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Chapter 1

I was doing perfectly well when the apartment next door had been empty. It allowed me to have late-night parties at my place without the fear of getting the cops called on me in the middle of the night –  and let’s be honest, when you’re a college student, what else can you possibly want? Because I had a corner apartment, I didn’t have a neighbor on either side of me throughout my first two semesters. I enjoyed the solitude, and I enjoyed the lack of responsibility even more.

But even though I’d been doing so well without any neighbors, when Chase and Carrie moved in I wasn’t too miffed about it. The major reason being the fact that Carrie was just about the most stunning woman I’d ever laid eyes on. She was beautiful from top to bottom, with sparkling blonde hair, a warm smile, and curves in all the right places.

And even though I usually had a lot of classmates coming over to my place every weekend, I was still single and more than a little bit lonely. This naturally led me to staring at my gorgeous neighbor for too long at times when she would be carrying groceries up the stairs, or when she would be strutting about in her own apartments with the blinds up. I would often fantasize about how it would feel to hold her. How it would feel to throw my arms around her waist and pull her in close before I could kiss her.

Her husband –  or boyfriend, I wasn’t really sure at the time –  was rarely home. Maybe he worked nights? Or maybe he just had one of those super secret government jobs that required him to stay on-site all the time. But whatever the reason, his absence meant that I could ogle his very pretty wife and think about her all I wanted –  all without the presence of a man nearby to ruin my fantasies.

Naive young me could never have imagined that my fantasies wouldn’t stay fantasies forever. Because the day that changed everything in my life was when Carrie finally came over to my place to introduce herself.

She knocked on the door and I answered it to find her standing in my doorway wearing a pair of tight jeans shorts and a white crop top. Her tight and smooth stomach peeked out from underneath the shirt as she smiled brightly at me.

It took a few seconds before I was able to gather my thoughts and answer her greeting.

“Hey,” she said, stretching out her long, slender arm. “My name’s Carrie.” She smiled even wider, showing me her perfectly white teeth. I took her hand in mine and felt an electric current course it's way through me.

“Josh.” I swallowed the knot in my stomach, making sure to not betray the feelings I harbored for this woman.

“I see you around the apartment complex all the time,” she said. “But you really look like the kind of guy who likes keeping to himself.”

I chuckled lightly before crossing my arms across my chest. “Do I really give off that vibe? I’m sorry if I do. It’s just that I have a lot of coursework this semester and I don’t really get the time to socialize.”

She raised an eyebrow and smirked at me. “Coursework? I’m sure you and your friends weren’t doing coursework last weekend with that loud music blaring in the background, were you?”

I flushed a little at her quip and sheepishly scratched my head before answering. “Sorry about that. I haven’t had neighbors for the better part of a year, so my friends can get carried away a little. I’ll make sure we keep it down from now on.”

“I didn’t mean to make you stop,” she laughed. “You’re young, you should have fun.”

“I’m not that much younger than you.” I leaned on the doorframe and checked her out from head to toe.

“You’d be surprised.” She winked at me.

I blushed again. “I’m twenty-three. At most you’re 2 years older than me.”

She giggled in the sexiest way before lightly brushing my arm with her fingers. Her touch sent another warm current of pleasantness roiling through my body. “Stop being a flirt,” she said. “I’m thirty-two.”

“No way.” I scanned her body again, and if she was really 32, she was the most well-maintained 32 I had ever seen in my life. “You gotta give me your skin routine.”

She laughed at my joke before looking into my eyes once again. “You ARE flirting with me.” She still had a smile on her face, and the boldness in her eyes spurred me on.

“I would never flirt with a married woman.” I smiled back at her.

“What about a very lonely married woman?” Her voice had dropped in volume. It was almost a whisper now. “One whose husband is always at work?”

Wait, was she being for real?

Suddenly, this conversation had taken a drastic shift. I couldn’t tell if she was serious. But there was no way I would make the first move by asking her to cheat on her husband.

SHE WAS MARRIED FOR FUCKS SAKE!

But then my mind reeled back to all those times I’d fantasized about her. To all those times that I’d stared at her swaying hips as she walked up the building stairs, or how often I had peeked in through the windows.

I wanted her, I knew that much. And here she was presenting herself up on a platter.

I had to try.

“So,” I said, looking directly into her eyes. “Are you saying you're lonely?”

“Maybe I am.” She was so close to me. Close enough that my cock was getting hard inside my boxers.

“Well, maybe we can fix that.” I tried to sound as sexy and mature as I possibly could. “You. Me. Lunch tomorrow.”

“I have a better idea,” she beamed a smile at me. “How about we watch a movie at your place.” My heart skipped a few beats at how intimate that would be. “I’ll cook something for us.”

“Sure.” It was all I could do to force the word out before I broke out in nervous sweats. “Tomorrow, my place.”

And then she left, leaving me to wonder what the hell had just happened.


Chapter 2

I had never cleaned my apartment as meticulously as I did that evening before Carrie was supposed to arrive. Neither have I cleaned it as meticulously ever since. All sorts of weird thoughts ran through my mind as I waited for her to grace me with her presence.

A drop-dead gorgeous married woman was coming to my house –  FOR A DATE. Would she be trying to dress up for me? She had looked super into the whole flirting thing last night. What if her husband came home early? What if he found her at my place? He was probably some government agent or something. He could have me taken away and put in some dark jail cell where I’d never see the light of day again.

Don’t chicken out now, Josh. I had to remind myself. It’s too late for doubts. Just focus on looking good and impressing Carrie.

And that’s exactly what I did. I took a shower –  making sure to scrub extra hard in all the places that hadn’t seen much use these past few months.

A man was allowed to be hopeful.

I dried myself off as I checked out my body in front of the mirror. I wasn’t a big muscular dude by any means, but my innate leanness meant that I looked pretty good when I dressed up right.

I threw on a cream-colored button-down shirt and some black jeans. My hair didn’t need much product at all, I was lucky enough that I could just slick it back and it looked good enough. I put on some appropriate perfume and then smoothened everything out.

I looked pretty damn good.

A few minutes after I had finished getting ready I heard her knock on the door.

My jaw dropped to the fucking floor at the sight that awaited me.

Carrie was dressed in a tight red dress that did a lot to accentuate the curves of her bust and her hips. Her hair was done up in a beautiful smile and she wore dark red lipstick that made the plumpness of her lips stand out even more.

She looked like she was ready to go out to a five-star restaurant, not sit at home and watch movies on my couch.

She handed me the dish in her hand before stepping in. “I made lasagna,” she said, before eyeing me from head to toe. “You clean up nice.”

“Thanks.” My throat was dry. My mind was awash with ideas, so naturally, it took a few seconds before the thought of complimenting her occurred to me. “You look really nice too,” I said. “Beautiful even.”

She laughed at that, and I felt a little bit more at ease. “You’re funny, Josh. I just hope that isn’t the extent of your talents.” She turned her head and winked at me, making me blush, which in turn again caused her to giggle.

Her effect on me was infuriating.

“Would you like anything to drink?” I put her lasagna on the kitchen shelf before making my way over to the fridge. She had already plopped herself down on my couch. “Just water, thanks,” she said.

“That’s no fun.” I pulled out two bottles of water from the fridge.

“I’m sure we can find other ways to have fun, can’t we Josh.” There was an edge in how her voice purred whenever she talked to me. And that edge was starting to make my cock harder with every passing second.

Even now when she was here, it felt surreal. Not only was she the most gorgeous woman I had ever laid eyes upon, but she was also some dude’s wife. I knew having her over at my place could have serious consequences, but I just couldn’t pass up the opportunity of being with someone like Carrie.

No matter the repercussions.

“What do you want to watch?” I sat down on the couch next to her and turned on the TV.

“Nothing too serious,” she replied. “I’ve had a tough couple of days.”

“Oh.” That wasn’t the answer I’d been expecting. “Everything alright?”

She folded her hands in her lap and eyed the floor as she answered me. “You can probably tell by the fact that I’m over here that my marriage isn’t doing too well at the moment.”

“I had no idea.” I lied through my fucking teeth. My heart was just about to burst with joy after hearing this information. Was she really considering leaving her husband for me? “But I’m here for you, Carrie. I can listen to whatever you want to tell me.” I extended my arm and grabbed her hand, squeezing it warmly at the same time.

“I don’t know if I should be telling you all of this.” She was still looking at the ground.

I squeezed her hand even tighter, and as a consequence, my fingers brushed across her bare knee. I felt her skin prickle with goosebumps. “Carrie, there’s no judgment here. You can tell me whatever you’re feeling.”

She finally lifted her head to look at me, and my heart started beating at least twice as fast after I saw the gleam in her eyes. “It’s just that my sex life isn’t so great right now.”

PER fucking FECT. A hot, married woman who wasn’t satisfied with her husband’s performance in bed. Had I won the lottery or what?

“How do you mean?” I said in my most calm, considerate tone.

“Well, it’s just that whenever Chase wants me to do something in bed I let him. He has all these fantasies that I’m more than happy to indulge in, but he never does the same for me.”

“Oh.” She was a wild one. Wild enough that her husband wouldn’t agree to do the nasty things she wanted. Well, his fucking loss. Because I would do whatever Carrie asked me to.

“He says my kinks are too perverted. He says he can’t do the things I ask him to.”
 

“He sounds like an asshole.” It was always a risk calling someone’s husband an asshole right in front of them, but the way she giggled through her sadness told me that the risk had paid off. “He’s not that bad. He just doesn’t want to do what I want from him in bed.”
 

This was my chance. “I don’t mean to pry.” I squeezed her hand even tighter. “But what is this fantasy of yours that your husband isn’t willing to participate in?”
 

She looked at me with pleading eyes before answering. “I want him to dress up as a woman for me.”

My heart skipped a beat. In fact, it might have skipped a few. When I didn’t answer for a few more seconds I watched her lips curl into a frown.

“You think it's weird too.” She tore her hands away from mine and buried her head in them. “Oh, God. This is so embarrassing. I never should have told you.”

“Carrie, no.” This was a complete fucking lie. It WAS weird as fuck. “I don’t think it’s weird at all.” I dug her face out from under her hands and held it until she looked directly into my eyes. “You’re not weird Carrie. And you’re not a pervert.” Lies again. Her fantasy was weird as fuck and she was definitely 100% a perv. But I still didn’t want to let her down. “We all have fantasies. Yours isn’t much different from anyone else's. And besides, what’s the point of life if we can’t all indulge in our kinks every now and then.” I smiled at her, and the next thing I knew she was leaning in and planting her lips on mine.

Everything in my mind went blank. I couldn’t form a single coherent thought as her hands worked their way to my back and her tongue slipped against mine. I turned my jaw to go even deeper into her soft mouth, and my cock roared to life as her bare thigh brushed against my legs.

This was an unexpected turn of events –  but a very welcome one.

I put a hand on her knee, and when I found no resistance I pushed it up her body until I reached her tit. I stopped there, stretching my palm over her breast and squeezing her with enough force that she was forced to moan into my mouth.

By now my cock was fully erect, her hands were tied around the back of my neck, and I was cupping her breast with her nipple peaking out to meet my palm.

“Josh,” she moaned through our kiss.

“Yes?”

“I want something from you.”

“Anything.” And I meant it too. At that moment, with my hands on her body and my tongue down her throat, I was actually willing to give her anything she wanted.

“I want you to put my panties on.” In hindsight, given what I had just heard her confess, this shouldn’t have come as much of a surprise. But in the moment, it still made me pause.

Not for long though.


Chapter 3

I tried to put on a poker face as she watched me with hope in her eyes. No matter how much I was willing to do for someone like Carrie, this was still a very weird thing to do. Her husband was right. Putting on a pair of panties was definitely a daunting prospect for any man.

But I was so close to getting what I wanted. So close to fucking Carrie. If I could just do what she wanted right now –  and it’s not like there was someone else around to see me do it –  I would get to be with her. Putting on a pair of panties wouldn’t change anything about me. It was just a tiny piece of fabric. So what if it was meant for women? I could wear it for a while if it meant that I would get to fuck Carrie.

And who knew? Maybe she would keep coming back to me because I agreed where her husband hadn’t.

And just like that, I had talked myself into doing it.

I let out a long breath and nodded my head. “I’ll do it.”

The smile on Carrie’s face was strikingly gorgeous. She climbed off the couch and reached under her skirt. She squirmed her hips in the cutest way before pulling a red lace thong down her smooth legs. The seat of the panties was already slick with her arousal.

Amazing.

She discarded the panties on the couch and leaned forward to undo the buttons of my shirt. She grinned as she saw my slender build, her eyes dancing with mischief. “You have smooth skin.” She ran her fingers across my chest, making me quiver against her hot touch.

After relieving me of my shirt, she moved on to my pants, her slender fingers undoing my belt before sliding off my pants. I breathed heavily as my cock hardened with anticipation.

“Lift your butt up,” she said, and I did as I was commanded. She pulled down my jeans and then my briefs, exposing my cock to the cold air in the room. I was now completely naked, not a single article of clothing on my body as Carrie eyed me like I was a choice cut of meat.

My cock throbbed with heat as her eyes fixated on it. “It’s so tiny,” she giggled. “I love it.”

I had always known that I wasn’t too big in that department, but it was a pleasant surprise to meet a woman who liked that sort of thing. Even still, I blushed when she called it tiny, but it wasn’t an entirely unpleasant feeling.

“Now.” She got the panties from where she’d put them on the couch. “Lift your legs.” I did what she asked. She bent down between my legs and started sliding the fabric up my calves. I felt heat and arousal tingle across my skin as the panties slid across my thighs. “Lift your butt up again.” She pulled them up all the way until they were cupping my cock and balls. Carrie ran her fingers over the bulge they formed and I shuddered again.

I watched her eyes dance with glee as she watched my cock struggle against the wet base of her panties. It was all I could do to not cream myself right there.

She leaned in again, and put her legs to either side of me, straddling me and bringing her lips near my ear. Her ass was inches from my panty-clad cock, and I was finding it harder and harder to stop myself from cumming.

She licked my ear and I squirmed. Her tits were right in my face, the ample cleavage she’d left out on display jiggling in front of my eyes. “You’re going to do everything I say, aren’t you Josh?” The words were whispered. Her breath was hot on my neck.

“I am.”

“Good.” She put one hand on my chest, and rolled my nipple in her fingers, making me tense up with even more arousal. “You’re going to be my good little sissy.”

She climbed off me then, leaving me a hot squirming, throbbing mess. I was sitting on the couch with nothing but a pair of panties separating me from total nudity, and this absolutely goddess of a woman was taking her sweet time playing with me. She hadn’t been like this when she’d walked into my place. Hell, she’d been sweet and submissive. But now she was dominating. She was taking control of the situation and for some reason, I was fucking loving it.

“You like being in those panties, sissy?”

My cheeks burned with shame, but I still had to accept the truth. “I guess I do.”

“What do you like about them?”

“I –  I don’t know.”

She crossed her arms under her breasts and her expression hardened. “I asked you a question, sissy. What do you like about being in my thong?”

Well fuck, I guess I had to practice a little more honesty.

“I like how they slid up my legs,” I said, and her expression softened again. “I like how they cup my cock and balls –  especially the part that’s wet.” Her smile was back now, wider than ever. She expected me to say more. “I also love how the back of the thong runs up my ass.” I blushed even harder before I said the next part, lowering my gaze to the ground. “I love how it rides up between my cheeks.”

When I looked back up I saw Carrie practically grinning from ear to ear. “That’s more like it,” she said. “I knew you’d love it. I could tell from the moment I saw you.”

And she was right, I guess. “Is there more?” I asked. “To all of this. You said your fantasy involved dressing up your lover as a girl.” God, it felt weird even referring to myself as Carrie’s lover. “But so far you’ve only put the panties on me.”

“Of course, there's more, silly.” She was happier than I’d ever seen anyone. “We’re going to find you a nice bra, a pretty dress. We’ll get you heels and do your makeup. We’re going to doll you up until you’re the prettiest girl you can be.”

I might have cringed or laughed at her words when she first walked into my place, but now they lit up a warmth inside my belly. Hearing her talk like this was doing something to me. With every passing second I was more and more into this –  whatever it was.

“Yes mistress, I’ll do whatever you want me to,” I replied, and the way her eyes lit up at my words told me that I’d said the right thing.

“Good.” She leaned forward and extended her arm to grab my hand. “But before all of that, we need to give you a nice bath and shave. Show me where your bathroom is.”

I led her to my bathroom and she started filling up the bathtub with hot water. As we waited she put her fingers on the bulge in my panties again. She could no doubt see how turned on I was by the whole ordeal, so she felt it best to warn me. “I don’t want you to cum,” she whispered in my ear, fingers stretched over the front of my panties. “Not before I’ve done all I wanted, anyway.”

After the tub was filled she asked me to step into it. She got my shaving supplies from the cabinet and started lathering me up with shaving cream. The razor glided along my skin and before I knew it I was smoother than a baby. She had removed every last bit of hair on my body, leaving me with perfect glowing skin.

I got out of the bathtub and surveyed my wet, dripping body in the mirror. I still had my leanness from before, but the lack of body hair now meant that my curves stood out even more. I realized with a pleasant shock that my hips were quite womanly, and that even though my entire body was quite lean, my thighs still held some suppleness. I turned around, and my mouth dropped open when I saw how good my ass looked now that I had no body hair. It was firm and perky and bubbly at the same time.

And I might have looked at it for a few more minutes if Carrie didn’t come up behind me to give me a tight spank. I yelped and jumped as her hand made contact with my tush, much to her delight. “You can ogle your tush later,” she giggled. “Right now we need to go next door and find you an outfit.”

She helped me dry off before I put on a T-shirt and a pair of shorts over her panties –  I didn’t want to be seen naked crossing the hallway.

Her apartment was the same size and build as mine, but it was much better furnished than mine was. Which made sense because I was a broke-ass college student. I eyed the luxurious couch in her living room as I made my way through it. It looked like a big couch –  and comfortable too. The kind of couch you could fuck on for hours on end.

We entered her bedroom and she made her way to the closet. “Come here,” she commanded, gesturing with a curled finger. “So I can make you pretty.”

Again, I was more than happy to agree.

“For starters, put these panties on instead.” She handed me a pair of black lace panties that looked even smaller than the ones I had on. I took them eagerly and slid them up my legs. Putting these panties on felt even better than the last one –  and I could only attribute that to the smoothness of my freshly-shaved legs.

Why the fuck did the cool fabric of the panties touching my balls and cock feel so good? Moreover, why did the fabric stretching over my ass feel so good?

The feeling was as strange as it was pleasant, but I did my best to circumnavigate the strangeness part until I was through this night. There would be time for contemplation later, right?

“Put this on too.” She was holding out a matching black bra. “I hope you know your way around a bra.” She winked at me, and I grabbed the bra from her hands. The two cups were small –  which was alright given how I didn’t really have tits –  but the insides were padded to give the impression of breasts.

I guess that’s the best I could get without actual tits.

She must have seen my confusion because she stepped in to help. She took the bra from my hands again and commanded me. “Hold out your arms.” I did as asked, and she slid the bra straps up my shoulders. Then she turned me around and hooked it before adjusting everything until it fell into place.

Her hands slid down my back once she was finished, and she cupped my butt between her palms as she leaned in to put her chin on my shoulder. “You do have a stunning butt.” She squeezed me down there, and I blushed red.

She walked back to the closet and pulled out something else. A tiny, red skirt that I wasn’t even sure would fit me. “You’ll look great in this,” she said walking back towards me. And I fucking believed it too.

She fell to a squat and asked me to lift my legs. I did just that. I let my eyes wander to her cleavage once again as she rose with the skirt as it traveled up my legs –  only this time I was less interested in her tits and more interested in the top of her bra which was visible alongside it.

I had the sudden urge to ask her what kind of bra it was –  even though I’d never so much as worn a bra before today. Why were all of these strange feelings awakening inside me? And why the fuck were they so pleasant.

She secured the skirt around my waist. It fit perfectly –  but it was still so short that it fell just underneath my ass. If the slightest gust of wind were to blow, I would end up flashing everyone that happened to be walking past.

Somehow, that possibility seemed both exciting and embarrassing.

“I’m feeling generous.” She had walked back to the closet once again. “So I’ll let you decide what color of top you want to wear.” She held out two hands with hangers on them. One hanger had a black top and the other one had a white one.

I glanced down at my white bra and my red skirt and before I knew it I had made a decision. “The white one looks cute,” I said, cheeks flushing with color even as the words left my mouth.

She smiled wide and put the other top back. “Excellent choice.”

The top was a little harder to put on –  and not just because of how tight it was. It had a weird design where the back had to be tied up for the whole thing to fit together. Carrie helped me with it, and when everything was snugly in place I looked fantastic. The top hugged my tiny waist and showed off my curvaceous hips. It made me look more womanly than most women I’d seen in my life.

And I loved it.

“Stunning.” Carrie had walked behind me as I regarded myself in the mirror. She put both hands on my waist and kissed my neck softly. I felt tingles of hot pleasure make their way up my spine. “You’re hot enough that you’re making me want to fuck you.” My tiny cock throbbed hotly against the cotton panties.

There was something so unique about this. Something about being dolled up and then talked to like I was a slut. I could never have imagined myself liking something like this, but here I was with more and more warm pleasure building up inside my body.

She taught me how to do makeup. Put me in a blonde wig with hair falling to just about my shoulders, and she even put me in heels. It was tough walking around in them at first, but after some pointers from Carrie and ten minutes of practice, I eased into it.

When I looked back at the mirror after the makeup and the wig I was completely transformed. My plump, red lips parted ever so slightly as I turned around and looked at my body from every angle.

I was a woman.

And a hot as fuck one at that.

“You look gorgeous.” Carrie was biting her lip. “Hot enough that I might just bend you over and fuck you with a strapon?”

“Might what?” I was taken aback by this new admission. I’d been into the whole thing when it was just about putting me in pretty clothes, but I was always under the impression that it would be me doing the actual fucking.

For the first time since we’d walked into her apartment, I realized that her husband might have had a point for denying her this fantasy.

“You know what I said.” She walked over to me and kissed me quickly on the lips before withdrawing again. My cock throbbed with heat. “And besides.” She grabbed my ass as she came up behind me. “You said you’d do anything for me.”

I HAD said that, hadn’t I?

And even though the prospect of letting her take a dildo to my ass was daunting, I still felt a perverse kind of fascination bubbling up inside me at the idea. I couldn’t quite tell what was happening to me. I had always been straight. So why now was I getting excited at the prospect of taking something up my ass?

And why was there a warm buzzing in my tush at just the mention of it?

“I guess…” The one thing I couldn’t deny was the fact that I felt HOT. I felt hotter and more attractive than I had ever felt in my entire life. And what was the point of being so hot if you weren’t going to let someone else fuck you?

What the fuck? I thought to myself. Am I really considering this?

But even as the debate raged on in my head, my backside kept getting warmer and warmer with anticipation. It was as if my heart and my head had taken a backseat whilst my tush had made the decision for me.

And I was just about to say yes when I heard Carrie’s front door swinging open with her husband walking through into the apartment.


Chapter 4

“Honey,” Her husband called out as he entered the living room. “I’m home.”

Carrie’s eyes grew wide as she heard her husband from the other side of the door. He stepped in and paused, clearly surprised to find me sitting on the bed with his wife. He turned to look at his wife with a blank expression on his face. “Who’s your friend?” he asked.

Good. At least he hadn’t realized that I wasn’t really a girl.

“Her name is Jess,” Carrie replied, smiling up at her husband who was still standing in the doorway.

“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Jess.” His eyes lingered over my body as I sat there in silence. “I’m Chase.” My heart started beating more rapidly in my chest as Chase eyed me in a way that I had never quite experienced before. There was a certain kind of hunger radiating from the way his eyes scanned the curves of my body. All of a sudden, I began to feel vulnerable –  but not in a bad way. I felt his gaze bore into me, and the heat with which he stared at me made it completely apparent that he wanted to do things to me.

Dirty things.

Carrie, very obviously, picked up on the implication in her husband’s tone, and she immediately put her hand on mine,  before turning to look at me. “Honey,” she spoke to her husband.

Chase turned to face his wife, eyes still dripping with lust. “Yes, Carrie?”
 

“You remember that time you asked me if we could bring another girl into our bedroom?”

His eyes grew wide with surprise. His lips began to curl into an enthusiastic smile. Exactly like a kid who had gotten exactly what he wanted for Christmas. “I remember.”

“Well.” Both of them turned to look at me now. “Jess is willing to help us out with that.”

I’m WHAT?

“Carrie, wait a seco–”

“It’ll be fine. Trust me,” She whispered the words into my ear, but it did nothing to calm the panic flooding my body.

It’ll be fine? How will it be fine? What exactly does she want her husband to do to me??

She didn’t give me too much time to think it through though, because the very next second she was pushing me to my feet and guiding me toward Chase. Even though I had practiced walking in these heels a lot, I still almost stumbled as I made my way over to her husband.

“Babe.” He glanced over my shoulder at his wife. “I fucking love you for this.” And then he returned his gaze to me. His eyes smoldered with something unholy, and I didn’t want to admit it back then, but it lit a fire inside of me that I would never be able to put out again.

“You.” His voice was deep and gruff and dripping with arousal. “I’m going to show you a good time.” My cock pulsed in my panties, my tush buzzed with warmth. He pulled me in close, his massive arms enveloping my body as his hands made their way to my hips.

He pressed his lips to mine, slipping his tongue inside my mouth. Everything inside me exploded with warmth. I had kissed girls before –  hell, I’d kissed this very man’s wife less than two hours ago –  but none of those kisses held a candle to this. The way his masculine jaw worked against his mouth, the way his hot tongue slid along the soft insides of my mouth, the way his lips choked mine.

It was euphoric. Orgasmic even.

He removed his lips from mine and planted them on my neck. I couldn’t help but moan as he sucked the soft flesh there, his tongue and his lips and his teeth doing things to me that made me squirm and sweat where I stood.

Before I knew it, I was dropping to my knees and unfastening his jeans. I’d never so much as gone down on a woman before –  but here I was ready to suck dick.

And I was fucking stoked about it too.

I didn’t know what had happened to me. Was the sexy lingerie and a cute little dress enough to transform a man into a sexy little slut? Was a pair of panties enough to make me do things that I had never even imagined doing?

I undid his jeans and pulled down his briefs, revealing the beautiful sight of his cock to my hungry eyes –  and my hungry mouth.

I couldn’t help but gasp when his manhood sprung to life. It was long and it was thick and throbbed with such hot need that I nearly melted where I sat.

Carrie dropped to a squat beside me and put her hand on the small of my back. “Don’t be scared.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “Put it in your mouth.”

I opened my mouth and she helped guide my head onto Chase’s massive length. Chase looked down at us with eyes that promised a good dicking. Eyes that seemed to make it clear just how sexy he found me.

And I would be lying if I said that didn’t feel good.

I wrapped my lips around his thick, throbbing cock, moaning into his bulging head as he pushed it toward the back of my throat. I felt him stretch me wide like I was some dirty fucking whore. The best part was how good it felt being watched by Chase and Carrie as the cock sank deeper and deeper into my mouth.

“Your friend knows her way around a cock.” Chase groaned, putting his hands in my hair and twirling the strands around in his fingers.

You have no idea, I thought to myself, my cock pulsing with excitement of its own.

There was always the possibility that he would find out I wasn’t really a girl. That I was just some guy dressed in some sexy lingerie –  but for some reason, I wasn’t really scared of that possibility. Carrie was here, after all, and her husband would question her before he asked ME anything. But even more than that, I didn’t really feel like a guy anymore.

Something HAD changed when I slid on those panties for the first time. Something had awakened deep inside of me, and I hadn’t really realized it instantly, but it had set me off towards a path of transformation.

Chase thrusted his cock into my mouth forcefully, interrupting my long inner monologue. I gagged against his length and nearly choked because of how big he was. Behind me, Carrie put her hand to the back of my head and pushed me even deeper. Deep enough that I felt his tip scratching the back of my throat.

“There, there,” she said, her tone encouraging, her breath hot on the back of my neck. “I know you can take it. And I know you like it.”

Then, as suddenly as she’d pushed my head, she pulled it back. “Good girl.” She patted me on the back of my head. “You deserve a breather.” And she picked up right where I’d left off. She spread her lips and swallowed Chase in the same way that I’d just swallowed him.

She obviously had more practice sucking cock, because she dove in and out of his length with great speed and skill, making Chase shudder and squirm as she licked every part of his throbbing manhood.

I didn’t just wanna sit around though, so I leaned in and started sucking on Chase’s balls as his wife took care of the cock.

“Fuuck,” He groaned, his legs tensing and flexing at the pleasure we were giving him.

We switched positions again, and before long I was sucking his cock just as well as Carrie had just shown me. I sucked him until there were rivulets of spit running down my cheeks. Until my tongue had gone numb from all the sliding it had to do across his pulsing veins.

He pulled out, his cock wet and hot and red from all the attention we’d just given it, and then he stared down at me like I was some choice cut of meat that he couldn’t wait to eat. “You’re fucking amazing, Jess.” He said, pulling me to my feet and putting his hands on my ass. “Now wiggle out of that sexy little dress of yours. Because I want to fuck your pussy.”

Suddenly, it was all too real.

Panic shot through me once again as I realized that this entire charade was about to end. I looked over at Carrie for support, unsure of what to do or what to say to this hulking beast of a man who had his arms around my waist, his wet cock pressing into my belly with hot need.

“Jess doesn’t have a pussy.” Carrie was outing me in front of her husband.

ALL WHILE I WAS CLOSE ENOUGH THAT HE COULD CHOKE ME OUT.

She walked over and pulled my dress up. His husband watched with confused eyes as she pulled down my panties and revealed my cock.

“What the?” He stepped back, a mixture of disgust and surprise on his face.

My heart sank as I saw his reaction. Even though it had been fun pretending, I could never be a real girl. No matter how much I wanted to, I could never become hot like Carrie.

“What the fuck is this Jess?” Chase didn’t sound angry. In fact, it was hard to tell what he sounded like. “I’m not okay with this.”

“Your dick seems to disagree.” Carrie pointed towards Chase’s cock, which seemed to be harder than ever. It throbbed even as she said the words, and then he lowered his eyes –  either in shame or in confusion.

“Jess is hot.” Carrie put her hands on my shoulders and smiled warmly at me. “You think so too, you’re just too much of a pussy to accept it.”

Chase remained silent for a few more seconds, but his cock continued to throb with need even as he stood there. “I guess you’re right.” he raised his eyes, and the hunger was there again. Hunger for my body. Hunger to fuck me. All of it despite the fact that I had a cock between my legs. “And you’re right. Jess IS hot as fuck.”

He rushed in again, and this time my mind was a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts as he picked me off the floor and planted his lips to mine. He had started this entire thing off with a kiss, but the first kiss paled in comparison to this one.

There was a renewed hunger in the way his tongue worked against mine. A renewed heat in the way his fingers dug into my ass as I wrapped my legs around him. My tiny cock pulsed against his stomach as his massive manhood throbbed underneath my tush.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he moaned between kisses, and then threw me on the bed.

When I looked up at him he was pulling his shirt over his head. Muscles rippled across his entire body as he stood there in all his magnificent naked glory, heat, and desire pulsing off his skin in waves that seemed to signal what was coming.

“Tell me,” he said, climbing onto the bed and staring at me. “Tell me what you want me to do to you?” my cock throbbed at the intensity of his words. “Tell me right now you fucking slut.”

The words came out at a volume that was just barely above a whisper. But he understood them well enough. “I want you to fuck me,” I said. “I want you to put that massive cock of yours up my boy pussy and flood me with your cum.”

“I thought you’d never ask.” He grinned wide and put his hands to my waist. One second I was facing him, the next second he had flipped me over. My face was down on the sheets, and my ass was up in the air. He turned to his wife. “Honey, throw me a pillow.” She did exactly that. He put it under my stomach and propped my ass up even more.

I squirmed it at him invitingly, and he slapped me hard across my tush in response. “Can’t fucking wait, can you? You fucking slut.” I felt his hot cock press against my ass and I gasped loudly. “No need to be scared.” He rolled the flesh of my tush around in his fingers. “I won’t hurt you.”

“Well, not too much anyway.” And with that, he pushed in.

I screamed as he buried his cock deep inside me, his length traveling upwards and inwards as his girth stretched me wide.

“Fuck.” I moaned, the walls of my asshole squeezing against his hot veins. “You’re so fucking big.”

He pulsed inside me at the compliment, before tightening his grip on my hips and pulling me in closer. “Normally I take my time with these things. But I’m afraid you’re too hot to resist for too long.” He thrust inside me and I moaned into the sheets, my fingers clawing at the mattress as my asshole pulsed with heat around his manhood. “I apologize for the lack of foreplay.” And with that, he started fucking me harder and faster. He slammed into me again and again, his fingers digging into my hips, his pelvis slamming against my soft, plump cheeks with every thrust.

His wife watched with glee in her eyes as his balls slapped against mine. As I reached down and put my hand on my cock and began to stroke myself. He kept getting faster and faster, lighting up my insides with hot, taboo pleasure with his massive cock.

I felt myself grow harder and harder, and I was pretty close to cumming when Carrie asked us to stop.

I looked over as Chase paused, only to find that Carrie had also slipped out of her dress. She now stood completely naked on the side of the bed as she watched her husband with his cock deep inside me.

“Change positions,” she commanded, climbing onto the bed. “You lie flat on your back.” She commanded me. “And you.” She pointed towards her husband. “Fuck him from above. Missionary style.”

Was that even possible?

It didn’t matter. Even if it wasn't, we were all horny enough to rewrite reality.

I got on my back, Chase lifted my legs up and exposed my asshole to his cock, and then Carrie came closer. “I’m not gonna miss out on all the fun.” She stood over me on the bed, before lowering herself onto my face. Her cheeks smothered my face and her soaking wet pussy sat directly atop my mouth as she used me as her seat. “I want you to lick me, Jess. I want you to make me cum while my husband fucks you in the ass.”

And that sounded like the hottest fucking thing I’d heard in my entire life.

Chase held up my legs by the ankles and entered me again. I gasped, throwing my tongue up to Carrie’s pussy as a moan escaped her lips, her hips bucking against my mouth in the most delightful way.

Chase started fucking me again, and Carrie started riding my face.

It was amazing how being a married couple’s dirty little slut could feel so good. How taking a cock up your ass while you sucked someone’s pussy could be so amazing.

I started to suck on her clit as Chase’s hot tip hit a sweet spot inside me. I moaned into her cunt as my entire body shuddered with pleasure.

“She seems to like that,” Carrie instructed her husband after she finished her latest round of moaning. “You might want to do that again.”

And that’s exactly what he did. He pounded me in that same exact same spot again, and this time I moaned even louder, screaming into Carrie’s pussy as my tongue lashed across her clit. I was lost in euphoric bliss. The only thing my entire body was experiencing was raw, unadulterated pleasure. I felt heat and arousal rampage through my body. Making me shudder, making me moan and squirm and thrash as they used my body like I was some whore off the street.

Even so, Carrie was the first one to cum.

Her hips rocked and her back arched in the most sexy way as she squealed at the top of her lungs. Her pussy trembled against my mouth as she squirted all over me, wetting my face and the sheets underneath us in the process.

I came next, my cock pulsing one last time as I spurted my load over my own belly, my entire body shuddering with the effort. My orgasm did nothing to curb Chase’s enthusiasm, because he kept going as hard as he had been going.

“Good girl.” Carrie was still on my face. “Let him fuck you. Move your hips for him. And babe.” She was referring to her husband now. “Come inside her for me, won’t you?”

And that seemed to do it.

Chase groaned loudly as his cock swelled in the deep recess of my boy pussy. His entire body trembled as he exploded, filling me with his hot, sticky cum. He came so much that it filled me up and began to spill out of my asshole and onto the sheets underneath.

His cock kept pulsing inside me as he collapsed to one side of me, while Carrie laid down on the other. They both put their arms around me, and leaned across to kiss each other. All three of us were fully naked, all three of us were satisfied and breathing hard.

And all three of us were barely getting started.

I loved being their dirty little slut, and I couldn’t wait to do more.

To be continued
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College boy in Panties: Sissified by my girlfriend's Mom

Dan is very excited to meet his girlfriend's mom, but everything goes horribly wrong when he has an embarrassing accident in the car on the way to her house. What's worse, he doesn't have any other clothes to change into!

With no other options, Dan has no choice but to let his girlfriend's mom dress him up in a pair of panties and pajamas. As the silky fabric of the girly panties travels up his tush, he begins to feel things he's never felt before. And with how his girlfriend's mother is looking at him, he knows this might end with a pleasant ache in his backside.

Sissy for one night: A young man's feminine awakening

Those panties slid up my tush — and I felt things that I'd never quite felt before.
I was broke. No job, no girlfriend, no prospects.

Just an idea. And a wardrobe full of women's clothes.

How could I know that I'd end up face down, butt in the air, strong capable hands holding my hips as I awakened to my true sissy self?

Dressed in her panties: First time Sissy Feminization

The boss's daughter wants me in her panties!
It was a pretty standard company barbecue until my boss's hot nineteen-year-old daughter cornered me in the men's room and made a demand that left me scratching my head.

Now I'm stuck in her panties, the fabric riding up my cheeks, wrapping itself around my bum, touching me in places that make me feel things that I've never felt before. Will she be content just watching me squirm around in her sweat-stained panties? Or will she want more of me — more of my backside to be precise.


Feminized by the Lady next door

"Who knew a pair of panties could change this much?"
Ryan is down on his luck. He has no girlfriend, no money, and a piece of junk car. Not to mention that he's just broken his neighbors very expensive sculpture.

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

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

Long, hard, throbbing things.
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