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Metamorphosis

First of the Debbie Dakota Trilogy

She didn’t slam the door shut on her way out of my apartment, but she might as well. I sat on the edge of my bed, resting my head in my hands as I struggled to figure out just what went wrong. What changed to make me unable to get hard? Connie did everything right, and by all means we should be going at it right now. But instead of a stiff cock to wrap her lips around, she gripped a limp noodle.

It wasn’t the first time, nor the second, or third. But for Connie, it was the last. Try as I might, I couldn’t get it up for her. As beautiful and sexy as she was, I couldn’t get hard. She didn’t say it as she got dressed and left my bedroom, but I knew she took it personally. As a slight to her looks and, for lack of a better word, her skills. I even told her it wasn’t her, but me. But she just gave me this sad little smile, kissed me on the forehead, and said goodbye.

The worst part of it all is that Connie wasn’t the only girl this happened to. It started with Erica, who I was with for close to four months before my… condition… started. Then there were a couple of one-night stands, all ending prematurely. I thought I was doomed, but then I met Connie and suddenly I had my mojo again. At least, until two weeks ago.

Jake wasn’t my best friend, and while I could argue that he wasn’t even that close of a friend, he was the only person I somewhat knew that I could talk to about this sort of stuff. He was my wingman back in college. Helped each other get laid, and while he’s not someone I’d ask to be my best man, or a groomsman even at my hypothetical wedding, he’s the only one I can talk to openly about all matters relating to sex and the art of seduction.

“I just don’t get it, dude. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. What’s keeping me from getting…” I trailed off as I glanced around. Maybe in line at a coffee shop during the morning rush wasn’t the best place to talk about this.

Though it was kind of hard not to, since the woman in line in front of me was pretty damn fine to look at. She wore a pin-striped black skirt that treaded the line on whether or not it was office appropriate. Seemed stockings with black high heels that had a little platform. If she was my boss, I wouldn’t mind coming to work every day.

Especially when she glanced back at me as I was on the phone with Jake. She looked me up and down and smirked before facing forward.

“Let me call you back, I’m next to order.” I hung up without giving him a chance to say bye. I had more pressing issues to deal with, like watching that woman walk off toward the tables. She returned the look, even winking at me. I saw just enough of her to see that she was older. In her forties maybe. Even so, definitely still a looker.

“Sir?”

I turned back to see the barista waiting impatiently for me. I apologized and gave her my order, but as I dug out my wallet, she waved me off and thumbed over at the woman who was in line ahead of me, saying that she paid for my order.

The mystery woman was furiously typing away on her smartphone as I approached, a feat even more impressive with the dark red talons that were her fingernails. She remained seated as she glanced up and smiled.

“They told me you paid for my order?” I thumbed back toward the counter. “Wanted to say thanks?” I couldn’t hide the confusion in my voice. I also couldn’t help but stare down at her blouse. Her ample cleavage was in plain view for all the world to see.

The woman stood and handed me her business card. “Dr. Debbie Dakota?” I read aloud. “Sex thera…” I trailed off, letting the rest go unspoken.

“That’s right, hun,” she smiled. “Give me a call. I’ve helped lots of guys find what’s… missing… so to speak.” She placed her hand on my arm, and let it linger there just long enough. “I’ve got a knack for it, something a little… extra… that makes me especially good at solving problems such as yours.”

“But I don’t—”

“I look forward to hearing from you,” she winked. “Satisfaction guaranteed.”

I watched her walk, no, saunter off. I had no words to say, nothing to describe what just happened. Though the fact that I was half-erect in my slacks was the answer to the riddle.

“Peter? Order for Peter?”

I blinked, adjusted my pants oh so subtly, grabbed my order, and left.

I looked her up when I got home from work. What I saw… let me just say that I honestly wasn’t sure what I expected. I figured that even though Dr. Dakota blatantly advertised herself as a sex therapist, that perhaps her website would still maintain that clean, professional, maybe even family-friendly look.

Her website was akin to some sort of sex worker. Risqué, suggestive photos alongside her rather professional and surprisingly thorough biography. Her list of “services” practically overflows with innuendo and implication. In addition to dealing with male impotence—which she lists as her number one issue—Dr. Debbie Dakota also specializes in speech and behavioral therapy, guidance counseling, image consulting, and a number of other LGBT-related issues.

I leaned back in my chair and rubbed my forehead. I never thought to consult a therapist for this issue. I figured it was just something that would work itself out. But after another failed relationship, maybe I should see a professional about it. Then again, therapists aren’t cheap, and I doubt my barebones insurance I get from work would cover the cost of it.

But at the same time, do I want to risk another failed relationship? There was no mention of prices at all on her website, but she did emphasize that the consultation is free. “Ahh, fuck it,” I said. “Free is free. If she’s as good as she says she is, then maybe. Maybe.”

Dr. Dakota’s directions led me to a generic business park in the nice part of town. The whole area was clean and well maintained, with no signs of any vagrants that so often loiter around business parks such as these. Part of me half expected to see “Sex Therapist” or something similar on the black glass walls of the suites within the park, but instead Dr. Dakota’s clinic was expertly disguised as “DD Consulting”.

The door was locked, so I rang the doorbell. About a minute later the door swung open and I was greeted by a smiling Dr. Dakota. She was dressed similarly to when I first saw her at the coffee shop, a somewhat provocative office ensemble. She also had on these square-rimmed glasses that almost gave her a librarian look.

“Good morning, Peter.” She gestured me inside. “I apologize for the wait. I only recently moved to this location and haven’t had the time to hire an assistant.”

The waiting room was a small square space that had some chairs and a door to the bathroom. On the wall opposite the entrance was the receptionist’s desk which, apart from being fully furnished with a computer, phone, and other accessories, sat empty. On the wall behind the desk, opposite the entrance, was the only other door, secured with a keypad lock.

The door opened to a hallway that had several doors on either side, with another at the far end. They were all closed, except for the first door on the right, which Dr. Dakota led me into. While I felt like I had walked into some kind of medical doctor’s office, the room ended up being exactly what I pictured a therapist’s room to be. Dr. Dakota had me take a seat on the small love seat, while she sat in the high-backed chair that resembled something a villain would own.

“First things first,” she said, crossing her legs and grabbing a notepad and pen from the small side table. “As you asked about on the phone, the first half-hour is free. After that, I charge hourly, with the standard rate of $250 an hour, with a three-hour minimum.”

I just about balked. “Hold up, seriously? $250 an hour, with a three-hour minimum? That’s insane! There’s no way I’m paying that.”

Dr. Dakota simply smiled. “You’d be surprised just how many reactions I get like yours, and how many of them quickly pay once the half-hour is up. Because, you see, Peter, I know what I’m doing. I get results or you get your money back.”

Her confidence was both reassuring, and terrifying. There was also something about it that was… hot. I sighed, leaned back on the couch, and prepared myself for whatever was about to happen.

For all her supposed professionalism, Dr. Debbie Dakota pulled no punches. Starting right off the bat with questions I never expected to answer, let alone say aloud to another human being. She started off with stuff like: how long have I been sexually active, have I only been with women, have I ever considered being with another man, was I molested or raped when I was young.

“Whoa, what the fuck kind of question is that?” I straightened up.

Dr. Dakota waved me down. “It’s okay, Peter, I have to ask these kinds of questions. You’d be surprised by the long-lasting effects they would have on someone. Now, do you have any kinks or fetishes?”

“Uhh, what?”

She leaned forward. “Kinks or fetishes? Bondage or roleplay? Maybe domination or submission?”

I waved her off. “Yeah, I know what a fetish is.”

“Well?” she paused. “Do you have any? Maybe something you’ve wanted to do with a past girlfriend that she would not partake in?”

“No. Definitely not.” I folded my arms and leaned back on the couch.

Dr. Dakota raised an eyebrow. “So firm in your response,” she scribbled something down in her notes. “Interesting.”

“What is?”

“The more adamant someone denies something, the more they lie to themselves.”

“No, I don’t have any—”

“Peter, a kink or fetish isn’t always the extreme stuff. Tell me, is there an outfit you would’ve loved to see one of your ex’s in? Maybe some lingerie or a costume?”

“Costume?”

“Yes, like a sexy nurse, schoolgirl, or police officer?”

“I mean… sure,” I admitted. “I did always find women in lingerie a turn-on.”

“See? That wasn’t so hard, now was it?”

Dr. Dakota uncrossed her legs then and left them spread wide enough, and long enough, for me to see up her skirt, revealing the fact that not only was she wearing stockings, but they were being held up by garters. There was something else, but I wasn’t sure if it was just a trick of the fabric or not. She didn’t let me look long enough.

“Did your exes ever wear stockings or pantyhose?”

I could feel the blood rushing to my face. “I mean, Connie worked in an office so she wore pantyhose pretty often. Especially during the winter.”

Dr. Dakota nodded, scribbled some notes, and said, “Did you ever have sex while she was wearing them? Ever feel the fabric against your skin?”

“Uh, maybe? I don’t remember.” I shifted in my seat. There was something about that question that stirred something inside me. Why would she ask such a thing?

“Tell me, Peter, and be truthful with me: have you ever worn pantyhose or stockings? Ever tried on your ex’s panties?”

I stood up. “What? Of course not! Why the fuck would I do such a thing?! What kind of fucking question was that?”

Dr. Dakota didn’t seem the least bit phased by my outburst. In fact, she smiled and glanced down at my waist. “It seems your body says otherwise.”

I felt it then. I didn’t need to look down to realize that I was partially erect. I quickly sat back down, pressed my legs together, and placed my hands on my lap to hide the evidence.

“There’s no need to be ashamed, Peter.” Dr. Dakota stood, set her notepad aside, and did something I very much did not expect: she unzipped her skirt and tossed it away. She was, in fact, wearing a garter belt to hold her stockings up. But that wasn’t what my eyes were glued to. It was the bulge in her lace panties.

Before I could say anything, she took a step toward me. “Lingerie is a wonderful thing. Stockings and pantyhose especially. The fabric is so light and delicate, yet it conforms to every curve of your legs, caressing them and creating this undeniable allure to them. Tell me, Peter, would you want to try on a pair of panties? Maybe slip into some stockings or feel the gentle caress of pantyhose?”

My mind raced. A million questions flowed through me. I couldn’t think straight, couldn’t focus. There was so much to process, so many things to try to comprehend. In the midst of it all was the blaring truth that I was rock hard in my jeans. Try as I might to think about something else, something innocent and not sexy, I couldn’t ignore the glaring strain on the denim fabric as my cock tried its damnedest to tear itself free. I hadn’t been this hard in so long. Not even when I was able to have sex with Connie. Or Erica before her.

The fact that Dr. Debbie Dakota was somehow a man beneath all the curves and lingerie was just an entirely different thing that I had little to no brainpower to spare to comprehend.

But before I could do anything, or say anything, an alarm rang from Dr. Dakota’s phone.

“Half hour is up.” She bent down to pick up her skirt and took her dear sweet time zipping it up before reaching over to silence the alarm. “Please follow me to the exit so we can—”

“Wait,” I said. “You said it’s a money-back guarantee, right? If I’m not satisfied?”

Dr. Dakota nodded. “100%”

I opened my mouth, in complete shock and disbelief at what I was about to say. “I’ll do it. I’ll… book a three-hour session.”

Dr. Dakota smiled. “I’ll be right back.”

After swiping my card, because I definitely do not walk around with close to a grand of cash in my pocket, Dr. Dakota had me fill out and sign, date, and initial a book’s worth of waivers. As if reading my mind, she said not to worry, and that the clock on our three-hour session didn’t start on this was all done and set aside. Though, again, she mentioned how much faster it would be if she had her assistant.

Once that was all done, she sat back down in her chair and I on the couch. She watched me for a few minutes, silently studying me as she jotted down more notes on her pad before she finally spoke once more. “So, Peter, how did it feel?”

“How did what feel?”

“The thought of wearing lingerie? Or were you too distracted to notice my… extra something?”

I blinked. I honestly couldn’t believe I forgot about that. But Dr. Dakota continued before I had a chance to say anything.

“I bet you’re wondering how I could be a man. How could you not? You saw what I’m packing down there, and while I’m sure we’ll discuss that later, I know you have questions of your own. But that topic is for another time and place. The question I now have for you is, if I gave you the chance to slip into some stockings, panties, or pantyhose, would you take me up on the offer?”

I opened my mouth to speak. I wanted to say no, or rather hell no. But I couldn’t. Something flowed through me and I couldn’t help but fidget in my seat as I tried not to think about it, to picture it. To get the image of not just myself in stockings and panties out of my head, but that of me in full-blown women’s attire. Where did this all come from? I’ve never thought about it before. I’ve never looked at Connie in her pantyhose and wanted to try them on myself. To feel that delicate fabric against my—oh fuck.

I squirmed and bit on my lip as my cock throbbed. It was rock hard again. I… I couldn’t believe it. I’m getting turned on by this? This is what’s making my dick erect? I looked up at Dr. Dakota, who watched me with keen eyes.

“The world isn’t black and white, and neither is human sexuality. There’s nothing to be ashamed of either. Under my roof, you don’t have to worry about what society and culture deem as taboo, inappropriate, weird, or strange. There’s no judgment here. You can admit to me now that you jerk off dressed in a fursuit and I would only ask how you came up with the money for one. You see, I’ve been there. I’ve been in your shoes. Trapped in a false prison of my own making.” Her eyes focused on my groin and she spoke softly. “Show me what’s going on down there.”

I bit my lip and looked away as I withdrew my hands, showing Dr. Dakota my raging erection.

“Think about it this way,” she flipped the page over on her notepad and drew a box. “This box contains your sexual experience so far. Which I can guess, is limited to the occasional blowjob from one of your exes and regular old sex, am I right?”

I nodded.

She drew a much bigger square, with the initial square a small part of the top corner. “When you look at it this way, it’s easy to understand how your sexual tastes have grown stale and bland, no longer providing you or your partner with satisfaction. For some, that’s perfectly fine, and they’re happy staying in their tiny little corner. But that’s not you, correct?”

I nodded.

“What you’re feeling right now,” she pointed to the area outside the original small square, “is just you stepping out of your comfort zone and discovering something new and exciting.” She put the notepad and pen away. “So, tell me, Peter, would you like to know what it feels like to wear lingerie?”

Fuck. I was at a complete and utter loss. I didn’t know what to do. What to say. I had voices in my head telling me different things; to stay, to leave, to run, to hide. I looked down at my groin, at my throbbing cock trying so hard to escape my jeans. I couldn’t deny what I felt.

There was something tantalizing about it. The forbidden taboo that lured you in. But after months of frustration, failed dates, rejection, and outright disappointment, I decided maybe the doctor was right, that… she… knew these things better than I could, and what would be the harm? Maybe I try it on and it does nothing for me. I can change back, try something else, and maybe have a laugh about it later.

But what if I’m wrong? What if it works? What then?

I didn’t let myself go down that train of thought. Instead, all I did was nod.

“Wonderful,” Dr. Dakota smiled and extended her hand. “Follow me.”

I almost didn’t step into the next room she guided me to. I got one glance through the doorway and backed out. What I saw was some sort of changing room. Several rolling racks of clothes, a vanity, and some wigs. There were a lot more wigs than I saw, but I didn’t get a chance to take in the room completely before I backed up and turned around, pressing my back against the wall of the hallway.

“Something wrong, Peter?” Dr. Dakota leaned against the doorway, her arms crossed.

“There’s… a lot of women’s clothes in that room.”

She smiled. “I don’t only deal with men, you know. Come, don’t be afraid. You’ve come so far already.” She extended her hand and, after a moment’s hesitation, I took it.

There was plenty more to the room that I hadn’t seen. Like, for example, the tall bookshelf full of high heels.

“Some of my more regular clients are those dealing with gender dysphoria, or those who have already transitioned and need help defining their look or style. I’ve helped women free themselves from the oppressive conservative lifestyles their families forced upon them.” She pointed to the chair by the vanity. “Strip and set your clothes on the table there while I find something for you.”

“But… I didn’t agree to a full outfit or anything.”

Dr. Dakota winked. “Oh, I know. Don’t worry.”

With trembling fingers, I took off my shirt, removed my shoes, and slipped out of my jeans, remaining in only my boxers. Now free of the firm denim, my cock was allowed to fully harden, tenting my boxers.

“Those too,” she said, waving a finger at my underwear.

I tried to delay as best I could. “So you’re… are you still a man?”

Dr. Dakota stopped searching through the drawer and glanced over at me. “If you’re wondering if, underneath the makeup, the nylons and these fake breasts of mine lies the heart of a red-blooded, meat-eating American man, then sure.”

“Wait, those are fake?”

Dr. Dakota winked and smiled. “Oh, you’d be surprised how real they can make them. But yes, at the end of the day, I still consider myself a man. As much as I love looking and dressing like this, sauntering around in high heels and seducing silly boys, sometimes it’s nice to just walk around in my original male self. Just to blend in with the crowd, become a nobody. In truth, I don’t consider myself male or female. Like I said earlier, human sexuality isn’t black and white, and there are far more than fifty shades of gray that lie between. Now, take those boxers off too.”

I swallowed and stepped out of my underwear. I don’t know why I felt so timid, so nervous. It’s not like I’ve never been naked in front of a woman before. Maybe it’s the fact that Dr. Dakota isn’t an ordinary woman. She’s not really a man either. The fact that she can look so damn good, so damn convincing. It blows my mind.

“Now, don’t worry, we’ll start off simple and plain. Nothing more.”

She held up a pair of black satin panties and showed me the front and back. There was nothing special about them, no-frills, no bows or ribbons, just a plain pair of black women’s underwear.

I held the garment in my hands, my fingers rubbing the delicate fabric between them. Not the first time I’ve held a pair of lady’s underwear before, but not as I’m about to put them on. I swallowed hard and took several deep, centering breaths before stepping into them. As I pulled them up over my cock, it twitched. I grunted as I fought hard to keep myself from cumming right then and there.

“How does it feel?” When I opened my eyes, Dr. Dakota stood close by, her eyes looking me up and down. “Exotic? Strange, maybe?”

I couldn’t put into words what this all felt like, so I just nodded.

“Excellent. Now these.”

She handed me the stockings and guided me through putting them on, making sure to be very careful not to rip or tear the delicate fabric. The lace tops had a lining to them that helped them stay up on my thighs. I tried not to look down because I could feel what was going on down there.

“Okay Peter, I want some honest truth from you. Does this feel good?”

I couldn’t lie. I couldn’t fib or make up some excuse. It felt good. It felt so strangely wonderful. The thrill from the taboo, from the fact that I was going against society, against the traditional values my parents hammered into my head as I grew up.

I nodded, still afraid of putting it to words. Of saying it out loud.

“Good,” Dr. Dakota said. “Because I would know if you’re lying to me. Your body is telling me everything I need to know. The only question is, is your mind on the same page. Open your eyes, Peter. Look down at your groin. What do you see?”

I glanced down only briefly before looking away, my face burning with embarrassment. My cock was so stiff, so hard. Not only that, but it was wet. Precum had oozed out of the tip into the fabric.

“There’s nothing wrong Peter. There’s no shame in finding it so deliciously wonderful to wear the clothing of another gender.” She started walking, moving behind me as she continued. “To feel the soft silk against your body. The gentle caress of nylons on your legs. It feels wonderful now, but the delicate fabric against hairless legs is something else entirely.”

When Dr. Dakota came back into view, she had discarded her skirt and undone her blouse. I couldn’t help but stare down at the bulge in her panties.

“What’s on your mind, Peter? What else are you curious about? You’ve told me how your exes would give you the occasional blowjob, but did you ever wonder what it was like to be the one giving? To have a cock in your mouth and hear the moans and groans of your partner as you please them?”

She stepped up close and placed her hand on my arm. Her scent flooded my nostrils. The mix of perfume and her natural aroma. My mouth watered. Is she right? Have I just been in denial this whole time? I never once thought about it.

“Remember Peter, there’s no judgment. Don’t be afraid of what you may feel. I am only your guide, I am not forcing you to do anything you don’t want to do.”

She’s right. I don’t have to do anything. But at the same time, I haven’t felt this… turned on in ages. If she touched my cock, I… I would probably cum instantly. What about her cock? I mean, she’s not really a dude, so it wouldn’t be gay, would it? She’s a lady. She looks like one, acts like one, talks like one. Not like I’d be going down on Jake or something.

As if reading my mind, Dr. Dakota said: “would you like to give mine a taste?”

My whole body trembled. I could barely stand. I closed my eyes as I tried not to picture it. Me on my knees, lips wrapped around her dick.

Her finger brushed the tip of my cock and I just about came. I had to steady myself on the vanity to keep from falling down.

“Well, Peter? Would you like to? Again, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. I’m only helping you to explore this newly discovered, uncharted territory.”

“Y-Yes,” I muttered, somehow finally finding the strength to speak.

“Would you like to dress up some more? Perhaps a dress and some shoes? A wig, perhaps?”

I wasn’t quite sure what to make of this whole situation. I figured that maybe once I see myself in the full get-up I can say “cool, you fixed it” and just go home? But what if I like it too much? What if she takes me further, deeper, into realms unknown? I’m not sure I could ignore this going forward. I feel that whatever happens next, will forever change me.

I nodded. “Yes, please.”

Dr. Dakota smiled, took me by the hand, and guided me over to the racks of clothing. I silently watched as she searched through the wide variety of clothing she had on display; countless costumes and outfits in all sizes, colors, and levels of appropriate. What she ended up choosing for me, was a gray pleated miniskirt, and a pink satin blouse.

For shoes, she found a pair of matching pink heels which, to my surprise, fit almost perfectly. They were difficult to walk in, but Dr. Dakota mentioned something about how it gets easier with practice.

The wig she picked out was a short brown bob. The brown matched my own hair color, and I’m just glad I didn’t have any facial hair because I’m sure she would’ve made me shave. When I saw my reflection, I didn’t know what to say. I mean, I didn’t have any makeup on or anything, but even so, with the clothing and the wig, I barely recognized myself.

I glanced over at the door out of the room. Some part of me still screamed to run. To escape. To leave this place and never look back. But I couldn’t. I haven’t felt this… aroused in so long. I couldn’t get hard when Connie stood naked and crawled on the bed toward me and wrapped her lips around my cock, but here I am now, dressed in women’s clothes, rock hard.

Dr. Dakota stood behind me and put her hands on my shoulders as we both looked at each other’s reflections. “Would you like me to do your makeup? Help bring out that woman inside you?”

I nodded. I just hope that I can make it through the process. I don’t know much more I can take before I jizz myself.

Much to my dismay, Dr. Dakota faced me away from the mirror as she applied my makeup. “A pretty girl such as yourself needs a pretty name. How about Penelope?”

“A pretty girl?”

Dr. Dakota nodded. “I don’t see a boy sitting in the chair in front of me. Do you think, dressed like that, that you’re still a boy?” Before I could answer, she continued. “Could it be that maybe the reason you couldn’t get hard anymore is because you no longer found women attractive?”

I didn’t answer. I tried to wrap my head around the question as Dr. Dakota took a small brush to my eyelids. It wasn’t something I even dared to consider. But the more I thought about it, the more it made sense. In addition to no longer being able to get it up for Erica, or Connie, or any of the other women I tried to sleep it, I found it more and more difficult to jerk off. To find material that would get me going. When I was able to get off, more times than not I felt nothing afterward. No satisfaction, no fulfillment. Just… sore.

“Well, Penelope?” Hearing the name again triggered something inside me. I squirmed as more precum dribbled out of my cock into my panties. When I opened my eyes, Dr. Dakota pulled the lid off a tube of lipstick, twisting it to reveal the bright pink color within. “There’s nothing wrong with a pretty girl like yourself admitting that she likes boys.”

I writhed in my chair as she painted my lips. What is happening to me? Where did this all come from? Why am I thinking these things? I’ve never once found a guy sexually attractive, but now I can’t get them out of my head.

“You have such wonderfully thick lips, perfect for sucking cock,” Dr. Dakota said. “Would you like to suck mine, Penelope?”

The words escaped my now painted lips before I could corral them. “Yes, please.”

“That’s a good sissy.” She put the lid back on the tube and stepped back. “You see, Penelope, you may try to be a girl but, like me, you’re still a boy under those clothes. A boy, pretending to be a girl. A sissy. That’s what you are, right? A sissy?”

Once more, my body acted on its own, the words escaping. “Yes, I am.”

Dr. Dakota smiled and took my hands in hers. “What we’ve just had here, Penelope, is a major breakthrough. You’re exploring and discovering so much of yourself right now. It’s such a wonderful thing to see and witness. Always makes me smile when I can help my clients break through the walls they built around themselves. But before we go any further, I want to establish what’s called a safe word.”

I nodded, and she continued.

“This safe word would be for you to say when I cross the line. What I said earlier about you being a sissy was just me testing the waters. Now that I know I can continue, I want to make sure you continue to feel safe, and at any point I do or say something that you absolutely do not want to continue, you say the safe word. I can provide one for you, if you cannot come up with something.”

I considered her words for a moment, and the implications of what she meant by going further, before I said the first thing that came out of my mouth. “Peanut butter.”

“Wonderful choice, Penelope. Easy to say and difficult to confuse with anything else. Let me state out loud for the two of us that ‘peanut butter’ is my client’s safe word and I will abide by it.” She helped me to my feet. “Now, my pretty sissy, I know how badly you want to taste my cock, but that is a prize you have to earn.”

She turned me toward the mirror and I had to pick my jaw up off the floor. I… I didn’t recognize myself. I barely saw any traces of the man I was when I stepped through this door. All I could see was Penelope, with her thick, glossy pink lips, dark eye shadow, and flawless face.

“Now, repeat after me, and do so in your best girl voice, because Penelope isn’t a boy, isn’t she?”

I shook my head.

“That’s right. Penelope is a sissy. A boy trying to be a girl. And from what I’ve gathered so far, Penelope is eager to taste some cock.”

I bit my lip and tasted the lipstick. It was thick, like chapstick. I gripped the hem of my skirt, trying to hide my throbbing cock. Why did this have to feel so amazing? I can’t stop myself. I can’t hold back. I want more. I need more.

“Say: my name is Penelope and I am a sissy. And I want you to look at your reflection as you do.”

I looked away from Dr. Dakota and focused on my reflection. At the girl staring back at me and in my best attempt at a female voice, I said: “My name is Penelope and I am a sissy.”

Dr. Dakota paced behind me as she continued to give me phrases to say, each one taking it further and further.

“I am not a boy, I am not a girl. I am a sissy. I used to be a boy, but now I am a sissy. I am a cocksucking sissy. I don’t like girls, I like boys. My name is Penelope and I am a cocksucking sissy. I want to suck cock and get fucked.”

Then Dr. Dakota said something that made me pause. This was already so very strange. So dangerously thrilling. Each phrase she had me say turned me on more and more, to the point where I was leaking more precum with each statement. But that final remark, I knew that if I said it out loud, there would be no turning back. No coming back from this.

My safe word crept up the back of my throat, but I couldn’t go through with it. I wanted to keep going, even if it meant saying something I never in my life thought I would say aloud. I was hooked on whatever drug this was. I wanted more. I opened my mouth and repeated what Dr. Dakota instructed me to.

“My name is Penelope, and I am a cocksucking sissy faggot.”

My knees buckled as I orgasmed right then and there. Cum flowed forth, the dam broken. I caught myself on the vanity as cum dripped down the side of my leg and onto the floor. My head swam, my vision blurred. I can’t remember ever having felt this way. I tried as best I could to stem the flow, but my body wouldn’t have it.

“Did it feel good to say that, sissy? Feel good to admit it out loud what you are?” Dr. Dakota tucked some of my hair behind my ear as she moved in next to me. “It’s liberating, isn’t it? That freedom, the chains unshackled, the bonds broken. Able to be who you want to be.”

“Y-Yes,” my voice trembled as I attempted to use my feminine voice.

She slid her hand under my skirt. “You’ve found your true self. You’re not Peter, some silly boy, aren’t you?”

I shook my head.

“What are you?”

“I am Penelope, a cocksucking sissy faggot.”

She reached around, pulled down my panties, and gripped my cock, gently stroking it. “Sissy’s like you don’t have a cock. Only boys have cocks. You have a clitty. A pathetic little girl cock. Ain’t that right, Penelope?”

“Y-yes!” More cum oozed out of my cock—out of my clitty. Oh, fuck, it felt so good. So wonderful! How could I have been so dumb? So oblivious to the truth?

“You want to suck my cock, don’t you sissy slut?”

“Yes, please!”

“Well, too bad. Admitting what you are is just the first step. It’s time to walk like the sissy faggot that you claim to be. But first, let’s get you into some new panties. Something a little more fitting.”

Off came the plain black, now soaking wet, panties. Dr. Dakota tossed them aside and wandered off back behind the racks of clothing to the double-wide dresser. She was only there for a few moments, and when she returned, she held up in front of her a pink lace thong.

With my heels still on, I managed to step into the skimpy underwear. As I pulled them up over my butt, Dr. Dakota gave me a playful smack on my ass. With that taken care of, she led me out of the wardrobe room and back into the hallway. She had me walk down and back the stretch so many times I lost count. First, just to get me used to the heels. Then, to start swishing my hips back and forth as I strode. Finally, to do so with bent arms and limp wrists.

All while repeating the mantra: “My name is Penelope Wigglebottom. I am not a boy. I am a sissy cocksucker.”

Eventually, after what felt like hours, she gave me the sign of approval. “Well, Penelope, I think you’ve earned your reward. Time to christen you as the sissy bitch that you are.”

“Thank you, Dr. Dakota,” I replied as feminine I could. I have been waiting so long for this moment. I honestly couldn’t believe how blind I’ve been to my desires. Like, I feel like the weight of the world has been lifted from my shoulders and I can finally soar.

She led me to another room, walking behind me to make sure I had mastered my “sissy strut” as she called it. This room was far different from the rest. Filled with black leather furniture, the kind of which I’ve never seen before, I could only guess that this is what the inside of a BDSM dungeon looked like.

Dr. Dakota had me get on my knees right next to one of the full-length mirrors so that her bulge was practically eye level. She looked down at me and smiled. “Well, sissy? What are you waiting for? Show me what you’ve got.”

With trembling hands I reached up and pulled down her panties, letting her big, thick cock fall out. Its heady aroma filled my nostrils, grabbing hold of me and reeling me in. I can’t believe it. I can’t believe this is happening to me. I’m… about to suck a cock. Am I really going to go through with this? Is this something I really want to do?

The safe word lingered on the back of my throat yet again, but my body trembled. My clitty throbbed. Precum trickled out into my thong. I swallowed the words and wrapped my lips around Dr. Dakota’s wonderful cock.

I was in heaven. I moaned as I slid up and down on her shaft, savoring it. Is this what it was like? No wonder some women are addicted to it. I may become addicted to it! Oh, what am I thinking, of course I want more. I am a total sissy cocksucker after all.

I looked up at Dr. Dakota. She smiled down at me as she gently pushed her hips forward, forcing her cock deeper down my throat. “I’ll have to get you on a training regime so that you can easily deepthroat going forward. If that’s what you want, that is.”

I nodded. Yes, please, give me more. I want more.

“Sissy loves the cock in her mouth, doesn’t she?”

I nodded again. Moaning. I let it fall out of my mouth to lick every surface of it, to taste the precum that dripped out of her tip.

“Does sissy want to experience true bliss? Does she want me to fuck what little masculinity is left out of her?”

“Yes, please! Please, Dr. Dakota!”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me. Please make me a true sissy!”

She nodded. “On your feet.”

I stood and she wheeled over a strange A-frame-shaped piece of furniture. Only when she positioned it in front of the mirror did I realize what it was. She instructed me to climb on it, positioning me on my hands and knees with my face inches from the mirror.

Through the reflection I watched her squeeze and ample amount of clear lube onto her hand, making sure I can see her coating her thick, firm dick. Was it really that big? It seemed so small when it was nestled in her panties. Will that even fit in me?

Then she lined up behind me and slid her cock into me. What happened next was beyond anything I could ever imagine.

She started slowly, checking on me to make sure I wasn’t in any pain. Once she was able to fully insert herself into me, she sped up. I… couldn’t put into words what it felt. I can remember my exes moaning back when I could get it up for them. But now. Now I was the one moaning as Dr. Dakota fucked me silly.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out.

“Feels good, doesn’t it, Penelope?”

“Yes! Yes!”

She smacked my ass. “Tell me what you are!”

“I… I am a sissy. A sissy cocksucker!”

“What is your name?”

“Penelope!”

“Does Penelope like girls?”

“N-no! Penelope is a sissy faggot who likes boys!” Fuck I’m getting so close. So close to cumming. Almost there.

“That’s right. Penelope is a sissy who likes big husky men. She wants their cocks, doesn’t she?”

“Yes! Oh, fuck, yes!”

“She doesn’t want to be with girls anymore, does she?”

“No! I want men. Big, strong, handsome men.”

“Is Penelope a sissy gay boy?”

“Oh, fuck, yes! Oh fuck I’m such a cocksucking faggot!”

She smacked my ass again. “Again!”

She had me repeat it again and again until I finally came. Cum practically exploded out of my clitty, whatever remained of my masculinity, of the man I was when I walked through these doors with it. Dr. Dakota kept fucking me. Kept pounding my boipussy until she came. And when she did. I was Peter no more. Gone was the straight guy who just wanted to fix his dick so he could keep having sex with women. Now, I’m just Penelope. The gay sissy faggot who loves cock and dressing slutty.

When Dr. Dakota finally did pull out of me, she walked up beside me, rubbed my head, and whispered into my ear. “Welcome, Penelope. It’s good to have you here.”

“Thank you, Dr. Dakota,” I whimpered back.

Jonathan stood next to his car as he looked at the business card in his hand and at the business park he found himself in. The directions led him here, to this exact spot. On the black glass window were the words “DD Consulting.” He shrugged, summing it up to wanting to stay inconspicuous, and tried the door.

He stepped into a small waiting room where he was greeted by a woman behind the desk. She had brown hair cut in a bob style and wore a hot pink satin blouse as she typed on the keyboard with similar pink nails. Jonathan couldn’t help but notice how flat-chested she was, but he’s known some women who unfortunately weren’t given the big honking titties that he likes.

“Hi there, you must be Jonathan,” the receptionist said, extending her hand, wrist limp. “My name is Penelope. I’ll let Dr. Dakota know you’re here.”


Curiosities

Isaac wasn’t quite sure how he ended up at a drag show.

He recalled having a conversation with his coworker, Susanne, during which she mentioned something about going to one. He thought she was talking about a drag race, you know, with cars, burning rubber, and whatnot, but she helped clear the confusion with a rather brief but enthusiastic explanation about drag queens and how much fun the shows are.

Isaac, having never been to a drag show—neither the car nor the crossdressing kind—shrugged. How she talked him into going with her to a show this weekend he couldn’t quite remember. Yet, there he was, sitting awkwardly at a tiny round table in a loud, crowded bar one Saturday night.

It could be that he had shown some interest in Susanne. Sure, she was a little older than him, with dark hair and tan skin that gave her an “exotic” look when compared to his pasty complexion and blonde hair. He had only been at the company for a few months, and it had been a while since he had a good lay, and Susanne seemed like the kind of woman who would be up for a friend with benefits sort of thing.

“I’m going to get a drink,” he said, clearly not loud enough. When he gestured toward the bar, she gave him a lazy wave, seeming way more into the show than into him. In all honesty, he wasn’t having a good time. The whole thing was… too much. A sensory overload that overwhelmed his introverted brain. Plus, he couldn’t quite wrap his head around the whole crossdressing thing.

The fact that the performers were interacting with the crowd only made his anxiety worse and his desire for a drink stronger.

He slipped out of the too-small table just in the nick of time, as one of the performers danced down the aisle and stopped right next to where he was just sitting. Susanne was overjoyed as she stuffed bills into the queen’s outfit and Isaac let out a sigh of relief as he took a seat at the surprisingly empty bar and signaled the bartender.

“You okay?”

Isaac turned to see what he thought was a woman, at first glance, a couple of stools down, looking over at him somewhat worriedly. It turned out to be one of the drag queens, though from the more subdued makeup and the lack of an extravagant outfit, she must not be performing.

Like Susanne, the queen had long black hair and tan skin. Hispanic, if Isaac guessed right. Unlike Susanne, she was dressed a bit risque, with a tight black and gold cocktail dress and matching platform heels.

“Yeah… I think,” Isaac replied.

“First time at a drag show?” The queen smiled.

He scratched the back of his head. “What gave it away?”

“My name’s Juliette,” the woman said as she slid over to sit closer but keeping one stool apart.

“Isaac.” He thumbed back at the stage. “What about you?”

“All the time. I’m actually performing later.”

“Your outfit seems…” Isaac looked her up and down, “tame… compared to the others.”

“Gotta change it up some, you know, give the guests a break from the feathers and the rhinestones,” Juliette winked. She gestured to the stool next to Isaac. “May I?”

Isaac returned the gesture and Juliette sild next to him. He got a whiff of her perfume, and it was surprisingly pleasant. Flowery, but not overbearing.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to flirt with you,” she smiled. “I can see you’re a straight shooter, and I want the guests to be comfortable. Though I will say you are quite pleasing to the eyes.”

Juliette gestured to the bartender. “Mac, another for my friend here.”

Isaac blushed and raised his drink. “Thanks, I uh… appreciate it.” Then, after a few moments, he said, “So, if you don’t mind me asking, how long have you…”

“Been dressing?” Juliette turned back toward him and rested her elbow on the bar. “Oh, the better part of a decade. Was raised in a pretty traditional household. The fear of God was crammed into me at an early age. Wanting to be a ‘good son,’ I did what I was raised to do, and that was date pretty girls, despite my growing interest in men and wanting to be the one in pantyhose and skirts. One girl I dated saw right through my mask and, quite frankly, gave me the courage to stand up to my parents and be myself.”

Isaac sipped his drink. “I assume that didn’t go well.”

Juliette smiled. “Kicked me out of the house. Disowned me. Claudia let me stay with her. Her roommate had just moved out, so I moved in.”

Isaac frowned. “Shit, I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” Juliette waved. “Best thing that ever happened. Now I can live my life. Be who I truly am. Claudia freed me, allowed me to explore and discover my true self.”

“Your true self being?” Isaac asked.

Juliette winked, downed a shot of tequila, and smiled. “A gay transvestite and drag queen.”

Juliette called out to the bartender and offered to get Isaac another shot. Behind them, the crowd erupted in cheers as the queen’s set ended. The emcee ran on stage and started working the crowd as the next performer got ready.

Isaac raised his shot glass to Juliette before asking, “So how did you… you know… know?” Then he downed the tequila and coughed.

Juliette downed her own shot. “When I was in high school I found myself peeking at the other boys while we were in the showers after physical education. Thought it was just a phase, that I’d eventually develop an interest in women. Got caught peeking a few times too. Some of the boys didn’t take too kindly to it. Call me all sorts of names. I came home with bruises. Had a heck of a time coming up with excuses for it.”

Isaac frowned. “I’m so sorry.”

Juliette shrugged. “Don’t worry, pretty thing. I never looked back. Now I live my life to the fullest and am unabashedly thirsty for gorgeous men and their delicious dicks.” When she noticed his blushing face, Juliette burst out into laughter and placed a reassuring hand on his thigh. “I do apologize. Sometimes I forget that I’m not talking to my friends.”

Isaac chuckled. “More power to you, I guess.”

“Enough about me. Tell me about you. What do you think about all of… this?” She gestured to herself and the performers on stage. “I mean, I apologize for assuming you’re straight. I know some guys take offense to that.”

Isaac took a long sip of his drink. “It’s okay and, yes, I would consider myself a straight male. Never had any reason to doubt otherwise.”

“Shame.” Juliette shook her head. “I’m just teasing. Go on.”

“I mean, I’m not sure what I can say. It’s… impressive, to say the least. I say that about you. You look pretty… girlish? I don’t know what the term is.”

“Passable,” Juliette said. Then she bowed. “Thank you, thank you. I try my best to look as much as the real deal as I can, while still glamming it up.”

“The ones on stage? Them I’m not sure about. The look is… not my thing.”

Juliette glanced over at the performers. “Understandable. It takes some getting used to. But it’s supposed to be gaudy and exaggerated, a caricature.”

“So, what makes you want to dress like a woman? Are you planning on transitioning?”

Juliette shrugged. “No idea where the desire came from. One day I just had a curiosity that I decided to investigate. One thing led to another and now, as for transitioning? Nope, no intention to. I love being a guy as much as I love dressing like a woman, and I love dressing like a woman.”

“But wait, are there gay guys who like crossdressers? I’m not sure it makes sense, cause I thought—”

Juliette laughed. “Bit of a mind twister, ain’t it? But here’s the thing, doesn’t matter if the guy I’m with is ‘straight’ or not. I’m the one with my lips wrapped around their cock or their manhood up deep inside me.”

Isaac raised his eyebrows and cocked his head to the side. Then, a moment later, he nodded. “Makes sense. Makes sense.” He laughed self-consciously. “Not something I thought I’d ever be discussing.”

“So, you’ve never thought about it?”

“About what?” Isaac had another sip.

“Never been curious? Wondered what it was like to be with another man?”

“Nah,” Isaac shrugged. “I mean, sure, I can appreciate a good-looking dude, but I’ve never been attracted to another one.”

“What about crossdressing?”

“Nope.”

Juliette sighed and shook her head. “Shame, really. I think you’d make a very beautiful woman.”

A round of applause signaled the end of the act.

Juliette glanced over at the stage. “That’s my cue. Tell you what…”

Isaac turned to see Juliette scribbling something. Then she handed him a napkin with her number on it.

“You ever find yourself wondering… just let me know. I’ve been told I’m quite the artist. If you want to live a little, try something new. It’s quite a thrill.” She winked and Isaac watched her leave, hips swaying as she practically floated in those high heels.

Isaac wasn’t sure if the alcohol was to blame, or if it was Juliette’s quite frankly charming and disarming demeanor, but a thought crept into his mind. It lingered there, briefly, before he swatted it away. But it was there long enough.

What would I look like?

Isaac still had the napkin in his hand when Susanne found him.

“There you are! I’ve been wondering where you went. Figured you chickened out and bailed.” She followed his gaze to where Juliette was moments ago. “Did you meet someone?”

Isaac pocketed the napkin. “Sort of.” The silence stretched on for a few moments.

He was about to tell Susanne that he was going to leave when he heard the emcee say: “Ladies and gentlemen, please give a warm welcome to our final performer of the night: Juliette!”

“You coming back to the table or…?” Susanne thumbed behind her.

Isaac’s attention was on Juliette as she sauntered out onto the stage. “Nah, I’m going to stay here. Gotta close my tab.”

Susanne shrugged and hustled back to secure a spot at the foot of the stage.

For the first time that night, Isaac found himself enjoying the show.

Isaac read over the message again.

He’d lost count of the times he started, stopped, then deleted the text. Over and over, again and again, he attempted to reach out to Juliette, send her a text message, but each time he chickened out. Afraid of what her response would be, what road it would lead him down.

But after nearly a week and a half since he met her, he finally couldn’t take it anymore. He just had to know. The curiosity became a fascination, then an obsession. Part of him hoped she wouldn’t remember who he was. Or that the number was wrong. Anything to back out of it, to give him a reason to forget and move on.

He tossed his phone onto the couch and stood. He made it two steps before his phone buzzed. His heart raced as he read the message.

Of course I remember you! Here’s my address, come by Saturday. 4 pm?

“Fuck,” he muttered. He glanced down at his phone, fingers hovering above the digital keyboard. “Am I really going to do this?”

His hands visibly trembled as he typed the response. Sounds good!

Juliette responded instantly. You won’t regret it! I promise it’ll be fun! Just be sure to shave off any stubble beforehand.

The next few days felt like an eternity. Isaac could hardly focus on anything. He found himself watching makeovers on YouTube and was quite blown away by the transformations. If Juliette was half as good as some of the makeup artists he saw, there was little doubt in his mind that he wouldn’t recognize himself when she’s all done.

Juliette’s directions took him to a townhome in a nice quiet neighborhood. It made Isaac wonder what kind of money drag performers made, or if it was just a fun side gig for her. After a couple of deep, centering breaths, he summoned the courage to get out of his car and knock on the door.

“Just a minute!” Isaac heard Juliette call back. He heard the clicking of high heels on wood floors long before the door opened.

Juliette answered the door in a black silk robe that stopped above her knees. Isaac wasn’t sure why he assumed Juliette would answer the door in “guy mode”, but he was surprised to see her only partially dressed. Apart from the silk robe, all she had on were dark stockings and bright red high heels. Her makeup was done to perfection, in a rather seductive style reminiscent of a porn star. Her black hair flowed down past her shoulders and she gestured for him to come inside with nails painted a similar color red.

Isaac hesitated, not long, just long enough for her to notice.

“It’s okay, hun. I promise I won’t bite.” She winked. “Thirsty?”

He forced a smile, stepped inside, and hoped she didn’t notice the partial erection in his jeans. If this was the first time he’d met her, he would’ve never known that she was a man. It was… difficult to wrap his brain around. Ever since he met her at the show and watched her performance, he couldn’t get her out of his mind. Was he attracted to her? If so, did that make him gay since she was a man? Or was he still in the clear since it was her feminine side that he was interested in?

He was so caught up in his own thoughts that he didn’t hear her talking to him.

“Isaac? You alright?” She placed a hand on his shoulder. “You look a little pale. It’s okay to be nervous. In fact, you can turn around and leave if you’ve changed your mind. I won’t be upset in the slightest.”

“Yeah, sorry. It’s just nerves.” He laughed awkwardly. He also failed to mention that it was mostly due to the fact that she was so damn hot and that she answered the door practically naked.

Is she naked under there? Or is she wearing underwear? Panties? Boxers? Is her… thing… visible?

“Have a drink,” she said, handing him a glass. “A little something to take the edge off.”

Tequila. He could smell it from here. Not his preferred liquor, but Juliette was the host.

“You’re a little early. Give me a few minutes to get dressed.”

Isaac nodded and took a sip. Juliette smiled and headed off as he took a seat on a couch. He caught himself watching her walk off, and whether deliberate or not, Juliette sauntered down the hallway. Her robe lifted just enough to answer one of his questions. She was, in fact, wearing underwear, a black lace thong to be exact.

“Fuck.” He muttered to himself before taking a long sip of the tequila.

Juliette returned a few minutes later, announced by the clicking of her high heels. She had changed out of the robe and into a red dress that accented her curves, with some ample cleavage that Isaac was quite positive wasn’t there before, when she wore the silk robe. All in all, she looked stunning, convincing, without a shadow of a doubt.

It only served to make his partial erection just a little bit harder.

“Tell me what’s on your mind,” she said casually. “We don’t have to start right away. I want you to be ready, doing this of your own free will, and not feeling pressured into anything.”

“I mean,” Isaac faltered, his mouth surprisingly dry. He took another sip. “I am pretty nervous. A bit afraid too.”

“Afraid of what?” She relaxed her pose, moving away from Isaac as if to give him some room to breathe.

“I… don’t know.” He looked down at the ground. “I can’t find the right words.”

“You’re afraid that you might enjoy it?”

He looked up from the ground.

She nodded and continued. “It’s challenging everything you know. Something you thought about yourself all your life. You don’t need to be afraid. Trust me, Isaac. There are a ton of ‘straight’ crossdressers. Guys with wives… girlfriends… who just want to dress up and look pretty.” She looked over at him. “But don’t be afraid of what you’ll see behind the curtain. Who knows, you could just hate it. And guess what? At least you can say you gave it a shot.”

Isaac nodded. Her words bore weight and they rang true. What’s the saying? You only live once?

“There is something I would like to ask of you, though,” she said, He looked over to see her leaning toward him. She shot a glance down at his crotch. “May I take care of that? It looks so very delicious.”

Isaac couldn’t remember the last blowjob he’d received. At least a year ago, maybe two. The dating scene hadn’t been going well for him, and work had kept him too busy. Any spare time he had was devoted to just relaxing or sleeping.

He nodded and, in the blink of an eye, Juliette was down on the ground, kneeling between his legs. Her fingers delicately, expertly unzipped his jeans and his cock went fully erect almost instantly. It was quite far and away the best blowjob he’d ever received. And whether it was because it had been so long or that Juliette was quite the expert, or some combination of both, he didn’t last very long once her red lips had wrapped themselves around his dick.

She didn’t waste a drop. She milked him for every last ounce of cum, leaving him feeling so relaxed he could just disappear into the cushions of her couch.

“Feeling better?” she asked, gently putting his cock back into his pants.

“Yeah…” he muttered, staring off into space.

Juliette stood and extended a hand. “Come on, let’s put some makeup on you.”

She led him down the hallway into a spare bedroom that had been converted into what Juliette dubbed her “office”. What it was, was basically a giant wardrobe. She had a couple racks of clothing, a variety of outfits in all manner of colors. There was a shelf of dummy heads to hold all manner of wigs, from the modest to the extravagant. A wide vanity overflowing with makeup, including a camera setup. Rows of shoes, a double-wide dresser, and a backdrop for photography.

“This is quite the setup.” Isaac stood in the doorway, his feet refusing to budge. Juliette took his hand and gently pulled him inside.

“Thanks. I do makeovers on the regular.” Juliette approached the vanity. “Take off your shirt and take a seat.” She removed the white gown spread atop the chair and gestured to take a seat.

“So someone will come to just get a makeover from you?” Isaac took his shirt off and, while trying to figure out what to do with it, Juliette took it from him and hung it up on one of the clothing racks.

“Well, yeah, but they pay me. Usually, they’ll bring an outfit or two and I’ll take pictures afterward.” She winked. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to charge you.”

Isaac, who was halfway to sitting on the chair, let out a sigh of relief. “It honestly never crossed my mind. I feel terrible.”

Juliette wrapped the apron around him and winked at him through the reflection in the mirror before getting her phone out. “This is something I like to do with my clients. A little before and after.”

Isaac frowned. “You’re not going to post this online, are you?”

“Only if you’re okay with it. Now, say your name, and oh! Say something like—only if you want to—like ‘I’m a straight guy’ or something like that. Again, whatever you’re comfortable with. My clients always love the before and after’s I do for them.”

Isaac went to speak, and while it did seem a rather suggestive thing to say, he didn’t really see the harm in it. So he looked up at Juliette’s camera and said: “My name’s Isaac and I’m a straight guy.”

“Love it,” Juliette smiled. She took a couple of pictures of his face from different angles, prompting him to different facial expressions, before putting her phone away and standing behind him.

They looked at each other in the reflection in the mirror and Isaac felt like he was at some private barbershop and Juliette was about to ask how he wanted his hair.

Instead, she asked him, “Let’s come up with a name. I’m thinking Isabella.”

“Isabella?”

Juliette continued to examine his face. “Yeah, like Isaac… Isabella. Or Isabelle. Irena? Or would you prefer something more exotic, like Skye or Roxy? Layla? Barbie? Since you’ve got the blonde blue-eyed thing going.”

“Let’s just stick with Isabella,” Isaac said. “Nothing too crazy.”

“As you wish.” She moved in front of him. “Do you have any requests? Any looks you want to try out?”

Isaac shook his head. “Whatever you think would look good. I just don’t want the drag queen look… no offense.”

Juliette laughed. “None taken. I prefer normal looks anyway.”

She took one last good look at him before diving in. It was, for lack of a better word, a flurry of feminization. Juliette was constantly going back and forth between Isaac and her vanity, digging through all the drawers, and testing out a wide variety of products to make sure she got the colors right.

She narrated the process, letting him know what she was putting on and why. Concealer to hide his beard shadow. Foundation, blush, and contour before moving onto the eyes. In between tidbits about the makeup, she would ask him questions. If he was a virgin, his sexual history, who was his first kiss was, etc.

It was very relaxing. As awkward as the questions were, the whole experience actually put him at ease.

As she brushed on a sparkly, smoky eyeshadow, Juliette asked, rather casually, whether he was interested in trying on any of the outfits.

Isaac was already in a state of disbelief at how different he looked in the mirror, and that was with just the foundation, blush, and contour. It was as if Juliette had restructured his face, softening it, and giving it a more feminine shape. After applying the eyeshadow and gluing on the second voluminous false eyelash, he looked surprisingly feminine.

That was when she turned him away from the mirror.

“Well?” she asked, thumbing behind her at the racks of clothes. “Would you like to try anything on? It’s all clean and washed, I promise. We can do something more conservative, less revealing.”

Isaac shrugged. “Maybe? I’m still not sure I like this.”

Except that was a lie. Truthfully, he was quite mesmerized by the makeover and was bummed when she turned him away from the mirror. He was quite thankful for the apron, as it hid his growing erection – his second of the afternoon. Part of him did want to just jump out of the seat and run for the hills, but another part of him, a bigger, deeper, more unfamiliar part . . . well, it wanted to go just a little bit further.

You only live once, right?

Juliette stepped away from the chair and disappeared behind the clothing racks. “No peeking!” she shouted, as if knowing full well he wanted to see what he looked like.

This begged the question: if he let her, how far would she go with this? How far would she take him?

And how far would he let her?

A moment later, Juliette reappeared with a dress in hand. It was black, with long sleeves and a high neck. It looked like it would go down to his ankles. It almost looked… puritan.

“Too moderate, I think.” Juliette took another look. “Don’t want you looking like a nun.”

She went back into the racks and came back with a gray skirt and cream-colored blouse. It had an almost business look to it, like something Susanne would wear.

“This is nice, right?” Juliette showed off the garments to Isaac. “Blouse is long-sleeved, and you can button it all the way up to the collar. The skirt will go just below the knee, so it’s not something scandalous.”

Isaac couldn’t say the words, so he just nodded. Juliette smiled a big smile and hung the clothes up before returning to the makeover.

“The lips are my favorite part. That’s why I do them last,” Juliette said as she dug through the basket of lipstick, searching for the right color. “You’ve got such wonderful lips,” she said as she meticulously applied the hot pink lipstick. “So thick and plump. Perfect lips for lipstick . . . among other things.”

She finished the sentence with a wink, and Isaac couldn’t help but squirm. He knew exactly what she was implying, and the worst part of it was that it only turned him on further. His cock was nearly fully erect, and the moment Juliette removed that apron, she’d see just how turned on he was.

After painting his lips, she topped them off with a coat of lip gloss. Now he really wanted to see how he looked. Because, with the smoky eyeshadow, the false eyelashes, and the hot pink lipstick, he probably looks like a porn star.

Juliette took a couple of steps back and squinted. She looked at him from different angles before wandering over to the wig shelf. She glanced back over at him once more before grabbing the short blonde wig. She said the style was called a “bob”, and while, at first, Isaac would’ve preferred a much longer wig, the second she put it on him and turned him back toward the mirror, he couldn’t help but agree with her choice.

“I… I can’t…” Isaac stared, dumbfounded. His assumptions were right. He didn’t recognize himself. Juliette wasn’t joking when she called herself an artist.

“How does it look, Isabella?” she asked.

If he wasn’t already rock hard under the apron, hearing Juliette call him by a girl’s name would’ve done the trick. As to why it turned him on so, he couldn’t answer. It eluded him, like why he decided to come and get a makeover, or even go to the drag show, to begin with.

What else was a complete mystery was why he asked if Juliette could pick him out a different outfit. There was… a thrill. Something primordial, enticing. Some deep dark corner of his psyche urging him further, to have fun, let loose, throw caution to the wind.

Juliette smiled. “I was hoping you’d say that, Isabella. Perhaps something more suited to your look?

She winked, smiled, and sauntered back over to the clothing rack.

Isaac shuddered. He had no idea what Juliette was going to choose.

“What’s your shoe size?” she asked. “And no peeking. Eyes down on your apron or just keep them closed.”

Isaac listened to Juliette’s heels as she seemingly moved all over the room. He wanted so badly to see what she was assembling. Would it be something really ridiculous? With lots of bows, lace, and frills? Or something super slutty? Would he even be able to wear it?

“So, here’s what I can do,” Juliette said from somewhere behind him. “I can blindfold you and dress you up that way, or I can trust you to keep your eyes closed. Before you answer, I have one other question for you: are you willing to put on a full outfit? And I mean, everything.”

Isaac bit his lip. He tasted the lipstick and gloss. It had an almost strawberry taste. It was hard to ignore the cues his body was sending him. Even if it sounded wrong, something he wasn’t supposed to do. He was a normal, straight guy, after all. Why would he agree to such a thing?

You only live once.

“Okay, sure.” He could barely utter the words. It was like they were being held back, chained inside his throat. “I’ll do it.”

“Okay, keep your eyes closed then,” Juliette said as she removed the apron. “Wow. Enjoying yourself, are we?”

How he had forgotten about his raging erection, he didn’t know. Even with the pain from the constricting fabric of his jeans.

Juliette took him by the hand and led him into what he assumed was the bathroom to this converted bedroom. Once inside, she had him open his eyes, then strip out of all his clothes. Isaac hesitated at first, but then he remembered that Juliette gave him a blowjob earlier. She’d seen what mattered. Still, it felt weird getting completely naked in front of her.

“Well, that’s a relief,” she said, looking him up and down. “Don’t have to slather you up in hair remover. You should see the wolf-men I’ve given makeovers to. Had to cover their legs in like six layers of tights to hide the hair. Now, close your eyes, and let’s get you dressed.”

Isaac took Juliette’s hand and she led him back into the main room. With his eyes closed, he couldn’t really tell what she was having him wear, though some things were far more obvious than others. Like the lace panties, stockings, a skirt of some sort, and a very short top. It was only when she had him sit down, eyes still closed, that he could tell just how short the skirt was. While seated, she slipped on a pair of high heels and then helped him back onto his feet.

“Take your time, get your balance,” she said as he wobbled around. “Don’t want you to wreck an ankle your first time in heels.”

Try as he might to focus on not toppling over, it was very difficult to do when all Isaac could think about was the fact that he was not only still sporting a full erection but was that he was now also doing so wearing women’s clothes.

“We’ll have to do something about that,” Juliette said. Isaac knew full well what she was referring to. “Are you ready, Isabella?”

Isaac nodded.

“Go ahead and open your eyes.”

When he did, he just about fell over.

The outfit that Juliette had picked out for him was, for lack of a better term, risque. It was pretty far from the more “conservative” outfit that they had originally decided upon, and Isaac was starting to regret his decision.

To start, Juliette gave him a white, long-sleeved crop top, the bottom of which barely made it to his midriff. It sported a deep V-neck that would’ve shown off plenty of cleavage, if he had any. Right now it rested flat upon his chest, but the sleeves covered the little arm hair he did possess. The piece that bothered him the most was the skirt. If it could even be called that. The little piece of fabric was hot pink and frilled and stopped just before it made it midway down his thighs.

Even shorter, thanks to the erection lifting the hem up.

Stockings were bright, snow-white, with lace stay-up tops. The heels were another thing altogether. Hot pink, with a heel longer than his dick, platforms, and a thin ankle strap. Stripper heels. How he, let alone anyone, will be able to walk in them was the great mystery of the afternoon.

The entire ensemble looked a bit . . . well, uncanny. Everything pointed to him being some sort of slutty woman, except for the flat chest, zero curves, and the cock making a tent of the skirt. A term crept into his mind, something that he remembered hearing tossed around as an insult back in elementary school: sissy. That’s what he looked like. Some sort of femboy. A sissy.

“Are you going to give me,” he gestured awkwardly to his chest, “boobs?”

“Perhaps, but now comes the training.”

“Training? What training?”

“Voice training for one,” Juliette smirked. “You can’t sound like a boy when you’re not dressed like one, Isabella.”

Isaac bit his lip. There’s that name again. Hearing it made him feel… warm inside. And it also made his cock twitch.

“Let’s begin, shall we, Isabella?”

Isaac hesitated and blushed, but after a moment or two, he nodded.

Juliette started with “the walk”, showing Isaac not only how to walk in the ridiculous footwear, but how to stroll. She had him sway his hips and walk with his elbows pressed against his waist, arms extended outward, and limp-wristed. It was… a bit much, almost too much. He protested at first, but Juliette convinced him to at least give it a go and after a couple of laps around the wardrobe, Isaac found it rather… enjoyable. There was a thrill, like he knew he was doing something wrong, but did it anyway since he knew he wouldn’t be caught.

It wasn’t what he expected. The way Juliette instructed him to walk and pose, coupled with the voice she had him use, an airy, breathy voice that even included a slight lisp. Combined with the lack of breasts, it was as if she wasn’t training him to be a passable woman, but something else entirely.

“You’re doing such a great job, Isabella. You’re a natural sissy, as if meant to be.” Juliette clapped her hands together.

“A sissy?” he said, blushing.

“Why, of course, dear. Just look at yourself.” Juliette circled him. “Do you refute this? You cannot tell me that you’re not enjoying it.”

She came up behind him, pressed up against his back, and placed her hands on his hips, slowly moving toward his crotch as she whispered into his ear.

“It feels wonderful, doesn’t it? Walking around limp-wristed, talking with the lisp, you love it, don’t you, Isabella?”

Her hand reached under Isaac’s skirt and gently rubbed his cock through the lacy panties. “You cannot deny what your body is telling me, telling you. Are you not a sissy? Dressed like this, walking like this? Next, you’ll say you don’t want to wrap your lips around a thick, juicy cock.”

She pressed her hips firm against his backside and Isaac could feel Juliette’s bulge. “It’s okay to admit you want to suck cock, sissy. It’s totally fine to admit that you’re really just some gay sissy. A faggot like myself. Go ahead, say it.”

“I…” Isaac’s lips trembled and his body quivered. Juliette stroked his cock as her own grew firm against his back.

“I’m a sissy cocksucking faggot,” Juliette said. “Say it, and I’ll reward you.”

Isaac gulped. “I’m… a sissy cocksucking faggot.”

“That wasn’t so hard, now was it, Isabella?” Juliette released him and positioned herself in front of him. “Feels good to say it out loud, to admit it to the world.”

Isaac nodded.

Juliette stepped forward and kissed him. It wasn’t a light peck or some playful smooch, she wrapped her arms around him and pulled him in tight as they kissed passionately, ravenously, as if a pair of lovers reunited after months apart. After what felt like an eternity, Juliette pulled away and motioned downward.

“Your reward, sissy.”

Isaac got down on his knees and, with trembling fingers, found Juliette’s cock under the hem of her skirt and the black lace panties. It stiffened instantly. Overwhelmed with lust, overcome with curiosity, he wrapped his lips around a cock.

Not just a cock, but his first cock.

And not just that, but her cock.

At first, it was just a kiss, but soon he found his lips opening wide, sucking the head of her cock inside his mouth. It tasted different than he expected, a little salty, but clean. Her head was kind of soft, spongy almost, but with what felt like a core of steel. Isaac pushed his head forward and as his tongue explored the shape and texture of her shaft, he took more of it inside his mouth.

“Oh fuck,” Juliette moaned as she placed her hands on the back of Isaac’s head. “You’re so good at this, sissy. You sure you’ve never sucked another cock before?”

Isaac mumbled a reply, but Juliette was having none of it.

“So it was all a rouse then? You’ve been a sissy faggot all along? How many cocks have you sucked, sissy? Probably more than me, and I love it.”

He’d taken as much of her in his mouth as he was comfortable with, just enough to feel full, not enough to trigger his gag reflex, but she wasn’t settling for that. Her fingers clutched his head and she pushed him down further, slowly but firmly, until he was able to take the whole thing.

It triggered something inside him. He didn’t need her hands anymore, didn’t need her help. He bobbed up and down, her cock sliding in and out, in and out, in and out of his mouth. It tasted… so strangely wonderful. Then, as quickly as it began, Juliette pulled her cock out of his mouth.

He followed it, his mouth open wide, and she laughed.

“Shit, sissy, you were almost too good there. Can’t let you get me off that easily. I still need to reward you.”

“Reward?” He looked up at her, dumbfounded.

“Of course, sissy. Don’t you want to get fucked like a girl?” She walked over and grabbed the makeup chair and pulled it over toward him. “Bend over.”

Isaac did as commanded, without an utterance of protest. He should have been scared. He should have been running. This was not what he came here for, but maybe it was what he came here to find. He placed his hands on the back of the chair and bent over as Juliette positioned herself behind him.

“Stick that ass out like you want it, sissy. Show me how badly you want to be fucked.”

Not a moment after sticking his ass out did Juliette lift Isaac’s skirt and pull down his panties.

“You want my cock inside you?” He wanted to feel her, but it sounded like she was doing something wet. “Tell me.”

“I… I want your cock.”

“I’m not convinced.” She rubbed her cock against his ass. It was warm and slick and hard . . . and he wanted it “Try again, faggot.”

Isaac swallowed and looked back at Juliette. “Please, I want your cock, fuck me so, so hard.”

“That’s more like it,” Juliette smiled. Then she slid her cock into him. It hurt, less than he expected but more than he would have liked . . . until it didn’t anymore. She started slow, barely inserting it at all, before pulling back and pushing ahead, going a little bit deeper each time. He thought she was just going to thrust it all in there at once but, thankfully, she took it easy on him.

At least, that was, until she had inserted her whole length into him.

“Feels good, doesn’t it? You like having a cock in you, don’t you sissy?”

It felt… so good. So wonderful, so amazing. He’d never felt so full, so intimately connected to another human being. There was a cock inside of him, a woman inside of him, making him feel like a woman. “Oh yes!” Isaac moaned.

“I thought so. You were a sissy faggot all along, weren’t you?” she said as she thrust her cock into him so hard that he nearly fell forward.

“Yes, yes!”

Juliette reached around and took a hold of his cock, stroking him as fiercely as she was pounding his ass. It… made it so hard to think, to focus. Isaac was swimming in lust, passion, stimulation. His vision blurred and he just barely noticed the camera that Juliette held out in front of them.

“Go ahead, introduce yourself, Isabella,” Juliette said as she continued to fuck and stroke him.

In the best feminine voice she could, Isabella looked up at the camera and said: “My name’s Isabella.”

“And what are you?”

“I’m a cocksucking, sissy faggot!”

Right on cue, Juliette came. Isabella’s eyes went wide as she felt her erupt inside her, filling her with her hot, sticky cum. It brought her to the brink of orgasm and cum shot out of her cock, spraying the chair, oozing all over Juliette’s hand and down her legs. Her knees buckled and she nearly collapsed as the pleasure washed over her like a tidal wave, sweeping her up into erotic bliss.

Through the fog that clouded her mind, Isabella could hear Juliette say to the camera: “Another straight guy, another converted sissy faggot.” She turned the camera to Isabella. “Ain’t that right?”

Isabella nodded and smiled, too happy, too satiated, too agreeable to . . . well, disagree.

Juliette put away the camera, gave Isabella a playful smack on the ass, and said, “Time to introduce you to the girls, I think they’ll love you.”


Out on the Prowl

Second in the Debbie Dakota Trilogy

“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.”


Joining the Club

I don't mind the occasional IT house call. Sure, it gives me an opportunity to make extra cash, but you never know what you're getting into, walking into a stranger's house. Most of the time, it's pretty uneventful, boring even. I always look up the place on street view, see what I'm getting into. Never have I walked into the start of a porno, though there have been a couple of clients that definitely fit the bill. A rich housewife who didn't know how to restart her router; the obvious porn streamer who needs some help configuring her set up.

I wasn't prepared for Sharon.

Her issues weren't anything out of the ordinary, pretty standard stuff. It was Friday afternoon, and things were slow, so I was considering calling it early when her request came in. Not like I was in a rush to get home, I didn't have anything on my itinerary besides plopping in front of the TV, having some pizza and seeing what called out to me on streaming. If it was anything less, I would've scheduled it for Monday, but when I looked up her address, I couldn't help myself. She had a nice place in a nice part of town.

Maybe she'll tip me well.

Maybe I'll get lucky.

I had to marvel at the neighborhood when I pulled up in front of her house. Not one— Sharon's included—under a million. Easy. Had to stop myself from whistling. It was the kind of neighborhood that you could walk around in after dark and not have to worry.

Sharon greeted me at the door. She was pretty, don't get me wrong. Older, probably late forty's. She had long blonde hair that fell in waves. While it had lost most of its golden luster, it didn't lack in volume. Her features were delicate and symmetrical with just enough life and experience etched in, a touch here and there to make you look twice. Not because it was bad, it added a level of charm to an already beautiful woman.

She had the sort of expression that made you wonder about a person's story. Like a movie that had not been fully written or a book half finished. Her pale eyes were a sort of watercolor sky. They swirled with mystery and wonder. They would be hard pressed to fade into the background.

Her body was something else, though. Curvy. Wide, child-birthing hips that definitely put her smack dab in the top of the MILF category. Narrow, pinched-in waist and breasts that were no way natural at her age.

“You must be Liam,” she said. Her voice was a little deeper than I anticipated, though I also caught the scent of cigarettes on her breath. It wasn't heavy, like a pack a day, but just enough to tickle your nose.

It's on the questionnaire I make new clients fill out. That, and if they have animals. Dog and cat hair will clog a PC like a diet of deep fried bacon. I'm not really a fan of cigarettes. I once briefly dated a chick who used to smoke, but kissing her was like kissing an ashtray. But thankfully, it was barely noticeable under the smell of Sharon’s perfume.

She wore a black button down blouse and a gray skirt. If you squint, you can consider it professional attire, but the way it left nothing to the imagination gave the rational part of my brain enough evidence to consider that I may have, in fact, walked into the start of a porno.

It was the way the V-neck of her blouse plunged deep, and there was just one button preventing me from getting a full view of her bra. Her skirt covered only half of her thigh, but what impressed me the most were her heels. Shiny black patent pumps, round toe with easily a five or six-inch heel. When she turned and headed inside, she practically floated in them.

“Computer's this way,” she gestured with a curl of her finger. The gold bracelets and bangles hanging on her wrists jingling together in an attractive manner, giving way to the shimmer of gold in her ears. “Follow me, please.”

Sharon led the way through the house, though if you had to ask me anything about her decorations, I wouldn't be able to answer. It was tough to not gawk as she walked ahead up me, up the stairs. Don't stare at the ass. Be the bigger man. Professional, Liam. Remember that.

But professionalism could only carry one so far.

Sharon waited for me beside the doorway to her office. She had crossed her arms, squeezing her breasts together. I'm surprised the lone button held as I reminded myself why I am here.

“Computer's right there. Have at it. I'll be downstairs if you need anything.” She placed her hand on my arm. It lingered there just long enough to read into. I glanced down at her slender hands, manicured fingernails painted a deep, crimson red, before she pulled away and disappeared back into the hallway.

I waited, listening to the echo of her high heels on the wood floor, until she was downstairs before I finally let out the breath I didn't know I was holding on to. I poked my head out into the hallway just to make sure before plopping down into the oversized executive office chair. The ticket she submitted said her computer wouldn't always boot and when it did, it was sluggish and slow. Probably got a virus or something. Could be a bugged OS upgrade. Any number of things. It booted up eventually, but when it did, boy oh boy did I get a surprise.

It seems Sharon was a bit of a porn addict. But it was hard for me to focus, as it sounded like a friend of hers arrived. I stuck my ear out into the hallway as she greeted her friend, Dianne. They seemed very friendly, but I had to get back to the task at hand, which was clearing Sharon's computer of the porn that seemingly took over. It’s an easy fix. Not the first time I've dealt with a porn virus. So I plugged in my USB and let the program go to work.

I couldn't help myself.

I got up and crept back to the door to the office. Sharon and Dianne were downstairs chatting about something, giving me the all clear. I sat back down at Sharon's computer and opened up one of the folders. Just wanted to have a peek. See what kind of taste in porn my client had, whether it’s something for those late nights by herself or more wild, risqué stuff. You can never judge a book by a cover.

In the folder were lots of photos, nothing too crazy, of your garden variety porn: good old-fashioned cock and pussy stuff. Blowjobs, handjobs, threesomes; nothing special here. After a few minutes of scrolling, it became apparent I wasn't gonna find anything interesting.

Nestled in the folder was a seemingly innocuous folder called “Hobbies”. I checked the software. It was only a third done and was doing some serious work. I went back to the folder. The mouse pointer hovered over it.

I shouldn't, but I did.

I opened the folder and... I couldn't believe my eyes. It was shocking, to say the least. But I was all sorts of intrigued. Full of kink and fetish stuff. Leather. High heels. Bondage. POV. And trans stuff. Like, holy shit, Sharon really had a liking for guys in panties getting pegged, or guys sucking off t-girl dicks. Her library consisted almost completely of guys being submissive. I grimaced. Not me, nope. I mean, sure, I like when a girl gets a little assertive, but that's it.

Even so, I couldn't stop myself from scrolling, from browsing through the enormous collection Sharon kept, wondering how anyone could get into this. This kind of porn always freaked me out. Guys wearing makeup, wigs? Nah man. Sorry. It's just weird and unnatural, but something about the contents of the folder was getting to me. Something weird was happening in my pants and before I knew it, there was an embarrassing tent in the middle of my crotch. My erection pressed firmly against the fabric of my pants and started throbbing, begging to be free.

I ran my fingers through my hair and felt the burning itch of lust. What the fuck was going on with me? Why was this shit turning me on? I tried, unsuccessfully, to hide my growing erection.

Hoping to calm down what was going on in my pants, I minimized out of the folder.

“How's it going?” Sharon's voice took me by surprise. I nearly leapt out of the chair.

I briefly glanced over toward her, keeping my body turned away. “Virus scan is, uh, running. Shouldn't be much longer.”

Please leave. Please go back downstairs. Please.

Sharon smiled, “Oh, this is my friend Dianne,”. I heard the clicking of her heels before both women stepped into the office. Dianne was much like Sharon, only taller and not nearly as curvy or endowed. She had light brown hair that flowed down past her shoulders. Close in age too. She had on a muted red cocktail dress and matching red high heels, like Sharon’s. It was a bit awkward sitting with a raging, pulsating erection, especially after discovering what Sharon was very much into.

Much to my dismay, instead of leaving, Dianne approached the desk. “I've never been good with computers either.” I'm fucked. I'm so fucked. No way could she not notice the situation going on with my pants.

The way I sat, with my hands planted firmly in my lap, did little to hide anything. I moved my legs around. Covered as much as I could. But all they needed was a glimpse, a fraction of a second, and it was over for me. I was so embarrassed. Sure, we were all adults here. It's perfectly okay to watch porn, have a few pictures in your private collections, whatever, but it wasn't a big secret Sharon had a penchant for certain subjects.

Dianne bent forward and took over the computer. Much like Sharon, she too smelled like perfume and cigarettes. I felt my heart pound in my chest as Dianne moved the mouse over and maximize the “Hobbies” folder I foolishly didn't close.

I squeezed my eyes shut in preparation, hoping that somehow this would not turn into an ordeal. Maybe they would both laugh it off. Whoops! Looks like the wrong folder opened. Easy mistake, we'll have another good chuckle about it as they politely guide me toward the front door.

“A little peeking, Liam?” Dianne looked at me with a crooked grin. She glanced over at Sharon. “Looks like your IT guy really enjoys your stuff, Sharon.”

No no no no no. This wasn't happening. Worse than anything I could have imagined. I'm mortified, trying hard to will an imaginary black hole to come and swallow me up. Anything.

“Is that what turns you on, Liam?” Dianne smirked, turning to sit on the edge of the desk, peering down at me like a hawk. Like I'm her next meal, a tender, defenseless little creature.

They stared at me. Both women looking down as I slumped further back into the chair. Not good. Need to do something. Say anything. Lie. I feel the blood pump hard in my ears as I begin to sweat. “Look, I know it looks bad but, I promise you, it wasn't intentional,” I lied. “The folder opened and I panicked. It just sort of, popped open, by itself.” I sucked in a lungful of air, only to regret it as the scent of women’s perfume and cigarettes entered my lungs. I thumbed toward the computer. “Viruses and malware can do that, make things… open up…”

My voice trailed off as the ladies looked at each other and then back to me. I tried to smile, but even that was a challenge.

“Did the folder open on its own?” Dianne tapped on her cheek. “Just like how your cock somehow got hard?”

As Sharon approached the computer, Dianne pressed her heeled foot on the chair and gently pushed me away from the desk. They continued to speak casually as if they were discussing the weather, while they moved through the “Hobbies” folder. Dianne was obviously well-versed in Sharon's strange collection. Sharon sorted through the endless sea of cocksucking men and said, “Don't worry Liam, we'll find something you might enjoy.”

Fuck, did these women intend to torture me? Watch a bunch of fucked up crap, get hard, and humiliate me to no end? All hope drained from me and I knew that this is how I go, how my journey is ended. I swallowed hard as Sharon and Dianne got to work browsing through her massive folder.

I squinted my eyes shut. Whatever the video is that they put on, I was not going to have it be the last thing I ever saw, especially something twisted.

Sharon's giggle was honey sweet and cruel. “This one should do. Come see.”

My pulse continued to race. If there was ever a chance to be struck by lightning or a tree would miraculously uproot itself, breaking through the glass window to come fall on top of me and save me from further mortification, now would be the perfect time for it.

I opened my eyes to a close-up shot of a long, slender strap on dildo, bobbing in and out of the view of a guy dressed in white fishnets, red lipstick, and a ponytailed blonde wig. His cock bounced freely in and out of sight with his moans of pleasure echoing through Sharon's office. Dianne stared at me, licking her lips. “See that Liam? Doesn't that look nice?”

Dianne reached down, planted her hand square in my crotch, and squeezed. “Oh! Sharon! I think he likes it.”

Sharon looked from the screen back to Dianne, whose grip tightened. Her fingernails felt like knives pressed against my groin. “Let me see, I need to see.” She came around the desk and cupped my erection, leaning down to stare me in the eyes. Her red painted lips were inches from my face.

“It's not what it looks like!” I stammered.

There is no coming back, this was the final death knell for me. I had nothing left to offer in defense. Even worse, my cock was aching. Was I actually enjoying this?! Enjoying the feeling of their hands, warm and delicate as they explored the contours of my hard cock though my pants. Oh god...no. It isn't normal. I am not a fucking pervert. What the hell is wrong with me?!

Dianne rubbed her palm over my crotch, working every inch with long, smooth strokes that sent blood surging throughout my lower body. My breathing had gone ragged and all sorts of filthy thoughts were in my head, despite my best efforts. Dianne spoke as I held my breath, trying and failing to stifle a moan. Her voice was more of a whisper in my ear, and all I could feel was the heat from her breath. The smell of cigarettes made my brain swirl like I was on some kind of drug, like I just huffed gasoline, “Do you like our little hobby? How about we show you some other ones?”

No. Fuck no! Absolutely not!

Dianne wheeled me back in front of the monitor, her hand slowly, deliberately rubbing my rock hard cock as Sharon scrolled through her extensive porn collection. She tapped her bottom lip and, after a moment of thought, she snapped her finger. “Let's try this one.”

It's another taboo scene: a guy on his hands and knees on a bed, getting plowed by another, more studly man, while a woman watches. A vibrator is clutched tightly between her legs as her cheeks flush red from the scene before her. Her blonde hair frames her face while she watches her man get fucked in the ass, his moans and whimpers music to her ears.

I stared at the screen, watching as the hunky stud had his fun with the submissive male, and his girlfriend didn't want to miss any action. She recorded everything and, before too long, her vibrator dropped on the floor and she shoved his head face first onto her bare pussy. She could not help but scream at the camera. “Yes, oh fuck yes, my boy loves taking that big dick!”

Sharon turned to Dianne with a wicked grin and they laughed like two devils. “Does this turn you on, Liam?” Sharon purred while Dianne continued to jerk me off through my pants. My fingernails dug into the armrests as I tried to stifle a moan. Putting all my focus to not cumming. “You can be honest. It won't hurt our feelings.”

What the fuck was I supposed to say to that? This was some of the worst possible stuff I could have imagined, and yet my body is betraying me, betraying what I like; which, if I could say anything is: breasts, sexy lingerie, maybe a little light bondage. Not this. Never.

“Are you gay? Or do you just like strap-ons? Or are you still just exploring?” Sharon tilted her head, those big blue eyes cutting a deep chasm inside me.

I felt my pulse beating in my head. My heart pounding in my chest. “Look.” I gulped back a mouth full of air, my tongue felt swollen and sticky, my lips dry and chapped. “Please, stop. Let me go. I won't tell a soul.”

Dianne pressed harder into my crotch. “I told you he's gay.”

Sharon hummed, “Can't argue with the evidence.”

My words came out so quick. I needed them to just stop. “I'm not. I promise I'm not. I don't like this. Please.” My voice wavered in desperation. Any strength I had was sapped. I was embarrassed, and not just by the events. There was the whole issue of how hard I was, like, that couldn't possibly be faked.

Dianne kept right along, her hand gliding up and down, making the cloth of my pants grind into my flesh. My cock pulsed and throbbed, feeling every pass, the heat growing steadily beneath her touch. Every rub made me tense up harder and my nerves lit up like a pinball machine. I could not cum. Not like this. “What are you?” Dianne whispered again.

“I like girls.” I squeaked out between my grit teeth. That's the truth! It's the whole truth. If I had to spell it out. My heart sank and my brain fumbled and swam as I sat motionless, utterly dumbstruck, and not just by Dianne's hypnotic hand and Sharon's relentless pursuit of fetish videos that never once even grazed my curiosity or fantasy.

“Are you sure, Liam?” Sharon brought her lips to my ear. The scent of cigarette smoke lingered, leaving trails through her soft whispers. “Are you sure you're not,” she looked at me from the corner of her eye, like an assassin surveying her prey before she struck, “at least,” she slid her hands down my chest, “a little bit of a,” she moved her lips to my other ear, “slut,” the word pierced through my skin like a sharp dagger, and the worst part of it is how hot the insult sounded.

“No,” I whimpered, biting my lip to stifle the moan. Dianne had picked up the pace. I was going to cum. My breath was short and ragged and Dianne pressed me back into the chair, rubbing faster and faster. Oh no. I can feel it. They were about to witness my orgasm. They were going to watch as I came like some horny teen.

“Would you like to dress up like one of the women you saw in my collection?” Sharon whispered, her perfume lingering on my nose, like I was in a Vegas strip club.

“Or,” Dianne said not slowing down, “maybe you'd like to dress up like one of us?”

Like I didn't hate this enough already. “Please, I don't...” The warmth flooded me. My balls felt tingly. No! Can't cum. You have to stop. Please, not like this. Not in front of her. No. God no. Don't think that way. Stop. “Fuck!”

That was it. It happened so fast, I couldn't control it. I jerked forward, tensed my jaw, biting down hard on my bottom lip to contain a powerful moan. Everything shook. The tremors reverberated throughout my whole being, down to the tips of my toes, and the rush was nothing but pleasure and humiliation. Hot, shameful cum pulsed against the fabric, oozing, making an even bigger mess than what could be explained away, even by a towel or a shower. There would be no hiding how this much wetness seeped into the fabric of my pants.

Dianne, looking proud of her accomplishment, opened her mouth and licked her lips in a slow, methodical fashion. I sat silent. The world was moving on without me. Everything was happening on autoplay as I caught up and my senses slowly returned. “He liked that one, Sharon,” Dianne added after another minute of my silent pause.

She hadn't removed her hand from my crotch either. Didn't seem to mind the growing mess. That stain wasn't going anywhere. There was no denying that I had been thoroughly aroused and made an embarrassing spectacle of myself. All the tension, the anxiety, and fears culminated in the best, most embarrassing moment I could have imagined. And feared.

Sharon positioned herself between me and the computer as Dianne stood, licking her fingers clean from the cum that soaked through my pants. Sharon leaned forward and tilted my chin up. From this angle I could see down her blouse. Through the haze from my orgasm, I noticed something. Something didn't seem right about her breasts. They almost looked...

“Well, we can't let you leave so filthy,” Sharon purred. “Would you like to take a shower? I have some clothes you can wear.”

“Would you like that, Liam?” Dianne combed her fingers through my hair. “Would you like us to dress you up like us?”

Dianne leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine. Soft and wet, the taste of my cum and cigarettes lingering in her mouth. My body tensed, and then she slipped me her tongue, and for some reason, I couldn't say no. We swirled tongues as she felt all around my chest. When she pulled back, her lips glistened, strings of saliva still connecting us. The moment froze before she wiped her mouth clean on her wrist.

“I told you, Sharon. I told you he was gay,” Dianne smiled.

Sharon, likewise, pushed herself into my lips. Though she was far more ravenous. She cupped my jaw and drew a thumb into my chin as she let her tongue dart inside and explore. She suckled on my tongue and tasted every inch, moaning as we kissed, the scent of cigarettes burning in the air and her sweet perfume like a cherry cough drop. “Yeah,” she finally said, after releasing her lips with an audible 'pop'. “I think you're right.”

Still reeling from not just the jerk off session, but the kissing, I stared at them both, confused, jaw slack. Words escaped me. Then, as if to answer the question I held in my mind, Sharon undid her blouse while Dianne pulled down the neck of hers. My eyes widened when I saw their fake breasts. Large mounds of silicone stuffed into their bras. Then, to beat the point further into the ground, Dianne lifted up Sharon's skirt. There, nestled in red silk panties was an unmistakable bulge.

It took a minute to work through what I just witnessed, and for my thoughts to coalesce from my scattered brain. “So you are both…” I started to stammer.

“Yeah, Liam.” Sharon smiled. “We're both men. Well, crossdressers.” She flattened the front of her skirt.

“That's how I know you're gay, Liam,” Dianne grinned. “You kissed us both quite passionately.”

I could feel the heat rise in my cheeks. “Look, I wasn't thinking straight.”

“Neither were we.” Sharon winked.

Dianne placed a hand on my shoulder. “You may not have been thinking, but your body told us everything. So stop wasting time, stop delaying. Just admit that, okay, maybe you do want to see what you'd look like. We convinced you that we were women. Imagine what we could do to you.”

Sharon followed up, “If that wasn't enough, wouldn't you like to kiss us some more? Worship these legs? Isn't that what you really wanted all along? I knew from the moment you stepped foot into my home that you wanted to do nothing more than bend me over a couch and fuck me, or have me get onto my knees and worship your cock.”

“A blowjob is one thing,” Dianne purred. “But have you ever had your cocked sucked while you were wearing pantyhose? the weight of fake breasts bouncing as your breath shudders? Sauntering around in stripper heels?”

I swallowed back a hard lump in my throat. Of course not. That wasn't who I am. Who I'm attracted to. Right? No, this is a sick joke. These two freaks are playing some elaborate prank or are setting me up for a sleazy, weird video. Yeah. That's what they want, probably a gag reel to show their friends. Some nasty, nasty shit to make them laugh.

I have to go. Have to get out of here. Yet, I couldn't. I was frozen in place, my body refusing to budge as these two women—no, crossdressers—tried to convince me to join them. Like sirens beckoning a sailor.

“Come on, Liam,” Dianne repeated. Her hands were on her fake breasts. “Think about the rewards.” Her voice went so very low, the sultry lilt echoed through me as I watched. Fascination gripping at me. Holding me in a trance. “Don't you want to know what it would feel like to wear lingerie? Lace and silk sliding down your thighs. Dainty panties clinging to your hips and hard cock, begging to burst through the fabric. Doesn't that excite you? Is that something that you've always thought about?”

The image. Oh, dear god, the thought. Sharon's porn collection played through my mind like a sped up slide show. Everything swirled like a messy glob of oil paint. When it slowed, I couldn't tell which one spoke first, but both of the women were rubbing themselves. Gripping their cock's through their clothing. Sharon had begun stroking hers up and down the outside of her silk, lace panties, teasing me. Their moans mixed together, high and sweet as sugar. Their breath like an auditory wave.

I could feel a quiver. All over, there was a shiver. They took the bait and now...now I don't know what's wrong with me, but their voices. Oh, shit, those lips, full of lust and yearning, whispering my name, taunting me.

They're not women, they're men! Fucking trannies. Transvestites! I shouldn't be excited, right? Fuck...fuck. Fuck. What do I do? Where is this going? Oh, God, this can't be happening. How am I sitting here watching them stroke each other off? That isn't what is happening. It can't be. But no matter what I tell myself, my cock just seemed to grow harder, even through the orgasmic release, that throb that had seemed to subside, felt like it was growing again. No!

“Ohhh fuck, yes, it's okay, you know you want to.”

My face grew hot. My whole body, hell, my cock swelled. I felt warm. Tender, tingly, excited. Aroused. I shouldn't be this way. Why? Fuck, why? What is going on? Why am I so turned on watching them pull their cocks through their panty hose and start pumping . . . and shit, are they putting on some lipstick? Fuck!

“Be a good boy and just nod,” one of the women cooed.

Both women slid their hands up and down the stiff shafts, turning them this way and that for my viewing pleasure. If I closed my eyes, what would I see? What does my brain imagine right now? Don't think about it. I gulped hard and watched intently. Hands flying in a blur. Moans escaping through thick, glossy lips.

“No one will know,” Sharon purred.

“It'll be our little secret,” Dianne added.

All the voices came as a soft blur. Seductively calling. Bringing forth my own dark desires. But...but this was a farce. I'm not gay and...and...I want to say no. To push both of these freaks off me and tell them how much this repulses and disgusts me, but my body can't stop and I'm still watching, still feeling my pulse quicken. Fuck, my mind is fuzzy.

There's something intoxicating. Something pulling me in deep. Deep into the waters. The black pit. I can't swim, it's taking me. The tides are pulling me under. I'm sinking further. Tumbling, like I've been swept away. By the river to a sea of bodies. I want to protest, to scream out to the heavens, but instead, it all catches up inside and suddenly, I gasp.

“Are you imagining yourself as one of us, Liam?” one of them asked. “Just nod, that's fine.”

No...that's a lie. Fuck. I hate them. I hate both of them. But I'm shaking. There's that look. The gaze. They're piercing inside of me. Stripping me, and what's worse is I'm falling for it. For that damned fucking siren song. It's not fucking fair! Fuck, how can they play me so well?

“Mmmm, good boy. Come, don't be afraid,” Sharon leans down, grabs the collar of my shirt and pulls me in. “Kiss me. Taste my lips again. Do so and we'll show you a world like you've never imagined. Pleasure like nothing you've felt before. All you have to do is lean forward and kiss me.”

“But, Sharon,” Dianne purrs. “If Liam kisses you, he'll admit he's gay.”

Shit. Oh shit. No, I'm not gay. I can't be gay. My lips are getting closer to Sharon. Her beautiful red lips part and her tongue juts out and she moves, drawing me closer. Oh, no. She's drawing me to the kiss. I'm being led, sucked into a pit of lies and deceit. I want to pull back and tell her no, but then she might stop touching her cock. I shouldn't care, and it shouldn't matter, but my pulse won't stop racing.

Oh, please. Oh no. It's too soon. Stop. No. Shit. I...I...can't help myself. Ohhh... I let her draw me in, my lips pressing to hers as Dianne laughs at me. It's like I'm underwater, drowning. But her lips. Her lips. The warm breath. I can't stop it. Her taste. It’s the same and different at the same time. Soft. Glossy. And hot! Her breath. The sensation. That deep, hot, heavy sensation. I’m pulled into another wave. My thoughts, oh, no, those awful, lurid fantasies! What the hell is wrong with me? This is all wrong. Why? Why?

Sharon's tongue juts between my teeth and I can't fight it. I let it slip and wrestle her. Oh no. Oh, my, this is bad. Very. Oh, fuck, the wrongness of it should bother me, but, mmmm, it feels...no. Fuck, no! Mmmmmm, what's happening? She moans into me, those sweet sounds are flooding my head. Oh no, it's that deep, and ohh, oh shit. Those sweet, hot kisses. She's like candy. Mmmm. Fuck. My body's sweating. Why do I keep kissing her? How long have I been kissing her? It has been a few minutes, right? Or longer. Longer. Her hands grip the back of my neck, nails digging. Into me. Drawing me closer, crushing me. She wants to pull me under, drown me. I can't. I can't stop it. Stop it.

Sharon pulls back. Our lips parted, but trails of saliva connecting us. My thoughts swirl around and she just smiles at me, looks into my eyes, a new fervor has captured me. Entwines with me and I want to succumb. My whole body is vibrating with that intensity.

“Come on, Liam,” Sharon says just above a whisper as she extends a hand. “Let's get you in the shower.”

“I can't,” I mumbled. “I'm not—”

“Hush. Don't worry,” she whispered. “You're with friends. We won't tell anyone. Promise.”

I hesitate. Nibbling down on my lower lip and, I hate to admit it, but it looks as though my fate is sealed. That last bit of resistance just melted away and it doesn't help that their two feminine bodies, with that added girth of cock sticking from between their legs, is almost hypnotic. I can't say no, even as a deep fear clutches me. I want it. Yes, I do. It has been in the back of my head and, now these two deviants are going to unleash that side I never knew existed.

I take Sharon's hand. She helps me onto my feet and the two women—crossdressers, whatever—guide me across the hall. Sharon's room is large, well decorated. I distract myself by taking it in as I let them strip me of my clothes. Any resistance I had evaporated when I let myself kiss Sharon again, knowing full well what she is. It's hard to believe that Sharon—that both of them—are men. Guys dressed in women's clothing, wearing silicone breasts. It was what I told myself to reassure myself that I'm not gay. That I'm not some homo. I didn't kiss Sharon because I knew she was a guy. I did it because she's convincingly female.

My heart pounded as Dianne pulled my cum-soaked boxers down. I stood there, naked before them both. A momentary rush of shame crashed over me, made all the worse when Dianne said, “I thought so.” She reached down and grabbed my shaft, giving it a few squeezes, adding, “It's smaller than mine.”

My cheeks grew hot. The revelation about their sexuality, and then finding out that they were bigger than me, I was even more embarrassed. It was the cherry on top. In this vulnerable situation, the jokes only serve to emphasize that. Humiliation flushed my skin. My face burning as they teased me, as they goaded. I am not gay. No. I'm not. Not like them. Not like any of it. Yet the words spoken only reinforce my budding acceptance. My truth.

Sharon compared hers to mine and nodded. “You're right, would you look at that. Smaller than mine too.”

A lump caught in my throat as the two started laughing, mocking me, comparing me, giggling at how little I am. But their amusement, the harsh, bracing laughter didn't hurt the way it should have. Instead, I felt a new flush of heat and tingling.

“Don't worry, Liam. Having a small cock just makes it easier to hide in panties,” Sharon quipped. “Now, let's get you clean and ready.”

Face red as a tomato, I followed Sharon into her bathroom. Large, done entirely in marble, with two sinks and a shower that was walk-in and spacious. On the walls, mirrors reflected back, doubling the space, the light, the reality of what's happening. As my face washed blank, it was filled in with another layer of panic and my heart skipped several beats when Dianne opened a medicine cabinet, took out a pink razor, and opened a brand new bottle of shaving cream.

I stepped into the shower, in disbelief that despite all this, the teasing, the humiliation, the insinuations, I was going through with it. I kept telling myself it's the endorphins of the multiple releases. Yeah, that had to be it. There's no way in hell I could ever do something like this normally. I've been drugged, some kind of hormonal fog has descended upon me, and that was the only explanation that made any sense, a truth that would explain how I was able to stand under that stream of hot water and bathe. Lather, rinse, and repeat with Sharon's overtly feminine shampoos and body wash. Bring the barbie pink razor to my skin and shaving off my body hair.

My legs, the calves first, moving up towards the thighs, knees. Hips. Side to side. Sinking to my buttocks, inner thighs. Pubic mound. Stomach. Armpit. Careful. Ever so cautious, every inch. I was alone in the bathroom. Dianne and Sharon were in the bedroom. Maybe they went back to the office or downstairs. I'm not sure. Everything outside the bathroom faded from existence as my body became silky smooth. A rush of euphoria fluttered over every inch. Astounded by how... how... fucking sexy I felt, a hint of femininity opened itself in me. A rush. Tingles. Erection returning and throbbing. Fuck. Fuck. My god. I was masturbating again. How does it come so easy? Almost addictive. Like crack. A cocaine-like fixation as the thoughts and the motions became less embarrassing, the fear began to give in as the excitement overpowered me.

Fuck. I couldn't stop. I kept rubbing that pretty, slick skin. Arms, legs, the shaved torso, the feeling of feminine softness enthralled me, captivated and led me into the clouds as the steam of the water wrapped around me, and soon everything was swallowed up inside that sensation of warmth, of arousal, of burning. There I was, holding onto a hand railing on the shower, stroking myself, shivering and moaning. Sharon's lips filled my mind's eye and I tasted them on my own, recalling how they felt. Too late. No. Fuck. I'm not going to cum... from thinking about kissing a... kissing a... ohhhh fuccckk!!

An avalanche. An eruption. White goo erupting from me, splashing down, spiraling through the drain to be washed away. In those final, agonized moments of bliss, a terrifying realization occurred and yet, my whole body shuddered, shuddering still as a new orgasm shattered all rationality. That something inside was giving in. Surrendering, I knew it couldn't be undone, a little part of me had already broken, and if I weren't so spent and in awe, that idea of ruination would be too frightening.

When I was done, only Sharon was waiting for me. She had changed into something more fitting of club attire. Out of her quasi-professional attire and into a black halter dress, fishnet stockings, and red high heels. I half-expected to see clothes laid out for me, but there was nothing besides a pair of red silk panties. There was no mistaking which panties they were.

Sharon held them out to me, letting them dangle from one finger. “I'll start on your makeup once you put them on.”

I stared at the underwear. “Are... are those...”

She smirked. “What's the matter Liam? Afraid of wearing my panties? You've already kissed me—twice—and shaved your body smooth. Why stop now?”

Those same urges overwhelmed me, and before my brain had a chance to argue, the panties were in my hands and the next thing I knew I was lifting my foot, pulling on a silky, smooth garment. I lifted my other foot and the silk slid up. Hand pushed the fabric up as my cock and balls settled in. My mind was a muddled fog. All the sensations overwhelmed me, as though a veil had been lifted. A dam broke within. Breached, breached my defenses, and a flood of delusions fill my brain. Why? Fuck, why is this happening?

How did things get this far? And the most terrifying thought of all, was how I didn't stop, but willingly, without any push at all, allowed myself to step into something I couldn't return from? All the doubts that had once crippled me fell away, as though my inhibitions had gone, and in that deluded haze, everything was clear and perfect and right.

Sharon guided me over to her vanity and sat me down. I kept my gaze away from my reflection in the mirror, afraid to face what was happening. More than anything else, the sight of my body being transformed might have been too much and, even in those quietest, most private of places, a tiny part of me held onto that fear of seeing it for myself.

Even worse was how close Sharon got. Her fishnet-clad legs squeezed mine as she leaned in close to begin the makeover. Her perfume and the fresh hit of cigarettes made my head swim. My heart pitter patters so hard, my stomach turns on me, butterflies. Those heavy eyelids, smoky shades, ruby lipstick. Lashes coated in thick, long-lasting mascara. Ruby cheeks. Contour. Highlight. Creamy blush. Pouty, puffed, glossed red lips. Foundation. Oh, please. I can't, no.

No...no...how, how has this happened?

Falling. Falling into those eyes as my eyes locked to hers and I can't take them away, they won't break. Captured in their vortex, her allure, her power, and my body burns so deeply. Melting away in that dark, simmering passion. Swallowed in a pit of lust that stirs those intoxicating desires. Fuck. This is wrong. So, so wrong but how, fuck, why do I feel... no. No. This can't be...but...

No!

I'm... I...I'm... I'm not...

I glance down as Sharon rubs her leg against mine. I expected to see my cock fully erect, tenting the red silk panties that Sharon wore up until I stepped into the shower, but no, it's retreated. Shrunk, as if I was in an ice bath. Fuck! Did...did... I'm not gay...no, please. I don't want to be.

“Wait until you wear pantyhose,” Sharon mused as she started the makeover. “Then you'll really think differently about yourself.”

She lifted my chin away from my crotch and forced my gaze to meet hers. Sharon continued the transformation, applying a concealer to my beard shadow before working on the base coat. Another fifteen minutes passed before she decided I was ready for contouring, more to add definition to the eyes and cheekbones. Highlights brought out more definition. Each little detail chipping away at my masculinity. She turned the mirror away so, even if I wanted to, I wouldn't be able to see my reflection.

“Oh, your lips are so wonderful,” Sharon purred as she painted them a nice shade of red. “So naturally thick, no need for plumpers. Perfect for...” she trailed off, as if to let me finish the sentence for her. I said nothing, but the word echoed in my mind as she winked and covered the lipstick with a shiny coat of gloss. She finished with my eyes, the final touch being long, fluttering fake eyelashes that probably looked a lot like hers.

She didn't turn the mirror around. Not yet. I had to wait until I was fully dressed. She led me away from the vanity toward her walk-in closet where I waited as she picked out what I was to wear. She mumbled to herself as she went through drawers, flipped through clothes hanging on the racks, until at last she was satisfied.

“Oh, don't give me that look, Liam,” she said after noticing my reaction. “You'll look stellar.”

She held up a red leopard print dress for a moment before throwing it onto the bed alongside dark crotchless pantyhose and black patent thigh high boots. Sharon wasn't just dressing me up as a woman, she was dressing me up as some sort of back-alley whore. And the worst part was that she wasn't even done yet. She pulled out two large white, heavy looking boxes and placed them onto the bed.

I was about to ask what they were when she opened the first one. My jaw dropped. I shouldn't be surprised, I doubt I was going to get away with just a bra stuffed with some socks or something.

“I don't wear these all the time because of their size,” Sharon smirked. “But they're perfect for your first time.”

The fake breasts were huge. Like, bigger than DDs. Far, far bigger. Round and soft, weighted, realistic. Yet, for all their realism, something inside, as I gazed upon these strange, artificial boobs, urged me on. I was oddly fascinated. Shame warred with desire. I can't help the flush of heat. Femininity fills me, a desire, a deep, secret need that bubbles and boils under the surface. Fuck.

As if sensing my hesitation, Sharon added, “Well, if you want to go the flat-chested sissy route, that's fine with me.”

No... that's not fine. I'm not. I'm not... I'm not... gay. No, I'm straight. I'm only doing this to get it over with. Right. Put the clothes on, then take them off. Go home and forget this ever happened. Put an end to the mocking, the humiliation, the teasing. Just put on the fucking clothes. It's not that bad. Get it over with, and it'll be all over. I can leave. Go. Back. To normal. Back to life, get these two transsexual crossdressers out of my life. Never speak of what happened. Go back to my boring life. Fuck...

“N-no, I'll... wear them.”

Sharon nodded. “Shame, I would've loved to see you as a sissy. Maybe some other time.” She didn't give me a chance to respond as she disappeared back into her closet. I tried not to picture myself sissified by Sharon and Dianne, but the more I tried, the more vivid the scene in my head became. Dripping in pink and white, dressed in a pair of pink high heel pumps with puffy makeup, the perfect image of a hyper fem sissy. Not a boy, but a girl. A soft, sweet and weak sissy for a big, muscular Daddy.

Daddy?! Where the fuck did that come from?!

Sharon returned from the closet with a red bra as I shook the image from my head. She fastened it on me before slipping the fakes into the cups. The bra gave them weight and structure. They jiggled and looked natural enough once in place. She pressed her breasts up against mine and smiled.

“Well, they're bigger, but I've got it where it counts.” She winked as her hand brushed against the front of my panties. I nearly moan out loud as she cups the silk, and gives me a firm, yet gentle rub. “Though I doubt you'll be doing much penetrating with that.”

She gave me a squeeze and giggle. My face flushed, she is having fun. Teasing and playing. So brazen in her touch, she makes my pulse quicken, my chest tightens as I exhale an erratic breath.

“I do need those off,” Sharon motions towards my panties, “so that we can slip you into your pantyhose.”

Relief and disappointment overwhelm me as I slip off my panties. Cool air hits my exposed crotch and my cock shrivels further as if shamed by my submission. Sharon raises an eyebrow and gives me a knowing smile when she glances down at my groin. I look down, but can't see anything past my fake breasts. Still, it's no shock that she finds it amusing. That little problem only adds to my shame. My weakness. A true reminder of my fall and a small, budding seed of acceptance.

She opened the second box and I muttered a curse as she showed off one of the silicone hip pads. “You need curves, Liam, and breasts are only half of the equation.”

My eyes widen, unsure of the situation and yet, a deep part of me doesn't know what to make of what Sharon has in her hands, I can't stop gawking at the rubbery, shapeliness, so unnatural looking, and yet the images of what it could do for my own hips, for the curve of my backside flood my brain. Despite the mental turmoil, my body held still as she pressed the first against my hip and thigh. There was even a little extra that wrapped around to add some volume to my butt.

Why? Why am I letting her do this to me? Dress me up like this?

As if my face couldn't get any redder, my cheeks burn as Sharon drops down to her knees to apply the other pad. “What happened Liam? Your cock's been flaccid since you went into the shower? Has it already given up? Accepted its fate?” Her eyes go wide with delight as she smiles.

With the hip pads secured, Sharon helps me into the crotchless pantyhose. I shiver as the soft, silky fabric slides up my hairless less. How the lightness glides up my legs, the touch sending rippling tremors over me. Her fingers run along the smoothness, lingering on the supple flesh before they slide over to my crotch. Her digits brush over my cock. I twitch, groaning as she teases me for a moment as though my dick might spring back to life. In any other situation, with anyone else, it would. Yet it remains soft and limp, despite the erotic fire that burns inside me.

“I remember the first time I slipped on pantyhose. I was so young, and they belonged to my mother. There was no going back for me after that. How does it feel, Liam?” Sharon rubbed my legs. “The soft, silky feminine embrace of nylons?”

How do they make me feel? The words get caught in my throat, choked up inside as they swim in my head. Nostrils flare, muscles tense, lips twitch, they send electric bolts of excitement over me, of intense pleasure, of warmth, arousal, and a burning, a stirring. No, it doesn't feel normal, or right, it's a raw and real sexual feminization, and even if I try, I can't help but react to the silken embrace, the texture, the sensation. My skin, my flesh, my nerves, all alight with pleasure, alive, every sense sharpened, heightened. The erotic rush so powerful. I'm vulnerable, helpless, weak, submissive, controlled by their demands and manipulations.

And I have no one to blame but myself. If I had shown some self-control, not opened and browsed through Sharon's porn collection like a perv, I would... I would be home by now. Safe in my apartment. Not here, in the clutches of two older crossdressers as they slowly, deliberately feminize me, dress me up like them. Tease me, taunt me. My cock has already given up. What's next?

I remind myself that I'm not gay. I'm straight. That's why I'm not hard. Yeah, that's why.

Sharon hands me the panties. I take a deep breath and step in, shimmying into my undies, fighting the shameful rush of arousal I experience. I can't help but enjoy this. I shouldn't. It's humiliating and degrading. Feminizing and dehumanizing. Yet, despite my cock shrinking to hide, the silk cradles it in a soft, comforting embrace.

She places her hand on the front of my panties and rubs my cock. I bite my lip to stifle a moan as she brings her lips to my ears. Her warm breath tickles my ear. “Who knew a straight man could look so good in lingerie?” She giggles, then adds in a low voice, “Do you still think you are, Liam? Straight, that is? Even after you've kissed me, let me put makeup on you?”

“Y-yes,” I mutter.

“Come on now, Liam. You shouldn't lie to yourself.” Her words echo inside my head, swirl and rumble within. Each statement a battle of wits. As though she can peer through my lies, as if I were nothing more than a fly trapped within her web. “We both know you're not.”

“I...I am,” my lips trembled, teeth clenched as the words fell away. As if denying it was impossible. Sharon is so much better at this than I could hope to be. Her power overwhelms me.

Her breath lingers, her perfume—blended with cigarettes—makes my head swim. She backs away, returning to the bed to pick up the dress. It's not something I've ever really seen outside of maybe a porn clip. A red and black leopard print dress with long sleeves and, from the looks of it, a shallow neckline. One that thankfully, won't show off my new cleavage. Sharon unzips the gold zipper on the back before turning it toward me, silently commanding me to step into it.

It looks way too small, like there's no way I could fit into it. Not in a million years. There's just no chance. It's a size too small and then some. I brace myself on Sharon as I step into the dress. Slowly, slowly she helps ease the tight garment onto me, tugging and pulling and wriggling to fit it over my new curves. Yet, amazingly, it fits, though it was an incredibly snug fit, the fabric stretched over and accentuated each and every curve. Sharon adjusted it before moving behind me to zip it up.

I glanced down as she slowly zipped it up, thankful that my obviously fake breasts were hidden underneath the dress. Still, the leopard-print hugged every curve, revealing plenty, but still leaving a little to the imagination. After zipping it up, Sharon slid her hands down my back. She pressed her chest against my back as her hands traced the enhanced curves of my hips and butt.

“Your ass is to die for, Liam, so wonderfully curvy,” she whispered into my ear as her hands found their way to the front of my dress. “And would you look at that, no trace at all. I'm amazed. I would've thought such a tight fitting dress would've put some pressure on your little package.”

I was in a dress. Tight and tiny, a slinky cocktail dress, while it covered my breasts, it rode high on my thighs. If I leaned down, even a little bit, my whole ass would be shown off to whoever was looking. I just won't move. That's all. Just stand here. Like a statue.

But when Sharon took my hand, I followed her to the bed and sat down, watching intently as she grabbed the first boot. It was, unmistakably, whorish. Thigh high, shiny black patent leather, with an insane heel on it. Seven inches tall. The leg encased in pure, slippery leather that screamed sin and seduction, not like any old dress shoe or pump. No, it screamed sex. It was blatantly, unashamedly lustful. Pure filth. An obvious declaration of sensual submissiveness, the look that could drive a man wild with desire and an obvious invitation to take.

She zipped them up the same way she zipped up my dress. Slow, deliberate, as if reminding me. Taunting me. Teasing me. Savoring the sight of my masculinity shrinking, fading, transforming. Dwindling into a whore for her enjoyment and pleasure. My legs are not my own, neither the shape, nor the function. Once again I am powerless to the effects her mere presence has on me. Sharon commanded a strange form of power over me that makes my insides tingle. It is something that I just can't resist. My brain melts around her, my mind warps and changes to her will and desires.

She helped me onto my feet and I nearly fell over. Stumbling around the bedroom as I tried to find my footing. The height of the heels caused me to feel as if the weight on my breasts had suddenly tripled. But as I'm finally able to walk without the threat of tipping over, my inner thighs are the first to take notice of my new clothing. Smooth, soft, slick fabric that rubbed and teased. Every step became a sinful temptation. A salacious, sexual promise.

Sharon left me standing in the middle of her bedroom as she disappeared into her closet. She returned with what looked like a belt: a gaudy gold piece of interwoven hoops, designed not for function, but for form. She fastened it around my waist before leading me back over to the vanity. While I was thankful to get off my feet, it turned to dread.

“Oh don't give me that look,” Sharon said as she held up the gold hoop earrings. “These are clip-ons.”

At least those went on quickly, though the heavy hoops pulled a little at my lobes, yet did not cause discomfort. But then the dread returns as Sharon holds up what looks like a bedazzled dog collar. But before I could protest, she had it around my neck and fastened the little lobster claw clamp. There was just enough slack for me to swallow; otherwise, it held fast. A signifier of servitude and submission, her way of showing ownership, or at the very least, domination.

Then came the wig. Brown, like my own hair, but unlike Sharon's and Dianne's, the wig was fashioned into an updo style, a modern twist on the classic beehive hairdo. It had this look of sophistication that contrasted with the outfit. While I had yet to see my own reflection, I had the sinking feeling that Sharon didn't make me over into some young hooker, but a cougar, like her and Dianne. Aged me twenty years through the power of makeup.

But even with the wig on and the outfit theoretically complete, Sharon didn't let me look. No, she had me place my hands on the vanity so that she could glue on acrylics. Shiny and red, with an oval cut design. Just looking at them makes my masculinity tighten, and shrink. It all adds to the humiliation, the denial. I know straight guys sometimes paint their nails, but these... these nails are like what a drag queen would wear: bold, outrageous, in-your-face. A sharp, painfully obvious indication of femininity; a guy with these nails is one hundred percent gay.

I'm not. I'm not gay. I say it to myself as I breathe in the nail polish. Sharp, chemical. A heavy whiff that seems to reach right into my brain and scrambles my thoughts. These nails tell the truth about me. They look too good on me. They fit way too naturally. No, no, no. Stop thinking like that, I can't let this change me. I'm a straight guy, no matter what Dianne and Sharon say and do to me.

“I was thinking of 'Lorraine', how does that sound?”

I blinked. What was Sharon talking about?

“I can't keep calling you 'Liam', not while you're looking so deliciously feminine,” Sharon smirked. “So 'Lorraine' it shall be. Such a pretty name. Wouldn't you agree?”

I blushed as the word fell from her lips. It was one thing to be dressed up, dolled up. Yet to be given a new name, a female name... The situation feels that much more real. And the implications were becoming apparent. She doesn't believe I'm straight, and neither does Dianne. I mean, I did kiss Sharon after she revealed who she was under the clothes and the makeup. But I just got swept up in the moment, I could easily have been overstimulated and lost control. I had a weak moment, that doesn't make me gay.

“That settles it then.” Sharon blew on my fingers. “Come on, let's introduce you to Dianne.”

The butterflies in my stomach grow, as I realize that Dianne hasn't seen my transformation. I had wondered where she had gone off to. Was she downstairs this whole time, patiently waiting for Sharon to present me like some sort of prize?

Sharon takes me by the hand and we leave her bedroom and return to the hallway. I take slow, steady steps in the boots as the clicking of the heels on the hardwood floor echo in my mind. With every step, the dress and stockings brush my legs, sending little jolts of delight through me. Everything that touched me feels different, smoother, silkier, tighter, stronger. Just walking around in these shoes, wearing this lingerie beneath a woman's cocktail dress, with long, shiny fingernails and a beehive wig on my head felt wrong, in a wonderful, heady, intoxicating kind of way. My head pounds and my cheeks flush. A different kind of dizzy rush.

Sharon helps me down the stairs, showing me how to descend in this fetish footwear. The black fabric hugged the meat of my calf, drawing the eye to my lower legs. Once on the ground floor, she leads me to the living room. Dianne is sitting on the couch, and when she sees me, her jaw hits the floor. She slowly stands and gives me a long up and down look before her eyes meet mine.

“Allow me to introduce to you, for the very first time, Lorraine,” Sharon says.

Dianne stepped forward, staring at me, dumbstruck. Like Sharon, she had changed. Instead of her plain red dress, she had on a shiny, green dress that, unlike mine, had deliberate wrinkles for texture. But also like mine, it stopped high up on her muscular legs. She approached me, constantly looking me up and down, inspecting me. And then, without warning, she placed her hands on my breasts, gripping them through my dress. She gave my silicon twins a squeeze before letting them go, grinning.

“She's absolutely amazing! Every detail looks real.” She puts her hands on my face and gives it a closer look, turning it back and forth. “Incredible. I want to fuck her right now.”

My cheeks are set on fire. Dianne doesn't hesitate in making her wants and needs for me known. How she sees me, desires me, lusts after me, the raw primal hunger that boils below the surface, waiting to unleash. To take, devour, ravage me, like I'm her personal plaything, or a conquest. This can't be happening to me. This cannot be me. A weak, submissive, whorish bitch. Yet Sharon calls me by a woman's name and the outfit I've been put into reinforces it.

Dianne comes in close, her breasts pressed up against mine. I can't help but meet her gaze, breathe in her perfume, take in the trace of her latest smoke break. “Tell me, Lorraine, if I kissed you now, would you kiss me back? Would you still cling to some notion that, despite letting Sharon dress you up like this, that you're just a straight guy? Come on, answer me.” Her lips come close to mine. “Are you straight or not, because I would so love to see those thick, glossy lips around my cock.”

I try not to stare at her lips as they tempt me with pleasure, as her words tantalize my ears and whisper in my thoughts, sending a quiver of delight up and down my spine. I can feel her warmth. Her lips brush against mine as she whispers once more, “Kiss me, Lorraine. Show me the true you. Admit who you are.”

This was my chance to prove them wrong. All I needed to do was push them away. Remind them that I'm a straight guy. This wasn't me. This couldn't be me. I'm not... I'm not...

I bring my lips to Dianne's. Her kiss is full of passion and lust. No inhibitions. Full on and open, her arms wrap around my waist as her lips command me to open and she slides her tongue into my mouth. This isn't a sweet and gentle kiss. This is fierce and demanding, a desire unleashed, an eager need that yearns to be fulfilled, to have the object of their desire come to life. I can feel how aroused she is, as her knee parts the opening of my dress and presses between my legs and up against my crotch, grinding, rubbing. She wastes no time and stokes the fire burning inside of me.

Her tongue explores every inch of my mouth. She overwhelms me with lust and desire. A raw carnality. And I kissed her right back. Our tongues glided over each other's, wrestling as the moment of lust drove our bodies closer together. Heat raced across my cheeks, hotter, faster. My skin tingled where our lips touched. I moan into her, giving her every opportunity to taste the sweet submission on my breath. My legs go weak as she kisses me, her presence turns my insides molten and my mind fogs.

When Dianne pulls away, I find myself led over to the couch. I go willingly, entranced by her. She sits down and spreads her legs. “Come on, Lorraine,” Dianne purrs. “I know you want to taste it. Admit it, you've been wanting to suck on my cock since you first laid eyes on it.”

Silently, I climb onto my hands and knees on the couch and crawl toward Dianne. Crawl as any slut would. This was wrong. So wrong. I'm straight. I'm straight. Then why was I lifting the hem of Dianne's dress and pulling her cock free from her panties? Why were her taunts, her teases turning me on so? No, I shouldn't like this. I shouldn't be doing this.

The weight of my breasts pull me down as I wrap my hand around her cock, my long, painted nails reflecting the light. Glossy and scarlet, like blood, like passion, like...like... I found myself captivated by her cock. It looks so real. Soft to the touch but so hard. Solid. Tempting. Begging for me. No. Straight guys don't suck cock. Straight guys don't kiss other men dressed up like women. Straight guys don't...

I wrap my lips around Dianne's cock. Slide them down. Taste the smoothness. Lick the underside, getting that first taste of the head. Drink down the saltiness, the sweat, the pheromones, the musky essence. Feel it brush against the roof of my mouth, tickle the back of my throat. She groans when I ease my head down the first time, the second, and then when I take her all the way in. Sliding up and down the full length, dragging my tongue up the underside of the shaft.

“Oh, Sharon,” Dianne moans as she places her hand on the back of my head. “Lorraine has definitely sucked cock before. What a good little cocksucking slut she is.” She thrusts upward, burying my face in her crotch, and gagging me a little bit.

This feels right. And not just sucking Dianne's cock feels right, it feels right to suck cock. Straight guys don't—

“It's wonderful, isn't it?” Sharon whispers into my ear. “She tastes great. Better than the finest wines. You just can't get enough, can you?”

I moan into Dianne, my eyelashes fluttering. The moment feels so good and perfect that the sight of my nails, my wig, my dress, my cleavage, they no longer seem wrong or bad or embarrassing. But sexy. Erotic. They amplify the moment and the lust I feel.

“You like having your throat filled with Dianne's cock, don't you Lorraine? Don't you? You love it. Look at you go. It looks like it's the only thing you want to do with your mouth.”

I let Sharon's voice, Dianne's flavor wash over me. I slide my lips further and further down her shaft, savoring the delight. Taking Dianne to her base. Swallowing her cock like I've done this a hundred times. Sliding the full length, rolling my tongue. Circling, probing, licking, worshiping, enjoying the feel of her dick in my throat, stretching it out. My hand massages her balls. Her hand caresses the nape of my neck. The heat from her thighs warms my cheeks and temples.

Sharon lifts the hem of my dress. Her hand rub the front of my panties. “And still so soft, such a good sign. Sucking cock should always leave you soft. Soft and limp. Delightfully flaccid, with no need to get hard, right Lorraine? So very soft.” She plays with my limp cock for only a moment before walking away. I'm not sure how long she's gone for, the only thing I can focus on is Dianne's cock.

I feel something cool and wet applied to my ass. The unmistakable feeling of lube on my skin. I spread my legs a bit as a finger explores, tracing its way over and then in, causing a loud, but muffled groan to escape from me. The finger probes deeper and my eyes roll.

“If your mouth wasn't busy, I'm sure you would be begging for more, wouldn't you, Lorraine?” Sharon chuckles behind me. “Don't you worry. Soon your pussy will get its proper fill.

A second finger. And then a third. Each sliding deeper, widening, preparing me for a bigger and better prize. A pussy, Sharon's words echo in my mind. Straight guys don't have a pussy. Straight guys—

The tip presses against me, ready to enter.

I moan once more into Dianne. I nearly stop sucking as the tension inside me ratchets. As my breathing becomes heavier. As the touch of Sharon's cock as she presses against the tight ring of my ass sends jolts of excitement running along every nerve. And when the tip breaks through and enters, it's my turn to shudder. To shiver, as her hard, thick cock enters me. Feeling the slight discomfort from the stretch, from the unnatural presence of a dick in my ass, yet none of that overshadows the bliss and the warmth that flow through me.

She holds still for a moment. I continue to suck, unwilling and unable to stop worshipping Dianne's cock. Now it's deep in the back of my throat and I swallow. Swallow. Again. Over and over. Making a conscious effort to massage and pleasure, to give what I am given. Dianne's low moans of approval are met with my own groans and whimpers of pure ecstasy, of nirvana. I shudder and shake when Sharon starts to move, her hands gripping the hem of my dress, pulling the back of it up, giving her an unfettered view of my ass.

Each thrust starts slow, builds speed, before starting over again. Sometimes the thrust goes deep, other times not so much. A rhythm builds up. Sharon uses my body. Her cock buries in me over and over again. Feeling my slick channel constrict around her, milking her for every drop of cum.

My mouth, on the other hand, slides up and down Dianne's dick without any concern for technique. A raw, pure blowjob, devoid of skill, but oozing with passion and lust and need. Need, an urge, to satisfy, to feel, to taste, to drink, to crave. It's the most wonderful of feelings, the sheer elation of doing something so lewd, so fucking kinky.

I close my eyes and give myself over to them. One's hand cups the back of my head, guiding me while the other’s holds my hips, ensuring I don't jerk or pull away. Two sets of groans and grunts and moans fill my ears. Dirty talk, encouragement, requests all mingle together. Taunting. Teasing. Humiliating.

I moan into Dianne's cock as Sharon fucks me hard. A straight man wouldn't moan from getting fucked. A straight man would never swallow a cock whole. A straight man—

Dianne pulls her cock out of my mouth. “I want to hear you moan, I want to hear you say it as Sharon fucks your pussy. If you want my cock, to taste my seed, admit it, Lorraine. Say it loud. Tell everyone who you are.”

I hesitate, then whimper as Sharon picks up the pace.

“Say it,” Sharon demands, punctuating every thrust of her hips with a grunt, driving her cock home.

My breasts heave. The word slips from my tongue without even thinking about it. “I'm... I'm...” I pant and shiver, my cheeks flushing red hot, but I can't stop saying it, it feels too damn good.

Sharon reaches around and grabs my cock. It's still limp and soft. “Even with my cock in your pussy, you're still limp-dicked.”

Dianne teases me with her cock. “You know what you have to say.”

I lick my lips, my tongue dashing over her wet, slick shaft. “I'm not a straight guy!” The words finally burst free from my lips. “I'm not a straight guy anymore! I'm gay! I love getting my mouth filled and fucked! I love sucking cock!”

“Good.” Dianne slides her cock back into my mouth. I meet the full length with open and willing lips. She moves her hips up and down, getting into it, matching the tempo that Sharon has set. “I knew you were a cocksucking faggot. You're such a little slut.”

My eyes start to cross, unable to focus as Dianne works her hips back and forth, working her cock past my lips while my jaw gapes open, desperate to taste the juices flowing freely from her cock. Dianne grabs the wig on my head and moves her hips faster, slapping against my chin. I shiver and shudder as the euphoria begins to build up. “And that means you're going to love this,” she groans. “Every last fucking bit.”

Dianne doesn't stop moving, doesn't hesitate, not even as thick white cum flies from the end of her cock. At first she doesn't slow, pumping her cum and juices into my mouth as I swallow again and again and again, guzzling her down and coating my insides with her tart nectar. Finally her orgasm subsides and she lets me worship her cock, swirling my tongue all over her tip, tracing it over and between her lips. Tasting it. Sucking on the end, eking every last drop from her.

Straight men don’t swallow another man's cum. But then again, I'm not straight. Not anymore. I'm gay. A cum-hungry gay cock-sucking faggot whore. I relish the taste, loving the thrill of it. Relishing the taste. The knowledge of who I am. Of who I've become. I savor her essence, and then move to lick, lick her shaft clean of all the excess, gathering as much of it as possible. Not a speck of white left on it.

Then Sharon grips my hips and, with a deep-throated, bestial, almost growling yell, she unloads deep in my ass. My hole twitches and shudders, swallowing all of Sharon's spunk, pulling the white stuff into my depths. Driving me wild, ecstatic with pleasure. Both at the very kinky feeling, and at the knowledge of what I'd just done, and more so, who I'd become.

Lorraine, a gay cocksucking crossdresser.

Sharon pulls out of my pussy, but the emptiness didn't last. Before I could whimper, something else replaces her cock. “Not that we're not convinced you've become a cockhungry fag,” Sharon purrs, “but I like to keep my spunk in you just in case.”

She pulls my panties back up over the butt plug and gives me a playful smack. “Good bitch.”

Sharon climbs up off the couch and stretches, then busts into laughter. “I just realized we never showed you what you look like.”

Dianne helps me to stand as Sharon wanders off. “Now that you're a crossdressing fag,” Dianne says, “you need to learn to talk and move like one. And nothing says, 'I'm a faggot,' like standing with your hip pointed out, elbows at your sides and your wrists limp. Like this.”

I try to imitate her position as best as I could. She fixes my form, reminding me to keep my spine straight and my eyes focused straight ahead, not in front of me. And once we had those few things right, she reminds me to sashay my hips. Like we're on the prowl for some straight dick.

And after she was finished showing me the pose, and I had it, she beamed brightly. “If you really want to be the best little fag for me, then you'll need to work on your voice. Nothing's worse than an effeminate man trying to act straight.”

I couldn't help but giggle, to think that I used to be straight. Not anymore. The plug in my ass felt really nice, filling me, giving me that wonderful feeling of being a naughty cross-dressing fag. Even better knowing that Sharon's cum was still in there, working to make me even more faggy.

Just thinking about my new and wonderfully depraved lifestyle was causing the excitement to build up again. I shifted my hips back and forth, reminding me, bringing out the gayness in me. How silly of me to think I'd been straight, when it's obvious I was always a cocksucking fag. The way I just let Dianne and Sharon take my straight cherry and deflower me, and now they are helping me find and be my true self. It was only right, fair even, that I pay them back for their kindness.

And, by paying them back, I thought, a smile appearing, I should serve them both and pay homage. They deserve to have a properly grateful and well trained, gay, faggy cock-slave. One to take their cocks and service their bodies however they demand it.

“Check out what you look like, hot stuff,” Sharon announces. I'd forgotten she went in search of the mirror. I quickly follow the sound of her voice. Remembering what Dianne taught me, I walk with a roll of the hips. One, two. One, two. Sashaying my hips, wrists limp like the fag I am. And when I round the corner and spot my reflection, I gasp and flush bright red.

Seeing myself, a cock-hungry fag, with red nails, rouged cheeks, my dress just a few inches short of my knees, breasts sitting so firm and proud, nearly takes my breath away. It didn't seem real, but in the mirror, it was undeniable. No denying this fact, that I'm a faggy whore. My new and wonderful life was reflected back at me, making it real. I had even guessed right that Sharon didn't make some 20-something club-slut, that she had aged me up, making me look closer to a milf's age, like Sharon and Dianne. My hand wanders, tracing the curves of my new body, making sure it's real, as I stare at my reflection. My body and face so refined, so delicate, so graceful, so perfectly effeminate. A sexy faggy bitch in a perfect, curvy, slender body. A faggy sissy whore, a perfect gay slut.

I turn and inspect myself from different angles, examining my new figure in great detail. My rear and breasts. The curve of my hips. My firm calves. The bulge at the crotch. Everything fit. Everything screamed 'gay.' My breathing becomes a little ragged, a little excited. There's no denying who I've become, and my pussy responds in kind. Softly, delicately, gently, the touch of soft skin wrapped around my cock. There's no other feeling like it.

Then I noticed Dianne and Sharon staring at me, grinning.

“I think it's time I bent this bitch over the couch,” Dianne purrs, “add my seed to yours, Sharon. Maybe I'll give Lorraine a queer lisp to go with that mince and limp wrists. That's what faggy bitches need, isn't it, Lorraine?”

“Yes, Miss Dianne,” I hear myself saying, a gleeful giggle bursting from my throat. “Please add your seed to me. I am a cock-hungry bitch. I am a cum-hungry fag.” I clear my throat in an overly feminine manner and lisp, “Fags need lisssps.”

The words came tumbling out, just like the thought in my mind, like an urge, the need inside, the desire to have Dianne shoot her load deep into me. To be even more of a cock-loving fag whore. The excitement from Dianne's request sends shivers through me. Excitement, tinged with just a hint of nervousness. Or maybe it was more fear.

I mince over to the couch, elbows at my side, wrists limp. Leaning forward, I rest my elbows on the back of the couch and wait. As Dianne lines up behind me, Sharon moves in front of me and plants her lips onto mine. I kiss back, her lips plying mine, as Dianne removes the plug keeping Sharon's cum in me. I quiver, almost coming. Knowing, feeling that I will have another load pumped deep into me, sending more chills racing through my body.

I close my eyes. Focus only on feeling. A moan escapes my mouth into Sharon's lips. Then Dianne presses against my already lubed-up hole, slipping past the ring of tight muscles, deeper inside of me. Filling my pussy. Thrusting, pumping. The bliss overtakes me, the complete joy of feeling. Feminine. Effeminate. I feel her breasts push against my back. I feel her breath hot on my shoulder. And her cock thrust deep in me, repeatedly.

Filling my fag hole. Giving me what I need.

This isn't sex. This isn't the sex a straight man would have. This is how a gay bitch, a sissy slut like myself gets his ass pounded. This is how a cocksucking faggot bites his lip in preparation for another load of cum to be emptied into his ass.

Even Sharon kissing me can't drown out the sounds of moaning, of whining, of wanting. All these beautiful words, all the confirmation of the truth of who I am. So incredible and erotic, to hear the truth pouring from my lips. That's me. This faggy cock slut, the cocksucking fag-whore moaning for another cock load. It's impossible to focus, the words echo around my ears and fill my mind, and then burst free.

Just thinking, thinking those beautiful thoughts. Cum. Seed. In me. In my ass. Deep in the core. Cum. Load. Sissy slut. Fag. Cock-whore. I've crossed a line and I'm on the other side. That's okay, more than okay. It feels wonderful and delightful. Splendidly heavenly, knowing what I've done. I'm now and will be forever a gay, fem-curve-bodied, long-lashed, wig wearing, silicone-pumped sissy cock slut.

Feeling a warm sensation fill me up as another orgasm threatens to explode, the knowledge overwhelms me, flooding me with heat. I'm about to cum and I don't care that my clitty is just hanging down, limp and soft. Because Dianne's about to coat the inside of my ass with white seed and that's worth coming for.

“I think she's going to cum,” Sharon teases. “Is Lorraine going to have her first sissygasm?”

A tremble rocks my body and a whimpering sound passes from my lips, proving her right. This is me. Sissy. Slut. Gay. I am so unbelievably turned on. That I'm cumming, with a limp little cocklet. Not from stroking, no, only straight guys get to stroke their cocks. A faggy girl doesn't have a cock to stroke. A sissy doesn't have a cock, he's got a clitty, and sometimes, if he's really lucky, a straight man will squeeze his little clit, jack his clit off as a little reward for doing such a good job sucking his cock.

Dianne grips my hips and pulls me back. I blink, wondering where Sharon had gone off to. Then I feel her lips around my clitty. Her mouth works her magic. She takes the soft floppy length into her mouth, and sucks and swirls her tongue. Sending a current through my entire body. Sissy. Clit. Stroking. Cock sucking. Tongue twirling. A warm gooey mess. I can barely hold my head up as I get sucked and fucked at the same time.

“You better not cum before me,” Dianne says, slapping my ass. It stings, reminding me exactly what it is I've become, even as another slurping, sucking sound comes from between my legs. I mewl like the bitch in heat I am, on the precipice. My entire body clenched tight, a few pumps more. Waiting for her to release.

Dianne gasps, shuddering. Thrusting and bucking her hips. But Sharon doesn't stop sucking my cock and I feel my orgasm building and building. The very thought of what's about to happen sends even more thrills up and down my body, pulsing my veins like they're throbbing for it. Just a little more...

I tremble and shudder, as Dianne empties her balls into my already saturated snatch. Thick milky jizz oozing and squelching all over her as she pumps another hot load of creamy white spunk into me. But her spunk isn't what has me so tense, not even the attention of Sharon between my legs. I am quivering because I have learned my last lesson of the day. I've learnt the greatest secret. A fag can cum without ejaculating, my orgasm erupts and roils like I just popped a thick juicy load, even though none is spurting from my tip. Even my body shudders, gyrating in an orgasmic explosion, and for a second, I am incapable of speech or thought.

Nothing but bliss and euphoria and feeling. Nothing like I've ever felt before. Intense. Encompassing. Everywhere. I feel my skin tingling, like I'm vibrating. Ecstasy. Pure, unfiltered ecstasy. I am awash and giddy, overwhelmed and wonderful. Blissfully aware. Euphorically lost in this moment.

Dianne slides from my still convulsing pussy and replaces the plug, filling me up once more. Forcing all that seed, both hers and Sharon's, to stay inside. A giggle burst through my lips and a smile spreads.

Sharon releases my cock, wiping a finger along her lip, a sheen of spit clinging. “Nothing quite like a sissygasm, is there, Lorraine? They're nothing like cumming as a male, a straight man. It just oozes out, because your clitty knows it’s not trying to impregnate someone, to spread its seed. It's as close as you'll ever get to what a real woman's orgasm is like. Not that you're anywhere close to being one.”

Dianne pulls my panties back up, adjusts my dress, and gives me one playful smack. “I don't know Sharon, I think we should see if Lorraine wants to rent that spare room from you. Would be nice having her around all the time. You and I have a lot to teach her.”

Sharon looks over at me and grins. “I don't think that would be a bad idea at all. What do you think, Lorraine? Ready to become our house sissy?”

The words danced in my head, my heart racing, blood pumping. They wanted to keep me. They were going to keep me and teach me, train me, mold me. Show me everything they know. All the time. Anytime. Where I could service them, be their devoted and obedient sissy bitch.

When I open my mouth to speak again, however, a horrible lisping falsetto bursts from my mouth, shocking me. Dianne had said she'd give me a lisp, to go along with the new, limp-wristed fagginess. But I was not expecting it to sound this slurred and pronounced. And yet, with the way I looked, it worked. It wasn't just that I didn't sound masculine, no, now, my speech truly fit. My falsetto, effeminate voice had a noticeable lisp to it. I no longer sound like a man, I sounded exactly like the crossdressing faggy little slut I was dressed up as.

Sharon grins. “God damn, you weren't kidding, Dianne.”

“It fits. Doesn't it?” Dianne responds, inspecting me. “Go on, tell Sharon, would you like to live with her? Would you like to rent the spare bedroom so we can turn you into a proper little sissy faggot whore for both us?”

My pussy tingles with excitement, eager. Yes. A million times yes. “Yeth, Mith Shar, my mouth is like thith now, thanks to Dianthe, becauth thhe maketh ith betht fit with what I am now, a faggoty cock-slutty bitch thihthe whore for cock. Pleath leth me thtay. Let me thtudy under you and Dianthe.” I shiver, filled with warm tingly happiness, being able to express in my own words what I was meant to be. “I want tho much to be like you both.”

Sharon and Dianne share a smile. Then Sharon turns to me and says, “Welcome, Lorraine. It's a pleasure to have you with us.”


Untethered at Sea

Third in the Debbie Dakota Trilogy

I like to consider myself a smart guy. I'm educated, so you'd think it wouldn't be that much of an issue trying to find a girlfriend who's on my level. I mean, I don't have anything against the ditzy types, but while they can be a good fuck, there's just something more... fulfilling about banging a chick who's also got a brain. While it's nice being able to formulate small talk with someone who can string together multiple sentences, there's also something about then seeing how brainless they get while I'm plowing them, or when they've got my cock in their mouth.

Needless to say, the past year has been a struggle. Don't know if there's something in the water, or if all the girls with half a brain packed up and left, because I haven't gotten past a first date, often even finishing said date before walking out. But the sheer level of stupidity from the girls I've been chatting up has been exasperating, to say the least. So much so that it's started to impact my day-to-day life.

So I decided to go on vacation. A nice break from reality. Maybe even a break from myself. Getting out of my element to perhaps also break me free from these chains. I have money. I'm not some millionaire, though I am close. The bachelor life, plus my job and education, has allowed me to be good with money, so I live a pretty chill, comfortable life. As such, I didn't want to go on some budget trip. I wanted to splurge. Treat myself. I figured a cruise would be a good option, but not one of those floating mega islands with thousands of thousands of people. The families of thirty all wearing the same shirts while taking over Disneyland. Screaming kids everywhere.

No, none of that. I booked a luxury cruise. For people like me who can appreciate a tasting menu at a Michelin-star restaurant. One of exclusivity and five-star living at sea. Top-notch dining, high-end bars, with a passenger count topping off at five hundred. Private cabins. Exotic stops. You name it. It was designed to be what I needed. And the brochures didn't lie.

If I couldn't find my type here, maybe I could at least get over this hurdle and bang some dumb blonde who's got a bigger bank account than mine. She won't make for conversation, but who knows what kind of sweet skills she has with her tongue. She may even have a friend. A threesome would be nice. I’ve never been able to pull one of those off.

We departed from the Florida port earlier this morning. Two weeks on the Caribbean Sea aboard the ‘Sovereign,’ the “more affordable” of the two boats operated by the luxury cruise company. The other boat, the ‘Radiance,’ would've really done a number on my bank account. Would've had to live off cup o' noodles and PB&J for a couple of months. So, the ‘Sovereign’ it was. I can't really complain, even if it's the “lesser of the two,” the ‘Sovereign’ was still leagues above any other cruise.

My room—well, all the rooms on this boat—was a suite with a private balcony. The cheapest of the three options available, but still damn nice. A full-sized bed, a couch, and a TV, along with an unnecessarily large bathroom. Glass panes open up the cabin to a nice view of the ocean. Fresh salt breeze, blue seas as far as the eyes can see. Just pure bliss, like the Caribbean should be.

I considered taking it easy the first night, touring the boat, maybe swinging by the casino, but I ultimately decided to test my luck on a different route. For being a smaller boat, the ‘Sovereign’ had no shortage of bars. At least one on every floor, near the pools and dining rooms. Most had their own stylings, whether in location, décor, or ambiance, but no two bars were too far off the beaten path. If your palate didn't crave the avant-garde, I was sure there was a traditional tiki bar just steps away. A stroll along the halls would allow one to constantly sample anything that suits their fancy. And while one can literally order room service—to my understanding, the staff is happy to bring a drink anywhere on the ship—the variety is limitless.

It was late morning when I saw her. Or rather, when she came to me. I was picking at the last remnants of my breakfast and sipping some coffee by an open window, feeling absolutely lousy after back-to-back nights of striking out. I was hoping the chicks here would be looser, hornier maybe, give me something to latch onto to get over this mental hurdle. But man, it still kills my drive when I say “hey” and 75% of their vocabulary consists of “like” or “totally”. Really wish I could just turn off this fucking brain of mine sometimes.

She was older, late 40s, with dirty blonde hair, but even for her age, she still looked incredible. The figure of an aging tennis player or something. Tight. From what I could see from her backside, she had one hell of an ass. Curves all around.

I didn't know what to say as she took a seat across from me, sipping her own steaming mug of coffee.

“My name's Dr. Debbie Dakota,” she said in between sips. “I believe I can help you.”

I blinked. “Help me with what?” If I was among the rabble on a mega-cruise, where just about anyone with a couple of bucks in their bank account could get a ticket, I would've been far more suspicious. I may have even tried to flag security. Then I figured maybe she was a bored housewife, a cougar looking to feel young again. I'll admit, I wouldn't say no if she asked me to go back to her cabin while her husband brokered secret business deals or slept with the young staff.

“Help me with what?” She flashed her business card and I nearly spat out my coffee. “What makes you think I need a sex therapist?”

Debbie leaned back in her chair and shrugged. “Two nights of striking out. At first, you only went after certain women, but then you had a shotgun approach. Flawed, driven by a desperate need to get laid, I assume. From the women you chatted with first, I'm going to hazard a guess to say you wanted someone who at least outwardly appeared intelligent, and when you got denied, you chatted with anyone who would look your way.”

It was annoying to get called out on this, but a part of me admired how observant she was. How'd she know all that from just seeing me chatting with these ladies? Still, I don't remember seeing this woman in any of the bars I was at. Was she really spying on me? Was this a weird prank? Or was she being serious? Either way, I played along.

“This your usual modus operandi, doctor?”

Debbie snickered. “Please, doctor isn't my preferred title. Call me Debbie.” She had this weird glint in her eyes. Almost predatory, which only excited me more. It'd been a while since anyone excited me, especially an older woman. If anything, it gave me the motivation to hear her out and go along with this therapy. “No, most of my clients come to me. I come highly recommended.”

“I'm not getting billed for this, am I?” I snickered. Definitely leaning toward con artist. Will probably give me some run-of-the-mill diagnosis, recycle some self-help bits you can find on Google, and then bill me a grand for her time.

“No, because you're treating this vacation of yours as therapy. I just want to make sure you're getting the most out of it.” Debbie leaned in, propping her elbows on the table and cupping her hands. “Am I wrong?”

I gazed out the window, not wanting to admit she was, in fact, pretty spot on. Not only that, but while I did always prefer a woman with a brain between her ears, I never liked it when they were smarter than I was. My ego has never allowed for it, nor has it worked out well for me. If Debbie is right, and my attraction is subconscious, the fact she's not afraid to play me for the chump only further stokes the fire.

She raised an eyebrow. “Trouble adjusting the settings?” she smirked. “Turning off the narrow filter?”

I huffed. “If you already know the problem, why not just tell me and save yourself the trouble?”

She grinned. “I don't know you, not really. But if you were one for self-realizations, wouldn't you have done so sooner?”

I groaned in frustration, in part because Debbie was annoyingly correct again, but mostly because of how attractive I found that cockiness. It was oddly arousing how arrogant she could be, and she knew exactly how sexy her superior intelligence was. Even if it did irk me a bit. It was hard not to love how assured she was, and dare I say, arousing? I nodded begrudgingly and finished the dregs of my coffee.

“We can talk more in my suite, if you're interested.”

She stood as a waiter came by for the empty plates. I hated to admit that she was right, and even worse, that I was genuinely curious about what she had to offer. I have plenty of cash lying around. If she could help me get out of my own head and seduce women easier, then sure, why not give it a shot? Especially since she's doing this pro bono.

I stood and gestured for her to lead the way. Silently, we walked the halls of the ship, my curiosity turning to shock and suspicion as we stopped outside one of the upper-echelon suites. If she really wasn't charging for her services, this was quite the extravagant favor; that or I'd underestimated how successful she was at her craft. Then again, given her cunning mind, she could've conned her way into a free room. Her methods were mysterious, but whatever they were, they were certainly effective. She unlocked her door and waved for me to come in.

Inside was as lovely as I was expecting. Exclusive materials, fine details, and luxury beyond the normal definition. One of the Azure Dream Villas, if I remembered correctly. Only five on the entire ship, with only one room above it: the Imperial Luxe. Debbie's cabin was basically a Vegas casino penthouse modified for a luxury cruise liner. Marble and velvet, along with hardwood floors and deco chandeliers. It wasn't the standard design one might think of when envisioning a hotel room. It could house six easily, maybe more. Everything about it was spacious, stylish, and custom.

Debbie guided me into the seating room, the far wall made of solid glass with roll-up curtains, and we took a seat opposite one another in a pair of leather swivel chairs. Outside, we watched the tropical seas go by. There was something oddly erotic in the privacy this cabin afforded. So remote and separated from the rest of the boat, which already felt like a separation from the real world.

“Tell me about yourself, Ryan.” Debbie crossed her legs as she straightened up. I didn't recall ever giving her my name, but it’s safe to assume she picked it up while witnessing my back-to-back nights of rejection. “Help me to fill in the gaps.”

“Isn't that all there is?” I scoffed, sinking down in the leather. Despite the lush comfort, this felt uncomfortably close to actual therapy. As if Debbie intended this as some mental health check. Like I'm broken, a wreck in need of real help. Something a few phone or video chat appointments won't fix.

I didn't intend to say so much. I just wanted to give her the most basic information. That I considered myself highly educated and wanted to find a partner who also had a brain between her ears so that I could be stimulated mentally in addition to sexually. But then I also let it slip how hot it was to see a woman whose intelligence matched mine fade as I bang hered, moan while I fucked her. How I just loved the gaping stupid faces. I would leave the smarter women after I'm done with them.

But it became a struggle to find intelligent women who were into me, so I tried to “cast a wider net,” but it was so difficult to just chat with already dumb women that it became a turn-off. So I figured I'd go on a trip. Change my surroundings, maybe be among like-minded individuals, or at least find some ditzy sluts who are so irresistible that I can't help myself. I hated that I had to stoop so low, but there I was. Pathetic as ever.

As it turns out, Debbie actually wasn't bad company. She didn't judge me on anything I was saying. Didn't flaunt her intelligence over my “stupid male problems.” If anything, she was supportive, even empathetic. And if her mental prowess came with a higher-grade emotional intuition, well, maybe she does know a trick or two.

“I booked a ticket, came on board, and as they say: the rest is history,” I shrugged as I slouched in the chair, turning it to look at the vast horizon.

Debbie folded a hand under her chin. She uncrossed and re-crossed her long slender legs, shifting how her skirt was hitched up to expose some thigh. While the corner of my mind did not register the motion as deliberate—or at least not directed toward me—I couldn't shake the notion of an older woman willingly showing some leg. One thing's for sure, though: her leg was a stunning specimen. They were a runner's legs, that's for sure. Covered with smooth bronze skin that glistened and looked soft to the touch. Perfectly maintained calves.

“It's going to sound rather obvious, but you're too analytical with your seduction.” She followed my gaze to the view outside. “You've convinced yourself that you're casting a wider net, but you're not. Even when you claim to go looking for some ditzy blonde who can't find Antarctica on a map, you're still going into it with a list of requirements. You're overthinking it without even realizing it.”

I rolled my eyes. “So what, next time I go looking to score just, turn my brain off?”

“And act more slutty,” she added, her tone professional.

I almost broke and laughed at the absurdity, but the sharp glance she gave me quickly warned otherwise. Debbie said that with the absolute earnestness one might use to discuss their golf swing or where they learned how to ride a bike. In her defense, however, Debbie's glib tone also belied an inner knowing, which, in the seconds I was granted, did manage to soothe me some. Like she wasn't only preaching theory but the lessons of personal experience. That being open and less methodical about one's affections leads to greater results. And, as crazy as it sounded, even if it didn't totally compute, her assuredness was both extremely alluring and shockingly effective.

She looked over at me. “You're treating sex like it's chess when it's really checkers. You want to see a woman's intelligence leave her body as she moans from the pounding you're giving her? Then work on your confidence. Because if you can't even convince a dumb slut to sleep with you, you're not going to get that smart broad reading the Wall Street Journal.”

Debbie offered a kind smile, almost maternal, that eased some of the burn from her rather bluntly-delivered assessment. “Ryan, I can help you turn off that brain of yours, bring out that inner slut that'll bed anyone you set your eyes on. I see great potential in you, and if you follow my methods and advice, I bet before the week ends you'll be a completely different man.”

Again, no explanation was given of how she managed to eke out such great results. Maybe it was the shocking eroticism of her leg, or the intense eagerness that was emanating off her that was oddly titillating, but Debbie somehow made such a claim in a way that even left me somewhat confident in her skills. Either she was just that damn sure of her abilities, or she was an adept liar, or she could see how needy I really was.

“So let me get this straight, by letting you help me bring out my 'inner slut', this will make me into a better man?”

“Essentially. A more confident, improved version of yourself. The best you. Open. Honest. Carefree. Liberated.”

Liberated. Free of the shackles that were my standards. Unbound from the restraints and labels that categorized me into what I think makes an “ideal” woman. Loosening my standards to just basically being me. In that moment, the revelation struck me so hard, I could almost hear some profound clap of lightning ringing in my ears. It all seemed so obvious now. There's no surprise it eluded me until someone as intelligent, if not smarter, pointed it out.

I blinked, mouth opening and closing as I tried to formulate a response. That confidence, that delectable glint in her eye; how could I say no? Despite it all feeling like a wild improbable chance, that it'd be impossible to truly change who I was, something about it still rang true. Could it really work? Or was it complete lunacy?

“Okay, so... how?”

Debbie stood. “Ryan, my methods are finely tuned. Highly successful. 98% success rate. I have helped my clients achieve satisfaction and fulfillment beyond their wildest dreams. But for me to achieve that, you have do give me something in return. Not money, trust. For this to work, you have to trust me. Trust me that what I say has value, worth, meaning. That what I am doing, I am doing to help you. Now, I ask this only once: do you trust me?”

My head was spinning, in part from her proposition, in part from my warring feelings about whether or not her offer was plausible. 98%. Well, I could only hope she was exaggerating a bit. Still, it was better than nothing. Maybe this could work. Maybe this was the change I was hoping for. A sense of finality washed over me as Debbie and I locked eyes. As unlikely as it sounded, what did I have to lose besides the current failure of how things are now?

What could be the harm?

“Yeah.”

Debbie sat back down. “You're familiar with the old maxim: to know your enemy, you must become your enemy, right?”

I nodded, squinting, wondering where the fuck she was going with this.

“Well, to unlock that potential, to cast off those shackles holding you back from the easiest, most satisfying, most fulfilling sex you'll ever get, you have to become your enemy. Unleash your inner beast to tame that overly intellectualistic inner critic. And that means, to unlock what you want in women, you must become your woman.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Become. Your. Woman.”

Again, her statement was spoken without hesitation, or without any hint of embarrassment. Just dead serious and professional. But while Debbie remained calm and self-assured, inside my head was complete pandemonium. She couldn't possibly be saying... that I had to... act...

“That's fucking crazy,” I stammered. I probably would've stormed out the door. It was only my desire to achieve the promised results that kept me in the chair.

Debbie shrugged. “I get that you have reservations, but admit it; aren't you tired of constantly trying and failing to have things go your way? Aren't you just sick and tired of seeing nothing but dead ends everywhere you look?” She leaned forward, not pressing herself, not pleading, nor giving any kind of encouragement or disapproval. Rather, her tone simply returned to her professionally nonchalant manner. “My methods have gotten people results. Granted, if you want guaranteed results, you're going to have to make an investment in yourself. Sacrifice is a key ingredient.”

In spite of my gut telling me how ludicrous it was, that this woman and her plan were too good to be true, another part of my brain—which clearly was the part that held sway throughout most of my life—sensed her proposal was oddly promising, maybe even the only shot of breaking me free from the madness my existence had devolved into. “But dressing like a woman and—”

“Like I said before. You have to trust me. If you do, I can guarantee results. If you no longer trust me, you can go back out that door and try your luck again.”

For whatever reason, something compelled me not to move. A combination of not just desperation and curiosity, but for some weird reason, excitement. That small rebellious thrill that came when acting irresponsibly as a teen. Such urges were always shoved aside in favor of my rules and regulations. Of which my pursuit for quality sexual partners was governed by, which ironically was proving not only detrimental to my efforts but also a barrier to making the connection I yearned for.

Debbie was clearly outlining my options; to stay here and learn what she has to teach, or go out and fail miserably for the millionth time.

Without realizing it, my hands gripped the sides of the chair as I sunk down, contemplating what I was getting into, a knot in my stomach, feeling strangely in a moral quandary. “Say I wanted to do this,” I paused, embarrassed to continue.

“How much is your dignity worth? Can you stop obsessively overthinking things long enough to feel what your inner slut wants to tell you? Can you trust me? Let the universe work in its own mysterious ways without wanting to tear it apart with your over-analysis? If not, if you'd rather die trying, you're welcome to go ahead, walk out that door and do what's ‘rational.’” But, if you would just let me, if you actually tried doing things that defy rational, it'd probably surprise you just how amazing you truly are, and just how many stupidly slutty opportunities lay ahead of you.”

She certainly knew how to weave words, stringing together the kind of unwavering authority mixed with reassurance to gain my attention. As skeptical and distasteful as this felt, with a shiver running down my spine, I'd already started imagining it. Weird, liberating fantasies, wondering what I would look like, and more, what it would feel like. This was not only tantalizing in spite of myself, but its pure audaciousness is what struck the nerve. So hot. So wrong. An odd humiliation at the thought of actually following through, which, for whatever reason, didn't feel... as bad.

In that moment, the revelation was clear as day. What was I getting into exactly? What was the end goal, the purpose of it? None of that actually mattered. Whatever this new thing, whatever it was I was experiencing, all I could focus on was that burning excitement. There was no word to describe it, no terminology other than...

Erotic.

What did I have to lose?

Nothing.

Absolutely fucking nothing.

“Okay.” I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “Okay.”

Debbie stood. “Follow me. You have an appointment at the spa.”

There was only one spa on board the ‘Sovereign.’ I remembered skimming through what it offered when I was contemplating booking a ticket. It offered all the usual services; manicures, massages, facials, the standard spa stuff, but to a higher standard than what you'd find on a mega-cruise. It was a short walk from Debbie's Azure Dream villa to the spa. Much like the rest of the amenities on this ship, they were easy to find. The last thing the company behind this boat wanted was wealthy patrons complaining about getting lost on the way to one of the bars, or having to walk for “miles” to get to the club or casino.

Simply called ‘The Spa,’ I could smell it before I laid eyes on it. The fragrant scent of mint and sandalwood permeating the air was thick, intoxicating, a clear invitation to enter into paradise. Not that I wasn't fond of the salty ocean air, but just walking inside I could sense my nostrils inhaling its rich oils into my system.

I said nothing as Debbie and I approached the counter. A beautiful blonde woman greeted us with a jovial smile. I returned the greeting and looked her up and down as she turned her attention to Debbie. Long, wavy golden blonde hair, pretty bright green eyes, smooth rosy pale skin, nice round butt hugged under the simple black dress uniform of the spa's employees. The fitted attire displayed her healthy, curvy figure very nicely.

I wondered what she was really like. Was the smile forced, or did she truly enjoy her job? Was she really so jolly, so flirtatiously pleasant to her customers, or was she a stuck-up, entitled bitch? Someone who loathed the wealthy clientele on this boat? Or secretly admired? I haven't put any thought as to the diversity of the crew, if they were mostly women or an even split. I could only imagine the gossip shared among the crew, what secrets these walls held.

“Right this way.” She turned to me and smiled. I blinked, not realizing I had zoned out of the entire conversation.

“Nothing scary,” Debbie winked. “Just some hair removal and skin care.”

I furrowed my brow, but it was too late to question and walk away now. I followed the blonde guide out of the lobby and through the door. It opened to a hallway that split off into two. She gestured to the right. “Men's locker rooms are that way. Please strip, store your belongings in one of the lockers, and then proceed through the other door.”

Before I could say anything, the receptionist gave a slight bow, then turned and left. I followed her instructions and entered the locker room.

Stepping into the locker room, I immediately noticed a soothing jasmine scent wafting about. But it was different than the initial air-freshened greeting from outside. I could literally see puffs of the vapor being dispersed through the air. So this was definitely the “detoxification” part, the entrance to the actual spa part of the spa. As far as locker rooms go, it had a lot of the basic accouterments: lockers, mirrors, benches, hooks, and some chairs and flat-screen monitors on the wall playing news and sports channels.

There were two other guys, both older, with gray streaks running through their hair. They were robed, thankfully, and discussing something political. Not wanting to get pulled in, I quickly found a vacant locker, grabbed a robe, and stripped. The two gentlemen shared a belly laugh as I turned and headed for the other door, as instructed.

The door opened to another hallway that joined up with what I could only assume was the ladies' locker room before leading me into another lobby. There, behind the desk, was a brunette who gave me a quick greeting before asking for my name. She looked me up in the computer and then said my aesthetician was waiting in room number 3.

I won't bore you with the details. The aesthetician, an older Asian woman, must've been briefed or something, because as soon as I entered the room she tried to dispel any fear or worry by casually mentioning how many of her clients were men. If only it had dulled the pain. She waxed everything. And I mean everything. I was silky smooth from the eyeballs down, and she even worked on my eyebrows. While I couldn't recall exactly, it might have been the worst 3 hours of pain in my life. My voice raised to octaves I didn't even know I had. It was unbelievably uncomfortable.

Debbie was waiting for me back out in the main lobby, but from the shopping bags at her feet, she hadn't just sat around and waited for me. She asked me how I felt. I skipped over the part about how kinda nice it was being this smooth. I wasn't quite ready to admit that out loud. At least this will all grow back, should this kooky plan of Debbie's not work out.

I was afraid to ask what was in the shopping bags. I had a pretty good idea, but it still terrified me to think that I could be wearing whatever was in those bags. A slight tingle of anxiety curled itself up in the pit of my stomach. There was a part of me screaming to bail, grab my stuff, run back to my cabin, and try not to spend the rest of my time on this boat embarrassed by my decision to get involved with this woman. I thought we were heading back to her cabin, but instead, Debbie took me to the hair salon.

I thought my messy mop of golden blonde hair was something women liked, so when we approached the hair salon, I assumed she was going to shave it off. Instead, I spent what felt like an eternity getting hair extensions. I walked out of the salon with bright, wavy strands of golden hair that fell down past my shoulders. It's not uncommon to see dudes with long hair. It's actually making a comeback outside the more niche, nerdy circles. Like among metalheads, surfers, and athletes.

There were no more stops. Following the addition of my new hair, we went straight back to Debbie's villa.

I took a seat in one of the swivel chairs, but this time I turned away from the ocean, as I didn't want to stare at the shopping bags. Debbie sat down opposite of me.

“How does it feel? The smooth, hairless skin?”

My body shivered as a flash of my humiliating squeals and groans at the hands of that sadistic Asian woman echoed in my ears. “Yeah, it's...” I didn't want to answer. In truth, a weird feeling came over me as I ran a palm across my chest. My heart raced a little as the tips of my fingers, for just an instant, lingered ever so slightly over a nipple, which in turn made it harden slightly before I pushed forward, grazing over the hairless groin to the upper thigh. “Well, a bit foreign.”

“You're a work in progress,” she leaned back, letting me stroke at my own skin.

“And so, now what?”

“I think you know what's next, Ryan,” she flicked her gaze over at the bags. “I want you to be dressed before the makeup artist arrives. I figured you'd want your transformation done in private, and not back at the salon where the other ladies were.”

“Yeeaaahhh... good call on that,” I swallowed, twisting my head back towards the shopping bags. Nervous and terrified, yet strangely eager to figure something out. This feeling didn't make sense. The whole dude dressing up like a woman in order to help him learn what to do to improve with a real girl is ridiculous. Yet it felt sort of funny to touch my new hair as I sat there, having my curiosity be tempered against an anxious impatience to see just how I look in... women's clothes.

Before I summoned the courage, the strength, to stand, Debbie beat me to it. I watched, creeping slowly closer, as Debbie took the shopping bags into one of the villa's spare rooms. She had laid it all out on the sheets by the time I poked my head in, and what I saw made a chill run down my spine. Pink. So much pink. Lace bra and panties, dress, high heels. The only thing not pink was the crotchless skin-colored pantyhose. Beside the outfit were two large white boxes that contained god-knows-what. It felt like the air was being sucked out of my lungs and an ice-cold stone settled in the pit of my belly.

Then she opened the boxes. The first contained a pair of massive, and I mean massive, fake breasts. The second, skin-colored silicone hip pads.

“I do apologize for their size, Ryan,” Debbie shrugged. “I guess I got a little carried away.”

If not for the ridiculous situation, I might've taken issue with the huge breast pads and hip enhancements, and yet I could sense, almost hear, my mind pointing out the obvious, that if I wanted to create this image, I needed it to be somewhat flawless, needed to actually complete the picture. It didn't completely douse my embarrassment, though. I blinked a couple of times, closed my gaping mouth, and straightened up.

I had to admit, I always liked a woman with a huge pair of tits. Curvy women with killer asses. A sweet smile and cute giggle helped a lot too. I didn't often find an intelligent woman with a huge rack, curvy waist, plump lips, and perky bubbly behind that met all my qualifications. It's a rarity. Now, by some twist of fate, I decided to become that which I desire, because somehow my brain rationalized the connection that, in order to better seduce that kind of women, I have to walk a mile in their shoes.

“Are you comfortable getting naked in front of me? Otherwise, I'll step out if you want to do this all yourself.”

Nervous, sweating, and stammering, it took me longer to compose a sentence. I was struck by a nervous bout of excitement. Debbie must've sensed the thrill of doing something taboo rippling beneath my trepidation, as her expression had changed from reassuringly impersonal to a sort of delight mixed in with encouragement.

I nodded and started stripping in front of her. Just going right for the balls, figuratively. The pounding of my heart, the icy pit; they had receded somewhat, especially as I placed myself fully in Debbie's capable, nonjudgmental hands. I hesitated only for a moment as I stepped out of my boxers and tossed them aside with the rest of my male clothing. Debbie didn't comment, didn't say anything rude or insulting. She just walked over to the bed, picked up the first hip pad, and peeled off the adhesive backing. I watched in silence as she placed the pad on the outside of my thigh and wrapped it around until part of it covered my butt.

I remained stiff and rigid as she repeated the process with the other leg. I glanced down and was surprised at how seamless it was. You could not tell where the natural stopped and the enhanced started. Debbie then stepped back and looked my body up and down before instructing me to lay down on my back, as it would be far better than trying to apply the breast forms while standing.

I gulped, nodded, and then did as she requested, lying down on the sheets as she picked up the first breast form. As she peeled off the adhesive, I managed to ask just how big they were.

“H-cups, I believe.”

H- cups. Dear lord. It was insane, way too exaggerated, over the top. These were beyond slutty. Tits like these were not meant for the public, but meant for naughty nights and twisted fantasies. How would I be able to show my face on the boat sporting breasts like these? Would the outfit Debbie bought even be able to contain them? It was ridiculous. As though someone had inflated a sex doll's tits with a football. What were we thinking? Was this for laughs, giggles? To make some sort of statement? Was this somehow really empowering? I was used to staring down a shirt at smaller, cute B and C cups. Hell, a hot chick in a swimsuit might bring in a modest, plump D-cup. Anything above, well, they looked foreign, otherworldly, not quite natural, even for a work of plastic.

Debbie moved quickly. I barely blinked and she had already secured the first H-cup breast pad over one pectoral, quickly repeating the process on the other side. I watched as they were laid upon each side, the shape of the fleshy pillows taking on and accepting their curvature with ease. After a few moments, Debbie instructed me to stand.

I nearly fell forward. These things were huge and heavy. H-cups for sure. Probably the biggest pair on the entire boat. Oh god. The realization struck me hard. A real woman with a natural pair could make a man fall to his knees just begging, but with these oversized silicon tit enhancers, these boulders on my chest, I wouldn't be surprised if I made all the men on the boat hit their knees in awe and worship. But I wasn't after men, right? Wasn't this whole strategy formulated to better help me seduce women? To remove the subconscious filter, making it nearly impossible to strike up a conversation with a woman, whether or not she outwardly appears intelligent?

Why? It suddenly seemed all kinds of backward. Why dress this way to catch their attention? To date and possibly pursue them? It didn't make sense anymore, especially not with these obscene mounds that could only be used for one purpose. To entertain dirty men. Men's fantasy of female hyper-femininity, pure, untainted, overly made-up, and exaggerated. A human blowup doll with long hair and no brain. A bimbo, a sex object, created strictly for entertainment purposes, or perhaps simply a warm place for the deposit of a man's seed. That thought shouldn't have been so stirring.

“This should help with the weight.” Debbie's voice pulled me out of my train of thought. I blinked and she appeared before me, holding the bra. Hot pink. Barbie pink with lacy cups. So fucking pink.

I struggled to consolidate the million different thoughts racing through my mind as my arms slipped through the straps of the bra. Debbie drew close to fasten it in the back. I peered down and observed the extent of my hyper-feminine bosom. Stuffed inside the padded, lacy pink bra was an exaggerated pair of breasts, buoyantly heaving, defying reality with such feminine perfection I should've fallen in love. Did it turn me on to have breasts of this size? Were they so overwhelming and powerful to look upon that I could feel their gravity in more places than just their physical size? I brought a hand and curled it around one, or half, more likely, and tried to figure out just how this was supposed to feel. When touching a real, living, breathing set of tits I wouldn't stop at squeezing just one, as I'd usually grope the whole thing, but now, now, as my hand gave a nice squeeze at this thick flesh pillow, something strangely nice crawled up my spine.

These breasts weren't for chatting up women, that was for sure. A silly fantasy. An obscene bimbo fantasy, yet now more confusing than ever before. The angle was way off here. The steps skewed.

“C-Can you clarify something for me?” I asked as Debbie adjusted the straps on the bra. “How is making me dress up like some big-titted blonde bimbo going to help me flirt with and seduce women?”

Debbie stepped in front of me and examined my hefty breasts, making sure the bra was situated properly and the fit wasn't too tight. “Tell me, Ryan, what makes a slut a slut?”

“I'd like to think it's a lack of inhibitions or morals, mostly.”

“Sure, but consider this: how much confidence do you think a slut has? A feeling of self-assurance arising from one's appreciation of one's own abilities or qualities. Therefore, a slut is someone who has great confidence in their ability to approach a stranger, someone they view as attractive, and cut through the foreplay to get to the good stuff.”

Debbie walked over toward the bed and picked up the crotchless pantyhose. “Would you like to put these on yourself? Or do you need my help?”

“I-I could use your help.”

“Well, Ryan, our goal here is not only to learn the science of how to approach, chat up, seduce a female target. And neither is this about simply dressing like one. Part of any proper disguise is being comfortable in it, being confident. Which will only be an accurate imitation if you believe in yourself, in the transformation. By changing one's personality and mental make up for the better, along with a drastic exterior makeover, the entirety of oneself undergoes a shift for the better and is thus a far more potent weapon against rejection. With greater confidence, even the worst conversationalist could entice most anyone into bed.”

She slowly, tantalizing, yet clinically, rolled one sheer, skimpy leg of the hose over one leg. “It's only by removing that barrier between male and female,” Debbie added, beginning the task of fitting the panty hose over my other foot and sliding it upwards. “Being able to look past our superficialities, taking it all in and realizing we all have an equal desperation to mate, that the hopeless begin to rise to the confident.”

Her hands traveled further upward as the top of the hose neared my nether region. She shifted my other leg to give her greater access before placing the material directly in line with my crotch and continuing with the final ascent of the skimpy pantyhose. This left them completely unobstructed and open, offering a generous, and all too easy, access into what many men seek.

“Sure, but that doesn't explain everything,” I said as a way to distract myself from her proximity, but mostly just how undeniably amazing the pantyhose felt on my hairless legs. The way the fabric hugged and caressed every inch of my leg, yet leaving my groin and ass fully exposed. This was an embarrassing feeling, a vulnerable feeling. An utterly embarrassing-arousing, feeling that turned the pit of my stomach inside out, upside down and backward, but in a good way. A thrilling way.

I opened my mouth, only to realize I had completely lost my train of thought. While I'd like to argue that it was the puzzling nature of Debbie's logic that kept me from speaking, in reality, it was the sight of her holding up the matching hot pink lace panties. It was hard to focus, hard to figure out what the hell she was trying to say hidden among all her fancy, psychological, lecture jargon while they dangled from her finger.

“Let out your inner slut, Ryan. Unshackle your inhibitions and the filter that's causing you to fail time and time again.”

This felt all kinds of backward. Dressing up, packing away my brain, putting myself on display, no, flaunting myself, calling out the attention of lustful, horny, heterosexual male attention, as though begging for a humiliating display to unravel like a bitch in heat for their amusement. And, in many cases, their actual, physical use, and fulfillment. An open invitation for some alpha, self-made male to make his filthy intentions known. To undress me with eyes, to become undressed in return.

Somehow I've stepped into a dark world full of beautiful contradictions.

When I didn't respond, Debbie took the initiative. She lifted up my pantyhose-clad legs and guided my feet into the lacy underwear. She stopped at my knees, silently ordering me to stand. I hesitated briefly, but a gentle gesture by Debbie eventually got my limbs under control enough to comply. The hot pink panties were brought gently up my ass, my thighs, my crotch, all the way, sliding almost effortlessly past all the exaggerated curves, not halting at the cheeks nor pausing as it skimmed the tip of my cock nestled neatly between my thighs and hips. She moved behind me as she pulled it all the way up into its final resting position, side straps resting atop my wide hips, the thin stretch of fabric sinking down between my bubbly ass.

I couldn't see down past my massive breasts, but I knew how my cock was reacting to the lacy fabric. But to actually feel the undeniable throbbing against the fabric was something else entirely. I stood stiff and silent, all too aware of the intensity of my own breaths, trying my best to ignore the inexplicably aroused state I was slowly slipping further and further into.

Debbie returned with the dress, and I caught her gaze flash down to my crotch. Hot pink, like the rest of my lingerie, and at first glance there was no way I would fit into it, It looked child-sized. I bit my lip as she held it out for me to step into. Her expression showed an almost secret, subtle amusement, knowing without a word all that was spinning inside my mind. There's no way the tiny scrap of fabric, it couldn't even be called a dress, would be able to cover these impossibly large breasts, these long smooth legs, and perfectly curvy thighs. The lacy thong panties weren't gonna protect anything either. Hide what I am underneath.

Again, I tried to rationalize her logic, and translate it into something coherent. But it all kept leading to the same place. That dressing like this, letting out my inner slut, I'm not going to attract women. I am going to be picked up by guys looking for something disposable. An easy piece of ass. Men's fantasy. Sex toy. Living, breathing, three-dimensional fantasy, made purely and entirely for men's satisfaction, whatever kind of twisted, degrading, fantasies, longings, fetishes, and lust they desired to consume it for, I've made myself the perfect candidate.

With a gulp and a nervous nod, I stepped into the skimpy outfit, lifting one leg at a time for her. The cool, clingy material covered my frame with a simple, smooth transition, swallowing me in its tight embrace. I took deep breaths to control the swelling tide of arousal building up within me, and as the dress molded around every crease and fold of my enhanced feminine figure, the fabric just managed to cover everything. Barely. In the end, it hid all that it was made for hiding. The fat bulge and panties were gone, covered completely beneath the stretchy fabric.

But not by much. The hem of the dress clung to the very tops of my thighs, only inches below my pear-shaped ass. If I dared to reach my hands to pick up a pen and bend forward, the entire ass, lacy hot pink and pantyhose-covered, would burst forth and be put on lewd and vulgar display, offering up all its overflowing, feminine, bottom. There was absolutely no mistaking that this dress was meant to be short. Unapologetically, no holds barred, this was a fuck-me short dress.

I wondered just where the hell Debbie found this thing, it was so hyper-feminine and alluring, yet simultaneously obscenely slutty and bimbo. It had no hint or subtlety. There were no gray areas here. From every angle, I had become the single biggest bimbo that walked the earth. There was nothing else to conclude or to deduce. No need to ask further. To confirm. Somehow, Debbie convinced me that dressing up like the textbook definition of a brain-dead, sexed-up, dopey, buxom bombshell bimbo is precisely what I needed.

I tried not to envision the countless scenarios of me winding up in some man's bed as Debbie pulled the dress up around my ample breasts, slipping my arms into the short sleeves. It fit too perfectly. Not a single inch too long, too short, or too tight. It wasn't ill-fitting in the slightest. It's almost like Debbie took measurements or did tons of research before this appointment. Like somehow I was already on her radar. Even now, the fabric encircled my swollen orbs and swallowed them snuggly. The fact it could contain this pair of heavy breasts was the one single miracle preventing me from believing she actually tailor-made it all by herself.

My mind raced, more and more picturing myself on my knees in front of a man, or in his bed, or bent over a couch, not realizing I had sat back down on the bed for Debbie to slip the hot pink heels onto my pantyhosed feet. The strap wrapped around my ankles as my thoughts swirled. A haze. Not of doubt, but a hot and horny aroused haze. As every new moment passed, the fantasy of some nameless, faceless man dominating and taking my curvaceous, feminine figure in every which way he wanted slowly made itself crystal clear in my head. What the hell is happening? I had zero control over where this train of thought was leading, the imagery it conjured. There's nothing to stop it. Nothing except admitting that in a small, secret place inside me, it was unnervingly hot.

I felt something tight across my neck. It pulled me out of this spiraling, enthralling haze. I blinked down at my feet, the round-toed hot pink pumps that adorned them and the little ankle straps as my fingers slowly examined what it was that Debbie had put on me. Was it a collar? No, though I felt countless rhinestones across the surface.

As I opened my mouth to ask what it was, Debbie extended her hand to help me to my feet. “The makeup artist is here,” she said. “I'll put you in front of a mirror once it's all done.”

Immediately, all I could think about, focus on, was not wrecking my ankles. “How tall are these things?”

Debbie shrugged. “6 inches.”

My eyes widened, but all I could do was focus on not toppling over. Especially with these massive breasts making me top-heavy. There was zero confidence in my ability to ever walk around wearing such a pair of towering shoes. They could only serve one purpose; making me into one of those strutting, thigh-flexing bimbos that shake their tush when they walk. Nothing but a sexy little trophy bimbo. With my tits squeezed together like this, that's exactly what I am. That's the whole point. And as much as I couldn't begin to try to formulate all the problems with such a depraved, lewd, yet intensely naughty and pleasantly erotic theory, I had no answers for her. It had to all be correct, I figured. There had to be some deep scientific meaning in all of this, but the arousing hazed mess of thoughts, tingles, tremblings, and unsteady breaths I experienced at the imagery it produced, certainly was not the time for analysis.

I didn't even consider the fact that there was a modest-sized tent in the front of my dress as Debbie guided me out of the spare bedroom and back into the main sitting area of her villa. I had only glimpsed the makeup artist before turning away from her, surprising myself with the quick, nimble movement to hide my erection.

Debbie leaned back in. “Something wrong?”

I couldn't say it. So I gestured with my head down at my groin. And for the first time since Debbie sat down across from me in the dining room, I saw past her vanilla, professional exterior.

“Well, Ryan, you have two choices. Either go out there and strut your stuff, not hiding who you are, or find some way to deflate your manhood.” She let her gaze linger on the noticeable swelling stretching the clingy fabric to its limits before turning and walking out to the sitting area.

I debated what options I had as she greeted the makeup artist, another woman by the sound of her voice. Do I just whip my cock out and jerk off? Would I be jerking off to being transformed into a bimbo? A walking, talking, living sex doll? A feminized object for a stranger's pleasure and relief? For some strange, sick reason, that sounded preferably better than waltzing into the presence of these two women with this growing, insatiable problem bulging at the crotch of my slutty attire, stretching the skirt fabric to its very limit. It had begun to ache and throb, and the thin skimpiness of the panties did nothing to calm it down.

I bit my lip and flooded my mind with boring, unsexy images. Trying to douse the erotic fire and somehow convince my cock to soften and disappear behind the Barbie pink dress. Somehow, my plan worked. It subsided just enough. The noticeable erection ebbed back enough to make the skirt lay flat. With an odd sense of relief, I stepped forward into view, making my grand introduction to Debbie and the mystery makeup artist. Not realizing until I was halfway to the chair that, despite the voluptuous curves, the long golden locks of hair, and flamingo pink attire, I still had my male face. That all my attempts at suppressing my throbbing arousal to make my erection fade and disappear did nothing to erase the overwhelming feminized masculinity.

The makeup artist was all set up, waiting for me at the dining table situated off the other end of the sitting area. There were no mirrors about. No way for me to glimpse my reflection until I was completely transformed. Again, I was unable to contemplate, rationalize, or analyze, this woman's goal and purpose. For now, I took my seat with an uncertain gait, balancing unsteadily on these massive stiletto heels. I couldn't meet her eyes at first, not directly. What she must be thinking? What her reaction could possibly be, and if it would be of horror and disgust, or elation and satisfaction upon viewing her newly crafted feminine artifice. Her sex doll.

Eventually, I let our gazes lock, and if anything she exuded a calming aura that made me feel somewhat secure in my seat. She certainly wouldn't judge me. Debbie certainly didn't. Both were, dare I even guess and think it, pleased to be turning me into this sexualized creature. Even as she got her brushes out and made the first gentle brush across my skin, I struggled to conceive a theory to make sense of this. No matter the amount of twists, turns, and sidetracks, it always led to the conclusion that I was bound to wind up pleasing some nameless, horny guy. This wouldn't lead to meeting an eligible straight woman. Not like I imagined it anyway, of course, dressed like this. This, this, pornified-Barbie outfit wasn't the outfit of an elegant dinner, an art, or museum visit, or a lunch meet-cute. None of the activities that would be most suitable to my interests and skills, all the hard-earned attributes to win a woman's love, would come into use. Unless you imagine what skills I would require to fuck a man well. In that case, maybe I would be impressing someone.

The foundation felt warm and cool all at once as she blended in colors all across my face, all around my mouth and chin, smearing rouge and glossy, gooey liquid up my jawline and across my cheek bones. No longer would my man-fuzz give any indication that I'm not some busty chick. For what seemed nearly an hour she moved about me, tweaking me, turning my face, dabbing colors upon surfaces, pinching this piece, and brushing the excess powder or gunk from my skin. As time wore on, the contours became more and more distinct, and an elaborate frame began to reveal itself from behind the curtains of her artistry.

My brow became arched, accentuated, and pronounced with the expert pencil, transforming my natural arch. At first, I assumed her artistic work was merely to add additional dimension to my brow, give a sort of chicness to my appearance, but it actually worked to narrow it. To slightly mask the width of the overall shape of my face. At the least, it covered the high flat bridge across my nose and transformed it into an alluring feminine profile. A gentle, feminine profile that exuded only enticement and allure, and was suited best for things not necessarily appropriate for such a pretty face.

Soon, all of me began to make more sense. My eyelashes grew full, and my eyes widened, and through the judicious use of a fine pointed brush, she lined along my eyelids in colors that subtly but brilliantly popped, the overall impression the contrast, or perhaps emphasis, brought the contrasting large features upon my face. These gargantuan breasts, these plush, wide, voluminous lips, these refined high cheekbones, and a dollish, pronounced brow were in desperate need to be framed by a well-crafted eye makeup, all done the artisan's choice and color.

Not content to merely let these startlingly large, black, and heavily made-up eyes steal the show, the skill of the artisan's trade carried on, lining my eyes perfectly. As her expertise applied pigments to my skin, accentuating all that the latest enhancements enhanced, my skin came alive, so vibrant, glowing, shimmering in every angle and direction under the lights of the sitting room. Everything about the effect, from the natural blend of lines and shades, to the delicate blush of a well-made face that matched my outerwear, from my matching blonde to Barbie pink outfit. Yet beneath this vivid, sexually feminine exterior, the underlying features of what remained, were left obscure and camouflaged. My defined jawline vanished. My strong, masculine brow receded, giving me an effeminate, bimbo-y innocence, or shall we say, dumbness.

All these intense cosmetic modifications, re-tooling and re-inventing my entire countenance, culminated into the single best mask of concealing anything masculine remaining in sight. If anything, it all served to embellish the delicate femininity to further lengths. And throughout the entire process, the swelling of my cock beneath this hyperfeminized dress did nothing to bother the artist or Debbie. When a trace of excitement twitched against my thigh and an uncontrollable spark of arousal hit me when my entire countenance took its final shape, the last few defining touches were perfect.

I could barely sit still as she leaned forward, painting my lips that same, neon pink. Though there was something strange about the lipstick, it made my lips tingle. They soon felt bigger, wider, and plumper. I wasn't so naïve as to not realize she had something else in her palette that caused the tingling. The enlarging effect had taken its final measure and form. Those plump lips, swollen into a perfect dick-sucking size, complemented the feminine frame and set of features the master makeup artist crafted all on me. My breath slowed as I continued to look through heavy fluttering eyelashes she had expertly glued on. My jaw quivered with need and desperation to know. To see the completion of the project.

But I had to wait. Even as she gave my face a once over and nodded, she grabbed my hands and placed them on the table. I looked over at Debbie as the artist began to work on my fingernails. But Debbie had wandered off back to the spare bedroom. When she returned, her hands sparkled with an assortment of jewelry. Anklets, bracelets, bracelets, earrings.

As the artist painted my elongated nails a bright, shimmery, metallic pink, Debbie clipped large, gold hoop earrings to my lobes. Then my wrist clanged with a dazzling bracelet. These glitzy, glamorous pieces of jewelry did nothing but make it perfectly clear what sort of purpose they served. To further enhance this slutty and skanky image I became, and cement this bombshell vision the two created out of this male face. They transformed me into a hyper-sexualized woman. More doll-like and objectified than anyone I knew.

As the artist started on my other hand, my fingers coated to perfection, polished to an impeccable shine, and set to dry, she packed away her supplies. I lifted the nails of my forefingers, feeling the firm, delicate curve at the ends of each finger. Pointed and elegantly extended, with the ends glossed perfectly pink. Like each fingertip dripped hot magenta sex. The finishing touch. The final swatch. The total feminizing makeover was done.

She stepped aside, her hand reached out, gesturing, inviting me to examine her work. Slowly I rose, feeling my hips sway with the precarious balance of heels, walking out into the open part of the sitting area. Debbie instructed me to wait, as she disappeared into the master bedroom. The jewelry that adorned my body clinked softly in tune with every movement of my jiggling body. Every step and turn I became hyper aware that no aspect of masculinity remained. The makeover transformed me wholly and completely to the point of absolute utter sex object status. I was, for all practical purposes and visible evidence, a busty, blonde-haired bimbo.

My mind ran wild with theories of its purpose, until at last Debbie reentered the scene. She wheeled beside her a full-length mirror, turned around so I couldn't see my reflection, not until she deemed so. She smiled widely. “Are you ready?” she asked.

I nodded. I could only imagine what I must look like. Top to bottom. The long blonde hair, hyperbolic curves, mountainous breasts; the hot pink attire, not to mention the professional makeover, topped off with sparkly jewelry and puffed-up lips. There had to be absolutely no indication of being, or claiming to be, male.

Debbie hesitated. “One last thing. We can't, in good conscious, keep calling you Ryan. Not with what I see before me. I think 'Rylee', would be more appropriate.” She paused again to let the name sink in before finally turning the mirror around. “Don't you?”

I couldn't speak, I could only move. All of it before me, the full picture of the final product, made my heart beat out of control and the tempo of my breaths pick up in tempo. What stood before me, no doubt beyond a shadow of a doubt, was a stunningly attractive blonde bimbo. All curves. All tits. All sex. All my features, I knew it was me, but buried deep, obscured and camouflaged, more in line to define a highly sexual woman who desired nothing more than the pleasure of others, and expected nothing but their undivided attention as well.

The fluttering eyelashes, my plump, pink lips. But what I couldn't tear my eyes away from was what Debbie had put around my neck prior to the makeover. I had thought it was a collar of some sort, and it was. No, a choker, a tall, glittering, rhinestone-encrusted choker that covered my Adam's Apple, the one last physical sign of the man that I was underneath all of this. For once I was unable to think, analyze, rationalize, or understand what or why. What did Debbie plan to do with this “project” she had constructed? What was the point? What was the endgame?

I struggled to formulate a verbal response, something coherent besides mumbles as Debbie positioned herself next to me. She inspected me through the reflection, checking to make sure I—her doll—was up to par. I heard the makeup artist approach, and the two women conversed. I just continued to stare blankly forward, awestruck, no dumbstruck, by my appearance as the makeup artist did some brief touch-ups here and there. Namely to blend in my fake breasts with my skin better. To contour here and there and accentuate certain curves and shadows.

As the woman moved about, inspecting her finished work, the aching, stiff sensation returned down below. The sight of all of me, and what had been transformed, did things to me, turned me on. Every rational facet and emotion screamed in horror or disbelief, unable to accept or understand how or why the transformation aroused me, only that the build-up to this point had accumulated and manifested in the uncontrollable swelling I was trying hard to conceal underneath the hem of my dress. I placed my hands in front of the half-pitched tent, which only served to squeeze my breasts together.

All throughout the conversation in the periphery of my hearing, I could only struggle to hide my shame. The makeup artist had to know I was a man underneath all this. I mean, she painted my fake tits to make them match my skin. What did she think of me? Did she consider me brave to be dressed up like this, transformed into this living sexual fantasy? She took no guidance from Debbie during the makeover, so she must've enjoyed the idea of aiding in my transformation. Why else would she give me these glossy pink cocksucking lips? The porn star makeover, the light eyeliner, and the bright highlights making my face come alive and pop against the full wig and extravagant pink outfit? The colors drew every eye towards me.

Would she laugh after leaving Debbie's villa? Tell her friends? Did she find it hot, taboo? Did she think it erotic? Kinky and dirty? Maybe she enjoys it, the act of transforming men into sexual dolls. Dressing them up, turning them into objects for someone's perverse amusement. Perhaps she, too, participates in it. Indulges in it.

Thankfully, the makeup artist finished. I remained there, before the mirror, not daring to move while partially erect, as the artist packed up her things, had some final words with Debbie, and left. Just in time, since my cock made it almost completely hard. Every glance, even my own reflection and the vision of my sexual femininity, ignited the burning, quivering desire and need to explore my newly constructed sensuality. I wanted to stroke my throbbing length. My whole body shook as I attempted to stay in place, like a disciplined obedient little fuckdoll.

Debbie positioned herself behind me. As we locked gazes, she gently grabbed my wrists and pulled my hands away from my tented dress. Together she caressed my wrists and forced my hands behind the small of my back, resulting in me thrusting and squeezing my massive breasts outward and upwards. Her breasts pressed against the lacy fabric of the dress on the small of my back.

“Look at you,” she purred in my ear. “What is going through your head, Rylee? What thoughts fill that head of yours? Describe them to me in great detail.” Her voice mesmerized and enchanted. This overwhelming sense of elation and arousal flooded through my body. “They must be oh-so-naughty to get that cock of yours hard.”

My plump lips quivered as I struggled to formulate some manner of sentence that would constitute speech. My fingers flexed as they squeezed into fists, digging my brand new pointed-edge French-tipped nails into the flesh of my palms. Anything, something, to divert my desires. My desires. Where did these come from? Why am I constantly picturing myself on my knees, sucking some guy's cock with these thick, swollen lips of mine? Bent over a couch or on a bed, taking his cock? Splayed open wide to swallow his massive length between my legs, into my waiting, dripping hole that is oh so hungry, willing to beg, and a sopping wet slobbering mess for attention?

Did these desires come from somewhere deep inside? Unearthed from layers of subconscious by this outfit, by this makeover? This had to have been Debbie's plan from the get-go. Trick me into thinking this will help me talk to women, make it easier to bed them, get over my predispositions about whether or not they have a brain between their ears. Bring out my inner slut. That's how she said it. Well, it's working, and no matter how hard I try, I can't fight these strange, erotic, thrilling, taboo feelings and desires that are welling up inside of me. How far is this going to go? Will I even recognize myself when I reach the end of this? Do I even recognize myself now? Am I still really ‘Ryan,’ beneath this sex doll makeover, and lurking sexual fantasies, or am I already 'Rylee'?

“I... I...”

“Shhh,” Debbie interrupted. “Just nod. Yes. Are these forbidden, raunchy images swirling through your mind making you hard and horny? Your pulse quickens, your thighs tighten, and wetness rushes between them?” I continued to shudder, refusing to respond. This would mean admitting it out loud, and I had yet to make peace with the sudden rush of this wild desire, fueling the enlargement and lengthening of my cock between my legs.

I wished desperately for something, a solution, an easy way to regain control of all of this. Of course, Debbie had planned her trickery and play. Even if I somehow managed to slip free of this outfit, strip off the fake breasts and hip padding, and wash off the makeup, I can't erase what's been growing in my mind. The potential that perhaps has always existed simply required a bit of outside stimulus to trigger, encourage, and cultivate into being. The terrible, unimaginable reality and conclusion I stumbled upon, made worse when the true realization settled within, the acknowledgment of why these lurid fantasies came to my thoughts first and foremost and triggered such immense, potent excitement. Because there is no alternative to resist. Deep down, I realize the truth, even if it terrifies and embarrasses me.

I moaned as Debbie lifted the front of my dress, revealing my rock-hard cock in my reflection. Not like I could see it if I looked down; my entire vision was swallowed up by these breasts. Like looking at them was like witnessing huge boobs sprout and blossom from my chest, not simply attached to them, but like an actual part of my body. Flesh, meat, bones, fat, blood, hormones, ducts, areola, and nipples, and everything. They belonged. They're part of me and have a sentience, a feeling, of their own. The shape and form, and everything were part of who I am.

That thought, alone, proved powerful, and my shaft bobbed in agreement as Debbie wrapped her hand around it. One small gasp escaped my parted and swollen lips.

“There there, don't hold it in. Say it.” The sound of her silky voice, seductive and filled with assurance was like a command. One that promised so much delight. Debbie stroked and toyed with me. Slowly, tantalizing me. Letting those tender, smooth fingertips tease and taunt the underside, coaxing out pearly liquid juices as precum welled in the tip. Then the glorious palm, her fingers wrapping completely and encompassing around me as they started to jerk up and down, slowly, long and smooth, never losing control, and squeezing my flesh in rhythmic squeezes and strokes, sending waves of pulsating fire rolling through. “Be honest. Tell the truth.” She then pumped several time, fast and short, building in speed and intensity. I grunted.

My eyes widened as they stared blankly out at me. I struggled to blink the hazy film blurring my vision, clouding it and glazing over the whole reflection in front of me. Licking my glossy pink lips, my nostrils flared with heavy, sharp breathing. I gasped loudly as a jolt rocked my spine. Beneath the heftiness and hyperbolic curves, I could tell my hips were bouncing in sync and union, thrusting along with her ministrations, instinctively. Without direction, letting the base instinct, and purest biological impulse control, dictate action.

I watched my entire body rock with each wave. Rock from side to side, jiggle in all directions. Bounce up and down, shaking furiously and jostling and shifting with her continued pumps. Everything. From the very top down. Each section a spectacle, a testament, and visual display. Each flamboyant aspect another erotic confirmation that every fiber of my masculinity is slowly dissolving, slipping into obscurity, becoming more and more buried beneath a hyper-feminine layer. All stripped and taken away by every spark and touch of her fingers teasing and toying with me, ripping and cutting right down to my core.

No sign anywhere, any indication left. I had given in and embraced this wholly and completely, indulging in it. Leaning into my new status as a living breathing sex object. Erect and submitting completely. Mindlessly grinding against Debbie's gentle pumps, wishing them to go faster.

That's when I felt it. Something pressed against my back. I wasn't sure if I was imagining it, my head was engulfed in the most potent of erotic haze. Something hard. Firm. Nestled between my ass cheeks. Something big. Long. Thick. Pulsing. With a trembling hand, I reached back and felt it. Confirmed its existence through the fabric of her skirt.

Debbie let out a grunt. “Do you want to taste it, Rylee? Or would you rather feel it inside you?”

With her free hand, she lifted the front of her skirt so I could feel it. She pulled aside her panties, letting it free, letting it press firmly against my backside. It felt bigger than my own, which I wasn’t surprised was slowly shrinking until it became limp, weak, useless. The last vestige of my manhood.

Debbie released my own cock from her grip and pressed her lips to my ear. “Release your inner slut, Rylee. Let the filthy whore inside of you free. You've accepted the appearance.” She cupped and massaged one of my fake, puffy, heaving breasts. “Now bring it to life. Be what you were made and crafted to become.”

I lowered myself down onto my knees. Debbie repositioned herself so that the mirror was to my left, my reflection in my peripheral vision as I came face to face with Debbie's cock. On the floor in this outfit, like the tramp I'd become, worshipping it, like my whole reason for existence is to please and satisfy, no question about it. This is where I belong. On my knees, worshipping cocks with every fiber of my body. There's nothing else.

Swept away by this throbbing lust. All over again, my lip trembles, only for me to bite down on the bottom one, plump, curvy, pillowy, coated in that bright shiny gloss, threatening to burst and drip. Shame and humiliation, regret, disgrace. The disappearance of man, becoming the transformation. Resulting in the complete and utter obsession of cock. Taste, smell, touch, feel, listen and observe. Surrender.

My breathing increased. Heavy gasps. All serving to heave my tits before me as the foggy dazed coating my eyes overwhelmed my sight. Without instruction, I stuck out my tongue and went to work. Running up and down and around and around, everywhere. Placing large, loud smooches up and down and covering her lengthy length in a multitude of loving affection. Taking the bulbous top into my mouth, forcing its tip over my swollen, slathered glossy lips, and deeper, all the way into my mouth, where I began a slow pace, rocking back and forth on the length, suckling and moaning hungrily while staring straight at her through my thick, fluttery eyelashes. My hands planted firmly on her firm, bare thigh.

“Mmm yeah, take your time, work that mouth, whore. Work it all around, in and out,”

Those words, they sparked an inferno between my thighs. The hair on the nape of my neck prickled, and I lost my mind. Fulfill the task assigned to me, be a good little slut, and hopefully earn a load. There were no other desires beyond this. Stuffing as much of her magnificent, glorious length as deep down my throat as possible and worshiping it till completion, gagging, coughing, and drooling. Whatever's asked of me. Obedient, eager and pleased, delighted and joyful in the role.

“Mmmm.”

“Oooh that's it, give me those moans, make sure I know how happy and grateful you are for having a chance, a moment, to get your naughty, vile, deranged mouth on my cock.” Her mocking, degrading insults were exactly what I wanted, I reveled in them. Let them fill my ears with those wonderful dirty nothings as the mere act of my slurps echoed throughout the room, only dwarfed by her booming encouragement, turning me on, driving the tempest. Gripping, teasing and controlling. Controlling it. Faster, faster and faster.

“Oh, Rylee, you're almost there, so close. Do you want to go all the way?” She purred, “Do you want to complete the transformation? Embrace the lust burning inside of you, become the slut you've dreamed about, fantasized about?”

I nodded and moaned through her cock. But instead of a mouthful of her delicious, hot sperm, Debbie pulled back. I made a mournful squeak and half-screamed in protest. Debbie took me by the wrist and pulled me into a stand, twirled me around so we faced the mirror once more. She moved so quickly that I could barely comprehend what was happening. I blinked and she had slid a chair over in front of me. Then she positioned herself behind me and lifted my dress up over my bubbly butt.

She pulled down my panties and gave me a playful spank. I giggled. I actually giggled. Such an absurd, insane reaction, but I giggled nonetheless. Lost to the sheer elation of excitement and the frenzy rushing inside, leaving me lightheaded and carefree. What followed the smack was the instant warmth and soothing nature, which radiated from the stinging, sore pain as the after-burn calmed and turned me on. I peered around at her from over my shoulder with an irresistible expression. My bottom lip pouted and quivered with anticipation.

Debbie immediately took note and then teased the tip around my waiting entrance. We locked gazes once more and just as she edged the slightest bit closer, slipping only a tiny bit inside, she bit her own bottom lip and muttered, “Let go Rylee. Embrace the lust, the desire. Act like the braindead bimbo fucktoy you are.”

I bent forward and pressed my hips back against her cock. She gripped my hips and pulled me back further as she slid in. So many sparks, nerves firing simultaneously, blinding my vision, searing with intense pleasure. Arching my back, letting the titanic cock slip all the way down into me. Coiling and rippling around the throbbing, aching shaft, writhing and sloshing. Gasping and gulping air, desperately taking big inhales. Letting the mounting high intoxicate.

It felt different from ever before. Taking cock, letting its full magnificence stuff me, swallow and consume me, reducing me to a quivering mess. Bliss. Absolute paradise. More potent than a mix of pills. No weed, cigars, or booze could possibly compare. This is bliss, ecstasy, rapturous wonderment. Doused in the heavenly delirious buzz, bathing me completely. Overwhelmed and wrecked and savoring every damn moment. Never wanting this sensation to end, going into euphoric overload and happily, gladly, succumbing, being forever denied the memory of such perfection. To cherish the brief instance, transient snapshot, the reminder is too much to handle.

“Say you're my big-titted bimbo slut,” Debbie grunted. Her words reaching through and breaking through the suffocating, noiseless weight holding me tightly in place, enraptured. Those same words snapped that self-control, already splintering, the last thin threads crumbled to dust and ash, blowing away and leaving nothing but an uncontrollable and furious urge, demanding fulfillment, regardless of the cost.

I clung to that frantic energy. My fingers clawed at the wooden surface and my knuckles turned bone white, gripping for dear, precious life. The phrase blurted forth from deep within me, finding no obstacle in the tumultuous storm whirling wildly, consuming my mind. A sentence spoken clear as crystal, with unmatchable certainty. An invigorating rush racked my senses. Sparks and flashes ignited.

“I am... Your... Big-titted... Bimbo slut!” With the exclamation, the crest of a massive climax struck me full force. Swept me away, thrashing, reeling, twisting violently, the roiling torrent consumed me in an unstoppable wave crashing through the delicate frame of reality. Dissolving any connection, cemented belief, or moral compass, shattering it instantly and swallowing me completely, subsuming any shreds that may have remained, washing it away. To like, some far-off place.

I opened my eyes and stared at my reflection. My blue eyes showed my blank, empty head. My big lips in that O-shape as Debbie, like, continued to pound me. Stuff me full with her yummy, delicious cock. With each thrust, my head empties. Like, why did I care so much about stuff? Did, did it, like, matter at all? No, no, not really. It like, like, just wasn't relevant. Not in the slightest, none, nada, nothing, zilch, zero.

I bit my lower lip, savoring its thick, pillowy size. Oh, so nice and full. Feeling so happy for getting these huge boobs and hot slutty body, letting all the world see. Exposing and showing off, everyone gets a real nice, up-close and personal look. Oh fuck, it feels sooo good. Swaying in time with her cock, feeling that swell start to surge. It's coming, getting closer and closer, tightening up. I marvel at my bright pink nails. Oooh, the color suits me. I giggle.

That sound rings out and I break into an enormous smile. Liking how cute and, like, totally adorkable. Full of bright smiles and gleeful laughs. Hoping and longing to receive so, so many yummy hot loads. Cum all over these humungous tits. Totally my entire reason and goal. Something was off about, like, how it used to be. Whatever, not important, not important at all.

My pink tongue fell free and hung open. Face glazed over in the bliss, dumb, drunken look, my blue eyes simply twinkled. Smoldering and passionately glowing, sensual and erotic. Drunk with arousal. All while getting the best, hottest fuck of my, like, entire, miserable, pathetic existence. Like, it's exactly, like, what my useless, vacant, empty, and dull life lacked. Completely worthless and, like, devoid of any shred, nothing, no nothing worth thinking or dwelling over. All meaning, all purpose was summed up in, could be reduced down to cock. Cock in and on me, taking over.

Like, always had and always will. Makes me tingle. Getting, taking, fucked by yummy cum-filled dick! Want all those steamy, spurting, sticky wet blasts filling up my hungry pussy, screaming out for their yummy, creamy delight. I giggle. My 'pussy', more like boipussy. Hehe. I, like, can't believe I was a boy. Or tried to be. Pathetic and, like, seriously who would've liked such a creepy, stalkery guy like me, clearly an obvious failure in every area. Much rather, so much nicer, to be a silly, vapid, scantily dressed, barely dressed, skanky, slut. Mmmm. Oh yum.

I sway and clench even tighter. Heaving those colossal titties as my mouth gapes wide open, as if another cock was about to enter. Oh, like, fuck I want two cocks at once. Double penetrating and giving double stuffed, mmm. Their slimy seed drippings mixed. Salty and warm, drip and drizzle out onto the surface. A trickle seeping from the corner of my lip as I smile, a long moan ripping from my voice.

Then, yes yes, it’s happening. Oh finally, like, come on. Give it, give it, fill me, load me full with, omg, oh fuuuck. I look down and see my own cock—clitty? I giggle. It's, like, smaller now. For sure. Tee-hee. Silly Rylee, ugh stupid idiot. Can't think straight or properly anymore, brains too scrambled and dumbed. Completely addicted, no not add-de-dick-shunned, addicted! Yeah! Obsessed, absorbed in cum, especially from, of, oh fuck, ugh.

Debbie's pushes her cock deep, deep in me. I, like, know what's next. Cum, cum, oooh oooh oooh. Tensing up. Pressure mounting and constricting. Debbie's breathy grunting growing louder and closer together. Then she unleashed a growl as she pushed down against me. The heat spewing, flooding, and spraying in thick, ropey jets, the warm, sticky wetness pooling and pouring inside me. Just like I, like, totally dreamed, fantasized of. I whimpered, squealed, groaned, and flailed. I catch my reflection once again. Big, doll eyes glaze and shine, smiling dumbly and utterly drooling. Totally gone. Nothing left inside. Empty shell, except for one thing. Cock.

“Well, I'll be,” Debbie said as her fingers found what remained of my cock. She rubbed and stroked my half-hard limp little twig. It throbs under her fingertips. With her cock still buried deep, so deep in me, Debbie straightens me up and I look down as she plays with my little cock. In moments, that familiar and unique fire erupts between my thighs and travels through my loins and straight up my little member. Until it’s harder and twitches and shakes. Debbie wraps a hand firmly and gives it a few quick pumps. To my complete and utter surprise, I spray a weak, minuscule splash, and when I do, a high-pitch squeal follows right along.

Oh fucking, God, mmm so, like, awesome. Finally get to ejaculate, like, for reals. Well, sort of. Tiny dribble. Oh gosh, sooo embarrassing and pathetic. I giggle, making it clear how lame my spews are. It softens instantly after she releases it, and it shrinks and shrinks, like so tiny. It's barely anything. Little limp clit, as it should, needs to be, belongs, its proper natural state. My dinky, pointless, irrelevant.

She steps back, drawing her cock with it and popping out of me. I moan as her thick, yummy cock leaves me empty. I turn as her seed oozes out of my freshly-fucked boipussy—I giggle again at the name—and face her. She brings hers up to compare to mine. Even half-hard, it dwarfs mine. Twice, three, maybe even four times as big, and absolutely thicker.

“I can't believe how tiny yours became,” Debbie says, fingers gently fondling my tiny girl-cock. It's, like, so small. “Even the most provocative thong can hide it.” She reaches down and pulls my panties back up. My tiny she-cock all but vanishes. Making it, like, even more easier and possible to act, play, and pass as a natural, like, legit skank and sexy, pretty hot vixen. Yummy.

“Like, totally,” I giggle.

Debbie turns me back toward the mirror and adjusts my dress, pulling down at the hem and evening it out so it, like, doesn't look like I just got my boipussy pounded. Although I'd, like, happily advertise. Everyone should know just what a loose and experienced bitch I became. Fucktoy in a sluttified body made for pleasing the strongest alpha male. Deserving and better yet, actually, like, suited and designed to have nothing, just literally zero intelligence. I giggle once more. It’s, like, hilarious.

“There's nothing left in that blonde head of yours, is there, Rylee?” Debbie grinned. “All of your selfish, desperate clinging, clutching, and stubborn refusal. You were so blinded by your intelligence, your advanced education, your lofty ambitions, that the only woman worthy of you was one with a brain.”

“Like, what?” I cocked my head to the side. “I, like, said that stuff?”

“I didn't do this to punish you, Rylee. No, I wanted to free you, unshackle you, liberate you.” She looks into my eyes and smiles. “How do you feel, Rylee? Do you feel liberated? Unshackled?”

I blinked, recalling a time when I was an educated man with a healthy, normal lust, appreciating the female form and craving. But that's distant and clouded, blurred and fuzzy, a jumbled mess. All the worry, apprehension, anger, and tension seem to evaporate, blown away to nothing, allowing the submissive, horny desire to rise up to the top.

“Totes.” I beam.

“Good,” Debbie pointed down. “Because I think it’s time you tasted your liberation.”

I followed her finger down to her once again erect cock. With a giggle I got back down on my knees and wrapped my thick, pillowy lips around it, letting it cloud my mind, fill it with a, like, ohsoamazing pink fog. Allowing its perfect and absolute goodness to swallow me, drown and consume and overwhelm me. And as it slips and sloshes over my taste buds, salty and spicy, numbing and dulling and roiling and sloshing across, burning through the haze and parting them, rolling through the gauze shrouding, gripping and swirling and surrounding my mind, leaving not a single thing behind, removing everything, absolutely, leaving me empty and vacant.

A mindless, brainless, like totes ditzy bimbo fuckdoll.

“It's always so easy with guys like you,” Debbie said. I could, like, barely hear her through the fog in my, like, empty head. “Think you know who you are, what you desire. All it takes is a little push. A little nudge in the right direction and then, well...”

Was she, like, talking about me? Rylee? Or, like, someone else? I... it's hard to, like, think. Mind all sluggish and groggy. Struggling to put my brain and, like, words to sentences. Lose the concentration and focus. Brain swirling and reeling and so, like, consumed and drowned by yummy, super tasty dick. I peer up at her, blinking, hearing her blather, not fully registering.

“Straight guys turned into cockhungry faggots, their words, not mine. All it took was getting them into panties and stockings. Giving them but a taste.”

All... tastes. My tastebuds explode and drink the potent drug. Fire surging through my veins. Cock in my hands, in my lips. Turning all, becoming all. Emptying and stuffing my, my brain? Empty void? Lacking thought, lacking a sense of... anything. Entire, entire existence focuses only, no not, no not just the dick. Cock, focused on cock, drawn and tethered, consuming and taken and falling further and further, completely, completely succumb. Fall and surrender to the pure, blissful ecstasy.

“Now, they dress hyper-femininely, fully embracing their new selves, happy, without a care in the world. Simply wanting cock. Feeling complete with their favorite position. Like an animal in heat.”

Heat and power and blinding lust. Holding Debbie's cock in my palm. Wanting it deep, deep in me. Absolute. Needing more and more. Overriding, overwhelming, total and absolute. Burning and alive and roaring. She stood over me, eyes closed. Hands caressed my hair, rubbing and pulling it tight and closer to her. Oh yeah. Cock, it’s all about the cock. Cock's, like, the answer and solution.

I smother myself in it. In her yummy sweatiness, musky scent, twirling tongue around and over. Round and around her enormous size. Eyes rolled up and glazing, basking, glowing, and shining. Half-open, simply looking, grinning and smiling. Not a care in the universe. Relished in the feeling, sensual, erotic, entranced. Pure satisfaction, drunk, obsessed, fixated, coveting her mighty cock.

“Is your mind broken, Rylee? Are you nothing more than a living sex doll? Will I have to wheel you about like a store mannequin?”

Like, talky-talk. Words flying by. Vaguely understanding the, like, direct conversation, lashing past my ears. Swirling and drifting. Wafting over my being, missing. Total and absolute bliss and joy and, like, perfect perfection and best thing ever and ultimate and rocking, pleasing and lusting and desiring and wanting. Fucked and banging and sucking.

“I guess so,” she teased. “Hard to think, hard to focus with my cock in your mouth, hmm?”

No not just in my mouth. Surrounding, swallowing, and all senses touching, every inch, warm, and incredible, unsurmountable, utterly magnificent. All and everything, swarming and burbling and whirring. Tangling and traipsing, trailing and sliding. Plastered and seared to each, every corner, crevasse, and section. Leaking, drizzling, and swirling, and coating. So fucking fantastic.

“That's it. Focus on that, Rylee, forget who or what you were. Allow it to consume your entire existence.”

This is me. Completely, entirely. This and nothing, nothing but cock. Penis. Phallus. Clits not allowed, inferior and simply worthless. Useless and pointless and irrelevant, without a purpose. Impractical and pathetically weak. Mere bimbos deserve nothing more than two inches, a cute, pathetic clitty. Should be much, like, smaller though, less than even. Clits should be microscopic, infinitesimal, indistinguishable, and no, like, no, like, uhh. Words... what were those again? Thought, think, and no, not able to. Consumed. Brain burned and blanked and shattered and... and, uh-oh.

Brain...? Blah. Gimmie cock, more cock. Don't need brains. Brains suck. Brains are lame. Brains make boys, make girls, and don't let people become real sluts and fuckdolls and bitches. Totally not fair. Not nice at all. Now have none. Just tits, huge fuckjugs, nipples, stiff and aching, and tingles, a warmth that ignites from below, pussy, like, needy. So needy. Fuck hole. Asshole, quiver, and leak. Blossom, bubbly, ripe and eager and wanting. Moisture and, like, gushing. Spilling, pooling, and wet and sticky and musky and tightening. Needy and throbbing and bursting with, with... cum, yep. Needed loads and loads and cum and squirt and filling and empty.

I moan into her cock. I need it. Please, please, like, give me your cum! Please, omg! My, my mouth opens, revealing her shaft slick and slippery. Hands pump as I try, please, do anything, so desperate and keen, full-on yearning for her yummy, glorious white stuff! Mmmm. Splatter it, oooh, load after load on my fat tits, overload them with seed, stain my titties, I, I giggle at that. Face sprayed, soaking with goo, cover me! Paint my ugly face all sticky, fill my mouth. Load me, fill my ass! God, I've been, like, such a good bimbo fuckdolly and please, Debbie, pleassssse, reward, need and oh, ah, ooh. So horny!

“My favorite part, are... you... ready...?” Her breathing growing shallower. Hitched. She leaned into me, pushing and grinding, then halting. Gritting and clenching, closing her eyes, eyebrows lowering and wriggling, and releasing a long breath. As her cock exploded, sending rope after rope after rope, straight down my throat. It felt tingly, tickling and sweet and creamy, thick, hot and sour and amazing, warm. I slurped, licked, and milked. Swallow and swallow. Drained her dry, until the cock depleted.

Completely full, gut stuffed and beyond, stuffed and sore. As my tiny and insignificant pecker blasts its minuscule release. An immature, prepubescent orgasm. Little burst, a pathetic streamer, and a whole, not, like, a lot. Near nothing compared to hers. Expelling its pointless fluid from me. My tiny little limp clitty. Bimbos shouldn't be allowed erections. Like, at all. Smaller the better.

“Rylee?” I glance up at Debbie. Was she, like, talking to me? She takes a few breaths and continues, “Anything left inside that blonde, fucked, silly bimbo head? Of course not. You're lost to your desires. Delightfully reduced into a fuckdoll.”

I blink up at her and cock my head to the side. Debbie just smiled and extended a hand to help me back onto my feet. Then she adjusted herself, pulling and shifting the tight little thong aside, tucking her penis behind, and pulling her dress down. With her cock gone, it’s totally impossible to imagine what lay underneath. I, like, almost forget she totes has a cock.

“Let's get you changed. Thankfully, I bought two of those dresses.” She glanced over at the floor-to-ceiling windows. “Sun's going down. You know what that means, right?”

I blink and press a finger to my thick, pillowy lips as I, like, try to think. Nightlife, the word pops into my addled mind. Dancing, shaking ass and hips, and swinging those big tits, hehe. Squirming and moving and waving and tempting men, drawing them close and having them squishing their body and cock, god yes their cocks, into your body and drooling and pumping and using you as a fleshlight, and... mmmm, fuck.

Debbie smiles. She's, like, reading me, sensing what's happening, and loving every fucking minute of it. That smile told me. Reading my dirty thoughts, my body hot and primed. Oh gosh, such a slut, like, should be, should have done it earlier, live and free. Crave and obsessed and addicted. Addicted and so drunk, reliant. Love. Men, smelling, thick, towering, strong, rough. Caressing and taking and milking and fucking, oh god. Fucking. Need it, crave it. Living breathing manmade fuckdoll. Fleshlight for any big alpha stud to use and deposit their glorious gift, their seed into.

“So how about it, Rylee? Show you off to the world?”

I giggle and nod. Already picturing the next cock filling my holes.


AFTERWORD

Thank you for reading this collection of taboo stories, I hope you enjoyed it!

For updates and more, follow me on Twitter @SashaDylena
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