just rutting his enormous rod in my formerly virgin hole and showing me what it's like to have an alpha male fuck me good. My “ass-pussy” wrapped taut around his manly girth and length. Filling me. Exploring deeper. Deeper. Just fucking me silly. Making me into an even bigger bitch and whore.

The thought of it all, what it would do to me. It's making sucking cock pale in comparison. This would truly be the momentous moment of my transformation, from straight guy to sissy-femme gay-slut. I needed to know. I need to hear him call me these things as he pounds my boipussy, fucks what microscopic remnants of masculinity I have left out of me. Emasculating me into a slut, making me the biggest little faggot ever. A fat, big cock shoved balls-deep inside of me, pounding me mercilessly. Giving me a fucking that would erase all those months and years with women. It would drive the nail into the coffin that says, “I'm a total bona-fide gay-slut, femme bitch of a man, the biggest little sissy faggot alive”. I needed to feel the utter degradation and submission that came along with bottoming and giving myself up for a man's pleasure.

“Do you know what that is?” Debbie asked, glancing over at me. “What the last act you need to do is?”

“To get fucked by a guy,” I admitted.

“Oh, it's so much more than that, Maxine. It isn't just about fucking, no?” Debbie chuckled as she diverted away from the entrance of the department store off to the side. “What does it mean to you, to be fucked?”

“Um…” Debbie nodded as we walked, gently encouraging me. “…submission.”

“Submission to what, dear? Submission to what, and don't sugar-coat it.”

I stopped. There was nobody near, no young guys, nobody within ear-shot of our conversation. Nobody was around who could hear. There was something thrilling knowing that, even with nobody to overhear, to tell her my shameful, debauched desires, I still needed to say the words. They still needed to come from my own lips. That was the crux of what was so deeply exciting and erotic about it all, admitting these taboo, deviant ideas, as if I needed a further seal on my fate, another formality, really, for my surrender. My full submission.

“To men, to cock.” Debbie nodded, but said nothing. I could tell from her expression that it wasn't enough. I knew I was holding back. She told me not to sugar-coat it. I pushed on. “…it'll be my utter emasculation, being submissive, subservient, to real men and the power they have between their legs. Their superiority.”

“And?”

“Because…” my face grew hot. “It'll be when I truly become Maxine, a gay MILF faggot. A feminine cocksucker, no longer a man, but not a woman either. My last bastion of masculinity, what made me a man will have been taken by a man. Another man. By a cock. That will make me… complete. I will be free. Truly happy. Living as… the truest possible Maxine.”

Debbie smiled. “So you're not afraid of being found out? That whatever guy you lure into a dark, cramped storeroom will see who you really are?”

At this point, there was no more point in keeping these thoughts and feelings to myself. “I think it'll only make it hotter. Knowing that I can't escape being a feminized, sissy bitch gay-slut would help the degradation along. For him to tell me all the dirty little truths that I am. Call me names. Debase me and tear me apart. I'd be at his mercy.”

Debbie nodded. “Then let's make it a reality.”

I followed Debbie deeper into the department store. The section of the store that opened to the mall proper was the women's clothing. As such, it was the most popular. But for this to work, we'd have to go to one of the quieter parts of the store. In the back corners, away from any of the major walkways or exits. Quiet, small alcoves hidden in aisles of clothing. Ideal to tease a young man, lead him astray…

Debbie stopped and pulled me between one of the racks. “Target acquired,” she whispered.

I poked my head out to see who it was she was referring to. The din of the mall had all but vanished in this quiet, seemingly forgotten corner of the department store on the very top level. He stood behind the counter, aimlessly typing away at the computer. He was tall and handsome, thin, looking sharp in the suit and tie required by the store. Fair skin, reddish hair. Thick black-rimmed glasses that suited his oval-shaped face and angled nose. My best guess puts him right around thirty. He must have been part of the managerial staff. His eyes, a dull green, shifted from one task to another. Unsatisfied, clearly unengaged.

Not far behind him was a plain door marked “Employee's Only”. I peeked around when he had his back turned. No one in site. This is my only shot.

I strutted towards the man, letting my natural, feminine instincts take over. It was now, or never. I moved at a steady pace, hips swiveling in a manner that couldn't be ignored. I made my way down the long, otherwise empty aisle, drawing closer. His eyes lifted from the computer. “Hi there,” I began in my sweetest voice.

There was a flash of confusion on his face. It was the same moment that the transformation in his eyes went from initial shock and uncertainty, to curious understanding. “Hello. Looking for something specific?” This wasn't going to be nearly as easy as convincing Jimmy. I would actually need to be a bit more bold.

My back straightened, my chest puffed out, and I made sure that his eyes gravitated down to my cleavage. This man needed to understand from the outset how, to me, his desires and needs would take precedence over anything I might have wanted. Not to mention the fact that I wouldn't get anywhere without his cooperation, which meant convincing him that he would benefit greatly from having some fun in the back. A nice change of pace, blowing off a bit of steam. A good way to forget the boredom and monotony.

“What would you say if I said I was here for a different reason? I wasn't looking for clothing. My name is Maxine.”

He raised an eyebrow as my meaning slowly sank in. There was the barest hint of a flush on his cheeks as his mind fully registered what was going on. He hadn't just gotten a playful flirt from a woman. Someone was hitting on him. Coming onto him strong. The woman coming onto him was dressed as a provocative MILF. Mature and sexy in equal measure. And, more importantly, obviously ready for sex and desiring cock.

His lips tightened. I could tell, despite the outward appearance of being uncomfortable, or being awkward and caught off-guard, there was interest. He wanted to engage in a naughty and risqué sexual activity right here and now, within the very store itself. It was forbidden and hot to imagine having sex in the workplace, that even behind the security door he could be heard by customers. Where everyone could speculate whether the sound was from an item falling, or from an amorous tryst behind the scenes.

“Is there something I can get for you?”

I fought the urge to let a pleased smirk. It was obvious he was not quite willing or ready to engage in the activity himself. That meant I had to escalate. I took a step to the side of the counter, glancing down the aisle to double-check, confirming that, while we were no longer the only ones in this corner, none were in sight. “I was wondering what you had in the back room. Perhaps you could show me? A manager such as yourself could use a break, after all.”

With an apparent modicum of subtlety, he adjusted the front of his pants. There was a bulge there that hadn’t been there before, and a glimmer of excitement in his green eyes. “Right this way,” he answered quietly, circling the counter and leading me to the door, just feet from where we stood. It opened as soon as he inserted the key, and I followed him in as he held the door open. It was a wide room with multiple storage areas. Instead, he opened the first door on the right and waved me into a small, windowless office. As he closed and locked the door, I positioned myself on the desk.

He closed the gap and planted his lips on mine. The second man I have ever kissed, and wow, did he kiss with fire and passion, unlike Jimmy who was nervous and awkward. This time there was no buildup. There was no denying the clear signs. This was exactly why I was dressed so brazen, sexy, and alluring.

This would be far more than the fantasy and dirty thoughts running wild. The sexual tension and unresolved needs would be resolved, and I'd experience the rawest expression of desire. The fervency and tenaciousness would push my nature to the limits and surpass it. The humiliation and embarrassment and debasement of taking it in the ass for the first time. To be bottomed for real, and by a hung stud. To truly know what it would take to fulfill me, to truly make me Maxine.

I may have begun it by dressing, putting on the hip pads, wig, false tits, lipstick, blush, etc., but it would end by submitting. With him penetrating my tight asshole. Pounding into me hard and raw and forcefully. Like I was some silly little cumdumpster bitch. Fucking me into an obedient little slut, making my former ego a distant memory. All my previous conquests meaningless. This would be the true catalyst and test, beyond sucking cock, or getting manhandled. This would prove my acceptance as Maxine, a lowly, and subordinate faggot. A confirmed and true sissy MILF cumdumpster.

When he pulled back for air, I dropped down to my knees. I hastily fumbled his belt apart, yanking his trousers down until they puddled around his feet. This wasn't like my encounter with Jimmy, where my purpose had been purely seduction and enticing. I wasn't coaxing out the sexual interest. The moment the door closed and locked, I was his slut and I was expected to perform.

His cock wasn't huge, or terribly thick. But the flesh felt hard as iron as it sprang forth. Nothing shy or ashamed about him, it jumped to full erection almost immediately. With barely a breath or beat of hesitation, my lips engulfed him. My soft red lips gliding and parting easily to admit his manliness. It was as I thought. I had become a well-practiced cocksucker, or else naturally adept. If I thought any time or worry was needed for my jaw to relax and adjust to his size, I was wrong. My throat was no longer something I struggled around. There was no discomfort. The spit flowing to ease him inside, my gag reflex suppressed. I pushed forward, allowing his meaty shaft deeper and deeper into me.

Unlike Jimmy, the manager wasn't interested in foreplay. I knew there wouldn't be much buildup. A slut like me wasn't about that. I was about giving a cock the relief it wanted when it wanted, how it wanted. “God. I was right. You're a slut, aren't ya? I bet you fuck. All you little horny married chicks do. Get a bit bored at home with hubby, don't you?”

This wasn't a lover or boyfriend. I didn't owe any fidelity. I was here because of him, to satisfy him. To service him. I bobbed my mouth further and further onto his shaft until I could go no further. My nose nuzzled his trimmed pubic hair and my hands squeezed at his firm and supple rear. This is where I was to stay. This is where I deserved to be, to honor and pay homage to manhood. Cock worship and pleasure.

It only took a few moments before his fingers found my Wig and clutched it tightly. His hips thrust forward, driving his member into me at an angle. Again and again he fed his man-meat between my parted lips. I tasted and breathed and savored his masculinity as his prick fucked in and out. Pulling free, leaving a trail of precum to dribble down my chin as his cock withdrew.

My newfound skills were put to the test as he worked harder and harder. Pushing faster and faster, until he was ramming his rigid shaft with frenzied speed. Ramming the shaft all the way down my gullet.

“Fuck! You really love cock, don't you? I bet you can't live without it. You're so fucking naughty…” He pulled his cock out of my mouth, eliciting a whimper, but before I could say anything, he commanded me up onto the desk, growling with hunger and lust. It sent a thrill up my spine as I quickly and silently obeyed, bending at the waist and resting on my elbows on the solid wood. “Bend over and spread 'em. Let’s take a look at that greedy, eager…”

He trailed off as he lifted the hem of my skirt up, revealing not just my leopard print lingerie, but my silicone hip pads and the last, miniscule proof of who I am under the clothes and the makeup.

“…pussy?” He stepped back, then smacked my ass through my lingerie. A jolt of electricity traveled from my sensitive crotch up my back as his palm connected. Then another. A third spank, as hard as the others. Again and again. A mixture of stinging pain, and the undeniable pleasure. Each jolt directly affecting the heat in my gut, causing the core of my need to swell and burn hotter. More and more desperate.

“Wow. Who would have thunk?” He ran a finger up and down the line of my panty-covered ass crack. It tickled and tensed the muscles, making me shudder and wiggle, yearning to have him return to his ravaging. “Does the wife know you're wearing her lingerie? Sneaking out while she's at work to seduce other men? Are you gonna moan for me, you silly little cunt? Huh?”

The fact was that he knew exactly who I was , wasn't fooled, didn't doubt my femininity. “Y… yes.”

“Louder, pussy. Or I'm just gonna slam in dry. And I know you'll love that, won't you?”

“Yes,” I said with greater volume.

Another spank. “I don't believe you!”

“Yes, I will love your big cock in my pussy!”

As soon as I screamed the words, his cock pushed my panties aside, pressed the tip against my crinkled and virgin opening. “Hold still, girly.”

He grunted as his cock pushed forward, not forcefully. Insistent. With firm insistence, his cock worked its way in. I gasped and clenched, squeezing my muscles in surprise and uncertainty. My natural reaction trying to prevent him from breaching my tender, anal ring. There wasn't a second guess in him. This was exactly what he craved, and what I needed to provide him. In seconds his cock drove through the clamped ring, opening, widening my orifice around his invading member.

My pussy clenched in reaction, hot and needy. He had taken me. Right there, bent over a desk in a locked store office. There was no hiding behind the initial seductive buildup. There was only the pure sexuality, the degrading violation. I had given in to his demand, to my own needs and urges. It was exhilarating and frightening and all-consuming. Every second that passed increased the impact it would have on my identity and view of myself. I was becoming a slutty whore. An animal, horny and open for dick, craving cock.

A gasping cry escaped my parted red lips as he started plunging in and out, sinking further and further each time. Tapping against my rear entry with loud slaps. I squeezed and contracted the muscle as his prick slid into the hilt. His balls touched my flimsy lingerie. His entire length was seated deep inside my bowels, stretching me out. Opening me up for a fuck.

My fingers tightened at the edge of the table. With a steady rhythm, he pumped his cock in and out of my ass. There were no concerns over him hurting me, or being too fast or rough, as though that was even remotely possible. At a steady speed, a man’s cock fucked me in and out. With grace and artistry, he held his full length embedded as deeply as it could be before pulling it out, all the way. When the bulbous crown of his prick popped free from the entrance, it sent a rush of excitement and joy through me, to leave an empty hollow feeling. Just waiting to be refilled.

With each repeated thrust, the friction lessened, and my resistance diminished. He filled me again and again. While I remained on my elbows, gripping the edge of the desk, arching my hips high in the air to provide the easiest and deepest access to the man on the other side. Occasionally he would slap my ass, or lean forward and squeeze my breasts. Calling me names as he pounded me. My soft, female moans answering his crude remarks. I was a bitch. I was an eager slut. And I loved every second. I was his sex toy, ready to accept and serve and thank.

His voice broke. “You feel that, bitch? That's my whole cock. Is this your first time?” I nodded eagerly, whimpering, grinding into his hips to feel him press against me more. The angle changed and his cock ground even deeper into my backside.

“Oh God!” I cried. He responded by pressing the issue, targeting those places his prick now clearly recognized and sought. His hand reached around and cupped me there, searching between my legs, over my panties to stimulate the aching heat between them.

“Holy shit, no wonder you're such a dress-wearing faggot,” he laughed as he found my soft dicklet caressed by the fabric of the thong. I gasped, a half scream and a long drawn-out moan escaping my red lips, as his hand groped me between the legs. Rubbing and massaging my womanly cock. Arousing and tempting as he assaulted both my erogenous zones, forcing a sudden orgasm to swell and wash through me. “How much dick have you sucked?”

My heart was hammering, I could hardly hear the question. He slammed into my prostate, over and over, stimulating me from within as he pawed me. His hand drifted from my cock to my neck, pulling me upright until his chest was plastered to my back. I was impaled on him, his full length skewered up my ass. Unable to pull free or thrust. Just spearing as far and wide and deep as his cock could, flexing, holding it, twitching, throbbing. It wasn't even thrusting or moving, yet my world seemed to shake. His cock buried, he grunted his completion into my ear.

Warmth exploded, filling me in waves. The seed jetting from the swollen crown to the inner walls. Burst after burst of cum. Load after load. The intensity overwhelmed me. In my dreamlike and detached state, my mind wandered and fell deeper and deeper. A pulsating cock continued pumping and throbbing. Droplets of drool fell from my slack mouth. I was so hot, and alive. Desiring. Yearning. Satisfied. And desiring even more.

“Damn, you feel good. Had that been a real pussy I might've gotten you pregnant,” he laughed. “What did you say your name was again? Margie?”

“Maxine,” I whimpered.

With a grunt, he pulled out. I shivered as the deflating cock fell free. So huge. I don't remember it being that big. It had been inside me. Then I felt the flow. Felt his hot cream begin leaking out, spilling down over the curve, escaping the once-tight opening. There was so much inside, running out freely. Trickling down my thighs. It drizzled onto the floor, leaving a mess for a future employee to mop. A deposit from me into his workplace.

“Well, Maxine, turn around and show me that pathetic little dick of yours. I want you to rub one out for me—no, not jerk off like some boy, rub your little dicklet through your panties until you make them all wet.”

I instantly stood and turned. It was the correct response, showing obedience and servitude. What else would a dumb sissy like me do after the pounding I received? I was now fully committed. I sat on the edge of the desk, legs spread as if I had an actual pussy for him to penetrate, and brought my painted fingertips to the front of my panties. Even with a cock shoved inside, and a hole defiled, the taboo and eroticism of caressing the lump beneath the fabric thrilled me. I stroked slowly, unsure if this was a proper gesture to relieve my arousal. It felt so strange, so vulnerable and feminine. The lingerie itself added to the sensations and emotional thrill as the soft cotton fabric grazed along the minuscule tube and sheath beneath.

The manager stood over me, watching my motions with an approving gaze. When my voice lifted in a moan and my eyes half closed, I heard the murmur. “You're getting really hard, huh Maxine? How much are you liking it? Do you think of cock often? Does it turn you on? Do you like the idea of being fucked, and creamed, by a big juicy cock?”

He spoke slowly. The dirty words a slow steady monologue. Stepping closer. Every action he asked for made sense. A logical extension, moving the goalposts a tiny bit further away. As his question progressed, I wanted to comply, as though the path and actions weren't clear from the beginning.

“Yes,” I heard myself groan. “Yes. It feels so… I can't…”

“Not like that. Take those useless panties off and toss them in the garbage. If you're not using it, why wear any, right?” He raised an eyebrow, daring me to argue the matter. I didn't. Quickly I did as commanded and discarded the unwanted fabric into the small bin. It sent a thrill up my spine, knowing that once I leave this office, this back space, I'll be walking around with my little dick exposed to the air. For all the world and the male population to see should they walk past and look beneath my skirt. To see my tiny dick bobbing about as I walk about the mall.

“Spread wider and keep going.”

Hearing the request, a gasp escaped, but my legs widened. Allowing his gaze fuller access to my genitals, and granting an even greater sexual appeal. The juices on my thighs, his spilt juice. The sensitive organ growing harder. Bigger. Louder gasps and whimpers came forth as I surrendered completely.

“That's it, little slut. Go on, don't stop. Keep rubbing your boiclit. Don't jerk it, it's not a cock. Not like mine.”

“Yes… Mmmm.”

“Say it,” he commanded.

“This is… ahhh… I mean…” My fingers quickened on their own. It was no longer a tease and rub. My heart raced. Throb, throb, throb. Pulsating with need, yet again.

“Say it Maxine, I wanna hear your confession.”

I whimpered, but not a negative one. A submissive call. An eager whimper of subservience and willingness. “This… uhhhh… this isn't a c… cock. This is my b… boyclit.”

It happened again. Heat surged and throbbed through my flesh, only to surge again as the realization of my own statement hit me, causing me to almost orgasm. Almost. It didn't end. It swelled further, driving me toward another.

“Not quite slut. Try saying: This isn't a cock, sir.”

I obeyed his order. Without pause or hesitation. My voice gained confidence. I was more desperate, hornier, than ever before. “This isn't a c-cock… Sir!”

“And, what are you doing right now? Be specific.”

“I… I'm touching and masturbating m-my clitty, Sir.”

“Why are you wearing a skirt and high heels and makeup?”

“So people know I am a sl-slut for cock.” I rubbed frantically, willing the waves to happen. They never reached a peak. Always coming closer, building higher and hotter. An ocean's swell never reaching the shore. “Oh please. May I…? Can I cum?”

He checked his watch, sighed, and shook his head. “Sorry, Maxine. My break is over.” I gasped and looked up, seeing a playful and cunning smile, then dropped my eyes. Too ashamed to see the power he held. Power that brought me to such a horny state, then cruelly left me wanting and unfulfilled. He unlocked the door and poked his head into the hallway before gesturing me to leave.

I hesitated, only a moment before I slid down from the desk. My eyes darted over toward the small bin where my soaking wet panties sat atop a pile of rubbish. The manager checked his watch again as I adjusted my skirt and blouse, grabbed a tissue to wipe off his cum that had gone down the length of his leg.

As I moved toward the door, he put his arm out in front of me. “Come back any time, you dirty cockwhore.” He punctuated his sentence with a playful smack on my ass.

I looked down and quietly answered, “Th… thank you, sir,” then scurried away. The cum in my ass, smeared down my thighs, the memory of his fat dick stretching my asshole and pushing me into new and unimaginable territories. I returned to the bustle of the busy corridor without my panties, wondering where Debbie had wandered off to. Thankfully she hadn't gone far, and when she saw me, looked me up and down as I approached, she knew. The glint in her eye, the curl of her lips into a smirk. She knew and when I told her what had happened, how my little tryst with the nameless manager ended with me tossing aside my panties and edging, she wrapped her arm around me and asked: “So, what would you like to do next?”

“Cum,” I shrugged.

“Well,” Debbie smiled, “I'm sure we can find a nice guy to make that happen.”


AFTERWORD

Thank you for reading Out On The Prowl, I hope you enjoyed it!

For updates and more, follow me on Twitter @SashaDylena
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