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Chapter One

I had no money. I had just lost my job, and to top it all my girlfriend had left me too. But I don’t really think it was any of these things that made me call that number. If anything, it was annoyance. I was irritated by the fact that none of these newspaper listings were for men. One after the other, every ad said: “attractive women wanted”.

Why was there never an ad for attractive men?

Not to say that I considered myself an especially attractive man – at least not in the traditional way. I was slim and slender and had soft skin. I wasn’t the rugged, hard, manly type – so to be fair, even if there was an ad looking for attractive men, I probably wouldn’t fit the bill.

Looking back, the biggest reason these ads piqued my interest was that they never specifically stated what they wanted the women for. What the hell were they doing with these “attractive women” anyway?

And that’s what got me in the end I reckon. The curiosity. The nagging questions from within that kept pushing and pushing at me to find out what the hell these ads were for.

And so, with my curiosity getting the better of me, I hatched a plan that could at best be called dubious – and at worst – an exercise in stupidity.

So I took the idea – the idea of dressing up as a woman and going to one of these things – and went to my friend Chris with it. He listened to my explanation, his eyes growing wider with every word that came out of my mouth – and then he burst out into laughter, regarding me with a look that bordered between amazement and genuine concern.

“You can’t be serious, Dan,” he said. “Please tell me you’re kidding.”

I did everything in my power to not lose my cool – because as stupid as the idea sounded to Chris, to me it seemed perfectly reasonable. “You can’t tell me you’ve never wondered what those ads are for,” I told him. “You can’t tell me you’ve never been curious.” I wanted an answer, and the changing look in his eyes told me that he might just want one too.

“I mean…” he said. “Sure I want to know. But I’m not crazy enough to put on a dress and go find out myself. There was no way I could ever pull it off anyway. They’d turn me away at the door the moment they saw these manly knuckles.” He balled his hands up into loose fists and raised them near his face to emphasize his point. Then he looked at me, and his eyes narrowed just the slightest bit. “You on the other hand,” he said. “I guess you could pull it off. You have the body for it.”

Honestly, I felt a little called out by that last remark. I was fully aware that I had a womanly body, but I still felt a little insecure when someone else pointed it out. So I let out a little nervous chuckle and some of the intensity melted away. “I suppose you’re right,” I said, laughing. “About the idea being stupid.”

“You’re always letting your curiosity get the better of you.” He was laughing too, probably convinced that I’d given the plan up.

And even though the conversation ended with both of us thinking along the same lines – the idea kept bubbling up in my mind for days after the fact. Chris was right about one thing – if anyone had the body type to pull this off, it was me. And the fact that my brain refused to rest before finding an answer slowly made the choice for me.

This would be as good a time as any to confess that I did know the consequences my actions could have. I wasn’t blind to the dangers of doing this – but in that moment it did not matter. The fact that I wanted answers overshadowed every negative outcome I could think of. And pretty soon I resigned to the fact that I was going to do this, one way or another.

And so, armed with nothing but an overabundance of curiosity and determination, I found myself rummaging through my ex-girlfriend’s drawer – I suppose her leaving so many things behind when she stormed out of here was the only good thing to come out of that relationship. She had been roughly the same size as me, so there was a good chance that I would be able to fit into a lot of her old clothes – even if that fact was a little embarrassing.

The thought of wearing my ex-girlfriend’s panties did irk me a little bit at the start, but the moment I touched the soft white lace, a new curiosity piqued inside me.

What would it feel like to wear a pair of panties? How would they feel wrapped up around my tush? How would they be different from the boxers I usually wear?

These were the questions that popped up in my mind – questions that I had no choice but to find answers to.

With my heart beating a little erratically, and a nervous tingle taking root in my legs, I picked up the delicate, pink panties from the drawer. They seemed harmless enough – just fabric and lace meant to cover a woman’s privates. There was no reason I couldn’t wear them… was there?

I removed my shirt and threw it down on the floor, feeling more naked than I ever had in my life. Next, I undid my belt, and let my jeans fall to the ground. I stepped out of them and then took off my boxers, leaving me standing in my studio apartment completely naked.

I steeled myself, took a few deep breaths, and resigned myself to what was to come. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of the panties, bent over, and stepped into them. A cold shiver ran up my spine as the soft cotton made its way up my legs, and when the seat of those pink panties made contact with my cock, I couldn’t help but shudder at the electric current running through my body.

It felt unnatural – but not in a bad way. It felt like doing something that you’d always been told to avoid. Something that you always wanted to do – but never really knew about. There was definitely more than one feeling running through my body at that time. But the one that kept rising to the top again and again – even above my curiosity – was the arousal. My cock grew to life within those cotton panties, and I couldn’t help but run my hand over it – still refusing to admit how good it was making me feel. There was a bit of shame mixed in there with the arousal, but somehow that only served to make me harder.

I closed my eyes and felt my cock through the panties. Letting my fingers run over the outline of my cock in earnest. It felt strange and weird – but not in an entirely bad way. Some small part of my brain was yelling at me. Telling me how wrong all of this was. Screaming at me to stop feeling myself through panties that were meant for women. But I didn’t listen.

I couldn’t listen.

It felt too good. It felt better than anything I had felt for as long as I could remember. And once my hand was firmly locked around the bulge of my cock, I could not stop myself. I remember the sensations of my cock twitching against its fabric prison, and I remember how shallow my breaths became as I inched closer and closer to orgasm. But what I remember most vividly is how I creamed those panties. How I filled them with a big fat load.

And I remember the shame and humiliation that came after I realized what I’d done. And I remember how that only added to the intensity of everything I felt.

It was too late to back out now.

I rummaged through some more stuff and pulled out a bra that I thought would fit me. It was padded already, so my lack of breasts wouldn’t be as apparent, and I could pass as a petite woman with smaller tits. I struggled with the clasps for a while, but once it latched onto my body it felt insanely good. I walked around in my room, gleeful at how the soft fabrics rubbed against my body.

I made my way to the wardrobe next and set about finding something that would fit my body. My girlfriend owned a lot of clothes, and she had left almost all of them behind. The choices practically blinded me with their abundance, but I wasn’t about to let anything come in the way of my goals now.

Since I was going to go for an interview – I opted for a pencil skirt that looked both professional and sexy. I bent over at my waist and stepped into the skirt. As I pulled it up my legs I happened to glance at the wardrobe mirror, and the pose that stared back at me – with me bent at the waist, skirt halfway up my legs, my ass sticking out behind me – gave me the sudden inexplicable urge to be taken from behind. I let that thought simmer in my mind, refusing to banish it, and finished pulling up the skirt. I fastened it around my waist and did the zipper. The way the black fabric hugged my girlish curves made me giddy. Pleasant, nervous butterflies erupting in my stomach at the thought of how feminine I looked.

I dug around in the wardrobe a little more and came away with a soft, white blouse with a high neckline – perfect for someone who didn’t have any tits of his own. I pulled the blouse over the bra, letting the silky fabric glide over my skin as goosebumps erupted all over my body. I fastened the buttons and tucked the blouse into my skirt. Everything came together. Everything fit perfectly, the fabric hugging my curves in the most delightful way. I had never felt this way when I was wearing my boy clothes.

I had never felt this perfect.

I looked back at the mirror again, and the sight of myself all dolled up almost made me gasp. I still should have looked like a boy – because I had yet to shave my legs or put on a wig. But the reflection staring back at me looked almost like a girl already.

As a matter of fact, I looked so much like a girl that my cock grew hard again within the already soiled panties. I imagined how I would look with a little bit of makeup, my legs shaved, and slightly longer hair. And the images that came into my mind were more appealing than anything I could have imagined. I would look like the kind of woman you’d see doing modeling gigs. The kind of woman that would make heads turn wherever she went.

The kind of woman every man would want to fuck.

I did a little pirouette in front of the mirror, looking for angles that would betray my femininity – but I found none. I looked like a girl no matter where you looked from, and even though this fact would have bummed me out a while ago, it was doing nothing but encouraging me right now.

As ideas of more and more outfits cycled through my mind I heard my phone ring.

“Hello?” I answered, not sure who was on the other side of the line.

“Is this Diane?” asked the woman on the other side of the line.

Diane. My mind made the connection. The name I used to apply to that newspaper ad.

“Yes,” I said, making sure to keep my voice high-pitched.

“I hope I’m not disturbing you,” said the woman on the phone. “My name is Kim, and I’m calling about the position you applied for. We would like to interview you at 2 pm tomorrow if you’re free.”

“I am.” My voice was still high, and my heart was still beating at about a thousand beats per second – but I was more excited than I had been in a long, long time.

“Perfect.” She replied, and then went on to give me the address. I listened keenly and noted everything down, an almost automatic smile on my face by the end of it.


Chapter Two

The time between the phone call and when I actually had to go to the interview was nerve-wracking, to say the least. I spent a lot of hours pacing around my apartment, wondering what I’d gotten myself into. More than once, the idea of ditching the plan sprung up in my mind – but somehow the thought of getting humiliated was not as terrifying as it should have been. Or maybe that’s wrong. Maybe it was terrifying. But it was terrifying for all the wrong reasons. It was terrifying because I was so excited by the prospect. And so, with that itch in the back of my mind, I pulled out my ex-girlfriend’s makeup kit, sat in front of the vanity mirror, and started playing some makeup tutorials on my laptop.

The day passed by in a blur after that, as I watched tutorial after tutorial and slowly got the hang of applying makeup to make myself look pretty. I tried a lot of different combinations: purple eyeshadow, black winged eyeliner, nude lipstick, and different shades of blush. I watched several different tutorials showcasing minimalistic looks that I thought would fit my face pretty well. I also realized that I didn’t really need a wig to pull off a womanly look – just using my ex-girlfriend’s hair extensions with my already long hair would do the trick.

I looked up hair styling tutorials and pretty soon I was looking so good as a girl that it was making me hard just staring at my own reflection in the mirror. I changed my line of thought instantly though – because the idea of jerking off to myself was still a little weird.

Next up was the shaving – and I did not think it was possible but once the extra hair was shaved off of my legs I looked more stunning than any woman I had ever seen. I ran my fingers over my now smooth skin, basking in how soft and feminine I felt. I shaved elsewhere on my body too, and pretty soon the person staring back at me from the mirror was a woman in every sense of the word. Soft and smooth and blessed with supple proportions. My hips flared to the sides ever so slowly, my legs were long and seductive – and my ass. Oh, my ass was simply divine. It was better than any ass I had ever seen.

I slid on the lingerie again – a matching black pair this time – and put on the same pencil skirt. I added heels to the mix and started practicing how to walk in those things. Surprisingly enough, it came very naturally to me, and in only about 15 minutes, I was doing it perfectly. I strutted about my apartment with languid slowness, enjoying every step I took in those heels. The blouse was a little tight for me, but it only served to accentuate the curves in my hips. Every passing second had me looking and feeling more and more like a woman, and if it hadn’t been for the doorbell ringing at that exact moment, I might just have creamed this new pair of panties as well.

But the doorbell did ring – and it was my friend Chris on the other side of the door. I smiled to myself and wondered what to do about him. I could pretend to not be home and he would just leave, but somehow the inner woman in me wanted to be seen. She wanted to be watched. And so, I composed myself and made my way to the door.

Let’s see if he still thinks my idea is stupid.

He had just finished ringing the bell a second time when I swung open the door and was greeted by a very confused look from Chris.

“Oh,” he said, his eyes scanning my body in a way that no one had ever looked at me before. “I’m sorry. I’m looking for Dan. Is he in?”

I wanted to take the joke a little further, but I couldn’t keep my composure. I burst out laughing as he looked at me with nothing but sheer bewilderment. “It’s me, man.”

The look on his face changed again, it went from confusion to horror and then back to confusion. “Dan?” he asked. What the hell dude.”

“So?” I asked him, striking a pose for him, my butt sticking out a little bit to the side. “Still think my plan is stupid?”

“Fucking hell.” His eyes were still wide open. “You’re actually going through with this.” He pushed past me and closed the door behind him.

“I guess so,” I shrugged. “Interview is in about an hour.”

“I… I just don’t know what to say, man.” His eyes were still sweeping across my body. Head to toe, and then back again. Again and again. “I guess you were right,” he trailed off again. His eyes were still glued to my body, and I could feel something shifting in his gaze.

I felt something flutter in my heart at the way he looked at me, and so I narrowed my own eyes as well. “How does it make you feel,” I said in my girl’s voice. The one that I had practiced the night before. “Seeing me all dolled up like this.”

He gulped as he returned his gaze to meet mine. “I… I’m not sure.”

I was no longer in control of my own body, the commands came from somewhere else. Somewhere deep inside me. “Are you sure?” I spoke in the most sultry way possible and inched closer to Chris.

He gulped again and shifted nervously where he stood. My eyes darted down to his jeans, and there, clear as day, was the bulge of a heavily twitching cock.

“What’s that, then?” I asked him, and this time he had no answer.

I giggled at his nervousness and stepped in even closer. “ I could help you with that,” I said, now close enough that I could feel his breathing. “If you want me to,” I spoke right into his ear.

“Are you serious?”

“That didn’t sound like a no.” I ran a hand down the side of his torso, letting my fingers run through his ribcage all the way down his hip. I leaned in close to him again, putting a hand on his chest. “Tell me, Chris. Tell me what you want me to do.”

“I…”

“Just say yes.” I could see that he wanted me to do it. But I could also see that there was a barrier in his mind that was stopping him from saying it out loud.

“Just say yes if you want it,” I whispered in his ear again. “That’s all you have to say.”

We were close enough that I could feel the heat of desire dripping off of his body. He gulped one last time – I heard it clearly enough and then he said the word that I had been waiting for.

“Yes.” And without another moment lost I was sinking to my knees. I undid his belt and pulled down his pants. He just stood there – breathing with heavy, labored breaths.

His cock was bulging through his boxers, and I could even see the tiniest bit of precum leaking out of the tip.

Is he about to cum just by looking at me?

The thought was bizarre – but in the best way possible. The fact that a guy like Chris was this turned on by looking at me was doing wonders for my self-esteem. But I still had to tease him about it.

I let the boxers stay where they were, his cock throbbing incessantly underneath, and looked up at him with my puppy dog eyes. “What’s this, Chris? Already this close to coming?” I giggled after I said it, and the way his cock twitched next to my face told me he liked it.

“Please…” He said, with so much need in his voice that it made my insides quiver. I wanted to tease him a little more, but my own hunger for his cock overcame any plans that I had. I pulled his boxers down in one jerk, and his cock sprung to action right in front of my face.

The fact that I had my best friend’s cock inches from my mouth should have been a little weird for me – but it wasn’t at all. If anything it was the exact opposite. I looked at the bulging tip, I felt the quiver in his legs, and the shallowness of his breathing, I looked at how the veins in his shaft throbbed with desire, and then I dove in.

I ran my tongue under his shaft. He groaned in response.

“Fuck…” His words trailed off. “That feels so good.”

My own cock hardened within my panties at his words, and I dropped one hand down there to massage myself as I took the leap. I opened wide and welcomed his cock into my mouth.

It tasted salty, it felt hot, and it throbbed against my tongue in the most delightful way. I looked up at his face again as the shaft sunk deeper and deeper into my maw. To my surprise he was no longer even looking at me – in fact, he wasn’t looking at much of anything at all. His head was tilted backward, his eyes were shut tightly, and there was a look of sheer concentration on his face.

He’s struggling. I thought to myself. He’s struggling to not cum right away.

And if anything I was determined to not let him win.

I clamped down on his cock with my lips and the only response was a groan. Well, maybe not just a groan – maybe it was also the tension of his abs, and the creasing of his forehead. Maybe it was also the quiver of his legs and the buckling of his knees.

Or maybe it was just the groan – and the fact that he blew his load inside my mouth, flooding my throat with rope after rope of his hot, sticky cum.

That seemed like as good an opportunity as any to finish my own orgasm. And so as I squatted on the floor dressed as a girl, my best friend coming in my mouth, I creamed another pair of my ex-girlfriend’s panties.

So many thoughts should have sprung to my mind in the immediate aftermath, right? Maybe something about the way I was dressed, or maybe about the way I was sucking off my best friend. Or maybe about my rapidly changing sexuality.

But none of those thoughts came to me.

The only thought that sprung to my mind in that moment was about how I would need a new pair of panties before the interview.


Chapter Three

The drive to the interview location was pretty long, which meant that I had plenty of time to think about what had just happened between me and Chris. But I didn’t. Not even for one second. I pushed that thought to the back of my mind, focused entirely on what was to come. Even though I had just had one of the best orgasms of my life, I was more excited than ever to know what this entire episode had in store for me next.

The interview location turned out to be a very large house at the edge of town. The iron gates opened automatically when I drove through, and when the actual building of the estate came into view I was taken aback by its sheer size. I could see that the place was properly staffed by the many cleaners and gardeners buzzing around the place as I drove through the single-lane road cutting through the property.

I parked in the driveway next to the house and stepped out. Not many people looked at me, maybe a side glance from the man cleaning the fountains, but nothing serious. It looked very much like these people were used to getting visitors. I was a little curious as to why Kim had asked to interview me in a place like this instead of an office – but again, this wasn’t the bad type of curiosity. This was the good type.

I pulled out my phone and called Kim’s number again, and she answered immediately. “Hey, Diane,” she said. “Where are you?”

“Out in the courtyard,” I said, looking around at the workers bustling past me every few seconds. “With about a hundred other people around me.”

She laughed at the confusion in my voice. “Sorry about the crowd,” she said. “We’re having an event tonight. I’m on the other side of the house. Come in through the glass entrance. I’m in the third door on the left.”

I hung up the phone and followed her instructions. The back of the house was even more opulent than the front, with expensive-looking greek statues dotting the lush gardens, even grander fountains than the ones at the front, and large glass enclaves housing vines and plants and trees inside them.

The third door on the left was easy enough to find, and it was already open when I got there. Kim sat behind a large wooden desk, her blonde hair tied back in a neat bun. She had a pair of glasses that sat primly on the bridge of her nose, her sparkling blue eyes gleaming at me as she smiled. “Please come inside,” she said. “And close the door behind you.”

I nodded, followed her instructions, and then made my way to sit down at the seat opposite her. She stopped me with a raised hand before I reached the seat. “You won’t need to be sitting for this interview, Diane.” She smiled at me

“Oh,” I said. “Ok.” A hint of confusion springing up from inside my mind.

“Yes,” she said again, the smile still on her face. “I need you to stand there.” She pointed to the middle of the room – the place with the best light. “And take your clothes off.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, the shock of that request leaking into my voice as panic gripped me. I was suddenly very aware of the cock in my panties and how I wouldn’t be able to hide it if I was forced to take my clothes off.

“There’s nothing to be alarmed about,” Kim said. “I haven’t told you what the job is for yet, have I?”

“You haven’t.”

“The event I was talking about on the phone. It’s a party for the elite. You know what I’m talking about, don’t you?”

“No,” I said plainly. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Kim raised a quizzical eyebrow at me now. “You’re a woman,” she said, her eyes scanning me up and down once more. “And a pretty fucking hot one at that. You know what this gig is for.”

I felt every muscle in my body tense as the weight of her words set in.

“There’s going to be a lot of wealthy men at this event,” said Kim. “And they usually want pretty little things like you to accompany them for the night.” She winked at me now. “If you know what I mean.”

A strong blush rose to my cheeks at the mention of giving my body up to the highest bidder, but the slight tingle in my cock told me that my mind wasn’t entirely opposed to the idea.

“You mean…” I had to take another deep breath before I could complete my sentence. “You mean these men will take me?”

Kim laughed when she heard me stutter. “Yes, Diane. They’ll take you. They’ll fuck you whatever way they want all night, and in exchange, you’ll be fairly compensated. If someone takes a liking to you, you might even find permanent work.”

Money wasn’t the first thing on my mind back then, but you have to remember that I was struggling pretty badly during those days, so I asked the first question that popped into my mind. “How much is the pay?” I asked, and blushed strongly immediately afterward realizing what I’d just said.

“I can’t tell you the pay before you take off your clothes,” Kim said. “There’s no point discussing specifics before I’ve seen whether you’ve got the body for this job.”

“I – I don’t think I can do that.” My cheeks were continuously burning with heat now, and even though a part of me wanted to run out of here immediately. There was another part. A part that was keeping me glued to the floor. A part that was thinking up outrageously stupid ideas on how to make this situation work.

Maybe Kim saw that part of me. Maybe she saw the hesitation in my eyes or the color in my cheeks. Maybe it was just the way I was standing. But whatever it was, the next thing that woman said completely changed my life forever. “The pay is eighty grand,” she said. “Is that enough to get you out of your clothes?”

80 fucking grand?

Was I hearing her right? Did she really offer me eighty thousand dollars for one night of giving my body away? Did rich and influential men really throw away that kind of money on girls? There was no way this could be real.

Unless it was.

To this day I don’t know what it was that made me take my clothes off. I knew full well that I didn’t have the right bits for the job. But I still wanted to see what would happen. The idea of the money was appealing too, but I think more than anything it was that damned curiosity of mine. And so, my trembling hands acted without my brain commanding them to. I pulled my blouse over the top of my head, leaving me standing there in nothing but the padded bra.

“I guess you could do with bigger tits,” she said coldly, tapping her pen against the wooden table as her eyes scanned my near-naked upper body for more defects she could point out. “But it won’t matter much. You’re pretty enough, and some men are into that kind of thing.” She let her eyes fall to my skirt wordlessly, the question in her eyes dictating what I’d do next.

I steeled myself, took one deep breath, and unzipped my skirt, letting it fall to my ankles. I watched in a state that was halfway between fear and arousal as Kim’s eyes widened at the tiny little bulge in my panties.

As she realized just who I really was.

“Well,” she said, straightening her back. “I can honestly say that I wasn’t expecting that.”

My heart was beating at about a million beats per second at the look in her eyes. I was expecting her to be disgusted by what she saw, but the way her gaze kept flitting over my body even after the surprise appearance of a cock assured me that at the very least she wouldn’t call security on me.

“Honestly, though.” She put her elbows on the table and cupped her chin in her hands as she bent forward. “You’ve still got a great body. This isn’t a deal breaker.”

“What?” Now it was my turn to be shocked. “What do you mean?”

“Well,” she said. “You’ve got the body for the job. But our clients don’t just want a boy in panties. They come to us for an authentic experience. And you wouldn’t be the first person to take the pill before the job.”

More confusion. “What pill?” I asked incredulously.

“A pill that will turn you into a girl.” She smiled up at me, her face still cupped in her hands. “You’ll get to keep your cock though, so don’t worry about surgery or anything like that.”

A billion questions flooded into my mind, but the one that rose to the tip of my tongue was hilariously simple. “This pill of yours,” I said. “Can it get me transformed by the time the party starts?”

Kim had been smiling the entire time I had been in the room with her, but this time she grinned. “That’s the spirit, Diane.” She motioned me closer to her desk and opened a drawer. I walked over wearing nothing but my underwear. The chair was already pulled out, and by the time my bare cheeks made contact with the cold leather of the office chair, Kim had already pulled out a case of pills marked with a pink “woman” logo. In her other hand was a waiver that she pushed to me along with a pen.


Chapter Three

After I had signed the waiver and taken the pill Kim led me to a room on the same floor. The room was a few narrow corridors away from Kim’s office and I was assuming that it might be a run-down little thing – but like the rest of this house, it was grander than anything I could imagine.

“There’s a phone,” she said, pointing to the side table next to the bed. “If you need anything just call me.” And with that she closed the door, leaving me with nothing but the millions of thoughts in my head.

There was a large bed in the room, a tall window that filtered in the afternoon sun’s light, and a few couches and sofas for seating. I sat at the foot of the bed and looked outside the window at the sun making its way toward the flaming horizon. Already, the pill was starting to make me feel different. There was an almost magical heat thrumming through my body, my skin felt more sensitive than it ever had, and I could feel small electrical tingles making their way through my nerves.

You’re really going through with this, I said to myself. You’re really going to turn yourself into a girl for some money. But even as the thought arose in my mind I knew it to be false. I wasn’t doing this for the money – not really – the money was just an added bonus at this point. Ever since the idea had first taken root in my mind I had begun my way down this path. And now here I was, more excited than I had been my entire life for something so weird and fascinating.

I was going to turn myself into a girl. And I knew that I was going to like it.

Within half an hour I noticed my chest growing outward. There was a definite swell to my breasts and my nipples had gotten thinner and more elongated – and way, way more sensitive. I couldn’t help but raise my fingers to touch my budding tits, and I couldn’t help but moan in the aftermath.

Looking down, my cock was a little different too. It’s hard to explain really, but the only way I can find to put it into words is that even my cock felt feminine after I had taken the pill. It seemed cuter almost.

And again, far more sensitive than it had ever been before. And again, I could not resist the urge to touch myself down there.

Another couple of hours later and my breasts were even bigger. This pill was working unbelievably fast. It was making me lightheaded and airy. It was making me smile almost constantly, and it was sending waves of soft pleasure roiling through my body. Sometime during all of this I had taken off what little clothing I had had on when I walked into this room, and I now lay completely naked on the sheets, the sun’s dying light bouncing off my delicate little body.

I alternated between touching my nipples and caressing my cock, tingles making their way through my body with every act of stimulation. But this was proving to not be enough anymore. Because now there was another desire welling up inside me. The desire to spread my legs open and let someone take me. The pill worked amazingly, but it could not give me a pussy. So the only alternative left was my asshole – an asshole that was now tingling with anticipation. I was just about ready to take a finger down there when the door opened and Kim walked in.

She looked at my naked body with an approving nod before speaking. “Good,” she said. “The pill seems to have taken very well to your body. You look like you’re ready.”

I just smiled stupidly at her, the pleasure inside my body threatening to overflow. “Thanks,” I said, not realizing how stupid I must have looked. But to Kim’s credit, she only smiled.

“I brought you clothes,” she said, holding up a set of white lingerie, with the most beautiful sheer stockings I had ever seen. There are also some shoes in the wardrobe over there, she pointed to one of the cupboards in the room. “But you’ll have to wear this for the party.”

“No problem,” I said, pushing myself off the bed as my newly-acquired A-cups jiggled delightfully in the last of the sunlight.

She handed me the lingerie. “I feel a little weird,” I told her. “But not in a bad way. If anything, I like how this feels.”

“Good,” she replied. “I’m sure you’ll feel even better after the men have their fun with you.” I blushed at her remark and she giggled at my reaction before leaving me to get dressed.

The warmth from the pill’s effects had made me sweat a lot, so I took a shower before putting on the lingerie and reapplying my makeup – there was a fully stocked makeup kit in the bathroom. I pulled up the stockings, the white panties, and then the bra that fit perfectly over my budding breasts, my nipples peaking against the soft fabric.

Looking at my reflection in the mirror now, I looked more perfect than I could ever have imagined. Staring back at me was the hottest woman I’d ever laid eyes on. The kind of woman men would die to have. The kind of woman I’d always wanted to be

Even if I didn’t know it until now.

I did a little twirl in the mirror, taking in the sights of my perky butt and my firm breasts, and my flaring hips. I smiled once again at how hot I looked, and then I made my way to the main floor where the party was being held, members of the house’s staff guiding me in the right direction.


Chapter Four

The corridor that led to the main floor was well-lit, in stark contrast to the floor itself. There was low, sensual music playing from nearly every direction. All the lighting in the room was warm red and low enough that you couldn’t really tell what someone was doing until you were right next to them. Not that it was any wonder what anyone was doing. Because nearly all of them were fucking.

There were girls of all shapes and sizes and men of all tastes. Couches upon couches lined the massive floor and everywhere I looked I found people locked in some different stage of ecstasy. Some were in couples, some were in throuples and some were beyond any sensible or countable combination. Lots of girls were already being ‘used’ but even more of them waited patiently in the wings, standing there with inviting expressions so that they might be picked next. I passed by a blonde woman who was splayed out on the sofa with a man on her from each end. One with a cock down her throat and the other entering her pussy from behind. She writhed in pleasure as the two men took her to task, and just watching the pleasure coursing through her body was enough to make my cock tingle with excitement.

Your clothing will differentiate you from the others. Kim had told me. You will be the only girl with a cock tonight. And just as she’d told me, every other girl was in black or red lingerie. I was the only one wearing white.

These wealthy men have peculiar tastes. Kim had said, and the buzzing warmth in my backside was begging for her to be right.

The usher that was in charge of me led me to a three-seat couch in the middle of the floor. “Stand here,” he told me. “And wait until one of the patrons picks you.”

I nodded and assumed position, standing tall with my chin held high, my gaze flitting from side to side as I waited for someone to pick me. It wasn’t long before I was approached by my first suitor. It was a short man of balanced proportions, he had serious, black eyes and hair that was cropped short. He wore nothing but a pair of boxers, a half-erect cock bulging out from underneath.

“White,” he said, scanning my body upside down, his black eyes gleaming something sinister at my clothing.

I nodded.

“Would you be interested in consorting with me?” It all sounded so formal, but it made my body quiver with pleasure all the same.

“Of course,” I replied, smiling my prettiest smile at him. “That’s why I’m here.”

He smiled back at me and took another step forward, putting himself right up to me, planting his lips on mine in a kiss unlike any I’d had in my life. His arms wrapped around me and his palms went to my tush, his fingers squeezing into my firm, lush ass as his tongue and jaw worked against me. I melted into the kiss, reveling at the feeling of his cock pushing up against my own bulge.

He pushed up even closer and put a hand on the back of my neck, pulling me in even nearer. His bulging cock kept pushing up against my stomach as his other hand slid between my ass cheeks, the fingers finding their way up my delightfully warm channel.

I moaned into his mouth as he half-wrestled me onto the couch, falling right on top of me with his tongue still halfway down my throat. My own cock twitched within its prison, and just when I thought I might put a hand down there to relieve myself, the stranger surprised me.

As if he’d read my mind, he pulled off of my mouth while I lay there. And then, with the utmost tenderness, he kissed a wet path down my torso, making sure to get every inch of my skin before he was right next to my panties. He looked up at me once he’d gotten there. There was a question in his eyes.

And there was an answer in mine.

He tore away my panties with his teeth, and I was left lying on that couch with nothing but the bra and the stockings – my tiny girl-cock twitching in the cold air of the room. He looked at me one more time, and again we communicated as before.

The next thing I knew his mouth was wrapped around my cock, and I was writhing in an almost agonizing state of ecstasy. Moans and whispers spilled from my tongue as the strange man who I’d just met lapped his tongue across my tiny cock, my entire body squirming against the hot waves of pleasure that roiled through me.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “That feels so fucking good.”

His mouth still wrapped around my cock, he pushed a hand underneath me and ran a finger against the warmth of my asshole. I shivered with ecstasy at his touch, and I did everything I could to avoid blowing my load right there and then.

“Don’t stop…” I whispered again. No, it wasn’t really a whisper, it was more a moan that bordered somewhere between ecstasy and agony. “Don’t you dare stop?”

But he did.

And he stopped when I was mere moments from the most mind-shattering orgasm of my life. I opened my eyes with an almost blinding rage, looking to find the reason that this sweet pleasure was robbed from me.

But one look at that reason made me stop in my tracks.

Behind the stranger who had just been sucking my cock stood another stranger. The only difference is that this stranger was taller, more muscular, and far far more handsome.

“I am sorry to interrupt,” he said, his voice a low, seductive rumble. “But would you mind if I stole this young girl away from you?”

The short man stood up with no ceremony and did an almost deferential bow to the man who had just walked in. “Of course,” he replied. “Your house, your rules.”

Your house? Did this mean that this huge as fuck mansion belonged to THIS guy? This tall, handsome stranger who had just requested to ‘steal me away?

The shorter man retreated almost automatically, and soon the owner of the house was standing – no, towering – over me.

“I like the look of you,” he said, staring down at me with a cool look in his eyes. “Would you be partial to the idea of being my toy for tonight.”

The answer to that question sprung up in the form of a very naughty heat between my ass cheeks, and I could do nothing but nod up at this man who wore nothing but a pair of boxers that struggled to contain his massive manhood underneath.

“Excellent,” he said, and a moment later he was on me in much the same way the shorter man had been. But even though the way might have been the same – the feeling was completely different.

Here was a man who knew what he wanted. A man who radiated power and control. His hands were firmer around my ass than the other man’s had been. His tongue was far hotter in my mouth than the other man’s had been.

And well, let’s not talk about the difference in the bulges pushing up against me.

The kiss was hot and heavy. It was everything. But it did not last very long.

The man of the house had left my mouth behind, moving his head right next to my newly-budded breasts. He tore away my bra in one instant, his mouth wrapping around my right tit the next. I moaned and squirmed as his tongue flicked against my sensitive nipples, my legs quivering with the ripples of pleasure.

The feeling of his mouth against my breasts was amazing too – but this did not last long either.

Soon he was done, and the only thing that remained was satisfying the last hunger I had left. Heat spilled from between my cheeks as he flipped me over, my face down on the couch, my ass up in the air.

I heard the sound of his boxers coming off behind me, and the only thing I could do was spread my boy-pussy. “I want you,” I said, my voice muffled by the couch cushions. “I want every inch of you inside me.”

“And you shall have it.” That was the last thing I heard before I felt his cock splitting open my virgin ass.

“Fuuuck,” I screamed as his hot girth made it’s way deeper inside me, opening up more and more of me as the walls of my boy pussy squeezed against his magnificent width.

“Do you like that?” He asked, pushing even deeper into me. Deeper than I had even thought was possible.

I couldn’t quite form the word ‘yes’, so I settled for a sound that was halfway between a moan and a cry.

His cock glided out of me as I held my breath before he promptly slammed it back inside. I screamed again, but the sound was overshadowed by the one made by his pelvis slapping against my ass.

Every consequent stroke from his hips was stronger, his cock burrowing deeper and deeper into me. Expanding and lighting up parts of me that I never even knew existed.

Somewhere in between my screams of euphoria, he hit a spot inside me that was different from the rest. When the tip of his cock hit that spot everything lit up all different. Waves of pleasure stronger than anything I’d ever felt crashed through my body, and words I did not even know spilled from my lips.

“Looks like I’ve found your weakness,” he said, and then slammed into that same spot again.

My ass clamped onto his shaft with even more tightness the next time he slammed into me, and a searing hot orgasm ripped through me, ending with my come splattering onto the couch below. Before I’d even stopped coming he leaned in close to me, his chest right up against my back, his mouth next to my ear. “I hope you keep coming back,” he whispered, and then he was flooding my asshole with rope after rope of his come, filling me up in spaces deeper than anything I could have imagined.

I didn’t say it to him then – but I knew he was right. I was going to keep coming back. There was no way this would be the last time this man would fuck me in the ass.

The end
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Trapped on the camping trip

‘She let go of my wrist and I slipped my hand downward, down all the way until it was right between her legs. That’s when I felt it, when I first learned about Amber’s secret and the possibilities it held.’

I never expected to meet a girl like Amber on my first camping trip in ages. She has a tight little body that I can’t keep my eyes off of, and a smile that makes my heart melt. I didn’t think she would notice how I kept staring at her, how I kept glancing at her slender thighs, her curved hips, and her round butt.

But she did.

And instead of chastising me, she asked me to follow her into the woods.

Now I’m all alone in the middle of the forest with the hottest girl I’ve ever seen, and the only thing I can think about is the secret between her legs.
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