

Please Dress me Up

As I walked into Monica’s apartment, the first thing that stood out to me was her unique sense of style. It was a strange blend of ‘man cave’ mingled with feminine decor. A large brown, comfortable-looking sofa faced an impressive home entertainment system. My eyes were also drawn to the classic movie posters covering the walls. Contrastingly, the tasteful curtains, throw pillows, and fresh flowers gave it a womanly vibe as well. I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised, considering the circumstances of my visit.

I had met Monica on an online fetish community that I had been lurking on for many years. She described herself in her bio as a, “bi-gendered woman that appreciates the full spectrum of sexuality.” She had placed an ad that called for soft-featured men that would be willing to come to her home so that she could feminize them. Up until this point, I didn’t realize that there were women in the world that were interested in this distinct type of fetish play. I jumped at the opportunity to live out this long-time fantasy of mine. 


She was wearing a pair of loose-fitting jeans and a blue t-shirt. She had her medium-length hair up and covered by a baseball cap and as far as I could tell, she had little to no makeup on her face. As I walked inside she approached me and gave me a big hug. She retreated to the kitchen to check on dinner and she came back with two glasses of red wine. We sat on the couch, made some small talk and simply enjoyed each other’s company for a bit before we ate. 


As we enjoyed a casual meal we discussed our work lives, families, and general things that helped us get more comfortable with each other. Eventually, the main topic of interest came up in our conversation: she asked me what I was wearing under my slacks and my button-down shirt. I told her about the black thong, bra and stockings under my pants. This seemed to really pique her interest more than any of the conversation we had up until this point. I could tell that the wine was starting to take effect on both of us as we made our way to her bedroom. 

"Do you want to go see what’s in my closet?" she asked.


“If I’m being honest, that’s all I wanted to do since I’ve got here,” I replied.


“Great, let’s take a look.”


Walking into her bedroom, I noticed the decor and theming was similar to that of the living room. There was an equal representation of masculine and feminine items mixed together but they came together tastefully. Monica slid open the doors of her wardrobe and it was immediately obvious that there was a side for men’s clothing and a side for women’s clothing. She flipped through the items on the masculine side, even going as far as modeling some of the items for me. 

With a smile on her face she looked at me and said, “These are all fine and dandy but I suspect that you’re more interested in the clothing on the opposite side.’

“Well your suspicions would be correct then,” I replied. 
 

She pulled out a few of the dresses, skirts, and feminine business clothing, giving me a good sampling of her wardrobe. “I switch between these, and the stuff on the other side. Wearing one type every day is too boring for me.”
 

As she continued to flip through her collection, she pulled out a few dresses, some cute tops and an assortment of skirts. “Based off the sizes you gave me earlier, I was thinking these would fit you pretty well. What do you think?”

She took them out of the wardrobe and draped them over my arm. The excitement had left me speechless. 
 

“Honestly, I don’t think these will fit me anymore. In all likelihood they would end up at Goodwill. Consider them yours!”


There was a look of surprise on my face. “Seriously? I can keep these?”


“Well, you’re going to have to try them on first silly. Do you want to go change in the bathroom or would you be cool with me helping you?”
  

“I guess I’ll take the help. I’m not exactly experienced in this dressup thing.”


With a grin she replied, “You’re not experienced yet but when i’m done with you, you’ll be a pro.”


Her encouragement was helpful. I stripped down, throwing my male clothes onto the floor, and stood there in in my bra, panties, and stockings. 


“Damn, you’re looking pretty good under those baggy jeans,” she said, grabbing the elastic waistband of my thong and playfully snapping it. “I don’t want to get myself too worked up yet, so lets get one of these dresses on you.”


She grabbed a pretty red dress and tried to slip it over my head. Sadly, my upper body was too big and the material on the dress didn’t have any give. 

We tried a few more dresses that were more stretchy. I was glad when a few of them slipped on perfectly. “Great, lets put these in the ‘good’ pile,” she said. 


I was able to easily slip into all of the skirts that I tried on. One was a denim skirt, a few were black and varied lengths, and two were long and patterned. The entire lot went into the pile. She also had me try out some of the tops and blouses. Almost all of the stretchy ones fit well, and a few of the button down blouses and camisoles suited me as well. The mass of well-fitting clothing continued to grow. 

Next, she showed me an assortment of lingerie and sleepwear. “I’m guessing you’d be interested in these too?”
 

“Yes please,” I replied, with wide eyes. 


She smirked and said, “I can tell that you’ll be wearing these often. Lets try some on!”


I was still wearing one of the button down blouses and a flared black skirt. She helped me take them off and handed me a silky black chemise. I slipped it over my head and felt the cool material run across my skin. It fit great and felt super sensual. She sensed that this was exciting me and said, “I guess we’ve found a winner.” I could feel my dick poking into my panties causing a tent to form in the lingerie. I tried to hide it, but she already knew what was going on. 

I followed up the chemise with a long slip, a teddy, and a bustier. I could feel my erection growing harder. “Mmm, your little friend there seems to be getting more excited.”


As our session went on, it felt like she was adding more and more to my pile of sexy loot. I didn’t protest. “Honestly, I rarely put on any of this stuff. I want you to add them to your wardrobe. You’ll do them more justice than me.”


I was sitting on her bed, dressed in a long silky nightgown. I looked at the pile and tried to imagine how I was going to get it all out of here, but then she read my mind. “I’ll grab you some large bags to put all of this stuff in before you leave. It’s all yours now!”
  

After gathering everything up and putting it in the bags, we sat on the bed. Neither of us talked for a few minutes, and I could feel her eyes staring me down. Finally she broke the silence, “I must confess, the fact that you’re wearing my clothes is making me super horny. Wait here for a sec.”

She walked into the bathroom and I took the opportunity to check myself out in the mirror. The stockings, bra, panties and gown were making my cock stiffen even more. 


Minutes later, she walked back into the room. She had grabbed a pair of my boxers and a t-shirt from my bag. She had put them on, and grabbed a glass of wine for each of us. 
  

She seductively approached me and whispered in my ear, “I had a dream last night that I was dressed up like this and you were dressed up in my girly things. We had some fun… and you were quite incredible.”


I still had the wine glass in my hand as she leaned forward and kissed me passionately. After a few minutes of making out, we both took a sip of wine, and then returned to kissing. I could taste the wine as we pressed our lips together and swirled our tongues seductively. 

Monica stood up and dimmed the lights. Then she grabbed my hand, led me to an open window. She grabbed me from behind and began to run her hands all over my silky gown.

She began to push herself into me slowly, then she reached around and grabbed my boobs. My nipples stiffened.


“I can tell you’re enjoying this. I’m so glad,” Monica said, turning her attention to my nipples. She pinched them and flicked them gently. I found the entire experience to be quite enjoyable. 

The two of us drank some more wine and then we retreated to her bed. She pushed me down onto my back, mounted me and began to kiss my neck. The image of her wearing my clothes while I wore hers was driving me wild.


Monica glided herself onto me, and delicately grabbed my nightgown and slid it up to my ass. She then slowly began to grind herself onto me. Without a word, she parted my legs and began to grind herself into me. I began to push back and the two of us matched rhythms. I began to moan with every thrust. 


“I think you’re so freaking sexy,” Monica said, as she continued to grind into me. The friction between us was causing my privates to literally warm up. The woman was like a machine, there was nothing I could do to slow her down. 


She was surprisingly strong for a woman. I could feel her pinning me down and forcing me deep into the bed. I wanted to let her deep inside of me. The feeling was making my cum boil. 


I pretended that Monica was driving herself inside of me as she continued to thrust forward. I could feel her rubbing her hands down my stockinged legs. She leaned back with her mouth open, “Damn lady, you are driving me absolutely crazy!”


She began to convulse, and scream and I could tell that she was having a strong orgasm. She dug her face into my silky gown and screamed into me. I could feel the hotness of her breath on the silky material. 


The inhaled deeply, smelling me, and suddenly went limp before whispering, “Mmm, I certainly needed that.” 

A few minutes passed with her limp body on top of me. Before long she kissed my neck and brought her mouth to my ear. She whispered playfully, “Now I need to return the favor.”


She dismounted me and grabbed some lube from a drawer next to the bed. My gown was still hiked up and I saw that she was squeezing some of it onto her hand. Without hesitation, she reached down and put her hand down into my panties. She grabbed my cock and began to stroke it slowly. 
“The thought of a girl with a cock is driving me wild,” she said, “You’re the sexiest thing i’ve ever seen.”


I felt her reach under me and place one hand under my plump ass. My sexy legs were still fully spread. Her other hand continued to stroke my cock. 
  

“Baby I can feel your tight little hole,” Monica said as she started to rub her finger in small circles around my entrance. With every rotation, I couldn’t help but moan out loud a bit. She could tell that I was quite excited. 


“Sit back baby and try to relax my kitten.”


I laid back and wanted to take her all the way into me. She sensed this and pushed a finger into me. The feeling of her inside of me was incredible. I longed for more. 


She turned her full attention to my ass, two fingers and then three. My ass relaxed as I opened up to accept her. She kissed my neck and softly teased my ear with her tongue. Then she brought her face to my breasts as my nipples grew harder inside her mouth. Monica was skillful with her touch. The pressure in my cock was beginning to become too much to handle.”


“I want you to cum for me girl,” she said, “give it all to me!” 

After a minute of explosive extacy I collapsed on the bed. The two of us fell asleep in each others arms.

The following morning I was suddenly awakened by the sound of Monica’s alarm. It was a strange sensation, being encased in silk and nylon. It made for a wonderful and arousing sensory experience. She was still wearing my clothes from the night before. 


I felt her behind me and she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me tightly. “Can’t you stay here with me for the entire day?” Her fingers moved to my nipples. I tilted my head back and moaned softly, enjoying the sensation. We kissed. 


“I would love to but I’ve got to go to work,” I said. 


“Call in sick,” she said, “Maybe you could put on one of the nice sundresses and wear it out? It’s supposed to be beautiful outside today.” 

“I’m not sure if I’ve got the courage for that yet,” I replied. “Unfortunately, I’ve got to head out.”


“Yeah I figured, I’m just teasing you,” she said. “Perhaps you would be interested in joining me for a little get-together this coming weekend? I have a few friends that are on the same ‘wavelength’ if you catch my meaning. What do you think?”


“Yeah, you’ve piqued my interest. I might be interested,” I said as I was putting my boring masculine clothes back on. I gathered up the bags of clothing, and Monica helped me take everything out to my car. My trunk was packed to its limit. 


She stood up and gave me a tight hug and a kiss on the lips.“You should definitely be there. I’ll text you the details.”


I didn’t want to sound overly enthusiastic, but I knew I would be there. Monica had really opened my eyes to a whole new world of possibility. 


I drove home, took a shower, and got dressed. I slipped on a sexy pair of red tanga panties to wear under my men’s suit. I found it to be very exciting. 


Work turned out to be pretty boring. The entire time my mind was swimming in the world of bras, panties, dresses and stockings. I wanted nothing more than to feel Monica behind me, pushing herself into me. For the next few nights when I got home, I dressed up from head to toe, playing with myself and experimenting with my butt. I closed my eyes and dreamed of Monica. 


On Thursday afternoon I received a text from Monica. She was looking for a confirmation as to whether or not I’d be attending the event with she and her friends. She told me that her friend Robert would be there. Robert liked to become Claire on the weekends. She thought that the two of us would get along swimmingly. 


The weekend finally came and Monica and I went to Robert’s place downtown. He was a good-looking guy, but in a gender non-specific way. I very much wanted to see him transformed. He was going to take us to a party.  


He pulled out his phones and showed me some of his transformation photos. The guy made a gorgeous woman. I couldn’t believe that it was actually him. He asked me if I would be interested in dressing with him that evening. He claimed to be pretty skilled in that type of thing. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity. So he insisted that I come check out his collection of items. 


We went down the hall and entered a room filled with frilly, feminine things. “Claire is quite the diva,” he joked, showing me the insane collection for dresses, skirts, bras, panties, stockings and lingerie. He had everything nicely organized and it was obvious that he truly loved his collection of girly clothing. 

He looked me over, went into the closet, and grabbed a few outfits that he thought would fit me. A few of them were classy but others were quite risque. My cock twitched.


After some grabbing some wine, we sat on his sofa for some chit chat. We discussed my particular interests in clothing and what my limits were. I told them that I was open to pretty much anything, but I was a bit nervous if I was being honest with myself. 

“Awesome, strip down and grab a bra and a pair of panties. There’s a silk kimono you can wear for now, wait here for me to return.”


He came back with bags of makeup. He started with foundation. Then he put on some blush. He gave me sexy dark eyes and finally put on some lipstick. He was very focused on his work and I admired his attention to detail. I was definitely enjoying myself. 

Next came the wig. He asked me if I preferred blonde or brunette. After some back and forth, we ended up settling on the brunette. He fit it onto my head, and made some final adjustments. My eyes needed some touching up but overall he seemed pleased with his work. He grabbed a pair of clip-on earrings, put them on my ears, and the job was complete. 


He handed me a mirror, “What do you think?”


I couldn’t believe my eyes. Before me was a beautiful woman that men would drool over. It was incredible.  "You look great," he said, “You have a good facial structure for this kind of thing.” 

He went to the other room again and asked me to try on the dresses that he had picked out. He also left some shoes for me to try on and a pair of sheer black stockings. I had never worn heels before. 
 

I pulled the stockings onto my legs. It was a sheer delight feeling the smooth sexy material on my legs.

“We can’t have just one of us transforming,” he said from the other room, “I think a hot blonde would look good next to you!”


The dresses all looked amazing, and the illusion with the makeup was driving me wild. I was actually a girl. I would soon need some release. But I tried to calm myself down and stay focused on choosing some clothes. 


I decided to go with a blue dress that flared around the hips. I liked the way the material brushed up against my stockings. 


For shoes, I went with a pair of classic black high heels. They were modest in height, so I didn’t expect to have too much trouble with them. Robert had dozens of pairs, and some of them were extremely sexy. 
  

I took my first steps around the room, and I was quite wobbly. It would be a challenge for sure. 


Robert came back transformed into a gorgeous, tall blonde. I was amazed how quickly he was able to change. He chose a red sparkly dress that showed a ton of leg. The dress hugged his body, showing off his surprisingly feminine curves. 

He seemed impressed with my dress, and told me that I needed a girl name. We settled with Lisa. I loved it. I was a girl named Lisa. I liked it. 


I felt like Robert’s attitude had transformed along with his appearance. He seemed more sassy and confident. His girl name was Claire. 


“You are a hottie Lisa, pleased to meet you. My name is Claire” she said, kissing my hand. 


I threw all my boy clothes into my bag so I could change back if needed, and we headed out as girls. It was liberating and somehow very sexy. Claire seemed very excited, and we acted like two teenage girls, laughing and snapping photos of ourselves. She even gave me some tips on how to walk better in the heels. 


We pulled up to the place where the party was being held around nine. I was worried people would judge me But claire proved to be very supportive. There were about twelve people there and everyone was friendly. Claire introduced me to them all, and I was feeling pretty good.


I could tell that people were checking out my body. I loved the attention and didn’t hesitate to practice my flirting techniques. It now made sense as to why women spent so much time getting ready. The thrill of the attention was addictive. 


Over the course of the night, I singled out a few people that I was particularly fond of. The four of us ended up having our own private little party. One of the people was a cute younger guy named Dylan. I enjoyed the attention he was giving me. When a slower song started playing he approached me. I accepted and we started to dance together. His body up against mine felt great. I began to get turned on again. I gently ran my nails down his neck, and then pulled him in for a kiss. I could feel his cock expanding and pushing into my body.  

He was embarrassed and tried to pull away but I brought his ear to my mouth and gently said, “I like it”. When I gave him the green light, he responded by pulling me tighter, and his cock grew even larger. 


The song ended and he whispered in my ear that he wanted me. 

I turned to him and replied  "I want you too."

Kyle and I retreated to an unoccupied room. When we got inside he grabbed me and started to kiss me. We rubbed our hands all over each other. 


I didn’t hesitate to get to my knees, undo his belt and pull down his pants. His big cock was at full attention right in front of me. I had never blew anyone before but the wine was doing it’s job so I carried forward. I kissed the tip and then took him inside of my mouth. I could feel it growing. It was amazing. 

He grabbed the back of my head and called out my name, Lisa. I managed to get the entire thing inside my mouth and I started to bob my head up and down. My own cock was getting hard in my panties. 


I sensed that he was about to cum, so I tightened my grip and increased my speed. I felt burst after burst of his hot sticky cum explode inside of me. I swallowed it all greedily. I didn’t pull my mouth away immediately, i was enjoying the sensation of a cock in my mouth too much. 

Eventually, someone knocked on the door, which was our cue to wrap things up. I gave the tip a gentle kiss and he got dressed. Then the two of us met lips one more time and he left the room. I used a mirror in the room to help me touch up my lipstick. 


I was relieved to see that it was Monica who had knocked on the door. She was wearing a masculine suit and had her hair pushed back with gel. She looked very dapper. She knew exactly what I was up to, “You get it girl, you’re getting more action than me!”


I blushed, and said, “Yeah I guess so.”


Monica introduced me to some of her other friends. Her one friend Pam, seemed very interested in me. Monica had told her all about me. She pulled me aside and told me she was really turned on by girls like me. Then the two of us moved to the dance floor. We grinded and played together but eventually we ended up in another private room together. 


The room was candlelit and I was surprised to see that there were other couples in there making love. We found a sofa on the corner and she immediately slipped her hand up my dress and into my panties, grabbing my cock. It was still hard from earlier. 


The pace of her breathing increased and I could tell that she was very turned on. I was so close to cumming, but I didn’t want to mess up my dress. 


"Are you about to cum?" she asked.


“Yeah, too close,” I replied. 


“Oh that’s so freaking hot,” she said as she quickly put her head under my dress, pulled my panties to the side and swallowed me up in her mouth. 

She sucked me hard and deep, and then positioned herself so that she was straddling my leg. She began to grind on me, and I could feel her wetness on my leg. She was moaning deeply and acting like a wild animal. She was definitely having multiple orgasms. We kind of disturbed the peace in the room. 
 

Someone, I couldn’t tell who in the dark,  walked up to me and put their cock in front of my face. I took it into my mouth and sucked it for all I was worth. We had a nice little three-way going. 
Within thirty seconds the guy was exploding in my mouth and I swallowed every last bit like a good girl. This finally triggered me to send one last burst into Pam’s mouth and she loved it. 


She eventually stopped sucking me and said, “That was the best.”


I collapsed on the couch and wondered what was next. 
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