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Trapped by my new Boss


Synopsis:

Ray has fallen on hard times after losing his job and if he doesn't make rent soon, he'll end up on the streets. It looks like he'll lose everything when he finally gets a job interview that he doesn't even remember applying for.

The pay is good, the benefits are even better, there's just one catch: He has to get dressed up like a girl if he wants to work there. At least his new boss is nice to him, but she has a secret of her own. A big, throbbing secret between her thighs.


Chapter One

I found it a little hard to believe that all of this was owned by a single person, a woman no less, as I stood there, staring up at the sixth-largest building in downtown Chicago. Normally you’d never catch me within miles of a building like this, owned and operated by Fasheon™, the largest producers of women’s vanity products in the country. However, times had been tough. I was months behind on rent, neck-deep in credit card debt and so far removed from my last job that I could barely recall the names of my old coworkers. Needless to say, I applied to any and all job listings I could find and had no reason to decline my first interview opportunity in months. Working as a personal assistant at a leading fashion company was well and truly unmanly, but there were bills that needed paying.

I took a deep breath, tried to steady my nerves, and walked into the building, the automatic doors whooshing and parting at my approach. I had been expecting a more traditionally feminine decor from the inside of the building, keeping in line with the type of company this was, so I was a little surprised to see the walls painted in clashes of deep red and dark black. Perhaps a more modern interpretation of strong, independent femininity.

The blonde at the reception desk was dressed in a button-down shirt, which could barely do its job, much to my personal pleasure. She welcomed me with a  genuinely warm smile, “What can I do for you hon?”

The use of the word ‘hon’ irked me a little at the time, but I let it slide. After all, I really needed the job.

“Raymond Woods,” I said, “ I have an interview scheduled for 10:30.”

“Just a second,” she said and started scrolling through some file on her computer. It only took a few moments to confirm before she turned back to me again. “Your interview will be held on the sixty-fifth floor, please take either elevator six or eight.” she finished, pointing me in the relevant direction.

Résumé in hand, I boarded elevator six and punched in the key for floor sixty-five. The stuffy, long elevator ride provided ample time for me to stress and obsess over how the interview would go. In case it wasn’t already clear, I really needed this job. Suffice it to say, that by the time I stepped off the elevator I was a nervous, sweaty mess.

HERE it was, the kind of place I expected when I first walked in, a lobby painted in vibrant pinks and blues and yellows, living up to the expectations I had from the biggest fashion company in the country. And at the far end of the room, as if in deliberate contrast to the mish-mash of vibrancy around, she stood wearing a black pencil skirt and a white dress shirt. Even at this distance, I could make out how the fabric of the skirt hugged the curve of her hips so tightly. Her shirt tight around her ample chest, a few buttons straining to hold in breasts that longed to spill out.

I’d have stood there all day, gawping at this amazingly beautiful woman, if she hadn’t called out my name.

“Raymond Woods?” she asked.

I only nodded in reply.

“Please join me in the office,” she said and walked into the door right behind her, motioning me over with her hand.

I followed with hurried steps, taking the opportunity to stare at the curve of her magnificent ass as she sauntered over to the executive high-backed seat behind the table. The office was very large and offered a fabulous view of the entire city. The fabric of her skirt made a soft rustling sound when she settled down in her chair and gestured for me to do the same.

She must have seen my nervousness –  it wasn’t hard to miss anyway; with all my sweating and twitching –   because she offered a little smile, the edges of her lips curling up ever so slightly to help put me at ease. Maybe working here wouldn’t be so bad after all, if it meant spending all day with a gorgeous woman like this.

“You’ve come to apply for the Professional Assistant position, is that correct?” she asked.

“Yes, I feel like I’m aptly qualified for the job, and I would love to work at your company,” I said, and I nearly meant it.

“Your Resume, please.” She held out her hand, and I eagerly handed over the file.

As she read through the contents of my Resume, I finally had a chance to take in all her beauty. She had long auburn hair, tied neatly into a professional-looking ponytail, her eyes were a sparkling blue and she had an ample bosom that could be outlined through her button-down shirt quite easily. She was rather tall too, which was harder to tell now that she was sitting down, but I could still tell quite easily that she had a few inches on me. I continued down, staring at her midsection now which was nearly obscured by the large oak table between us, but it was painfully apparent that she had a much more athletic body than myself. As my gaze continued further down my breath caught.

Something I hadn’t noticed before, since I’d been so busy ogling this beautiful woman, was the nameplate on the table between us. ‘Louise Parker’ it said, with the words CEO etched into the space over her name. My eyes shot up once again, and I saw that she’d stopped reading my resume, no telling how long ago. She was looking at me again, the faintest hint of a smile on her face once more. Needless to say, all the nervousness came back tenfold, this was THE Louise Parker, owner, and CEO of Fasheon. One of the richest women –  no –  one of the richest PEOPLE in the entire country, maybe the entire world. And she was interviewing me? And I’d been ogling her up and down for the past five minutes, had she seen? Would she say anything? Did this mean I wouldn’t get the job?

I sat there, unable to speak, listening to my own deafening heartbeat for what seemed like an eternity, but was probably just a few seconds, before she finally broke the silence.

“This is all very impressive,” she said. “But I have to say, you almost seem too qualified to work here, at an assistant’s position no less.”

Good, she liked my qualifications. She hadn’t noticed me staring and being inappropriate. And by the looks of it, I could still get this job.

“The job market has been rather… unkind,” I said, my heartbeat slowing down again. “But as I’ve said, I’d love to work here, I really admire all the work you do.” this last line I didn’t mean. Working here with an office full of beautiful women would be nice, but I hadn’t the slightest interest in the work being done here.

“ I find it hard to believe that a man such as yourself should be a big admirer of our work,” she giggled, which made a bit of color rise to my face. “ But if that really is the case, it makes things much easier.”

“Does that mean I have the job?” She’d bought it then, the rubbish about me admiring their work. I’d have a job now, a job where I’d get to be around hot pieces of ass like Louise no less.

“Not quite,” She said, and it felt like a punch to the gut. “As I’ve already said, you are overqualified for the position of an assistant here. And as silly as this might sound, being overqualified would affect your work more than being under-qualified. You see, with all your skill and experience you’d grow tired of the menial tasks that would be assigned to you and no doubt grow resentful of the people assigning those tasks.”

My heart sank with every word. I really needed this job, it had been my first interview in months, no telling how long it’d be until the next one. Rent was due next week and there was no way I would make it. I’d probably have to move back to my hometown, back in with my parents who I hadn’t seen in years. My disappointment must have been palpable since Louise spoke up again.

“There is another open position,” she said. “ One that suits your talents better, and pays quite well too.”

“I’ll do it,” I said without even thinking about it. The better pay was a bonus, I was perfectly content with getting ANY job.”

“Are you sure?” She asked, raising a suggestive eyebrow. “ Don’t you want to hear what it is?”


“Whatever it is,” I replied. “I’ll do anything.” 

Her smile was fuller now, a proper crescent curve of red lipstick on her otherwise blemish-less face. “Anything?” she said almost mockingly.

“What do I have to do ?” I asked, “What’s the job title.”

“Before I explain,” she said. “ I’ll tell you how well you’ll be compensated for the job.” She scribbled some numbers on a slip of paper and slid it across the table toward me. I was instantly floored.

This was nearly ten times my last salary, it was probably more than our entire team of engineers made back at my previous job. Surely this couldn’t be real? Who would be willing to pay such an outrageous amount to me, or to any prospective employee for that matter? And more importantly, what sort of job would warrant such compensation? Did they plan to make me do something illegal? Maybe use my name to form offshore companies to avoid tax or something similar. I was sweating more than just a little bit now, the thumping in my chest was back too.

“What exactly would I have to do at the job?” I asked, an empty gulp in my throat.

“Nothing too complicated, I swear.” She said, leaning forward now with her elbows on the table and her hands cupping her diamond-shaped face. “ Firstly, you’ll report directly to me and do everything I tell you to.” Ominous enough already, what exactly did ‘Everything’ entail? “ And secondly, you’ll need to test our new experimental products and showcase their effectiveness.”

“Your  p..p.. products?” I stammered. “But you make makeup and accessories for women, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she said, and I saw her kindly smile in a completely different light now. “You’ll have to dress up as a woman.


Chapter Two

I followed her into the connecting suite silently, with shifty eyes darting around. Was I really going to do this? Dress up as a woman to test out products made by this company? I nearly lost heart three of four times in the short walk between the office and the changing room that we eventually ended up in –  but I didn’t speak up –  and by the end of the short journey, my decision had been made. So what if I had to dress up as a woman? It’s not like anyone would find out anyway, and with the kind of money, I’d be making I could do this job for a year and be set for life.

This latest moment of conviction was short-lived too when I saw what Louise had in mind for me. She walked toward me carrying a little black dress, the kind women would wear to formal events. I was almost insulted that she would ask me to wear something so small and skimpy and when she handed it to me and told me to, “Try it on,” I couldn’t help but blush a deep shade of red, my heart thumping loudly once more in my chest.

“Isn’t this too small?” I said.

“Nothing of the sort,” she said. “This will fit you perfectly, trust me.” and she handed me the dress.

I stood motionless for a few more seconds staring at the dress in my hands, having no idea how to proceed with these surreal events, before Louise finally grabbed me by the chin and raised my eyes to look into hers. Her cold hands felt nice on my flustered face, and I could feel a little bit of blood rush to my nether regions as she touched me.

“Get undressed,” she said.

“Right here in front of you?” I asked, incredulous. “ Isn’t there a change room around that I could use?” Normally a pretty girl like Louise wouldn’t have to tell me twice about getting out of my clothes, but these were unusual circumstances, to say the least.

“Yes, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And here, put these on first.” She pulled a pair of lacy black panties from a drawer next to her and handed them to me. “They’ll fit too, don’t worry.”

I didn’t voice another complaint as  I took the tiniest piece of underwear I’d ever seen from her and looked at it again.

She folded her arms over her breasts and eyed me with a bit of annoyance. “ Can you please get a move on, I don’t have all day here Raymond.”


Realizing that there was no way out and that there was no point delaying any further I started taking off my clothes. Out of shame, I turned around when it was time to take off my boxers. Warmth rushed to my cheeks once more as I took that final article of clothing off, revealing my bare ass to this woman who I had met not thirty minutes ago. I felt silly, and I felt even sillier when I slipped those tiny lacy panties over my hairy legs and pulled them up to my crotch. 

The panties gave me a wedgie instantly, the thin piece of fabric on the rear side sliding between my cheeks. I tried to fish it out a couple of times before Louise told me to stop and just get used to the feeling. The major problem was keeping my balls and cock from spilling out. Either my cock would slip out, or my balls would spill to one side. “I think these panties are too small,” I said, fidgeting with my package to keep it in place.

Louise laughed once again, and I felt smaller for it. “Please get over yourself. The panties aren’t too small, you’re just very new to it.” She giggled and took a step closer to me until she was right behind me. “Here, let me help you with that.”


Help me with what exactly? With putting these panties on. I nervously turned my head around, peering over my shoulder to see that Louise was looking directly at me, staring into my eyes. Up close the distance between our heights was more apparent too, as she had to tilt her head a little to look down at me. She didn’t wait for my permission and reached down, slipping her fingers down the front of my panties. I felt my cock twitch at her feminine touch, and she must have realized it too as she gave a short ‘tsk’ as she moved my cock out of the way. She then let her hand slip further down and with a flat motion, pushed my balls up into my body. It felt very strange, but it didn’t hurt at all. I felt a weird emptiness where my balls used to be like something was missing down there. She finished by pulling up my panties a little more, making them tighter around my ass and giving me a worse wedgie. “Tighter panties are better,” she said. “They help keep your package contained.” 

It speaks to the intensity of this experience that I hadn’t even begun questioning how Louise knew so much about this process, but that's just how flustered I was at that moment. I stood around awkwardly for a few more seconds before she prompted me to put on the dress as well.

I slipped it on. And she helped me zip it up. I turned to face the mirror and could immediately tell that it fit nicely, except for the sagginess where my breasts would have been and then three was the matter of my hairy legs that took away from the overall picture. It was a pretty unflattering image but it felt strangely right. I almost liked how the fabric of the dress hugged my hips tightly, and if I focused just on those curves, I could see myself pulling off the look. That’s also where Louise was looking now, a devious smile on her face, as she put her hands on my sides and pulled me closer to her own body.

She bent down a little, and her face was now right next to mine. I could feel the heat in her breath on my neck and I couldn’t help but squirm a little bit, but she held me in place. She started with my neck, leaving a trail of hot kisses as she worked her way up to my face.

“We shouldn’t–” I didn’t even know why I was saying it, but I couldn’t complete my sentence. 

She turned me around and pulled me into an embrace, placing her lips firmly over mine before she started kissing me in earnest. I tried to resist at first, for no reason other than how bizarre this situation had become. I was making out with one of the richest women in the country, dressed in women’s clothing no less. But I soon gave in to the advances made by her lips. She slipped her tongue into my mouth and I sucked on her lips.

I let out an involuntary yelp as I felt her hands exploring my backside. She let them slide down my sides and onto my ass where she gave me a quick squeeze. And I couldn’t help but enjoy it a little. Apparently satisfied, she let one of her hands wander to the front where she felt my erection through the panties and the dress. Noticing me already so erect, she pulled her face away from me and sank to her knees.

“A little incentive, to convince you that working here won’t be that bad.”

She stared up at me with innocent puppy dog eyes and then stared directly at my erection poking through the dress. It was a testament to how hot she was that I was this hard already. Any concerns I had had about working in this place were disappearing quickly as Louise took hold of the hem of my dress and pulled it back up, leaving just my panties in the way. Another yank and my panties were down, my balls slipping out again and my cock springing to attention.

“It does look bigger now,” she said, wrapping her fingers around my bare, erect penis.

Her fingertips trailed over my throbbing tip and I squirmed slightly in her grip. It felt so good, and she’d barely even gotten started. She looked into my eyes again, all the while massaging my shaft slowly, almost to a rhythm. I felt the last bit of tension in my shoulders melt away and she opened wide, putting my hard, throbbing dick into her warm, wet mouth.

Then she began to suck.

In that moment, I decided that this job was one hundred percent worth it. I would dress up as a woman every day of my life if it meant getting head from a piece of ass like Louise. It didn’t matter what I had to do, it was worth it. At this point, the salary was just an added bonus. I slipped my fingers into her hair as she moved her tongue up and down my shaft. Her hair was soft and her lips were plump. She was plunging deep now, swallowing the entire length of my penis until I felt my tip scratch her throat, before she’d resurface so she could play with my tip using her tongue.

“Don’t stop,” I said, and my body shuddered every time she pumped my cock with her lips.

She moved solely to the tip now and began to suck it with short focused movements of her lips, meanwhile she pumped my rod with her hand. I was squirming like mad now, moaning louder with every passing second. My legs nearly clamped shut in a moment of euphoria and I felt Louise pull her head back. My cock shuddered one final time, and I spewed my hot load all over her. I came on her face, getting my hot cum all over her lips, her chin, a bit over the collar of her button-down shirt, and some even on her hair. I couldn’t stop shooting my load, so I drenched her in my juice.

“I take it you’ll be joining us from Monday then Raymond?” She said, between wiping the cum off of her chin.

I couldn’t quite form a coherent reply, so I settled for a nod and a smile, as the final drops of cum oozed out of my cock in front of this lady, who was now my boss.


Chapter Three

I went home with an offer letter for the job and more bags of women’s clothing and makeup than I could reliably carry at once. It took me around four trips from my car to my apartment to get everything transported. The instructions were clear, try to dress up and perfect my look before I joined the office on Monday. Louise had said that my job would be centered around their newest line of makeup that was so good that it could convincingly disguise a biological male as a woman.

The clothes in the bags had apparently been chosen by Louise herself. When exactly had she made these decisions in the small amount of time we’d spent together? I didn’t know and didn’t ask. I opened the bags one by one and checked out what she’d given me, a few pieces of clothing struck me as odd but it was a good haul all things considered. She’d given me a pair of white overalls that went very well with a blue top that was with it. The entire outfit looked even cuter with the white sneakers that I found in one of the other bags. Strangely enough, nearly everything fit perfectly, even though I’d never given them my size: well they were a fashion company, after all, they probably had a good eye for these things. “You won’t be wearing casual clothing too often on the job,” Louise had said. “You’ll mostly be meeting with potential investors for the new lines so you’ll have to put on party dresses or gowns, the kind of things you’d find women wearing in corporate events or galas.” Which is why most of the bags were filled with formal party wear and cocktail dresses.

I’d also have to shave my entire body –  obviously –  to realistically pull off the female look. So before going any further, I took a razor and went to work. As more and more hair came off my legs, I could see that my legs started to look increasingly like a woman's. There wasn’t a lot of muscle on my body anyway and the very slight plumpness to my legs and thighs meant that I had more feminine legs than many of the women that I’d dated in my life. This wasn’t a proud thought at the moment, and it made me blush more than a little even in the privacy of my own home.

I had another moment of doubt when I opened the bag with the fake silicone tits that Louise had packed away for me, and the only thing that made me go through with it was the amazing blowjob I’d gotten from Louise that morning, and perhaps the thought of the fat paycheck I’d be collected at the end of the month. “These are usually worn by women who are about to get breast implants, so they can better decide what size they want. But they’ll work fine for our purposes too,” she had said. I gingerly lifted out the fake tits out from the bags and let them jiggle in front of me. All things considered, it felt pretty real. The texture on the thing was very nice, and even the nipples felt like a real woman’s. Despite myself, I felt myself giving the breast a quick squeeze.

A few minutes later I was in front of the mirror again, struggling to put on a lacy black bra that was in one of the bags. It took more than a couple of tries before I finally settled for putting it on backward and then spinning it around before putting the straps over my shoulders. Bra secured in place, I slipped in a pair of D-cup tits underneath. I could tell immediately that they were a bit too big, and made me look extra busty. My small stature and otherwise skinny body wasn’t a good complement to these huge tits and would make me stand out like a sore thumb.

I abandoned the D-cups in favor of the more moderately sized B-cups that looked far better on me. I even did a little hop which made them jiggle like a real woman’s tits would. I put on a pair of matching panties, performing the same procedure that Louise had taught me in the morning to adjust my balls and cock, before I slipped into one of the cocktail dresses that I liked from the pile. “Heels are important,” Louise had told. “They help to perk up your butt.” which had made me blush at the time, but I could see now that she was right. So I stepped into a pair of black heels, which made my butt perk up just right. The wig was a little tricky, I picked one with jet black hair that I myself like to see on women, but putting it on correctly was difficult. It took a few tries before I was satisfied with how it looked but the extra effort was well worth it.  The hair helped to cover parts of my face which made me harder to recognize, and I felt like a different person when I looked at myself in the mirror.

Now with my body hair shaved away, with the fake tits, wig, and heels I cut quite the figure. Makeup was next, and although Louise had hooked me up with an arsenal of her finest products, I had little skill in putting it on. Stumbling my way through youtube tutorials I started applying bits and pieces of the makeup, messing up numerous times before I got any one thing right. I was in the middle of putting on some blush when the clock caught my eye –  and it was nearly 3 AM. I’d been sitting here dolling myself up for the better part of six hours. I hadn’t even gotten up to eat dinner. I’d always been annoyed by the fact that it took women so long to get ready for anything, but I could finally understand it now. There was just so much detail that went into dressing up for women. And with such a wide variety of choices, it was easy to become trigger shy and be hesitant. Women had any number of options for clothing, hair, and makeup. As a guy, I could do my hair maybe two ways? Probably not even that. But as a woman, I could do so much more. Just with this one wig, I could do braids, a ponytail, pigtails, a bun, a pair of buns, a french curl, or even just let it down. There were probably thousands of combinations I could try before I’d ever run out of ideas. That night I kept changing up my look, I’d find something new on the internet, try it out and then scrap it ten minutes later for an entirely new look.

Exhausted finally, I decided it was time to get undressed and take a shower before one of the bags caught my eye. In it was a red piece of lacy lingerie and a pair of fishnet stockings. I felt my heart beat faster as I lifted the pieces out of the bag and felt the fabric of the clothing in my fingertips. It was the smallest, most revealing thing out of everything I’d found in the bags, and I wanted to try it on. If only just to see how ridiculous it would look.

But it didn’t look ridiculous at all, it looked like it was made specifically to fit my body. This was the first time that night that I felt that I looked hot. The garter belt helped keep the stockings up and the lingerie hugged my body very tightly. I did a quick turn around and stopped when I found myself staring at my own ass, admiring the way it perked and curved.

I looked completely like a woman and a hot one at that. The only thing out of place was the slight bulge of my cock, but that too could be mistaken for a pussy mound for someone who didn’t know any better. If you’d taken a picture of me at this instant and showed it to me sometime in the past I’d probably rub one out to the image, my own image.

I turned back around to take another look at my ass and it was only then that I noticed the small hole in the back, designed obviously for anal penetration. A blush crept up to my face, overpowering the one I’d painted on using makeup and I felt my heart throb once more in my chest. What exactly was expected of me at the job? Louise had said that I’d help convince investors to buy into our newest line of makeup, but I thought I just had to doll up and look nice for them. Would I have to sexually service these men too? Would they grope and spank and fuck me before they decided if our company was worth the investment. The idea seemed insulting, but even so, I continued to stare. After a few seconds, I tried bending over, peering between my legs at the mirror, to see what it would look like if someone was about to take me from behind. The bulge looked like a camel toe, the curves of my body were even more pronounced when I was bending down like this, my hair spilled to either side of my arching back and it all looked so fucking hot.

Is this all it took? A good shave, a wig, a pair of fake breasts, and some makeup? I felt a cold dread in the pit of my stomach at the implications. Did I just naturally have a woman’s body? Or could any man reliably pass off as a woman with a little bit of dolling up? What really was the difference between a man and a woman except for the bits we sported between our legs?

I pulled out the tallest pair of heels that were in the bag, they were so thin that I had a hard time believing they’d support my weight. But they did. I did a quick round through my apartment, almost stumbling and wobbling, grabbing onto the furniture when I felt I might fall down. I walked like a baby taking their first steps, but God did I look pretty. Every time I came around to the mirror I couldn’t help but stare at myself, the curves of my ass, my long shapely legs, even the fake tits underneath that black lacy bra.

“Hey there,” I said to my own reflection in the mirror, and I was surprised to find out that I’d adopted a woman’s voice.

“Aren’t you looking sexy tonight,” and this time it was just barely a whisper. I reached up and slipped a hand over my fake tits, giving them a quick squeeze. “ You want to play baby?” I asked myself. I rand my hands all over my body and my lacy lingerie. It felt so good like I was exploring the body of the hottest woman in the world. Eventually, I let my hand wander down between my legs, over my bulge and I started to rub myself through the fabric of the underwear.

“You like that huh.”

My voice was sounding more feminine with every line I spoke and it was starting to become more natural now. I nervously bit my bottom lip, still staring into the eyes of my own reflection. Even my eyes seemed different: bigger, and rounder.

“What do you want, baby,” I asked myself as I continued to rub at my cock.

I rubbed my cock like I would a pussy, up and down and then in circular motions, pressing on where my clit would be. I took a step back and let myself fall into a chair, still facing the mirror. I lifted my knees and exposed my puckering asshole. I reached lower with my hand, past my pussy, and started massaging my tight asshole. I rubbed in circles around my hole and it seemed to respond to the stimulation as I felt it twitch for more.

“That feels so fucking good,” I said in my girl voice.

I kept staring into my own eyes, and I kept rubbing my asshole and I kept saying dirty things to myself. None of it feeling ridiculous or unnatural. My heart was racing and I was beyond horny. My cock had slipped out of the underwear at some point during all of this, but I didn’t mind. It was somehow still as sexy, if not sexier. Finally, I pushed the tip of my middle finger into my own butthole and gasped at how it felt.

I’d never put anything up my ass before but it felt so right, it felt so good. I let the finger sink in until it was more than halfway in there, before pulling it out and letting it sink in again. It felt very good, but it looked even better. The image in the mirror, of me all dolled up and fingering my own asshole was a sight that made me even harder. My cock throbbed and pulsated against my stomach as I plunged the finger in and out of my hole.

Unsatisfied with the girth and length of my finger, I made a trip to the kitchen to retrieve a cucumber I had in my fridge. Back in my room I took a condom from my drawer and slipped it on to the cucumber. I sucked on it for a while to get it lubricated, I’d heard that sort of thing was important before anal penetration. And then I let it wander down until it was right next to my asshole. I could tell immediately that it was far bigger than my finger, perhaps bigger than what my asshole could take. But I’d be damned if I was going to stop now.

My heart thumping, my asshole puckering, I took the vegetable with my hands and plunged it into myself. It hurt more than a little at first, but my hole adjusted as I played around with it a bit. Whenever I’d be close to losing heart, I’d look up at my own reflection and any such worries would wash away. I had such an incredibly hot body, of course, it deserved to get fucked up the ass. It wasn’t like I was doing it with another man, was it? This was just like masturbating to porn, only in this case I was the porn myself.

I let the cucumber sink deep, until about halfway down my ass before it started to become more bearable. Then I started to slide it in and out, causing my legs to tremble and my knees to buckle. At first, it was a sort of weird feeling, like I needed to use the potty, but after twenty or so penetrations I started feeling this little buzz throughout my body.

“Oh God,” I moaned as the buzzing intensified. “Right there,” I said to myself, still in my girl voice as I found the sweet spot in my asshole. Every time I hit that spot it made me moan, it made me quiver and it made me tremble. It felt like the best feeling in the world as I plunged that vegetable in and out of my ass hitting the G-Spot again and again.

“Don’t stop.”

Biting my lip again, I picked up the pace pumping myself with that cucumber. My quivering got more intense and I felt my legs shake and then go limp, all the while I moaned like a whore in church. I felt an intense current run through my body and I fell back into the chair before I felt something hot and sticky on my belly. Looking down I noticed a puddle of cum on myself, a bit still oozing out from my cock.

I’d made myself cum by fucking my ass with a cucumber.


Chapter Four

My instructions from Louise said to come to the office already dressed up on the first day, so I ended up getting out of bed a couple of hours earlier than I usually would for work. I picked out, what was in my mind, a professional-looking outfit for a businesswoman: A white button-down shirt, a grey skirt which hugged the curves of my hips quite nicely, and a fitting blazer to top it all off. I thought about going bare-legged but ultimately decided against it and slipped on a pair of pantyhose that fit snugly.

I did my hair up in a cute little ponytail and then got started on doing my makeup. I’d spent the last few days practicing different types of makeup looks that I’d gotten from Youtube tutorials and mish-mashed a few of them to get the desired look. I didn’t want to look too dolled up for my first day at the office so I chose to go for lighter shades and a more professional look, the makeup equipment that Louise had sent me home with were all top quality and gave much better results than most of the stuff that I saw people using online. I took a look at the clock when I’d finished my makeup and I was surprised to find that it had only been 40 minutes since I started. A few days ago dolling up like this would have taken me an hour and a half, but the practice I’d put in over the past couple of days was already paying off it seemed.
 

Seeing that I still had over an hour left before I would have to leave for the office I let my mind wander to the cucumber in my fridge, but I caught myself. Another ‘session’ like that would no-doubt ruin my dress and make me late for my first day –  not to mention that it was a very depressing thought to begin with. In only a matter of days, I’d gone from being completely straight to having thoughts about pleasuring myself with phallic objects at any given opportunity. I’d taken this job because it would pay very well, and the fact that I’d considered myself incorruptible by a little dressing up. But my illusions were being quickly dispelled now that I found myself feeling more and more like a woman: wanting to look like a woman, wanting to get fucked like a woman. I’d thought about chickening out a few times over the weekend, just as I was now. But every time I thought of the fat paycheck I’d get, and the fact that I’d most likely get to be with Louise as a result, I found myself warming up to the idea once again. In the end, I didn’t back out, but I didn’t fuck myself with a cucumber either. A solid compromise in my mind.

I reached the office much earlier than I had to and ended up sitting by the reception as I waited for some figure of authority to arrive. I was to report to Louise directly, but I couldn’t very well walk into her office unattended.

Employees started to trickle in one by one as starting time neared and I was relieved to see that no one paid me any special attention. This was only natural of course since not everyone knew each other in an operation of this size, you’d most likely only know the people working directly with you. It wasn’t long before the receptionist I’d met the day of the interview finally walked through the doors and when she looked at me, I felt my heart stop.

Did she recognize me? Did she know I was the same nervous-looking guy who’d walked in on Friday, fidgeting and shuffling while he asked for an interview? Would she judge me for being dressed up like this? A bead of sweat rolled down the side of my face and the first thing I thought about was if it would ruin my makeup.

The receptionist walked straight up to me and offered a wide smile. “ You must be Rayna,” she said. “ Ms.Louise told me to expect you.”

“Yes,” I said, smiling back and using my feminine voice out of instinct. “ That’s me. I’m Rayna.” I hadn’t even thought about it before I said the words out loud, but they somehow felt right.

The receptionist glanced at her watch and then looked back up at me. “Ms. Louise wants you to be at an investor meeting that starts in fifteen minutes. It’s going to be in conference room six on the 33rd floor, I’d suggest you get there ahead on time. Ms. Louise has a strong dislike for tardiness.”

Good, the receptionist hadn’t recognized me which meant that my ‘disguise’ was working. On the ride up the 33rd, there were a couple of young guys on the elevator with me and I caught them stealing glances at me when they thought I wasn’t looking. It was baffling how these two, probably straight, males found me attractive. But then was it? Not too long ago I’d serviced myself with a cucumber with only my own reflection serving as the stimulus. It made a lot of sense that guys would find me hot – since I was. Dressed like this, all dolled up, I was a woman, a very hot woman.

My mood improved further when I met Louise just outside of the conference room, and she looked every bit as pretty as she did the last time I saw her.

“You’re almost late,” she said, tapping the watch on her wrist and then looking directly at me.

“No such thing as almost late,” I said, and immediately regretted it when she raised a quizzical eyebrow at me. This woman was still my boss and one of the richest people in this country. I had no business joking around with her, even if she had sucked me off a few days ago. Thankfully enough, she didn’t seem to take offense.

“You look very presentable,” she said. “ And I like the voice, it doesn’t sound forced at all.”


“Thank you very much Ms.Louise,” I replied, assuming the appropriate role of an obedient underling once more and she seemed to like it since her smile broadened when I said it. 

“These are very important investors Rayna,” She said. “And you will treat them with the utmost respect. Be mindful of any requests they make and don’t let me down. Now follow me,” with that she led me into the conference room where several sharply dressed men were already waiting for us. As we entered the room I saw each of them check both of us out, top to bottom. One in particular, a rather tall and handsome fellow in a jet-black suit, let his gaze linger on me as I walked over the table.

Although I was very nervous throughout, nothing too terribly exciting happened during the meeting. It was mostly Louise discussing finances, projected revenue, and market strategy with the man in the jet-black suit, who looked like he was in charge of the other party.

Throughout the meeting, I could see the lead investor eyeing me up and down. He would start by looking at my face and then his gaze would travel down to my breasts, where it would linger before it trailed further down I felt his eyes bore into me and that was the first time in my life that I truly understood what the phrase ‘undressing someone with your eyes’ meant. Even a blind man could see that the man fancied me, found me very hot. Me, a biological male. What would happen if he found out that I was a man underneath all this makeup and pomp? He would probably beat me black and blue for tricking him. But I paid these thoughts no heed, and even undid a few buttons from my shirt, revealing my silica cleavage for the man to feast his eyes on. I couldn’t even think of being with a man sexually, but there was a certain thrill in riling someone up with your looks, to get them hard and wanting you. Even if the thing they wanted didn’t really exist. 
 

We took a break halfway through the meeting, and I made a quick run to the toilet because of all the water I’d sipped sitting on that table. As I was washing my hands after having relieved myself I heard the door open behind me. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the man in the black suit enter the bathroom. Louise had told me that all of the toilets at FASHEON ™ were unisex so I didn’t take much notice, besides it wasn’t like I was a woman either. I did, however, take notice when he walked up directly behind me and grabbed a fistful of my ass.

I yelped and shot up straight as his fingertips bored into the soft flesh of my tush over the fabric of my skirt. He used his other hands to rub my hip very carefully and I had no choice but to pull away, leaving him confused.

“I think you have the wrong idea mister,” I said, still using my girl voice. “I’m not that kind of girl.”

“Oh I know exactly what kind of girl you are,” he let the words drip, to enforce a point that I understood immediately. He knew I wasn’t really a woman? But he still wanted to have sex with me? I felt sick. That made it even worse, the fact that he wanted to be with me because I was a guy dressed up as a woman. I could never picture myself with a guy, so I looked at him with disgust and started to walk out of the toilet.

“Shame about the deal,” he said, and I stopped dead in my tracks. “ Some real money to be made here and you’re willing to throw it all away for your boss.”

Was he really willing to call off the deal if I didn’t have sex with him right now? With how much money was at stake, it was absurd to fathom how anyone could throw it all away over sex. But these were filthy rich millionaires, who threw away money on the littlest whims.

‘Don’t let me down.’ Louise's words ringed in my mind and I realized I couldn’t. I couldn’t let Louise down so I walked over slowly to him and sank to my knees, as he reached for his belt.

The idea of being with a man was alien to me, it wasn’t something I thought I’d ever do. But here I was, on my knees, with a cock in front of me, a cock ready to be stroked and ready to be sucked.

There was a lot of hair. He had hairy balls, a hairy pelvis, and hairy legs. But I’d be lying if I said that he didn’t have an absolutely massive cock. Further hesitation was pointless, so I reached for his cock with trembling hands and slipped my finger around the shaft. It was already warm and throbbing before I got a chance to do anything. This was the effect just my appearance had on men, the idea made my heart skip a beat. I wasn’t sure how to get about it so I began to gently pump his cock, pulling back his foreskin and exposing the red, throbbing tip of his cock.

My god was he big.

“Lick it,” he whispered and I felt a fresh wave of disgust wash over me.

I bit my lip and looked up at him. If I denied him now, the deal would fall through and Louise would be very disappointed. I couldn’t let that happen. I couldn’t disappoint Louise, so I pushed out my tongue and I gently licked the bulging tip of his cock. I had imagined it tasting weird, but it wasn’t so bad, mostly tasteless –  just warmth and throbbing. Even so, my heart pounded loudly in my chest as I licked him.

His cock grew again, growing so thick that I couldn’t even wrap my fingers all the way around it –  I’d always had small feminine hands. I licked his tip and stroked his cock and it responded with pulsating throbs.

“Spit on it, baby,” he whispered, eyes shut in ecstasy. I complied, spitting on the tip and using my hands to spread it down the length of his rod. He moaned gently as I felt footsteps approach the door of the toilet and then grow distant once more as someone walked past. What if someone had walked in right now? What if they’d seen me sucking on a man’s cock in the toilet? But as it stood, whoever it was, walked away oblivious of what was happening just beyond the door.

His fingers found their way into my hair, and he nestled one hand in the strands and held onto my ponytail with the other as I continued to draw circles on his tip with my tongue, sensing every throbbing vein in his with my tensed fingers. Somehow, someway he continued to get harder and thicker.

I clenched my fist around his cock and started to pump him hard, his legs tensing and shuddering in response.

“Just like that babe,” his voice was lower than a whisper now, the kind of voice that spoke of sin in the darkest hours of the night.

I took a deep breath and stuck his cock into my warm wet mouth –  as far as I could fit him, anyway, which wasn’t too much since he had impressive length to match his girth. He shuddered once more and I felt his pre-cum ooze onto my tongue. He took my head into his strong hands and pushed himself deeper down my maw, as he began to thrust and face-fuck me. He pushed himself so far into me that I almost gagged and felt saliva run down my cheeks, making my cheeks burn red all the while.

But damn, did it feel good.

It was amazing to think that I was capable of getting someone this excited, this horny to fuck me. He knew I wasn’t a woman, but I looked hot enough that he didn’t care, and that made me feel a special sort of way.

I could feel him hardening, even more, his throbbing getting more intense as he started to groan. I felt as though he was about to come. Come right there in my mouth, but he pulled his cock out of my mouth and said, “Turn around. Quickly.”

My head was spinning. I didn’t want to let him fuck me up the ass, but then I knew this would happen when I walked over to him didn’t I? And there was some deeply repressed part of me that wanted to experience it. So I followed his command and turned around.

He pulled me into one of the stalls right behind us and used his hands to feel me up: between my legs, around my thighs, and especially on my tush. He bent me over and hiked up my skirt, he didn’t even bother struggling with the pantyhose and tore them open around my ass. He pulled my panties to the side and slapped his cock right between my butt cheeks. His cock was already wet from my saliva so it slipped between quite easily, making a wet slapping sound as he prepared to mount me.

I didn’t try to stop him, I didn’t even want to. So I just closed my eyes as he started pushing it in, stretching me open and letting it sink deep into me. Instinctively, I clenched my hole and he slapped my rump in response.

“Just relax,” He said. “That’ll make it easier.”

It felt much stranger than the cucumber I’d used at home, the flesh of a man’s penis inside my asshole. It felt much better too. I was as hard as him as soon as he had that cock in my ass, even if I wasn’t as big. As he started thrusting into me, his pelvis slapped against my ass cheeks on every pump. He reached around, grabbed hold of my fully-hard cock, and started beating me off.

“You like that, you little whore?” he whispered right next to my ear and I felt the heat of his breath on my neck, making me even harder.

“Yes,” I moaned, and I started moving my ass to the rhythm of his thrusts. He took the fingers of his other hand and slipped them into my mouth, sort of hooking me like a fish, and I couldn’t resist. I sucked on his strong, manly fingers as he pumped my hole with his monster-cock.

“Faster,” I moaned, and he picked up the pace.

I moaned and trembled even harder as he ravaged my hole deeper and deeper. I felt a powerful shudder pass through my body, a warmth making my legs quiver beneath me. I’d have collapsed had I not been leaning on the cubicle door for support. The warm sensation passed through my entire body in pulsating waves of pleasure and eventually coalesced in my crotch, where it grew more intense causing me to shoot the biggest load I’d ever shot. Hot cum splattered against the cubicle door and then the bathroom floor underneath me.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered into his hand and felt myself go limp in his embrace.

“You’re gonna make me come,” he moaned in my ear and I couldn’t wait. He grunted loudly with a thrust and blasted his cum deep inside of me. His fingers digging into the flesh of my thighs. He thrust one final time –  deeper now –  and I could feel the warm cum flooding my insides, running down my legs and splattering on the floor as he pulled out of me and fell onto the toilet seat, leaving me to collapse to the floor in a puddle of cum.


Chapter Five

I skipped the rest of the meeting and instead hung out in one of the break rooms, not allowing myself to think. I sat there for close to an hour, staring at the cup of coffee in my hands before it finally started to dawn on me. This had gone too far. I had agreed to dress up as a woman for the sweet salary they were giving me, and perhaps also for a chance to be with Louise, but I’d slipped too far too quickly.

I’d already accepted anally pleasuring myself during masturbation, and now I’d sucked a man’s cock, and I’d even let him fuck me up the ass. All of this was bad of course, but what was worse was the fact that I had started enjoying myself too much. I’d loved it when the investor had facefucked me with his dick, I’d loved it even more when he bared my tush and pumped me raw up my asshole. If I was enjoying myself this much right now, where would I be in a month? A year? The money was nice and Louise was gorgeous, but I couldn’t spend the rest of my life dressed as a woman, servicing men. No matter how good it felt.

My mind made up, I calmed my nerves and set off for Louise’s. The meeting would be over by now, and she’d be in her office. I’d walk right up to her and let her know that I was quitting, that I couldn’t keep doing this.

I stopped at the door of her office and gave it a knock –  there was no reply. So I knocked again and was greeted once more by silence. Reluctantly, I slipped open the door and peered inside. She wasn’t there. The office was empty, but the connecting doorway to her suite was open. The same suite she’d taken me to only a few days ago when I’d been so excited at the prospects of this job.

I passed the suite and thought about knocking on the dressing room door, but I decided against it. I was quitting anyway, her privacy be damned. I took the doorknob and twisted it slightly, before pushing the door open. She jumped at the sound of the door opening and her hands shot to her bare crotch instinctively.

She was standing there, in front of the mirror, doing up her makeup. She’d removed her skirt and her panties as she did this, standing there only in her shirt –  obviously not expecting any company, especially not me. I’d fantasized about seeing her naked since the moment I laid eyes on her, and I’d fantasized about all the things I’d do when I got her in a state of undress. But as it stood, I could do nothing but stare with a slack-jawed expression.

‘Louise’, if that was really her name. His name. Was standing there with a dick dangling between his legs.

“What,” was all I could muster.

“I can explain, Rayna,” he said.

“Don’t call me that,” I screamed, finally deciding on an emotion: Anger. “I quit. Don’t ever call me again.”

And I stormed out of there.

She called for me to stop once or twice, but she couldn’t run after me in her state of nakedness, and I had no intention of waiting for her to dress up. I took the elevator down, stepped out of the office, and went straight home.

I took off all the clothes, washed off all the makeup, and threw myself in bed. I lay there for hours feeling hurt, betrayed, and worse still.

Louise had manipulated me. She’d made me feel attracted to men, and to herself. She’d made a fool out of me and was probably up in her high office, laughing it up with the man who’d fucked me this morning. Why would she do such a thing? Why would anyone?

I tried to forget it, wipe it out of my mind. Tried to not think about it. But my mind kept going back to that moment in the dressing room where I’d caught her.

Had my eyes lingered a bit too long on the thing between her legs? Had I liked it? The idea made my heart beat faster and I tried to banish it from my mind, only for the image to come back stronger, in even more vivid detail. Why would I be attracted to Louise now, now that I knew he was a biological male?

But I’d enjoyed having sex with the investor too, enjoyed it a lot in fact. Was I gay? I’d never thought of myself that way, I’d always found women attractive. But my mind kept going back to Louise, standing there naked, a cock dangling between her legs.

And even as I tried to deny it, my erection betrayed me.

I did enjoy dressing up as a woman, and I did enjoy being with both men and women. There was nothing to do but to follow my heart.

I got up slowly and took another shower –  lying in bed under the covers had gotten me a little sweaty. I took the finest lotion Louise had given me and rubbed it all over my body. I put on my wig and did my makeup. I put on a pair of black lacy panties, slipped on my fake tits, and got into a red, strapless dress. It had a slit down one side where it exposed my smooth leg and the barest hint of lace from my panties.

I didn’t know why I was doing it –  I didn’t even have anywhere to go. But I did it nonetheless. And God, did it feel good. As soon as I looked at myself in the mirror, I started getting hard. The bulge of my vertically adjusted penis showing through my tight dress.

I rubbed on it, and I felt myself getting harder. A sweet moan escaped my lips, and I would have gone further if I hadn’t heard the groan of the door opening behind me.

Instantly, a cold fear crept up my spine. A home invader, here to rob me – or worse. I turned my head slowly and saw her standing in the doorway –  Louise, dolled up and in a cocktail dress herself.

“How did you get in?” I asked flatly.

“I knocked,” she said, and she sounded every bit like the woman I knew she wasn’t. “But you didn’t answer. The door was unlocked, so I just let myself in. Much like you did this morning.”

“You –  how –  how did you know where I live?” I said, anger flaring up once more. “ Have you been stalking me? What sort of sick game are you playing at Louise?”

“Easy now, Rayna,” she said. “ You gave me the address yourself when you signed that joining form we gave you. Not everything is a conspiracy against you.”

I tried to say something, but I couldn’t form the words in my mind, too intimidated by Louise’s presence. So I stood there for a few seconds, hands turned to fists at my side, fuming, before she broke the silence.

“Do you need help with that,” she asked, pointing down at my crotch, where my bulge was still visible. I felt my hands relax in response, and I bit my lip in reply. This was enough for her.

She stepped forward and slipped her hands onto my stomach and then slid them down onto my bulging erection.

“You’re big,” she said softly and rubbed her hand up and down my shaft over the fabric of the dress.

Using her other hand, she reached up and cupped one of my breasts, giving it a good squeeze. The tits were fake, I knew this, but I could still feel the touch somehow. She continued to rub my bulge and I let a little giggle slip out. “You’ll make me ruin the dress,” I said.

“We’ll get you a thousand more dresses,” she said as she hiked the skirt of my dress up and took my cock into her bare hands. She started to stroke it gently. “ Does that feel good?”

“Yes,” I whispered, between long deep breaths.

I stared deep into her sparkling blue eyes and she stared into mine. She was beautiful, every inch of her face was perfect. It didn’t matter if she had a dick or not, Louise was a woman, and she was the most gorgeous woman I’d ever seen in my life. I leaned forward and kissed her and she kissed back, slipping me a bit of tongue, which made me even harder. I was so hard that it was starting to hurt, like my cock would explode from getting too big.

“You look really hot in that dress,” she said to me.

“You’re one to talk. You’re a total smoke show.”

She pumped my cock and every time she reached the tip with her fingers, I felt like I would explode right there and then.

“You like this, don’t you?” she whispered.

“Yes,” I said, trying to manage my breathing. “I like it very much.”

“Good,” she said and sank down to her knees. She moved her hands to the base of my shaft and sunk my cock into her invitingly wet mouth.

She started to suck, and my legs trembled in response.

“Just like that,” I whispered, throwing my head back in ecstasy as she ran a hand along the inside of my long, smooth leg. She got the entirety of my length down her maw as I let my fingers slip into her hair, playing with the strands and massaging her scalp. I looked down to see her looking up at me as she sucked, her wide glowing eyes making me ever weaker in the knees. She let my cock slip out from the wet embrace of her mouth, a bit of precum leaking onto her chin in the process.

“Your turn,” she said and she fell onto her elbows, pulled up her skirt, and revealed her red panties. I sank down between her open legs and ran a hand over her red bulge. She was big, clearly bigger than me and she was throbbing, getting even bigger.

She smelled so good.

I kissed her on the inside of her thigh before I slipped out her cock from the panties. I could hardly wait to take it into my mouth, to suck on it, to make her quiver and squirm.

She raised her hips gently off the floor when I first plunged her rod into my mouth, and she began to thrust herself into me. I didn’t stop her, my nose colliding with her pelvis once or twice. I nearly gagged on the first few pumps, but I got the hang of it quickly, and then she began to thrust in earnest.

She fucked my face for what seemed like an eternity –  a euphoric, joyful eternity–  and when at last, I couldn’t take it anymore and had to spit her out to catch my breath, she motioned me towards herself with her index finger.

“Come here,” she said and I didn’t have it in me to resist those dancing eyes.

I crawled on top of her and we kissed once more, the taste of our own cocks on each other lips. Without provocation, I started to grind my tush on her already hard, wet rod.

She reached around, grabbed a hold of it and pointed it at my twitching asshole, and then I sat down on it, letting it burrow deep into my insides.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

It felt so good, better than the cucumber, better than the investor’s dick, better than anything I’d ever felt before. It was hot, it was pulsating and I could even feel the foreskin pulling back. I felt it go deeper and deeper, parts of me that had never been explored awakening to new possibilities. It felt so right, so real and it only got better when she rolled me onto my back, pinning my arms at my sides.

I was no longer the one in control.

She started to pump my asshole with her cock and she managed to find my sweet spot almost immediately, without a single spoken word from me or any probing. Within a matter of seconds, I was reduced to a squirming, moaning mess. My eyes glued to her jiggling tits.

“You like that, huh,” she asked.

“Yes,” I managed between moans. “Harder, please. Oh, God!”

“Beg for it, slut.”

“Harder –  Oh please fuck me harder!” I moaned.

Her thrusts became faster and harder, and ever more intense. The strange buzzing in my body returned with a renewed intensity. Her hips moved to an almost melodic rhythm and I could do naught but squirm and moan.

“I’ll come all over the dress,” I managed to squeak.

“Come all over yourself, babe. Fuck the dress.” She said between pumps, and I swear I could feel the tip of her cock all the way near my stomach. In a matter of seconds, the buzzing intensified near my cock again and I came.

I felt my body shudder and I saw hot cum blast out from my cock, all over my own body. She watched it with a glint in her eyes, lips parted in anticipation. I splattered it all over myself: My face, my chest, my neck, my abdomen, all over my body.

“You’re quite the little slut aren’t you,” she said, fingering a bit of the cum off of my face.

“Just like you,” I said.

She only smiled in response, and I watched her face turn the deepest shade of red I’d ever seen. She bit her lower lip, and trembled, her entire body straining and shuddering. I felt something hot filling my insides as she grunted.

She was coming.

She let out a little moan after and fell sideways, ending up at my side, breath heavy as her cum dribbled out of my satisfied butthole.

Neither of us said a word for about a minute, the only sounds in the room from our heavy breathing, before she finally spoke up.

“See you at the office tomorrow?” she asked.

“I’ll be there at 8:30.”

The end


Feminized by my professor


Synopsis:

Callen really needs to change his F in gender studies if he wants to enjoy all the plans he has for summer, but his hot professor isn't having any of it. He begs and pleads until she finally gives in: Under the condition that he dresses up as a girl for her.

What starts off as a weird extra-credit exam takes Callen down a path of self discovery and many pleasures, not the least of which is the Long and Hard secret inside Professor Natalia's panties.


Chapter One

I rehearsed what I was gonna say one last time in my head and knocked on Professor Natalia’s office door. There was a brief pause before I heard a voice from inside.

“Come in,” she said.

I walked in and saw her seated by the window overlooking the central courtyards of the university, the light from the midday sun filtering through the glass and illuminating the thick golden locks of hair falling to either side of her face. She had a book in her hand and sat cross-legged, the plumpness of her thighs made even more apparent underneath the tight-fitting pencil skirt she had on. I had to force myself to look away from those legs, lest I let my eyes linger there too long and make matters worse for myself.

“I’ve been expecting you, Callen,” she said, eyebrow raised and a trace of a smile on her lips. “You’re here to talk about your grade, right?”

Of course, I was here to talk about my grade: She’d given me an F. I hadn’t even gotten a failing mark, but she’d given me an F anyway. Now I don’t like to brag or anything, but I’d never failed a class in my life. I hadn’t gotten a failing grade in school, in my first three years of college and not even in any of the advanced courses I’d taken. But this woman had given me an F in gender studies of all courses? On the eve of the most important summer of my life no less.

I had it all planned out. A couple of my closest friends, backpacking through Europe picking up chicks, it was the dream vacation. But she’d ruined everything with this grade. I’d have to hang back, retake the class during summer, or else I wouldn’t graduate in time. I should never have picked this class, to begin with, but there was no point thinking about that now, I had just one option remaining: to somehow convince professor Natalia to change my grade.

“Why did I get an F professor?” I asked. “Was it a mistake? Since I easily had passing marks. Could I please get an explanation for my grade?” The best way to negotiate was to start off strong, begin with the expectation of retribution, push the onus onto her.

“You’re right,” she said, that annoyingly gorgeous smile still on her face. “You did well enough on all the tests and assignments to warrant a passing grade, but you didn’t meet the learning outcomes of the course. And as a responsible professor, it is my duty to hold back a student that hasn’t learned anything substantial from my class.”

Here it was. The real reason she’d given me an F: she just didn’t like me very much. All throughout the semester, I’d butted heads with her on any number of issues. Whenever there was a debate in class about the status of women in society I’d be the first one talking, debating hotly that men and women had always had different, yet clearly described roles in society and that it was in our best interests to stick to them. People called it backward thinking at first but I always had sound arguments, and I wasn’t some old sexist man who was only saying these things to maintain the status quo. I genuinely believed in these things and by the end of the semester I’d swayed many of the guys and even some of the girls to agree with my side. That couldn’t have been fun to watch for a professor of gender studies. She couldn’t very well fail me for my arguments and how effective they were, could she?

But there was the other issue as well, which I feared played a prominent part in this situation.

The matter of my womanizing. I’d always been good with girls and I had hooked up with a dozen or so just this semester. I knew what to say to a woman to get her to put out and although it didn’t always work, I tried enough times that the resulting volume of success was rather large. I’d even hooked up with a couple of professors at the college, and I’d even tried to work my charms on Ms.Natalia but she had quickly shut that down. She was of the opinion that I treated women like objects, used for sex, and then discarded without a second thought, and she’d made no secret of her thoughts on this matter, routinely bringing it up during our heated debates.

“I know what you think of me, Professor Natalia,” I said. “But you can’t let your personal dislike for me affect my grade. That’s against school policy.”

“I don’t dislike you, Callen,” she said. “And frankly, I’m a little hurt that you think so lowly of me. I would never let my personal like or dislike for a student have an effect on their grade. The reason you didn’t pass was that I don’t think you learned what the course was supposed to teach you. And it is as much my fault as it is yours, probably more.”

“My exam marks prove that I have learned what the course was about, how can you argue otherwise?” I was getting flustered now, but I didn’t want to let it show.

“You’re constantly demeaning women,” she said. “ You objectify them, use them, and then promptly discard them. You even tried to proposition me, your professor, for goodness sake. How can I give you a passing grade in Gender Studies of all things when you behave like this. I’m sorry but the grade stands.”

I felt my ire rise at how casually she’d dismissed me but she had all the power here. “I’ll report you to the school,” I said. “ They won’t stand for your bias against me, they’ll probably even discipline you for targeting me specifically.” my voice was getting a little high-pitched now and I blushed a little at the thought of sounding like a woman.

“You are free to do so,” she said calmly. “But I doubt the school rules against me, I have sound reasons for doing what I did and they’re likely to stand behind me. And even if you do somehow manage to get a ruling in your favor, it’ll come in a month’s time minimum by which point your summer will already be wasted. Not to mention that you won’t be able to register for summer classes if they rule against you and then you won’t be able to graduate on time.”


Fury suddenly subsided in favor of disappointment. She was right. It was a lose, lose situation for me. My summer would be wasted anyway if I filed a complaint since I’d have to stay near campus and attend hearings for the entire next month and I’d fuck up the entire timeline for my degree if they ruled against me. Natalia had me in the palm of her hand, and she knew it too. 

“Please prof,” I pleaded. “You can’t do this to me, I have big plans for the summer. There must be some way.”

She appeared to go into thought for a few seconds, tapping a finger on her cheek for effect before she spoke up. “There is one way,” she said.

“What is it?” I asked, hopeful for any chance.

“You’ll have to take a practical exam over the coming weekend,” she said. “ And if you pass, I’ll change your grade.”


“I’ll do it,” I said without a moment’s pause. 

“You haven’t even heard what it is,” she said.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said. “I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” she asked, with a suggestive raise of her eyebrow.

“Yes, anything. Just tell me what I have to do.”

“Nothing too complicated,” she said, a large grin on her face now. “You’ll just have to spend a few days as a woman.”


Chapter Two

I drove my car down the peaceful streets of the suburb where Professor Natalia’s house was supposed to be and asked myself if I was really about to go through with this. Obviously, it was appalling that she’d even asked me, a student of hers, to do something like this: To dress up as a woman for the sake of a grade. Surely something like this was considered sexual harassment and would be grounds for her termination but I didn’t have the luxury of time. The only option I had was to go through with this stupid idea unless I was willing to waste my summer attending honor council meetings at the university.

Another reason her request had irked me especially was the fact that I’d always been told that I had feminine features, much to my chagrin. Before college, I’d been made fun of a fair bit for being smaller than most of the other guys and even though I was always good at getting girls, it would be untruthful to say that their words hadn’t hurt. Once or twice, I’d even been catcalled from behind when walking down a street and every time I’d been too embarrassed to turn around and show the catcaller that I wasn’t a woman.

I just had a woman’s figure it seemed.

I’d heard of late bloomers and I had kept hoping that I’d be one of those until my twenty-first birthday came along and I still had nearly no body hair or facial hair. At that point, I gave up hopes of ever achieving traditionally masculine traits that every young man covets. It wasn’t too bad, after all, since I could still get in with the women and I did very well in all the other facets of my life. All in all, I was leading a rather successful life, both academically and socially. But it did sting whenever someone mistook me for a young girl.

I had my suspicions that Natalia had picked me for exactly this reason, for my feminine traits but I wasn’t in a position to challenge her now so I pulled up to her driveway and knocked on her front door.

I checked my watch and it was still five minutes to eight. She’d told me to meet her at her house at 8, but I’d been anxious and left mine earlier than I had to.

She answered the door looking sexy as ever and I had to force myself to not ogle at her. With that pesky university dress code out of the way, she stood in the doorway wearing knee-high black stockings to match the cute little black short shorts she had on. “You’re early,” she said with a smile. “All the better, we have a lot of work to get done. Come on in.”

I reluctantly stepped into her house, feeling even more nervous now. I had to keep reminding myself that it was all for the sake of the grade, all for the sake of the summer in Europe but my heart beat faster with every step I took inside. Looking around I saw stacks of clothes laid out on her couch, and a large pile of shoes on the floor next to it. There was also a rather large box resting on the floor, which appeared to be full of makeup.

“I’m not going to force you to do anything Callen,” she said. “ It’s just that I genuinely believe that this will help you better understand the course material for my class, but if you don’t wanna do it and keep your grade, be my guest. You can even report me to the university administration if you want, I won’t complain.”

I felt a chill run down my spine. “I’ll do it,” I said. She knew I didn’t have any options left but she wanted to appear magnanimous now and I could do nothing but let her.

“Alright, strip down,” she said.

“Here?” I asked, suddenly feeling naked, even though I still had my clothes on.

“I need to see what we’re dealing with here. And we need to start from the ground up. So yes, strip down right here.”

I stood there, frozen still, not sure what I should do next. For a brief moment, I considered leaving. The grade wasn’t worth this, was it? But the alternatives were so much worse. This class could possibly stop me from graduating on time and I didn’t want that. Besides, I’d always fantasized about getting naked in front of Professor Natalia, even if this wasn’t exactly how it went in my head. There was no big harm in it. So I took off my shirt followed by my pants.

“Socks and boxers too,” she said.

The cold tingle in my spine was back. She wanted me to be completely nude? What purpose would that serve? Why couldn’t I just dress up as a woman in my boxers? Surely no one would take off my clothes to inspect my underwear, and if they did, me having boxers would be the last thing we should worry about. “Really?” I asked.

“Yes, really Callen. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And if we want to get any work done tonight, you’d better take those off quickly,” she said.

Now don’t get me wrong, I generally love my body and don’t mind showing it to someone I’m being intimate with, but this felt different. Natalia was my Professor and she wouldn’t be having sex with me but she’d still see me naked, the exchange seemed very one-sided. I would always be left wondering, whenever I would pass by her on campus if she remembered my naked body, my cock hanging shyly between my legs.

“C’mon, Callen,” she said. “We haven’t got all night.”

I thought of the grade, I thought of my trip to Europe, and then I bent over, slipped off my boxers, and took off my socks. I used my hands to cover my cock as I straightened up a little.

“Stand straighter,” she said, as she walked around me, eyeing me up and down. I had to comply. She held my arm in her hand and moved it to my side, revealing my cock to her eager eyes.

“You’ve got a pretty big dick,” she said. “ That won’t be very easy to hide.”

Without warning, she reached down and grabbed it in one hand. Her grip was warm and soft. My heart raced again as she fidgeted with my cock, trying to somehow adjust it between my legs. “Well, we’ll see what we can do about that,” she said. Unfortunately, all that grabbing had gotten me rather hard, and she obviously noticed.

“What’s this now, Callen?” She said.

“Sorry.” I used my hands to cover my cock again, which was getting harder by the second. Not my fault really, what straight male wouldn’t get hard with such a beautiful woman handling his package?

She looked into my eyes and I could see the beginnings of a grin on her face. “I’m still your teacher Callen,” she said.

The smile just made it that much worse. Did she have any idea of how sexy she was? The way her plump thighs showed between her shorts and her stockings? How the denim of her tight black shorts hugged the curves of her ass? All I wanted to do at that moment was to pull down her shorts, her panties and then fuck her senseless. I would probably do that at the expense of my grade if the opportunity arose.

I was fully erect now, after letting these indecent thoughts run through my mind. She moved my hands out of the way again and my cock sprung free from its temporary prison.

“You’ll need to learn to control these urges if you are to become a proper woman,” she said, running the tips of her fingers over my shaft playfully. ‘It won’t be very hard when you’re not fondling my cock’ I wanted to say, but I kept the thought to myself.

“Let yourself relax,” she said. “Let tension in your shoulders melt away.”

I must have stood there for a good forty minutes, buck naked, as she circled me, adjusting my posture every now and then. “You need better posture if you’re going to be a convincing woman,” she said. She’d give me a hard spank on the ass every time she caught me slouching or if I widened my legs too much. Ms.Natalia was a perfectionist it seemed like, and she wanted her new project to be perfect.

“Wait here,” she said as she disappeared into a nearby room.

I thought about leaving again once she was out of sight, but I’d come so far. And the most embarrassing parts seemed to be behind me, so I continued to stand there, trying to commit all of Natalia’s tips about posture to memory.

She appeared again with a pair of breasts –  not real ones, of course. It was a pair of fake silicone tits, although they looked and felt very real.

“Put these on,” she said.

They weren’t very easy to get on since the material wasn’t very stretchy and I had to struggle a few times before I got inside of them. And once I had them on, they weren’t very comfortable, at least in the beginning. The seam around the neck was hidden by a black choker that was built into the fake tits, but the seams around my shoulders weren’t camouflaged very well. “You can hide those using your bra straps,” Natalia told me before she picked out a couple of bras for me to choose from.

I picked one that had black lace on it, to match the choker on the fake tits and Natalia helped me get it on. She put it on backward on my belly and taught me to clip it up before she spun it around and raised it to my tits.

“You should always have matching panties,” she said, but I couldn’t see why that mattered. It wasn’t like anyone was ever gonna see my panties, or my bra for that matter. But I let her do it. She obviously seemed very invested in this activity and if it ended with me getting an A, why should I complain?

She handed me a pair of black, lacy panties that matched my bra perfectly and I slipped them on. My cock and balls kept spilling to either side of the tiny panties and I couldn’t adjust it well enough on my own. So Natalia came to my aid once more, reaching down and grabbing my cock in one hand. She fiddled with my rod a little, tucking it firmly between my legs.

“This will give you a reason to keep your thighs close together,” she said with a wink. And just like that, I was rock hard again.

Once again, my dick sprung out the side of my panties and I saw Natalia rolling her eyes at me. “Is this going to go on for the rest of the night, Callen?”

“I can’t help it,” I said, feeling a sensation of warmth creep up to my cheeks.

“Well we have to do something about it,” she said, with another roll of her eyes.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Without warning, she reached down and grabbed my erect cock firmly in her hand, and just like that she started to stroke my cock.

“You can’t get any work done when you’re this horny. We’ll continue after you’ve come,” she said, so matter of factly that I was left dumbstruck.

I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. I was getting a handjob from Professor Natalia, the hottest teacher at the university, and she seemed to know her way around a cock. She worked my rod with big long strokes and just the right amount of force. I looked over at the mirror to my side and I was rewarded by a strangely erotic sight. My professor stood behind me, taller by a few inches than me as she jerked me off with long intense strokes –  all this made stranger still by the fact that I had on some perky tits, and the sexiest pair of women’s underwear I’d ever laid eyes on.

Soon, my legs began to tremble and I felt my body quiver with euphoria. I felt the pleasure building up around my crotch and I inhaled a sharp mouthful of air.

“I’m going to come,” I whispered.

She covered my tip with the palm of her free hand as I started to orgasm.

“Can’t have you ruining my new furniture,” she giggled.

I came into the palm of her hand, and she slowed the tempo of her strokes as I started coming. She tightened her grip on my cock, squeezing every last bit of cum out of my tip as I shuddered under her control.

“Let’s get back to work now, okay?” She said, walking over to wash her hands in the kitchen sink. I was still reeling from the orgasm.

Grade be damned, this handjob was worth all the humiliation she had in store for me.


Chapter Three

We tried different combinations of bras and panties before moving onto more complex matters like dresses, skirts, stockings, tights and so much more. There was a mountain of information to memorize –  how to correctly match patterns and colors and shapes, what was the appropriate length for socks and skirts in an outfit. I was at my wit’s end by the time we got to shoes when I was painfully made aware of how hard it was to walk in heels.

“What pair of shoes would go well with that?” she asked me, as I got into a dark blue cocktail dress.

I looked at the options available. “Maybe these ones,” I said, and bent over to retrieve a pair of navy blue heels from their box.

She gave me a hard slap across my tush, making me wince. “Blue heels don’t go well with a blue dress,” she said. “You don’t wear shoes in the same color as your dress unless it's white or black. And maybe red sometimes, in the correct circumstances.”

This was all so hard, so many things to keep a track of. It seemed nearly impossible to correctly learn everything right away, and I hardly saw the need since I only had to dress up as a woman for a couple of nights, in the relative safety of Professor Natalia’s house.

“Maybe you should just pick out the outfits for me,” I suggested. There was no point in me learning all these things for just a couple of days worth of dressing up.

“You don’t get it, do you?” she said, shaking her head. “You need to have the correct mindset if you want to get a passing grade. You need to know how a woman selects an outfit.”

Only then did it finally hit me. She wasn’t just trying to get me to physically dress like a woman, she was trying to get me to think like one too. She was trying to make me feel like a woman, to be in a woman’s mindset, presumably to teach me some lesson. I had a suspicion she would find some way to link this back to my womanizing, somehow make a lesson out of it. But as it stood, it was working perfectly.

I was already mulling over what top and bottom would make a good combination, already thinking about which pair of shoes would match well with my dress. She’d made me very conscious of how I stood: my posture, where my butt should be, how my shoulders should be positioned, how straight my back should be, and where my hands should go. Little by little, she was conditioning me to behave like a woman.

And it was scary.

She led me to a mirror and told me to wait there, before disappearing into one of the rooms again. I took the chance to look at my reflection and I wasn’t shocked when I saw how good I actually looked. The blue dress fit my body perfectly, hugging the curves of my hips and my ass in all the right places. I liked how the fabric felt around my thighs and did a little spin to take a better look right before Natalia reentered the room.

She came back with a blonde wig in one hand, which immediately seemed perfect for me –  or rather, this girl version of me. It fit tightly, and it complemented the round shape of my face very well, making me look more like a real woman. After it was on, she showed me a few ways I could style my hair depending on the situation.

“For events in the evening, depending on what you’re wearing, you’ll most likely want to curl your hair,” she said. “During the daytime, You can likely get away with doing a loose bun or a ponytail.”

“How’s this?” I asked, splitting my hair to the sides in two small pigtails that I’d seen on some french actress a long time ago.

“That’s really cute,” Natalia said.

“Maybe I’ll try it with the red top,” I said, holding up the tight, red blouse next to my torso.

“Oh yes, that IS cute,” she had a bright smile on her face now.

I changed into my outfit and posed in front of the mirror again. I looked nice. I looked very nice. And we still had to do the makeup. Natalia ordered a pizza and we got to work on the makeup.

She showed me carefully how to put on eye shadow, concealer, mascara, blush, eyeliner, lipstick, and much more. She showed me a couple of different styles in which makeup was traditionally done. I especially loved the way I looked with tonnes of eye shadow on, the smallest hint of blush and a light shade of lipstick. I looked like some sort of top model or film star.

When I took a step back and said, “How does this look?” I realized that I wasn’t even speaking in my regular voice anymore. Somewhere along this journey of looking and thinking like a woman, I’d adopted a feminine voice, much softer, and several semitones higher than my own voice.

I was loving the way everything looked and felt on me. The clothes hugged me in all the right parts of my body and were loose around other areas for stylistic purposes. I loved the feel of the soft fabrics, and I was strangely comforted by the feeling of my tight panties holding down my cock. I had taken the lead now and was digging through Natalia’s makeup without waiting for her to hand me things, wanting to try on different supplies and styles. I found a set of nail polishes. “I just love these red ones,” I said.

“Try putting it on,” she said, and we must have spent the next 30 minutes sitting on her couch, painting our nails.

When the pizza man came, she asked me to receive the order. I panicked a little thinking that he’d be able to tell I wasn’t really a woman, but he didn’t suspect a thing. I even noticed his eyes drift to my chest for a few seconds. I knew the eyes he saw me with –  I had the same eyes whenever Professor Natalia came to the university in a tight skirt or a low-cut top. This pizza guy had the hots for me –  which showcased how successful my disguise was.

I was a woman. A very hot one at that.

I went home giddily that night, taking with me a bunch of stuff from Natalia to try on different looks at home, which I did. The very next night, even though I wasn’t slated to meet Natalia, I got dolled up and took a cab downtown, adopting the persona of ‘Callie’ for the night. I walked on the narrow sidewalks of the inner city, trying to perfect my heel stride (which is much harder than it looks). Every now and then I’d catch a guy staring at my ass, which was weirder since that was all-natural, just a little perk-up thanks to the heels.

I sauntered into a bar and it only took about five minutes before a guy bought me a drink. He settled down next to me and started chatting me up. About half an hour later I got up to use the toilet and another man tried his chance with me, asking me if he could get me a drink. Was this how much attention women usually got at bars? Or was this just because I was hotter than the other girls here, both thoughts were sobering.

When I returned from the toilet, the man from the bar let his hand slide onto my thigh within minutes, rubbing and feeling my legs through the fabric of my dress, drawing ever closer to the cock nestled between my legs. I had to cut it short and leave before he got too close, lest my secret be revealed. I didn’t want to imagine what a stud like that would do if he found out this woman he was trying to fuck had a cock hidden away in her panties.

Not satisfied yet, I went to another, more upscale, bar which was only a few blocks over.

All of this felt crazy: Dressing up as a girl, going to bars, and chatting up hot looking men. Making them want me, even if the thing they wanted didn’t really exist. There was a strange pleasure to be had from riling up horny men it seemed.

I was an instant hit in the new bar as well, and the man who sat next to me offering to buy me a drink seemed somehow familiar, although I couldn’t quite say why. He had on a jet black blazer and a button-down shirt underneath, and I could tell he’d put on just the perfect amount of cologne before leaving for the night.

“I love the fabric of your dress,” he said, holding the hem of my short dress between his fingers, and I didn’t feel the slightest need to stop him. There was some innate charm to this man –  something that made him irresistible to me, a particular glow I couldn’t pin down. I’d never wanted to grab a guy’s arms and feel his muscles before, but I did tonight and God, did they feel good. I didn’t let him get anywhere near my groin area but we did end up touching and feeling a lot.

I left for the toilet again and when I came back I stumbled a little and fell into the waiting embrace of the man in the black blazer. His body felt hard –  like muscles chiseled out of stone. He wrapped his arms all the way around me to cushion my fall, and it felt like the most comforting and secure embrace ever. I felt the bulge of his cock through his pants as it pressed into my abdomen.

“Sorry,” was all I managed to say.

“It’s no trouble, really,” he said, loosening his grip on me. As his hands came off my back he grabbed a fistful of my ass, fingers biting deep into the fabric of my dress and indenting my skin. I couldn’t help but wince a little.

I should have been outraged, but I wasn’t. I should have felt violated, but I felt liberated. The fact that this handsome hunk had felt so attracted to me that he’d ended up copping a feel of my ass made me feel giddy. It was strangely arousing.

My heart raced and my cheeks felt warm with blood. I wanted to drag him back to the bathroom and pull his trousers down. I wanted to get on my knees and suck him off, make him quiver. Make him come all over me.

But I didn’t. I chatted him up for another half an hour, letting him feel up my backside all the while, and then I walked out of there, took a cab, and went home. I lay awake in bed for a long time, mulling over the dangers of what I was doing. I had to force myself to repress the feelings that had surfaced today and had to convince myself that I was still a guy, a straight guy who liked women and not men. But the more I tried, the more I realized how good it had felt when he’d felt up my ass the first time. How secure I’d felt in his strong embrace. How amazing it’d felt when I’d been pressed up against him, his bulge burrowing into me.

Needless to say, I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night.


Chapter Four

Natalia e-mailed me over the weekend to meet her at the last college basketball game for our team. Only, she failed to mention until the night before the game that I had to come all dolled up. I panicked at first –  obviously –  since there would be tonnes of people who knew the real me at the game and I was scared of getting found out. But the night out at the bar had made me confident in my disguise. A number of men had come very close to me, even groped me, but they hadn’t found out my true identity as a man. For all intents and purposes, Callie and Callen were two completely different people: one was a rather effeminate boy and the other was a smoking hot woman.

Dolling up didn’t take as long now that I had some practice under my belt. I shaved my legs smooth ( there was barely any hair anyway) and slipped on a short, white skirt the type female golfers wear. I slipped on my fake tits, put on a cute pink bra, and matching panties. For the blouse, I picked a tight blue one, that accentuated my hips and breasts.  For hair, I decided to go for a simple ponytail that went well with the minimalistic makeup I had on today.

I stood in front of the mirror, now all dolled up. And I cut quite the figure.

My long shapely legs glistened in the afterglow of the lotion I’d used on them, my inner thighs showing just the tiniest bit of suppleness where they were visible under the skirt. And even though I’d chosen sneakers in favor of heels today, my tush still looked very perky.

I met Natalia by her car in the parking lot and she was more than a little surprised to see me.

“You’ve gotten much better Callen,” she said, smiling. “I love the outfit. And your posture is perfect too.”


“Callie,” I said, correcting her and then blushing immediately after. Why had I felt the need to correct her here, when it was just the two of us? Had I become more Callie than Callen over these past few days? This was dangerous territory. 

But she only giggled in response. “You might get that grade you wanted after all.”

Fucking hell. I’d forgotten all about the grade. I’d forgotten all about the reason I’d started doing this thing in the first place. I felt another rush of warmth creep up to my face.

We went to get some coffee before the game started and a couple of guys at the on-campus coffee shop offered to pay for us. Natalia had to decline on account of being a Professor at the university, but I was under no such obligation and so treated myself to a free mochaccino. On the way out a guy held the door open to me, and I felt his eyes glued to my backside as I exited the shop. I was just now realizing all the perks of being a woman, all the good and generous things people did for pretty girls.

This realization was short-lived, however, when a guy pinched me on the soft flesh of my ass as he passed by me. I gasped, standing up straighter, a hand darting to cover my mouth. Color rising to my cheeks. Natalia only looked at me with a ‘Lesson taught’ expression. Dozens of guys stared at my ass as we walked to the gym, a few of those catcalling me, which I tried my best to ignore, even if I was secretly flattered, and one who tried reaching for my ass which I shut down by slapping his hand away.

Men continued to ogle at me with lustful eyes as we took our seats in the gym, waiting for the game to start.

“This is the stage for your final test, Callie,” Natalia said, remembering to use the correct name this time.

“How do you mean?” I asked.

“See that guy over there,” she said, pointing at the captain of the visiting team.

“Yes.”

“You need to seduce him at halftime.” I felt a chill creep up my spine.

“What does that even mean,” I asked, incredulous. What did seducing this man entail? What would I have to do with him? I’d gotten men riled up at the bar the other day, but it hadn’t gone much farther than that. What did Natalia want me to do here? Kiss the guy? Suck him off? It all seemed terrifying to think about. What if he found out that I wasn’t really a woman? He’d beat me black and blue and leave me with at least a few broken bones –  and that was if he felt generous.

“I’m sure you’ll figure it out,” was all she said in response, and then the game started.

My heart beat loudly for the entire first half. I considered leaving, the grade could get fucked, the risks were too high here. I tried pleading with Natalia to change her request to something else, but she was having none of it. So when half-time rolled around, and our team was down 38-52, I walked down from our seats, stepped up to the tunnels for the opposing players, and waited for the visiting team captain. I told myself I was doing it for the grade, but I knew deep down that this was some repressed, perverted part of my mind taking control and I couldn’t do anything to stop it.

He probably wouldn’t even fall for it, being in the middle of such an important game and all. He’d maybe look at me once and pass right through, no second thoughts. But I was wrong. He only took one look at me, yes, but in that one look, I felt his eyes undress me.

No avoiding it then.

I walked up to him, holding him by his hand and separating him from his teammates.

“I really liked how you played out there,” I whispered in his ear using the most sultry voice I could manage. He smelled raw, like sweat and brine and I felt myself wanting him.

“Pretty girl like you watches basketball?” He said as I ran my hands over the well-defined muscles in his arms. His presence felt so big like I was dwarfed by a larger than life being.

“I wasn’t watching the basketball,” I said. “Just you.” His grin widened.

“Maybe you can show me around after the game?” he said, but that was a little too late for my purposes.

“Why not right now?” I bit my tongue, took a long, deep breath, and then I kissed him. I needed the grade I told myself, even though I knew this was no longer about that. His tongue felt warm and tasted salty. I pressed in hungrily, his stubble scratching my face. Locked in our kiss, I reached down and started fondling his big, hard cock through his shorts. The sweat doing nothing but turning me on even more.

I felt him growing harder and harder, his dick pulsing and throbbing in my grip.

“Someone will see,” he said, so I pulled him into a supply closet right behind us. I’d chosen this position for the exact reason.

I looked down and caught a glimpse of his cock rising up, pushing through the crotch of his sweat-soaked shorts. I had my tongue halfway down his mouth, and he had a hand firmly massaging my tit. I couldn’t afford to get carried away. My fake-tits were securely strapped in but he had strong big hands, and with a firm enough tug, he might take the whole thing off.

I sank to my knees, pulled down his shorts and underwear, and unleashed his large, throbbing member. As it sprung free I froze for a moment, shocked by how big it was –  almost too big. I had never touched another man’s bare cock before, and I was having doubts it would fit inside of my mouth. I was suddenly very scared. What if he wanted more than just a blowjob? What had I gotten myself into; stuck inside this tiny supply closet with a man twice my size who thought I was a woman.

“Don’t stop, babe,” he said, putting a hand on the back of my head, right around the base of my ponytail. Gently, he pulled me toward his hot, throbbing dick and I knew I was out of both options and time.

I took the rod into my hand, letting my fingers wrap around his length. It was very warm. I could feel the blood running through the veins.

“Just like that,” he said as I began to pump him with gentle strokes. I pulled his foreskin back and watched as his red, bulging tip revealed itself. It felt a heavy log in my hand, I had to strain to keep it upright with how big it was.

“Suck on it baby,” he said, and he pushed me even closer as he let his fingers dig into my hair.

I opened my mouth as wide as I could and closed my eyes as his tip neared my lips. I felt the heat of his cock before it made contact with my skin, but when it did, it stretched my lips, pressed down on my tongue, and ravaged a path towards the back of my throat. I almost gagged, heart racing. I could hardly believe it –  I had this hunk’s massive cock in my mouth. I was about to give this college basketball player, probably the same age as me, a blow job during halftime at one of his games.

I began to bob my head, pumping his rod with my hand, my other hand on his rock-hard abs, stopping him from pushing himself even deeper into me. The last thing I wanted was to choke to death on this giant dick dressed like a woman.

He moaned softly, letting his fingers run through my hair. It felt exactly like I’d imagined it would a couple of days ago at the bar. There was a strange satisfaction in all of this –  the way his rod fit perfectly in my mouth, the way my fingers curled around his girth, even the odd blissful feeling of his fingertips tracing a path through my hair.

He grabbed onto my ponytail and started to face-fuck me right there and then: His entire length plunging deep into my mouth, tip scratching the back of my throat before he would relent and pull out, only to repeat the entire process again. In only a few seconds, he had ravaged my mouth, and I was lost for breath, saliva dribbling down my chin from moments I’d almost gagged. I thought he might be close to cumming, but he suddenly pulled me up and reached under my skirt, pulling my panties down in one fluid motion.

I swear I felt my heart stop beating right there and then.

The only thing keeping my cock from being visible now was my very short skirt.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, as he let himself lean back on the ground, positioning me on top of him. He tried to bring me down onto his dick, but I resisted, stopping just short of letting my balls come in contact with his cock.

“Wait,” I pleaded, too confused and too nervous to do anything else.

“What’s wrong, babe?” he asked, looking up at me with hungry eyes.

He was about to find out that I didn’t have a pussy for him to fuck, so I offered the only alternative I had –  my asshole. Lucky for me, he was far too horny to get undressed himself, too horny even to flip my skirt and expose me for the fraud that I was. He wanted to fuck right now. I used my hand to reach down and grab his cock from between his thighs and point it directly at my asshole. I knew it would hurt, seeing how big he was but at least it was lubricated by my saliva.

Taking a deep breath, I pushed down on it and felt him penetrate me. I could feel my virgin butthole stretching open, I could feel every vein of his cock as it sank in deep. And boy did it hurt.

He grabbed my sides with his hands and pulled me down, deeper into him. I knew I had to act fast, and I did: reaching beneath my skirt and grabbing my cock and balls to stop them from coming in contact with his belly. I pretended to rub my clit underneath my cock, and it helped that there was very little light in the room.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he whispered. I couldn’t tell if he genuinely didn’t realize he was fucking an asshole or if he was just too horny to care, either way, it worked out great for me.

Gently, I began to move my ass up and down, rising and falling on his dick. I could feel the protruding veins and ridges as they tickled the inside of my trembling anus, and it was starting to hurt less.

After a few deeper penetrations, the pain subsided completely and in a matter of seconds, I went from agony to ecstasy. It felt so good that I even started getting a hard-on. I kept it pressed firmly against my stomach, my free hand guarding the area in case he ventured too close. I needn’t have worried since both his hands were busy squeezing my tits.

“You feel so fucking good,” he said, as I bobbed up and down on his cock, my skirt rising up little by little.

I giggled in response and he somehow got even harder.

Finally, his hands began to venture downward, closer to my crotch but I quickly rose up, and let his dick slide out of my asshole. He was about to voice a complaint when I turned around and sat back down, mounting him reverse-cowgirl-style. He moaned softly as he reentered my body.

Safe from both his hands and his eyes, I released my cock from its prison, my balls falling between the gap in his legs. Then I continued to ride his cock.

After a few seconds, I could resist anymore, so I reached for my own cock and started beating myself off. I kept glancing over my shoulder to see if he could tell what I was doing, but between his moans and his grunts, he didn’t have the time to notice my activities. For the most part, his head was thrown back, eyes clouded by too much euphoria to notice anything amiss in this darkness.

“You’re gonna make me come.”

“Come inside me, babe,” I whispered back. “I want you to fill me with your cum,” I was pretty close to coming myself. The dominating sound in the room was that of my asscheeks slapping against his pelvis, as I continued to ride him.

“Oh, fuck,” he almost shouted. “Oh, God.”

And I felt him empty his hot load into my anus, filling up my tight little asshole almost instantly.

“Fuck,” I mumbled as my own cum began to spurt out of my cock, into the palm of my own hand. A little bit dribbled onto his leg, but he was too far gone to notice. Too lost in the euphoria of his own orgasm.

I got up and adjusted my cock and balls before he could notice, his cum dribbling out from between my asscheeks and down my legs. He ended up being late for the second half but his team still won comfortably. I didn’t care though, in fact, the only thing I cared about at that moment was how warm and satisfied my butthole felt.


Chapter Five

I skipped over to the bathrooms soon after in an attempt to clean myself up. There had been a lot of sweat and a lot of cum. And as I stood there washing my hands, watching my reflection in the mirror –  the reflection of a woman –  I realized that this had gone too far. I had only agreed to dress up as a girl for the grade at first, maybe even because of the blowjob Natalia had given me, but I’d gone too far too quickly.

I’d let men feel me up at the bar. I’d chatted them up and gotten them all hot and bothered for me. I’d sucked a man’s cock and I’d even let him fuck me in the ass now. And I’d enjoyed every bit of it. I’d loved it when the dapper men had run their hands over my thighs, on my tush. I’d loved the way the basketball captain’s stubble had felt when he kissed me. I’d been giddy when I was sucking his cock, and I could still feel the imprint of his dick on the inside of my asshole. If I’d managed to stray this far this quickly, where would I be in a few months? Galavanting around town as a woman rutting with every hot guy I saw?

I’d go find Natalia now –  she’d most likely be in her office –  and get it over with. Tell her to give me the grade and make it clear that I was done with all of this: The dressing up, the tests, and anything else she had in mind.

I made my way across campus to the building where her office was situated and all the way there guys stared at me, a few even cat-calling me. I climbed the stairs to her floor and opened her door without knocking, paying no heed to her need for privacy.

Natalia’s hands scrambled to cover her exposed crotch –  her pants were hung on the back of a chair some few feet away from her, it looked like she’d spilled some coffee on them. The reason her hands shot toward her crotch was obviously to hide her girl-parts –  only, she didn’t have any.

“What?” I could only barely form the word as I stood there with a slack-jawed expression. Natalia stood there covering up, what seemed like a rather large cock, between her legs.

“Wait,” she said. “ Let me explain.”

“Don’t bother,” I said and stormed out of there.

She called after me again but I didn’t stop and she didn’t give chase. I got into my car, drove straight home, washed off all the makeup, took off all the clothes, and threw myself in bed. Depressed, dejected, and defeated.

Why had she done it? Why had Natalia manipulated me? And most importantly, why had she lied about herself? Why did she go around pretending to be a woman in this day and age, where trans people were widely accepted and treated fairly in society. But the more I questioned it the more I understood. She went around like a woman because she felt like a woman. She could dress up and be more pretty than any woman I knew. Hell, I even knew the feeling myself. When I was ‘Callie’ I wasn’t a man pretending to be a woman. I was a woman, a very hot woman at that. And then my mind raced back to the moment I’d caught her, caught her with her pants down.

The smooth, shaven cock between her legs, her worried expression as she struggled to hide her shame. And I felt strangely attracted to her. Her full lips, the curve of her ass, her puppy dog eyes, her (probably implanted) tits, even the cock between her thighs. I was attracted to Natalia, which was further proven by the erection I’d popped.

And even as I’d tried all morning to deny it, I liked dressing up as a woman. No. I liked being a woman.

It took me another couple of hours to come to terms with all the new things that I had discovered about myself. I lay in bed thinking about how I would live my life from here onwards, whether I would split my time between being a guy or a girl, whether I would transition fully and become a woman by taking hormone pills. I stayed up into the long hours of the night, all these thoughts running in my head, before I finally fell asleep, exhausted from the events of the day.

I woke up feeling much better the next day and spent the day researching procedures to transition from male to female. By the time I looked up from my computer screen I realized that the sun had already gone down. A quick glance at the clock revealed that it was nearly eight PM.

Excited at what life had to offer me, I started getting dolled up. I shaved my body smooth, slipped into the skimpiest, tightest dress I owned, and put on some makeup, going for a cat-eye look that I found suited my face well. I put on my wig, did it up in curs, slipped on some stilettos, and took a cab into town.

I turned heads everywhere I went, men and even some women ogling this hot piece of ass sauntering down the sidewalk. I chose a club at random and was ushered inside ahead of the line, another perk of being a sexy girl.

Inside I took the dance floor and was an immediate hit. Guys were lining up to dance with me, some grabbing at my ass or grinding against it. Whenever I went to the bar a new guy bought me a drink and chatted me up, fancying his chances with me. But I didn’t want any of them, not after I spotted a familiar face at the end of the bar.

Natalia sat there, looking at me with a sheepish expression on her face.

I walked over.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “About tricking you. I didn’t want to. I just..”

I held a finger to her lips to shush her.

“You don’t have to say sorry,” I whispered and got her to her feet.

We danced on the dance floor for what seemed like hours, not a spoken word between us. After a while she got behind me, slipping her hands around my slim waist and pressing her groin up against my butt. I could feel her bulge through the dress and my asshole twitched in anticipation.

“Wanna get out of here,” she whispered in my ear, her breath hot upon my skin.

“Yes.”

And so we did. We took a cab back to her place and I couldn’t keep my hands to myself the entire cab ride back. Her breasts were real, not silicone slip-ons like mine, likely a result of hormone treatments. Her skin felt smooth to the touch, and her breath carried an intoxicating quality I couldn’t resist.

I could hardly keep in my pants as we got out of the cab, settled the fare, and made our way to her bedroom.


Chapter Six

I wrapped my arms around her, kissing her, slipping my hands over her satin-clad curves, and gathering up the hem of her dress, letting my fingers bite into the nubile flesh of her bare ass. I wanted her so bad. I wanted to feel her. To touch her. To make love to her. And judging by the bulge I felt pressing into me, she wanted me just as much.

I laid her down on the bed and climbed on top of her. She moaned softly and I kissed to silence her, she slipped me some tongue in return. We kept kissing and I felt her bulge grow larger and press against my pelvis. I rubbed my torso against it, making it larger and harder. I swung her legs up around me and started kissing them. I painted a trail of kisses from the inside of her thighs all the way to the naked flesh right next to her panties. And then I slipped her cock out.

It was hard, and it was bigger than mine. I sucked on it until it throbbed and pulsated in my mouth, Natalia’s entire body squirming with pleasure.

“Tongue fuck my ass,” she whispered, and I didn’t have to be told twice.

Using my right hand, I raised up her sack; and with the other, I pulled aside her panties. I used my tongue to dig into her asshole. Even her asshole smelled clean, like Lavender and vanilla. It was shaven smooth, so my tongue continued undisturbed. Within seconds she was a wet squirming mess, quivering nervously every time my tongue made a new inroad to her asshole.

Then she pulled me up and laid me gently on my back, as she went to work on my cock, which had already sprung out of its cotton prison. She hiked up the skirt of my dress and took my entire length into her mouth.

She knew how to give head, much better than I did and she had me thrashing in pleasure within seconds. She used her tongue to fiddle with my tip and her hands to pump the base of my rod, all the while bobbing her head up and down in expert, practiced motions. I was close to coming when she pulled out, flipped me over, and went to work on my asshole. And again, she had me beat.

She spread my cheeks with her fingers and entered my puckering asshole with her unusually long tongue. My dick pressed into the mattress underneath, she sloshed her tongue around my asshole until I couldn’t stay still: squirming and moaning at the alien feeling of a wet appendage inside my anus. Again she pulled out just when I was about to come and slowed down the tempo, laying on top of me and kissing me deeply.

We tasted each other’s assholes on our tongues as we continued to make out, our erections grinding into one another, a dribble of precum oozing out every now and then.

“Fuck my asshole,” she eventually said, and so I did.

She reached around and took a hold of my raging erection and pressed it up to her already lubricated hole. I took the lead and pushed in hard making her moan from pleasure, or perhaps pain. I slipped a hand over her tit –  It was a real tit, supple and pliant. With the fingers of my other hand, I hooked her mouth and she sucked on my fingers as I began to thrust.

My heart was beating faster than ever. I was fucking Professor Natalia, the woman that every boy on campus fantasized about. It wasn’t exactly like how I’d always imagined it being but this was somehow – even better. It felt better than any sexual experience I had ever had with women. And I didn’t care what anyone said.

I continued to pump her for a few minutes, making her grunt and moan before she stopped me.

“I wanna finish inside of you,” she whispered and positioned herself underneath me, pointing her dick at my twitching asshole. I lowered myself onto it and my heart fluttered as her cock finally entered me. Within just a few strokes, I was bouncing up and down on her shaft, moaning in pleasure.

She wasn’t as big as the basketball player, but her cock somehow felt so much better. At one point she thrust so hard that I had to clench the bedsheets in my hands to stop myself from screaming out and waking the neighbors. My ass cheeks pounded her pelvis and the sound somehow made me even harder.

She reached around and grabbed my dick in her hands.

“You like that you little slut,” she whispered into my ear.

“Y–  Yes,” I managed between moans.

“Then you’ll like this even more,” she said, as she started beating me off.

She put a hand over my mouth when I began to moan too loudly, a warm, fuzzy sensation of pleasure building up all around my body, emanating from my asshole. The warm sensation coursed through my entire body, making my skin tingle, before it focused in my cock and I nearly blacked out.

Natalia tightened her grip around my tip, and I shuddered as I shot a hot load all over myself. Painting my chest in streams of whiteness before going limp in her embrace.

“I’m coming,” she whispered and I felt her cock spasm deep inside me as she spewed a hot load on the inside of my anus. And I swear that was the most amazing thing I’d ever felt.

I fell over then, to my side, and we started kissing. I fell asleep right there, in her arms, as her cum dribbled out of my asshole, and it was the most peaceful sleep I’d ever gotten. I ended up getting the grade she promised me, but I didn’t take the Euro-trip anyway.

Instead, spending my summer wrapped up in the arms of Professor Natalia Reinhart.

The end


The Sissification of a married man


Synopsis:

Chris is a young married man leading a pretty boring life when everything changes. One night he's caught short in the car and has an embarrassing accident on the way to see his wife's friend Lyla. With no choice but to change into his wife's dirty gym clothes he arrives at Lyla's house in a rather compromising position.

Thus begins a night filled with thrills and new exciting sensations as something feminine awakens deep inside of Chris. All of this is made even more exciting by the fact that Lyla's hiding a secret between her legs.


Chapter One

I pulled up outside my wife’s gym and saw her already waiting for me by the curbside. I opened the door to try and step outside but she rushed forward and motioned for me to sit back down.

“No time to stop babe,” she said, closing my door and making her way over to the passenger side. I watched her open the door and get into the car and wondered for the thousandth time how I’d managed to land a woman like her. Blonde hair, blue eyes, an athletic body, and the finest butt I’d ever seen.

“The traffic’s been pretty bad all the way over here,” I said. “And I really need to go to the toilet before leaving.”

“I’m sorry Chris,” she said. “But we need to be at Lyla’s in twenty minutes. We don’t have the time to be stopping right now.”

Dinner at Lyla’s like every other weekend for these past few months. I just don’t know what my wife saw in that woman, she was always saying mean things to me, like pointing out how far out of my league Aubrey was or how I had a feminine figure. Aubrey considered these to be harmless jokes by one of her closest friends and although I always laughed it off, these remarks did sting.

“It’ll just take a second–” I began.

“Just please drive Chris!”

I could not win an argument against Aubrey to save my life, and whenever she gave me that stern look that she’d just given me, I backed down immediately since she wouldn’t be taking ‘no’ for an answer. Before long we were pulling back into traffic, with me praying desperately that there’d be no more delays.

Spotting a few stopped cars ahead I turned into a side street hoping to avoid the traffic jam, which earned me another disapproving look from my wife.

“This is the wrong way,” she said flatly.

“I know a shortcut, this will be quicker.”


“Hmm.” 

My heart sank as I rounded the bend and was forced to slam the brakes almost immediately.

“What the fuck?!” I snarled, as I watched yet more cars stopped in front of me. I looked around desperately as realization set in, I was in a much worse traffic jam now and still had no place to relieve myself.

“Stop squirming, Chris. You just have to wait a little longer.”

“I.. I’m trying. But I really need to go.” I said, fighting to keep my bladder from betraying me.

“We’re not that far now anyway, you’ll just have to be a little patient.”

“Why didn’t you let me go at the gym? Oh god, it's getting worse.”

“Whining about it won’t help baby, you just have to –  “

“I can’t wait,” I said, jamming both hands between my legs now. “ I’ll just have to get out here and go!”

“There’s nowhere to go here! And you can’t just get out and piss in front of all these cars Chris. Honestly, you act like such a child sometimes.”  She gave me that stern look again and all I could do was hold myself, hoping that I’d be able to make it all the way to Lyla’s home.

But I couldn’t.

Not fifteen seconds later, I lost the first spurt in my pants. Despite my best efforts, my sphincter muscles loosened and a hot burst of wee forced its way out of my dick. I felt it soak into my boxers and then my jeans. A soft whimper escaped my lips as I managed to temporarily stem the flow.

I squirmed in my seat teetering on the edge of utter humiliation. I looked at Aubrey one last time with pleading eyes as I lost control again, a fresh spurt escaping into my already wet boxers. I managed to stop this one too, but not for long. These small spurts soon turned into a raging stream and I felt the wetness bloom between my legs. I felt it soak into my underwear and spread between my clamped thighs. The hot liquid continued downward and wet my tush, before finally soaking into the seat fabric underneath me.

“Oh no… I’m –  I’m so sorry,” I mumbled, as tears welled up in my eyes.

Aubrey frowned, eyeing my face and then my lap. As the wetness spread across the top of my jeans her mouth dropped open with surprise.

“Did you just wee yourself?” she asked.

I only nodded in reply, feeling the pressure in my bladder subside as the last of my pee trickled out. I felt shame rising to my cheeks as I finally stopped peeing, realizing that I’d just wet myself like a small child in front of my wife.

“I can’t believe you just did that Chris,” she said, still sporting that slack-jawed expression. “What will I tell Lyla? For goodness sake, you’re too old to be doing this.”

There was a long pause after she said this, the only sounds in the car from droplets of my pee spilling over the side of the seat onto the floor of the car underneath. Aubrey kept looking at my lap with disgust and I did my best not to meet her eye. As the traffic finally started moving she spoke up.

“Just keep driving. Honestly, there’s nothing for you to even change into is there? You don’t have a spare change of clothes lying around in the car do you?”

I shook my head.

“Well, all I have are my dirty gym clothes. I suppose that’s much better than showing up in soiled pants. Pullover and get changed whenever you get the chance,” She said, facing the road once again.

I said nothing as we started moving again, growing more and more conscious of the wetness between my legs. Turning up at  Lyla’s house in either my own wet clothes or my wife’s sweaty gym clothes were both mortifying ideas. Finally, unable to hold my tongue any longer, I cleared my throat and spoke up.

“We need to turn around. We’ll go back home and I’ll get cleaned up.”


“No, you won’t.” She didn’t even bother looking at me. 

“I can’t put on your clothes Aubrey, try to understand.”

“If you can’t wear my clothes you’ll just have to walk into Lyla’s wearing your own pee soaked clothing. There’s a towel in my bag that you can dry yourself off with. We aren’t turning around, you’ll just have to get cleaned up at Lyla’s place.”

Again, there was no arguing with her.

I wondered for a second what she would do if I just turned the car around and headed back home, but I couldn’t work up the courage to actually go through with it. I’d like to say this was the only reason, the fact that I was scared of going against my wife, but there was something else. A feeling suddenly springing up from the dark recesses of my mind, a feeling of excitement at the idea of wearing my wife’s clothing. I drove on for a couple of miles, stopping a few streets before Lyla’s house in a discreet spot at the side of the road, and turned off my engine, waiting for Aubrey to give the command.

“Get out here,” she said. “Use this to dry yourself.” Aubrey grabbed her bag from the backseat and pulled a towel out from it, pushing it into my hands as I stepped out of the car, my jeans sagging under their wetness.

“I can’t take my clothes off here,” I said, eyeing my surroundings anxiously. It seemed like a quiet enough road, with no one else nearby. But I still couldn’t bring myself to bare it all in such a public place, even if the chances of someone seeing me were very thin.

“There’s nowhere else honey,” she said. “You’ll just have to do it here. Just take off your clothes and take the towel.”

I gave her one last wounded look before I began to strip. I peeled off my wet jeans and underwear and handed them to Aubrey, who grabbed them between two of her fingers, the fingers of her other hands pinching her nose at the acidic smell of my accident, a look of disgust painted across her face. These gestures only increasing my humiliation.

I was only going to remove my pants at first, but I soon realized that the bottom of my shirt had been soaked in pee as well and I had no choice but to take it off. I quickly dried my wet legs, tush, and back with the towel as Aubrey rummaged through the bag. She handed me one of her body sprays and I reluctantly covered myself in the feminine scent. Then she grabbed the towel from my hand, leaving me buck naked on the side of the road, my two hands the only cover afforded to my privates. With the towel, she tried her best to dry out the seat that I’d ruined. I continued to stand there, one hand covering my junk and the other hovering over my exposed buttocks, expecting to see a car approach at any second and seeing me in my sorry state of undress.

“Put these on.” She handed me something she’d just extracted from her bag.

I reached out and grabbed hold of it bringing it close to myself for inspection. They were her panties. Her dirty used panties from the bag. I looked up at her pleadingly once again, but one stern look and I knew there was no point arguing. Slowly, I bent over and stepped into the panties, the silk brushing my legs as it rode up to its destination. I felt a sharp tingle of excitement as the damp crotch of her panties came into contact with my limp cock.

I felt confused as she handed over her tight yoga pants, as I heard a distant voice at the back of my head tell me to get into them. Her scent was all over the pants and the panties. She must have worked extra hard at the gym today, filling her garments with the sweat of a well-done workout, and now it was my time to get into the same clothes.

As I pulled on her pants I could feel the stretchy material enveloping my legs, making me feel a slew of emotions that I’d never felt before. My heart beat a little faster as I tugged up the pants,  slipping my pert butt between the secure fabric. Next, she handed me the shirt, which was still visibly wet with her sweat, but it was still much better than my own shirt, which was wet with something much worse. I got to keep my own shoes on, getting back into the car with a growing sense of relief.

“I don’t know how we’ll explain you wearing my stuff to Lyla,” Aubrey said. “ But she used to work as a nanny before this, so I’m sure she’s used to things like this happening.”

I didn’t wanna think about that. Lyla was mean enough as is, now she’d have even more ammunition to make fun of me, but I said nothing. I tried to smile and ignore the strange feeling I felt swirling inside me, focusing near my crotch where I was beginning to get hard in my wife’s sweaty panties.

It was a warm, fuzzy sort of feeling. As though putting on my wife’s clothes had a strange, almost erotic effect on me. I knew it was all in my mind, but I still felt as though it was something deeper. I put the car in drive again and we set off for the final stretch to Lyla’s house, the tight-fitting feminine clothing giving me thrills all the rest of the way.


Chapter Two

We got to Lyla’s in about five more minutes, pulling into her driveway. I turned off the car, still unable to look my wife in the eye as I shifted in my seat, feeling my wife’s panties ride up between my crack. I stayed put as Aubrey got out of the car, hoping against hope that my erection would go away, but it didn’t.

“You need to get out, babe.” She bent over and knocked on my window, tapping her foot on the ground impatiently.

I knew there was no other option, so I stepped out of the car with downcast eyes. Aubrey led the way and I quietly scurried after her all the way to the door. I felt like apologizing once again, for my inability to hold it, but I was too embarrassed to form the words. She rang the doorbell and gave me another disappointed look, eyeing me top to down in her stained gym clothes.

“At least they fit,” she said, and I felt my cheeks glow red. “Lyla will probably have something else for you to wear. Don’t sulk.” The door swung open just as she said this.

“Sorry, we’re late Lyla. Chris had a bit of an accident on the way over, and we had to stop to clean up.”


“Accident?” 

Lyla was older than both me and my wife. In her mid-forties, she had a few inches on both of us, and a curvy figure to go along with it. She had a round face, blonde hair, and strikingly green eyes. Eyes that she now used to gaze at me from top to bottom.

“Are those your clothes Aubrey?”

“Sadly. He needed to change after the accident.”

“Well, at least he’s enjoying it.” Lyla giggled as she pointed down at my crotch.

Aubrey followed the pointing finger to my nether regions, gasping a little at what she saw. My skinny erection showing through the front of my wife’s yoga pants. I took a deep breath and felt my cheeks grow redder. There was no apt explanation for a moment such as this, but I still tried.

“This isn’t what it looks like!”

“It isn’t?” Aubrey said mockingly. “Because it looks like you’re getting turned on by wearing my clothes.”

“I-Its .. It’s just that.. I mean.. It’s not–  “

“ I think the two of you should come inside,” said Lyla as she held open the door and Aubrey walked in, voicing another sigh of disappointment. I followed after, feeling naked as the other woman’s eyes ogled my body.

“Your butt looks pretty cute in Aubrey’s trousers,” she giggled, intensifying my embarrassment even more. She followed after us as we all made our way to the kitchen, her eyes glued to my back the entire way there.

“What exactly happened?” She asked as soon as we were there.

Much to my embarrassment, Aubrey went on to explain in precise detail how I’d wet myself in the car whilst being stuck in traffic. Both of them kept staring at me with weird looks as my wife finished speaking. By the end of it, I found myself looking down at the floor, unable to meet their questioning eyes.

“Well, I suppose we ought to get you cleaned up and changed, right Chris?” Lyla let out another small giggle and I could only nod in response.

“I’ll get you something clean to change into.” And with this, she disappeared into one of the rooms leaving my wife and me alone in the kitchen.

“Did you see how she was talking to me,” I said to Aubrey “She’s always mean to me and you never notice it.”


“You should be thankful Chris, that she’s being so understanding about your little accident, and that she’s even getting you something to change into.” 

Lyla reappeared before I could voice another complaint, carrying a little pink bag under her arm. It looked like the sort of bag a nanny would have, filled with cleaning and changing supplies for their charges. Why would she need to bring it out now? My heart started beating a little faster.

“Why do you have that?” I asked.

“To clean you up silly, you can’t go the rest of the night smelling like pee can you?”

“I’m a grown man perfectly capable of cleaning myself Lyla. I’ll take a shower, you keep those supplies to yourself.” Even if I was in a compromising situation, she was going too far. She had no right to treat me like this.

“Is that so?” She crossed her arms over her breasts. “A grown man wouldn’t have wet themselves on the way over. And a grown man wouldn’t be hard inside his wife’s sweaty panties. Just get undressed so we can get this over with.”

I had my fists clenched by my sides now, and I could feel tears welling up in my eyes. “I won’t get undressed here, just hand me the clothes and I’ll go change in the bathroom.”

“You’ll do what I say. Or you’ll spend the rest of the night smelling like piss and trapped in your wife’s clothes. Just take off your clothes.”

I looked toward Aubrey for support, but she just shrugged. “You did pee yourself, Chris. And her house, her rules.”

I couldn’t believe this. My own wife was telling me to get undressed in front of this woman, so she could clean me up and change my clothes. I pinched myself to check if I was dreaming, but it was real. So very real. Realizing that I was out of options I sighed and started taking off my clothes.

I took the shirt off first followed by my the yoga-pants. Handing the clothes back to my wife before turning to face Lyla again, hands covering my erection raging underneath the panties.

“Those too.” Lyla pointed towards my wife’s still damp panties. I looked pleadingly at my wife once more, but she refused to offer any help.

With a rush of blood to my cheeks, I slowly pulled off the panties, revealing my full nude form to Lyla. She had a smirk on her face now, as she eyed me from head to toe, taking in every detail of my naked body.

“Lie down on this.” She pulled out a changing mat, the type you’d use to change a baby’s diaper, and laid it out on the ground.

Having lost the capacity to be surprised anymore, and wanting to get this entire thing over and behind me, I got down on my back and laid down on the mat. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see that my wife had a skeptical look on her face now, and I was convinced she would say something, but she didn’t.

She kept watching as Lyla sank to her knees, used her hands to move my arms covering the erection, and stifled another giggle before turning her attention to the bag by her side. She fished out a couple of wet wipes and refocused on my naked body. She used the wet wipes and gently started rubbing the insides of my legs from the knees up.

“You really peed a lot, didn’t you?” I felt my cheeks grow redder.

Replacing the first wet-wipe she moved upwards, to my inner thighs. She scrubbed them clean as well before she suddenly lifted my legs, exposing my entire tush to her.

“Hey!” I yelped, but she shushed me and continued uninterrupted.

She took yet another wet wipe and cleaned off my butt, giving it a quick squeeze when she was done. Satisfied, she bent over her bag again and pulled out a pair of pink french-cut panties.

“Stand up,” she said.

I did and looked to my wife once again. “ You’re just gonna stand there and watch?” My voice had taken a higher-pitched tone and sounded like a woman’s voice now.

“Well, maybe you’re going too far Lyla.” Not much in the way of a protest, but it was something. In fact, it was enough to get me elated. I wouldn’t have to go through with this if my wife was on the same page as me.

“Would you rather have him wear your sweaty clothes, Aubrey? This is the only thing I have that’ll fit him. It’ll be fine, trust me.”

And just like that, my heart sank again as my wife considered her words before nodding slowly.

“You’re right I suppose,” she said to Lyla with a sigh, before turning to face me. “ It’s better than wearing my dirty panties honey. And it's your own fault for wetting yourself in the first place.”

With an indignant pout, I grabbed the panties from Lyla’s outstretched hands and slipped them up to my legs, securing them over my crotch. They gave me a wedgie almost instantly, the thin fabric on the back sliding between my cheeks. I tried to fish it out causing Lyla to giggle again, making me blush even harder. These panties were smaller than my wife's, and tighter as well. My cock and balls trapped within this new cotton prison, I looked up at Lyla again.

She stood ready with a pink, pleated miniskirt in her hands.

She expected me to wear that? It looked barely short enough to cover up my panties. In fact, I was sure a great part of my ass would be visible under those. I couldn’t put such a skimpy, slutty skirt on. Could I?

I looked at Aubrey again who had an eyebrow raised quizzically at her friend.

“What?” Lyla said. “It’s the only thing I have. And it's not like anyone else will see him in it.” Once again my wife just sighed and shrugged her shoulders, giving the go-ahead.

It would look silly. Such a short skirt would obviously look ridiculous on a man’s body. I was convinced it would look absurd. But it didn’t. After I slipped it on and secured it around my waist, I glanced at the mirror on the far side of the room. I was rewarded by the strangely erotic reflection of a petite woman in french cut panties and a pink mini skirt. Even my naked upper body looked feminine, with my naturally curvy hips and my nipples fully erect in the cold.

My erection rose again.

It was for the best then, that my wife decided to excuse herself to the bathroom at that very moment. Perhaps too embarrassed by seeing her husband reduced to this state, or perhaps she simply needed to visit the loo. And although my newly hardened erection may have escaped my wife’s notice, it didn’t escape Lyla’s.

She looked at me with accusation in her eyes.

“I can’t help it,” I whimpered, still unable to meet her eyes. “It won’t go away.”

“You need help with it?”

I looked at her with a start, unsure if she was saying what I thought she was saying. “ I don’t think we should –”

She reached down and pushed her hand inside my panties taking hold of my penis before I could complete the sentence. My breath caught in my throat.

“Just relax,” she whispered. “It’ll be over before Aubrey’s back.” And just like that, she began to stroke my cock.

She worked my shaft with long strokes, her palm tightening whenever it reached the sensitive area near my tip, making me wince in pleasure. I looked at the mirror again and saw my own reflection dressed in panties and a skirt, getting a handjob by Lyla –  the sight making me even harder. She worked me with intense, practiced strokes making me quiver in her unyielding grip.

My heart beat loudly with the knowledge of how wrong this was. How my wife could walk out of the other room any minute and see me getting pleasured by one of her closest friends. How I was betraying my wife by accepting this handjob. But I didn’t care. In that moment, I only cared about the pleasure Lyla was giving me.

Less than a minute in, my legs began to quiver, my body trembling with euphoric bliss. I felt coils of magical pleasure coursing through my body, focusing near my crotch and I was forced to take a sharp breath. 


I peeked one last time to see if my wife had exited the bathroom before closing my eyes in bliss again. 

“Fuck. I’m going to come,” I whispered.

Once again Lyla was prepared. She grabbed a piece of tissue paper she’d removed from her bag earlier and covered the tip of my cock with it as I started to come.

“Can’t let you ruin my kitchen floor.” She giggled softly again.

I shuddered as I shot my load into the tissue in her hand, and she slowed her strokes when she felt me coming. She squeezed around my tip, extracting every last bit of my juice out of me. I went limp in her embrace as I finished cumming, eliciting another small laugh from Lyla.

My wife exited the bathroom less than a minute later, enough time for me to pull up my panties and throw on a blouse. Enough time for Lyla to dispose of the dirty tissue paper in her hand. Enough time for us to escape undetected. But I still felt strange.

There was the obvious guilt of having received a handjob from my wife’s friend, but there was something else too. When she’d finished me off, and I’d fallen back in Lyla’s arms, I could have sworn I felt something poking my butt from behind.


Chapter Three

Dinner was a little awkward, with me sitting there in a mini skirt as Lyla served us the pasta that she’d whipped up before we had arrived. She’d give me a sly look here and there and I’d feel my heart stop, fearing that my wife would somehow see and figure out what had happened. Lyla took the seat next to me and I’d feel her hand wandering down to my leg from time to time, making me even more nervous.

Things did become easier as my wife and Lyla fell into their regular conversational patterns, chatting away about the things that you’d expect women to chat about. Only this time, I found myself being strangely interested. Aubrey mentioned a new brand of makeup that had just launched in the US and I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel to put on, how it would make me look. I’d never had these strange feelings before and the only explanation was that it was because of the fact that I’d been forced into women’s clothes. This wouldn’t be permanent, I’d wake up tomorrow and all these strange erotic thoughts would be behind me. Wouldn’t they?

About halfway through dinner, I became the topic of conversation again, with Lyla commenting on how good I looked as a woman, forcing me to blush and look away again. I couldn’t meet either woman’s eyes as they made lighthearted jokes about my figure and how well it fit into what was obviously a skirt meant for a little girl. I had no idea why my wife was joining in on the action. Perhaps she was trying, in her own way, to make me feel less embarrassed about the whole situation. Try to take my mind off the fact that I had had a humiliatingly infantile accident on the way over here and was now wearing panties and a skirt, but it wasn’t working. If anything, it made me blush even harder.

I was ecstatic when dinner was over and it was time for us to go home. I couldn’t wait to get home, change into my own clothes, and get a good night’s sleep, all of today’s bizarreness behind me. Sadly, that wasn’t to be.

We walked out of the house and towards the car. I swung open the door and got into the still damp driver’s seat, the cold wetness on my cheeks reminding me once again of what had happened on the way over here, and tried the ignition. It didn’t work. I tried again and the engine made a little sputtering noise before fizzling out. On the next try, the engine didn’t make a sound at all.

“What's wrong?” Aubrey was annoyed again.

“I think it might be the battery,” I said, cursing the stupid car for breaking down today of all days.

“I told you to get it checked out last week Chris. But you never listen do you?” She had her arms crossed now and was giving me that familiar old look. The entire situation was made worse by the fact that I didn’t know the first thing about cars. My mechanic did all the repairs for my car and I’d have to call him here to get it fixed. I took a quick look at my phone to check the time and see if his workshop would still be open, before realizing the more important issue. If he came here right now, he’d see me dressed up in the skirt. He’d even see the wet stain I’d left on the seat of my car. There was no way I could let that happen. Almost as if on cue, Lyla jumped to my aid.

“You guys can spend the night if you like,” she said. “ I have a spare room for you guys, and I know a guy that can come over and take a look at your car in the morning.”

This wouldn’t be ideal. Spending the night in the care of this woman who’d dressed me up as a woman and given me a handjob behind my wife’s back. But it was better than the alternative.

I turned to look at Aubrey with a sheepish look on my face. After all, any decision would have to go through her. She stood there and considered it for a moment, glancing in Lyla’s direction before making up her mind.

“Fine. We’ll spend the night.”

I’ll be honest, I had mixed feelings about this. Even though I’d avoid the humiliation of having to meet someone while being dressed up like this, I would still have to spend the entire night here, with no telling what else Lyla had in store for me. And I wouldn’t admit it at the time, but I was just a little bit excited at the prospect.

Just like she said, the guest room was ready and waiting for us when we went back into the house. I didn’t feel up to asking for a change of clothes to sleep in, fearing what Lyla would force me into this time, so I hopped into bed in my panties and skirt. At Least they were comfortable. Needless to say, I didn’t get a lot of attention from my wife that night and she was out cold in a matter of minutes.

Sleep didn’t come so easily to me.

I stayed up into the long hours of the night, replaying the events of the previous day in my head over and over. It had been a pretty normal day before the ‘accident’ in the car and the humiliation that followed. Part of me wanted to erase this day from my memory, forget it ever happened and move on. But there was another part, a part that couldn’t shake the memory of how I’d felt when Lyla had taken control. When she’d grabbed me from behind and jerked me off, all while I’d been in a tiny skirt. And whenever my mind wandered back to this memory, I’d think back to the something I’d felt poke me from behind as she finished me off. What had that been? It had felt like she had a dick. But how could that be? She looked and acted completely like a woman. Was she just a man pretending to be a woman? Or was she a transgender? Did my wife know? And if she didn’t should I tell her?

Unable to sleep and tormented by the mysteries of the woman in the room across the hallway, I got out of bed and slipped out of the room. My heart beating loudly in my chest as I slowly padded across the carpeted floor of Lyla’s house, peeking over my shoulder after every step, fearing that someone would wake up and find me snooping around.

I nearly lost heart when I got to her bedroom and must have stood outside that door for what felt like an eternity, pondering whether I should open that door or not. Unable to quell my curious mind, I dared forward and slowly turned the doorknob.

Lyla was standing in front of the dressing table brushing her hair wearing a black night robe that hung loosely around her body when she heard the creak of the door opening. I wasn’t expecting her to be awake. She turned around slowly and found me standing in the doorway and gave me a little smile as if she’d been expecting me. Her robe was open at the front and even though there was very little light in the room, I had no trouble spotting the long slender appendage hanging between her legs.

I was right. She had a cock.

“I knew you’d come,” she said, and I believed her.

“You’re a man.” My heart was beating louder than ever.

“Don’t be stupid Chris. What makes you think I’m a man? Do I look like one? Do I talk like one? Do I dress like one? Or is it just a question of what’s between my legs?”

“But–” I couldn’t find the words to contradict her, because I was already starting to agree with her. If she felt like a woman, looked like a woman, and acted like a woman then for all intents and purposes, she WAS a woman.

“Close the door and come in.” Her voice was barely a whisper, and it was having a strangely erotic effect on me.

I did as commanded.

She walked up to me and kissed me deeply. I resisted for a few seconds before melting into her embrace. Her lips hot and heavy on mine, her tongue playing around the inside of my mouth, getting me harder by the second. Her hand crept down my side, down my hips, and onto my ass where she grabbed a handful, her fingers digging into the soft flesh of my tush.

“Unh.” I yelped a little at the intrusion but she went on.

She grew hard too and I broke off our kiss to look down at her cock poking me in the stomach.

“Go on, touch it.” Her voice was like honey and again I couldn’t resist.

I reached for it nervously and grabbed hold of her cock with trembling hands, slipping my fingers around her warm, throbbing length.

“You’re so big.” I blushed as soon as I said it, but she only giggled.

“Go on, stroke it.” And I did. I started to work her shaft with gentle strokes, getting her even harder. There was some dark pleasure in this that I could not quite pin down. The questions of fidelity and my sexuality pushed to the back of my mind, for now, I continued to stroke her, upping the tempo as her cock responded to my touch. I was getting warmed up to the idea of taking her length into my mouth and how that would feel when we both heard a noise.

My breath caught in my throat as I heard a thud from the hallway, fearing immediately that my wife had woken up and was looking to see where I’d gone off to. I looked back at Lyla and then down at my hand which had her cock in it. I unhanded her instantly and staggered back, realizing what it would like if my wife walked in that door this instant. Even the perpetually unfazed Lyla looked a little shaken as she did up her robe, looking at me with uncertain eyes.

I wasn’t sure what the right move was here, but one thing was for certain: I had to get out of Lyla’s room. Without wasting another second I opened the door and peeked outside. Aubrey wasn’t there.

Good.

Maybe she’d wandered to the other side of the house searching for me and wouldn’t see my walking out of Lyla’s door. I stepped out quickly and closed the door behind me, walking quickly but quietly to the guest room, determined to get back in before Aubrey returned and make up some excuse about how I went to the bathroom. But when I opened the door to the guest room I saw my wife still on the bed, snoring away.

I heard the thud again, my breath catching for an entirely different reason now.

I must have stood there frozen for at least twenty seconds, fearing whoever, or whatever had invaded Lyla’s home in the night before I heard a sound again and turned around slowly, petrified at the idea of getting done in by some masked killer.

It was fortunate then that when I finally turned around and spotted the intruder making all the noise, it turned out to be a cat, every bit as startled to find me as I was to find it.


Chapter Four

I got maybe three hours of sleep, most of my night spent lying in bed stewing in this confusing slew of emotions. Fear, confusion, disgust, and pleasure all invading my thoughts intermittently. By the time I woke up, tired and disoriented, Aubrey wasn’t in the room. Panic set in again as I recalled the events of last night and I quickly made my way to the kitchen where Lyla sat alone having breakfast.

“Did you sleep well?” Lyla was biting into an apple as she said this, eyes full of mischief and promise once more.

“Where’s Aubrey?” Last night, as crazy as it was, was over and I was ready to get on with my life. I’d just find my wife and get out of this place, hopefully never coming back.

Lyla took another bite of her apple before answering. “She left.”

“What do you mean she left?” The panic returned once more at the thought of my wife leaving me in the care of this deranged woman. “Where did she go?”

“She said she had some errands to run, and that she’d be back in the evening. Which means we have the whole day to ourselves.”

“I’m leaving.” Enough was enough. Even if Aubrey had left me here there was no reason for me to continue sticking around and deal with Lyla. I pulled out my phone to call an Uber but Lyla snatched it out of my hand.

“Give that back.” I snarled, my ire rising.

“Hear me out.” She said, that infuriating grin still painted on her face. “Your wife will be back in the evening, and your car will be fixed by then too. You just have to spend today with me and this will all be behind you. What’s the harm?”


Images of last night’s events rushed back into my head even as I tried to block them out. There was no point. The handjob in the kitchen might have been Lyla’s idea but I hadn’t objected. And I had willingly slipped into her room in the dark of the night knowing full well what might end up happening. Even hoping. There was some strange, dark attraction that I felt towards Lyla’s body and there was no point denying it. 

I felt the tense muscles in my face relax and my shoulders hunch slightly before I heard myself saying the words I never thought I would.

“What do you have in mind?”

She only grinned in reply.

Her first command was for me to shave myself smooth, which I did, with the help of the shaving kit she so helpfully provided for me. She even gave me a superb bottle of lotion which smoothened out my skin even further giving it the glow that you would see on a beautiful woman.

Standing there in front of the mirror, without any clothes or any body hair, I could finally begin seeing myself as a woman. The curves of my hips were just right. My chest, although flat, had a certain feminine profile to it, especially around my nipples which were strikingly red and erotic. The only thing that betrayed the image was my cock, hanging shyly between my supple smooth legs, but even that played into the eroticism of the picture. It was a little shameful at the time, but I have to admit that I was getting rather turned on by my own image in the mirror and if Lyla hadn’t interrupted when she did, I might have ended up rubbing one out.

She ducked her head in through the bathroom door and stifled a giggle as she caught me scrambling to cover my exposed body with my hands.

“A bit late for that Chris,” she said, still grinning. “I saw plenty last night.” This latest comment made me blush even harder.

Done with the shaving she led me to her bedroom where she made me stand in front of the dressing table and got to work on selecting my outfit.

“The mechanic is going to be here with your car soon,” she said, picking out a cute pink pair of french cut panties for me to wear. “You need to be proper for when he arrives.” She continued to ruffle through her wardrobe pulling out a black mini-skirt and a tiny looking white top to go with it. I didn’t want to believe that I could fit into clothes so small and feminine, but last night had been a rude awakening and so instead I was already imagining how I would look wearing them.

Lastly, and she had to dig a little deeper for this one, she pulled out a black lacy bra with small foam tits built into them, presumably to give me the appearance of having actual breasts. I questioned whether I should go through with this once again as I saw the fake tits I was going to have to wear but I didn’t have the courage to speak up, or so I thought at the time. The more likely explanation was that I was simply far too curious to see what would end up happening. The sensations I’d felt last night were exhilarating and I wasn’t ready to back out of the potentials of this experience just yet. So I said nothing and slipped on all the clothes after which Lyla applied some light makeup to my face to top off the efforts.

I could hardly believe what I saw when I looked at the image in the mirror. My long shapely legs glistened after the shave, my inner thighs showing the correct amount of plumpness under my tiny skirt. A small twirl showed my butt was rather perky, even though I didn’t have any heels on. The top stuck very closely to my body, accentuating the curves of my hips. Even the fake tits seemed real to the naked eye, adding to the look.

Almost as if on cue the doorbell rang, and my heart stopped beating for a fraction of a second. My first thought was that my wife had returned and would see me dressed up like this, this proved to be untrue when Lyla answered the door to a barrel-chested man in jeans and a flannel shirt. The mechanic, back with my car.

“Right on time Rob.” Lyla had a wide grin on her face as she gave the mechanic a large hug. It seemed like they knew each other quite well. Would he know her secret then? That this woman he was so happy to be seeing wasn’t a woman at all. Would he know about me? I didn’t wanna find out.

I did my best to appear as small as possible and hang back as Lyla and Rob chatted. He greeted me too as we sat down in the living room but I only nodded in reply, fearing my masculine voice would give me away. Whenever he thought I wasn’t looking he’d steal a quick glance at me, eyeing my bare legs with a look that could only be described as ravenous. I couldn’t believe it. This man sitting not five feet from me was fooled by my getup, so fooled in fact that he was busy stealing glances whenever he could. What did he see when he looked at me? The same sexy girl I’d seen in the mirror? Was he fantasizing about the things he’d do to me if he was allowed to have his way? The thoughts were equal parts terrifying and exhilarating, but the same part of my brain that had made all of my decisions since last night took over, and I began to speak to him.

I introduced myself as Chrissy and was surprised to find that I had instinctively adopted a feminine voice when I spoke the first words. It wasn’t that hard, I sounded pretty much like a girl anyway and all I had to do was lower my voice a few semitones to make it near perfect. It was instantly obvious that he was far more interested in talking to me than was in talking to Lyla. His eyes were glued to my body shamelessly now, scanning every part of my legs hips, and fake-tits. I could even see the beginnings of a bulge forming in his jeans, an observation that made my heart flutter. How was I, a biological male, turning this man on so much? Was this all there was to it? A shave, some makeup, put on a dress and you’re good to go? Realistically, I had the body proportions of a woman. A rather sexy woman at that. The only thing that betrayed this was the cock between my legs, and that didn’t seem to pose a problem in Lyla’s case. So why would it be any different for me? 

As both me and Rob got more and more into the conversation Lyla excused herself to the bathroom, leaving just the two of us at the table. As soon as she was gone I felt Rob’s demeanor shift. He started inching closer to me with every word said, a look of unabashed lust on his face. I felt my heart beat louder and louder as he slunk closer to me every second. His intentions clear as day. He clearly wanted to have sex with me? But how could he? I may have looked like a girl, talked like a girl, and acted like one but I didn’t have a pussy for him to fuck. What would he do when found out that the girl he had been courting over the past half-hour was in fact a man in a dress. He would beat me black and blue and that was if he was feeling generous. It was all my fault. I should have never led him on. I shouldn’t have flirted with him. And now it seemed like it was too late to stop it.

In a matter of minutes he’d managed to slide right next to me, a hand now resting on my bare thigh. I looked over desperately for Lyla to appear from the doorway and rescue me but no such luck. It was probably her that planned all of this in the first place, and I had fallen for it hook line, and sinker. As his hands started exploring the flesh of my legs I finally spoke up.

“I think we should stop.” I didn’t dare meet his eye as I said this, too afraid to give away my secret.

“Why babe?” He was so unashamed of his lust for me that it kind of threw me off, having someone want me so wildly was a first. “I want it. You clearly want it too. What’s the issue?”
 

“It’s just–  It’s just that I’m not what you think I am.” He laughed loudly as soon as I said this and I was finally forced to look up to his face, he looked puzzled but relieved.

“Is that what you think?” He said, still laughing. “I’ve known Lyla for a very long time Chrissy, and I know exactly who you are.” His hand moved to my crotch as he said this and I could do little to stop him but yelp, which I did albeit to little effect. With his other hand, Rob reached for his belt.


Chapter Five

Never in a thousand years would I have imagined that I’d ever been with a man. Hell, I’d only ever had sex with one woman, my wife, and that was nothing to write home about either. Simple missionary style vanilla sex. Never in a thousand years would I have imagined that I would be sitting in a strange woman’s living room, dolled up and about to suck off a man. But here I was, on my knees, with a massive bulging cock in front of my eyes, ready and waiting to be serviced.

He was really hairy. His pelvis was hairy, his balls were hairy even his legs were hairy. But I’d be lying if I said his cock wasn’t absolutely massive. I reached for it nervously, with trembling hands and deep breaths, wrapping my fingers around the base of the shaft. It was warm. It was throbbing and it was growing larger still. As a first-timer, I wasn’t sure how to begin, what to do with it to give him pleasure but I still ventured on. I began to gently pump his rod, pulling back the foreskin and exposing his throbbing tip. He was so massive. I was beginning to doubt that he’d even fit through my lips.

“Go on,” he whispered, his voice sending a shiver down my spine.

I contemplated for one last time whether I should go through with this. I was a married man about to suck someone off. What if my wife walked through the door right this instant and saw me on my knees with a cock down my throat? There were a million ways all of this could go wrong but I wanted there to be just one where it wouldn’t, so I bit my lip, stuck out my tongue, and licked his throbbing tip. It was tasteless but warm, not as bad as I’d imagined but still alien enough to make my nerves tingle.

His cock grew even more, to a thickness that I couldn’t even fully wrap my fingers around–  almost as thick as my wrist. It was long and it was thick, and I had to bend at the elbow to stroke the entire length, making him wince with pleasure.

“Lick it, baby,” he moaned and I complied, using my tongue to make circles around his bulging tip, making him twitch with pleasure as he sat there, head thrown back in pleasure, eyes wide shut. I spit on the tip and used my hand to spread the saliva all the way down his rod, inciting a subdued moan from him once more.

He put a hand on my head, his fingers nestling into my hair as I continued to lubricate him with my tongue, every single throbbing vein clutched in my grip. Somehow, someway, he continued to get harder and bigger.

It would have been easier to pump harder and faster, get him off faster, but the idea didn't appeal to me at that moment. I had begun to enjoy the experience and I wasn’t going to let it end prematurely, so I carried on with gently massaging the base of his shaft.

“Put it in your mouth babe,” he moaned and I did. I took a deep breath and sunk the entirety of his length into my mouth, making his legs shudder. I could feel his pre-cum oozing out of his dick and onto my tongue, and I loved the way it tasted. He grabbed my head with both of his hands now and started face-fucking me. He pushed himself so far down my throat that I nearly gagged, saliva running down my cheeks, face reddening from the lack of oxygen. But I loved it. I loved the way his legs tensed up whenever he would plunge deeper into my maw, I loved the way he’d let out a little moan when I teased his tip with my tongue. To think that I was capable of making someone this horny, this excited. I couldn’t believe it.

He knew I was a man but he still wanted to fuck me, all because I looked so good.

I felt him hardening, even more, the throbbing of his veins getting more intense. I was having a hard time believing someone could get this hard when he started groaning, making me think that he was about to come.

But he didn’t.

He slipped his impressive length out of my face, stood up, and said, “Turn around. Quick.”


My head was spinning. What did he want from me now? Did he want to fuck me up the ass? As fun as sucking him off had been, I didn’t think I was ready to let someone put their dick in my ass, but for some reason, almost as if I was on autopilot, I complied with the command. I turned around and placed my hands on the kitchen counter in front of me. Standing there dutifully for whatever he had planned for me. 

With one hand he yanked down my panties and with the other he lifted up my skirt, exposing my hungry asshole. He slapped his cock between my cheeks, the sound amplified because of all the spit on it. I still hadn’t come to terms with the fact that I was about to be fucked from behind when he pushed in, stretching me wide. I stifled a moan as I felt him sink deeper and deeper into me, the alien intrusion making me tense up and clench my asshole. To display his displeasure he gave me a hard slap across the tush, making me yelp.

“Just let yourself relax,” he said. “Don’t clench.” I heard ruffling from the other room but I paid it no heed and tried to relax myself. I should mention, that by this point I had a rather big erection of my own, which seemed to have appeared out of nowhere. I was thinking about what to do with it when he reached around and grabbed my cock, and started to beat me off as he began pumping my asshole.

“You like that huh?” He whispered in my ear. “You little slut. You love getting your ass fucked do you?”

“Ye–  Yes,” I moaned between pumps.

As his cock reached deeper into my insides, it hit a spot that made a current run through my body and I found myself pushing myself onto him, in hopes of getting his cock to hit that spot again. A hot shudder passed through my body as he hit my G-Spot again, making my asshole quiver and my legs tremble. If I hadn’t been leaning on the counter for support I might have just fallen on my face. The warmth of the current coursing through my body made its way to my crotch where it grew stronger still, making me moan once more.

I started to come. My hot load shooting out with the intensity of a hundred orgasms.

“Oh god,” I muttered in between breaths. “Oh fuck, I came so much.” I felt myself go limp in his arms as he placed his lips near my ear and whispered, “I'm going to come.”

And I was ready for it too. As a matter of fact, I couldn’t wait. He groaned loudly and I felt his cock spew forward his hot load deep inside me. The cum filling up my asshole. He continued to beat my cock which had already started going limp and I felt my legs give. I’d probably have fallen if not for his strong masculine grip on me. His breathing became normal again as I heard him shudder for the final time, another warm deposit in my boy pussy signaling the end of his orgasm. He stepped back and fell onto the couch behind, his cum leaking out of my asshole, running down my legs and onto the floor beneath us.

I looked up to the doorway on my left when I had finally recovered enough and found Lyla standing there. That same wide grin on her face and a camera in her hands.

The end


Feminized at the Massage Clinic


Synopsis:

Cam's summer job was going perfectly until he screwed it all up by accidentally double-booking a slot with two different clients. Afraid of losing his job and too timid to own up to the gorgeous massage therapist, Valarie, Cam does something unique to resolve the situation: He dresses up as Valarie to service one of the clients.

Follow Cam's journey of self discovery as he comes to terms with his feminine side and deals with a lot of dresses, panties, wigs and happy-endings. Just how long can this charade last?


Chapter One

In the summer of my sophomore year at college, I got a job through a temp agency. I needed money for some of the more expensive textbooks that I would be studying next semester and I had plenty of time to kill anyway.

I’d never had a real job before, just odd jobs or babysitting for my parent’s friends so I wasn’t sure what to expect. Working as a receptionist had never really occurred to me but when it was the first position that was offered to me I didn’t think twice. The pay was good, the hours were flexible and it sounded like a pretty easy gig to me: all I’d have to do would be to sit behind a desk, check people in, and receive payments from them. And with only one client every hour or so I’d have plenty of time to just chill behind by myself. It did strike me as a little odd that a massage clinic would hire a man to be the receptionist but I didn’t think too much of it at the time.

Perhaps I should have.

Most people had their massages covered through their health insurance so a fair bit of the time I didn’t even have to worry about the payments –  I would simply put on my best smile and wave the customers through to the massage rooms if they were ready for Valarie, the massage therapist. The hardest thing I had to do was to make sure that the bathrooms didn’t run out of toilet paper, and even that the janitor would usually take care of, leaving me largely undisturbed.

Not to mention that the pay was pretty good too. I was making nineteen bucks an hour while a lot of my friends from college were working retail or construction jobs making half my hourly wage. So there was definitely nothing to complain about. Most days I would just sit behind the counter and read a book while the customers got their massages in the back room.

Perhaps the only disappointing thing about the entire experience was that there weren’t very many women around. I’d been to a few massage parlors in my life and I’d always seen a lot of hot chicks frequenting these places. I’d, rather naively, expected to see babes stripped down, covered in oil, and ready for their massages. I’d even fantasized about being in the same room as these women as they laid down, fully naked, for their massages –  but no such luck.

For some inexplicably strange reason, most of Valarie’s clientele was male. This probably had something to do with the fact Valarie was rather attractive herself. She was in her late thirties or early forties but still had a smoking hot figure. A fair bit of cleavage would be on display whenever she came to work in one of her buttoned-down blouses and she left her long, blonde hair untied. I could only imagine that it must have felt heavenly when this bombshell of a woman would let her hair swish past your naked back as she worked to release the tension in your muscles.

Maybe it wasn’t strange that she had an all male client roster.

As bummed as I was that I didn’t get to see throngs of beautiful women frequenting the clinic, it was more than made up by the fact that I got to see and hang out with Valarie all day. I’d stare at her every chance I got: stealing looks when she was washing the oil off her hands after a massage, or preparing her materials for the next assignment. She must have been really good at her job too, since most of her customers were regulars that came by for weekly –  and sometimes even daily –  massages.

All things considered, it seemed like the perfect job for someone like me –  that is, until the boredom started to kick in. Most of my time was spent alone at the reception desk with that same ear-wrenching spa jingle being played in my ears. The computer at the place was secured by special software that didn’t allow for anything other than its intended purpose i.e managing bookings. I tried reading for longer hours but I was getting burned out because of all the sitting and waiting I had to do. Once or twice I tried talking with the customers in the waiting area but they weren’t very responsive. It became clear to me that people weren’t interested in small talk before going in for a massage. Instead, they’d rather sit there in total silence and stare at the walls while listening to the same repetitive spa music every time.

There was almost always a client booked for a double slot after lunch. This meant that for Valarie’s hour off for lunch and the two-hour slot afterward there was absolutely nothing to do, not even any other customers in the waiting area. Sometimes people would ring up the phone to make an appointment but that was as exciting as it got.

One such afternoon, where the world stood still and there was nothing for me to do, I decided to explore the clinic. I looked through the drawers, cupboards, and even the janitorial closet. I wasn’t looking for anything specific, just wandering around to find something to do, anything would be better than this unending boredom. Valarie was busy with the recurring two-hour session and she wasn’t likely to come out of the massage room anytime soon, so I decided to have a look around her office.

I was more than a little scared as I opened the door and stepped inside. Again, it wasn’t like I was here to steal anything or in hopes of finding something specific. I simply did it on a whim. I saw her change of clothes folded neatly beside her desk. In one of the cabinets I found a stack of her tight little blouses and skirts that she used to wear whilst she was giving massages. Other than that there was some paperwork and some stationery in the office, nothing too exciting or uncommon. That was until I opened the bottom drawer of her desk and found a collection of sex toys.

A multitude of dildos and vibrators lay sprawled out at the bottom of the drawer, with items of every shape, size, and texture available.

My heart rose to my throat.

On some of the slower days, Valarie would lock the door of her office and work on some “paperwork”. Or so she claimed. I had assumed that she simply preferred to work in silence and solitude but this new discovery made me realize that I’d been wrong. She had been playing with these sex toys under the guise of “paperwork” right here in her office.

She’d been getting herself off.

Images of Valarie leaning back in her chair, back arched and legs spread wide, long red dildo slipping between her tight, wet pussy, flashed into my mind. Several of the dildos looked massive enough to not be able to fit into her body and even more had strange ridges and markings that looked painful to insert. My imagination ran wild and I felt myself getting hard.

But before I could get too carried away, better sense prevailed. I closed the drawer slowly and silently, put everything into the same place that I’d found it in and slowly slipped out of the office. I did make a small stop in the toilets, wanking one out to the vivid mental-imagery of Valarie pleasuring herself with those sex toys. But the image persisted in my mind even after I’d gotten myself off.

After Valarie was done with her client and slipped back into her office I entertained unrealistic scenarios of accidentally entering her room and somehow catching her with her pants down. Maybe catch her with a dildo up her snatch. I found myself getting hard again just thinking about it, but I did nothing. I sat there in silence imagining in my head what would be taking place behind those closed doors.


Chapter Two

The phone rang about half an hour later and it was a customer who wanted to speak to Valarie. But Valarie was still in her office, door closed and busy with her “paperwork”. Ideally, I should have gotten up and knocked at her door. Let her know that there was a call for her and wait for her to come out–  only I didn’t. In my reluctance to disturb Valarie I did something much stupider: I pretended to be her.

“Hello, this is Valarie Barr. How may I help you?” My heart thumped loudly in my chest as I did my best to imitate a woman’s voice. Surprisingly enough, it was pretty convincing. I’d been told my entire life that I sounded more like a woman than a man, and just speaking a little softer than usual made me sound completely like a woman. The guy said that he was only calling to thank me for yesterday’s session and that he’d definitely be back in a week or two.

“It was my pleasure,” I used the same voice. “Goodbye now.” As soon as I put the phone down I felt a rush, the fact that I’d convinced a man who knew Valarie that I was her was shocking and a little bit fun, although I couldn’t quite put my finger on the reason why.

Valarie’s last client for the day showed up after I hung up the phone and I waved him through to the massage room and then I was done for the day. I spent the entire evening and most of the night thinking about Valarie’s drawer full of sex toys, enough fantasies springing up to keep my mind occupied until I fell asleep. And so it wasn’t until the next morning that I realized that I’d fucked up. Immediately after the phone call where I’d pretended to be Valarie I’d gotten calls from two more customers and I’d booked them both for the same slot. I’d even put it down on the schedule somehow which I was now looking at with dread rising to my throat.

In my panic, I tried to call one of the clients to somehow reschedule the appointment but he didn’t pick up. I recalled him saying something about coming directly from work so there was a good chance that I wouldn’t be able to get a hang of him.

I panicked as the first client for the day came in and I kept panicking as he left and the second one came. I tried to reach him again but with no luck. My mind kept going in circles: I’d remind myself that I’d fucked up really badly and then I’d try to somehow find a solution only to cycle back to the beginning i.e remembering how huge of a mistake I’d made. By the time the client showed up, I’d decided to come clean and tell him that I’d made a mistake. Perhaps offer to pay for his massage at the next available slot and be done with it. But I didn’t. I fucked up again.

When I saw him for the first time my heart stopped. He was big and he was ripped. He stood at about six and a half feet and had the build of a professional bodybuilder. My mind reeled as I thought of what to say, how to let down this terrifyingly large man. But the only thing I said was, “Welcome to Valarie’s, I’ll show you to the room.” And I showed him to the spare massage room, the one we only used if there was some cleaning required with the first one.

“Please get comfortable,” I said. “The massage therapist will be with you soon.” Even when I knew she wouldn’t. Valarie was still busy with her other job and would be for more than an hour still.  There was no way she’d have enough time to get done with the first client and then massage this man. I closed the door behind me as I left, my mind still reeling.

My heart was beating loudly in my chest and I could feel my gut turning. What was I gonna do? Why hadn’t I simply told the man about the mix-up? I’d dug myself deeper by leading him into the room and asking him to get undressed. I was completely out of options. Valarie would have forgiven my first mistake –  after all, it was just a mix-up. But I couldn’t believe she would forgive this one. Since as soon as I told this customer that he wouldn’t be getting a massage he would never come back to this place. What would I do?

Out of both time and options I simply decided to do the only sane thing: tell him about the mix-up. He’d make a commotion no doubt, and he’d ask to speak with Valarie which would most likely result in me getting fired, but there was nothing else to do. So I sucked in a mouthful of air and knocked on the door, letting myself in gently when there was no response.

I found him already undressed and lying facedown on the massage table, the middle part of his body covered by a thin white blanket. He wasn’t looking at me, he probably hadn’t even heard me enter over the music in the room. In the end, I couldn’t bring myself to tell him that I’d fucked up, I couldn’t bring myself to let him down. Instead, I used my feminine voice again.

“I’ll be right with you,” I said, heart racing.

“I can’t wait.” He didn’t even lift his face to look at me as he answered, fooled by my Valarie impression.

Again I found myself in the hallway, somehow in a worse position than before. I’d gone in there to come clean, to tell him that he wouldn’t be getting a massage today. Instead, I’d told him that I’d be with him shortly, in my Valarie voice no less. I was beyond screwed.

That was when the idea first came to me. It was ridiculous I admit, but it didn’t seem so at the time. I knew where Valarie kept her outfits.  I knew where the oils and other supplies were stocked. And I’d gotten a massage or two before –  so I believed I could give this man one as well. All I had to do was ask him where the tightness or pain was and then rub the general area as best as I could. It wouldn’t be that hard, would it?

Less than a minute later I was in Valarie’s office getting undressed as quickly as I could. This entire thing was absolutely insane but I had no choice but to go through with it now.

He was a first time client, as I’d surmised from our talk on the phone, and so he’d never seen Valarie before. And he’d already been convinced by my feminine voice so it made sense that I could fool him further. The lights in the room were already very dim and I could turn them off completely for the massage, surely he wouldn’t complain about that. With enough luck I’d do the whole thing with him facing down, so he wouldn’t ever have to look at my face.

As I self rationalized this entire thing started to look like a better idea. I slipped on one of Valarie’s tiny skirts, and one of her tight blouses. I even stole one of her bras and stuffed it full of tissue paper before putting it on, giving myself a sizable bosom. The only thing missing was a wig, but even without it, I looked convincing enough. My already scant body hair made my skin stand out against the colors of the clothes I’d chosen and I even put on a bit of makeup before checking myself in the mirror.

The results were decent, I didn’t look like a supermodel or anything but I was at least passable in the dim light of the massage room. If I was lucky he wouldn’t ask too many questions. With my heart beating louder than ever I made my way back to the massage room and knocked lightly on the door before letting myself in. I picked out a bottle of oil from my tray and asked in my most convincing female voice, “Now tell me, sir, where exactly does it hurt?”

I pranced around the table quickly, putting as much distance between myself and his face in case he decided to look up at me.

“It’s mostly around my glutes and lower back,” he said. “ That would be a good place to start.” Now I’m no doctor and I didn’t pay much attention during High School biology but even I knew that glutes meant butt. He wanted me to massage his ass. My heart sank a little as I realized that I’d have to go through with it. But realistically, how bad could it be? He seemed clean enough and it wasn’t like I was going to have to touch his asshole or anything, right? I’d just have to work on the muscles around his butt and lower back. I could do that.

“Just try to relax, and we’ll start with your back,” I said, squirting a helping of oil into the palm of my hand and then spreading it onto his back.

I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t strange. In fact, it was perhaps the strangest thing I’d done in my life up until that point. I’d never thought that I’d ever massage a naked man. Of course, there was the blanket covering his waist but he was still naked. I knew it and he knew it.

I started by feeling out the muscles in his back, running my oiled up hands down the length of his lower back, checking the chart on the wall to see which muscle was which. He liked it when I found and pressed on a long muscle that ran from the middle of his back, all the way to his ass. He moaned gently as I pressed into it a little harder, saying, “ That feels good.”

“There’s some tension down there, but I’ll get it out in no time,” I said, feeling much more confident now. I worked his back with slow accurate movements, pushing and squeezing where I felt tension or bunched up muscles. I lingered on the parts that made him moan and only moved on after I was satisfied that the knot had been relieved.

Taking a deep breath, I squirted some more oil onto my hands and got started working on his glutes. That’s what he wanted anyway. I rubbed in circles, pushing down firmly on his butt. I then balled up my hands into two tight little fists and dug deep into the muscled flesh of his posterior.

“Fuck. That feels good,” he said, and I could feel the tension in his ass melt away.

I tried not to look directly at his butt, since I risked looking at his exposed asshole if I peered down at the wrong moment. Every time I made the circular motion on his ass with my fists he’d let out a little moan, informing me of his satisfaction with my work.

“I don’t mean to be crude, Ms.Valarie,” he said. “But a friend of mine is a regular of yours–  Callum. He sort of told me that you do this special ending.” he stayed silent for a few seconds and I felt my gut turn again. “I’d leave a good tip of course,” he finished, and by now my heart was beating loudly again.


Chapter Three

Did he want a happy ending? As in, he wanted me to jerk him off? Did Valarie really provide this sort of service for her regular costumes? I couldn’t believe it. This didn’t seem like the type of establishment where such shady business took place, but he’d been so confident in asking. There must have been some truth to it. Still, I couldn’t bring myself to actually go through with it.

“I think you have the wrong id –” he rolled over before I could finish refusing, making me freeze in place. Thankfully he kept his eyes closed.

“All I know is that Callum asked me to bring an extra hundred bucks, and I did,” he said. “I’ll let you do your job and we’ll see where this goes.”

I couldn’t help but stare down at his fully naked body as he laid face up, blanket pushed off during his last maneuver. His large, meaty cock was nestled neatly between his muscular thighs. Even fully flaccid, his dick was at least seven inches long and fairly girthy on top of that. My legs trembled under me as I started at the overwhelming sight of such a well-endowed, naked man.

A hundred dollars was nothing to laugh at.

That, plus the money I’d get from him for the massage would go a long way towards my bills. Nervously, I bit my lip before reaching down and placing my hands on his thighs. There were still about ten minutes to go before his time ran out. He hadn’t stated outright that he wanted to get jerked off, he’d only alluded to it, but I had enough reason to believe that he knew what he was talking about. What if the entire reason he’d shown up here was to get the “happy ending”? Would he create a ruckus if I turned him down? Because if he did then that would spell trouble for me.

I looked down at his cock again.

My hands had instinctively started rubbing his thighs sometime over the past few seconds, and as I moved closer to his groin I let myself imagine.

What really was the big deal? I’d massaged this man’s naked back and his naked ass. His cock would be no different: the same muscle and flesh that needed attending like the rest of his body. Not to mention that a hundred dollars was a lot of money for me at the time, enough to buy groceries for the whole month even.

Where was the harm?

I looked up at his face one last time and saw that his eyes were still closed. Even if he did open his eyes the chances of him finding out that I wasn’t who I claimed to be were very low in this dim lighting. I steeled myself again and grabbed his cock in the palm of my hand.

It felt warm, and it felt thick.

I put yet more oil on my palm as I started to massage it a little bit. I tried to stay away from the tip but I could still feel the pulsing veins in my palm. I could feel him getting harder as I performed long, drawn-out strokes. I would squirt more oil onto my hand every now and then, and only about a minute in it had become a rather noisy handjob. The oil squelching between my fingers and his cock.

He’d gotten big too. Really big.

“Just like that babe,” he moaned as I continued to stroke his cock which had gotten absurdly long by now. I could hardly believe the length in fact.

Lost in the moment, I reached for his tip –  just to see how it felt.

“Do you feel relaxed?” I asked him in my feminine voice.

“Yes.” his voice was just a soft whisper now. “You’re going to make me come.”

My heart pounded even louder when he said it. I couldn’t believe I was going to make a man come. It felt so wrong, yet strangely pleasant at the same time. His knees rose from the table as I increased the tempo of my strokes, moving closer to his top now. I felt his muscles tense as I tightened my grip on the topmost part of his cock, his head rolling back in ecstasy.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

I felt it before I saw it. I felt it in the throbbing of his cock, in the tensing of his muscles, and the quivering of his legs. I stared straight at his cock as his massive erection sprayed a fat, hot load onto the palm of my hand. I pressed down on it to help contain the massive gusher that had erupted but some still sprayed this way or that. He was moaning hard now, head still tilted back in pleasure. I used my thumb and index finger to choke out the last of his cum, making him shudder in my grip before I released him.

“Get dressed,” I whispered, too scared to speak out loud right now. “The receptionist will take care of the payment. Take your time, there’s no rush.” I backed out of the room as quickly as possible, only stopping to grab a couple of paper towels to clean the mess in my hands.

I must have really rocked his world since he took his sweet time to get out of there. By the time he did exit, I’d changed my clothes and washed the makeup off of my face. “How was your experience, sir?” I asked him as he walked up to my desk, now using my real voice.

“Probably the best massage I’ve ever gotten,” he said. “You can count on me coming back, no question about it.”

He left a hundred and fifty dollar tip instead of just the hundred, plus the hundred and fifty for the massage itself. I pocketed the cash as soon as he’d given it to me since I’d never intended to put it in the books. It wasn’t stealing since I’d earned the money myself, even if I’d had to jerk off a guy to do it.

As he exited the clinic I couldn’t help but smile. This was the most money I’d ever made in a single day, and it hadn’t even been that hard.


Chapter Four

I’ll be honest. I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night, conflicted as I was with the events of the day. I stayed up for a long time, staring at the two hundred and fifty dollars I’d made and recalling images of that enormous cock in my hands. But even as I looked back on it, I felt like I hadn’t really done anything so bad. I’d just done the same thing on his dick that I’d done on his back and glutes before. I’d massaged it. It was the same flesh all throughout his body and it was the same skin stretched over it. Where then was the difference? It’s not like I’d put my mouth on it? It’s not like I’d kissed him and it wasn’t like I’d fucked him. It had simply been a massage like any other, just on a different part of the body.

I kept wanting to tell myself that I should feel bad about what had happened, that I should regret ever doing it –  but I didn’t. I looked at the cash that now sat on my bed’s side-table and realized that I didn’t regret a thing. I was happy to have the extra money –  it would go a long way towards helping me with rent and groceries –  and I didn’t feel bad about what I’d had to do to earn the cash. But even when I’d managed to convince myself that it hadn’t been wrong, that I’d done the right thing, I still couldn’t fall asleep.

Because I started wondering if I could perhaps do it again.

The client from today had said that he’d be making a booking again, and with how happy he’d left the place I had no doubt that he was being truthful. If I could book him for the same two-hour slot where Valarie would be busy I could service him again without anyone finding out. It seemed like the easiest way to make another couple of hundred dollars on the side. There were literally no drawbacks.

But if I could do it for him could I also get other customers? Valarie’s schedule was overbooked already and there was a substantial number of people always calling to get booked but not being able to. What if I took one of these customers every time Valarie had that two-hour session? The thought of how much money I could make every week by doing this made my head spin.

But one thing was for certain. If I were to go through with it I’d have to become more presentable. I’d need a proper outfit –  perhaps some fake tits to put underneath a bra and a wig as well. I’d have to get better at doing my makeup too since I wouldn’t always be able to rely on the dim lighting in the room –  some clients preferred the lights to be turned all the way up.

It was the only thing I could think about the next day at work too. Every time a client showed up I secretly wondered if they’d come to get a massage or something more. I kept a close eye on them as they exited the back room and with every new customer I was more and more convinced that they’d all gotten the happy endings. Their cheeks would be flushed when they came out, their smiles goofy and perhaps a bit embarrassed. This alone was enough evidence to convince me of my theory but it was further proven when Valarie herself finished one of her sessions and walked out with a stain on her blouse. She tried to get it out using a paper towel before disappearing off into her office to change into a different outfit.

Was that a cum stain I’d seen?

My mind too curious to simply let it go, I snuck into her office when she went back in for her next client. I found the now discarded blouse in one of the cabinets and I could tell immediately that it was indeed a cum stain. A single streak of cum that had an upwards trajectory to it. There was no doubt in my mind that the client had come on her.

I’d been right then. Most, if not all, of Valarie’s clients, came in for the special ending.

I stuck my head outside the office door to make sure the lobby was empty before I grabbed Valarie’s makeup kit and shuffled my way to the bathroom. I spent the next half hour fiddling with all the makeup supplies in there, occasionally checking out youtube tutorials to get a better understanding of the entire thing. I tried with a tonne of eyeshadow, no eyeshadow, thick and thin eyeliner, no eyeliner, and even flicks of eyeliner on either eyelid. When I put a healthy coat of concealer all over my face, my skin got smooth and soft enough to be passed off as a real woman’s. The concealer plus some blush and a bit of eye makeup gave me the best overall effect: my eyes becoming big and shining in my otherwise slender face.

I slapped on some mascara, a thicker coat of eyeliner, and crimson-red lipstick before checking myself out in the mirror again. I could hardly believe it. I looked drop-dead gorgeous. Even with my short boy-hair, I looked cute enough to make any man do a double-take. I probably didn’t even need to put on a wig to have the intended effect, but I wanted to try anyway. I’d always liked blonde girls, and I sort of wanted to see how I’d look in a blonde wig.

There was a phone call while Valarie was in the back with her client. It turned out to be a man asking to make a reservation for noon the following day. I checked the schedule only to see that Valarie was booked from 11 AM to 1 PM the following day, with her regular two-hour client, but I told him that he could come in if he was fine with a forty-five-minute slot.

“I won’t need that long he said,” a bit of mirth in his voice and I knew immediately what he meant. I’d heard people say similar things on the phone once or twice but I’d never made the connection before now.

“Well we hope to see you tomorrow sir,” I said and then hung up the phone. I could feel my entire body quivering as I realized what I’d done. There had been no mistake this time. No double booking. I’d willingly and consensually signed myself up to jerk off a man for money –  all the while dressed up as a woman myself.

It felt strangely thrilling.

As soon as I was off from work I went to the mall. There I made my way to the wigs section and checked out the options they had on display. They had a wig for every color, style, and price range. But the one I wanted –  a blonde one made out of actual hair–  was five hundred dollars. There were a lot of cheaper options too but none of them looked as good. None of them looked like the wig that I wanted for myself. So I bit the bullet.

I took a deep breath and handed over my credit card, incurring a 500$ charge for a wig didn’t wouldn’t have seemed like the smartest idea a few days ago, but I thought of it as an investment now. And I was sure I’d make the money right back in a couple of days.

After I’d gotten the wig I went on to get my very own makeup kit and a bra with some fake gel-tits built into it –  it was apparently for girls with flat chests but it worked just as well for my purposes. I prodded around with the tits a bit and found that they looked and felt like the real things, just the right amount of squishiness and firmness mixed in there. They even jiggled pretty realistically when I shook them.

I even bought myself a dress. A small, white one that would show off enough of my legs and thighs to entice any man that happened to look in my direction. After all, I couldn’t continue to use Valarie’s outfits forever. I had a lot of fun with the process of picking it out as well –  sure I got a few weird looks from the shop’s staff when I’d take a dress into the changing room to try it on but I didn’t care. One particular dress, a yellow one with the tiniest, frilliest skirt looked absolutely amazing on me. The way it showed off my curves, my legs. It made my butt look bigger than it had any right to be. Like an Instagram model’s oversized tush. I absolutely loved it, but I couldn’t bring myself to shell out the three hundred dollars it cost. Not yet at least.

The best part about this entire thing was how quickly it made the time fly by. I hadn’t been bored for a second ever since that accidental booking.

I went home with a number of bags under my arms and started trying everything on as soon as I arrived. I spent an hour and a half doing my makeup, giving myself the perfect look, getting used to all the new tools and items in the makeup kit. I needed the practice too since I’d only have a very short amount of time to get dolled up in the clinic. I’d be under a lot of pressure too since Valarie could walk out of that room any moment, even if she usually didn’t.

I stayed up for a long time that night too, not because of any conflicting feelings of guilt this time, but because I was so excited for the upcoming day.


Chapter Five

It only took me about twenty minutes to get dolled up at the office the next day, giving me a good fifteen minutes to calm myself before the client was slotted to show up. Those ten minutes were probably the hardest ten minutes of my entire life. I was assailed by the constant fear that Valarie could walk out from behind that door any minute and catch me dressed as a woman preparing to give one of her clients a massage. She could walk out to get a drink of water, to use the bathroom, or to get some supplies. Whatever the reason, once she saw me it would all be over.

Thankfully for me, that door remained closed. The nervousness wouldn’t allow me to just sit there and wait for the client to arrive so I spent most of that time pacing from one corner of the clinic to the next, making my rounds from the bathroom, the waiting area, and the backroom. It would be an understatement to say that I was nervous. 

I was just walking out of the bathroom when the client showed up, and he didn’t look at all like what I’d expected. A short skinny guy who looked every bit as shy as he hadn’t sounded on the phone. A nervous look on his face and a tinge of red to his cheeks.

“I had an appointment for noon,” he said, voice cracking a bit.

“Ah, yes. You must be Mark. Just follow me.” I led him to the spare room, my heart beating louder now than it had when I’d led my previous client down the same path. “Take your time and get undressed. I’ll be with you shortly.”

My hands were shaking by the time I’d closed the door and left him alone in the room. I really couldn’t believe I was about to go through with it. I tried to retrace the events that led me down this bizarre and insane road before realizing that there was no point. I was in too deep. I simply had to go through with it.

I waited a couple of minutes, steeling my nerves, before knocking on the door and letting myself in. “Are you all setup?” I asked. He already lay face down on the massage table, fully naked, with just that thin blanket covering his waist. He wasn’t anywhere near as built and muscular as my last guy, but I still found myself staring at his nude form as I began the massage. He was thin enough that I could feel his bones when I rubbed him, which felt odd and alien. He asked for me to work on his shoulders and his back since that’s where the tension was. It didn’t feel as good as massaging the muscular guy but it wasn’t all that bad either.

I looked over at the clock and realized that it was nearly 12:30. It would take about fifteen minutes for me to get changed and wash off all the makeup so I’d have to somehow end the massage by 12:45, lest I risk Valarie finding me in this state.

“Can you please roll over for me,” I said when the clock hit 12:30.

He was slower to respond than my first client, a little shy in how he rolled over to face me. Unlike the last guy, Mark’s eyes were wide open, and he was looking right at me. He showed me his crooked little smile for a few seconds before speaking up. “Valarie usually gives me the happy ending,” he said, voice awkward and uneven. He’d sounded much more confident on the phone, but he seemed so timid in person: cheeks red and muscles tense.

“There’s no need to be so tense,” I said, kneading the flesh of his inner thighs, working my way up towards his cock. Every time he looked at me I thought the jig was up, I thought he’d see through my makeup and dress and realize that I wasn’t really a girl. Even in the dim lights, he wouldn’t be fooled forever. Surely I wasn’t THAT good at being a woman? Was I?

“I’m sorry I’m nervous,” he said. “It’s just that you’re very beautiful. Much more so than I was expecting,” he finished, his face darkening to a deeper shade of red.

Had a man just told me that I was beautiful?

I tried, rather unsuccessfully, to suppress my smile as I heard this, warmth rushing to my cheeks at the compliment. Truthfully, I was flattered. The only person to call me handsome my entire life had been my mom, and hearing this meant so much to me. I’d thought I’d looked decent in the dress and the makeup when I’d checked myself out in the mirror, but I had no idea that people would find me this attractive, this beautiful. It was almost as if I looked better as a woman than I did as a man. 


It was a damn shame that I hadn’t been born as a girl. 

I removed the blanket from his waist and revealed his cock to the dim light of the room for the first time. He wasn’t huge like the last guy, but he wasn’t very small either, just an average-sized penis. I squirted some oil onto my palms and started my work on his cock.

I didn’t even look away this time.

There was a strange fascination brewing within me to see how he’d grow, how he’d harden under my feminine touch. And boy did he get hard fast. His cock grew longer and thinner under my grip, turning into a curving sword extending towards his own stomach. And he was very hard. It almost felt like I was holding a steel beam in my hands.

I put some oil directly onto his shaft and started spreading it around with slow methodical strokes. I watched his foreskin pull back and forth over his bulbous tip, face turned to a mask of pure ecstasy. His eyes still weren’t closed though, and he looked right at me as I worked his rod. I have to admit that it was a little uncomfortable looking directly into a man’s eyes as I worked his cock, but he seemed to enjoy it. There was a certain intensity to his glare that I couldn’t help but admire.

“I hope I’m not being too forward Miss,” he said, “but Valarie usually does a bit of… oral work too.”

I felt my gut turn and my heart sink. Oral work? He wanted me to suck him off? Was Valarie really sucking people off in the backroom? What sort of business was she really running in this place?

“Payment isn’t an issue,” he continued, “I always tip extra.”

I felt sick. I was quickly beginning to regret the whole thing now. Jerking a few guys off here and there hadn’t seemed like such a bad idea –  considering how much money I could make by doing it. But sucking a dude off was a whole different ball game. I simply couldn’t see myself doing it.

I looked into Mark’s eyes again as I contemplated what I should do. Could I just refuse straight up and be done with this? Should I feign outrage at being asked such a thing? But then again that would be more than a little hypocritical. I was giving the man a hand job right now. How much worse could a blow job be? And before I knew it my entire thought process had changed: In a matter of seconds, I went from rejecting the idea outright to justifying it in my mind. I simply couldn’t bring myself to say no to these men.

“Of course,” I said. “ We’ll get started right away.”

I bit my lip and looked into his eyes one last time before plunging in. I pushed out my tongue and started gently licking the bulging tip of his cock. The oil we used in the clinic was of an edible type so there wouldn’t be much risk of anything unpleasant happening. Well, anything more unpleasant than sucking a man off anyway.

It didn’t taste weird, pretty much tasteless in fact, the only thing I really felt was the warmth and the throbbing. My heart pounded loudly in my chest as I licked his tip, making his legs quiver a bit in response. I felt his cock grow longer as I worked it with my tongue, curving up even more at this newfound length. I put my right hand at the base of his rod and worked it with strokes as I licked his tip, making him throb harder.

“Spit on it babe,” he whispered, eyes still locked with mine. And I did. I spit on the tip of his cock and spread it down the length as he moaned in response. I clenched my fist tightly around his cock and started to pump him harder now, his legs tensing and shuddering with every stroke.

“Just like that.” His voice was lower than a whisper now. “Suck on it, baby.”

I took one final deep breath and sank his cock into my wet, warm mouth –  getting as much of the impressive length down my throat as I could. He shuddered harder and I felt the first drops of precum leak out of his pulsing tip.

He pushed with his pelvis and thrust himself deeper into me, his tip tickling the back of my throat and almost making me gag. But fuck did it feel good. I felt my own spit running down burning, red cheeks, falling onto his legs and pelvis as he pushed intermittently.

It felt amazing.

I couldn’t believe that I was capable of making someone this excited, this horny, this mad to fuck me.

“Don’t stop,” he moaned, his body tensing even as he said it. “I’m close.”

I moved my focus solely to his tip now and began to suck on it with short but focused movements of my lips. A slurping sound audible with every iteration. I pumped his rod harder too, making his squirm in my grip, his butt rising off the table every now and then in some sort of automatic pleasure response.

His moaning had gotten much louder.

I felt his legs shudder one final time before they went rigid and he threw his head back for the first time, breaking eye contact with me. I pulled back just then and saw his cock twitch before it spewed a hot load all over me. He came on my face, getting his hot, sticky man juice all over my lips, my chin, my cheeks, and some even on my wig.

He fell back onto the table then, panting loudly in the aftermath of the intense session. I was most thankful for the dim lighting at that moment since it was the only thing stopping Mark from seeing the boner poking from under my skirt.


Chapter Six

In about a week I was managing at least one client every day –  sometimes even two. I’d gotten so good at dolling myself up that it only took about ten minutes each day, giving me enough time to potentially handle two clients during Valarie’s double-session. Most guys that came in just wanted to be jerked off, sometimes they’d request a blowjob and I had gotten good enough to do that proficient too. A single guy, a first time client, asked to fuck me –  he wasn’t even shy about it, offering me a thousand bucks for my troubles–  but I obviously told him it was against policy. I was almost certain that Valarie would be fucking some of her customers in that locked back room of hers, but I didn’t have the same hardware down in my nether regions.

After only a couple of weeks in the massage business, I had managed to stow away more cash than I’d imagined on having after the entire summer –  even better, it was all tax-free, and mine to spend however I wanted it. I bought all the books I needed for next semester, I paid the registration fees for my classes, I even paid two month’s rent in advance and I somehow still had cash left over. Things were starting to look up for me.

John, my muscular client from my first “official massage”, came in very often –  two to three times a week. He had quickly become my favorite client. Not only was he easy to please –  all he ever wanted was a handjob –  but I also sort of liked the feeling of my hands rubbing his thickly muscled body, even his enormous cock invoked some type of feeling deep inside me. Guys with smaller dicks weren’t as easy to jerk off; their dicks would slip and slide in my hands after being oiled up –  but I hardly had that problem with John. His huge cock never slipped out of my hands, and I was even starting to admit to myself that he looked kind of handsome –  the kind of dude that could get any girl in the room –  the fact that he liked me so much made me feel giddy. It felt good to know that I was pretty enough for him and that I was capable of getting him this excited.

It wasn’t like I liked jerking guys off and it wasn’t like I wanted to date these men that I massaged. I simply liked the idea of making so much money while pleasing so many guys –  it had a strange, almost perverse, satisfaction to it.

I’d been doing the massages for about three and a half weeks when John came in for his usual 11:45 appointment. I sat behind the desk as he walked in, already dolled up and ready to go. He asked if he could use the toilet really quickly before we got started and I told him he obviously could then led him to the bathrooms.

As I waited I went into the bathroom next door to ensure that my makeup was proper and that my tits looked perky enough. Some of the clients insisted on having full lighting during the massage –  perhaps they just liked looking at me while I went about my business –  but those that did often got off quicker. Some would even reach around and play with my ass as I jerked them off. It felt weird at first but I quickly got into it too, there was just something very exciting about a guy finding my tush attractive.

When I exited the bathroom to get started with my massage on John I noticed that the doors of both massage rooms were open –  even the one with Valarie and her client in it. My heart thumped loudly in my chest as I peered inside to see that Valarie’s client was still there, face down on the massage table. Valarie herself was not. I probably should have run out at that exact moment, change back into my actual clothes and wash off the makeup, but I didn’t. I stood there with the color drained from my face, waiting for something to happen. And then I felt someone standing behind me.

“May I help you?” I heard Valarie’s voice from right behind me.

I turned around to face her, devoid of any other option. We stared into each other’s eyes for what seemed like an eternity.

“You are?” She still hadn’t caught on. It took another few seconds for her to realize who I was. To realize that she was looking at her college-aged, male receptionist who now wore a short skirt, heels, a wig, and some very pretty makeup. She glared at me in what looked like both shock and awe, but she said nothing.

“I can–” I stammered. “ I can explain.”

“Go ahead,” she said.

But I could explain nothing. What was there to explain anyway? How could I tell her that I’d been dressing up as a woman and getting guys off in her clinic as she gave massages to other clients? It sounded so bizarre even in my head that I couldn’t find the words to say it out loud. This was the end then. I was finished. My entire scheme was about to come down around me, burying me in the process.

John walked out of the bathroom as we both stood there, probably not realizing the intensity of the situation. “I’m all done. We can get started now,” he said, walking between me and Valarie to enter the room that we usually used.

Valarie kept looking at me.

“I’ll finish things with my client,” she said, turning around slowly and walking towards the other room. “You shouldn’t keep a customer waiting too long.” She closed the door behind her as she said this, and left me standing there in the hallway confused and with a decision to make.


Chapter Seven

The second loudest sound in the room was the squishing of oil on John’s body, the first being my pounding heart. The reality of what I’d been doing for the past few weeks was finally starting to hit me. I was rubbing a naked man’s body right now and in a few minutes I’d be jerking him off.

How had I ended up here?

All I’d wanted was to make some extra cash on the side to buy textbooks with, how then had I managed to fuck everything up so terribly? How had I made my way down this road of depravity that I now saw no escape from?

My heart was beating so loudly in my ears that I nearly didn’t hear Valarie opening the door to let herself in, her heels clicking on the floor as she made her way over sounded like trumpets announcing my doom. I didn’t dare look over at her, simply continuing my massage with my head down. I wanted to say something. Anything. But I couldn’t quite come up with the words.

“Is your client booked for the full hour?” She stood right next to me now. She didn’t want to berate me in front of a client it seemed like since I’d expected to hear some more ‘colorful’ words from her mouth. She would probably wait for John to leave before firing me and perhaps even suing me.

The thought made my heart beat even louder.

“Half an hour,” I said in reply.

“How much time is left?”

“About fifteen minutes.”

She watched closely as I worked the muscles in his lower back, intently studying my massage techniques. “It’s essential to be gentle with the Teres minor and major. Even more so with a well-muscled body like this.” She grabbed my hands in her own and guided me to the correct muscle group, applying pressure through my hands to showcase the proper technique. “And you should really dig down into the Erector Spinae.” She continued to guide me as she spoke, moving my hands to the right places, and applying the appropriate pressure.

I followed along silently.

“Is your client booked for the deluxe package?” she didn’t turn towards me as she spoke, choosing instead to keep her eyes on John’s back.

I wasn’t a hundred percent sure what she meant. She was almost certainly referring to the happy ending but I didn’t wanna admit to that. It was terrible enough that she knew I was dressing up as a woman to give massages to all these men, it would be even worse if she knew I was jerking them off as well. I wanted to tell her that it was just the massage, but John and I both knew that there was more planned and agreed upon. Surely he’d understand that I couldn’t jerk him off in front of my boss? But then he knew through his friend that Valarie also did the happy ending. Would he get mad if I let him down?

“I’ll take that to mean a yes,” she spoke up before I had a chance to answer. “Sir, could you please roll over for us?”

John was more than happy to comply. I watched silently as Valarie pulled off the thin blanket from his waist, revealing his now-familiar nude form again.

“We have a rather large member to work with here. Get started and I’ll tell you where you need to improve.” She looked at me as she said this, a hint of expectation in her eyes.

I felt my cheeks flush red. I was beyond mortified. How could I take his cock in my hands in front of Valarie? I wanted to run and hide and never come back to this place.

“Don’t be shy,” she said. “Just get started with it. I’m sure you’ll do fine.”

And just like that I reached down and grabbed his cock in my hands. I didn’t dare look at it this time. It was too embarrassing. I had to close my eyes shut. I slipped my fingers around the base of his shaft and started rubbing upwards towards the tip, getting it oiled up nicely.

“Don’t rush it,” Valarie warned. “Be patient with it,” and so I slowed down. “And give his testicles some attention too. You seem to be ignoring them.”


“Um–  Ok.” I could feel fresh warmth burning in my cheeks. It was so humiliating being told to wrap my fingers around a man’s testicles. I couldn’t believe this was really happening. I bit down on my tongue and started fondling his sack with my fingers, making him even harder and thicker. 

“Okay now put it in your mouth,” she said matter of factly and I felt my heart sink. I’d blown guys before, but I wanted to get away without Valarie finding that out. It wasn’t to be.

Out of options I bent over slowly and closed my eyes. I took one final deep breath before I opened my mouth and slipped his dick inside. I could feel his tip on my tongue, throbbing and warm. His impressive girth had stretched my lips and was now pushing onto my cheeks. I tried to work his tip with my tongue but there was not much space to maneuver– he was just so big. I had to settle for bobbing my head up and down, massaging his bulging tip with my lips whenever I was at that part. Strangely enough, he was getting even harder, even thicker. I was starting to feel my lips stretch further with every passing second. I’d never seen John this hard before, never seen him so thick and long before.

“Yes,” he moaned. “That feels fucking amazing.”

“Don’t stop using your hands now,” Valarie instructed, taking my hands in her own and bringing them to the base of his shaft. I couldn’t fit the entire thing in my mouth anyway so I had to give the lowest parts special attention through my palms.

“Sir,” Valarie began, referring to John. “ You were booked for the deluxe package right?”


“Umm, yeah,” John said, squirming on the table as I sucked him off. 

“Excellent,” Valarie said, and then she tapped me on the shoulder. “Don’t make him come right now. We have a ways to go yet. Just slip off your panties.”

“What?” I said, forced to look up at her now, strands of spit dripping from my mouth

“Take off your panties and get up on the table.”

My heart was beating so fast that I was scared it might just burst. Why did she want me to slip off my panties? Why did she want me to get up on that table? She wanted to let him fuck me? In the ass? I couldn’t quite fathom the idea, but I still did it.

I reached down and slid my panties down my legs, down my smoothly shaven legs. I climbed onto the table, making sure to keep my own cock hidden, and straddled him. I kept my back to him of course, since there was a lower chance he’d see my package this way. As I got into position and grabbed my own cock and balls in one hand, Valarie lubed up his rod with a healthy helping of oil. At the very least he was going to be lubed up properly.

“Sink down slowly onto it,” Valarie said as she held his cock upright. That massively huge, warm, and throbbing member. It was big enough that I had to raise a little to position myself over it, flashing a good look of my asshole to John’s waiting eyes. “Slowly now,” she said. “Very gently sink down on it.” I had no idea why I was doing it, but I did it anyway. I let myself sink slowly until I could feel the warm tip of John’s cock pressing up against my tush, against my virgin cheeks. Valarie adjusted it until it was pointing right at my butthole.

I’d never imagined in my life that I’d get fucked in the ass –  with such a massive cock no less. I was beyond terrified. Terrified of the fact that it would hurt. Terrified of the fact that it would tear something apart inside of me.

But mostly terrified of the fact that I’d like it.


Chapter Eight

Valarie pushed down on my waist as I tried to resist –  but not hard enough. I felt John's massive cock penetrate my asshole.

I learned that day that you can’t tell how big a cock really is until you’ve taken it up the bum. I sank deeper and deeper and deeper still. His rod seemed endless. I could feel the tip of it poking me against my belly, and there was still some left to go. I felt my anus stretch, if not for the oil he might really have torn something. I groaned lightly as my insides stretched to make space for his warm, impressive length. I had to clench my teeth to make sure that I didn’t scream. My breathing had become faster and my heart was beating as fast as ever.

“How do you feel sir?” Valarie asked John.

“Amazing.” He nearly moaned the answer.

“Excellent.” She beamed a smile at him and then turned to me, squirting some more oil on her hands and suddenly grabbing my dick. I didn’t think anything would surprise me anymore, but I was wrong. I sat frozen still as she lubed up my cock with slow, focused strokes. Was she really going to jerk me off here? To what end?

Simultaneously I felt his pelvis press against my tush –  I’d taken his entire length inside me now. Almost automatically, I started to bob up and down, slowly at first, feeling every throbbing vein and ridge in his cock pressing against the walls of my anus. Strangely enough, it didn’t hurt. It felt weird and alien. Like the feeling, you get when you really have to go to the bathroom. But it didn’t feel bad.

Meanwhile, Valarie was busy doing things to my cock that I’d never imagined in my wildest dreams. She was rubbing me hard, using her forearms to work my shaft, using her fingers to play with my tip, working my balls with the precisely correct amount of pressure. She was working me so perfectly that I was already quivering with pleasure. She knew what she was doing, much better than I did. She knew precisely where to rub and where to pinch to get me to moan and tremble.

And then I felt it. I felt a strange, pleasurable sensation in my butt. A hot pulsating stir that started out small, but escalated to stronger and more intense levels with every bounce of my hips. It felt so fucking good. Every time John’s cock bored into that one spot inside me I felt better and better.

In response, I started bouncing on his dick even faster. It was like there was a magic spot inside my asshole that I could press to feel good and I wanted every bit of his cock to ravage it. I came down harder and harder with every iteration, my butt cheeks slapping against his pelvis, the sound amplified because of all the oil involved. Every muscle in my body was tensing up and screaming with pleasure. It was like a never-ending orgasm in my ass, much more intense than any of the regular ones I’d previously experienced. I was a moaning, trembling, quiver mess now, grabbing onto his thighs with my hands as I rode him harder and harder. His cock felt like a metal rod shoved up inside me. He was just so incredibly hard.

“I’m going to come,” he moaned.

“Me too,” I said between bounces. I felt the beginnings of a hot tingling in my cock. Lights were flashing before my eyes and I screamed out loud when I couldn’t hold back anymore. I spurted my cum into the palm of Valarie’s hand just as John filled my insides with his own cum. It felt fucking amazing. If it hadn’t been for Valarie holding me up I probably would have fallen off the table immediately, reduced to a moaning squirming mess.

She helped me off the table and onto the ground, where I could feel John’s cum dripping out of my asshole and running down the insides of my legs. It was astonishingly impressive how fast Valarie cleaned everything up: John’s cock, the creampie in my ass, and everything else. She was obviously very skilled at it.

“You should go get cleaned up,” Valarie said to me. “I’ll handle the payment.” and so I did. I left and got cleaned up and met up with Valarie after. She didn’t end up firing me, instead, she promoted me to one of the massage therapists at the clinic. She ended up getting another receptionist –  I was very good at my new job it seemed like.

From then onwards I no longer dolled myself up in the bathrooms at the clinic, I simply showed up with the proper clothes on. I even started calling myself Camie instead of Cam. I liked it so much that I started to go to school as Camie as well. I liked it better and the people around me started liking it better too. I went to work with Valarie full time after I graduated, happy to be living my best life.

The end


The Sissification of a Struggling student


Synopsis:

Sam has made some big mistakes in his life, but nothing this stupid: He's gambled away his college tuition!

His only way out seems to be this modelling gig he finds online. It pays well and the hours are good, there's just one catch: He has to put on a dress.

Follow Sam as he explores exciting new sensations and thrills and connects with his long dormant feminine side. Who knew a pair of panties could change this much?


Chapter One

How could I have been this stupid? Don’t get me wrong, I’d done stupid things in my life before. I’d snuck out with my parents' car on the night of my fifteenth birthday and crashed it that very night. I’d nearly set the house on fire trying to make a frozen pizza a few years ago. I’d even managed to lose my new computer within three days of getting it. But this was different. This was worse.

I’d blown away my tuition for the entire year.

The weekend trip in vegas had started out fine enough, but the recklessness of youth and a lot of substance abuse meant that I lost track of both my time and my bank account. Now a week later I sat in the relative safety of my off-campus apartment nursing a heavy headache and down nearly thirty thousand dollars.

THIRTY THOUSAND.

Some of it had been spent on drugs and alcohol. But most of it burned away during my long nights at the casino. My brain at the time, dulled by the impressive volume of alcohol I had in me, kept convincing me that I’d win it all back. That I was just one lucky break away from regaining all I’d lost. Heck, making some more on top of it. That wasn’t to be, obviously. As was evident by the numbers that flashed across the screen in front of me. I had less than a thousand dollars in my account at the moment, where I’d had over thirty last week. I remembered thinking it was a stupid idea to go off to vegas the very night my parents transferred my tuition for the year, but I’d gone through with it anyway. Much to my current self’s regret.

I couldn’t very well go back to my parents for the money. And with how little I was making from my job at the cafe there was no hope of actually earning it back myself any time soon. I’d have to call the college tomorrow to discuss a payment plan for the entire next year that I could maybe manage. And I’d have to get a new job, one that paid much better than my current one. It was with these intentions that I was browsing the web when I came across that job listing.

‘Male Model Wanted’, was the caption and it was listed to pay two-thousand dollars a week. It seemed too good to be true and in any other situation I would never have clicked on something so blatantly scammy but in my desperation, I opened it. From there it only got weirder.

It was by some company called C-Sense and they apparently needed a guy to model for their newest line of clothing. It said that the ideal applicant should have an ‘effeminate’ –  a word I had to look up –  face and a slender body. Well, I’d always been teased at school for looking more like a girl than a boy, and I definitely had a slender body, so I kept scrolling. The bottom of the page listed an email address where I was supposed to send photos of my face and my body to. Dressed in nothing but my underwear and wearing a wig. They promised 500$ dollars just for applying. Obviously too good to be true.

On any other day I’d have scoffed at the idea and laughed at it later as I recounted the weird ad to my friends, but today I obliged. I went digging in my wardrobe for a wig that I had lying around from my Halloween costume last year and got to setting up the lighting to take the picture. All the while telling myself how ridiculous I was being. There was no way they would actually pay someone two thousand a week for modeling in women’s clothing, let alone send me 500$ for the test pictures. But what did I have to lose?

The worst thing that could happen would be these pictures somehow making it back to my family or friends, and me being ridiculed a bit for it. But the chances of that happening were pretty low, not to mention that it wasn’t all that damning anyway. I’d still have my boxers on and it wasn’t like this was the first time I’d be wearing a wig. If there was any chance I could actually get the 500$ they promised I was willing to go through with the whole thing.

So I set up my camera, stripped down to just my boxers, adjusted the lighting, and took the pictures. They came out pretty great, the blonde wig complimenting my round face. And my body, although a little womanly, wasn’t something I’d ever been ashamed of. It was just the body I was born with and if now, by some miracle, it was going to make me some money I had no problem with showing it off a little.

By the time I was done editing the photos (adjusting the lighting and whatnot) and sending them I actually started to feel pretty good about the whole thing. I’d attached my cash-app at the bottom of the email and although I was less than hopeful that someone would actually pay up for these images I still felt better than I had an hour ago.

Imagine my surprise when I got a notification not five minutes later that someone had sent over not five-hundred, but One-Thousand dollars to my account. I got an email at around the same time telling me that the first five-hundred was for the pictures and the next was an advance. The bottom of the email had further instructions.


Chapter Two

Even as I read the new instructions on the email I had a hard time believing I’d actually gotten the money. A thousand dollars for a few photos of myself in a wig? But it was there alright, all of it in my bank account, and I kept double-checking just to make sure. Why would anyone pay this much for a few pictures? It was supposed to be a modeling ad but I’d never heard of a model getting paid in advance. Was this company just incredibly stupid and inexperienced? Or was there something more sinister going on in the background? Whatever the case I wasn’t going to let this opportunity slip. In fact, I was planning on milking it as much as I could, so I continued reading.

The email said that I’d receive a package sometime very soon (I’d given them my address in the last email) and that package would contain the clothes that I was supposed to wear for my first shoot. The rest of it was mostly technical jargon, outlining the terms of my contract with the company that would only become valid when I showed up for the first shoot. It laid out a schedule for shoots and payments, outlining several ‘performance dependant’ bonuses I would be eligible to receive if I performed to the company’s satisfaction. Whatever that meant. Honestly, it was all a bit too overwhelming for me and I’d need to sit down properly and research it whenever I got the time, the tax implications alone would be massive. But the big takeaway from all of this was that if I did everything according to their wishes I’d make enough to cover my tuition in less than two months, after which I could simply walk away and never look back. It was still a little hard to believe that someone would actually give me this much money for modeling in women’s clothing, but the thousand dollars were there in my account, more than enough proof for me to try and give it a shot.

I mulled over the idea the entire afternoon, weighing the pros and cons of the entire thing. My greatest worry was that I was somehow being set up for something, but I couldn’t for the life of me imagine why? What would someone have to gain by doing something like this to me? Realistically, it could be a prank to humiliate me by getting me to dress up in a dress and take pictures, but who would be willing to shell out a thousand bucks for that sort of thing? And even if some incredibly rich dude had somehow taken a special interest in humiliating me for whatever reason, was it that bad a deal? I would take a little humiliation in exchange for boatloads of money, I knew very few people who wouldn’t.

Not two hours after the last email my doorbell rang. By the time I got to the door the visitor had left, but there was a package on my doorstep. I tried to look for whoever had left it but there was no one about so I brought the box inside and placed it in front of me. I got a knife from my kitchen and tore open the tape holding the entire thing together. Inside the box was a little red dress, a pair of panties, a bra with gel ‘implants’, a blonde wig, a pair of heels, and a bag full of makeup supplies.

As I dug in further I found a little note written on a pink piece of paper. It was addressed to me:

“We were very impressed with your photos Sam. We hope you’re satisfied with the first payment from C-Sense and realize that it is the first of many, hopefully. This is the first outfit you’ll have to model in, but there are a few requirements. Firstly you must be convincing as a woman. What we mean by this is that we want you to dress, act, and talk like a woman when you’re on the job. We realize this must be difficult for someone who's grown up as a man but it is imperative that you try. The more convincing you are the higher chance of us recalling you for another job. Secondly, the details of your first task are as follows: Put on this outfit and take pictures of yourself in a public place downtown, preferably a bar or a restaurant. As soon as you send us the pictures we’ll transfer the previously agreed upon 2000$ for the job.  We look forward to working with you.”

I had to read the letter a second time to make sure it was real. I’d considered all of this relatively harmless when I took the first few pictures, and I hadn’t really even expected to get the money for that in the first place. But I had, and now they were offering me more. But some of the wording in the letter frightened me. It made me think. They'd asked for me to be ‘convincing’ as a woman, in fact, they’d demanded I dress, act and talk like one. In a public place no less. Surely this was going too far. If the job had required me to simply dress up in these clothes and get my photos taken in some studio in exchange for 2000$ I wouldn’t have thought about it twice, but this gave me pause.

The more I thought about it the less sure I became. Dressing up as a woman and going to a bar would be a surefire way to get myself ridiculed by whoever happened to see me. There would probably be images of me circulating around the internet making their way back to my family in no time. I’d originally assumed it would be a controlled photoshoot with professionals, who could post-edit the photos to make them look good, but going out in the open with nothing but my own makeup skills was a disaster waiting to happen. I was about ready to throw the box and the clothes out when I glanced at my computer screen again, my bank balance staring back at me with disdain, and so I caved.

I opened the box and started getting myself ready. I slipped on the dress inside and put the wig onto my head. The wig had long bangs that hung over my eyes. It was surprisingly very realistic, much better than the cheap old thing I’d taken my pictures in originally, it seemed to be made of real human hair. The dress was tight and it was short, barely covering my tush and leaving my currently hairy legs on full display.

I definitely needed to shave.

I took off the dress and made my way to the bathroom to get started on the task. In just about forty minutes I’d managed to shave away all the hair on my body–  there wasn’t very much to begin with – and it felt strangely liberating. As I eyed myself in the mirror, now shaved smooth I couldn’t help but admire the shape of my own body. My legs were long and slender nearly all the way through, save for the bit of plumpness in my inner upper thighs. My body, although naturally skinny, was curved a bit around my hips. Even my bum looked perky, more like a woman’s than a man’s. Maybe the bullies in school had had a point. But then I’d always known this to be true, this was just my first time seeing myself fully shaved.

I made my way back to the living room and put on the dress again, it looked less silly this time around. A little hesitantly, I slipped on the panties and I couldn’t help but like the way they felt. They were a tight little pair and secured my nether regions rather snugly, entrapping my cock in their small cotton prison in addition to feeling strangely comfortable around my butt. When I looked in the mirror again I felt my heart beat louder. I had expected to look rather ridiculous in the dress but I didn’t. In fact, I looked kind of stunning. The dress seemed perfectly tailored to my body, every inch of the fabric hugging and accentuating my curves. It all looked marvelous except for where it sagged around my chest, so I fished out the fake tits from inside the box and put them on. The whole thing came together now and as soon as I put on the wig I looked –  in my own opinion of course –  very pretty.

Makeup was much harder since I’d never done it before, but a little time spent watching youtube tutorials and some trial and error produced better results than I’d expected. I wasn’t familiar with all the makeup in the bag that had been provided, but I did some basic things like applying mascara and eyeliner to get a decent look. By the time I was done, it didn’t look too bad, in fact, it looked pretty good –  kind of cute even.

I did a little posing in front of the mirror, all my qualms from mere hours before forgotten and discarded. I fiddled a little with my wig and makeup deciding what look suited me best and it took another hour or so before I was finally satisfied with my look. Lastly, I put on the heels that had been sent with the package –  again the perfect size–  and eyed myself one last time in the mirror.

I looked gorgeous.

The dress hugged my body perfectly, the fake-tits giving me a bust that most women would envy, the shimmering fabric somehow making my hips look bigger and the heels helping my butt perk up. The dress exposed enough of my supple, shapely legs to invite delicious fantasies in the mind of anyone who happened to look in my direction.

I didn’t realize it back then, but I had already started enjoying this a little too much.


Chapter Three

There wasn’t a time limit on the note for when I had to send in the pictures, so it was safe to assume that they would give me enough time to at least get myself familiarized with the whole thing before completing my task. The safe bet would have been to practice for a few days, get my act down, perfect the look, and only then step out into the real world to do what needed to be done. Instead, I did a few rounds of my apartment to get used to walking in heels, talked to myself in what I thought sounded like a feminine voice, and stepped outside.

I looked at the time. It was half-past ten, the bars would probably be bustling with the usual crowd right now, everyone from college students to middle-aged men sitting around drowning their sorrows in the bottom of their cups. There was probably a better time than this to do what I was about to do, but I didn’t care. I was far too invested now and so set out without further delay.

I walked through the narrow-wide avenues of downtown Chicago, feeling the cool night breeze up my little dress. I could feel it on my tush, which wasn’t covered too well by the tiny pair of panties I’d put on. I tried to tug down my dress a little as I felt it riding up and exposing my butt before realizing how ridiculous I was starting to look, and besides, no amount of pulling and tugging was going to make this feeling of vulnerability go away. So I doubled down and started towards the nearest bar.

It was during this walk that I started feeling the doubts again. What if this was a joke? Every time a person passed me by I would feel a cold fear creeping up my spine. Fearing the moment they would realize I was a man dressed in women’s clothing. I also slowly realized just how deep I’d gotten myself into this predicament. The way I was dressed right now, with the tiny dress and even tinier panties underneath, it had an almost sexual touch to it. Was that part of what the company wanted from me? Because I was definitely not ready for that. I’d gotten into this thinking it was a joke and I’d only gone along with it because I assumed I’d be harmlessly modeling some clothes. But currently, I could feel a strange sense of danger that I hadn’t felt before. I felt like the entire city was watching me, waiting to make fun of me as soon I slipped up.

Despite these thoughts, I managed to make it to the bar without much issue. My heart pounded harder in my chest as I stood near the entrance, steeling myself for what was about to come. It was increasingly unlikely that I would come into contact with someone I knew, but I was terrified of the prospect nonetheless. As I neared the bar door my heart rate reached a new height. I took one final deep breath and looked down at my freshly shaved, trembling legs.

Was this really worth the money? Was I so desperate for a bit of cash that I was willing to risk total humiliation? I quickly caught myself and reinforced in my mind that it wasn’t just ‘a bit of cash’, but the point still stood. How much farther would I have to go for this new employer? Just the first job had me prancing around town dressed up like a whore. It was bound to get worse.

I nearly turned around right there, ready to walk all the way back to my apartment and forget this entire thing. I could work out something for the tuition: Come up with a flexible payment plan and work two jobs if need be. There was no need to subject myself to this no matter what I stood to gain.

As I started turning around I heard the bar door swing open. Three drunken men staggered out and I froze. They were looking at me –  right into my eyes. I stood there motionless, unable to complete the breath I was about to take, waiting for the lead man to realize that I wasn’t a woman. To ask me why I was dressed up as a girl and to mock me for it, but it never happened. Instead, he stepped aside and said, “Ma’am” in the most gentlemanly way. His two friends stepped aside as well, giving me room to walk through. I looked over at one of them for a second as they passed by me–  just long enough to see that he was checking me out, his eyes glued to my backside.

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks as I realized that a man had been ogling at my butt. Sure, he was probably drunk out of his mind, but the idea that a man would get turned on by looking at my ass was unsettling–  but not entirely unpleasant. I made my way into the bar and took a seat away from the crowd, too nervous to sit around anyone while dressed like this.

I glued my eyes to my lap as the bartender approached, too scared to show him my face and give up the ruse. “What will you be having, miss?” he asked in a casual tone.

“A whiskey, on the rocks please,” I said in my best feminine voice, which probably wasn’t very good at all.

“Coming right up,” the bartender said. He turned to get the drink and I looked up quickly to see if he was laughing to himself at my expense. He wasn’t –  he was making the drink like and acting totally normal. I took a look around the room and caught a couple of guys staring at me. But none of them were laughing either. It looked like all of them believed I was just a chick that had wandered in off the streets for a good time.

How was this possible? How was I convincing enough as a woman that these guys were checking me out? Surely this wasn’t real. Was it? The bartender handed me my drink and I downed it in a matter of minutes, the nervousness making me thirsty. I was just about to order another one when a guy, wearing a black button-down shirt and a pair of jeans, came and sat down next to me. As soon as he was there he bought me a drink and started chatting me up

My girl-voice was convincing enough to the point where he didn’t see anything wrong with me.

“I love your dress,” he whispered in my ear as he moved his hand to my thighs, fingers inching up towards the hem of my dress. I felt the panic rise in me now. This was going too far. I felt myself quickly slipping down a hole that I feared I had no chance of climbing out of. A part of me wanted to stop what was happening, but a part of me wanted it to go further. There was just something about this man –  the way he talked, the calm poise and charm to his every action that made him irresistible to me. Now don’t get me wrong, I don’t think there’s anything wrong with being gay, but I’d always considered myself a straight dude. This man was making me reconsider. The way his muscles rippled under his shirt, the way his hot breath felt in my ear as he whispered flirtatious words to me.

There was just something about him that melted away my resistance.

Whenever his hands crept closer to my crotch I’d coyly guide them away, to some other part of my body that he was just as excited to explore. I took my own liberties too –  sliding my own hands over his thickly muscled arms, taking in the beauty of his perfectly chiseled body. Soon he let one of his hands wander down from my thigh to my ass.

And I didn’t stop him.

He was gentle at first, letting his fingers lightly brush the outermost parts of my tush, tickling me with just the right amount of provocation. I should have stopped him then, a small part of me wanted to. But I didn’t. I gave in to the other part of me. The part that had never before seen the light of day, but now craved everything that was happening here. There was just something about a handsome guy feeling up my ass that made me feel strangely giddy.

It was almost arousing.

A voice kept rising up from the dark recesses of my soul, telling me to drag that man into the toilets and to get on my knees and suck him off. The rational part of my mind was appalled at the idea. It seemed so repulsive, so alien. But my body wanted it more than it had ever wanted anything else.

At that moment the only thing I wanted was to suck this man’s cock.

I didn’t in the end –  I couldn’t work up the courage –   but I let him feel me up for another half hour before I got up and left the bar, more confused than I’d ever been in my life.


Chapter Four

I stayed up for a long time that night, only falling asleep when my mind was exhausted from all the thinking it had done. The next morning brought even more confusion –  even fear. It was quite ironic that I’d started this entire thing for the money but I hadn’t even sent the pictures I’d taken at the bar yesterday to my new employer.

The things I’d felt last night and the things I’d wanted to do, didn’t make sense to me. I’d always been interested in girls then why now, after having spent my entire life as a straight man, was I attracted to a guy? I considered the fact that maybe it was just that one guy, but no. I’d been elated when I’d found those guys outside the bar checking me out. I’d enjoyed riling them up, I’d enjoyed seeing the lust in their eyes as they ogled my ass. Was this just who I was now? And if so, what did it mean?

How was it possible that putting on a dress and some makeup would bring about such drastic changes in me. Would this happen to anyone in similar circumstances? Or was I always wired this way?

Overwhelmed with these thoughts, my strategy was to simply forget it all. Block it out of my mind and pretend that nothing of the sort had ever happened. I got out of bed and went for a run, returning home to make myself some breakfast. Afterward, I called up the school to set up a meeting to discuss my tuition payment schedule. I even got on the internet and started looking for other jobs, ones that didn’t involve me putting on a dress.

But even as I did this, and even as I actively tried to block out the feelings from last night –  I couldn’t. Every time I tried to push down the memory of that man’s hand on my thigh, it came back stronger, more vivid. Why was this happening to me? What was wrong with me?

I spent the entire day like this, my mind a stew of unwelcome emotions until I heard the doorbell ring.

It was another box.

I opened it despite myself, knowing full well what I would find inside. Inside there was a black pencil skirt, black thigh-high stockings, a grey sweater, and another pair of heels. There was another note as well, which read:

“Sam, we feel like we’ve scared you off with the pace of our operation. This is not uncommon and we realize that the fault lies with our organization. We cannot force you to work for us, but we can promise you fair compensation if you do. You will receive a three-thousand dollar transaction into your bank account in a little while. If you accept this transaction we will take it to mean that you have agreed to work with us. Your first shoot will be tonight, and if you decide to accept our proposal we hope to see you at 8:00 PM at the address listed at the bottom.”

True to their word, I received a notification of an impending transfer to my account. Three thousand dollars that would be mine at a click of a button. My heart throbbed and my gut turned as I looked down at the box below. I told myself that I could do this for a few weeks and I’d have the tuition money. I told myself that I could control these strange urges for that long and then simply go on with my normal life. I told myself that I would just be doing it for the money.

I was lying.

Deep down–  not so deep anymore, since last night –  I wanted to do this. I needed to feel like I’d felt last night: attractive and desired. So I steadied my shaking hands and started getting ready.

I slipped into the small little pencil skirt, which fit perfectly again. The sweater was a little tighter than I’d expected but it looked good on me, especially with the fake-tits-bra underneath giving me a perfectly buxom chest.

I spent some extra effort on my makeup this time around, watching more tutorials online, and achieving a better overall look. One of the tutorials showed me how to do some basic contouring, which made me less recognizable and more feminine.

It took nearly two hours before I was satisfied with how I looked. I stood in front of the mirror for another thirty minutes and scrutinized every little detail of my getup. I had to admit, I looked even cuter than last time, and more girlish too.

“Let’s get this over with,” I said, still lying to myself, and set out for the address I’d been given. I drove over there as quickly as possible, giving myself very little time to reconsider and chicken out. I reached the address they’d given and found a small single-story building with the words “STUDIO” glowing at the top in a neon sign. I steeled myself for what was about to come, took one last deep breath, and swung open the doors, unsure of what to expect.

It was very surprising then, that I was greeted by the man from last night, the one I’d met at the bar.


Chapter Five

Why was he here? Was he the one sending me the cash and the dresses? What was he hoping to gain out of this? Was he dangerous? All valid questions that should have occupied my mind at that time. Instead, all I could think about was just how much I wanted him.

I threw myself forward, into his arms and kissed him firmly on the lips. He nearly stumbled back in surprise but caught himself just in time. He wrapped his arms around me and kissed me back, my heart pounding as the musk of his cologne drifted to my nostrils. A spice & oak blend that made me quiver with anticipation.

He ran his hands down my sides and I slid mine over his bare arms, feeling the muscles in his body ripple under his skin. He pulled me in closer and then parted his lips ever so slightly to let my tongue in.

It felt so good.

I’d had a few kisses in my life before this, but never with a man. None of them felt as good as this: our tongues slapping around in the shared space between our mouths, the electrifying passion making me tremble. I reached down and slipped my fingers over his crotch, rubbing firmly over the area before undoing his belt and entering his pants, feeling him skin-to-skin.

It seemed like he wanted to voice a complaint then, but it died down on his lips as I slipped my fingers around his thick girth and started massaging his rod. He let out a soft whimper and I felt his legs quiver ever so slightly.

“Just like that,” he whispered, as he broke off the kiss, tilted my neck upwards, and started to suck and kiss my neck. I couldn’t help but let out a little moan.

“I wanna fuck you in the ass,” he said into my ear, the hot breath causing my skin to prickle.

“Fuck me,” I said, unable to wait anymore, and tugged down his pants and boxers in one single motion, freeing his cock to spring out to attention immediately. I stared down at it with wide eyes and a trembling jaw.

I wanted him in me so badly.

Slowly, I wrapped my fingers around the thing and began to pump it earnestly. I stepped forwards and pressed it into my sweater-clad abdomen. I rubbed my body against it, writhing to a slow enough motion to not make him too excited too quickly.

There was no rush.

“I want you now,” he said, voice barely above a whisper now. “ I want you so bad.”

“Put it in me,” I said. “Quickly.” I spun around then, hiking up my skirt and pulling down my panties, letting my tush fall out into the open. It felt so good. So scandalous. I reached around and grabbed his cock, pressing it up between my butt-cheeks. “Spit on it babe,” I said. And he did.

He hastily applied some saliva onto his impressive length and I spread it along the entire thing with my hand. No sooner had it been spread that I started mashing it against my tight, puckering asshole.

I could hardly wait.

I felt him reach down with both hands and cup my ass-cheeks in his palms, squeezing them firmly, making me wince –  from pleasure. “Fuck me,” I said, unable to wait any longer, my asshole screaming to be ravaged.

And so he did.

He started pushing inside me and I clenched hard, squeezing the tip of his cock instinctively. He grunted in reply. I had to tell myself to relax before he was finally able to get the entire thing into me, deep enough to tease previously unexplored parts of my asshole.

“Fuck! You’re so tight,” he said, as he started to pump slowly, melting away the remaining tension in my body.

It felt good –  so fucking good.

I could feel my face burning red with embarrassment. I was allowing a man to fuck me in the ass. In fact, I wasn’t just allowing it –  I’d practically begged for it. And now that it was finally happening, I was loving every moment of it. I wanted it to never end. I could feel my own cock hardening as well, his cock making slow inroads into the deep recesses of my tight hole. I wanted to reach down and beat myself off, but I resisted the urge.

“Harder,” I begged, and he obliged.

My moans got louder with his pumps. I wanted to scream, to yell out in euphoric glee, but a small, scared part of me kept me quiet. I looked down and couldn’t help but admire how beautiful my smooth, long legs looked: trembling with pleasure underneath me. I loved how my skirt fluttered from one side to the other as he took me from behind, the fabric rustling beautifully to every stroke.

“Don’t stop,” I kept saying. “Don’t stop fucking me.” I could feel the orgasm building inside me and I wasn’t even touching my cock. I’d heard about prostate orgasms but I couldn’t believe that one could feel this good.

“I’m so close,” I whispered.

“Me too.”

He’d found the sweet spot inside my ass now and he pounded it repeatedly and mercilessly. I moaned with every stroke, every pump, and every grunt.

“Harder,” I whispered, as his cock twitched deep inside my tush –  ready to explode at any moment.

I could feel every single inch of his long, veiny cock inside me. He was big –  really big. Almost ten inches if I had to guess. I could feel his length pressing against my tummy from inside, and all I could do was squirm under his grip.

“I’m gonna come,” he said, and I wanted nothing more.

“Do it. Come inside me,” I managed between moans. “ Fill me with your cum.”

I moaned and trembled even harder as his cock continued to twitch inside me. The dominant sound in the room was from my moans and his pelvis slapping my cheeks. Suddenly, I felt a powerful shudder run through my body, a warm sensation making my legs quiver with pleasure. I’d have fallen if not for his arms holding me up. The shudder made its way through my body and concentrated in my cock, where it grew even more intense.

I moaned one last time and shot the biggest load I’d ever shot, splattering the front of my skirt in hot cum, most of it running down the front of my legs down to the floor.

He grunted one last time and moaned in my ear, quivering violently before pumping again. He came with that last thrust, his hot juice filling up the inside of my tush and making me shudder. His fingers dug deep into the soft flesh of my ass as he finished, making me yelp with both pain and pleasure. He pulled out then and collapsed onto the floor below, leaving me to stand there with his cum dripping out of my freshly ravaged hole and splattering on the tiles below.

We hadn’t even taken the pictures yet.

The end


Sissified by my wife


Synopsis:

I begged my wife to give me another chance and I swore that I wouldn't ever do it again. She was having none of it. She'd caught me cheating a second time and it looked like my marriage was done for.

"There's only one way out," she said and of course I said I'd do it. It wasn't until she mentioned that it involved putting me in panties that I started getting worried.

Follow along as Luke gets feminized by his wife and gets in touch with his girly side. She thinks he'll hate being groped by the men at the bar, he ends up finding it thrilling. She thinks he'll recoil at the idea of having his skirt flipped and taken by an alpha male, but he can barely wait.


Luke

I stood there, head bowed in shame, as my wife’s gaze tore through me.

I’d been caught. And this wasn’t the first time.

The last time she’d caught me had been bad enough. Our marriage had nearly fallen apart. I’d begged her to give me one more chance, begged her to let me atone for my sins. I’d told her I’d felt nothing for the other girl, that I’d just been confused. She’d said she’d leave me and I’d begged some more. I’d fallen to her feet and cried for another chance. It was nothing short of a miracle that she’d agreed.

I’d gone to therapy, the kind for sex addicts –  Riley thought I was one, and she wasn’t wrong. I’d made an effort afterward: listening earnestly to everything the therapist told me, participating in online forums with other similarly ‘afflicted’ people, I’d even bought a book on the topic and read it cover to cover. These things had helped, for a time, until I started having the feelings again. It got harder to keep my cool around a woman when my wife wasn’t around. Don’t get me wrong, I loved my wife with all my heart, but sometimes my body wanted what it wanted and in times like those I broke.

“How could you, Luke?” She was fuming red, the anger practically oozing out of her ears. “ She looked like she was barely out of college.” The ‘she’ in question was the girl, whose name I can no longer recall, my wife had caught me with. What made it even worse was where she’d caught us. “In our bedroom Luke?” she continued, “How could you do this to me?”

“It.. it didn’t mean anything babe. I swear,” I tried to reach for her, to tell her that I still loved her, to comfort her, but she recoiled at my touch, disgusted by what I’d done.

“Don’t touch me,” she hissed. “ How long has this been going on? What’s her name? I’ll track the bitch down myself and kill her.” Thankfully the girl had made a quick escape while Riley had stood there stunned, otherwise I might have had to break up a catfight.

“I don’t know Riley,” I pleaded. “I don’t know her name since it meant nothing. We barely even talked. We just..”

“You just what? You just fucked her while I was away at work? You’ve been doing this everyday right? Every day while I’m at work and you’re here, sleeping with your fucking whores.” Her fists had curled up at her sides, clenched so hard that I thought she might start bleeding.

“It isn’t like that babe,” the more I tried to calm her the angrier she became. “ This is the first time since I’ve started therapy. I swear. And it’ll never happen again.”

“You can’t expect me to believe that. The one time I come home early from work and you’re in here fucking someone else. Don’t lie to me Luke, it won’t help.”

“I’m not lying. You gotta trust me. I barely even know that girl, she’s just someone I met at the bar.”

“And you think that makes it better? You always do this. You always use women and then toss them aside. You’ve been doing it since before we met. It’s a miracle you haven’t done the same thing to me.”

I saw my opening and struck immediately. “That’s because you’re the only one I love honey. All these other women are a means to an end. I can have a bit of fun with them and not feel bad about it, but you’re different. You’re the only woman I’ve ever loved.”

She hesitated as I said this, the words she had been about to speak disappearing on her lips, her expression softening a bit. The only reason she hadn’t left me last time was because deep down she knew I loved her. She knew that I had a hard time controlling my sexual urges and that these little trysts meant nothing to me. She knew she was the only one I cared about.

She’d calmed down a bit now, a thoughtful expression on her face. I didn’t dare say anything else, I’d made my case and could only hope that she’d forgive me again –  one last time. I’d never do it again.

“You’re right,” she said finally, and I couldn’t hide my surprise. Surely it couldn’t be this easy? She wouldn’t let me off the hook just like that.

“Really?” I asked nervously.

“Yes, really. The problem isn’t that you don’t love me, it's never been that. The problem is how you treat women,” she had the beginnings of a smile on her lips now and I couldn’t fathom why. “You said it yourself: these women are a means to end for you. You treat them like your personal sex toys and then promptly throw them away when you’re done. You think of them as objects.”

This wasn’t going the way I’d thought it would, but at least she wasn’t talking about leaving me anymore. At least some hope remained.

“I’m willing to give you one last chance if you agree to do something for me,” she said, the smile widening for some odd reason. “It will help you fix your little ‘problem’ and might even save our marriage. Will you do it?”

“Anything,” I said, my eyes beaming with hope. “Just say the word.”

“We’re going to turn you into a girl.”


Riley

I made Luke sleep on the couch as I planned just how I was going to teach him his lesson. As angry as I was, I realized he still loved me. The problem was how he viewed other women: like objects.

I needed to make him realize how it felt to be a woman, to face unwanted advances by men, to be stared at and harassed. I needed to make him see how demeaning it was when you spent half the day perfecting your look only to have some guy staring at your ass. He needed to know how it felt to be dominated.

An image flashed in my mind–  just for a second–  of Luke in a blonde wig and lace panties, bent over the kitchen counter and getting taken from behind. Why was I imagining this? Surely I didn’t want another person, man or woman, to fuck my husband in front of me. Surely it was perverse just to entertain the idea. But the more I thought about it the more it seemed like a good idea. My mind rationalized that it was the only way he would understand what it felt like to be used the way he’d used all those women.

Would he go along with something so outrageous though? He’d always been proud of his masculinity and I couldn’t see him throwing it all away and agreeing to get fucked by another man. But he did say he’d do anything to save our marriage.

Anything.

My heart raced as I scrolled down the list of men on the homosexual escort website I’d just found. I was really going through with this. I passed by a number of listings until one caught my eye, a guy named Mark. He charged a little more than some of the others I’d just seen but he probably deserved it–  the man was an absolute stud. His body was so perfectly sculpted that it looked like chiseled stone, the man’s muscles had muscles. His listing even mentioned that he preferred working with married couples. Despite myself, I felt my pussy ache as I entertained the idea: My husband a screaming, moaning mess as Mark entered him from behind.

I clicked on his profile.

He had a number of pictures on there and there was one that made me raise my eyebrows. Mark stood there with both hands behind his head, muscles flexed and cock standing to attention. My God, he was massive. His cock seemed to be almost ten inches long and thicker than I’d ever seen a man be. It looked too big to be real, like it was photoshopped, but all the positive reviews on his profile made me reconsider that evaluation. How would Luke look, down on his knees as he tried to take that cock in his mouth, dressed like a common whore.

The idea made me shudder.

I scrolled further on his profile and was greeted by a video. It was of him, laying on his bed, the full glory of his rippling muscles glistening under the lights, and him stroking his long, beautiful cock. I felt my body shiver again and my hand started to slip towards my crotch. As the video went on I felt myself through the fabric of my shorts and as he increased the cadence of his strokes I let a single finger enter my snatch.

I was starting to get really wet.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my body consumed by a euphoric tingle, my legs quivering violently. I plunged another finger inside and used my other hand to rub my clit. I could feel the warmth emanating from my womanhood, hot juices lubricating my hole. You could see Mark’s massive cock as it throbbed under his grip in the video, the veins pulsing, the tip quivering.

He squeezed it with his palms and I closed my eyes, imagining that same massive cock ravaging my husband’s asshole, stretching him wide and making him scream.

“Oh, shit!” I whispered, and came with both fingers deep inside me, collapsing deeper in my chair afterward.

By the time I was done washing my hands, my mind was made up. I was going through with this. But I wasn’t finished just yet.

I got back onto my computer and navigated over to a clothing website, the kind that I’d usually go to for my own outfits. There were a number of cute dresses and skirts that I could picture Luke wearing and looking really cute in –  but they weren’t racy enough. I needed to make Luke stand out, I needed to make every guy in a fifty-feet radius turn and ogle at his beauty. I did some more surfing and found a website that was more suited to these tastes, a website that sold clothes for college girls looking to go clubbing or to parties.

This was much better

The skirts here were so short that they barely covered the models’ bums. The tops were tight enough that I could see most of the models’ nipples standing at attention as they poked through the flimsy fabrics. This was perfect, it was exactly what I needed. This would help me objectify my husband, help him see how it truly felt.

I ordered a number of items off of there: a few dresses, a couple of skirts, and a couple of tops. I found a cute pair of heels that I couldn’t wait to see my husband in. I felt myself get excited just imagining how they would make his butt perk up!

I even invested in a choker, to disguise his Adam’s apple. After all, I didn’t want people to look at Luke and think of him as some drag queen, I wanted them to look at him and see a hot piece of ass. I wanted them to salivate as they thought about bending him over and fucking him. I wanted them to risk it all for a feel of his ass.

His tits came next and it wasn’t long before I found a pair that was designed for people who were transitioning. They were made of some sort of gel and looked real enough on-screen to fool anyone. A good brassiere over them would make them practically indistinguishable from real tits. I thought about getting him some panties but realized it would be more embarrassing if he had to wear some of mine. I couldn’t help but smile at the very thought.

Lastly, I needed a wig. There were so many options to pick from but I settled for a blonde one with straight-cut bangs hanging down the front. Bangs hadn’t ever looked good on my face but my husband had smooth, round features that would complement the hairstyle very well. He would look stunning, I could already imagine it.

Beyond excited for a chance to dress my husband up I requested express shipping and it took less than a full day before everything was here.

I could hardly wait.


Luke

She had everything set up when she called me into the room: makeup supplies spread on the desk and several outfits laid out on the bed. I had had the entire night to think about what I was about to go through, what my wife had in store for me. I thought about chickening out a number of times, but I couldn’t. It was better than the alternative, it was better than my wife leaving me. I could take a bit of humiliation if it helped save my marriage, and besides, maybe she was right, maybe this would help my addiction, maybe this was just what I needed.

Despite these rationalizations, the first thing I felt as I walked into the room was fear.

I looked around the room and glazed over the assortment she had laid out, taking a deep breath before daring to speak.

“Any chance all of this is for you?” I asked, a nervous tinge to my voice.

She shook her head slowly and deliberately, a smirk dancing on her lips.

“And you’re sure you can’t punish me some other way?” I asked, trying my luck one last time.’

“No,” she said. “This is very important to me, very important to our marriage–  and you need to understand what it feels like. It’s either this or I leave you.”

Well, I knew it was never really going to work. She held all the chips and I couldn’t wiggle my way out of this one. “Okay, fine,” I said, resigning to my fate. “If this means so much to you and it’ll help our marriage then let’s do it.”

I saw Riley’s entire body perk up as I said this, her eyes coming alive with exhilaration, her smirk widening to a grin. Was she enjoying this a bit too much?

“Go and shave and then sit your ass down here,” she commanded, pointing to the chair she’d placed next to the makeup desk. I obviously obliged, stepping into the bathroom to shave away all the excess hair on my body. By the time I was done I was starting to notice things about my body that I hadn’t ever before. Had my hips always been this wide? Had my ass always been this firm? Had my face always been this round? It was almost as if shaving away the hair revealed a body underneath that I hadn’t ever seen or noticed.

I felt something stir inside me.

Not wanting to get swept up by these strange feelings I made my way back to the desk and found my wife waiting.

“Sit down,” she commanded. “and keep your eyes closed while I do this.”

I did as I was told, and she got started right away.

I tried to sneak a look as I felt a brush tickling my eyes but she quickly slapped me on the top of my head saying, “No peeking.” She went on for what seemed like an eternity, nudging here and there on my face with her strange makeup tools, putting what felt like a wig over my head, and tying some strange fabric around my neck. What made it all worse was the fact that I wasn’t even allowed to watch the process. It felt like forever before she finally patted me on the head and told me to open my eyes.

I actually gasped when I did. I looked like a fucking woman.

Riley couldn’t help but giggle as she saw me coming to terms with the reality of the situation. I looked more like a woman than my wife did! It was surprising that this was all it took: a bit of makeup, a wig, a choker on my neck, and an experienced hand overseeing the entire process. I felt my manliness crumble away quickly.

“You’re going to the sluttiest girl in the club babe,” she couldn’t stop laughing.

“It’s not that funny,” I said, trying to preserve what dignity I had left, my cheeks turning pink.

“Don’t sulk now,” she continued to laugh. “Don’t forget that you brought this upon yourself. Now let's get you dressed up, we wanna get to the club before rush hour.”

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks as I said this. This was getting scarier by the second. Just the thought of hanging around the club dressed up as a woman was enough to make me shudder, but that wasn’t all. There was something else–  some strange thrill that I felt stir deep inside me. I couldn’t quite understand what it was and honestly, I wasn’t even sure I wanted to.

“Also, you better start working on your girl voice,” she said. “We can’t have you sounding like a guy in there. What will the hot singles think?” her laughing was getting on my nerves now. She was having a little too much fun with this, but she was right. I had brought this upon myself and I had to obey her if I wanted to save my marriage.

“How does this sound,” I said in what sounded in my head like a feminine voice, although it must have sounded ridiculous to her. She nodded slowly in reply before speaking out.

“It’s decent,” she said. “But your pitch is too high –  try to do it a little bit softer, and you need to work on your inflection.”

We tried a few more times before she was satisfied. In fact, by the end I was having a hard time recognizing the sounds coming from my own throat –  I was starting to sound almost like a girl.

Next, she got me to put on the padded bra, and this was far more embarrassing than the makeup. I was starting to feel more and more like a woman with every addition to the disguise. I fiddled around with the tits a bit, adjusting the silicone contraption until it fit comfortably. They were really realistic, they felt and jiggled like a real pair would and even had realistic textures by the nipples. The strangest part was that even though these tits were obviously fake and not connected to my body, I still felt something as I touched them. Like they were part of me when they obviously weren’t.

I looked over to see my wife’s reaction to this and saw her mouth hanging open, a look of amazement and wonder across her face.

“What?” I asked, feeling a little vulnerable as she stared at me.

“It’s just… It’s just that you look so convincing,” she said. “If I wasn’t the one who’d dressed you up right now I’d have a hard time believing you were actually a man.”

More color rose to my cheeks as she said this and I had to look in the mirror to confirm that she was right. I was sure that as soon as I put on the clothes she had in store for me I’d look like an actual woman.

The thought wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

She got me into a tiny leather skirt and a white top next, both tight enough to give anyone watching an accurate outline of my naked body. The skirt especially hugged the curves of my ass so tightly that I felt vulnerable just standing there, even with just my own wife watching. I looked in the mirror again to see Riley standing behind me, her eyes wide in amazement once more.

“Is that really your ass babe?” she said, even grabbing a handful to make sure. “ You didn’t slip anything in there while I wasn’t looking, did you? It’s just so big.”

My cheeks flushed at the comment and she caught it right away, giggling in response.

“Don’t be shy babe,” she said, slapping my ass playfully, making me jump. “You look hot.” I tried to laugh it away, although it wasn’t very convincing. I couldn’t see the humor my wife saw in all of this, and I suppose that was to be expected. After all, the entire point of this operation was to humiliate me, and I’d have been fine if that was the only thing I currently felt–  but it wasn’t. The little something I’d felt stirring inside me was fighting its way up now, and I was starting to recognize the feeling.

It was pleasure.

She didn’t give me time to think about any of this, of course, instead putting me in heels immediately after. She made me walk up and down our apartment to get a hang of it and I nearly fell two or three times before becoming proficient enough at it.

“These heels make your ass look huge babe,” she said as I completed my last circuit around the apartment. “And your legs look so good too. I think you might get more attention than me tonight.”

I felt the pleasure stir inside me again, stronger than the embarrassment this time.

“You need a girl name too,” she continued. “ I can’t be calling you Luke all night now can I? What do you think?”

“How does Leah sound?” I said and it wasn’t until she started laughing that I realized I’d played into the act willingly this time. I hadn’t even thought about it before answering.

“Good to see you getting into it,” she said, still giggling. “But I like it. It suits you. Now shall we head over to the club Leah?”

And of course, I obliged. 


Riley

Luke was doing his best to hide the fact that he was shivering as we waited outside the club. He obviously wasn’t used to having his skin directly exposed to the cold outside and it felt kind of good to see that he was starting to truly feel like a woman. It was honestly kind of impressive that he was still on his feet given how the cold made his legs tremble and the fact that he was an inexperienced man in tall heels. “Just five more minutes,” I said to him. “And then we’ll be out of the cold.”

A girl at the front of the line turned around and looked at Luke’s feet. “I just love your shoes,” she said. “Could you tell me where you got them?”

I peeked at Luke with a smile on my face, excited to see how he’d respond. “I.. they were actually a gift,” he managed, shrugging a little to sell his act. It was very endearing how seriously he was taking this whole thing. It couldn’t have been easy for him to do this, to dress up like a girl and interact with people, but he was putting on a brave face and power through. I suppose it made sense since he would much rather be seen as an actual woman than a man in drag walking around the club. If he managed to fool everyone, then he could blend in with the rest of the crowd and get through the whole night without anyone eyeing him awkwardly or ridiculing him.

I stepped away to have a smoke as the line moved at a horribly slow pace, it seemed like my five-minute estimate was going to be wrong. Luke was supposed to hold my spot until I came back. But as soon as I lit my cigarette I spotted a man reaching down for Luke’s ass. My first instinct was to call out and warn my husband, then confront the man for his unacceptable behavior, but instead, I decided to do nothing but watch.

The man didn’t just slap his ass, he let his hand wander deep and got a good cop of my husband’s cute, sissified tush. Luke yelped and spun around, spotting his aggressor. He seemed about ready to break character and confront this man, but he somehow kept his composure–  perhaps not wanting to give up the jig and risk ridicule. The guy took his sweet time pulling his hand away, his fingers digging deep into the nubile flesh of my husband’s ass. Luke’s cheeks turned red as the guy laughed to himself and left the line, his eyes shifting around nervously to see if anyone had seen. I averted my gaze to make it seem like I hadn’t.

He didn’t mention the ass grab when I got back to the line, he was probably too embarrassed by it. He just put on a brave smile and acted like everything was normal, although I could see behind the facade. He stood stiffer now, his legs shifty and eyes darting around nervously to see any more would-be predators. He was finally feeling the vulnerability I wanted to teach him about.

The bouncer came by a few minutes later and moved us inside ahead of the line. It took a moment for me to register why this was happening: it was because we were hot. The bouncer had let us go ahead of the other people because we were two young, hot women that deserved to be in the club. Now don’t get me wrong, I’m no slouch either but I rarely get that type of treatment at clubs, so it stands to reason that the only reason we were pushed ahead was because of Luke –  or more accurately Leah. He was one of the hot girls now.

I left for the toilet as soon as we got in and Luke protested that he didn’t wanna be left alone, but I assured him that I’d be back shortly and that he should go get us some drinks. By the time I returned there was already a guy hanging over his shoulder. They had two shot glasses in front of them as Luke waited with a desperate expression on his face, obviously awaiting my rescue. 

I wasn’t about to bail him out just yet.

I hung back and watched as the man placed his hand on Luke's Back, but he didn’t keep it there for long. With every passing moment, he slid it lower until his fingers were directly caressing Luke’s naked tush.

I felt thrilled.

Luke was obviously lost–  unsure of how to turn down this guy’s advances. He’d never had to reject or turn down anyone before and it was starting to show. I waited for when he’d finally crack and tell the guy to back off –  but he didn’t.

The man continued to fondle Luke’s ass and even ordered a second round of drinks. Luke continued to look around to try and find me at every given opportunity, the stranger all over him with ravenous eyes. I could imagine him wanting to drag Luke off to some dark corner and get him on his knees, wanting to put his cock in my husband’s face.

The thought alone was exhilarating.

Luke must really be feeling it now, the vulnerability and fear that came along with being a girl. He had this unknown stranger hitting on him and feeling up his ass –  but you couldn’t really blame him, could you? Luke looked really hot in that tight little skirt of his, the bottom of his ass hanging out, his golden blonde hair rolling over his shoulders. It was enough to make anyone go crazy.

The night had been going pretty much according to plan up until now but I was begging to fear that maybe it wasn’t enough, Luke still hadn’t learned the lesson I intended to teach him–  not fully anyway. So I decided to take it up a notch.

I walked over and joined my husband and his new admirer at the bar. “Who's your friend?” I asked, a sly smile across my face.

“I’m Jamie,” he said in thickly accented English. “ Your friend is very pretty.”

I saw Luke’s face go dark red. He looked over at me with desperation and I decided that I’d help him. “Your boyfriend says he’ll be here in a few minutes,” I said to Luke and immediately saw Jamie’s expression darken.

“You didn’t tell me about no boyfriend,” he said, and quickly scurried away, making his way to some singles a few seats over.

“Thanks,” Luke said to me. “I really don’t know what I’d have done without you. He got up to use the bathroom and then, and as he made his way across the floor he got another unsolicited slap on the tush. Only this time he didn’t yelp.

He had a smile on his face.

I felt my heart sink. Had my plan backfired? Was he somehow starting to enjoy himself in this situation? The Luke I knew wasn’t like this, not at all. But could it be that he enjoyed things happening to him that he often did to other women? My suspicions were all but confirmed when he emerged from the toilet and had his eyes set on the backside of a girl that stood in front of him.

He’d learned nothing.

My hopes started to plummet rapidly as he turned around and winked at one of the guys who was hovering around him, grinding his ass on the man’s crotch–  this was the exact opposite of what I’d wanted for to happen.

I’d wanted him to see the ways in which the horny men were wrong, but he had instead found a way to enjoy their attention. Their slapping, grabbing, and groping were bringing him out of his shell, encouraging some weird slutty behavior I hadn’t foreseen. There was only one way to right this situation now.

I needed to bring in Mark, the escort.


Riley

I had to practically drag Luke out of the club –  he simply didn’t want to leave. He was obviously enjoying being a woman too much, it was almost frightening how much he loved it. Any hope of him learning his lesson had disappeared quickly as he got onto the dance floor, dancing with as many as three men at the same time. He had his arms tucked behind his head as he ground his butt on their cocks. One of the men even reached around squeezed his tits, I was about to voice a complaint when he took the man’s hands and made them squeeze even harder.

This was unbelievable.

“Cmon, can’t we stay for one more song?” He kept saying as I took him by the arm and dragged him out of the club. I had to tell myself more than once that it was indeed my husband Luke that stood next to me and not really a woman. It was absurd how feminine he looked, how girlish he sounded, how convincing his act was. If it was still an act that is.

“No,” I said a little harshly. “ Let’s get out of here.” I was shocked to see that a few men looked over at us, obviously disappointed, as we left the club. And it wasn’t me they were disappointed about leaving.

The entire cab ride home, Luke couldn't keep his hands to himself. “Tonight was so much fun babe,” he said, with a massive grin on his face. I smiled back hesitantly, but truthfully I was disappointed. Even more so when I felt his hand slide up my thigh. “ Do you want Leah to fuck you tonight?” he said, his fingers pushing their way to the crotch of my panties. He hadn’t learned a damn thing. This was just another game to him, a new fetish he could get a rise out of.

Hopefully, my last ploy would work.

He started kissing me even before we were out of the cab, his hands all over my body as we stopped into our home. I did the best I could to guide him to our bedroom, though the bulge poking out of his skirt showed me that he was ready to fuck on our porch.

“Wait babe,” I whispered in his ear. “We’ll try something different tonight.”

His eyes lit up at the mention of the word ‘different’. Luke was a freak in bed and he would be overjoyed at the idea of something kinky happening. It was hard to even think of him as a ‘he’ right now though since I kept having to remind myself that he wasn’t really a girl.  He looked like a girl, he talked like a girl and he acted like a girl. I had to keep checking to make sure his tits weren’t real, that his ass was his own. It was beyond weird.

I got him onto the bed and pulled out a pair of handcuffs from the side table. “I ordered these yesterday,” I told him. “Lift up your arms so we can get you set up.” She smiled back at me as I cuffed her to the bed frame. Although she might not have been this excited if she knew what was coming.

Almost as if on cue, the doorbell rang. I felt my heart thump in my chest. I was really about to go through with this. Maybe I should reconsider letting another man fuck my husband in the ass. Maybe I was going too far.

But one look back at the stupid grin on his face and my mind was made up. Luke was a downright depraved sex addict with no self-control. This was a lesson he needed.

“Hold on tight babe,” I said to him, stepping away from the bed to go answer the door. “I’ll be right back.”


Leah

My heart nearly stopped as I saw the man walk into our bedroom, it stopped a second time as Riley walked in behind him, a wicked smile on her face.

“Leah,” she said, using my pretend name. “This is Mark and you are to be his plaything tonight.” She looked so fucking calm.

“He is to be our plaything,” the strange man corrected my wife. What the fuck did this mean? Why did my wife have another man over? And what did ‘being his plaything’ entail? Did she mean for him to fuck me? I’d agreed to dressing up as a woman and going out but I’d never agreed to this. Even if I had enjoyed my little stint at the club, this was different. This wasn’t just letting some random guy slap or grope my ass, or fondle my fake tits, this was much worse. I couldn’t believe she’d brought him into our bedroom. The irony of that thought didn’t dawn on me until much later.

“Riley honey,” I said trying to remain as calm as a man tied up to a bed frame could be. “I think maybe we should discuss this. In private.”

“No,” she said dismissively. “This is very important to me. And I need you to go through with it. For me, for our marriage.”

I could feel the blood in my face drain away as Mark took off his shirt and advanced on me. “Mind helping me get out of these pants Riley?” he said to my wife, who walked over without a moment’s hesitation. I could only watch how his muscles bulged and his abs glistened while my wife undid his belt, prepping him to fuck me. He smelled good at least.

She pulled his belt away and his pants fell to the ground. “The boxers too,” he said and she took hold of them and tugged them down to his ankles, revealing Mark’s incredibly thick member.

“Thanks,” he said, stepping out of the boxers, now fully nude. He stepped past my wife and got onto the bed with me, placing a knee to either side of my torso, his impressively endowed cock mere inches from my face. I could feel the heat emulate from it, and it made my mouth water.

“You ever been with a man before?” he asked.

I only shook my head in reply, unable to form words.

“I won’t be gentle just because it’s your first time. Your wife here told me that you’ve been a bad girl. That you’ve been sleeping around on her. You deserve to get punished.”

He ran a hand down the side of my face as he said this, and I felt my jaw tremble at his strong, masculine touch. “Open wide, babe,” Mark said, taking his cock in his hand and lining it up with my mouth. My lips trembled as I contemplated on what to do. I was sure I could tell my wife that I wouldn’t go through with it and that she’d call it all off. She wasn’t the type to force me to do anything –  especially something like this. But what would that mean for my marriage? I told myself that the only way out of this was to go along with whatever she was saying, that I really didn’t have a choice. I told myself that I didn’t want to do this, I just had to.

I was lying.

I parted my lips slowly and Mark sank his big, flaccid dick into my mouth. It felt warm but otherwise tasteless, not as bad as I’d imagined dick tasting.

“That’s it, baby, suck it.” He whispered.

My lips kept stretching as he slid more and more of his member inside me. I realized that I needed to get him hard, the sooner I could manage that, the sooner I could make him, the sooner I’d be out of this situation. So I gently pushed with my tongue and started teasing the tip of his cock with it. It felt so weird, to have another man’s warm, throbbing cock inside my mouth. To tease his tip with my tongue, to rile him up as I licked him.

His cock started growing now, getting erect and becoming thicker inside my mouth. I had the idea of stroking part of his shaft with my hands, before remembering the handcuffs, so I continued to work him with my tongue: sliding it around his length as he kept growing inside me.

My god, he was massive.

“Lick it,” he whispered and I felt a fresh wave of pleasure wash over me. I liked how he talked to me. I loved being a dirty slut sucking off a man. I wanted nothing else.

Lost in my task I hadn’t even noticed that my wife had gotten so close. She now eyed the cock in my face with a hunger in her eyes. “Go ahead, feel it,” Mark told her and she did just that. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around the freshly lubricated rod in front of my face. “Stroke it,” he commanded, and she did. I saw the cock get even bigger, even thicker. My heart beat louder in my chest as my wife ran her fingers along this man’s entire length, teasing his bulging tip with a quick squeeze whenever she got there.

Mark reached for my crotch and flipped up my skirt, slipping down my panties in the same motion. I felt exposed. I felt ashamed. I felt thrilled.

He took my thighs in his hands and raised my legs up until he got a clear view of my boy-pussy. He slid his cock from my wife’s grip and lined it up with my twitching asshole, the wet appendage smearing spit against my asshole as it quivered impatiently.

Without warning he plunged in, entering my body with his monster cock. I gasped for air as I felt him stretching me wide. It’s the weirdest feeling, having a man’s cock in your ass for the first time: the way the tip explores your insides, the way the veins tease the walls of your anus. It’s nothing short of incredible.

“You’re so tight,” he whispered as he sunk deeper into me. Awakening parts of me that I had no idea even existed.

“It hurts,” I said.

“Tough luck, princess,” he replied and I felt myself getting hard.

Then, once again without warning, he started thrusting. My tight asshole took a moment to adjust to his cock, but every time he pumped it became a little easier. Pretty soon he was plunging in and out of me at a controlled pace and if he hadn’t been holding my legs up, I would have been thrashing them around wildly.

“Does it still hurt?” my wife asked me.

“No,” I said, my face red. “ It feels.. good now. FUCK! It feels so fucking good.”

“I told you you’d come around,” Mark laughed, and then he did something I wasn’t expecting: he reached down and slipped his fingers around my cock, securing it in his grip as he began to jerk me off. “You’re going to ruin your skirt if you come on yourself, you little slut,” he whispered to me. “God, you’re so fucking tight.” Mark was starting to groan now.

He pounded my asshole mercilessly and I could only moan in response. Every inch of his marvelous cock ravaged me from inside, his tip hitting a spot again and again that made me scream. The more he hit that special spot inside me the more I squirmed, a deep euphoric shudder forming inside my body. Every cell in my body came alive with pleasure as he continued to pound me and I felt the magical sensation course through my body. The energy coalesced in my crotch and I nearly fainted as I came, my head falling back from a combination of my pleasure and fatigue.

I came more than I’d ever come before, my cock blasting jizz all over Mark’s hand, all over my tummy, all over my skirt, there was even some on my chin. He pounded me a few more times before he grunted as well, releasing his hot, sticky load deep inside me as his entire body shuddered next to me.

“Fuck,” he muttered, as he slid out of my now red asshole, his cum dripping out of my hole and making its way down my butt. There was a brief and silent pause then, the only sounds in the room from mine and Mark’s hurried breathing. I thought that maybe it would be like this the whole night, that we’d just sit there silently unwilling to look each other in the eye but Riley spoke up eventually.

“Have you learned your lesson yet Luke?”

“It’s Leah,” I replied. “And I think it might take a few more classes.”

The end


Feminized by the Lady next door


Synopsis:

Ryan is down on his luck. He has no girlfriend, no money, and a piece of junk car. Not to mention that he's just broken his neighbor's very expensive sculpture.

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

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

Long, hard, throbbing things.


Chapter One

I was screwed.

I should have come clean the moment it happened. I should have owned up to it when I’d broken my neighbor's expensive-looking garden sculpture. I should have gone up to her house and admitted my wrongdoing. It was an accident, after all, it’s not like I’d meant to do it. But the idea of having to pay for it was pretty daunting. It did look expensive after all. So I figured I could get away with it. That I could walk away from the scene of the crime and no one would be the wiser.

And I would have too, if not for the security cameras.

Footage of me drunkenly walking through her garden flashed on the screen in front of me now. The part with me knocking over the sculpture and breaking it playing in a loop as I was forced to watch. Forced to bear witness to the crime that I’d tried to escape.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I was pretty drunk that night. I’ll pay for the damages.”

“Will you?” My neighbor asked, crossing her arms underneath her chest, a scowl adorning her strikingly beautiful face. I’d learned that her name was Martha when she knocked on my door this morning. She’d moved in less than a month ago and I hadn’t had the chance to see her this closely before. But now that I did, I could tell that she was pretty cute. She was a bit older than me, maybe in her late thirties or early forties, but she had the body of a twenty-year-old.

Full breasts, wide hips, a narrow waist, and long, supple legs. If we’d met under better circumstances I might have checked her out a bit more, perhaps I’d even make a pass at her. But clearly, I was in no condition to do that now, moments after my shameful behavior had been exposed.

“Yes,” I said again. “Just tell me how much it is and I’ll pay you in full. And again, I’m extremely sorry for what’s happened. As I keep telling you, I was just really drunk that night.”

“You broke my sculpture three days ago Mr.Baker,” she said, the anger in her eyes still piercing through me. “You had plenty of time to come up to me and admit your mistake. Plenty of time to make amends, to show remorse. But you did none of this. You waited until you were caught before offering an apology.”

I had no reply. She was right on every count. I’d done a pretty scummy thing and was only showing remorse after I’d been caught. There was no defense to that.

“I’m very ashamed of my behavior,” I said, head still bowed in shame. “I don’t know what I can do to make it up to you.”

“Well, you can start by paying for the sculpture you broke.”

“Yes,” I said, calculating in my mind how much of a hit I’d be taking. Business hadn’t been good these past few months which was why I hadn’t gone up to admit my mistake in the first place. I hadn’t been sure I could pay for the thing given how expensive it looked. But I had no choice now, I’d have to pay up even if it meant going deeper into debt. “Just tell me how much and I’ll write you a cheque .”
 

“Fifteen thousand dollars,” she said, and it felt like a punch to the gut. “And no cheques. I’ve had my experience with a few bogus cheques. I’ll take cash only, otherwise, we’re going to court.”

Fifteen grand? There was no way in hell I could afford to pay her that. I obviously didn’t have that kind of cash lying around. Hell, I couldn’t even come up with that much money if I sold my car and emptied out my bank accounts.

“I..” I couldn’t form the words, my heart was beating loudly in my chest, my head was spinning as the fear of a lawsuit crept up on me. There was some very clear footage of my wrongdoing and it wasn’t like I could afford a lawyer anyway. “I can pay in installments,” I finally manage to stammer out. “I can do five hundred a month.” It sounded pathetic, downright pitiful.

“Unacceptable,” she said. “If you can’t pay I’ll see you in court.”

“Please, Martha,” I was pleading now, ready to beg and cry if that’s what it took. “Please don’t do this to me. I can’t afford a lawsuit right now. I’ll lose my house, my car. I’ll do anything you want. Whatever you say. You can have my car. The furniture in my house. My Tv. My laptop. All of it.”

“Most of that stuff’s probably worthless.”


“I’ll pay you the rest as soon as I can,” I said. “Please there has to be some sort of arrangement we can agree on.” 

“There is one thing,” she said, before pausing and tapping her finger on her chin.

“Anything. I’ll do anything you tell me to.”

“Well,” she said, and the scowl on her face had all but disappeared now, replaced with a rather sinister grin. “It involves getting you out of those clothes.”


Chapter Two

Martha leaned in towards me and pressed her soft lips onto mine, an act that left me equal parts aroused and confused. As she wrapped her arms around me, I tried to wrap my head around what was happening.

The extremely attractive neighbor who had been threatening to sue me mere seconds ago was now making out with me. As I understood it, having sex with her would vindicate me of my crime and make us even, which was a pretty good situation all things considered. Except for one thing.

Why?

Martha was beautiful, she possessed a body that was plump in all the right places, and had legs for days. She could get any man she wanted with a snap of her fingers. Then why were her lips kissing mine? The unassuming, short, skinny guy who lived next door and was caught on camera breaking her very expensive sculpture. It made no sense.

This confusion only lasted for a few seconds though and was quickly overcome with the aforementioned arousal. I melted into the kiss and she slipped me some tongue. She pressed harder against me, her full breasts straining against my chest as her hands found their way to my head, her fingers picking through strands of my hair, her palms massaging the back of my scalp.

“That was pleasant,” she whispered, breaking away from the kiss and staring right through me with her ocean blue eyes. “Now, does your cock taste as good as your lips?”

I felt myself harden, my member twitching and straining against my boxers at her words. Her eyes wandered down to the activity near my crotch and she let a small giggle slip. “I’ll take that as a yes,” she said, the smile on her face growing wider.

With heavy breaths, I unfastened my belt. She helped me tug them down, preparing to unleash my cock in front of her. I had come to learn early on that my cock was below average in both length and girth, a fact that had bothered me for much of my teens and early twenties. But this woman clearly wanted to have sex with me. She wouldn’t mind.

And she didn’t. She lowered herself to the ground with eager, open lips. The cut of her dress was low. Low enough that I could almost see her nipples. I worked my cock out of my briefs as I continued to stare at her marvelous cleavage on display. She devoured me almost instantly, my small, boyish cock disappearing into her mouth without a trace.

I slid my fingers into her hair and started massaging the scalp of her head as she sucked me off. Her head moved back and forth with an almost graceful lethargy, her lips tracing over every ridge and vein on my member, a fluttering flurry of sensations shooting up through my spine. Her tongue swirled along underneath my shaft with obviously practiced motions, leaving me squirming on the couch.

“Fuck,” I groaned and she couldn’t help but giggle with a mouthful of cock. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

She pulled away from my cock and looked up at me with that intense stare again, a stare that left no room for complaints about or questions on why she’d stopped when she had.

“Did I do something wrong?” I asked, embarrassed by how short for breath I already was.

“No,” she said before she stood up and reached underneath her dress, sliding her blue cotton panties down her slender legs. I couldn’t help but smile. She obviously wanted me to finish inside her, a wish I would gladly grant.

“I want you to wear these,” she said. It was stated so matter of factly, so seriously, that I didn’t question it for a second.”

“Why?” I asked, the shock from her request finally setting in.

“Because I just told you to. That should be reason enough.” She put the panties in the palm of my hand, her eyes still staring deep into mine. I sat there with a look of pure shock written plainly across my face. There was no way I was actually going to put these panties on was I? Just to satisfy some weird kink of hers. “We haven’t got all day,” she said and I felt a bit of my resolve crumbling away.

How bad could it possibly be? Some people had weird fetishes. So what if she wanted to fuck while I wore her panties? Not only would I be having sex with an amazing woman, but I’d also be out of the trouble that I’d created for myself.

“Alright,” I said, before standing up and taking off my jeans and briefs completely. I kicked away my shoes and started to bend over.

“Take off your shirt too,” she said and of course I obeyed. I put the panties aside and grabbed onto the hem of my shirt before pulling it over my head, revealing my slender, now naked form to Martha for the first time.

Her eyes grew even more intense, her grin widening further as she surveyed my feminine frame. Most girls I’d been with hadn’t liked how thin and frail my body was. I’d been made fun of for having a ‘girlish’ body for most of my life and was honestly a little insecure about it.

I felt none of that insecurity now as Martha continued to survey me, her gaze marveling at my body as if it was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen.

I bent over, my ass up in the air behind me, and lifted my right foot off the ground, stepping into the panties that Martha had been wearing less than a minute ago. I slid them up my legs until they reached my crotch, pressing my cock up toward my stomach. I nearly moaned there and then, as my pulsing member threatened to slip out of its cotton prison.

She smiled once again, her eyes scanning my body until they reached my crotch, where they stopped and she took a moment to devour the sight. Being looked at in this way, with nothing but a pair of panties to hide my shame, was making me feel strangely warm and fuzzy.

“You look really pretty in panties,” she whispered, and I felt my cheeks redden with shame.

She only giggled in response.

The very next moment she threw her body against mine once more, her still clothed breasts pressing into my now naked chest, her tender, practiced hand grabbing hold of my cock, her lips pressed firmly against mine.

I felt my skin shiver, my entire body tensed, my cock hardened even further, my breathing became shallower. I didn’t want to blow my load so soon. I didn’t want her to laugh at me because I came inside her panties. But more than anything else, I wanted this moment to last a bit longer.

All futile.

With her hot, wet tongue working away inside my mouth and her hand massaging my cock through her own panties, I couldn’t last very long. I felt my muscles tense, a whirlwind of pleasure building around my crotch and spreading up the rest of my body.

“Fuck,” I whimpered as the pleasure overcame me. My cock twitched and shuddered in her hand before I came, my load splashing up along my navel, her final giggle signaling the end of the most erotic experience of my life.

I would have collapsed if not for her arms bracing me against her body. She held onto me until my breathing normalized and I was able to regain my balance. Still, I was unable to say anything, stunned as I was by this experience.

“Good girl,” she whispered in my ear, and despite the fact that I’d just orgasmed, I felt my cock harden again.


Chapter Three

I slept pretty well that night, the memories from last night swirling around in my head with a relaxing warmth. The circumstances had been a little uncomfortable and the bit with the panties had weirded me out a little, but the results had been excellent.

I would never have imagined someone like me would be getting jerked off by a woman as sexy as Martha, and wearing her panties for a little bit felt like a small price to pay. Not to mention the fact that I was now off the hook for breaking her sculpture.

I’d been down on my luck for a long time now. No girlfriend, no money, no social life. But I felt like this might be the turning point of all of that, that I might finally bounce back and take control of my life.

I turned off my alarm when it rang that morning and so I didn’t wake up until I heard my doorbell ring. I slid out of bed, my head still swimming with memories of last night, and made my way to the front door.

My eyes were only half open when I answered the door and so I had to rub the sleep out of them and do a double-take before I realized who was standing on the other side.

Martha, a fresh dress adorning her curvaceous figure, a radiant smile on her face, and a large, black bag tucked under her arm.

“Hello Ryan,” she said, pulling back a lock of auburn hair that had managed to slip loose from her hairband.

“Hello,” I replied, unable to keep the joy from my voice, which meant that the words came out sounding like a squeak.

She cocked an eyebrow at me, putting a hand on her hip and asking, “Aren’t you going to invite me in?”

“Of course,” I said, stepping back and making room for her to enter, motioning with my arm to beckon her inside. “Please come in.”

I walked in behind her, taking the opportunity to stare at her backside. Her sundress today was tighter than the one she’d had on yesterday, especially around her posterior, which made it easier for me to get a good look at her ass. I kept my eyes glued constantly to her backside until we reached the living room, taking in the sweet sights of her swaying buttocks.

“Could I interest you in a cup of coffee,” I said when she’d taken her seat on the couch. “I make a mean brew.” I wanted to make a good impression on her if this relationship was to go anywhere.

“That won’t be necessary,” she said, before putting the bag she’d been holding on the seat next to her. “I’d prefer if we got straight to business.”

“What business?” I was confused again. What was she talking about?

“The business of you breaking my very expensive sculpture,” she said, crossing one leg over the other, her dress rising just enough to give me a glimpse of her thigh.

“I thought that was settled. After err…” I struggled to find the right words. “After our ‘activity’ last night.”

Martha giggled before answering, “You think getting a handy from me somehow absolves you of breaking a fifteen thousand dollar piece of art?” Color and warmth rose to my cheeks.

“I didn’t suggest that arrangement,” I said. “ You were the one who set the terms.”

“And now I’m changing them. If you have a problem with that you can take it up with my lawyer.”

My jaw tightened with frustration, a knot forming in my stomach. This woman continued to talk in riddles. She’d been the one to suggest the handjob last night and now she was threatening me with a lawsuit again? I couldn’t figure out what she wanted. What her motives were.

I took a deep breath and assumed the seat opposite her before speaking, “Look, Martha. I’ve already told you I can’t pay for the sculpture. I simply don’t have the money for it. Suing me won’t accomplish much either, since I don’t actually have anything to give you. The only thing you can do with the lawsuit is ruin me, is that what you want?”

“Yes,” she said and I felt my jaw tighten again. “But not in the way you’re thinking.” She slowly zipped open the black bag, revealing a number of dresses, bras, and panties to my awestruck eyes. “I plan on ruining you in a completely different way.”


Chapter Four

She wanted to dress me up like a woman, take some photos and keep them for herself. Suddenly the panties from last night started making a lot more sense, her reasons becoming much clearer in my mind.

This woman was a pervert.

She got off on watching men wearing dresses and the only reason she picked me was because of my girlish figure – that and the fact that I’d been stupid enough to break that sculpture. A sinking feeling rooted itself in my gut as I realized I’d been excited for nothing. This woman wasn’t looking for a long-term relationship with me, she just wanted to put me in a dress, take a few photos and get her rocks off.
 

But what choice did I have?

“Alright,” I sighed. “Let’s get this over with. Hand me the dress you want me to wear and I’ll put it on.”

One part of me wanted to get done with this and return to my life, but there was another voice too. One that I had pushed deep inside. One that had been especially intrigued by the events of last night, more so than I was willing to admit. This voice whispered for me to go through with this for other reasons. Reasons I didn’t yet understand, reasons that I wasn’t yet ready to admit to myself.

“We can decide what dress you wear later, for now, I need you to shave off any body hair you have.” She paused to giggle here, covering her mouth for effect before continuing. “Not that there’s much, to begin with.”

Again I felt the tinge of shame on my cheeks, but I went along with her request. She wanted me to shave my legs and arms so I would look like a real lady, and I could kind of see where she was coming from. So I left her sitting in my living room and retreated to the bathroom where I set to my task, shaving off what little body hair I had.

As the hair slowly came off I started to realize that my body was even more feminine than I’d originally thought. With no more hair to obscure their beauty, my legs looked like those of a super model’s. My hips had the slightest bit of plumpness to them which made them look like they’d fit much better on a woman. Even my ass, now complemented by my smooth legs, looked perkier and curvier.

I wrapped a towel around my waist and made my way back to the living room,by the time I made it there I was in a much better mood than I’d previously been in, something that didn’t escape Martha’s notice. “Nothing like smooth skin to put a smile on your face, am I right?” she asked, flashing me a grin.

“I guess,” I replied sheepishly, conflicted by these new feelings awakening within me.

“Now, Ryan,” she said, standing up and crossing her arms under her chest. “I need you to get out of that towel so we can get to work.”


“Right here?” I asked, incredulous by how frank she was about asking me to undress right in the middle of the living room. 

“Yes right here. Besides, I saw plenty of you last night, remember?”


Again, I couldn’t help but blush as memories of me coming in her dirty panties flooded into my mind, the sensation of her tongue in my mouth still lingering somewhere in the recesses of my memory. 

“Alright,” I said and dropped the towel, revealing my fully naked form to her eager eyes. Eyes that lit up with an intensity that I hadn’t seen in them before. Not even last night when she’d gotten me into her panties.

“Perfect,” she whispered, and I felt a shiver creep up my spine. “You look even better in the natural sunlight.” She walked around me in a circle, drinking in the sights of my shaven, naked form. “Excellent curves,” she said as her eyes darted to my hips. “And a very cute butt if I might add.” She punctuated this sentence with a tight slap across my tush, which made me jump up in surprise, earning another giggle from Martha.

She positioned herself behind me now and leaned in close to me, her breath hot on my shoulder. Despite my best efforts at self-control, I felt myself get hard.

She put her hand on my right leg and slid it across my flesh until it reached my ass, where she squeezed firmly, making my cock swell even further. “Smooth skin too,” she whispered in my ear. My cock continued to get harder. “Now let’s get to work.”


Chapter Five

We started with the panties and she laid out a wide assortment for me to pick out from. There were french cut panties, bikini bottoms, hipster panties, High-Waisted ones, I spotted a thong somewhere in there and there was even a G-string.

With the number of choices overwhelming me I deferred to the more experienced Martha. “Pick whatever would look best on me,” I said, my hands hovering over my fully erect penis. It was probably a stupid thing to do but I didn’t want to let her see how hard all of this was making me, which was futile since I wasn’t doing a very good job of hiding anything. Her eyes kept darting to my crotch every now and then, where they’d linger for a moment before a smile would appear on her face.

She definitely knew I was enjoying this, I was just glad she hadn’t pointed it out yet.

“Tell me, Ryan,” she said, fishing out a pair of pink, slip panties. “Does watching me pick out a pair of panties for you turn you on?”

I blushed again and she giggled in response.

“I’m only teasing,” she said, as she walked over to me and raised the panties held in her hands to my face, the fabric pinched between her fingers. She stretched them out a little, allowing me a better look.

They were pretty small and I feared they might be a tight fit for me, given all that I had to put inside them. But I had to admit that they looked pretty cute otherwise. The pink fabric was patterned with some sort of criss-cross texture and the crotch was a shade darker than the rest.

“Ready to slip these on?”

“Yes,” I said, removing my hand from my crotch and grabbing onto the panties. I stepped into them gingerly, sliding them up my now smooth legs. It felt much better than it had last night, as the fabric glided up my legs uninterrupted. There was a certain thrill in putting these panties on, which only intensified when I pulled them all the way up, securing my butt and everything else in one neat little package.

There was just one problem now: My raging boner.

Whilst the panties were perfectly in place, my cock kept trying to force its way out of there, a problem that I had no answer for.

“Is that going to continue to be a problem, Ryan?” She had her arms folded under her chest once more, the act making her breasts appear larger than they already were. “Can’t you control yourself for even a little while?”

“It’s not my fault,” I argued. “It’s just being here like this. With you. Without any clothes on. It’s kind of making me nervous.”

She laughed again.

“And this is what you act like when you’re nervous,” she said, pointing to my cock. “I’d love to see you when you’re relaxed.”

My cheeks burned once more, and I was at a loss for words.

“We’ll do something to fix that later,” she said. “For now this will do.” She reached for my cock as she said this and just when I thought I might be getting another hand job, she grabbed onto my penis and tucked it up between the waistband of the panties. It was fairly tight and my penis slipped in securely, much as it had last night.

“You can keep it like that for now,” she said, before walking back to her bag and fishing out a couple of other things. “The band on those panties is pretty secure, so you won’t be having any trouble keeping it tucked in.”

I took the momentary reprieve from Martha to check myself out in the mirror, fully expecting to find a hilariously ugly reflection staring back at me. So naturally, I was a little surprised when I instead saw what looked like an actual woman in the mirror.

I had no tits, and my hair was pretty short, but everything else was almost perfect. The panties helped perk up my butt even further, making it appear thicker than it actually was. My penis was barely noticeable tugged in between the waistband of my panties, and to the untrained eye, the small bulge on my crotch would look like a woman’s pussy.

I even turned around to get a better look at my ass and was surprised to find it looked very very cute. Cute enough that I wanted to reach down and feel it. Give it a good squeeze and confirm that it was my own butt I was looking at, and I might well have gone to touch it if I hadn’t been interrupted by Martha calling out to me again.

“Quick ogling your own ass,” she said, making me blush harder than I had all night. “And try this on.”

I turned to look at her with crimson cheeks and saw that she was holding some sort of fake breasts in her hands. They appeared to be made out of gelatin and looked pretty real except for the strap that would, presumably, be used to fasten them to my chest.

I hesitated, unsure of whether I really wanted to go through with all this. The way she had me feeling after just a pair of panties, I wasn’t sure I would be able to recover if I slipped some tits on as well.

“I don’t have all day,” she said, pressuring me into a decision.

My mind went back to the fifteen grand I owed her. It went back to the amazing handjob I’d received last night and so I held out my hand in front of me.

“Good girl,” she smiled, handing me fake tits.

I analyzed them from close up and was shocked to see that they felt as real as they looked. I hadn’t felt a lot of breasts in my life but these felt as real as any of them had. I wondered what it would feel like to have a guy squeeze them as he slipped me his tongue, his mouth working away against mine, his bulge straining against my stomach. My cock twitched again and I halted this lewd train of thought.

“Go on,” Martha said, a smirk adorning her face. “Put them on.”

And so I did. I put them on followed by a pink bra to match my panties. When we’d adjusted everything perfectly, it was hard to tell that any of it was fake. The bra straps went over the straps from the fake breasts, concealing them and making it seem like I really did have tits.

“Makeup next?” Martha asked, her smile wider than it had been before. I only nodded in reply.

She pulled out a set of makeup supplies and sat me down in front of the dressing table. In the next few minutes, she transformed my face into something I barely recognized. Her excellent use of the mascara and eyeliner had made me appear more feminine than I already was, some of the natural roundness of my face had been preserved but much of it had been transformed into a sharp, sexy look.

“Do you see yourself as a blonde or a brunette,” she asked as I marveled at my own beauty in the mirror.

“Blonde,” I answered, and it was only after I’d said it that I realized I hadn’t even needed to think about an answer. It was dangerous how quickly I was slipping into the persona of a woman and I didn’t know how far I would end up going.

“One blonde wig coming right up,” she announced and started fishing in the bag again. When she pulled out a wig with long, blonde hair I couldn’t wait for her to put it on me. I couldn’t wait to see how beautiful I would look once I had the wig on. Once I had a dress on.

And I did.

The wig looked stunning on me. The yellow sundress she’d picked out for me looked beautiful. The white pair of heels she had me wear tied the outfit together, making me look every bit as beautiful as an actual woman. It felt like the only thing I could do was stare at myself in the mirror and marvel at how pretty I looked.

How sexy I looked.

“You should practice walking in those heels,” Martha said, interrupting the staring competition I’d been having with my own reflection.

“I have good balance,” I replied, refusing to take my eyes off the mirror. Staring at how gorgeous my uncovered legs looked. At how enticing glimpses of my supple thighs looked. “ I did figure skating as a kid, it shouldn’t be a problem.”

“Great,” she said, putting her hands on her hips. “We should get going then.”

“Going?” I finally turned around to look at her. “Going where?”

“The park.”

“Why would we be going to the park? I thought you wanted to take photos of me. We can do that here can’t we?”

“I said I wanted photos of you,” she corrected. “I’m not going to take them myself. I’m no good at that.”

“Then who?” My heart was beginning to race now. As much as I’d enjoyed this afternoon I wasn’t ready to step out into the outside world in a sundress.

“I’ve hired a photographer,” she said, her hands still on her hips, her foot tapping on the ground. “And he says he prefers to shoot in the natural sunlight. So we’re going to the park.”

“But– “ She cut me off with a wag of her finger.

“No butts. This is how I want it so you better get with the program. And besides, you’ll be thanking me when you meet him.”

“Why?” I asked, unable to keep the dread from my voice.

“Because he’s pretty hot.”


Chapter Six

I felt so naked walking around in that tiny dress, my exposed legs attracting a fair bit of male attention as they glistened in the warm, afternoon sun. I’d expected people to laugh at me when they saw me. I’d expected them to realize straight away that I wasn’t really a woman. That I was just a guy who’d put on some heels, a dress, and a pair of panties.

I’d expected to be ridiculed.

Instead, I got men staring at me openly as I walked past them. Nearly every guy we crossed on the street would take a quick peek at my ass, some would stare for longer, taking in the sights of my naked legs, the gentle swaying off my butt.

Is this what it was like to be a woman? Have every guy stare at your ass as you walk past them, people so desperate to get into your pants that they’d stop on the street and make a pass at you?

Because if so, I could see myself doing this again.

Strange as it was, I wasn’t mad about all the stares I was getting. In fact, I was loving every moment of it. The fact that I could get these men this excited by simply walking down the street was an uplifting realization. I was getting all the attention I’d never gotten as a man and I was absolutely loving it.

I liked the way the clothes felt on my body. They hugged me tightly in all the right places, accentuating my curves, and were looser in other places, riding up and awarding glimpses of my inner thighs to whoever happened to walk by. A particularly strong gust of wind would allow me to flash everyone in a twenty-meter radius, affording them a premium viewing of my tight little ass.

I couldn’t get enough of it.

“You seem to be enjoying yourself,” Martha said from beside me, she’d noticed the smile on my face.

“It’s.. not so bad,” I managed, trying to suppress as much of my pleasure as I could.

“You don’t have to hide it from me, silly,” she laughed. “There’s nothing wrong with liking your body. Or liking the fact that other people find it sexy.”

She was right of course, and I was only now starting to see it. Maybe I had been born in the wrong body? Maybe I was always destined to be a woman? I certainly had the right body for it. I never had any reservations about trans people, but I never thought of myself as one either. But now, after I’d experienced what it felt like to be a woman, I saw myself changing. Shouldn’t I live my life the way that gave me the most happiness?

By the time we entered the park I was feeling much better than I had when we’d first set out. The panties hugging my butt now felt comforting instead of constricting, my naked legs made me feel beautiful instead of vulnerable. I was ready to take on whatever Martha threw at me. Whatever game she came up with.

“Where’s this photographer?” I asked, turning to her with a confident smile.

“He said he’d be waiting by the pond,” she replied, and so we set off in that direction.

The anxiety didn’t come back until we finally reached him. Until I finally saw him. Saw what he looked like.

The man standing before me looked more supermodel and less photographer. Tall, thickly muscled, tree trunks for arms, a smile that could melt any girl’s heart, the perfect jawline, two open buttons to show off his sculpted chest.

And boy oh boy, was he handsome.


Chapter Seven

His cold, grey eyes peered into mine and I felt my pulse rising. I had stopped dead in my tracks, too mesmerized by this man’s sexiness to do anything but stare at him. To do anything but marvel at his near-perfect body.

“I would have agreed to do this for free if you’d told me our model was this beautiful, Martha,” the photographer said, his eyes still lingering on me. Still drinking in the sights of my body.

“I’ve known you long enough Mark. You never do anything for free.”

He laughed at that. A deep, hearty laugh that seemed to rattle everything around us. “I suppose you’re right,” he said and started to walk towards me.

The distance between us was great enough that it would have taken me half a dozen steps to get to him, but it only took him three long, purposeful strides. And with each one, I felt my stomach flutter.

Up close he looked even better. I could see the veins on his arms flexing, I could see his huge chest rise and fall with every breath, I could smell the cologne that he’d put on. Up close and personal, I could appreciate just how big he was. He stood a full head taller than me, which meant that I had to tilt my head upward to meet his eyes.

“How you doing miss,” he flashed me a smile. “The name’s Mark.” He held his hand out for me to shake and laughed once more when I hesitated. “I’m not gonna bite,” he said, his hand still hovering next to me. “Unless that’s what you want,” he winked at me as he said this, and I blushed the deepest shade of red I could imagine.

He only laughed in reply.

A little reluctantly, I extended my hand, only to watch it disappear inside his massive palms. His skin was rough, calloused, the kind of skin a construction worker would have. The kind of skin that would make any woman shudder.

When he broke away from the handshake I realized I hadn’t been ready. That I’d wanted it to last a little longer. That I craved being touched by him, even if it was only something as simple as a handshake.

“Should we get started then?” he asked.

I looked nervously toward Martha for an answer, unsure of what I was supposed to say, of how I was supposed to act. Even though my voice was feminine enough already, I didn’t want to speak out loud while I was dressed like this, so I preferred to have her answer for me.

“Sure,” she said. “Should we do the photoshoot here, or do you have a better location in mind?”

“Well the light here’s good, but I feel like we’d get better shots inside the woods. What do you reckon?” He looked at me again as he asked this question, and despite my earlier reluctance, I found an answer slipping through my lips.

“Sure,” I said, in my most feminine voice. “We can do it inside the woods. More privacy in there too.”

“And why would we need privacy, missy?” he laughed again, and my face reddened even further. I looked back to Martha for support but she was grinning too, embarrassing me further.

“He’s only teasing, Reyna. Mark’s a proper gentleman.” Reyna? We hadn’t decided on a name for my female persona, but it sounded good to my ears. ‘Reyna’ I whispered under my breath, rolling the word over my tongue, seeing how it made me feel.

“Let’s get going then,” Mark said, setting off for the path to the woods. An area dense enough with trees that we wouldn’t be seen there. Far enough that we wouldn’t be heard. And isolated enough that we wouldn’t be bothered.


Chapter Eight

As soon as we were out of the public’s view he grabbed my arm from behind, and I let him. The way his strong, muscular grip encased my tiny, slender wrist made me feel warm and fuzzy.

“There was never going to be a photo shoot, right?” I asked, my breaths coming shallow now, my cock beginning to stir in my panties.

“I don’t even know how to work this thing,” he said, motioning to the camera strapped to his arm.

I’d known for a while now that this wasn’t going to be ‘just a photoshoot’, but I’d gone along with it anyway. Somewhere deep down, I’d known how this would end, and I’d still gone along with it.

Because I wanted it.

I wanted it as much as Mark or Martha did, perhaps even more. I wanted him to rip my panties off, bend me over and fuck me from behind. I wanted him inside me, pumping me raw as I moaned like a dirty slut.

I wanted Mark to ruin me.

“Go on then,” I whispered. “What are you waiting for?”

“I thought you’d never ask.” Mark pulled me in closer and locked his lips against mine, our bodies crushed together by his amazing strength.

I felt his tongue enter my mouth and I slipped mine into his.

He was a good kisser, good enough to warrant being my best every kiss, and that included the action with Martha last night. His breath was hot in my mouth, the vibrations from his beating heart thrumming through my entire body.

He slid his hands along my back, the touch of a strong, dominating man sending shivers throughout my body.

“You like that?” he whispered, as his palms enveloped my ass within their grip.

“Yes,” I replied, short of breath already. He squeezed me down there, and I felt my cock rage with a pressure that I’d never experienced before. His strong, calloused fingers digging into the flesh of my ass was turning me to water.

I couldn’t wait to get him inside me.

“Your cock,” I panted. “I want to suck it.”

“I thought you’d never ask, babe.” He stepped back and spread his arms to the sides, inviting me to come get a taste.

I undid his jeans and pulled down his boxers with quick motions. My eyes widened with the sight in front of me.

He was big.

Bigger than any cock I’d ever seen. Bigger than I imagined a cock could realistically be. Thicker than my wrist, longer than my forearm. A magnificent monument of bulging veins and throbbing ridges topped with an eager tip.

“You like it?” he asked, as I continued to stare at the monstrosity in front of me. I couldn’t find the right words, so I settled for a nod.

“Go on then,” he said, his eyes setting my insides on fire. “Get to work baby.”

I lowered myself to my knees, stuck my tongue out, and started licking his tip. It didn’t taste like anything, which was understandable since it was just flesh, but it was hot, and it was throbbing.

The heat washed through me as I slid my tongue against it, the throbbing tip sending shivers through my body. I didn’t think it possible, but he grew even thicker as I continued to lick him, his cock growing to an almost superhuman size. I was starting to doubt if I could fit that entire thing in my mouth.

But I had to try.

“Suck on it babe,” he commanded and I did. I took one final deep breath and devoured the tip of his cock. My lips stretched wide as his impossible girth forced itself inside me, my mouth changing shape to accommodate him.

“Fuck,” he groaned, and I felt his legs tense. “Just like that babe. Just like that.”

Slowly and cautiously, I sunk his cock deeper into my mouth, making him squirm even further. What I couldn’t fit inside, I grabbed with my hand, and then, when I was all set, I started pumping away.

I bobbed my head up and down on his cock, my tongue drawing circles on his squirming tip. The palm of my hand pumping the bottom of his shaft.

“Fuck,” he groaned again, and I felt the first trickles of precum leaking from his cock. It tasted better than I’d expected, a little salty and not at all disgusting like I’d imagined it to be. “You’re gonna make me cum, babe.” His hands had found their way into my hair now, where he was slowly massaging my scalp as I continued to suck him off.

I couldn’t believe I was this good at giving a blowjob, especially considering it was my first time. But the results spoke for themselves. Just a day ago, I couldn’t imagine myself being with a man, but here I was less than twenty-four hours later, dressed in a cute little sundress, on my knees, about to make a handsome hunk cum in my mouth.

It was nothing short of exhilarating.

I felt him harden even further, the throbbing veins along his length straining against the inside of my mouth. Everything was getting more intense. The speed with which I pumped his cock, the tempo with which I bobbed my head up and down, the urgency with which he thrust his hips back and forth.

Everything.

With the way his cock was twitching, I could tell that he was close to cumming. That he was about to flood my mouth with his seed. I couldn’t wait to taste it. Couldn’t wait to devour everything he gave me. Couldn’t wait to fill myself with his seed.

“Not yet,” he whispered and pulled out, leaving me sitting there, my mouth gaping with nothing but empty air inside.

I looked up at him with hungry eyes, and he stared right back at me.

“Get up.” It was a command more than it was a request, but it was a command I was more than happy to obey.

As soon as I stood up he turned me around, bringing me face to face with a large, oak tree that I had previously had my back to. “You better grab on for support,” Mark said as he positioned himself behind me.

“What do you mea–” My words were cut off as he lifted my dress up, leaving nothing but a pair of panties between my asshole and his cock. The panties didn’t last too long either, since he tore them off a second later.

“I said you better hold on for support.” There was an urgency in his voice that made my stomach flutter. I didn’t need to be told a third time. I put my hands on the tree, bracing for what I knew was coming any second now.

My hungry little asshole twitched up at him, and the next thing I felt was his wet cock planting itself between my cheeks. I yelped despite myself, the first instinct being to prevent anything from entering me from behind.

He pushed in regardless, stretching my anus wide as he entered my virgin hole with his monster cock.

I moaned so loudly that people on the other side of the park might have heard. He continued to sink deeper. My first instinct was to clench my asshole to prevent his advance, but I fought against it. There was no reason to make this harder. No reason to delay what both of us wanted so badly.

“You’re pretty relaxed for a first-timer,” he whispered from behind me, his mouth near my ear, the hot breath making me shudder.

“I want this.” I shut my eyes as he sunk deeper and deeper, stretching me wider than I could have ever imagined.

“What a naughty little girl you’ve been, Reyna.”

“And what about you? What does it say about you when you’re balls deep in this ‘naughty little girl’?”

He laughed again. “You’ve got me there,” he said. “But I guess.” He reached around and, to my surprise, grabbed hold of my cock. “This is me administering your punishment.”

Some punishment.

The very next second I was reduced to a hot, moaning mess. He was sliding in and out of my hole, my hips moving to the cadence of his thrusts. With his hand he was beating me off, bringing me closer and closer to the verge of orgasm.

“You like that, huh?” He whispered in my ear. “You like getting your ass fucked by a stranger in the woods, do you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck yes.”

His cock reached depths of my asshole that I hadn’t known even existed. Pretty soon it hit a spot that sent shivers throughout my body, making my hips rock wildly.

“That’s the spot,” I said, between moans. Mark only grunted.

His cock hit my G-spot again and again, waves of pleasure washing over my body as his pelvis slapped against my tush.

“Fuck,” I moaned. “Harder. Fuck me harder.”

Mark was more than happy to comply.

A searing hot shudder ripped through my body as his cock slammed against my G-spot again. My asshole quivered wildly, my eyes rolled back in my head, my legs turned to jelly underneath me. I probably would have fallen if I wasn't leaning on the tree for support.

The warmth from my G-spot spread throughout my body, every cell of my being came alight with a blazing orgasm that overwhelmed me.

I moaned louder than I ever had.

“FUUUCK!” I screamed as I came. My hot load splattering against the bark of the tree, his hand continuing its work on my cock. His member continuing its work on my asshole.

“You’re.. so... tight..” He was close too. I could feel it in the way his cock twitched inside me. “You’re … gonna .. make me … cum.” He slammed into my ass one last time, his cock shuddering inside me, a loud groan escaping his lips.

His cock erupted, the hot, gooey load flooding my insides as he moaned in my ear. The sensation of his warm juices flooding my asshole made me dizzy, and the only reason I didn’t fall down was because of his arm around my waist.

He stepped back as he was finished, his cock pulling out of my wet, messy hole. For the next few seconds, the only sounds around us were of our heavy breathing, and his seed oozing out of my asshole and splattering on the ground.

“About that photoshoot,” I said when I couldn’t stand the silence any longer.

“Oh don’t worry about that,” Martha spoke from a few feet over, and it was the first time I noticed her presence since Mark had kissed me. So lost was I in those moments of passion that I had forgotten she was there.

Now that I focused on her, I saw her holding the camera that Mark had brought with him, her finger on the shutter-release button. She flashed me a warm smile and said, “ I got plenty of great shots.”

The end


Feminized by the Maid


Synopsis:

I thought working from home would be a boring ordeal, but one look at my curvy housemaid has me changing my mind. I hold my breath every time she passes by, her tight bottom swaying in her wake. I try my hardest to keep my hands off her, but I cannot avert my eyes.

I thought I was willing to do anything it took to be with her, but I falter when the chance finally arrives, and she has a naughty condition.

Will I wear the panties she'd left for me? Will I put on a dress like she wants me to? Will I doll myself up for the chance to finally be with her?

And if so, how will all of these things make me feel?

Read and find out how my housemaid feminizes me and introduces me to her hard, throbbing secret.


Chapter One

I could trace the outline of Ava’s bra through the very tight blouse she wore. For the hundredth time that day, I wondered if she knew how much I could see. How much her borderline inappropriate top allowed me to see. I knew I shouldn’t be staring as I was, shouldn’t be fantasizing as I so often did, but the way she dressed always made it so hard.

If my wife, Emma, caught me staring at our live-in maid’s chest with such vulgar eyes she’d have me sleeping in the dog house every night. But I was only a man, and what man wouldn’t be attracted to a hot piece of ass like Ava.

If only I was single…

I dispelled the naughty thoughts from my head and focused instead on my computer. I had been working from home ever since our office building caught fire last week and although I thought I’d be bored out of my mind every day, getting to watch Ava prance around the house in her skimpy little outfits was all the entertainment I needed.

She wore a white top today coupled with a pair of tight denim shorts that hugged the curves of her ass delightfully. It was all I could do to keep my eyes off of her as she dusted the cabinet in my study.

“Excuse me, Mr. Ford,” she said, as she pushed past me to clean the other side of the cabinet, her tight little body brushing against me as she reached over. “I need to dust off a few things over there.”

I clenched my fists and bit my lower lip. It took all the self-control I had to stop myself from grabbing her by the waist and bending her over. ‘Control yourself, Victor. You’re a happily married man.’ I thought to myself, even though I wasn’t too certain about the ‘happily’ part these days.

“I’d like it if you called me Victor,” I said, and was instantly surprised by my own brashness.

She didn’t look in my direction but I thought I saw her cheeks flushing red as she heard me speak, her eyelashes batting with a sudden and exaggerated bout of nervousness. Nervousness that I’d brought on, and nervousness that looked pretty damn cute on her.

“Alright... Victor,” she said with a bit of hesitation. Which was understandable since she’d always referred to me as Mr.Ford so it must have been disorienting to suddenly start calling me by my first name.

Everything about Ava was seductive. The way she stretched her sleek, slender body to dust off the top of the cabinet, the way her tiny little wrist flicked with the duster, the way she would stand on her tiptoes, the way her shorts would rise up ever so slightly.

Everything.

It was almost as if she was trying to be sexy. But why would she be doing that? Surely she wasn’t trying to seduce me? Because if she was, she was doing a hell of a job.

I’d never really been around Ava much before this week since I’d always be at work when she was over here cleaning. Although, the fact that she lived in a small building on our property meant that I could peek through her windows on occasion. She never cared much for drawing her curtains and this afforded me the perfect opportunity to peer in when the mood took me.

Whenever the chance arose, I’d position myself to watch her undress through the window. I’d watch her take off her clothes, I’d drink in the sights of her skimpy lingerie, always much sexier than anything my wife wore. I’d even stroked my dick to those sights a few times when my wife wasn’t around and I was able to watch Ava from the comfort of my own bedroom.

This wasn’t like those times though. Right now she knew I was watching and was still trying her hardest to be as seductive as possible. Was she trying to rile me up? Did she want to have sex with me?

Surely not. She wouldn’t risk her job for a chance to sleep with me. Would she?

But then I saw her bend over, and the logical part of my brain shut down. Her full, round ass was inches from my face. I watched, transfixed, as she struggled to reach the bottom shelves in my desk in an attempt to dust them off.

I leered at the curves of her ass. The roundness of those glorious cheeks, the tiniest bit of her buttocks spilling out of the bottom of her shorts, the hem struggling against her tight cheeks.

The only thing I wanted to do was to slide my hand up her smooth legs, wedge it between her thighs and run it up until I felt that sweet, round ass. I wanted to rip those shorts down, dig my fingers into the flesh of her butt and take her from behind. I wanted to make her scream my name as I fucked her in every way imaginable.

In that moment I wanted her, more than anything I’d ever wanted. I wanted only her.

As my inappropriate fantasies faded from my mind’s eye I noticed that my cock had gotten noticeably hard, and I felt a small wave of panic wash through me. Thankfully Ava was still facing away from me, so she wouldn’t have seen the tent I was pitching.

“Excuse me,” I said, taking one last look at that tight little ass of hers. I stood up and rushed over to the nearest bathroom I could find, where I spent the next few minutes taking care of the boner Ava had given me.

When I exited the bathroom she was gone.

A few thoughts ran through my mind. Was she done with the day’s work already? Should I call to check if everything was alright? Had she somehow noticed my hard-on?

And what the hell is that on the kitchen counter?

I walked over. It was a thin plastic bag, the type with a ziplock on top. I opened it to find two very strange and unexpected items inside.

The first was a letter from Ava, written on a thick piece of pink paper.


She wrote: 

I’ve seen the way you stare at me, Mr.Ford. I see how your eyes linger when you think no one is watching. I’ve noticed how your breathing becomes shallower whenever I’m around. I’ve noticed how you keep finding excuses to be near me. And above all, I’ve noticed how hard you get when you’re next to me.

Are you satisfied with slinking away to the bathroom every time the mood takes you? I can’t imagine you are. And I can’t imagine your wife gives you much reason to be faithful. Do you want more Mr.Ford? Do you want to know how much better the real thing is? How much more exciting than whatever it is that you’ve been imagining as you rub one out?

If so, come meet me tonight.

There is only one condition. You must wear what I’ve left for you.

It was only now that I pulled out the other item, which turned out to be a pair of black, lacy panties.


Chapter Two

I hid the package Ava had left for me and did my best to avoid her for the rest of the day. Hundreds of thoughts ran through my head as I considered what my next course of action should be.

Should I tell my wife about the letter and panties? How would she react? Would her anger be directed solely toward Ava or would I have to face some of it as well? Should I confront Ava about this and tell her how inappropriate this was? That I wasn’t interested in whatever sick joke she had planned. Should I throw away the letter and the panties and pretend that the whole thing had never happened?

Or, and this was the one possibility that kept returning no matter how many times I discarded it, should I do what she’d asked?

The day went by as I battled these thoughts, using the excuse of doing yard work to keep myself occupied throughout all this. When my wife returned from work I hugged her tighter than I had in months and kissed her on the forehead.

“What’s gotten into you?”, Emma said, obviously confused by this unusual display of affection.

“I just missed you,” I said. “You are my wife, remember?”

“Uh-huh,” she said in the most enthusiastic, monotone way imaginable, and I remembered once more why I’d been eyeing Ava so closely in the first place: My cold, loveless marriage.

“If that’s all, I really need to get out of these clothes. You better get back to mowing the lawn.” With this she set off, leaving me alone with my thoughts once more.

With a sigh, I went back out and started mowing the lawn like I’d been doing for the past hour and a half. There was just one difference now, Ava was in that window again. That window that she rarely pulled the curtains on. That window that she’d stand behind and undress ever so often. Inviting me to watch.

Inviting me to feast.

I could see inside perfectly from here. She was wriggling her tight little body into a white dress. I watched her squirm with effort as she pulled up the extremely tight fabric, I watched the muscles in her bare back tense as she struggled with the zipper. I watched as she bent over, affording me a view of her marvelously round ass, and smoothed down the hem.

I wanted to walk over there and unzip that dress. Tear it down and bend her over. I wanted to fuck her till she screamed, wanted to watch her squirm against my cock, to writhe against me as I railed her mercilessly.

Then I thought about the letter and the panties. I considered if it would really be that bad to put those on if it gave me a chance to be with Ava. Who would know anyway? People had weird fetishes sometimes and it wasn’t like she was going to go around telling people hers.

Wait, am I actually considering this?

And I was, no matter how much I tried to deny it.

I powered down the lawnmower, left it where it was, and headed inside to my study. Any decision I made would require further thought. The idea of being with Ava was appealing, but would I be feeling the same way with a pair of panties on? I needed more time to think.


But as luck would have it, time had run out. 

Emma poked her head into the room. “Hey, Victor?” she said.

“Yea?”

“You need to go over to Ava’s and tell her I have her check for the month.”

My heart thumped loudly in anticipation. My throat tightened and the next words I spoke came out sounding like a squeak. “You want me to go?” I gulped down the knot in my throat.

“Yeah.” She cocked an eyebrow at my hesitation. “Is there an issue with that?”

“No, no.” The thumping in my chest was getting louder and faster. “You get back to the kitchen, I’ll let her know.”

“Great,” she said as she backed away, leaving me alone again.

I locked the door as soon as she left and opened the drawer that I’d stuffed Ava’s package in. I pulled out the black panties and stared at them.

I gulped again, before pulling down my shorts and boxers.

‘There is only one condition. You must wear what I’ve left for you.’ The letter had said, and I’d be damned if I wasn’t fulfilling that condition.

I bent over and pulled the panties up my legs, securing them tightly around my butt before putting on the shorts I’d just taken off. The boxers I stuffed in the drawer that I’d previously hid the panties in, and then I set off.

Set off to meet Ava, with a rapidly beating heart and a lacy pair of panties hugging the curves of my tush.


Chapter Three

I couldn’t help but be amazed at how comfortable the panties felt during the short walk between our house and the studio that we’d given to Ava. I’d expected them to feel awkward and uncomfortable so the actually feeling left me pleasantly surprised.

I reached the door to her place and knocked twice. Some part of me was hoping that she’d answer it naked. But another part of me wanted to watch her in some skimpy lingerie, the kind that I’d often see her in through the window, the kind that would hug the curves of her ass.

Before I realized how far I’d let my imagination run, my cock was hard again. I looked down at my crotch and nearly gasped at the outline of my dick visible through the fabric of my shorts. Before I could do anything about it, however, the door swung open.

“Ah, Mr.Ford,” said Ava, her lips curling into a sly smile. “I thought you weren’t coming.” I felt beads of sweat drip down my cheek as I watched her shift her eyes towards my crotch. When she realized I was sporting a boner her smile widened and she looked back up at me with those ocean blue eyes of hers.

“I take it you’re wearing the ‘garment’ I left you,” she said.

My cheeks reddened.

“How very naughty Mr.Ford,” she laughed, and I couldn’t help but blush harder.

“I just came to tell you that Emma has your check for the month.”

“Is that all you came for, Mr.Ford? Are you sure there’s nothing else?” Hearing her talk to me like this. Hearing her humiliate me like this, was making my cock throb harder. What sort of spell did she have me under?

She giggled at my embarrassment again before speaking. “Would you like to come inside, Victor?” The way she used my first name sent a warm tingle down my spine. Simply hearing the word roll off her tongue was an erotic experience on its own.

My view of the shy, reserved maid was changing quickly.

She let me in and followed after me. And although I couldn’t see it, I could swear she had her eyes glued to my ass the entire time we were walking. I fought off the instinct to cover my tush with my hands, to cover my shame from her leering eyes.

Had I made a mistake putting on the panties?

She sat down on the couch and patted the seat next to her, prompting me to do the same.

“You made the right decision, Victor,” she said after I’d taken the seat next to her. “I’ve seen how your wife looks at you. And I’ve heard how she talks to you, how she talks about you. She doesn't deserve you.”

My heart was thumping louder than it ever had. I was sitting in Ava’s home, wearing a pair of panties that she’d given me, listening to her badmouthing my wife.

And I was loving it.

My cock had swollen even more in the small amount of time that it had taken to get from the door to the couch. Was it because of how she’d made me feel? Was it because of the anticipation of what she was promising?

Or was it because of the panties?

“Your wife will notice if you’re gone for too long,” she said, leaning in closer to me. “So we better get to it.”

Ava lowered her hand so that it was just the hem of my shorts. I felt her cool, slender fingertips slide under, crawling slowly over the skin of my thighs. Sliding and sliding until they made contact with the tip of my cock. The very same cock that was currently struggling against its lace prison.

She leaned in even closer and I smelled the scent of her rose perfume surrounding me. I felt the heat from her mouth as she spoke, her face inches from mine. “Are you ready, Victor?”

My cock throbbed violently against her fingertips in response.

I nearly moaned as the tips of her fingers touched my bare head. She slid her hand further in until her fingers were wrapped around my shaft, her breath still hot on my face.

Slowly, she began to stroke, her grip more erotic than anything I’d ever imagined.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my hips moving to the rhythm of her jerking, my head tilting backward at the euphoria I felt. “That feels gre–”

She cut me off mid-sentence with a kiss. Her lips on mine, her wet tongue in my mouth, her hot, seductive breath sending shivers down my spine. I couldn’t help but moan through our kiss as she continued to stroke my cock, my hips now practically swaying back and forth as my butt rubbed against the couch.

I moved my right hand over to her breast and cupped it gently. Her tits were small but I didn’t mind. Besides, I was much more of an ass-guy myself, so her tight little body only made me want her more. 

Her tongue slipped deeper into my mouth. Her hand began to jerk me off faster. My hips rocked quicker and quicker. Overpowering waves of pleasure washed through my body. A searing, mind-numbing orgasm building up inside.

I didn’t want it to end like this.

I wanted more. I wanted to pull up her dress and fuck her pussy. I wanted to bend her over and slap her ass and make her scream. I didn’t want to orgasm while still wearing my shorts. While still wearing a tight little pair of panties.

But I did.

The buildup of pleasure was too strong, and a few seconds later I came in my panties. I flooded the fabric with rope upon rope of my cum, as my hips swayed, as my legs quivered, as my heart thumped.

I came harder than I ever had, and I’d done it with my maid’s tongue down my mouth, with her hand down my shorts and her panties around my bum.


Chapter Four.

I raced back to the house as quickly as I could. Emma was still busy with dinner so I made it inside and changed into clean clothes before she could see the massive cum stain I had on my shorts. I showered, hid my soiled clothing, and made my way over to the dinner table.

Dinner was as uninteresting as it had been for the last few years. Any conversation my wife and I had was mind-numbingly boring, neither of us interested in talking to each other beyond superficial small talk.

The food was bland, the company was dry and all my mind could think of was her.

Ava.

I thought about her tongue inside my mouth throughout dinner. I thought about her hand wrapped around my cock as I brushed my teeth before bed. I thought about the panties she’d made me soil as I drifted off to sleep.

And I smiled to myself all the while I did.

Morning came and I awoke to find my wife already gone. She’d been leaving for work earlier and earlier these last few weeks, as if my company even at the start of the day was unbearable for her.

Good. I thought to myself. This just gives me more time with Ava.

I leaped out of bed and practically skipped over to the kitchen, expecting to find Ava doing her daily cleaning. Expecting to find her dressed in something extra skimpy in anticipation of what I was going to do to her.

But I didn’t find Ava.

I found a large, black duffle bag instead. It was placed on the kitchen counter and even from a distance, I could make out the pink note taped to the top.

She’d left me something again.

I walked over and plucked out the note Ava had left me. It read:

I hope you enjoyed last night as much as I did Victor, and I hope you’re looking forward to our next meeting. I know I am. In fact, I can hardly wait. Your wife won’t be back until six, which gives us plenty of time for the activities I have planned for today. In the bag, you will find a variety of garments that I have picked out specifically for you. I expect you to prepare as cute an outfit as you can before you arrive at my doorstep. I want you to look as good as you possibly can.

I’ll be waiting.

I unzipped the bag slowly, confused by the wording of the letter and afraid of what Ava would have me do next.

I gasped when I realized what the contents of the bag were. What the ‘outfits’ that Ava had chosen for me were.

Women’s clothes. A bag full of bras, panties, dresses, skirts, blouses, and shorts. There was a makeup kit tucked to one side and I even spotted a pair of fake tits. Ava expected me to wear this? Had putting on the panties not been enough for her? She now wanted me to transform myself into a woman for her perverted little games?

I wouldn’t do it.

There was no way in hell I would degrade myself like this. No way I would stoop to dressing up as a woman for the sake of some pussy.

But it's her pussy. A voice in my head whispered.

No. I wouldn’t do it.

Do you remember how good it felt? Yesterday, when you had her panties on. How comfortable they felt around your butt. Do you remember? Do you remember how she made you cum. How those panties made you feel? Don’t you want that again? Don’t you want to get to fuck her?

No… I wouldn’t… I couldn’t…

Unless.

Unless I could. Unless I did.

Who would find out anyway? It’s not like she’d tell anyone? And I had enjoyed last night. In fact, it had been the best orgasm of my life. I glanced at the clock and saw that I had plenty of time. If I did this right. If I did this correctly, I could dress up, go fuck Ava, and get back home well before my wife returned.

No one would have to know. No one would have to see.

And so, with my mind made up, I set off for the bathroom to shave myself. After all, Ava did ask that I look as cute as possible.


Chapter Five.

The razor glided over my body and the hair on my body fell off. With each passing second, as my skin continued to shed strands of hair, I began to see myself in a different light.

My legs, which I’d always thought of as scrawny and unmanly now looked sleek and slender, like an attractive woman’s legs would. My hips, which had a bit of fat on them, now instead looked curvy.

When I turned around I found that my butt looked great. It was perky, bubbly, and jiggled with every movement I made. In fact, I swore my butt looked better than my wife’s, as weird as that might have sounded.

Done with my shaving, and feeling much better about how my body looked, I made my way to the dressing table.

I was excited as I pulled out a number of items from the bag. Ava had gone out of her way to pick out a wide variety of outfits for me to choose from and the least I could do was make the most out of it.

At the time I told myself that my excitement stemmed solely from the fact that I’d get to fuck Ava soon. That it had nothing to do with the fact that deep down I actually wanted to dress up as a woman. That I wanted to feel as good as I had last night.

I decided on a skimpy little red dress. I considered for a moment that it might not even fit me, given how small it was, and that I should try something else. But it had caught my eye, and I couldn’t see myself wearing anything else.

The underwear was much more simple. I picked out a pair of pink cotton panties and a matching bra. Sliding the panties up my legs felt even better than it had last night, my smooth legs now allowing me to feel the fabric all the way through.

I got a little stiff when I secured the panties around my butt, and I had to tuck my cock in my waistband so it wouldn’t be a nuisance. Even this little action felt nice.

Now, while I did have a pretty nice butt, I was sorely lacking in the chest area, so I had no choice but to put on the fake tits that Ava had so thoughtfully included in the bag. They slipped on easily enough and after I’d put a bra on, covering the straps of the prosthetic breasts with those of the bra, you could hardly tell that they weren’t real.

Ava really had gone all the way for me.

I did a little twirl in front of the mirror, drinking in the sights of my newly decorated body. The tits looked great, my legs looked sexy, and my tush looked amazing.

All I could think about was how nicely the whole look was coming together.

I slipped into the dress, and although it was a tight fit, it looked absolutely amazing. It hugged my body closely, the curves off my hips and my ass accentuated by the red, sparkly fabric. It was short, shorter than most dresses I’d seen on women. Short enough that it barely covered my ass, leaving a bit of the under cheek hanging for everyone to see.

Next, I pulled out the makeup kit, and for the first time that morning, I was at a loss. Putting makeup on was not as simple as fastening a bra or pulling up a pair of panties. This took actual skill and technique which I lacked.

So I did the only thing I could. I turned to the internet.

I followed along with a couple of video tutorials and pretty soon I had the hang of the entire thing. I learned quickly that with makeup, applying as little as possible was the real trick. I put on some foundation, a light pink blush, some mascara around my eyes, and some scarlet red lipstick.

By the time it was all done I could hardly believe that I was looking at myself in the mirror. The makeup had completely changed what my face looked like. The full, red lips, the blemishless cheeks with a hint of blush, long, dark, feminine eyelashes that could seduce many a man with their coyness.

The face in the mirror looked like it belonged to a total babe!

I stood up and did another twirl. The outfit was nearly complete. I marveled at the way my ass curved, the way my chest stood out, the way my full, red lips puffed. All of it made me feel warm, it made me feel comfortable. I looked and felt like a ravishing woman that you might find frequenting the most expensive bar in town. The kind of woman every man would want to be with.

The kind of woman every man would want to fuck.

There’s just one missing – 

My thought was cut off by the sound of the door opening, and almost instantly I felt my heart stop beating.

Was that Emma?

For the first time in several hours, the absurdity of my situation dawned on me. I was standing here in a dress, wearing women’s underwear and fake tits. Dolled up like a whore. Dressed like a fucking prostitute.

I stood there paralyzed, the thumping in my chest growing louder and louder as the footsteps of whoever had come in grew nearer. My heart was close to bursting when a head poked in through the doorway, and I was able to release the breath that I’d been holding in for what seemed like an eternity.

It was Ava.

She had a huge grin on her face, a blonde wig in one hand and a pair of stilettos in the other.

“Forgot to put these in the bag,” she said, raising her hands and waving the items they held.


Chapter Six.

The way her eyes scanned me made me feel naked. The way she licked her lips made my legs shiver.

“Well, well, well,” she said, stepping through the doorway. “I wasn’t sure you’d go through with the whole thing.” She walked behind me and I felt the sudden urge to cover my ass. “But you did.” She came up on my left, dead set on surveying each and every inch of my dolled-up body. “And you’ve exceeded my expectations.” She leaned in close, her mouth inches from my ear, her breath hot on my neck.

“You look stunning, Victoria.”

My cock swelled inside my panties because of how close she was, because of how good she smelled, and because of what she’d said. I’d never intended for this thing to go too far. For me it was a means to an end, I would dress up in whatever clothes she wanted and she would let me fuck her in return.

So why now was I so turned on by all of this? Why did my cock stir against my navel when I heard Ava call me Victoria?

“It might be too early for heels,” she said, positioning herself behind me again. “But you do need new hair.” She brought the wig up again.

I nodded. She grinned.

She put the blush-blonde wig on my head. It was a shoulder-length piece and cut in a fashionable style with thick strands falling over the sides of my face. Adjusting the entire thing to fit perfectly took a couple of minutes but when she was done I looked gorgeous.

The wig had been the last missing piece of the puzzle. I could see in the mirror before me that my transformation from Victor to Victoria was complete. The beautiful blonde hair, the immaculate makeup I’d put on, and the sparkly red dress hugging all my natural (and unnatural) curves. 
 

I looked prettier than I’d ever imagined I could.

“Gorgeous,” Ava whispered from behind me and I was reminded of her presence again. I was reminded of how close she was to me, how her chin rested on my shoulder, how her chest brushed up against my back, how her hands slid down my sides.

My cock swelled further.

Her hands slid deeper and deeper, tracing a lovely path down my hips onto my ass.

“You’ve got a pretty great ass,” she giggled in my ear, and cupped my butt in her hands, making me jump up in surprise.

My reaction made her laugh again.

The feeling of her palms on my cheeks was making me squirm, and watching me squirm was making her grin. She squeezed me back there and I yelped in reply.

“Hey,” I said, extremely turned on by what was going on but still unwilling to admit it. “Cut that out.”

She uncupped my butt and giggled once more. “You should learn to enjoy yourself, Victoria. Especially with that tight little ass you have.” She spanked me across one cheek and I felt a fresh blush rise to my face.

I turned around, intending to give her a piece of my mind, but before I could voice my protest she leaned in and kissed me. Her lips had been on mine for less than a second and I’d already forgotten what I was going to say to her.

She was that good.

Her hands cupped my ass again and this time, with her tongue parting my lips and probing inside, it felt even better. I moaned inside her honey-sweet mouth as her grip on my ass grew tighter, her delicate little fingers digging into my flesh.

I moved my hands up her sides and over to her breasts, cupping them in a gentle grip. She whimpered in response. My cock continued to swell.

Ava moaned into my mouth and moved her hands to the hem of my dress. With a quick, practiced motion she hiked up my dress all the way to my navel, leaving my bottom bare except for the tiny panties I had on.

I peeked at the mirror out of the corner of my eye and nearly gasped at how hot the entire thing looked. How hot Ava looked in her tiny dress, how hot I looked with my dress pulled up, my cute little tush on full display.

Her hands moved again, and she pulled down my panties, springing my already hard cock into action. She pulled away from our kiss and knelt between my legs. She wrapped her tiny hands around my cock and I could do nothing but groan in response.

She stroked my cock up and down while she eyed it hungrily. I wasn’t huge by any stretch of the imagination, so the fact that this woman found my cock this interesting was a great victory for me.

She leaned in closer and opened her mouth. Her tongue was small and flat and she stuck it out just over her lower lip. When it brushed against the underside of my member a wave of searing hot pleasure ripped through me.

I nestled my palms in her hair and groaned as her tongue worked away.

Ava slowly wrapped her pouty lips around the head of my cock. Her tongue slid around teasing me as she looked up at me with large, pleading eyes. I had to inhale a deep breath to stop myself from coming right there and then.

“Go on,” I whispered, unable to keep the tremble from my voice. “Suck on it, babe.”

She lowered herself gently, my cock sliding further into her mouth, her lips engulfing more and more of my throbbing member, her tongue swirling around in circles on my tip, my hips quivering from these explosions of pleasure.

“Fuck,” I groaned, nestling my fingers in strands of her hair. “That feels good.”  Slowly and deliberately, she began to slide her lips back and forth on my cock. I clenched my teeth and leaned my head back, my breaths coming quicker and quicker.

“Fuck yeah,” I moaned as she started to suck faster. “Just like that baby.” I began rocking my hips against her face, pumping my cock in and out of her delicious mouth.

Her hands slipped up my sides again and found their rightful place over my ass. Before, there had been the dress and the panties to obstruct her, but now her fingers played with the naked flesh of my ass.

The feeling of her fingers digging into my tush, her tongue twirling around my cock and her lips sliding over my shaft was almost too much. I knew the end was fast approaching, knew that I would soon erupt in her mouth.

But I didn’t want it to end. Not now, not ever. I wanted this moment of pure euphoric bliss to go on forever.

I slowed my breathing and looked back down at her. I took in the sight of this beautiful woman on her knees, sucking me off and playing with my ass. My eyes flitted over her tiny, but perfect tits, down her marvelous hips and her tight ass, they slid to where I thought her pussy would be and– 

And my heart stopped.

Was that a cock? Was that faint outline of a hard cock poking through the fabric of her dress?

No. It couldn’t be. Ava was a girl. She’d been working here for so long. I’d have known if she was a guy. I’d be able to recognize if Ava was just a dude in a dress…

And then, like a splash of ice-cold water on an early December morning, it hit me. All the dominos fell into place and realization dawned on me. This was why she’d pushed me to wear the panties, why she’d convinced me to wear this dress, why she was constantly trying to feminize me.

I wanted to stop her. Wanted to pull her away from my cock and throw her out of my house. I wanted to burn all the clothes she’d given me and be done with it.

But I didn’t. I couldn’t.

The feeling of her tiny little mouth on my cock was too good. The feeling of her fingers playing with my ass was even better.

I grabbed her head with both hands and started to thrust faster, face fucking her as she gagged on my cock. Harder and faster until my balls were slapping against her chin.

“Fuck,” I groaned and an image of what her cock would look like flashed into my mind. “I’m gonna cum.” It would be small. Yes. It would be small and shy and I couldn’t wait to know what it would feel like inside my mouth.

What it would taste like.

I groaned one last time and threw my head back. She kept on sucking as I released a huge load into the back of her throat, filling up her mouth with rope after rope of my seed. She tried to swallow all of it but she couldn’t, a few white streams spilling from the corners of her lips.

I fell back onto my chair, spent and panting in the aftermath of what I’d just experienced. Of what I’d just seen. Of what I’d just imagined.

“Ava,” I said, but she was already on her way out, her back to me, no doubt in an attempt to hide the boner she was sporting.

“We’ll continue tomorrow Victoria,” she said, her ass swaying as she sauntered on out of the room. I saw the outline of her cock again as she turned the corner, and I knew that I hadn’t been mistaken before.

I’d just let someone with a dick suck me off.


Chapter Seven.

Ava avoided me for the rest of the day, which was a good thing too since it meant that I had plenty of time to change out of my dress and think things over. I couldn’t believe that our sexy little housemaid was actually a man underneath those tight clothes. That she had a cock dangling between her legs.

What confused me even more, however, was how much that cock turned me on. It had plagued my mind ever since I’d learned of its existence. Hell, I’d even imagined having it in my mouth when I’d orgasmed.

What was wrong with me?

Emma came home and greeted me in the same unenthusiastic way that had become her ritual. She prepared one of her dull, bland dinner meals that I can no longer recall the name of. We sat at the table and ate in silence, my mind still on Ava and the cock between her legs.

The sensations awakening within me now were completely alien to me. I’d never imagined I’d be excited at the prospect of wearing panties, that I’d be turned on by another man in a dress. That I’d want to fuck someone like that.

But I did. I wanted it more than I’d ever wanted anything in my life. I wanted to put on a tight pair of panties and a sparkly dress. I wanted to doll myself up and go over to Ava’s. I wanted to fuck her in the ass all night, making her squirm and scream against my cock.

It was all I could think about.

“Hey,” Ava said from across the table, interrupting my slurry of thoughts. “You alright?” There was no concern in her voice, no enthusiasm in her expression.

“Yes,” I sighed, my eyes still glued to the mush on my plate. Even though I was far from full, I didn’t want to eat another bite of her dreadful cooking, so I moved the food around with my fork, my mind still fixated on Ava and her cock.

“I’m off to bed then,” Emma said after another extended silence.

“Wanna fuck?” I replied, wanting to break myself out of Ava’s trance. Wanting, no, needing, to feel something normal. She looked at me a little weirdly but then shrugged her shoulders. Maybe this would work. Maybe fucking a real woman would clear my head of the perversions that had snuck in.

I put away my plate and rushed to the bedroom to lay with Emma. I lifted her nightgown and found that she already had her panties off.

She wants this to be over as soon as possible.

I tried to stimulate her with my fingers but she just groaned frustratedly through the entire thing, bored by whatever I was attempting. I spit on my cock and stroked it a few times to get it hard, which was rather difficult given the unenthusiastic partner I had.

I pushed into her to another indifferent reaction.

The woman next to me might as well have been sleeping. Hell, she even yawned as I pumped in and out of her. I tried to grab for her tits but she pushed my hands away. She wanted nothing more than for all of this to end.

I had to resort to using my imagination. I closed my eyes and tried to think of beautiful women I’d seen in porn, tried to imagine their large tits and their round asses. Tried to imagine that they were riding me and screaming.

But none of it worked.

My mind kept going back to Ava. Ava in her skimpy dresses. Ava with her tiny tits and her tight little ass. Ava and her shapely thighs.

Ava and her boyish cock.

I was still picturing that cock when I orgasmed, my cum spilling inside of my half-asleep wife. I kept thinking about that cock as I lay in bed for hours, my wife snoring away next to me, my mind and my heart occupied solely by thoughts of our beautiful housemaid.

The next morning I got up before Ava showed up and retrieved the bag she’d given me. I put on the sexiest outfit I could throw together, dressing myself up in a tight blouse and a miniskirt. I put on some light makeup and slipped on the heels she’d brought me.

By the time Ava finally opened the front door to the house I was all dolled up, ready, and waiting to give myself over.


Chapter Eight.

She grinned when she saw me, and I kissed her as deeply and as passionately as I could. I grabbed her by the arm and led her back to my bedroom. I wrapped my arms around her and planted my lips to hers again, my hands slipping down her curvy sides.

“You smell beautiful,” I whispered into her mouth as my tongue swirled against hers, as my hands explored the tightness of her butt.

“You smell pretty good too,” she giggled, and my cock raged against the silken panties I’d put on today. One of my hands traveled up and grabbed a hold of her tiny breast. Her nipple was already erect, extending eagerly towards my outstretched palm.

She was the most gorgeous woman I’d ever been with. I loved everything about her. Her tiny tits, her lopsided smile, the curve of her ass, even the cock between her legs.

Each and every thing about her was perfect.

She moaned as my fingers dug deeper into the flesh of her ass and my cock hardened further in response. I let my other hand trace a delicate path down her torso, in search of the secret that she’d kept hidden between her legs for so long.

She stopped me. Grabbed me by the wrist when I reached the waistband of her shorts.

“You need to know something about me.” She sounded nervous.

“I know,” I said back, and the surprise on her face was palpable.

“And you still want to go through with this?”

“More than anything else,” I said, freeing my hand from her weakening grip and continuing downwards. “I want you. All of you.” My hand slid down her delicate thighs until I found her already hardening cock.’

She gasped as my hand brushed against her bulge, her entire body shuddering against me as I let my fingers trace over the outline of her cock. She pushed herself harder against me, my own bulge pressing into her soft stomach.

I unfastened her denim shorts as she continued to grind against my cock. I slid them down her long, slender legs, before letting her kick them off. She was wearing a blue thong. I ran my hand along her smooth, naked legs until I reached her ass. Her tight, bubbly ass that I’d lusted after so long, finally in my grip with nothing in between.

“You’ve got quite the ass on you, Ms.Ava,” I whispered to her, and she nearly melted in my embrace.

“I could say the same about you,” she shot back, her hands plying my buttocks through the fabric of my dress.

I gave her a little spank and she yelped in surprise. Her tiny body shivered. I grabbed her firmly by the ass and laid her down on the bed, before climbing on top and pressing my lips to hers once more.

She moaned into my mouth when I tore off her thong and grabbed hold of her cock. It wasn’t as small as I’d been expecting it to be. In fact, now fully erect it was probably bigger than mine. This fact didn’t make me feel insecure. If anything, it made me feel excited. My virgin asshole twitched at the thought of Ava taking me from behind and I felt a blush rise to my cheeks at the thought.

“Tongue fuck my ass,” she whispered next to my mouth, and I didn’t have to be told twice.

I lowered myself between her legs and put my hands on her upper thighs. Then I pushed, and raised her legs above me, her hard, erect cock springing up and out of the way, leaving nothing between my tongue and her eagerly twitching hole.

Even her asshole smelled clean, like jasmine and freshly cut lemons. I leaned in and spread her hole open with my tongue. She whimpered quietly, and her cock twitched above me. Within seconds I had her squirming and moaning, my tongue making inroads into her tight asshole.

“Fuck,” she moaned when her vocal cords allowed it. “That feels so good.”

Her cock continued to twitch and throb, her tip swelling as my tongue ventured deeper. If she hadn’t stopped me when she did, she might have ended up coming right there, with her legs raised up and my tongue in her ass.

She pulled me off of her asshole and laid me down on my back. Her cock stood at stiff attention in front of her as she made me raise up my ass and pulled up my dress. Then she gently lowered my silken panties and my cock sprang to attention instantly.

The way she licked her lips as she saw my member made me weak in my knees.

She swallowed my entire length in one hungry gulp and had me moaning and writhing seconds later. Her tongue fiddled with my tip and her hand played with my balls. Her ponytail swayed wildly as she bobbed up and down on my cock with expert, precise motions. I was close to an orgasm when she pulled out, flipped me over, and went to work on my asshole.

She was much better than me.

She spread my cheeks with her delicate little fingers and spit on my puckering asshole.

“Have you ever had a tongue in your ass?”

“No,” I admitted, my cheeks blushing redder than the lipstick I’d put on.

“Well you’ll like it,” she said and entered my hungry hole with her soft, wet tongue. I sucked in a mouthful as my dick pressed up against the mattress underneath, and she carried on uninterrupted. I squirmed and I moaned and I thrashed but she did not cease. She sloshed her tongue around in my anus, making me whimper, making my cock swell harder than it had ever swelled before.

Again, she pulled out before I blew my load and flipped me over once more. She kissed me again but it was different this time. This time we could taste each other’s assholes on our tongues, I could taste my cock on hers.

It was amazing.

“Do you want to fuck me in the ass?” She asked, and how could I say no?

She raised herself into a squat and positioned her asshole over my cock.

“Ready?” she asked, her face red with pleasure and effort.

“Yes.” I’d never been more ready for anything in my life.

She lowered herself slowly, her asshole stretching and tightening around my throbbing cock. She moaned with pain and I groaned with pleasure.

She continued to lower herself until my head popped all the way in. I eased into her slowly until my cock was all the way in, her cheeks resting against my pelvis. My member was throbbing, her entire body was shuddering, and we held that position for what seemed like an eternity, both of us too scared to move and have the entire thing fall apart.

She made the first move, raising herself slowly, her asshole spitting out my cock just as it had swallowed it seconds ago. Then, when she was nearly all the way up, only my head inside of her now, she came down again.

She repeated the slow, careful motion again. And then again. And then a third time. By the fourth, there were no more hindrances, no more obstacles or uneasiness. She slid up and down my cock freely and with great speed, her delightful asscheeks slamming into my pelvis with every hit, my own ass clenching with effort and pleasure as this beautiful woman rode me with the intensity of a wild animal.

“Fuck,” I groaned, sliding my hands underneath her shirt and grabbing onto her naked tits underneath. I was pleasantly surprised to find they were real, not fake silica ones that I’d been using. How soon until I had tits of my own? Real ones, of flesh and skin.

She moaned atop me, her cock swinging erratically as she continued to slam her ass down. “Fuck,” she screamed. “I’m close.”

My heart was beating faster with every pump. I was finally fucking Ava. I’d dreamed about this moment for God knows how long and it had finally manifested into reality. It wasn’t exactly like I’d imagined it would be, she didn’t have a pussy for me to fuck after all, but the funny thing is it felt even better. It felt better than anything I’d ever imagined and anything I’d ever dreamed about.

“I want a turn too,” she moaned from over me. “ I wanna finish inside you.” And so I pulled out of her, got on my knees and my hands, and waved my cute little butt back at her.

“I’m all yours,” I said and the grin on her face was wider than I’d ever seen it before.

My hole was already prepared from when she’d tongued it so it felt nice when her cock entered me. I moaned and clenched as her cock slid further, the veins and ridges teasing the walls of my anus, her tip spreading me wider than I’d ever been spread.

Within a few strokes, she had reduced me to a squirming, moaning mess, her pelvis slamming into my ass as she pumped me raw. Then, she reached around, grabbed hold of my cock, and started beating me off.

“You like that, don’t you?” She screamed as she continued to ravage my asshole.

“Y–  YES!” I moaned, trying to screw my asshole as tightly around her cock as I could. “I… love… it.” It was difficult to form words with how hard she was railing me.

“What a dirty little slut,” she said as she picked up the pace, hitting the sweetest spot inside my asshole, again and again, her hand gliding over my cock effortlessly.

I began to moan louder as a warm, fuzzy feeling of pleasure started building up in my asshole. Ava pushed harder, her cock slamming the most sensitive part of my ass with merciless abandon.

“Fuck,” I moaned. The warmth spread outwards, washing through my body in waves of searing hot pleasure. “I’m gonna cum.” The tip of her cock slammed against my G-spot again.

“Me.. too,” she managed between moans.

I nearly blacked out as I came, a violent orgasm ripping through my body as I shot my load onto the bed underneath me, her hand continuing to beat me off as I erupted.

She moaned one last time, this one louder and more sensual than all the ones that had come before. Her cock spasmed inside me as she spewed her hot, sticky load inside my anus, flooding my needy hole with her warm, wet offering.

We both collapsed on the bed and started making out a few seconds later. She fell asleep in my arms and remained there until my wife came home that night.

Emma and I divorced each other within a month, and Ava moved in to take her place. I transitioned fully over the next few months and started living my life as Victoria instead of Victor. Unbound by the judging shackles of society, I lived a happy and content life with some tight panties around my butt and the gorgeous Ava by my side.

The end.


Feminized by my Landlady: First time sissy feminization, crossdressing


Synopsis:

Slipping on a pair of panties seemed innocent enough– how the hell was I supposed to know it would end with me bent over while I'm taken from behind? 

Nathan is in serious trouble. Out of a job and deep in debt his troubles are made even worse when his Landlady demands he pay his outstanding rent or vacate the premises. He begs and pleads with her for a little more time but when she finally agrees she has a very specific demand. 

He has to put on a pair of her panties. 

He doesn’t know it yet but when he shows up to her apartment with a pair of panties under his clothes the transformation has already begun. What follows is Nathan’s awakening to his true sissy self. 

Read along and find out how the curvy Landlady dolls him up, puts him in a dress, and leads him to things he’s never seen before. Things he’s never experienced before. 

Long, hard, throbbing things. 

By the time all of this is over, Nathan's sure to have a pleasantly aching backside. 



Chapter One

There’s a knock on the door and I know I’m out of time. My heart is beating so fast that I fear it might just burst through my chest and there’s rivers of sweat running down the sides of my face.

I know full well who's on the other side of the door and I know full well what they want.

The only problem is that I still don’t have it.

With shaking hands and uneven breaths I answer the door to find my landlady Nadia standing in the hallway with her arms crossed under her chest in a way that accentuates her already large breasts. She’s wearing an A-Line dress that hugs the curves of her hips tightly then flares out towards a hem that ends above the knees, leaving much of her glistening legs and even some of her ample thighs naked for my eyes.

I’d be lying if I said that I haven’t spent many a hour fantasizing about what I’d do to Nadia if I had her alone in a room for any length of time, but now is not the time for idle fancy.

“Come in please,” I say, doing my best to stay calm.

“I don’t need your permission to come in,” she says, storming past me furiously, leaving me standing there as if I’m her doorman. “I own the damned place.” She plops herself down on the main couch in my living room, crossing her right leg over her left, flashing me much more of her thighs than I was previously able to see. “And you better have my money.”

The anger with which she’s glaring at me makes me want to go and hide in the nearest closet I can find, but as she just pointed out, she owns that too. I close the door behind me and make my way over to where she’s sitting.

“I just need a few more days,” I say. “I have some leads on a job and it’s looking promising.”

“You’ve been saying that for over two months now, Nathan, and I’m not running a charity here. You owe me two month’s rent and you said you’d have it for me by today. If you can’t pay it then I’m going to have to ask you to pack up your shit and leave.

Panic sets in again. It becomes harder to breathe, there’s a tight sinking feeling in my stomach and my brain embarks on a thousand tangents ranging all the way  from ‘where will I spend the night’ to ‘how will I afford food.’

“Nadia please,” I say, my eyes beginning to well up. “You know I have nowhere to go. If you kick me out I’ll be out on the streets. I just need a little more time.”

“Well time’s up Nathan.” She’s still looking me dead in the eyes, not a hint of mercy anywhere on her face. “It’s sad that you got laid off but that isn’t my problem now is it? I’ve already let you stay here for two months without rent. I can’t keep doing it forever.”

I fight the urge to throw up right there in the middle of the living room as Nadia eyes me expectantly, as if I’ll somehow magically conjure up money I don’t have to pay her what I owe.

“Please,” I say once more. “Is there no other way, Nadia? I’ll do anything if you give me just a little more time.” Something about her expression changes when I say the word ‘anything’ and the way her eyes gleam the very next second sends a shiver down my spine.

“Anything?” She cocks an eyebrow.

There’s something dangerous about the way she’s looking at me. Something that makes me think I’d be better off getting evicted. But a desperate and broke and soon-to-be homeless man doesn’t have the luxury of choice.

“Yes,” I say. “I’ll do anything if you just give me a little more time.”

Her full, red lips curl upwards into a wicked grin and she reaches in her purse to pull out a pair of red cotton panties.

“Come to my place wearing these at 8 p.m. tonight. If you find yourself unable to do so, then I expect you to vacate my property by tonight, the choice is yours.” She gets up and leaves before I’ve had a chance to process what’s just happened, leaving me sitting in the middle of the living room staring at a pair of panties that look like they’d fit me just about perfectly.

I’ve got a fucking decision to make.


Chapter Two

The sound of my wall clock ticking sounds increasingly threatening as the hour hand inches closer to eight. I’ve been pacing my living room for the past hour and a half but it’s done nothing to still my erratically beating heart.

I’ve been racking my brain for what's starting to seem like an eternity but I can’t, for the life of me, figure out why Nadia would want me to show up at her doorstep wearing these panties. Is it some sort of sick prank where she’ll humiliate me by taking pictures of me in a pair of panties? Or is this some kink of hers that will help her get her rocks off?

Despite the anxiety that has taken over my entire body, I feel my cock stirring to life at the second possibility.

Nadia must be in her late thirties by now but she’s still a stunningly beautiful woman that can turn heads immediately as she walks into a room. I’ve seen how the other boys in the building look at her when they think she isn’t paying attention, how their eyes stick to her delightful curves whenever she’s walking down the stairs, how they gulp their throats emptily when she’s wearing a low cut top or when she’s showing a bit too much leg.

And I’ve seen how she likes to lead them on. I’ve seen how she’ll wear something just a bit too revealing or a bit too tight and how she’ll flaunt her skin at every opportunity. I know she’s the type of woman who knows how people look at her and I know she’s the type of woman that gets a thrill out of it.

Could putting me in panties be just another facet of her kinky, exhibitionist side?

I glance at the clock again and it’s only five minutes to eight now. Only five minutes until I have to make a decision that might lead to me becoming homeless.

Fuck it.

I can take a bit of humiliation if it means I’m not getting kicked to the curb tonight. Besides, I’ve fantasized about Nadia ever since I first came to this building and I don’t wanna chicken out when the chance to go to her apartment finally arises.

Even if it means having to put on a pair of panties.

So I take off my shorts, followed by my underwear, and then pick up the panties that are still lying on the couch where Nadia left them.

I look at them for a few seconds, admiring the color and the patterns on the cloth before I bend over and step into them. The fabric feels surprisingly nice as it glides up my legs, and it feels even nicer when it’s secured safely on my tush.

They fit nicely enough, which must be a coincidence since there’s no way Nadia knows what size my underwear is. The only issue is that my cock keeps trying to escape from one side or another. I fiddle with it for a few seconds, trying to fit it like I would in my regular underwear, but it doesn’t work.
 

In the end, I put on my shorts and tuck my cock against the waistband, securing it tightly in position before buttoning up and heading out. As I walk down the stairs to Nadia's room I realize my cock is stiffer than it was before.

Could it be the panties turning me on?

No

This is probably just because of the fact that I’m going to be inside Nadia’s apartment for the first time, a place that I’ve dreamed about since the day I moved in here. Maybe the soft, patterned fabric of the panties swishing against my butt is adding to the effect, but it's mostly due to Nadia.

It has to be, right?

I arrive at her door and knock gently. I don’t hear anything from inside and for a brief period of time I feel like she isn’t at home and that I put on a pair of panties for no good reason, but just as I’m about to turn around and leave I hear footsteps approaching.

Despite how confident I felt on the walk over my chest tightens as the footsteps grow nearer, there’s a tingling in my legs as I hear the doorknob turn and I fight the sudden and almost overpowering urge to turn around and run.

It suddenly occurs to me how stupid this is, showing up to your LandLady’s apartment wearing a pair of women’s panties underneath your clothes. What am I expecting to happen? This is probably nothing more than a setup to humiliate me before she kicks me out for not being able to pay rent.

I curse myself at how foolish I’ve been. My heart starts to thump rapidly in my chest again, my stomach churning, my mind going dizzy, my legs nearly going out from under me. Fear and anxiety take over my body in the few seconds that pass between the doorknob turning and the door actually sliding open.

I’m half expecting a bunch of people with cameras to pop out from behind the door and pull my shorts down and laugh and take pictures.

All these thoughts, and all the accompanying emotions, are dispelled almost immediately when the door actually opens revealing only Nadia. She’s wearing a tight, low-cut dress which accentuates her cleavage making it seem bigger than it usually is. The hem of her dress is so high that I feel she might flash me her ass when she turns around, and her full, red lips are curled into that same devilish smile she showed me before she left my apartment this afternoon.

“I take it you have those panties on under there.” Her eyes dance suggestively around my crotch and my cock swells against the waistband.

“Yes,” I say, rubbing the back of my neck with my hand. Her smile only widens.

“Well then come on in, Nathan,” she says. “ I’ve got a fun night planned for us.”


Chapter Three

She leads me inside and closes the door behind us. I’ve never been inside this apartment before but I can’t imagine it always looks like this.

All the actual lights are off and the only thing providing illumination are the numerous candles that sit atop nearly every surface I can see –  if I had to guess there’s about fifty of them around us. The entire apartment is bathed in their soft, yellow light and it makes our shadows spread in a web that’s equal parts confusing and beautiful.

The entire place smells like vanilla and citrus in a way that’s oddly comforting. There’s a path made out of rose petals on the ground that leads to a table in the middle of the living room. Two chairs stand on either side and a three-pronged candelabra sits in the middle. There’s plates of food, glasses for wine, and a tall, red bottle to fill them with.

Nadia puts her hand on the small of my back and speaks very softly next to my ear. “I hope you’re hungry.” The hair on the back of my neck stands up with her lips so close to me, and her hand on my back sends some very strong signals down my spine.

“What is all of this?” I ask, still incredulous at what I’m seeing.

“Dinner,” she says plainly. “For the two of us.”

She must have gone through a ridiculous amount of effort to arrange everything. It must have taken hours to do all of this and she couldn’t even have been sure that I was actually going to show up. I’ve been on dates before but never one this nicely set up, and never with a pair of panties on underneath my shorts.

“This… it’s beautiful,” I say, eyes still gleaming. Nadia’s fingers play softly against the small of my back. “You should have told me. I feel like I’m underdressed.”

“Not yet,” she laughs, and I’m thankful for the dark making it harder for her to see the blush creeping onto my cheeks. “But you will be, Nathan.”

With her hand still on my back, she leads me to the table. She even pulls out the chair before she takes her seat next to me. It occurs to me that she’s doing all the things that a man should be doing on a date, and although the irony of literally wearing panties while I assume the position of a woman does not escape me, I can’t very well do anything about it.

“Go on,” she says, lifting the cover of my plate revealing what looks to be some sort of pasta dish underneath. It smells amazing. “You must be hungry, better to eat up before we move on with things.”

The food is as delicious as it looks and we both eat ravenously sitting across the table from each other. The wine is superb too and I end up having three glasses before I’m done with my meal. Nadia pours both of us another one when we’re finished eating, and then looks back at me with a gleam in her eyes again.

“Let’s move this party to the couch,” she says, moving her eyes suggestively to the love seat next to the far wall. I can do nothing but follow her there.

“Did you like the food?” she asks.

“It was delicious,” I reply, as we both take our seats next to each other. The couch is small enough that we’re practically sitting hip to hip, which is causing some serious problems for my cock that now demands to be freed from its prison.

She puts her hands on my leg and my heart starts to beat faster. The atmosphere, the food, and the behavior from Nadia have almost made me forget about why I’m here in the first place. It’s made me forget that I owe her a lot of money and that I’m still wearing the panties she gave me.

But now that her hand slowly moves up my leg I’m reminded of those things again. Of the money I don’t have and the panties that I do. The surprising part, however, is that I find myself not caring.

I don’t mind that she’s making me wear women’s underwear and I don’t fear the fact that I owe her a large sum of money. Right now I care only about the woman next to me and I care only about her hand on my leg. I would stay in her debt forever if it meant getting treated like this, I would wear every panty in the world if it meant she put her hand that close to my cock.

A gorgeous, stunning woman like Nadia with a boy like me? I’d never thought it would be possible outside of my daydreams.

“I’ve fed you, Nathan.” She’s close to me now, her breath hot on my neck, giving me gooseflesh. “And I’ve given you some very expensive wine.” Her hand continues its slow path up my thigh. “And I’ve treated you well.” Her other hand has made its way behind me, where she’s slowly massaging the small of my back. “After all of this,” she says, her voice barely above a whisper. “I expect you to put out for me.”

The very next second Nadia has her lips on mine and my cock nearly explodes there and then. Her hand teases my swelling member and her other hand continues downward on my back.

Her breath smells of sweet wine and when her tongue finally slips inside my mouth I struggle to maintain my composure. I writhe on the couch against her touch as I slip her back some tongue. My cock swells and rages against the waistband as the palm of her hand continues to tease me.

She pulls away from my mouth and starts kissing my neck. The feeling of her lips and her tongue against the flesh of my neck is making me go crazy. It’s making my legs tremble harder and it’s making my breathing more uneven.

“Nadia…” I whisper, unable to wait any longer. I want her to release my cock and I want her to put it in that sweet mouth of hers.

“Shh,” she silences me between kisses. “Don’t speak.”

The hand she had against my cock has drifted upwards to my chest now, and she slips it inside my shirt, her fingers tracing a delicious path across my body. Her palms come to rest against my chest and she teases my nipple with her forefinger and her thumb.

I gasp in reply.

“What are you doing?” I ask, my body tingling with sensations the likes of which I’ve never quite felt before. She stops for a second and looks up at me with a cocked eyebrow.

“You don’t like it?” she asks.

“I didn’t say that.” I smile at her, and she smiles back, grabbing hold of my nipple once more.

As the hand on my back drifts lower and lower she guides me up and makes me sit in her lap. It’s odd being the man and sitting in the woman’s lap but Nadia’s about the same height as me and while I’m skinny and lithe she’s generously curved in all the right places.

She plants her lips against mine with a renewed hunger when I’m in her lap and the way her hands move across my body signifies that something has changed. If she was in charge before she’s more so now. The way she’s handling me makes it abundantly clear that she’s the dominant one here.

I whimper into her mouth as my cock struggles to break free and when Nadia’s hand moves to the waistband of my shorts I think she’s about to answer my prayers. These thoughts evaporate very quickly when she slides that hand down my shorts and inside my panties directly onto my ass, grabbing a handful as her tongue continues to work away inside my mouth.

“MMmhm” I moan hotly into her mouth, as her fingers continue to play with my tush, as her thumb continues to twist my nipple and as my cock continues to rage against its prison.

The feeling of her fingers on my naked ass is strangely electrifying, it reminds me of that one time I often try hard to forget, the time when I fooled around with a boy in college and he too slipped his hand down the back of my pants…

The tingling from my legs has spread to my entire body now and it's only a matter of time before I climax. I moan once more into Nadia’s kiss and the way her hand moves around my asshole tells me that she knows I’m close.

My cock stirs one final time and the second before I think I’m about to come she slips a finger inside my hole.

I make a sound that’s half shriek and half moan and my eyes roll to the back of my head. My entire body shudders and my cock spews its hot load across my belly as one of Nadia’s hands plays with my nipple and the other fingers my asshole.

“Fuck,” I pant, collapsing against her soft, pillowy body as she wraps her hands around me. I’m unsure of what more to say and unable to do anything but lean my head against her chest.

“Did you like that?” She asks, stroking my hair gently with the same hand that was inside me not ten seconds ago.

I don’t speak, but the mess that I’ve made inside my clothes is answer enough. 


Chapter Four

The walk back to my own apartment is confusing, the process of washing out my cum stained clothes is mortifying.

I can’t wrap my head around Nadia’s motives, can’t make sense of what I just experienced, what she just did to me. The one thing I do know is that I liked it. The feeling of being under her control, sitting in her lap as her hands crawled all over my body awakened something inside me that had laid dormant for so long, something that I’d forgotten was even there.

As I strip out of my clothes and put them in the wash I take an extra-long moment to stare at the panties. They’d felt good between my legs, I’d liked the way the fabric had hugged my butt as I walked and I’d loved the way Nadia’s hand felt inside them, teasing my asshole as I squirmed in her lap.

But these feelings leave me with more questions than answers.

I’ve never thought of myself as a crossdresser, as someone who enjoys putting on women’s clothes as he’s dominated by another person. There was that one time in college but there were no panties involved back then, not to mention that Nadia is a woman and not a man, so the comparison makes little sense in that regard as well.

All I know is that I liked whatever happened today. I liked talking with Nadia over dinner and I especially enjoyed what took place next. If the cost of being with Nadia is putting on a pair of panties underneath my clothes then that’s just what I’ll have to do. After all, who will know what type of underwear I’m wearing? And if the only person getting me out of my pants is Nadia well then she was the one who wanted it in the first place.

It’s a win-win situation.

The washing machine finishes its spin cycle and I take the clothes out and lay them out to dry. I go to bed feeling more relaxed than I have in months. I dream of lounging around in Nadia’s lap under the sun as she strokes my hair and smiles down at me. In the dream, she sings to me and moves her hands over my body in a way that makes me feel safe and secure. It’s the best dream I’ve had in years and I get some of the best sleep I’ve had in my life.

When I finally wake up it isn’t because of the alarm.

Someone's knocking on the door.

I sleep naked, so I throw on a pair of pants and answer the door.

My lips automatically curl into a smile when I see Nadia standing in my doorway, her hair done up in a stylish bun, a pretty dress hugging her curves and a large, black duffle bag tucked under one arm.

“What’s that for?” I ask, smiling at her while I stand aside to invite her inside.

“Oh, you’ll find out soon enough.” She winks as she walks past me and I can do nothing but stare at her deliciously swaying hips as she makes her way into my living room. She puts the bag in almost exactly the same place as the panties yesterday, and this small coincidence is enough to get my cock stirring.

What does she have planned for today? Some prettier panties perhaps? Or some stockings that I can slip on? I wouldn’t even mind putting them on if she lets me have sex with her today.

I take the seat next to her and stare deep into her eyes. To my surprise, those eyes lack most of the tenderness from last night, the mischievous glint that I’d seen previously back in full force.

All of a sudden I feel a little tense.

The duffle bag is way bigger than anything you’d need to fit a pair or two of panties. Hell, you could probably stuff a hundred panties in there and there would still be plenty of space left over. My mind reels back to how dominant she was last night, and I gulp emptily while I entertain the possibility that she might have brought toys.

“Well?” I ask, with a strange fluttering feeling in my stomach. “Are you gonna tell me what you have in there? What you have planned for today?”

“I hate this about your generation,” she smiles, her hand going for the zipper on the bag. “No patience in any of you, always want to know everything straight away.” Her smile widens and my heart sinks as the zipper slides open, revealing the contents of the bag that she’s apparently brought for me.

It’s filled with dresses and skirts and tops and even a couple of pairs of wigs. On one side there’s a large flesh-colored object that makes my breath catch. This bag has enough outfits to dress a woman for two months and she’s brought it here for me?

“I just thought we should make you a little prettier today.” Her grin continues to widen.


Chapter Five

A dreadful sinking feeling seeps into my stomach as Nadia lays out the clothes she brought, the outfits she apparently wants me to try on. A strong blush rises to my cheeks and I feel my body shudder as the entire thing becomes a reality.

I was fine with the panties as long as it meant I got to be with Nadia but dressing up in women’s clothing? Putting on dresses, skirts, blouses –  even wigs? I don’t think I can go through with this. No matter how sexy Nadia is I can’t see myself turning into a complete woman just to sleep with her.

“Nadia I think we should talk about this,” I say, my throat tightening with the implications of what I’m about to do. Denying Nadia like this will obviously remove any chances I have of sleeping with her but it will also mean angering her. And in her anger, she will most likely demand the money I owe her. Money that I still don’t have.

But I’d rather be homeless than become a full-blown drag queen.

“I can’t go through with this,” I tell her, my hands nearly trembling, my mind racing with thoughts too fast to pin down and analyze.

“Why?” She looks up at me and bats her eyelashes in a way that nearly makes all the resolve I mustered melt away.

She’s fucking gorgeous.

“I... I just can’t.” I want to be firm in my denial, but it doesn’t help that I’m stuttering my words.

“Why can’t you do it, Nathan.” She’s calm and understanding, not at all angry like I expected her to be. There’s a soft tenderness to her voice that makes me feel at ease, makes me think that going through with this whole thing isn’t such a bad idea after all.

I’m forced to look down at my lap, lest the look in her eyes melts away any resistance I have left.

“I was fine with the panties, Nadia. And I like you a lot, but I can’t let you doll me up like this. I’m a man, I don’t want to go around dressed up like a woman.” It’s hard but I force out the words. It’s the only way she’ll understand. The only way she’ll get angry and leave me alone.

But she doesn’t. The damned woman puts one hand on my thigh and tilts my chin upwards with the other. I’m looking into her eyes now and I find that my heart is beating faster than it did last night, faster than it ever has probably.

“Is that really the truth, Nathan?” It’s posed as a question but I know she doesn’t expect an answer. She already knows. “Because I held you in my arms last night,” she continues. “And I watched how happy I could make you. Isn’t that right? Didn’t I make you happy?”

I nod slowly. Her hand creeps closer to my crotch and my cock stirs to life.

“And now I’m trying to make you happier, Nathan.” She’s whispering now, and her mouth is close to me. Very close to me. I can feel her breath on my cheek and her hand keeps moving closer and closer to my cock.

“You can leave,” she says. “You can ask me to stop any time you want and I won’t even kick you out. I’ll even give you more time to pay back the rent. What you did for me last night was enough to earn you at least another month here.” Her hand brushes past my cock and reaches for my fly. “You say the word and I’ll leave, Nathan.” She’s pulling down my fly. “And I won’t bother you again. You just have to say it.”

But I can’t. I don’t want this to stop. I don’t want Nadia to leave. Her hands on me, her mouth next to mine is all that matters and I don’t care if I have to wear a thousand dresses if it means I get to stay with her.

With my fly down, she slips her fingers inside my pants, slipping them around my bare, erect penis. She starts to stroke, her eyes wide with such wonder that I find it hard to believe it’s really my cock she has in her hands.

“Does that feel nice?” she asks, moving her soft, delicate fingers along the length of my shaft.

“Mmhm,” I moan back, squirming in the seat. It feels so fucking good and she hasn’t even done anything yet. With a small tug, she pulls my pants down to my thighs, making my erection spring free into the open.

She looks into my eyes again, making me melt, making me curse myself for even trying to push her away. I let my shoulders relax and take a deep breath. She bends down, opens wide, and slips my entire length into her warm, wet mouth in a single gulp.

And then she begins to suck.

I gasp against the wetness of her tongue on my shaft, I squirm in my seat as her lips glide down across it and I shudder despite my best efforts when her teeth scrape along lightly. I’d put on a dress and dance in front of the whole world if it meant more of this.

I slip my fingers into her hair as her tongue moves up and down the base of my shaft like a serpent. Every time it glides over a ridge or a vein in my cock my breath catches in my throat and I feel like I might burst right there and then.

She’s good at this. So fucking good.

Her hair feels as soft against my palm as her lips feel good on my cock. She plunges deep and rises again like a fish diving for water, every movement giving me pleasure beyond anything I’ve ever experienced. My cock twitches and dances inside her mouth as I near climax, and she tickles the tip with a circular motion of her tongue which nearly pushes me over the edge.

“Fuuuck,” I moan, struggling to breathe evenly as Nadia’s head bobs up and down my cock. “It feels so good.”

She moans something in reply, but with my penis in her mouth, she really doesn’t make much sense. My cock shudders again and she starts to suck on my tip, bringing her hand around to pump the base of my rod. I squirm like crazy, moaning and groaning, my legs moving wildly.

It’s quite possibly the greatest sensation I’ve ever felt in my life and I want to do everything I can to prolong it further. But as she leans back and looks me in the eye, asking, “Do you like it?” I can’t hold back anymore.

My cock erupts, spewing its hot load all over her lips, her eyelids, her nose, her chin, her chest. It goes everywhere and for a moment it looks like it might never end. My cock shudders and twitches as it bathes Nadia in my cum and when I’m finally done she only smiles.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she giggles and I blush despite myself.

“Now,” she says, wiping some of my cum off her face. “You better get up and shave. No one likes a hairy girl.”


Chapter Six

Nadia has managed to clean herself off pretty nicely by the time I’m done shaving every last bit of hair off of my body. Even though I was skeptical about the entire thing less than an hour ago I have to admit that the feeling of smooth-shaven skin is pretty nice. There were even a few moments in the bathroom when I looked at my hairless body in the mirror and thought that I had curves better suited to dresses and skirts than jeans and shirts.

“Well,” I say, rubbing my arm nervously as Nadia’s gaze bores into me. “We should get started I guess.”

“We should.” She hands me a pair of panties. They’re a tiny black pair that seem tighter and smaller than the ones I wore last night. I don’t want to admit it to her, but they look rather pretty.

I take the panties and go to the corner, turning around and waiting for Nadia to do the same. When I crane my neck to take a look at her she’s standing tall with her arms crossed under her chest and her eyebrow cocked questioningly.

“What?” she says. “You want me to turn around?”

“Yes,” I say sheepishly.

“Why? It’s nothing I haven’t seen before and there’s no way we’re getting through this entire thing with you hiding your naughty bits from me.” She giggles as she says the last part, making a fresh flush rise to my cheeks.

But she’s right, of course. She fingered my asshole last night and she sucked me off no more than an hour ago, she’s already seen everything there is to see. There’s no point in trying to hide my decency anymore. In fact, the only reason I’m feeling this way is that being shaved smooth is making me feel more naked than usual, and the added factor of putting these panties on in front of her is making me hesitant.

But it’s silly to delay any longer.

So I take a deep breath, drop my pants to the ground and pull the panties up. Maybe it’s because it’s a different pair, or maybe it's because my legs are smooth and hairless now but the panties feel even better today than they did last night. I turn around and admire how they hug my sleek form, the black fabric accentuating my butt and my hips.

Despite my earlier hesitation, I’m liking the way I look in these panties. I always wondered why women took such meticulous care in their dressing but I’m starting to see that there’s a certain type of pleasure in it. The feeling of just your ass being enough to turn heads whenever you walk into a room.

Nadia walks up behind me and I tense.

“Relax,” she says, pushing her hands onto my ass and squeezing my cheeks lightly. “You’ve got a perky little butt, Nathan,” she giggles, and I feel my cheeks warming again.

“T–  Thanks,” I stammer and she continues to giggle at my embarrassment.

“Hold on,” she says and goes back to fish out a pair of black strappy heels from her bag. “Try these on.”

I hold them up, wondering if the tiny things will break under a man’s weight. I sit on the edge of my seat and put the shoes on, surprisingly (and embarrassingly) enough they fit perfectly and when I get up to walk around they support my weight nicely.

It’s hard but I balance myself on the shoes as well as I can. Nadia is standing behind me admiring how my body looks now that I have the heels on. I can see how her eyes survey every part of my body, how they linger on my butt just a little bit longer than anywhere else.

“Much better with the heels on,” she says, slapping me across my tush lightly, making me yelp in response. “Perkier too,” she laughs.

She’s right of course. Because I have the heels on I’m forced to flex my ass in order to stay upright. This means that my butt appears both firmer and perkier now and it stands out much more than before. I turn around slowly and take in my body, trying to see what Nadia sees when she looks at me. It’s hard to accept but I do have the body of a woman. I have the long supple legs of one, the flaring shapely thighs of one, and the absolutely delicious booty of one.

The only thing that stands out is the slight bulge of my cock.

It’s as if Nadia knows what I’m thinking and she interjects almost immediately by putting her hands on me. “I’ll fix that for you,” she says, reaching down my panties and grabbing my cock.

I inhale deeply thinking maybe I’m about to get some action again but she only rolls her eyes. “You’re insatiable,” she says. “Did you forget that I sucked you off no more than an hour ago?” But her chastisement does nothing to ease the stirring of my cock, so she slips it between my legs. Next, she pushes my ball up into my body, an action that makes me squirm where I stand.

The tightness of the panties coupled with the closeness of my legs prevents the balls from coming back down and when I look in the mirror next the problem from before is gone.

The bottom half of my body looks entirely like a woman’s. So much so, in fact, that just looking at it evokes warm, fuzzy feelings in my lower abdomen.

Next, she helps squeeze me into a dress, and although it's a little baggy around the chest it fits perfectly otherwise. I’m a little stung as I remember all the time’s men’s clothing wouldn’t fit me properly, how the sizes were either too baggy or too tight on me, leaving me to spend hours upon hours in changing rooms only to come back home empty-handed.

The skimpy, black dress I have on now shows no such problems. It hugs my hips beautifully, stretches over my ass like it was tailor-made for me, and shows off my legs in a way that makes them very flattering.

Nadia runs her hand down my side again, her fingers tracing a path along my hip as I admire my own beauty. “You look gorgeous,” she whispers in my ear, and I’m too stunned by the compliment to thank her for it.

“Hold on.” She goes back to the bag and fishes out a pair of the fake silicone tits I saw earlier. She drags my dress down and helps me slip them on. They look and feel very real and by the time I have my dress back over them my chest looks as filled out as a hot twenty-five-year old’s.

Again, I’m too amazed to say anything.

A blonde wig comes next. The cut on it is very stylish and the bangs that fall across my face compliment my features very well. Nadia grabs me by the hips once again and twirls me around so I can see how pretty I look in the mirror.

Nearly every bit of what I see is perfect. The hair, the face, my hips, my legs, my tush. Even my chest, which is 100% fake, looks like it belongs to me perfectly. I still can’t put my feelings into words but I know that I like this. That I like looking as pretty as I am right now and that it’s all because of Nadia.

“Thank you,” I say, turning my face to her. “Thank you for all of this Nadia. Thank you for showing me how pretty I can be. For everything.”

She shushes me with a raised finger, her eyes devoid of all the humor that they previously held, replaced with a furious intensity that I haven’t seen from her before. “You don’t have to thank me,” she whispers, her hand slipping to my tush. “You’ve already done so much for me.” She pushes her body against mine and I take in all its softness and all its warmth. “And you’ll do so much more.” She plants her lips onto mine and kisses me more deeply and more passionately than I’ve ever been kissed before. I melt into her and we spend what seems like an eternity making out with each other, her hand on my ass and mine on hers.

But before it can go any further she breaks it off and makes for the door, leaving me standing there confused and aroused. “Where are you going?” I ask, and the spring in her step tells me that the moment of tenderness has passed, that Nadia is back to her usual, devious self.

“Going home,” she says, pausing by the door and looking back at me with a grin on her face. “I’m taking you out to dinner at 9 p.m. tomorrow night and I’m leaving the bag here. Be sure to pick out a cute outfit.”

She’s gone before I have a chance to speak and I’m left standing in the middle of my living room wondering if I have what it takes to step out into the world wearing a skimpy dress.


Chapter Seven

Despite the momentary conflict I felt last night, I’m all dolled up and ready to go well before nine o'clock.

I’ve chosen to put on a skimpy little dress with a slit down the middle that affords anyone who happens to be watching an ample amount of my inner thigh. It’s made out of sparkly red fabric and is tighter than the dress I tried on last night. I’ve chosen the same wig from last night even though I had the option of one with black hair –  I see myself more as a blonde anyway–  and I’ve even put on some makeup after I found a kit at the bottom of the bag and looked up some tutorials on the internet.

The end result is good enough that I have a hard time recognizing myself in the mirror. But the strangest part about all of this isn’t how good I’ve managed to make myself look in such a short amount of time, it's how much I’m liking it.

I’ve spent nearly the entire day trying on dresses and shoes and makeup combinations until I’ve gotten everything just right, and now I can hardly wait until it’s finally time for Nadia to come pick me up.

When the doorbell finally rings I run to answer it with a bright, cheerful smile on my face. Nadia’s standing on the other side looking classier than she ever has. She’s ditched the flowery flowing dresses she wears most of the time for a green party dress that’s tight around her hips and showcases her bosom perfectly.

“My, my,” she says, crossing her arms under her chest. “Aren’t you looking pretty.”

I blush at the compliment and make a show of tucking a strand of hair behind my ear just so I have something to do with my hands. “Thanks,” I say.

“Can’t have you speaking in that voice tonight, now can we?” Nadia says, raising an eyebrow and I catch her meaning immediately.

“Thanks,” I repeat but this time in a tone that’s more feminine, my pitch a few octaves higher.

“Softer,” she says. “Don’t force yourself to shriek. Just relax the muscles in your throat and you’ll be surprised at how good it sounds.”

I do what she says and when I say the word “Thanks,” again it sounds almost like a woman’s voice, soft and high pitched enough that even I might be confused if I didn’t know where it was coming from.

“Perfect.” Nadia grabs me by the arm and leads me down the stairs. “You understand I won’t be calling you Nathan today, right?”

“Yes,” I say, practicing my girl voice. It gets better with every word I say, and the gentle smile on Nadia’s face tells me that she approves too.

“So we need to get your a girl name.”

“I see.”

“How does Natalie sound?”

“Natalie,” I repeat the word in my girl voice, rolling it around on my tongue to see how it sounds. I can see myself being a Natalie. “It’s a pretty name.”

“A pretty name for a pretty girl,” Nadia’s hand moves down the side of my torso, her fingers brushing past my hips as we descend the last steps of the stairs. I blush at the compliment but the warmth isn’t restricted to my cheeks, it spreads all across my body in a warm, fuzzy, comforting way that makes me appreciate Nadia even more.

Outside the building, there’s a cab waiting for us and as we both get in the cab I notice the driver checking us out. His eyes linger far longer on my legs than they do on Nadia’s chest and the feeling of being watched like this makes me feel empowered.

We talk a lot on the drive over, me practicing my new voice and Nadia finding a way to tease me or compliment me in every other sentence. We’re still a few blocks away from the restaurant she said she’d take me to when she asks the driver to stop.

“Just let us out here,” she says, paying the man his fare and opening the door to the cold night outside.

“But we’re not there yet,” I protest, confused by what she has in mind.


“It’s just a couple of blocks away,” she tells me, stepping out of the car. “And I want to take that opportunity to show you off.” 

She grabs me by the wrist and guides me out of the comfortable warmth of the cab. The city outside is cold and I immediately feel the chill all across my body. I feel almost naked in the skimpy outfit I have on and I’m afraid that a particularly strong gust of wind would blow up my dress and flash my panties to the entire world.

“Too cold for you?” Nadia asks, taking my hand in hers, replacing at least some of the warmth that I’ve just lost.

“Not with you right next to me,” I say, but even as I do I feel the icy wind creep up my legs all the way to my butt, causing me to shiver in a way that makes me want to cover myself up. I look over at Nadia and see her standing there as if she’s completely at ease.

I guess she has more practice being dressed like this than I do.

“Come,” she says, dragging me behind her as she sets off towards the restaurant. “It’s not far now.”

When I left home I was scared that someone might recognize that I wasn’t really a woman, that I was just a man in a dress, that I would get laughed at and made fun of for being a drag queen. But I feel none of that doubt now as men stop in their tracks and leer at me as I walk past them. A few even whistle and call out to me but most stick to ogling at my ass or my legs silently, the looks on their faces marked with desire.

Desire for me.

It’s not too hard to imagine what they must be thinking. The things they’d do to me if they just got me in a room alone with them. I revel in this feeling of being desired, of making men stop in their tracks, and of turning heads.

Who knew being the object of some random man’s desire could be this thrilling?

When we finally arrive at the restaurant there’s a huge line outside, and the place looks like it's booked all the way to summer.

Nadia cuts through the line and goes straight to the man handling the seating. “We have a reservation,” she says. “Under the name of Nadia Adler.”

The man scans the list on the lectern for a few seconds before replying.

“Ah yes, Ms.Adler. We have you marked for a table of two, is that correct”

“That’s correct,” Nadia replies.

“Go on inside please, a waiter will show you to your table.”

I’m thankful to be inside and out of the cold, it also helps that the inside of this restaurant is just about the nicest place I’ve ever been to. From the music to the aromas to the ambiance, everything’s perfect.

Nadia looks around for a few seconds before spotting a waiter and signaling him over. He shows us to our table and tells us that someone else will come to attend to us.

“Why couldn’t he just take our order?” I ask Nadia after the man has left.

The way she smiles before answering reminds me that nothing is ever simple with Nadia. “Oh, I have someone special picked out for us tonight.” She winks at me to drive home the point.

When the waiter does finally show up I understand what she means.

The man standing over our table is tall, handsome, and built like a Greek god. His shoulders are huge, his arms are corded with muscle and he has the jawline Hollywood superstars would die for.

“Nice to see you again, Ms.Adler,” he smiles at Nadia in a way that you only smile at someone you know really well. “I’ve missed you.”

Christ.

It sounds like she’s been sleeping with him. And why the fuck do I suddenly feel jealous about that.

“I hope you’ll serve us as well as you did last time, Brad,” she winks at him and the way he smiles back at her gives me the sudden urge to jump across the table and put my hands on him. A seed of desire takes root inside my body and my entire world narrows down on our waiter Brad.

I take in every detail of his body. His tall shoulders, the places where his shirt is stretched taut across his muscled body, the finely cropped stubble on his cheeks, even the masculine fragrance coming off his body. A thought crosses my mind –  one that I suppress almost immediately –  but not before I briefly entertain the idea of undoing his belt and pulling down his pants.

“And who’s this with you, Ms.Adler?” I’m knocked out of my trance when I hear Brad refer to me, and acting on my first instinct I avert my gaze and smile shyly.

Fucking hell. The effect this man is having on me is NOT normal.

“That’s Natalie,” Nadia says. “And I’m sure you’ll get to know more of her later.”

“I’m sure I will.” He says, his gaze still boring into me.
 

What the fuck is that supposed to mean? I don’t like the way his eyes scan my body with hunger, which is to say I don’t like that I like it this much. Does Nadia mean to whore me out to Brad?

And if she does, what’s taking so long?

“Same place as last time then?” Nadia asks.

“Yes. I’ll be waiting.” And with that Brad leaves.

“What did you mean when you said he’d get to know more of me later?” I ask, my heart beating dangerously fast against my chest.

“You know what I meant.” Nadia’s hand reaches across the table to hold mine.

My cock stirs between my legs, coming to life at the idea of Brad bending me over and tearing off my panties. There’s still a problem though.

“But he’ll find out that I’m not really a – “ Nadia cuts me off mid-sentence with a finger to my lips.

“He knows what you are, Natalie. And he doesn’t mind.”

The seed of desire that took root when I first laid eyes on Brad starts to bloom in my belly and the shy, demure smile on my face is enough to tell Nadia that I have no further questions. That I am ready to be led wherever she’ll take me.

As I walk behind her through the floor of the restaurant I find that I feel a slight stirring in my backside with every step I take, as if my body is already preparing itself for what’s about to happen.

When Nadia finally leads me into a storeroom that looks like it hasn’t been used in about a decade I’m happier than I’ve been all year. Because Brad is in there and the way he’s smiling at me tells me full well just how hard he’s about to ravage me.


Chapter Eight

As soon as the door closes behind me Brad grabs my wrist, a thousand feelings bloom across my body as his skin touches mine, and none of them are unpleasant.

“What kind of waiter are you?” I tease, my voice low and soft. “To be hanging out in dark rooms like this instead of serving the customers.”

“You’ll find I’m fully capable of serving my customers here.” He pulls me in close, bathing me in the heat radiating from his perfectly sculpted body. “And there’s one customer in particular.” His hands find their way to my sides. “That I hope I can please.”

Fucking hell.

The feeling of his fingers digging into my hips is so intoxicating that I feel like I might just turn into water where I stand. I squirm against his body but he holds me tight, the heat and pleasure from his body fusing us together in a way that makes me feel like I’m part of him.

My asshole twitches again and I know this is what I want.

“Go on then,” I whisper almost directly into his mouth. “What are you waiting for?”

I’m barely finished with the words when Brad’s lips are on mine, his tongue slipping inside, his body pressing tighter onto me. He kisses me in the same way Nadia does, more dominant and assertive than tender and kind.

Only difference is he’s far more dominant and far more assertive.

I’ve kissed a man before but never like this. Brad is nothing like the boy I fooled around with in college and I’m nothing like the person I was back then. This is real, it’s dangerous, and it feels almost intoxicating.

His hand slides along my sides, the touch of a strong, dominant man sending shivers down my spine. The whole thing is making my legs turn to water and we’re only on the kissing part up until now.

Both of his hands slip behind me and he cups my ass in his strong, large palms. I gasp into his mouth as he squeezes me down there, my cock stirring and swelling between my legs.

“You like that, huh?” he asks, breaking off our kiss and moving his lips to my neck.

“Yes,” I moan, as he starts to kiss and suck the flesh on my neck. His lips feel so fucking good that I feel like I might just orgasm there and then.

His tongue feels even better.

The times with Nadia gave me a taste but I’ve never quite felt like this before. Never quite been dominated like this before. A strong man’s hands across my ass, his mouth on my neck, his body pressed into mine as I squirm within his grasp.

It’s the best fucking feeling in the world, and we’re just getting started.

“I want you,” I whisper. “I want you in me.”

He pauses for a moment and steps back, smiling wider than I’ve seen him smile all night. “You better get on your knees then, babe.”

I fall to my knees and lunge hungrily for his belt. My eyes widen as I pull down his pants to unleash his cock to the stale air of the room.

It’s fucking massive.

Not to say that I’ve seen a lot of cocks in my life but this one is clearly very large. It’s nearly thicker than my wrist and it’s longer than my forearm. He’s already hard, bulging veins straining against his length, the red tip quivering in its eagerness to get sucked.

“Like what you see?” He smirks, and I can only nod in response.

“You’d better get started then,” he says, stepping closer until his tip is near enough to my lips that I can feel the heat coming off of it.

I stick my tongue out and slide it against his tip, the entire thing shivers, and throbs. I move my tongue against it again and to my surprise, it grows even bigger. Every time it pulses or shivers against my tongue I feel the vibrations travel throughout my body, and as I continue to lick him he keeps growing larger. By the end, he’s grown to an almost monstrous size, and I’m not even sure my tiny little mouth will be able to fit all of him.

That doesn’t mean I won’t try.

“Not that I’m complaining,” he says. “But you can’t keep licking it all day, love.” His words are cool but his voice is gruff and needy. He clearly can’t wait for me to suck on it.

I take one final deep breath before opening wide. My lips stretch and part as I welcome his impressive girth into my mouth, the walls of my mouth struggling to contain the pulsing monstrosity that man has for a cock.

I let him sink into me until he can’t anymore. Until the tip of his cock is scratching the back of my throat and there’s no more empty space inside.

“Fuck,” he groans, his legs tensing as I run my tongue along the underside of his shaft. “That feels so fucking good.”

Slowly and cautiously I start to bob my head up and down on his cock, my tongue slithering along his shaft as my lips ride over all the ridges and the veins of his shaft. He’s big enough that whenever his cock shudders inside me I feel it reverberate all throughout my body, a sensation that makes both my asshole and my cock stir with quickening desire.

“Mmmhm,” He groans, as I feel the first trickles of precum leaking from his cock. It tastes better than I expect, which must mean that Brad has a pretty healthy diet.

His hands find their way into my wig and although the hair isn’t really mine I can still appreciate the feeling of his fingers playing against it.

There’s a renewed urgency to all of Brad’s movements that tells me he’s getting closer. His breathing has become shallower than before, his legs are tense and taut, and his hips are moving with quick twitchy motions as he rams his cock in and out of my tiny little mouth.

I respond to his urgency by sucking faster, my tongue slapping against his tip every chance it gets. The speed of his thrusts gets quicker and I match the tempo by bobbing my head faster. His cock shudders in my mouth again and more precum oozes out. I can feel him getting closer and all I want is for him to finish in my mouth, to flood me with his cum as he groans and grunts and moans in bliss.

But he doesn’t.

He pulls out when he’s right at the edge, leaving me feeling empty and unfulfilled. I look up at him with hungry eyes and see the struggle written plainly on his face. He hates pulling out more than I do but it’s necessary because he has other plans.

My asshole twitches again, and I know what he’s going to say even before he’s said it.

“I want to finish inside you.” My cock swells against my leg and my heart starts beating so fast that it's probably audible in the next room. “Get up.” He commands and I can do nothing but obey. He grabs me by the waist and turns me around, I don’t fight it for even a second. Why would I?

This is everything I want and then some.

“You should brace yourself,” he whispers from behind me, his hot breath making the hair on the back of my neck stand up. I push my palms flat against the door for support and his hands settle on my ass through the fabric of my dress. For a few seconds we just stand there, me waiting anxiously for something to happen and his fingers measuring the shape of my ass.

Slowly, he pulls my dress up to my waist, leaving nothing but a pair of panties between my asshole and his cock. The panties don’t last too long either since he hooks a thumb in the waistband a second later and pulls them down all the way to my ankles.

“You’ve got a tight little ass here, Natalie,” He whispers against my neck, his hands settling along my hips as I steady myself for what’s about to come.

There’s another pause, where I bend over further, shaking my ass up at him seductively as my asshole twitches in anticipation. The pause ends when he slams into me, splitting apart my hole and stretching me wide.

I gasp as his cock forces its way inside me, expanding the walls of my anus as it carves a path deeper. My first instinct is to clamp down against his cock and stop the advance but I fight it off. I want this more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life and not even the natural reflexes of my body will get in the way of that.

“Relax,” He says directly into my ear, his chin resting on my shoulder. “And let me do what I do best.”

Gently, he begins to rock his hips, sliding his cock in and out of my needy hole, every vein and every ridge teasing the inner walls of my anus as he ravages me. His fingers dig deeper into the naked flesh of my ass as he picks up the face, his thrusts coming faster and faster with every passing second.

I can do nothing but moan and scream as his cock pulses inside me, and as his tip shudders deep within me I find him hitting a spot that feels better than all the rest.

“You like that, huh?” he groans from behind me as he feels me squirming and twitching against his cock.

“Y… yes,” I manage between moans. “It feels good.” ‘Good’ is an understatement, it feels fucking fantastic. It might just be the best fucking feeling in the world when his hot, shuddering tip rams into my G-Spot but a lady really can’t say that, can she?

He starts finding my sweet spot on every thrust and before long there’s waves of pleasure coiling around all throughout my body.

“Fuck,” I moan. “H–  harder please.” My voice comes out sounding like a squeal, my eyes are shut tightly in ecstasy, I’m rocking my hips almost as fast as Brad is and my cock is standing stiff at attention in front of me.

To my surprise, he reaches around and grabs onto my cock.

“You thought I forgot about that,” he whispers in my ear, but by this point, I’m too far gone to reply. Too far gone to make out actual words so I make do with some moans and some squeals.

Shivers run through my body as he hits my G-spot again, his cock reaching depths inside my hole that I never even knew existed. He’s beating me off, and his thrusts are becoming faster, I’m nothing but a screaming, moaning mess as he fucks me from behind, the sound of his pelvis slapping against my ass dominating the room.

Before long a searing hot shudder rips through my body, my asshole quivers and contracts around his cock, trapping him inside as his tip pulses against my G-spot. My legs turn to jelly underneath me and I let out a primal, animalistic groan. In this moment I’m thankful for having the wall for support otherwise I might have collapsed to the ground.

I moan as I come, splashing my load against the door as he beats me off, his cock still trapped inside me.

“Fuck,” he mutters and I feel his entire body shudder. His cock dances one last time deep inside me and then he’s blasting my hole with rope after rope of his cum, flooding my insides until they’re full and the rest starts to leak out, falling in trails down my legs.

My head’s spinning as he pulls out of me and the only thing that stops me from falling to the ground are Nadia’s waiting hands giving me support. I look up at her smiling face and struggle to find the words to thank her for what she’s done for me.

What she’s shown me.

“I take it you found tonight fun?” She smiles down at me.

“I did.” I struggle to steady my breathing. “But I feel a bit cheated.”

“Why’s that?” That knowing grin on her face is beautiful.

“Because you never bought me that dinner you promised me.”

“You’re telling me that didn’t fill you up?” She laughs and I can do nothing but join her.

The end


Trapped on the Camping Trip: First time Transgender short story


Synopsis:

'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.

This is a 4500 word first time transgender erotic story filled with steamy scenes and intended for a mature audience.


Chapter One

The warm summer sun shines down at us with its pleasant heat as my friend Dave and I unload his truck to prepare our campsite. I can’t remember the last time I went camping –  must have been with my parents when I was a kid –  but I’ve been wanting to do something outdoorsy like this for a while now, and so I asked Dave if I could tag along with him and his friends. The others are joining us later, which leaves just Dave and me to do the unloading.

I look over at the stuff we’ve brought and it's just a tent and a few sleeping bags. It would have been nicer to have a real RV like the other ones in the park, one with a kitchen and an actual bathroom, but Dave likes to camp oldschool, and so I’ve gotta make do with what we have.

Besides, it's all his stuff so I can’t really complain either.

As I unload the last sleeping bag out of his truck I look across the campsite and lay eyes on the hottest girl I’ve seen in my life. She’s surrounded by a group of friends and they’re all gathered next to a state-of-the-art RV.

She catches me looking at her and smiles.

I dart my eyes away as quickly as I can, blushing at the thought of being caught staring, but something tells me that she didn’t really mind. Images of her figure linger in my mind. Her long, wavy hair, her tight little body, her full, round ass covered only by a pair of booty shorts.

I haven’t been lucky with the ladies recently, so the sight of a beautiful young girl like her leaves me even more excited.

“Hey Matt, are you gonna stand there daydreaming all day, or are you gonna help me with setting up the tents?” Dave says from across me.

Fuck did he notice me staring too?

“What’s the hurry?” I walk over to him and he hands me the mallet he has in his hand, giving me a side-eyed look that seems to make it very clear that this is my first time camping, and that I should follow whatever he says.

We start setting up the tents and he guides me through the process, telling me what goes where and how to place which piece. I perform the motions he guides me through but I’m not really paying attention to him, not in the same way that I’m paying attention to her anyway.

I take every opportunity that I get to turn my head and peek at the girl across the site. She’s facing away from me so I get a pretty great view of her ass and the way she’s moving around is making her shorts ride up higher and higher, the tiniest bit of her cheeks spilling out from underneath.

Pretty soon her and her friends are grilling food and passing it among themselves, and it’s only when my stomach rumbles loudly that I realize how hungry I really am.

“Hey,” I say to Dave. “When do we get to eat?”

“You’re hungry already?” His eyes regard me in a disapproving manner. “We’ve barely even done anything yet.”

“I usually eat by this time,” I say sheepishly.

“Well you have to suck it up, it’ll be a little while before we can eat,” he says with a frown. I look over my shoulder again, the girl is eating something off of her plate, and her ass is swaying behind her in a way that’s making my cock hard. I know I’m not brave enough to go over and introduce myself, so I settle for taking in the sights of her naked legs and her round ass whenever I can.

We’re hammering in the last post for our camp when I hear a sweet, sensual voice behind me.

“Hey,” she says, making the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I stay frozen for a few seconds, wondering if she knows I’ve been staring and is here to put an end to it. Dave looks past me to eye her from head to toe, and this finally gives me enough confidence to turn around.

I can’t find the words, so it’s up to Dave to start the conversation. “What’s up?” he says, confused as to why this pretty young lady would come over to us.

“I was wondering if you guys would like to join us for dinner,” she says. “I can see you guys don’t have much here and we already have barbeque going.”

Before I know it I find myself nodding at her in way of acceptance. “We’d be delighted to join you,” I say, hijacking the conversation. “We’re waiting for a few more guys but it looks like they’ll still be a while, so we’re free to hang out in the meantime.” I punctuate this sentence with a sheepish smile, and when she smiles back I feel my heart melt.

“My name’s Amber.” She extends her long, thin arm out toward me. Up close I can see that she’s a little lanky and doesn’t have the biggest tits, but the curve of her hips is still delicious, and her ass is out of this world.

“I’m Matt.” I take her hand in mine, feeling the warmth of her delicate palm. “And this is my friend Dave.”

“Always nice to meet fellow campers,” she smiles. “You guys come on over to our RV whenever you’re ready.” She turns around and leaves for her camp again, leaving us to stand there and admire her luscious swaying hips as she walks.

I lick my lips as I imagine what those hips would look like naked –  what that ass would look like naked. My cock swells in my pants as I continue to think of her and I end up taking a few more minutes to calm myself before we finally make our way over there

.

There are other guys in their group and other girls too, but I don’t care. I have eyes for only the prettiest girl there, and there is no doubt in my mind that that’s Amber.


Chapter Two

Perhaps Amber felt the same way that I did about her –  or maybe at least a little bit. Why else would she sit next to me the entire evening? I’d done nothing to deserve the kind of attention she was giving me, her hand on my arm, her thigh brushing against my leg every now and then, her eyes glancing over surreptitiously whenever the chance arose.

My eyes scanning her body every chance I got.

“I hope you’re having a good time,” she says, batting her eyelashes at me. I nod back at her and take a sip of my beer. “I am,” I say, giving her my widest, happiest smile.

Without notice, she reaches her hand out for my thigh and gives me a squeeze, maintaining eye contact all the while through, her smile growing more devious by the second. I feel my cock swell against the fabric of my underwear, and a slight panic overcomes me. I look around nervously to see if anyone’s noticed the bulge in my pants, but everyone is busy with their own shit and there isn’t enough light for it to be noticeable anyway.

Her hand travels upwards on my thigh, making me panic even harder. What is she playing at? Does she want me to get hard here? In front of everyone? It’s a little scary, but it's a hell of a lot more sexy. Amber is the most beautiful girl I’ve put my eyes on and she’s definitely gorgeous enough to get any guy she wants, but she’s still choosing me.

And I’m not going to turn her down.

I reach my hand over to her thigh and give it a squeeze. The cutest little moan escapes her mouth as I touch her, faint enough that it isn’t audible to anyone beyond me. The table is concealing what we’re doing with our hands and so our fingers naturally begin their paths to each other’s groins.

She brushes up against my cock, the feeling of her delicate little fingers sending a current through my entire body. I venture forward, but when my hand nears her pussy she grabs it and pushes it away.

Utter dread fills me at this rejection, my stomach feeling like a hollow pit, my breathing almost stopping entirely. For a moment I think that I’ve messed this up and I curse myself inwardly in as many languages as I know, but then she leans in until she’s right next to me,  and a different set of feelings arise at her closeness. She brings her mouth right next to my ear, close enough that I can feel her hot breath against my skin, and whispers, “Not here. Follow me after a few seconds.” With this, she gets up from the table and makes off for the woods.

I look around nervously but no one’s paying attention to me. So I stand up and follow Amber through the trees until we’re completely alone. The sounds of the people on the table far enough behind us that they’re now barely audible.

Although I’m hopeful, I don’t know for sure what she wants to do in the woods. I’ve sat next to her for most of the evening but I still don’t know her very well. She sat quietly through the meal and except for a few pleasantries we haven’t really talked much. Most of our communication has happened through sideways glances and errant touches, and that has to be a good thing, right?

My eyes stay glued to her ass as it sways with every step she takes. We walk deeper and deeper into the woods and the only thought in my mind is how much I want to rip off her clothes and fuck her until she moans.

When the voices behind us disappear completely she stops and turns around, flashing me a warm, sweet smile.

My heart skips a beat. There’s butterflies in my stomach.

I let my eyes scan every inch of her body as she walks over to me slowly, the autumn leaves crunching under her feet with every step. When she’s right up next to me she puts a hand on my chest and presses her tight little body against mine.

And then I wrap my hands around her.

She feels warm. She smells fantastic, like citrus and vanilla, and she looks more gorgeous than any woman ever has. I feel the heat in her breath travel up to my face as she looks up at me. Her eyes are big and round and glistening under the pale moonlight.

She leans on her toes so she can stand taller, and then she puckers her lips in a way that makes me melt. A few seconds later her lips are on mine, and she’s pushing her body even harder against me, heat and desire coming off of her in waves.

My hand travels to her waist and I grip the curve of her hips. It feels like I’m already addicted to her tight little body, like my hands can’t decide which curve they should rest themselves on. I want to bend her over and pull down her shorts. I want to fuck her hard enough that the entire campsite can hear her moan and scream.

She parts her lips and I feel her breath brush along my tongue. Her tongue slips into my mouth and plays against mine in a way that makes my cock swell faster and harder. The feeling of her in my mouth is good enough that I could cum just standing here, her mouth against mine, our bodies pressed together. 

I wrap my arms around her tighter, enveloping her tiny figure within the expanse of my embrace.

She begins to moan as she kisses me. It’s the hottest moan I’ve ever heard. She slides a hand under my shirt, holding it just above the waist. I copy her movements, slipping my hand under her shirt and holding her by the small of her back.

She squirms against my touch –  in a way that tells me she wants more.

Her hand glides up my spine slowly, making the hair on my back stand up. Chills run through my entire body and my cock pressed hard against the fabric of my underwear, bulging at the crotch of my pants.

Fucking hell she’s hot.

Our tongues swirl against each other, her fingers drift over my naked back and I slide my hand up until I reach her bra. I struggle with the clasp a little and she giggles when I can’t take it off. She breaks off our kiss and looks up at me with her big, round eyes.

She steps back and for a brief moment I fear I’ve upset her, but when she smiles warmly at me and grabs the bottom of her shirt I’m put at ease. She lifts slowly, showing me the bare skin of her belly, making my mouth water. Pretty soon she’s left standing in nothing but a pink bra. I swallow hard as I fight the urge to run over and squeeze her tiny little tits. She throws her shirt to the side, and then reaches around to her back.

She unhooks her bra and it slides down her body. Her tits are small enough that they're’ practically nonexistent, but somehow the tiny little curves on her chest are the hottest things that I’ve ever seen.

Besides, I’ve never been a big fan of big tits anyway.

I step up to her, reaching for her waist, but she turns around, pressing her ass against my bulge and moaning in a way that makes my cock twitch harder. SHe rocks her hips back and forth against my crotch, working my erection with her tight little ass. I feel my cock throb and dance against my boxers. My pants tighten. My breathing grows heavier and I can’t resist the urge to run my hands up and down her smooth little thighs.

She reaches back and slides her hand over my pants until she’s found my zipper and the button. She spins around and looks up at me with those doe eyes, her lips parting slightly as she undoes my button.

I’m really going to have sex with the hottest girl in the world –  and in the middle of the fucking forest to top it all off.

I don’t care though. I don’t care if I get caught, I don’t care if the entire world sees me naked. Being here with Amber is enough reward for whatever may happen. I’m desperate for her touch. Desperate for her curves, for her body. I watch her pull my shorts down along with my boxers. She stays on her knees and looks up at me.

She eyes my bulging cock with hungry eyes and licks her lips. I nearly groan at the sight of her lust.

She grips my shaft with her soft little fingers, making me stiffen. Then she parts her tiny little lips and wraps them around the head of my cock. I lean my head back and groan. It’s hard to believe that this gorgeous girl is going down on me in the middle of the forest. Hard to believe that she’s putting my cock in that sweet little mouth of hers.

As if in a deliberate attempt to derail my train of thought, she starts to suck –  and she’s pretty fucking good at it too. She knows just how hard to suck, she knows all the right places to swirl her tongue around and she knows how far down her throat she should take me.

I feel as though she’s swallowing me whole, like my cock is now permanently part of her mouth and she is a part of me. She swallows me over and over again, spitting me out at just the right moment. My hips rock against her mouth and my breathing quickens every time she bobs her head along my cock.

I reach down and place my hand against her head, my fingers playing with the strands of hair. She looks up at me with those large eyes again and in that moment I feel like the luckiest man on the planet.

Then I begin thrusting.

She starts to choke a little as my cock glides in and out of her mouth. I slow my pace when I see her reaction but she spurs me on with the movement of her lips, eager and willing to take as much of me inside as she can. Without notice, she reaches around and puts her hands on my ass –  for a moment I’m too shocked to do anything, but when she pushes me from behind until I’m even deeper inside her I smile with pleasure.

I thrust in and out of her as she swallows my cock completely. My balls swell and I feel my cock throb against the inside of her mouth. I want nothing more than to cum inside her, but before I can, she pulls out and stands up.

I reach for her waist and pull her in closer. My hands find their way to her tiny little breasts and my lips press firmly against hers. I massage her tits and she moans as I kiss her, both of us on the precipice of climax.

I reach down between her legs. She tries to stop me again but I’m too needy now. Too hungry to be stopped by anyone or anything. I’m more desperate for her than I have been for anything in my life.

Still, I don’t force my hand beyond hers, holding it where she’s stopped me but not backing off. Slowly she releases her grip on my wrist and when I have the go-ahead I reach for the hem of her shorts, yanking them down until they’re at her ankles.

That’s when I see it. When I feel it.

Hiding inside a pair of tiny panties is a small erect cock. My mouth hangs open and a thousand thoughts rush through my head. I want to rationalize what I’m seeing with what I’m feeling but it’s as if my brain is glitching out.

The only thing I know is that I still want her.

Seeing this cock should have dissuaded me of the notion of being with her but somehow it's only made me desire her more. She seems hotter with that tiny little cock and so what if she doesn’t have a pussy for me to fuck, there’s a perfectly serviceable hole on the backside.

I lean in and kiss her again, telling her with the tenderness of my lips that I still want her. That I still desire her.

She seems pleased. Pleased enough that she turns around and pulls her panties all the way down, flashing me her round little ass in the most inviting way. She puts her hands on a thick tree next to her and bends over until I can clearly see her exposed asshole

I look around one last time to make sure no one is watching –  not that I really care about being caught at this point, it’s more of an instinctual thing. I walk up behind her and rub her back. I stroke her hair and spank her ass as she shakes it up at me.

She lets out the cutest little moan.

I run my hand along her crack and pause when I’m at her asshole, teasing her with my fingers. Then I get on my knees and spread her cheeks wide. I can tell by the way her hips squirm that she knows what’s coming, that she knows exactly what I’m about to do to her.

But she still shudders when I lick her tiny little hole. She still twitches when I slide my tongue inside of her, and she still trembles when I run my hands up along her naked thighs. I continue to lick her as she squirms, wetting her hole enough that penetration shouldn’t be a problem.

I get back on my feet and press my cock up against her hole. For a moment we just stand there in that position, me admiring the beauty of her perfectly round ass, and her twitching nervously in wait.

I spit along her crack and use my cock to rub in the saliva. I press the tip of my cock against her hole and she looks back at me over her shoulder and smiles. She pushed back onto my cock to let me know that it’s fine.

That she’s ready.

My jaw nearly drops as I watch her asshole stretch itself around my shaft. It feels better than anything I’ve ever felt before, a tiny little trans girl’s ass eating up my cock.

I grab her hips and press myself deeper inside. I push and push until I’m all the way inside and then I push some more. My balls dangle against her balls and my cock feels like it’s a moment away from exploding.

I take deep, steady breaths. Now that I’m finally inside her I don’t want to come before I’ve pounded her hole, before I’ve made her moan and scream and writhe in pleasure. I reach around and grab onto her tits. I roll her nipples in my fingers and she wiggles in the most erotic way at my touch.

I know I’m going to fuck her tiny little body, and I know that I’m going to do it hard.

I wrap my hands around her hips and grip her tightly. Then I begin to slowly pull my cock out of her. She moans the entire length, and I groan at the tightness of her hole. I push in again, making her tremble once more, and then I pull out again. Slowly and surely, I begin to thrust in and out of her, going balls deep every time.

She responds perfectly to every move I make, moaning and whimpering at just the right moments, telling me that I’m doing everything perfectly.

I pound my cock in out of her tight little ass hole. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever done. Her balls slap against mine and a few seconds later I reach underneath and start to play with them. I’ve never handled a pair of balls other than my own but I could see myself getting used to it.

I push into her with needy thrusts, pounding her against the tree until my cock is seconds away from exploding. I shove myself as deep into her as I can as my cock swells for the last time, and then I explode. I feel my hot load fill her ass as she writhes against my cock, as she moans into the silent night.

Her ass grips even tighter onto my shaft as I come, clamping down in a way that increases my pleasure tenfold.

“Fuuuck,” I moan, trying, and failing, to keep my voice down. She smiles as I come, looking back at me warmly.

“Did that feel good?”

“Yes,” she smiles, as I feel my semen spilling to the ground below. Another thought occurs to me, one that makes me feel kind of bad.

“Did you come too?” I ask. She shakes her head but the smile never leaves her face. I pull my cock out of her slowly as she gasps, and then she turns around, putting her hands on my shoulders and pressing down until I’m on my knees.

I know what she wants, and I’m ready to give it to her.

She pushes her erection right up to my face. I spend the next few seconds just looking at it, admiring how hot her tiny little dick is. I look up at her in the same way that she did when I was in her position and she smiles and nods.

I open my mouth and slid her inside myself. It's a strange yet hot sensation, having a cock in your mouth, and I quickly find myself loving it. She strokes my head as I slide up and down her length. She squirms and shudders as I run my tongue along her shaft, trying to pleasure her the same way she pleasured me.

With my hand, I reach behind her and slip a finger inside her hole. She responds by shoving her cock deeper inside my mouth. She leans her head back and groans as I swirl my tongue around her tip, fingering her asshole from behind at the same time. Soon, she starts to rock her hips against my face, fucking me in much the same way that I just fucked her.

I feel her cock grow and throb inside my mouth. I can tell she's close to coming and so I slide a second finger inside her hole.

She howls in a most undignified way

Less than a second later I feel her hot, sticky load spill toward the back of my tongue and down my throat. I swallow every last bit, eager to have as much of Amber inside me as I can.

She pulls herself out of my mouth and then I stand up to kiss her again. She licks her own cum from the inside of my cheeks and we can feel each other’s cocks on our tongues. We keep kissing for a few minutes afterward and by the time we finally decide to dress up and go back to the camp, it's midnight.

I make sure to take Amber’s number before I leave, my mind awash with thoughts of what the future might hold for both of us.

The end


Trapped in her Panties: Feminized by my Boss


Synopsis:

When Kyle has a shameful accident in the front seat of his Boss's car, he has no choice but to put on a pair of her dirty panties.

He doesn't know it yet, but the simple act of walking around in feminine clothing has started to awaken his true sissy self. What follows is the tale of his feminization, where he experiences things he never knew he was missing. The sort of things that will leave his backside aching for more.


Chapter One

My boss is sitting primly in the driver’s seat as our car inches forward in the dense traffic. The gray skirt she has on as part of her business suit is extremely tight and extremely short, barely covering her ass before hemming off to reveal her thick, creamy thighs in all their naked glory. The rest of her outfit is equally alluring, consisting of a white, button down shirt that’s about three sizes too small for a woman as well endowed as Maria Rose is, and a blazer matching her skirt in both color and tightness as it hugs the curves of her shapely hips.

Her striking blonde hair is done up in a fashionable bun and her face looks like a perfect picture of radiance.

By all means a junior accountant like myself, hired less than two weeks ago, should be enjoying every bit of this. Any man worth his salt would kill to be in my place right now, sitting next to the sexiest executive in the company, on the way to a business meeting that will likely bring in the lion's share of our department's revenue for the fiscal year. 

Only problem is, I’m this close to pissing my pants, and we’ve been stuck in traffic for a looong time.

My mind reels back to the three coffees I had during the course of the day, and I’m reminded once again, with a hint of longing, of the wisdom in frequent bathroom breaks. But the ever busy world of corporate advertising doesn’t allow for a lot of personal time, and when the Maria Rose herself picks you out and asks you to accompany her to an all important business meeting –  well then you go with her, even if you were just about to head into the little men’s room for some much needed relief.

Now, forty minutes later, stuck in the densest traffic I’ve ever seen on the interstate, I can’t help but wonder whether asking her to wait for a couple of minutes would have really been that bad of an idea.

I cross my legs desperately and chance a look at Maria again, who sits there with that same impassive look on her face, a face illuminated by the red brake lights of the cars in front of us. She hasn’t noticed the fact that I’ve been stealing glances of her body every chance I’ve gotten, and she hasn’t noticed my fidgeting and leg crossing either, but with the latest waves of urgency radiating out of my overfull bladder, I realize I have no choice but to speak up and appraise her of my situation.

“Umm, Miss Rose,” I say, keeping my tone as confident as I can manage.

“Yes?” She doesn’t even bother turning her eyes towards me.

“How much longer till we get there?” I feel a bit of color rise to my cheeks as I ask this question, realizing full well how childish I must sound.

“Another thirty minutes or so,” she says and I feel my heart sink. “After this traffic lets up of course. The building is on the other side of town.”

There’s no way this traffic is letting up any time soon, and there’s no way I’m making it to the other side of town with dry pants.

“Why do you ask?” She says when I fall silent, cocking an eyebrow at the same time.
 

I feel a significant amount of heat bloom in my cheeks as I hear her question. I’ve known for some time now that I’m going to have to come clean to her about my need, and embarrassing as it may be, it beats the alternative: pissing my pants on the seat of her very expensive car.

“I… umm… need to visit the restroom.”

She finally turns her head, her sharp blue eyes flitting toward me for the first time since I’ve gotten into the car. “The restroom?” she says, cocking her eyebrow again, making me feel incredibly small.

“Yes,” I answer.

“Surely you can wait until we get to the meeting, we’re running late as is.”

More shame rises up from deep inside me to further flush my already rosy cheeks. I consider lying for a second, but the immense pressure in my bladder makes me reconsider.

I push my thighs tightly against each other, uncross and recross my legs over one another, and only then do I reply. “I’m afraid I can’t, Miss Rose,” I say. “It's quite urgent.”

In the silence that follows I notice her eyes take in every movement I make, from the fidgeting of my hands, the nervous tapping of my feet, the jiggling of my thighs, and the crossing of my legs. When she finally speaks, it’s punctuated with a sly little smile dancing across her lips, a smile that makes my legs feel like jelly.

“I can see the urgency,” she says. “But I’m afraid there’s nothing I can do for you while we’re stuck in this traffic.”
 

“Yes, I know–  I didn’t mean I needed to go right now. Just as soon as we’re out of the traffic and you find a gas station to stop at. I can hold it until we’re out of traffic.” But I do need to go right now –  in fact, I need to go ten minutes ago, but the way she’s talking about it makes it very hard to tell her the truth.

Our car continues to inch forward with devastating slowness, and the signals from my bladder keep getting stronger and stronger. A few minutes later I’m forced to shove a hand between my legs, holding myself like a child. This doesn’t escape Maria’s notice as well, and the cruel little smile spread across her lips tells me very clearly that she’s quietly enjoying my humiliating predicament.

“I’m sure the traffic will ease up in a few more minutes,” she says, but her tone is far from sincere. In fact, I can sense a bit of mockery laced in there.

“I hope so,” I force out through clenched teeth, my hand burrowing even deeper between my legs. Maria giggles, and whatever shame I had left within me rises and paints my cheeks the reddest they’ve ever been.

A sudden, and overbearingly strong, surge of desperation racks through my body, making me gasp and forcing me to double over. I push my thighs as close together as I possibly can, crushing my hand in between.
 

“You can hold it a few more minutes, can’t you Kyle?”

“Yes.” It’s a lie. Even though I’m not ready to accept it yet, I know that I won’t be able to wait a few more minutes. Hell, I don’t think I can hold it beyond even one more minute. And with traffic as slow as it is, I know full well that I won’t make it to a gas station.

I just won’t.

My only remaining hope is for traffic to clear out in the next thirty seconds or so, since maybe then I’ll be able to jump out of the car and piss on the roadside.

No such luck, unfortunately.

Less than twenty seconds later I feel the last of my defenses crumble. I fight against the flood raging inside me with every ounce of strength still left in my body, but the task is too great, and I find myself not up to it.

My bladder gives way, as do the muscles in my cock, and I feel the hot wetness of my own urine spill into my underwear. A short spurt at first, one that I convince myself I can hide. But I am quickly disillusioned of any such hope when a longer spurt escapes, wetting the crotch of my pants and snaking its way down my clenched thighs.

“Are you alright?” Maria’s looking over at me. She’s noticed something’s wrong.

“Yes,” I lie even as another stronger spurt forces its way out.

“Are you sure?” She knows something’s wrong. Can she smell it? Can she hear it?

I open my mouth to try and answer her again, but before I can get a word out the last of my control is lost, and all I can do is sound a long, drawn-out whine as I start to pee in earnest. Heat blooms between my legs and I feel the liquid rage past my underwear and into my pants, my thighs, my legs, and my butt are all soaked within seconds, and the rest keeps spreading out.

She knows what’s happening now–  even if she didn’t before –  and I can only look down at the rapidly expanding wetness underneath me as my boss gasps at what I’ve done.

“Well,” she says when I’m finally finished. “It seems like you weren’t able to hold it.”

“I’m sorry.” I keep staring at my lap. At the mess I’ve made on my boss’s car seats. It beats having to look at the disgusted look on her face. “I’ll pay for the cleaning.”

“We can worry about that later. For now, we have a meeting to get to, and you can hardly walk in there with soaking wet pants.”

The meeting. Fuck. I’ve been so focused on my bladder these last few minutes that the idea of us being late completely slipped my mind.

“I have some spare clothes in my car,” I say, finally looking back at her. “But it’s at the office. Do you think we could turn back and go get them?”

“No chance.” Her answer is dismissive, and the look on her face makes it pretty clear that she isn’t in the mood for an argument, especially with someone who’s just soaked her car seats.

“But you said it yourself, Miss Rose, I can’t walk in there looking like this.”

“Well,” she says. “I have some spare clothes in the trunk of my car. We can stop when the traffic clears out, and we’ll see if we can find you something a little more dry to change into.”

I try to protest again, but one wave of her finger quiets me down, and I’m forced to spend the next fifteen minutes sitting in a puddle of my own making, as the traffic around us slowly eases out and we’re able to pull into the parking lot of an abandoned mall.

She gets out of the car first, pops the trunk, and starts rifling through some stuff in there. A few moments later she’s standing outside my door, with a towel in one hand, and a crumpled-up pile of clothes in the other. She beckons me to step outside and so I do.

“Get out of those wet pants and use this to dry yourself,” she says, handing me the towel.

“Out here? In broad daylight?”

“Don’t be silly, Kyle, there’s no one else here, and there’s no way I’m letting you get into the backseat while you have those wet pants on.”

“And what is that?” I point to the clothes in her other hand. “Are those your pants?”

“Yes.”

“I can’t wear women’s pants.”

“Of course you can. I’m sure they’ll fit you, and besides, they’re much better than the piss-stained ones you have on right now.”

A fresh wave of redness creeps up my neck as I consider her words. A hundred arguments rage in my mind, but I give voice to none of them –  because she’s right. I was the one who pissed myself, and by the looks of it, her pants should fit me pretty well, skinny as I am.

“There isn’t any underwear,” I say.

“Funny way of saying you want to look at my panties.” Heat blooms across my cheeks again, and they glow redder than they have all afternoon.

“I didn’t mean –”

She cuts me off before I can complete the sentence, and starts rummaging through the trunk again. “I always carry around a spare change of clothes in case of a wardrobe malfunction,” she says. “Like my pants ripping and stuff like that, you know? But I’ve never really had to plan for wetting myself.” She giggles after she says this bit. “So I don’t usually carry a spare pair of panties in my car.”


“Oh,” I say, dejected at the fact that I’ll have to wear women’s pants without any underwear. 

“But today’s your lucky day.” She emerges again, carrying a tiny pair of red panties in the hand that previously held the towel. “I still had my gym clothes in the trunk.”

“I don’t think I’ll fit into that.” I gulp, looking at just how tiny those things are.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” she says. “They’ll fit. I can tell. And what are you still doing standing around like that? I told you to get out of those pants and get yourself cleaned up. We’re late as is.”

“I was hoping you’d turn around.” I force the words out, but they sound meek, and one stern look from her tells me all I need to know, so it’s me who ends up turning around.

I undo my belt and slip down my wet pants, followed by my underwear. Maria stands behind me with her arms crossed under her chest the entire time, eyeing me with a completely indifferent look. Don’t get me wrong, it's pretty embarrassing standing here with my ass bared in front of my boss, but it isn’t much worse than pissing yourself all over her car seats.

I use the towel to dry myself as best as I can and then turn around to face her again, hiding my cock behind one hand, while I hold out the other to Maria.

“The pants,” I say, unable to meet her eyes.

“Panties first, silly.” Her answer is quick, and it makes me blush even harder.

I take hold of her underwear and examine it closely before putting it on. It’s small but the material feels stretchy, so it’ll probably fit me. It’s also dirty, from what I presume is sweat from Maria’s workout sessions. I can see the stains near the crotch, and I’m sure if I bring them closer to my nose I can smell her on them, but there really isn’t any point. This is my only option, and dirty as they might be, they’re still a sight better than my own piss-soaked boxers.

I bend over and gingerly step into the panties, slipping them up my legs until they’re all the way up, securely snuggled between my legs. As the tip of my cock makes contact with the sweat stain on the panties’ crotch, I feel a strange current run through my body, almost as if the prospect of putting on Maria’s used panties excites me.

Strange.

She hands me the pants next and I put them on. They’re a little tighter around my butt than I’d like but I’m forced to admit that they fit nicely. And since I’m already wearing a button-down shirt, a pair of business pants don’t look that out of place on me, even if they are designed for a woman.

“Here.” She hands me a bottle of body spray now, presumably one she’s retrieved from her purse. It’s hers and it's feminine, but I accept it all the same. “So you don’t smell like piss,” she adds.

“Thanks.”

I spray it on and when I finally step back and take stock, I realize that I don’t actually look, or feel, that bad.

“You’re riding in the backseat this time.” Maria is already getting back into the car.

I get in, and after this embarrassingly long detour, we’re back on our way. But even as humiliating as this entire ordeal has been, I can’t help but feel a strangely pleasant feeling swirling inside of me as I sit in the back. I can’t tell if it's because of the feminine scent, or the tight-fitting pants, or the panties underneath them, but I know it’s there.

And I know it’s real.


Chapter Two

I feel a suspiciously high number of eyes glancing in my direction as we make our way through the building. The pants –  Maria’s pants –  are especially tight around my ass, and one brief look at my reflection in the glass windows is enough to confirm that the tightness has given my ass a particularly ‘bubbly’ look.

And so the men in the building watch me. Some of them wait until they think I’m not looking, and others drop all pretense and ogle at my backside as I walk through the air-conditioned hallways of the tall, expensive building. But a lot of people are looking, and the looks on their faces tell me that they quite like what they see.

Despite my best efforts at staying composed, I find myself getting flustered by these looks, and start subconsciously hovering my hand behind myself to shield my ass from their leering eyes. It’s true that I’ve always had a somewhat feminine figure, with a noticeable tush and hips that you’d normally find on a woman, but I’ve made sure to dress in ways that would hide this side of me, and for many years I’ve done a pretty good job at it.

Only now, when I’m actually wearing women’s pants, the task of hiding my undesirable body suddenly feels impossible. But then again, with the way some of the men are eyeing me, it might not be that undesirable after all…

I push the thoughts out of my mind as we’re greeted by an assistant who leads us into a conference room where the company execs are waiting around a long, oval table. I can see all kinds of people in the room, a diverse group that makes up the executive body of the company, but the one who stands out among them is the one at the head of the table.

Raymond Sears, owner, and CEO of Sears enterprises and a bear of a man. I’ve heard about him before since he’s the man we came here to pitch to, but seeing him in person for the first time gives me reason to pause. He’s well above six feet tall, handsome, and built like a professional wrestler.

There’s an easy smile across his lips, and the way his eyes move across my body butterflies erupt in my stomach.

What the fuck. Is this because of the pants too? Why am I getting excited because a man is looking at me?

Again, there’s no time to process my thoughts, and Maria jumps straight into the presentation. I assist her by setting up the computer and going through the PowerPoint slides, but she does most of the work, and she’s pretty fucking good at it too. The entire board of executives listens intently to her every word, and if any of them mind us being late, they aren’t showing it. She has everyone’s attention from the moment she starts speaking, and it makes sense too, given the kind of authority she commands in a room, and how beautiful of a woman she is.

But there’s one person who doesn’t have his eyes stuck to her like the others. One person who chooses instead to look over in my direction, his gaze traveling up and down my body with a languid slowness.

Raymond Sears.

His eyes linger on my body throughout the entire presentation, and even after Maria is done, and the lights in the room are back on, Raymond refuses to look away.

“Questions?” Maria asks, breaking the almost eerie silence that’s taken over the room.

“No,” Raymond answers, eyes still on me. “You’re hired. Send the details over to my assistant, he’ll go over the fine print and get back to you before the week is over.”

“Fantastic.” Maria beams back at him. “We look forward to doing a lot of good stuff together.”

“Me too,” Raymond says, but the way the words roll off his tongue, and the way his gaze shifts across my body, tells me that he isn’t only talking about the business.


Chapter Three

I’m standing outside the conference room with a very happy Maria right next to me as the executives step out in groups of two and three. Her smile is wide enough that it might just fall off her face, and despite the ‘incident’ in the car earlier, I don’t regret a single thing. The fact that the first pitch I was part of succeeded is cause for celebration enough, that it was with the hottest, most accomplished babe in the company is just the cherry on top.

“You were great in there,” I tell her.

“As were you.” She grins back at me.

“I barely did anything.” I rub my arm sheepishly, I’ve never been good at taking compliments. “I just set up the computer.”

“That isn’t all you did.” I look back at her and notice her smile is a little different now. It isn’t the grin of victory she had earlier, instead, it's something a little more naughty.

“What do you mean?” The beginnings of a blush start creeping up my neck because I know exactly what she means.

“I may have wooed the board.” She winks at me. “But it was you who convinced the most important person in there. I saw how he was looking at you.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I look down at my feet, hoping to will away the redness in my cheeks.

Maria only giggles, letting me drop the subject for the time being.

“Now I know just how much you like wearing my dirty panties, but we really should get going, I have to be back to the office by four.”

The idea of going back to the car that I just pissed in doesn’t sound all that appealing, but Maria’s my ride back home, and if I’m being honest, she’s treated me pretty well through the entire thing, wet seats and all.

“Alright,” I say. “You go up ahead, I’ll meet you by the car.”

She raises an eyebrow and crosses her arms under her chest. “Why don’t you just come with me?”

I feel a fresh blush rising to my cheeks at the thought of what I’m about to say, but it needs to be said, so I take a deep breath. “Before,” I say. “In the car I mean…” I feel her eyes regarding me with a slight curiosity in them as I stammer the words.

“We haven’t got all day, Kyle, out with it.”

“I didn’t get all of it out when I went in the car,” I blurt out, eyes shut, face red as a tomato. “I think I should use the restroom before we leave.” The words come out faster than I’d intended and when I finally open my eyes to face Maria again I find her standing there with a wide grin on her face.

“Off you go then,” she says, perfectly white teeth showing beneath her curved lips. “There’s a bathroom around that corner.” She points me in the right direction and I set off before my face has a chance to redden any further.

The bathroom is completely empty when I emerge from the cubicle, but a few seconds into washing my hands I hear someone enter. I look over and find Maria standing there with that same grin on her face, a look in her eyes that I can’t quite figure out.

“This is the men’s room, Maria,” I say, the water washing the soap off my hands. “What are you doing in here?”

She doesn’t answer immediately. Instead, she slowly closes the door behind her and turns the lock, her gaze laser-focused on my body.

“All the bathrooms in this building are unisex.” She’s taking slow, calculated steps towards me, moving forward inch by inch.

“What did you lock the door for?” My heartbeat picks up a few notches, and I notice a strange sensation taking root in my body because of how she’s walking towards me. “I’ll get out of your hair,” I say, attempting to walk past her, but she bars my way with her arm.

“You’re not going anywhere.” Her voice is almost a whisper. She’s so close to me now. Close enough to put her hands on my body.

“What are you talking about, Maria?” I gulp down the knot in my throat.

Even closer now.

“I like you, Kyle.” She put her hands on my shoulders, and leans in close to me. Close enough that I can feel her breath on my nose. “And I love how you look in those pants of mine.”

I feel a rush of heat near my crotch. My cock begins to swell up in those sweat-stained panties of hers.

My mind still can’t fathom that the hottest chick in the company is cornering me in a public bathroom. That Maria Rose is actually putting her hands on me. That she’s leaning in close enough that I can practically smell her lipstick.

She pushes her knee between my legs, pressing the tip of her knee cap into my rapidly swelling cock. “You seem to like it too.” Her voice is a hot whisper on my lips. I only nod in reply.

Her hands begin to move down my body, her fingers tracing a delicate path down my sides. “You trust me, don’t you?” She’s even closer now. Closer than any woman has ever been to me.

“Yes,” I whisper back, and before the word is even fully out she’s pressing her lips to mine, slipping her tongue inside my mouth.

My cock rages harder than it has my entire life, swelling against her knee. She pushes me against the wall and pins my arms above my head. She’s taller than me when she has her heels on, and she’s stronger too, but I’m sure she’d be in control even if she was four feet tall and weak as a child. 
 

That’s just the kind of woman she is.

Our jaws work against each other with all the fire of an erupting volcano, our bodies twisting and writhing against each other. It’s all I can do to keep from moaning into her mouth, all I can do to keep from instantly creaming myself in her panties.

She frees one hand from its task of pinning my arm and moves it down to my belt. Things are happening too fast for me to track, and just when I’m sure I’m about to get the greatest gift of my life, I find myself twisting around again.

She cuts off the kiss as unexpectedly as she began it, and turns me around so that I’m facing the wall.

“What–” She cuts me off, pressing her pillow tits firmly into my back, pushing me even harder against the wall.

“You can tell me if you don’t like it,” she whispers in my ear from behind. “But I doubt that’ll be the case.”

“Like what?” I ask, still pinned between the wall and her soft, yet determined body.

“This.” She slips a hand down the front of my pants, and I nearly come as soon as her fingers make contact with my naked cock.

“Fuuuck.” I groan, and she begins to massage my manhood between her fingers.

Of course I like this. What man wouldn’t?

She kisses my neck from behind, making all the hair on my body stand up. The feeling of her wet, hot tongue on the most sensitive part of my neck is sending currents of pleasure pulsing through my body, making my cock twitch and dance against her fingers even harder.

“You like it?” She asks, between the little kisses and nibbles she’s administering on my neck.

“Yes,” I pant, almost out of breath.

“Then you’ll love this.” She takes her other hand, the one that had been resting along my hip until now, and slips it down the backside of my pants. Her finger slips inside my hole before I even realize what’s going on, and by the time it happens I’m surprised to learn that my only reaction is to let out an undignified moan of pleasure.

This latest little trick of hers pushes me past the edge, and all the pleasure that had, until moments ago, been swirling around in my body reaches its apex and forces its way out of me through way of a mind-shattering orgasm.

Which is to say, that I cream a pair of dirty panties in a public bathroom while I’m pinned against the wall with a finger in my ass. That the one doing the pinning and the fingering is none other than the sexiest executive in the company, and that I moan like a slut through the whole damn thing.


Chapter Four

It isn’t until two days later that I see Maria again. She calls me into her office and one look at her makes all the memories from that day flood into my mind once more. I’m reminded of how it felt to have her hands on me, of how my cock twitched against her firm touch. How she pinned me against the wall and whispered dirty things to me while she fingered me from behind.

For a moment I forget myself and feel a rush of blood near my crotch.

Maria cocks an eyebrow at the growing bulge in my pants and leans back in her chair. “Easy there, tiger,” she says. “I didn’t call you in for that.”

“Oh,” I say, reminded of the fact that she’s still my boss, and this callup probably has something to do with my actual job.

“Have a seat.” She beckons me over to the chair across her table. “Are you wondering why I called you in here?” She says, as soon as I’ve seated myself.

“Yes,” I reply, a hint of uneasiness mixed in my words, something that she spots almost immediately.

“There’s no cause for Alarm, Kyle. There’s nothing wrong.”

That’s a relief. “What’s this about then?”

“The guys over at corporate were really impressed with your work at the meeting the other day.” I know full well my work at the meeting was nothing more than standing around in women’s pants, but I still like where she’s going with this. “And I’ve convinced them that you’re ready for more responsibility around here.”

I feel a flutter in my belly at her words. More Responsibility almost always means a promotion, accompanied by a pay raise. How can this be happening to a guy like me? Someone who has fuck all accomplishments and has been working here for barely any time.

“It’s not finalized yet,” she continues. “But as long as the deal with Sears enterprises goes through, you should have a new office by the end of the week.”

“Thank You so much.” There’s more I want to say, but this is the first thing that comes out of my mouth, the first thing that rises up from my heart.

“Don’t thank me yet, Kyle. You still have to seal the deal with Mr.Sears this Friday.”

I feel a little shiver run down my spine at the way she uses the phrase ‘Seal the deal’, and I find myself shifting uneasily in the chair. “I thought you’d be handling the final meeting alone?”

“That was the plan originally.” She leans forward, cupping her face in her hands and resting her elbows on the table, flashing me a fair bit of her delicious cleavage in the process. “But Mr.Sears has taken a liking to you, and he has personally requested that you accompany me to the meeting.”

My heart starts beating a few beats faster when I hear her say this, and a thousand questions pop up in my head. “What does that mean exactly?” I ask her. “That he’s taken a liking to me.”

“Just that.” Her grin is back, and it's more wicked than ever. “He said he liked what he saw that day, and that he’d like to have you around when he signs the papers.”
 

The beating of my heart gets even faster, and I feel a prickling sensation permeating all throughout my body.  “What are you suggesting exactly, Miss Rose? That I let this man fuck me so the deal goes through?”

“There’s no need to be dramatic, Kyle. No one said anything about fucking. Mr. Sears just likes to watch.”
 

“Watch?”

“Yes. Watch.”

“I just stand there, you mean?”
 

“Well, yes, but you’d need to dress up a little?”

“What does that mean?”

“Well, you remember how that day you had to wear my pants because –  well because you soiled your own.”

I feel my cheeks flush. “Hard to forget something like that.”

“Well, Mr.Sears found the image of you in women’s pants quite appealing. I think he referred to you as ‘the boy with the cute little ass’ on one of our phone calls.” This is all too much for me. I could tell that the guy liked me that day, but I could never imagine it going this far, and I’m definitely not gay, so I don’t know where he hopes to take this.

“Does he want me to wear the pants again?”

“Well, not exactly.”

“What then?”

“You’ll need to dress up like a girl. Fully like a girl I mean. Skirt, shaved legs, a wig, maybe some padding around your chest. The whole nine yards. You just need to doll yourself up before you come to that meeting, and you’ll have the job that many of your senior colleagues have been waiting on for years.”

A well of emotions bubbles up in my head, foremost of which is rage. I can’t believe Maria would suggest something like this, can’t believe she’d think that I’d ever agree to something so demeaning. 

“I’m sorry to have wasted your time, but I can’t go through with what you’re suggesting.”

I get up to leave and she speaks again. “Are you sure you don’t at least want to look at what the job offer is?” She slides a folio across her table and flips open the front page to reveal an offer letter.

I take one look at the number in bold text, the number that outlines how much I’ll be making if I get this new job, and my throat runs dry.

“That help change your mind?”

With this much money I could pay off all my student debt in less than a year. Hell, if I made this much money I could be set for life in a couple of years, I could retire before I turn thirty.

“I just have to stand there?” I can’t believe I’m seriously considering this.

“You just have to show up all dolled up,” she confirms. “We won’t force you to do anything after that you don’t want to. But between you and me, Mr.Sears is a pretty good catch.”

My heart is beating at about a thousand beats per second in my chest as I realize that I’m actually about to go through with this. I feel dizzy and lightheaded and nearly sick at the same time, but I look back at the paper on the table and the decision is made.

“I’ll need help,” I say, gulping away the knot in my throat. “In becoming a woman.”

Maria rises from her chair and walks over to me, grabbing my hands in her own, flashing me the biggest smile I’ve seen from her yet. “I thought you’d never ask.”


Chapter Five

It’s hard to fathom that a woman like Maria is waiting in the living room of my shitty apartment while I’m in the bathroom getting ready, it's even harder to fathom just exactly what it is that I’m doing to ‘get ready’.

I take one final look at my fully naked body in the mirror, take a deep breath, and then I pick up the razor. I already have practically no body hair to speak of, but what little I do, comes off easily at the swipe of my razor. Little by little I start to see my body differently, slender, feminine curves appearing as if out of thin air.

The more I shave the more my perception of myself changes. My hips look wider when there’s no hair on my body, my legs look longer now that they’re shaved clean – hell, they even look a little supple.

Supple. Not a word I’d ever thought to describe my body with, but here we are.

And my ass. God. My ass looks practically divine. I turn around to take a better look and awe at the beauty of it. It’s small, yes, but it's firm and perky at the same time. Suddenly it doesn’t seem so far-fetched that the CEO took a liking to me. Show any man an ass like that wrapped up in a tight little pair of panties and he’d be hard-pressed to control himself.

I check myself when I realize where my thoughts are straying, and get back to the task at hand. Pretty soon my skin is shaven smooth and so I wrap a towel around my waist and make my way out to my living room where Maria is waiting with an assortment of outfits spread across the carpeted floor.

I don’t know how she got everything on such short notice, and I don’t know if she even got the sizes right, but I know she’s really excited about the whole thing. Lying across my living room floor are skirts, tops, and heels of all shapes and colors. A little to the left are a variety of undergarments that go on underneath them, and there are still bags that have yet to be opened.

She’s too engrossed with all the clothing to notice that I’ve entered the room, so I end up having to feign a cough to alert her of my presence.

She looks up almost immediately, and I see a pleasant look descend upon her face. “You clean up pretty well.” She beams at me.

“Thanks, I guess,” I say, rubbing my arm sheepishly.

She gets up from where she was just sitting on the floor and makes her way over to me. “Take that off,” she says, pointing to the towel wrapped around my waist.

“Why?” I ask, suddenly very conscious of the fact that the towel is the only thing standing between me and total nudity.

“So I can see what I’m working with. And there’s no reason to be shy after what happened in the bathroom the other day.” She ends her sentence with her wink, and I feel a slight blush creep up my neck at the insinuation.

But she has a point and so I go ahead and drop the towel.

Her eyes scan every inch of my body as soon as I’m fully nude, making me even more self-conscious. I fight the almost overpowering urge to cover myself with my hands as I watch her eyes flit over my lower body, but knowing Maria she’d just slap my hands away.

“Everything looks good upfront,” she says, tapping her finger on the side of her hip as if she’s taking mental notes on my naked appearance. “Turn around for me, so I can have a look at that cute little tush of yours.” I blush harder this time, and the fact that she giggles that very instant tells me that my shame did not escape her notice.

Slowly, I turn around, giving her a full view of my naked ass, once again fighting off the urge to cover my bum from her view. But this is exactly what she wants to see, and I’m in no position to deny her.

“My my.” She slaps me across my ass lightly, making me jump a little. “No wonder Mr.Sears liked you. You have the tightest butt I’ve seen in ages.”

“Thanks,” I say again, a hint of nervous laughter escaping my throat immediately after.

The entire thing feels surreal. The fact that I’m standing here fully naked. The fact that Maria is right behind me, the fact that she’s about to doll me up so that we can close the biggest deal the company has ever signed.

The fact that the man signing the deal very likely wants to fuck me while I’m dressed up like a woman.

“Okay,” Maria says, “Everything looks fine. I think we should get started.”

I turn to face her again and nod my approval. What else is there to do? I can’t very well back out now that I’ve come this far, and besides, is dressing up as a girl for one day in exchange for being set up for life really that bad of a deal?

“First order of business is the panties,” she says, fishing out a few pairs of underwear from the pile. “And since you already have a little experience with this, it should be an easy choice.” I blush again at the mention of the events from her car, reminded once more of the fact that I pissed myself like a child and had to put on Maria’s dirty panties. Reminded once more that I creamed those panties with her finger in my ass.

“What type would you prefer?” She asks, holding up two pairs, one in each hand. “We have Brazilian cut and bikini shorts.” She says, moving around the ones in her hands as she says their names. “There’s also a pair of slip panties, a pair of french cut, and a thong.” She points to the underwear still in the pile. “But you’re not quite ready for the thong yet.” She giggles.

My cheeks flush at the way she laughs, but I answer anyway. “I think the same type I wore the other day. They seemed to do the job pretty well.”

“French cut it is.” She flashes me a big smile. “Excellent choice.” She saunters over to the pile and retrieves a tiny little pair of pink panties, before making her way back to me again.

“Don’t you have a pair in another color?” I ask her, and then immediately curse myself for how stupid it sounds.

She giggles once again before responding. “You should be glad that this pair is clean because the last one you put on definitely wasn’t.”

Great, more jokes about the dirty panties.

She gets on her knees in front of me and looks up expectantly. “Go on then,” she says. “Lift up one leg at a time.”

“I can put them on myself, you know.”

“Don’t be silly, Kyle. I’m here to help. I’ll show you the right way to do it.” I sigh, resigned to my fate, and lift up each foot, allowing her to slip the underwear up my legs. The fabric is tight around my thighs, and it feels even better traveling up my legs now that they’re smooth and hairless. She tugs them up all the way to my crotch, tucking my cock neatly in the middle. I turn around to look at myself in the mirror and realize just how much like a girl I already look. My cock, flaccid as it is, is barely noticeable through the crotch of my panties, and the tight fabric of the underwear makes my ass appear extra perky.

“Looks good,” Maria says, slapping me across the ass again, before heading back over to her pile of goodies. “The tits go on next.”

“Tits?” I ask, incredulous.

“Of course. We can’t have you be a convincing girl without a good pair of tits on you.” She fishes something out of one of the unopened bags and waves it in the air in front of her.

“What is that?” I say, squinting my eyes to take a closer look, but even as I give voice to the question I realize they’re exactly what she says.

Tits.

They’re a pair of fake breasts, the type that are made out of silicone and are generally used by women recovering from breast cancer.

“These will look perfect on you.” She walks over to me again and tells me to turn around. From behind she slips on the fake tits and fiddles them around until they’re in the perfect position. Next, she puts a pink bra over the fake breasts, and when she’s done fiddling with that the tits look as real as if I had an actual pair.

“Wow.” It’s all I can say, all that my brain can conjure up. It’s bizarre how a shave, a pair of panties, and some fake tits can make you look exactly like a woman. Bizarre just how good I look dressed up like this. My eyes travel all the curves of my body in this new look of mine, and I remain lost for words as Maria continues to work around me.

She puts me in a tight little mini skirt next. It’s made out of leather and sticks closely to my legs and my butt, making me look extremely sexy. The top she puts on me is white, and also extremely tight. My fake tits look great in it, and it shows off the curves of my narrowing hips perfectly.

She even puts a blonde wig on me and wraps the whole thing up with a thirty-minute makeup session. By the end of it all, I look more like a woman than some actual women I’ve seen around the office. I have great tits, plump, red lips, and ass that most girls would kill to have.

And all of that with a bunch of outfits and an hour or so of prep time.

“How do you like it?” Maria asks, twirling me around in front of the mirror, letting me take in every little detail of the doll that I’ve just become.

“Incredible,” I say, and I don’t even realize that even my voice comes out sounding exactly like a woman’s. 


Chapter Six

Walking into the same building where all of this started is a weird sensation, especially since this time I’m walking in as a woman. I remember the looks I got last time when I made my way through these halls, men eyeing my ass slyly as I strutted about in a pair of Maria’s pants. But all of those looks pale in comparison to what I’m experiencing today.

I turn the head of every man as I walk past them, their eyes lingering on my naked legs, their gaze glued to my swaying ass as I leave them all in the dust. All of my doubts from earlier have evaporated as if they never really existed. Whatever Maria did in my living room while she dressed me up worked like a charm, and I find myself overflowing with confidence in my new look when we finally reach the CEO’s office.

An assistant ushers us inside, and Mr.Sears’ eyes light up the instant he sees me. “Glad you could make it, Kylie.” He says, winking at me in the process. I try to force away the blush that creeps up my neck, but the look in his eyes tells me that he finds my reddening cheeks all the more appealing.

“You look great, by the way.” He says to me as we sit down across his table. “Even better than you looked last time you were here, and that was pretty damn hot in its own right.” Butterflies flutter in my stomach at his compliments. It almost feels silly that I was about to turn all of this down because I was so attached to my masculinity. Now that I’m finally honest with myself I can see just how great it all feels.

“Thank you,” I say in my girl voice, and his smile widens even further.

“The papers.” Maria hands him the stack that we brought with us. “For you to sign.”

He takes them in one hand, gives them a cursory glance, and then puts them back on the table. He spreads his palms on the tabletop and leans forward until he’s about halfway to us. “I’m a simple, straightforward man,” he says. “When I like someone I tell them.” His eyes shift over to me. “And when I want something, I try my damndest to get it.”

I can tell what he’s going to suggest, and my entire body starts tingling with anticipation. There’s confusion in my brain, yes. But there’s also a sort of fuzzy rumbling in my backside, a kind of rumbling that I could quickly find myself getting used to.

“What exactly are you suggesting, Mr.Sears?” Maria asks from beside me. “Are you saying you won’t sign the papers unless you get what you want?”

“Not at all.” His tone is almost dismissive. “Business is business. This is a good deal for my company and I’m not in the habit of losing money.”

“What then?” She asks again.

“I’m simply saying that if little miss Kylie here does me a little favor, I’ll give her a little signing bonus as part of the deal.” He pauses here, presumably to give me time to process his words. “Something along the tune of fifty thousand dollars.”

My breath catches in my throat.

Fifty fucking grand? I would do pretty much anything he asked for that much money. Hell, a few seconds ago I was ready to do anything he asked of me free of charge.

“And what would this little ‘favor’ of yours be, Mr.Sears?” Maria asks him. But I’m sure she already knows. I’m sure she’s been in on the whole thing with him all along. I’m sure that she’s set me up all the way here. Sure that she’s manipulated me perfectly all this time.

But I don’t care.

I take one look at the man sitting across the table from me. I take in his light stubble, his handsome face, his muscular body. I weigh the power and charm that he commands. I let all of these things run through the central processor of my brain and I know for a fact that I’m going to say yes regardless of what he asks.

“I want her to suck my cock.”

It doesn’t even take five seconds before I’m on my knees, unbuckling his belt.


Chapter Seven

I’ve never seen a cock this close, well, other than my own, but that doesn’t count. The thing is absolutely huge, big enough that I’m having a hard time imagining how it’d even fit in my mouth.

But I’ll be damned if I don’t try.

I fish it out of his pants and wrap my fingers around the girth, letting my hands take in the feeling of his hot, throbbing veins. Throbbing for me. A cock eager and twitching to be inside me.

The feeling is unexplainable.

I stick my tongue out and run it over the tip. He squirms in his seat, leaning back and raising his chin.

“Just like that baby,” He growls, giving me the motivation to take it one step further. I run my tongue along the underside of his shaft, taking in all the veins and ridges of his magnificent manhood, feeling every twitch and wiggle that goes through his body as I prepare to welcome him inside me.

“Are you ready?” I whisper up at him, parting my lips and opening wide.

“Fuck yes,” he growls and it’s all the permission I need to devour his cock. He stiffens as he enters me, his entire body convulsing as the walls of his cock make contact with the wet, hot insides of my mouth. He mutters something incomprehensible, and then he slips his hands into my wig.

The hair isn’t actually mine, but the feeling of his fingers intertwining with the strands still sends shivers down my spine. I look up at him with big, puppy dog eyes and find him looking right down at me. He nods one final time, and I begin to slide my lips across his shaft.

I’ve never blown anyone before, but the fact that this hulking brute of a man is almost grunting from the get go tells me that maybe I have some skill with this. I run my lips up and down his length, teasing his tip with my tongue whenever I get the chance. A few seconds into it he starts to thrust his hips at me, stimulating the kind of motion that you would describe as ‘face fucking’.

The tempo picks up. His cock gets harder. It swells in my mouth. And it tingles and twitches a little bit harder with every pump. I take my hands and pump the base of his shaft as I continue to suck. The entire thing keeps getting faster and faster, my heart beats furiously in my chest and the first traces of precum start oozing out of his cock.

I lap it up instantly, licking his tip clean with my tongue.

The whole thing gets faster again. His hips start moving like he’s actually fucking someone and the way his cock dances in my mouth tells me that he’s close to coming.

“Fucking hell.” His voice is barely above a whisper. I look up at him and realize he’s not even looking at me anymore. He’s not looking at anything if I’m being honest. In fact, he’s thrown his head back and his eyes have rolled all the way back, making him look like he’s gone crazy.

And I suppose he has. He’s gone crazy because of how much pleasure I’m giving him. He’s gone crazy because of how good I am at sucking cock.

I feel more precum ooze out, and I feel his cock twitch again.

He’s close.

A tinge of disappointment bubbles up inside of me at the thought, and I realize that as much as I want him to flood my mouth with his cum, I’m not ready for this to end.

He pretty much reads my mind.

“Stand up,” he says, his voice hurried, his heart beating as fast as mine. “I want to finish in your ass.”

It’s almost crazy how quickly I obey his command. I stand up within the second, turn my back towards him and hike up my skirt until my ass is bared. I hear him let out a deep breath.

“Jesus Christ,” he says. “That’s some ass you have.” He cups both cheeks in the palms of his massive hands briefly, rolling them around in his fingers to get a good feel before we move on with things, I roll my hips to urge him on, and he gets the message loud and clear because the very next second he’s hooking the waistband of my panties with his thumb and rolling them down my legs.

The next few moments become a blur. My mind is spinning too fast for me to make sense of what’s happening. All I can say for sure is, that a few seconds after he gets my panties all the way down I find his thick, hard cock stretching my virgin asshole.

My toes curl, my eyes shut, and I clench my teeth as he thrust himself into me, plunging his hot, wet cock into the depths of my body. I squeal as he pushes into me, veins and ridges teasing the walls of my asshole as they carve their way deeper. His hands settle near my hips, where grabs onto me tightly, holding me in position before he begins in earnest.

“That feel okay?” He whispers from behind me, his cock burrowing itself even deeper as he says the words.

“Mmhm.” I’m too far gone to form words, all of my brainpower is redirected to the massive cock in my ass.

“You need to ease up, baby.” His voice is hard as a rock, but it's gentle at the same time.

And I take his advice. I ease up my clenching asshole, and for the first time in my life, I start to feel true pleasure.

“Fuck,” I moan, as he begins to pull out again, his cock making the return journey through the depths of my asshole.

The moment I open my eyes I see Maria on her knees right in front of me. The top two buttons of her shirt are open and her tits are hanging out.

She also has that devilish smile on her face.

“Why should you two have all the fun?” And without further notice, she slides my already hard cock into her mouth.

Then Mr.Sears starts thrusting.

I moan like a slut as his cock plunges into me and then withdraws a second later. Every thrust is harder than the one before and every thrust unlocks a new part of my asshole, sending waves of pleasure pulsing through my body in ways that I never thought possible. Maria’s sucking on my cock like a pro and I feel Mr.Sears’ fingers digging into the flesh near my thighs.

It’s all too much for me. So many sensations of pleasure circling through my body. Like the best fucking case of sensory overload anyone’s ever experienced.

“Your asshole’s so fucking tight,” he grunts from behind me, his hips still working like a piston engine. There wasn’t much pain to begin with, but it's almost completely gone now. All I feel is the pleasure of his cock ravaging me, all I know is the feeling of his tip hitting the naughtiest part inside me.

That special spot inside my asshole that sets my entire body on fire. He finds it once, and then he finds it again, and pretty soon he’s finding it on every thrust, every pump sending a searing hot wave of pleasure washing through my entire body.

My legs start quivering, my entire body begins to tremble. “Fuck,” I hear myself, the words spilling out of my mouth without my control. “Oh fuck!.

The thrusts get faster, Maria’s sucking gets more intense, my vision begins to fade.

“Come for me babe,” He whispers from behind me, and in that very same instant Maria squeezes down on the tip of my cock with her soft, plump lips.

I go numb for a second, losing nearly all feeling.

My mind flashes with something that I can’t quite describe and the very next instant I feel a rush of euphoria rip through my body, both my cock and my asshole practically glowing with pleasure.

I don’t want the moment to end, but that decision is no longer mine to make. I spray my hot load straight down Maria’s throat, and at exactly that same moment I feel the cock in my ass twitch one last time. Mr.Sears erupts inside me, flooding my asshole with his hot, sticky load. He comes enough to fill me up completely, and then he comes some more. By the time the entire thing is over, there’s semen dripping down my legs as it splatters on the floor below. All three of us are too out of breath to say anything and so the only sounds in the room for the next few minutes are from our rushed panting.

The silence is only broken when the assistant that brought us in opens the door again. He looks over at the scene laid out before him and nods to himself. “I’ll have the cleanup crew sent up immediately,”  he says. “And Mr.Sears, your four o clock is waiting in the lobby, when should I send them in?”


“Hold off on the cleaning crew for now,” Mr.Sears says. “And cancel the meeting. I still have business to attend to here.” His cock is still in my ass, and I can already feel it starting to harden again. 

The end.


Meeting Daisy: A first time Transgender short story (Femme Pleasures Book 1)


Synopsis:

The secret between her legs only made me want her more... 

I never expected to see a girl like Daisy in a place like that. She had a tight little body that drew my eyes immediately — the fact that she was dressed in a short, skimpy skirt was just the icing on top. I kept looking at her as she strutted about the gas station convenience store, kept glancing at her long, slender legs and her round, shapely butt. Kept starting until she noticed me watching and against all expectations — SMILED AT ME!

Now we're in the dimly-lit ladies' room behind the gas station, she's on her knees undoing my belt — And the secret between her legs is already throbbing!


Chapter One


Josh

I was stopped at a gas station in the middle of nowhere when I first saw Daisy.

My first thoughts and I’m pretty sure these would have been the first thoughts of anyone that laid eyes upon her, were about how pretty she was.

She was tall, that was the first thing I noticed about her, followed closely by the fact that she was the hottest girl I’d seen all year, bearing in mind that I had spent the entire summer partying on West Coast beaches, getting with all kinds of college girls from all over the country.

But Daisy was different, I could tell this from the moment I laid eyes upon her.

She wore knee-high socks, a short, leather skirt that was especially tight around her ass, and a white top that showed off her petite figure. She didn’t have much in the way of breasts, but something about her tight little body instantly attracted me more than any huge pair of tits ever could.

She entered the convenience store attached to the gas station, ass swaying behind her as she strutted her way in, and it took a few seconds before I realized that my car’s tank was already full and that I was still staring at her through the glass.

The reasonable thing here would have been to pay for my gas and leave – after all, there was no way I was going to be able to get with a girl like that in a place like this. If I tried to come onto her she’d likely be creeped out and think of me as the guy who tried to seduce her in a gas station convenience store. Not to mention that I was just passing through here, and I had to be back at my college campus before the semester started.

But my eyes still refused to leave her. I kept looking at her tight, sexy body through the glass windows. And watching her shift her legs like that, her ass bulging against the leather of her skirt –  well that was a sight capable of throwing all reason out of the window.

So despite it being a silly thing to do, I followed her inside.

A strong blast from the AC unit hit me as soon as I opened the doors, cooling my sweat-lined skin in the most pleasant way. But even the comfort from that cold blast of air paled in comparison to what I felt at the sight next to me. The girl, whose name I didn’t yet know, leaning with her elbows on the counter, her perfectly shaped butt poking into the air behind her, supple long legs on full display.

It was enough to make my heart skip a beat.

By the time I’d made my way to the counter, my heart had started beating much faster. A nervous sort of energy had taken root inside me, and I almost felt weak in the knees.

Get a hold of yourself, Josh, I said in my head. She’s just a girl.

By now all grandiose ideas I had of chatting her up had started dissipating, just being in close proximity to this girl was making me edgy –  even though I’d been comfortable around girls my entire life.

I tried not to look at her, tried not to let her see just how nervous I was around her, tried to play it as cool as possible.

But it didn’t work.

Maybe she sensed my nervousness, or maybe she just wanted to talk to me, but the moment I reached the counter and asked the guy for a pack of gum, she brushed my arm, and it was as if an electric shock had just passed through my body.

The next breath I was about to take remained caught in my throat for several seconds. Time seemed to slow down as I turned my head to look in her direction, and my heart all but melted when I got my first good look at her perfectly radiant face: her platinum blonde hair done up in the cutest ponytail I’d ever seen on a woman, and the smile on her face was cute enough to die for.

“Hi,” she said, as my heart thumped at about a thousand beats per second. “My name’s Daisy.”


Chapter Two


Josh

I have to admit, I don’t remember much of what happened next, just that Daisy and I talked about something, and that I probably made a fool out of myself throughout the whole conversation. I can’t even remember what she was saying, just the sight of her lips moving as the words spilled out of her made me freeze up.

But I must have said something right, or perhaps it was just a play of destiny, because when the conversation finally ended, and Daisy started to walk out of the convenience store, she stopped by the door, turned her neck to look back at me, and winked.

I might only have been a foolish little twenty-two-year-old boy back then, but I knew full well what a wink like that meant, and I didn’t even waste a second before I followed her out of there, didn’t waste a single breath before I followed her into the narrow alley tucked discreetly behind the building.

When I turned the corner into the alley she was standing next to a door, she waited until she had me in her sights, and then swung open the door and disappeared inside. A few steps into the alley revealed that the door led to a women’s bathroom, and although I like to think of myself as a proper gentleman most of the time, I didn’t even hesitate for a single second before opening the door and following her inside.

The bathroom itself was cramped and had an old, faulty fluorescent bulb as its only source of light, but none of that was enough to dim the radiance that Daisy had instilled into the room with just her presence.

She smiled at me as I entered, making hot tingles run through my body with a curve of her lips and a view of her perfect teeth.

“This is the ladies' room, mister,” she said, rather coyly, making my cock twitch in the confines of my boxers. “You shouldn’t be in here.”

“I’m terribly sorry,” I said. “I didn’t bother reading the sign on the door. My need to be in here was quite urgent.”

Her smile widened. “And what sort of need would lead a man like yourself into this shoddy old women’s bathroom?” She stepped in closer to me. My heart started beating even faster. The tingles from before had transformed into a near-constant vibration thrumming through my body.

“Well, you see.” I bent my neck to look down at my crotch, where a bulge was already beginning to form. “ I seem to have this problem that I can’t get rid of.”

Her eyes danced with delight as she stepped in even closer. Close enough now that I could smell the sweet citrusy scent coming off of her body. “And you were hoping someone in here could solve this little problem for you?”

My cock throbbed even harder in my pants. “Something like that.”

“And who were you hoping to find here?” Her hands made their way into my pants, my cock continued to pulse and swell in my boxers, a hint of precum forcing its way out of my tip and wetting the crotch of my boxers.

“Well, I suppose.” I gulped down the lump forming in my throat. “ I was hoping to find someone exactly like you.”

Her smile widened to an all-time high, and she immediately leaned in for a kiss. The only thing I could do was kiss her back. Her lips were soft, she smelled like flowers and oranges, and the feeling of her hot, skilled tongue slipping into my mouth was enough to drive me crazy.

She’d undid my belt by this point, and I’d slid my hands behind her, palming her delightfully lush ass between my fingers. My cock was practically dancing in my pants now, and I was beginning to fear that I might end up creaming my underwear if something wasn’t done very soon.

I like to think she read my mind, but the more likely explanation is that she probably judged from my shallow breathing, or from the fact that my twitching manhood kept poking her in the stomach.

Whatever it was, the end result was her dropping to her knees, and pulling down my pants and boxers, making my already desperate cock pop out of its fabric prison. It bounced in front of her face, and her eyes lit up at its sight: something that was very good for my self-esteem.

“Your problem does seem urgent.” She giggled a gesture that only made me harder.

“I did warn you.” I kept trying my best not to blow my load before she’d even gotten me in her mouth, but having her sitting there, her lips inches from my cock, was making this task increasingly hard. “So tell me, can you help me?” My voice was getting raspy, it was becoming harder to get the words out with how much I was controlling my breathing.

She looked up at me, delight and mischief in her eyes, and stuck out her tongue, flicking it quickly against the underside of my shaft, a move that sent tremors of pleasure radiating through my body. “I’ll see what I can do,” she said, and not a moment later she was swallowing me whole, clamping her lips on the bulging head of my cock, running her tongue across my shaft, her hands pumping the base of my twitching manhood.

I couldn’t help but groan as her mouth slipped along my shaft, couldn’t help but tremble as her tongue teased my throbbing veins, couldn’t resist putting my hands on her scalp as she bobbed up and down on my cock, my breathing coming fast and sharp and strained.

And in the end, I couldn’t help but come no more than ten seconds into the whole ordeal, my cock erupting inside her mouth with an almighty shudder, my seed spilling down her throat as she lapped up everything I had to offer her. The orgasm was mind-shattering –  probably the best I’d had up until that point in my life, and if there wasn’t a door behind me to lean against as soon as I climaxed, I might have just fallen to the ground and injured myself.

The only sounds in the room for the next few seconds were from my heavy panting and the occasional licking noise from Daisy making sure she’d gotten everything. As elated and satisfied as I was about what had just happened, I was a little embarrassed about how quickly it had all ended. I didn’t want Daisy to think of me as some sort of ‘One pump chump’ so I opened my mouth in an attempt to explain myself to her. To make her understand that I had been traveling alone for a very long time and that I wouldn’t be so rapid in my release if she gave me another chance.

But before the words could leave my mouth, I heard footsteps in the alley behind us, and my heart started racing for entirely different reasons. Daisy must have heard it too because she was on her feet before I’d even pulled my pants up. And even though I was worried about the idea of us getting caught in here, she still had that ever-lively smile on her face.

“Better if we don’t get caught in here,” she said in a hushed voice.

I nodded my agreement.

“There’s a window back there we can jump out of.” She pointed to one of the three stalls in the back of the room and set off immediately for our escape route. What else could I do but follow behind her?

She entered the stall, pried open a window that seemed just about big enough for us to climb out of, and then jumped onto the toilet, putting her hands through the windowsill.

“I’m staying at the RoadInn Motel across the freeway,” she said, turning back to me. “Room sixteen. Meet me there at nine PM tonight.” She winked at me before she disappeared out the window.

At that exact moment, I heard the main door to the bathroom rattling open, and jumped onto the toilet in the same fashion that Daisy just had. You might be wondering that at this point of my story I would have gotten caught in some compromising position in a woman’s bathroom and that I’d have to deal with some mortifyingly embarrassing consequences, but that isn’t what happened.

I got out of there without any hitches, I don’t know to this day if the woman entering the stall saw a man leaping out of the window, or if anyone else spotted me. None of that happened. Or if it did, my mind was too perplexed to register any of it.

Why was it perplexed?

Because my eyes had seen something my brain couldn’t quite work out. You see, when Daisy had been pushing herself through that narrow bathroom window, she’d had her feet flailing behind her, ass up in the air, affording me a clear, upskirt view of her panties, and at that moment I’d seen the telltale signs of a bulging cock underneath her skirt.

Which could mean one of two things.

Either I needed to see an eye doctor, or I’d just been sucked off by a man in a gas station bathroom.


Chapter Three


Josh

It wasn’t a particularly big town –  in fact, it wasn’t much of a town at all, just a gas station, a few houses, a couple of diners, and a motel sprawled across either side of the highway. There wasn’t much scenery around either, just an endless expanse of dry, dusty land that extended to either side until the eye couldn’t see any further.

Yet here I was, in my car in the middle of the day, windows rolled down, my feet up on the dashboard, eyes glued to the previously-mentioned nonexistent scenery, as I contemplated what I had just gone through.

I kept replaying that scene in my mind, again and again, letting the final images of Daisy tumbling through that window roll through my vision as my brain audited them closely, hoping –  praying–  to find any reason to invalidate what I thought I saw.

But the more I looked, and the more I thought, the surer I became that my eyes had not deceived me. The image of that bulge in her underwear was still fresh in my mind, every vivid detail telling me that –  anatomically speaking –  Daisy wasn’t a real woman.

But no matter how hard I tried, my mind couldn’t consolidate that fact, and no matter how many times I tried to, I couldn’t bring myself to fire up the engine and get the fuck out of there. It is true that my mind kept going back to the bulge in her underwear, but it also kept going back to the feeling of her tongue in my mouth, it kept going back to her sweet scent, to the cute little giggles she made as she slid her hands down my pants.

It kept going back to the feeling of her lips on my cock, the feeling of her head bobbing up and down across my shaft as I writhed in pleasure. The image of her bulge would pop up in my brain amidst all these thoughts, but instead of being disgusted, I found it adding to the whole experience. And before long, lost as I was in thought, I started to realize that I didn’t find the idea of that bulge so unappealing –  in fact, and I don’t know when I really admitted this fact to myself –  the idea was actually turning me on.

Again, I attempted to talk myself out of the whole thing. Even as thoughts of Daisy's body radiated through my body like hot rushes, I kept telling myself that I couldn’t actually be attracted to her. That I wasn’t gay, and Daisy definitely had a dick, which made her –  made him –  a man.

But she isn't a man, is she? The thought interrupted everything else rushing through my mind. She isn’t a man. I thought to myself again. Those weren’t a man’s hands you felt slipping down your pants. That wasn’t a man’s breath spilling down your throat. And those definitely weren’t a man’s lips wrapped around your cock.

In case you haven’t already figured out, this story is from a long time ago, a time before ideas of gender self-identification had become part of mainstream conversation, which means that a dumb college student like myself was not well versed in these topics. Still, the fact that Daisy saw herself as a woman made something click in my mind, the things I felt when I was with her in that bathroom ran through my mind once again, everything making just a little bit more sense with every passing second.

She isn’t a man. I thought to myself again but with far more conviction this time. She’s a woman because she sees herself as a woman. It doesn’t matter what she has between her legs, there’s nothing I, or anyone else, can do or say that will take away her womanhood.

And so I spent the rest of the evening getting supper at one of the diner’s in town, and a few minutes before it was Nine PM, I was outside her motel room, waiting for her to open the door.

My heart beating faster and faster with each passing second.


Chapter Four


Josh

The door creaked open to reveal Daisy standing there looking even sexier than she had this afternoon, a few errant strands of hair fell across her face, rows of perfectly pearly teeth showing through her radiant smile.

“I was starting to think you might not show.” She was leaning against the door frame in the most titillating way, her hip cocked to one side, her arms crossed just underneath her chest.

“I wasn’t missing this for the end of the world.” I stepped inside, wrapped my hands around her torso, and pressed my lips to hers, engaging in the hottest kiss of my life. I could feel electricity in the air as our tongues moved in the shared spaces that our mouths had become. Could feel a wave of heat and pleasure taking root in my body as my hands moved across her skin, tracing a path down her back until they were on that tight little ass of hers, my fingers itching to tear off the booty shorts she had on, my cock begging to unleash itself so that it may go to work again.

We kissed for what seemed like ages, our hands over each other, our tongues and jaws working through notes of pure, sweltering passion burning between us. I don’t even remember if we’d even bothered closing the door at that point. For all I know, we could have been giving anyone walking about a free show.

But we didn’t care.

I lifted her up and carried her to the bed, she wrapped her legs around me, hooking her feet behind the small of my back as she pushed her tiny little tits into my chest, as her hands played with the back of my head, as her tongue ventured even deeper into my mouth, awakening feelings that I’d never even known had existed.

I threw her on the bed, the old mattress creaked, and she sat up on her elbows, her knees raised just a bit off the surface of the bed, a devious smirk on her face. By this point my cock was all but ready to tear a hole in my pants and force its way out. I pulled my shirt over my head, removing it in one swift motion, every breath coming hard and heavy now.

But as soon as my hands went for my belt, she spoke up.

“Before we start,” she said. “I have to tell you something.” I looked at her lying there, looking like the sexiest person I’d ever seen in my life. I was glad to see that there wasn’t shame in her eyes at what she was about to tell me –  only curiosity, and perhaps the slightest bit of mischief.

“I already know,” I said, my hands slowly undoing my belt. “And I don’t care.” My jeans dropped down to my knees as soon as they were loose, leaving nothing but my boxers between Daisy and my overly energetic cock.

“You don’t?” Her voice was very low, but there was also a smirk on her face that I couldn’t quite understand. “Are you sure?” She pushed herself up with her elbows, and then got onto her knees, bringing her face closer to my crotch.

“I’m sure.” I stepped out of my pants and pushed myself a little closer to the bed.

A little closer to her.

Her smirk had transformed into a grin now, and I could see a few signs of twitching coming from the crotch of her denim shorts –   a sight that only made me harder.

“I can’t wait,” I rasped, heart beating fast enough to tear my chest apart.

“How lucky.” She got up higher, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my boxers, and smiled up at me one last time. “That you don’t have to.”

Within seconds my underwear was down near my ankles, and my cock was secured tightly between her lips.

It felt like heaven.

Her mouth felt even warmer than it had this afternoon, her tongue felt even more skilled, her lips even more plump. I might only have been in some run-down motel located in some shabby, backwater town, but with a goddess like Daisy running her tongue along my shaft, none of that seemed to matter.

I felt like I was on top of the world.

I threw my head back and ran my fingers through her hair again, pulling her closer, thrusting with my hips to the rhythm of her sucking. A groan escaped my lips and Daisy clamped down with her plump, full lips to strike at the opening. Shudders ran up my legs once more, heat and electricity swirling around in my cock as her tongue worked its magic –  but there was no way I was going to orgasm too early.

A moment like this had to be enjoyed for as long as possible.

My balls swelled to their fullest and I felt my cock throb against the inside of her mouth. The groans spilling from my mouth keep getting deeper and the cute little moans she was making through a mouthful of cock were driving me crazy.

My cock started twitching again, and the tiniest bit of precum oozed through –  she lapped it up obediently, not even pausing her efforts for a single second.

I can’t cum inside her mouth again. I thought to myself. Not again. This time I want to go further.

“I want to finish inside you.” I rasped, almost out of breath already. “I want you to take your shorts off.”

She rose slowly, leaving trails of her saliva dripping down my cock. The look on her face had shifted now, and an almost intense sort of energy radiated from her eyes. I took my hands to her sides, grabbing her by her hips and pulling her upright –  pulling her face closer to my own.

I could smell my own cock on her breath as I went to kiss her again, slipping my hands down her sides until they were on the button of her denim shorts. “You’re incredible,” I said, slipping my tongue into her mouth, tasting my own cock on her.”

“I know,” she giggled back, wrapping her hands around the back of my head.

I undid the button slowly, and peeled her shorts off in a single motion, leaving nothing but her tiny cotton panties between us. I ran my hands to her backside as we kept kissing, slipping them over her lush, creamy ass. She yelped a little in my grip as I squeezed her down there, a gesture that only helped to make me harder.

“I’m going to tear these panties off of you,” I whispered into her mouth, hooking my thumbs in the waistband. “And I’m going to fuck you until you squeal.”

“What’s the holdup?” She smirked, and it was as if my hands worked without my express command.

I tore down her panties with a sudden jerk, revealing her beautiful ass to the damp air in the room –  but her ass wasn’t the only thing that came out from under the panties –  there was also her cock, a shy little thing propped up between her legs, as girlish and feminine as she herself was. I’d never thought it was possible, but the sight of that dick made me twitch even harder, and in only a few, short seconds I had her face down, ass up, my cock already wet, positioned right behind her eager little hole.

She laid her hands flat on the surface of the bed, buried her face in the mattress, and squirmed her hips up at me in the cutest way possible. I just about came looking at that sight alone.

But I couldn’t disappoint her twice in the same day, so I steadied my heart, took a deep breath, and pushed my wet manhood onto her twitching hole. She let out a low moan, making me twitch even harder. I rubbed my head over her hole, going around in circles, her asshole practically gaping with desire all the time.

“I want you.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. She sounded drunk on pleasure or arousal or perhaps some sick mixture of both. “I want you inside me.”

And far be it for me to be told twice.

I grabbed my throbbing manhood with one hand, positioned it directly against the opening of her asshole, and pushed in with as much gentleness as I could manage in that frenzied state. She moaned as the head of my cock slipped in, her hands clawing at the bunched-up sheets underneath her.

“Fuuck,” she groaned as I went deeper, the veins and ridges in my cock scratching the inner walls of her asshole. “Fuck. That’s so good.” I did not think it possible but hearing her say those words made me even harder.

“And you’re so fucking tight,” I groaned back, pushing myself even deeper into her. I knew even at the time that I didn’t exactly have the biggest cock, but the fact that I was capable of bringing a woman like Daisy to such a state was a big ego boost for me.

I pushed until I was all the way in, her moans and my grunts punctuating the silence all the while. Once I was balls deep in her, and my pelvis was directly touching the soft cheeks of her ass, I stopped.

For a few moments, everything stood still, the two of us holding this pose like it was the calm before the storm. Both of us sparing just one little moment to take all of it in, no sounds in the room other than those of our hurried breathing.

Then I started to pull out, and the grunting and the moaning were back. Once I was almost out completely, the head of my cock still barely inside, I paused again. I placed my hands on her hips, digging my fingers into that soft flesh, spreading my palms over her sweat-streaked skin. I held her with as much stability as I could muster, and then I bent at the waist until I was right next to her head, until my lips were right next to her ear.

“Are you ready?” I whispered in her ear, and the resulting shudder running through her body was answer enough.

“Yes,” was her one-word response, but with how much need she’d had in her voice as she’d said it, it was enough.

I began to thrust, my cock sliding in and out of her hungry hole as she began to scream in earnest. Every sound spilling forth from her lips was dirty and vile and reeking of pure perversion –  and I loved it all the same.

My cock gaped open her asshole as she thrashed on the bed underneath me, her hands holding on as tightly as they could to anything that they could find. Her ass shook with the pressure of my pelvis ramming into her, her hips bucking against every thrust that I made against her.

My own grunts started to come harder and faster, and the way my cock twitched as it ravaged her hole sent currents of pleasure rampaging through my body.

“Fuck. God. Fuck.” Her speech was coming solely in expletives now, punctuated heavily by moans and screams and squeals as I pumped her from behind. Her entire body was almost convulsing as she writhed around my cock, her naked hips swaying underneath my failing grip.

“I’m gonna come.” I was finding it hard to speak with how hard I was breathing. My cock was shuddering with every pump now, and the tightness of her hole was a clear signal that I wasn’t going to last for much longer.

“Come inside me, babe.” Her voice was almost shrill.

And once again. I didn’t need to be told twice.

I lasted only a couple of seconds after that, my cock coming alive one last time with sweltering, red fire, the ripples of pleasure swirling through my body focusing on that one delicious spot inside her ass. 
 

I screamed at the top of my lungs, an almighty shudder ripping through me as my cock erupted inside her, my wet, sticky seed flooding the tightest hole in her body. She moaned too, as my offering filled her insides until there was no more space left, until the excess cum started leaking out of her hole and forming little rivulets down her asscheeks.

The orgasm lasted what seemed like an entire lifetime, and I was on my back, panting hard as soon as I was finished.

“That… was… amazing.” It really did take three tries before I could finish my sentence, such was my level of breathlessness.

When she didn’t say anything in response I looked over at her and found her sitting up, her eyes staring intently into mine, the cock between her legs still erect as she sat there waiting.

“You didn’t come?” I asked her as I regained a bit of my breath.

She said nothing, only shook her head.

I began to sit up again, but she spoke up. “I’ll understand if you don’t want to,” she said, and this was the first time I sensed a bit of hesitation in her speech. “Most guys aren’t into that.”

I propped myself up on my knees, shuffled across the bed toward her, and grabbed her by the shoulders, staring her directly in the eyes. “I’m not most guys,” I said. She let out a nervous giggle, and seeing that cute little smile melt back onto her face was the best thing I’d ever seen in my life.

I bent at the waist, leaned down, and wrapped my mouth around her cock. And although I’d just had the most mind-shattering orgasm of my life less than a minute ago, the sound of her moaning as my lips covered her cock was enough to get me hard again.

I’d never had a cock in my mouth before, but with how turned on she was already, getting her to squirm wasn’t a hard task: just a bit of sucking and a little flicking with my tongue. She wrapped her legs around my head, pulling me in even closer as I sucked on her cock. The sounds of her moaning increased steadily for the fifteen or so seconds she lasted in my mouth, and then an almighty scream spilled from her lips as she finished inside me, seed spilling down my throat as the soft flesh of her thighs shuddered around my head.

She fell backward on the bed as soon as she was spent, and I climbed near her, embracing her in a tight hug, and pushing my lips onto hers, engaging in the most romantic kiss of my life.

“Tonight’s been the best night of my life,” I said, feeling the heat of her tiny little body washing into me as both of us readied ourselves for round two.

“The best night of your life so far.” She corrected me with a giggle, and the true relevance of that statement only dawned on me later when I was pulled even deeper into her world. When she began leading me down roads of perversion that I never even knew existed. When she introduced me to pleasures that would all but scramble my brain but still leave me gasping for more.

But those are stories for another time.

The end


Feminized by Daisy: First time sissification, crossdressing (Femme Pleasures Book 2)


Synopsis:

"Daisy's caught me wearing her dirty panties, and she's already planning the perfect punishment." 

Daisy and I have only been together for a month — but she's already found me out. She's caught me wearing her dirty, used panties. And she's seen just how excited I am in them.

Now she wants to shave me smooth. She wants to put me in a dress. Wants to doll me up, and wants to watch me take it up the ass — well, she hasn't said that last part out loud yet, but I have an eerie feeling that it's going to end up happening anyway.

Sissified by Daisy is the second book in the Femme Pleasures series and picks up the story where Meeting Daisy left off. It can be read standalone but is better read in line with the rest of the series.

Strictly for an 18+ audience.


Chapter One


Josh

“I’m not so sure about this, Daisy,” I said, as she stood behind me with a hand on her hip, razor twirling expertly between her fingers.

“Are you saying you don’t trust me?” She asked with a smirk on her face. The kind of smirk that meant she knew she was going to get what she wanted.

“It isn’t that.” I shuffled my feet, in an attempt to rub away the cold from the bathroom tiles that had crept up my body. “It’s just that maybe this whole thing isn’t for me.”

“You’re just nervous.” She stepped in even closer to me, and I felt a tingle rush up my spine.

“I’m not nervous,” I said very nervously. “It’s just that –  I don’t think I’ll enjoy this as much as you think I will.”

She raised an eyebrow now, and the smirk on her face widened into something more sinister. “Oh, please,” she said, putting a hand on my naked chest. “You seemed to be enjoying yourself just fine when I caught you wearing my panties.” Her hand slid down my torso until it reached the only garment I had on: A flimsy towel wrapped around my waist. “And I seem to recall this little fellow being pretty hard in them.” Her fingers unraveled the towel, letting it fall to my feet as her hand wrapped itself around my already hardening cock.

I felt a rush of heat rip through me, blood flowing to all the necessary places as soon as her fingers made contact with my naked cock. Even though I’d been with her for over a month now, having her touch me like this made me just as excited as it had the first time she’d done it.

“Just because I wore your panties once doesn’t mean I want to become a woman.” My cock was getting harder by the second, and the heat tingling through my body seemed to be telling me that I wouldn’t be able to put up my faux resistance for much longer.

“One time?” She cocked an eyebrow at me, and applied the slightest bit of pressure on my fast-swelling cock.

“Ok.” I sucked in a sharp mouthful of air. “Maybe two or three times. But that still doesn’t warrant shaving me smooth and putting me in a dress.”

Her smile widened. “Josh dear,” she said to me. “I must have found over a dozen dirty panties over the past week alone.” She stepped in and closed the distance between us, putting her mouth right next to mine. “I know how much you like to cum in my dirty panties,” she whispered, making the hair on the back of my neck stand up. Making my cock swell even further within her grip. “I’m just saying, give the clean ones a chance for once. I know you’ll like them better.”

Her lips were very close to my face now. Close enough that I could very clearly feel the heat from her breath on my skin. The razor in her hand twirled again, and she shook it around to show me that she was ready to go to work on me.

“Is shaving my entire body really necessary?” I asked, eyes still glued to the blade in her hands.

“Absolutely.”

“Why?” The word came out sounding almost like a groan.

“Because you won’t get the full experience if you’re hairy everywhere.”

Her smile had been getting wider with every passing second of this game that we were playing, and now that my cock was positively throbbing with desire in her hands, she knew the jig was up. She could tell that I wasn’t going to resist anymore, that I was going to give in to all her demands before too long.

She knew she had me by the balls –  quite literally in this instance.

“Alright –”

She didn’t even let me finish, sounding a yelp of pure glee and jumping on her tiptoes as her fingers jerked my cock, causing me to jump with her. She giggled at my reaction as soon as she was done celebrating, and then started to raise the razor up, her intentions made crystal clear from the look in her eyes.

“Before we start though.” I looked down at my crotch. At my pulsing cock and at her delicate little fingers wrapped around it. “We might have to do something about that.”

Her smile transformed into a grin. Another tiny giggle spilled forth from her lips, and she brought her mouth right next to my ear as she scratched my cock with her fingertips. “I think it’s better if we make you wait today.” My heart sank at the words, and before I could voice a protest she had already released her grip on my cock, and she was turning me around so that I was facing the mirror.

I could see her grinning widely standing behind me in the mirror, and before I knew it the razor had set to its task: the hair coming off my body in clumps as her hands moved over my skin


Chapter Two


Josh

It was hard to believe how big of a difference something as mundane as a shave could make. As more and more hair came off my body I started to see parts of myself that I had never seen before, curves appearing as if out of thin air, giving my body a more and more feminine look with every passing second.

Before long I was standing there smooth as an egg, not a single strand of hair to be seen anywhere on my body. Daisy stood behind me, characteristic smile still on her face, one hand resting gently on my shoulder, the other teasing its way near my hip.

“Much better,” she said, tapping her fingers across my hip. A hip that had started looking wider and more feminine as soon as the hair had started coming off. “Don’t you agree, honey?”

“I –  I guess so.” To be very honest, I wasn’t sure what to think at that point in time. There were several conflicting emotions swirling around in my mind, but even through all that mental chaos, I could feel something inherently right about what Daisy was doing, and so I wasn’t in any hurry to say the wrong thing and put a halt to proceedings.

“I love it when you try to be modest,” she said, slapping me tightly across my ass, causing me to jump in alarm. She giggled at my reaction again, and then cupped my right cheek in her hand, letting her fingers dig into the soft flesh of my tush. “You’re going to look lovely,” she whispered in my ear. “Especially when you have an ass like this.”

My cheeks burned red as she stood behind my completely naked body, giggling and playing with my ass as my embarrassment continued to mount. “Wait right here,” she said, taking a step towards the door. “I’ll be right back with something.”

And again, she was gone before I could say anything. I let my breath out as soon as I was alone, relaxing the tense muscles of my body. There was a lingering warmth on my ass where she had just been touching me, and before I knew it, I found myself twisting my torso around. Making it so that I could take a better look at my own tush.

God, I never thought I’d see the day.

But as soon as my body twisted, and my ass started coming into view, I began to realize that Daisy had been right. After all the hair had come off, my ass did look fantastic –  in fact, it looked better than many butts I’d seen on women. It was firm, it was perky, and it looked feminine enough that I would confuse it for an actual woman’s posterior if it weren’t currently attached to my body. My gaze traveled upwards, scaling the rest of my naked, shaven body as I stood in front of the mirror. I had always had a narrow waistline, and with slightly flaring hips, I could see myself having an ‘hourglass figure’. There were, of course, no breasts attached to my chest, but my narrow shoulders and lack of a visible Adam's apple meant that I could see myself passing reasonably well for a woman. Given the right attire of course.

And who would know the attire better than Daisy?

I was still looking at my body when Daisy appeared in the doorway behind me. I assumed what I thought was a natural pose but from the delight in her eyes, I could tell that she had seen me staring at my own body as I twisted and turned to get a better look.

“What were you doing just now?” She asked, strutting into the room with slow, playful steps. A bright smile plastered across her face.

“Nothing.” There was more heat climbing to my cheeks.

She giggled and continued to walk slowly towards me. It was at that moment that I noticed that she had both hands hidden behind her and that the smile on her face was far more devious than it had been when she’d left me a few minutes ago.

“What have you got back there?” I gulped down the knot in my throat.

“A surprise.” She closed the last few steps between us, until she was right behind me. “For you.”

“What sort of surprise?” I asked the question knowing full well what the answer would be. And even though I’d been feigning reluctance at this entire exercise from the start, I felt a rush of blood to my cock as I saw the smile dancing in her eyes.

“You seem to know already.” Her gaze traveled across my body, coming to rest on my twitching cock.

“I have no idea.” I lied, my heartbeat beginning to pick up the pace now.

Was this really happening?

“It’s something you’ve wanted to try on for a very long time.” She brought both hands forward, revealing the tiny piece of fabric she’d been hiding behind her back.

My cock jumped to life, even more blood being redirected from less vital organs of my body to the pressing need of the hour. In her hands, Daisy held a tiny pair of black, lace panties. I’d seen her wearing that pair before, I’d spent many hours ogling at how cute her ass looked in them, spent many hours fantasizing about how they’d feel wrapped around my tush –  hell, I’d even had my fun tearing them off of her a few times in this past month.

“Whatever are those for?” I don’t know if I had been putting in the effort, or it was just subconscious, but my voice started to rise by a few octaves as I prepared for what Daisy was about to do next. It didn’t become clear to me for a while yet, but by that point, my journey into femininity had already begun.

She stood up on her toes, brought her mouth close to my ear, her chin resting on my shoulders. “You know what they’re for, honey.” I could feel the heat from her breath wash into my ear, and the proximity combined with the words coming out of her mouth sent tremors of desire running through me.

My cock twitched and jumped once more. She put her hands on my back, her sharp nails scraping my skin as they traced a path downwards. The panties were dangling from the index finger of her right hand, and as that hand dipped lower, a strange but pleasant buzzing took root in my backside, a feeling the likes of which I’d never quite experienced before.

I felt her tight, tiny breasts brush my back as she squatted low, bending her knees until her face was level with my ass. Before we moved any further she leaned in and kissed me on my freshly shaven tush, sending even more currents of electricity running through me. “Are you ready, babe?”

The fact that she was squatting right behind me, that her voice was coming from right next to my tingling ass, that I could feel the heat of her breath washing over my smooth cheeks –  It was just about too much for me, and even though she was barely even touching me, my cock was now standing full at attention.

“I’m ready,” I answered, coils of pleasure coursing through me.

“Lift up one leg.” It was a simple instruction, and I followed it obediently, lifting my right foot up from the cold, tiled floor of the bathroom, allowing her to slip the tiny pair of panties up my leg. “Now the other,” she said, and again, as before, I followed along, allowing the tiny garment a simple path up my legs.

Her hands were on either side of my legs, her delicate little fingers pinching the ends of the panties tightly as they rode up my legs. She stood up slowly, allowing the panties to glide up in a smooth, uninterrupted motion, and by the time she was as upright as I was, the underwear had been secured tightly around my bum, the soft fabric hugging my newly-discovered curves.

“How does it feel?” She was standing up again, which meant that her mouth was right next to my ear, making the hair on the back of my neck stand up from its heat.

“G… good,” I stuttered, trying to hold myself together as a plethora of emotions rampaged through me.

Her hands found their way to the front of my torso, her fingers tracing a path down my chest and belly until they were near my crotch. Her arms were wrapped tightly around me, her chin was resting delicately on my shoulder, and her nipples, hard as rocks, were poking into my back.

“How good? Her eyes pointed towards the bulge in my panties, and her fingers followed suit, tracing the outline of the bulge through the fabric. I gasped as her fingers touched my already overexcited cock, and I couldn’t stop a hint of precum from forcing its way out.

“Very good.” My breathing was getting shallower. My heartbeat was at an all-time high, and my cock was on the verge of bursting.

“You like wearing my panties, don’t you?” She whispered in my ear, removing one hand from my crotch and placing the open palm along my ass, sending shivers up my body with just her touch.

“I –  I do.” It was hard to focus now. Hard to keep everything together. Hard to not cream myself right that instant as her palm sampled my ass from behind.

“You should have told me, silly.” She licked my neck, making me squirm where I stood. Her voice was very low now. Almost conspiratorial. “We could have been having so much more fun all this time.” She flicked another finger across my bulge. I groaned. And then she slipped the hand she had on my ass down the back of my panties.

The feeling of her tiny, cold fingers pressed directly against the flesh of my ass was just about driving me crazy, and the only thing keeping me from creaming myself in her panties was the fact that I was trying to actively avoid such a scenario.

“What’s got you so excited?” She whispered in my ear again, squeezing my ass with her fingers.

“You.” It was getting harder to speak. My cock was practically twitching inside the panties. Even more precum was making its way out and staining the crotch of my panties.

“Just me?” She slipped her other hand down the front of my panties and wrapped her fingers around my cock. Currents of pleasure ripped through me once again, making my entire body shudder. “Or is it because of the panties?”

The hand she had on my ass moved lower until her middle finger found its way between my crack. She brought it up again, the finger running through the inside of my crack. I squirmed where I stood, and inhaled a sharp mouthful of air when her finger ran over my asshole.

“Fuck,” I muttered, this close to creaming the panties.

Her fingers began to massage my already engorged cock, and my breathing became heavier and heavier with every passing second. “Do you want to cum in my panties?” She whispered in my ear, making every single hair on my body stand up.

“Y– yes,” I forced out. Her only response was biting the bottom of my ear. It wasn’t a forceful bite –  just a playful little nibble really–  but it encapsulated everything that I had ever loved about Daisy.

“Are you ready?” Her finger was still running up and down my crack, the hand massaging my cock was getting faster with every passing second. My entire body was shaking with just how much pleasure was rushing through me, and my heart was beating faster than it ever had.

“Yes,” I replied, eyes shut, head thrown back.

“No, you’re not.” That was the last thing she whispered before she slipped her middle finger into my needy asshole. The last thing I heard before I felt the alien sensation of something penetrating me from behind. The last words that were said before the most mind-shattering orgasm of my life. An orgasm that forced me to scream out loud the name of my lover as I creamed her panties with my seed. An orgasm that left me wobbling.

An orgasm that would have ended with me on the floor if it wasn’t for Daisy’s hands steadying me. 


Chapter Three


Josh

Daisy rested her hand on the small of my back as we walked down the road. “There’s no need to be nervous,” she said to me, keeping her voice low enough that only I could hear her. “You look great.”

“It’s less about the way I look,” I said, feeling a cold gust of wind assault my bare legs. “It’s about the way I feel.”

“Give me a single reason why you shouldn’t feel great too.” Her hand slipped lower as she said the words, and memories of the orgasm that she’d brought me to in the motel bathroom came rushing back to my mind, leaving my asshole twitching in close proximity of her fingers.

And she was right too. There was no reason for me to feel bad. In fact –  I wasn’t quite sure that I was feeling bad. It was probably just the nerves getting to me. After all, I’d never done anything even remotely as daring as this in my entire life.

After our little romp in the bathroom, Daisy had given me a shower, put me in a fresh pair of panties, and then she’d spent the next two hours dolling me up for the activities she had planned for tonight. She’d put some makeup on me, given me a pair of fake silicone tits  –  nothing too big, mind you, a tight, petite pair that sat well on my body. She’d put me into a tight little red dress that barely covered my ass, leaving my legs exposed to the cold of the night.

And she’d topped it all off by giving me a platinum blonde wig that tied the whole look together.

I’d sat in front of the mirror throughout the whole process, looking on in awe as my body transformed before my very eyes. Bit by bit Daisy had replaced any trace of masculinity I had, leaving me looking more and more like a woman with every passing second. When she’d finally said she was done, I had had a hard time recognizing the beautiful babe in the mirror as myself.

But now, walking down the crowded street of some cold, unknown town, with my legs naked and cold, and my ass jiggling with every step I took, I saw a completely different side of being a woman. All the guys we passed turned their heads to take a better look at us, their eyes scanning our bodies as their pulses rose.

It was a weird feeling, to say the least –  having so many guys look at you with pure, unadulterated lust dripping from their eyes. Their hearts beating faster and faster as you came near them, their postures changing into something more masculine as you walked past them, their cocks twitching with the desire to fuck you.

The feeling was weird, yes. But it wasn’t unpleasant. Far from it, in fact.

I was starting to love the stares I was getting. Feelings of glee would erupt inside me every time I turned a guy’s head, every time I’d see one of them whistle or holler at me as I did nothing more than walk down the road. And I especially loved the instances when a guy would be staring at me so intently that he wouldn’t even notice the growing bulge in his pants.

“Look at you. You’re getting them all excited.” Daisy spoke up again, and I realized that lost as I was in my own thoughts, I’d forgotten that she was even there.

I felt a rush of warmth in my cheeks at her comment, and right as she was, I wasn’t confident enough back then to admit how much I liked the attention. “How far is the club you were talking about,” I said, in a bid to change the subject.

“We’re here.” She grabbed me by the small of my back once more and turned us both at the corner. Just on the other side, we saw the club. It looked far grander than I’d first imagined from her descriptions of the place: Multiple bouncers patrolling the area, a ridiculously long queue at one of the doors, and a red carpet rolled out at the main entrance for the VIPs.

All of a sudden, I felt the nerves coming back.

“Babe,” I said, pushing myself closer to her for warmth or for comfort, I’m not sure myself. “Are you sure we can get into a place like this? It looks a little too upscale for us.”

I was a broke college student, Daisy didn’t have a lot of money either, and this looked like a place for celebrities and famous athletes. I’d never even dream of trying to get into a place like this on my own.

But Daisy, as ever, was confident. “Don’t worry, babe,” she said smiling. “There’s no place too upscale for a couple of hot girls.” She winked at me and pulled out some lip gloss from her handbag, freshening up her look before she tried whatever it was she was about to try.

“Now,” she said, grabbing her dress by the hem. “Follow my lead.” I was confused, but only for a moment, because a second later she pulled the hem of her dress up slightly, gathering the fabric just above the hump of her ass, leaving a good bit of under cheek exposed for anyone’s viewing pleasure.

“Do you want me to do that too?” I asked, a healthy dose of incredulity in my tone at her request. “You want me to flash my ass?”

“Don’t be dramatic.” She adjusted the fabric of her own dress a little more, squirming and shifting in place until it was just how she wanted it. “It’s just a little exposed skin, and it’s sure to get us into the club.”

“I won’t do it.” I had to put my foot down at some point. There was no way I was pulling my dress up in the middle of the fucking road. Not to mention how cold it was even without the extra exposed skin.

“Babe.” Her eyes narrowed onto me in the same way they always did when I displeased her. “Are you really going to chicken out after coming all this way?” She crossed her arms under her breasts, and her mouth curved itself into that pout that had the guaranteed effect of making me melt.

“Daisy…” I wasn’t sure what to say to her. But I was sure that I couldn’t bear to see her standing there while she was upset with me.

“It’s just a little skin.” She was still standing in the same pose. Still staring at me with disappointment in her eyes.

Just a little skin my ass.

“Fine,” I said, sighing, and dropping my own hands to the hem of my dress. “But I won’t pull it up as high as you have.

“Yayy!!” The change in her demeanor was striking. Within the span of a second, she went from glaring at me to jumping up and down where she stood, clapping her hands in delight.

I pulled my dress up in the same way that she had, exposing the lowest part of my butt to the cold night air. I felt gooseflesh form on the skin that had been exposed, and I couldn’t help but shiver at the gust of wind riding up my naked ass. A dozen or so pairs of eyes shifted around us, and I felt the gazes of many men boring into my lush, naked ass.

“Come quickly.” Daisy was already off, her delightful little ass jiggling behind her as she skipped to the nearest entrance. “I can see one of the bouncers.”

I followed after her, struggling to match her pace because of my lack of experience in heels. She reached the bouncer first, and when I got close enough to take a better look at the guy, I was left stunned.

He was completely bald, and at least six and a half feet tall. He looked like there was enough muscle on his body for three fully grown men, and enough ink to fill an entire newspaper.

“Me and my friend here want to get in,” Daisy said to him with her ever gleeful voice. I chose to remain silent because of how little practice I’d had with my girl voice.

“Then you and your friend should get your asses to the back of the line.” The bouncer’s muscles rippled even as he spoke, awakening warm, buzzing feelings deep inside me.

“Oh come on.” Daisy put a hand on his arm, and immediately something in his reaction changed. “Surely there’s a different line for the hot girls.” She winked at him as she said this last part, making it very clear that this would have something in it for him too.

The bouncer’s eyes narrowed onto both of us, and he gave each of us a quick, cursory scan, his gaze lingering for a moment when it reached our on-display asses.

“Maybe I could do something for you after all,” he said. “But one of you will have to accompany me there.” He pointed with a thumb to a small, windowless room with the words “SECURITY” written across it in large blue letters. “To sort out your entrance passes of course.”

“Of course,” Daisy said, turning towards me, and it wasn’t until then that I realized what she had in mind. “My friend here is more than happy to go with you.” The smile on her face kept getting bigger and bigger as she saw the realization set into my eyes.

The bouncer was also looking at me now, as if to sample my body with his eyes. I could already feel the beginnings of a bulge forming at the crotch of his jeans. Could already feel the rapid thumping of my heart as I thought about what to do.

And I could already feel the unmistakable buzzing in my backside as I began to admit to myself how fun it would be. 


Chapter Four


Josh

I followed him in silence, my heart beating rapidly against my chest. I have to admit that I had no idea how any of this would pan out, or how any of the logistics would work for this operation. I obviously didn’t have a pussy he could fuck, but the look in his eye told me that he was in the mood to go the distance with me.

I just have to finish him off before he has a chance to notice what’s between my legs.

He opened the door and stepped inside, I followed suit. The room was small –  cramped even –   and the only source of light was a dim, flickering candescent bulb.

This could work. I thought to myself. If I’m quick enough, he won’t have time to figure anything out,

I closed the door behind me, and as soon as he turned to face me, I pushed myself onto him, wrapping my arms around his massive torso, and planting my lips on his in a firm kiss. Initially, he seemed a little shocked at my forwardness, but in a few short seconds he slipped his tongue into my mouth, and we started making out.

His tongue felt warm, and I could taste the slightest hint of whiskey on his breath. He didn’t have a full beard, just stubble that scratched me against my chin as he turned his jaw. His tongue forced its way even deeper into my mouth, and his hands found their way behind me, both palms stretching themselves over my ass as he squeezed tightly.

I moaned into his mouth as he fondled my ass, and felt the bulge in his pants harden against my belly.

Exactly what I need.

I slipped a hand between our bodies and ran it down his torso until I found his twitching bulge. He groaned as I traced the outline of his cock with my fingernails, and I felt the bulge expanding to an even greater girth as I applied some pressure.

“So hard already?” I whispered into his mouth, feeling his cock twitch and jump within his pants. “You better not cum in your pants, big boy.”

He squeezed my ass again, and I couldn’t help but release a little yelp as he did so.

“Don’t you worry about me, love.” He removed his lips from mine and bent in to kiss my neck. “I’m no amateur.”

And amateur he wasn’t. The way his tongue and his lips worked against the soft flesh of my neck had me squirming within seconds, coils of pleasure running through my body with every nibble and every kiss he’d plant on me.

One of his hands rose from my ass and made its way to my tits. Panic gripped me as he squeezed my fake silicone breast, but lost as he was in his lust, he didn’t seem to notice that there was anything wrong.

Even though I didn’t feel his hands through the fake-tits, I let out a little moan anyway as he squeezed them, making his cock jump even harder in his pants.

You had to be quick, remember. A voice spoke inside my head, and I realized that I’d been enjoying this so much that I’d forgotten my original objective. If I let this get too far, he would discover what I had between my legs, and forget getting into the club in that situation –  we’d be lucky to leave this place without black eyes.

I put a hand on his chest and pushed him away a little. He seemed to resist initially, but when he saw me dropping to my knees in front of him, he got with the program. “I think we should let this little guy out,” I said, squatting in front of him, my hands undoing his belt as his cock continued to twitch in his pants.

“It’s definitely not little,” he said, and my first real look at it confirmed that he was right.

Holy Fuck.

His cock practically bounced out as I got his pants out of the way. It was far bigger than I’d been expecting –  far bigger than anything I could have ever imagined. It seemed to be about 9 inches long, and of equally impressive girth. There was already a hint of pre-cum oozing out of the tip –  there was even a small spot on the crotch of his boxers –  and the way it throbbed inches from my mouth made it clear just how urgent this man’s need was.

“It ain’t gonna suck itself.” His words knocked me out of my trance, and I realized with a blush that I’d been stunned silent by the size of the damn thing.

You have to be quick. The voice in my head spoke up again, and I stuck my tongue out almost immediately.

I ran my tongue along his quivering tip, lapping up his precum, the throbbing of his bulging head thrumming through my tongue as I worked him. It didn’t taste bad –  in fact, it didn’t taste like much of anything –  just salt and heat and lust.

He groaned up above me, his cock twitching, his hands finding their way to my head.

That’s my signal.

I opened wide and dove right in. His cock, massive as it was, stretched my lips as it entered me, the hot, throbbing veins pulsing against my cheeks as his manhood sank deeper into my maw. His fingers curled up in my hair –  which wasn’t really my hair at all but still worked splendidly for this performance. His hips shifted, and his cock continued to sink even deeper into my mouth. Deeper and deeper until there was nowhere else to go, until the quivering tip of his cock was brushing the back of my throat, making me gag.

“Just like that,” he whispered, his fingers massaging my scalp as his cock furrowed itself into me.

I couldn’t speak with a mouthful of cock of course, so I had to settle for a subdued moan as he began to pull out. And then another when he pushed in again, running his cock through all the spaces it had gone through the first time –  with far more ease.

Another couple of seconds and he was face fucking me, his fingers intertwined with my hair, his hips firing away to a steady beat as his cock plunged deep into my mouth, tip scratching the back of my throat with every pump. Spittle started to run down my cheeks in the following seconds, and the grunts from the bouncer were getting heavier and heavier. Every subsequent pump came with more force, and every time his tip touched the back of my throat I found it twitching harder.

He’s getting close. I thought to myself, and wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock. If I can keep this up for a few more seconds he’s sure to cum. I slid my tongue along the underside of his shaft, letting the pulsing veins push all their heat into me.

“Fuck.” He grunted up above me. “That feels fucking fantastic.” I squeezed my lips along his shaft as he pushed into me again, and almost instantly I felt a shudder run up his legs. I raised my eyes to look up at his face, only to find his head thrown back, eyes shut tightly in concentration.

Just a few more seconds. I squeezed my lips even harder. Pumped the base of his shaft even faster with my hands. Wrapped my tongue around his cock even tighter. All in a bid to get him to cum into my mouth.

But he didn’t.

He tired me out for the next sixty seconds, and even though his cock had grown to an almost unbelievably large size during the time, and even though his tip quivered harder than I’d ever imagined with every pump. He still hadn’t come.

“I wanna finish inside you.” His voice was rushed, and I pretended not to hear him as I continued to suck on his cock.

But he wasn’t one to be deterred.

“Hey.” He pulled out of my mouth, leaving nothing but trails of spit running down my freshly empty mouth. “I said I wanted to finish inside you.”

The crescendo of panic had been building up inside me from the moment I first set foot into this room, but now it had reached its apex. There was sweat running down the side of my face, my heart was beating faster than it ever had, and even though I was on my knees, I could feel my legs shaking underneath me with pressure.

Get a grip. The voice in my head said. You can do this. He won’t find out if you do everything perfectly.

You have to take control.

I was on my feet in an instant, wrapping my fingers around his cock as I pushed him to the other edge of the room. There was an old, beat-up couch in the corner, and if I had any chance of salvaging this situation, it would have to be on that couch.

“Lie down.” I pushed him onto the couch with a rather firm touch. The way his cock danced in my hand told me that he liked my assertiveness.

I looked up quickly and decided that the light in the room was bad enough that I’d be able to get away with it. “Are you ready,” I purred, stepping over him onto the couch, one leg to either side of his torso.

“Can’t you tell?” He smiled and pointed with his eyes towards his throbbing monster cock.

“But we’re playing by my rules here.”

“Huh,” he said, but before he could voice his confusion I turned to face the other way, my back to him, as I pulled the back of my panties down just enough to expose my asshole. Maybe he said something as I lowered myself onto his shaft, or maybe it was just some noise from the outside, but I didn’t notice any words, and whatever he’d had on his mind melted away as I grabbed his cock and pointed it directly at my asshole.

I knew my first time would hurt, and I knew that I should have been more prepared for it, but despite these shortcomings, there was still a flurry of excitement bubbling up inside my stomach.

I took a deep breath and pushed down until his cock was inside me, gasping through the whole fucking thing.

“Jesus Fuck,” He groaned. “You’re so fucking tight.”

I could feel my virgin asshole stretching around his cock, could feel the hot veins throb against the wall of my hole. It was different from having Daisy’s finger up there –  that’s for sure. But while it did hurt a little, the pleasure I felt from his heat in my ass was good enough to offset any inconvenience.

It being my first time and everything, I wanted to take it slow, but when the bouncer’s massive hands found their way to my hips, I realized he had other ideas. I wasn’t sure how much he could see from behind me, but I angled myself a little so my cock wouldn’t come into contact with his pelvis when he pulled me down.

I put a hand between my legs, and even though my panties were still holding everything together in the front, I grabbed my cock just to make sure.

Even after all these years, I’m not sure if he knew the truth about me and went along with it anyway, but the way he fucked me for the next few minutes is all the proof I need that he enjoyed every fucking second of it.

Gently, I began to move my ass up and down, rising and falling on his cock as he grunted underneath me. I felt every vein, every ridge, every bump in his cock scratch the walls of my needy hole, and with every passing second, the pain that I’d felt from his initial penetration started to mellow out.

He went deeper with every subsequent pump, and before long both of our hips were working in tandem, firing off against each other as our bodies shook. It was beginning to feel good –  really fucking good. So good in fact, that my cock was getting really hard. I slipped my hand down my panties and pulled it up, securing it tightly against the waistband. This way, facing away from him as I was, there would be no way for him to notice anything amiss.

“You’re fucking amazing.” He groaned, and I started to bob up and down on his cock even harder, forcing louder grunts from him.

My own cock continued to swell in my panties, and his member kept going balls deep into me with every pump. Before long he hit a spot inside me that lit everything up. A spot that sent waves of heat and pleasure running through my body every time he made contact with it.

And he knew it too. Maybe he could tell because of the way my body shuddered when he hit that spot, or maybe he could just tell because of the way I moaned whenever he did it. But he could tell where that spot was, and pretty soon he was hitting it with every single pump.

“Fuuuck,” I half-screamed, half-moaned, the waves of pleasure building up inside my body threatening to overwhelm me. “You’re so big.” My voice had gone shrill, my mind had gone blank. The only thing in the world that mattered to me at that moment was my asshole and the cock inside it. His fingers dug into my hips, my ass slapped down onto his belly producing the sexiest sound, and my own cock thrashed and jumped against the waistband of my panties.

“I’m… gonna … come.” His own voice was pretty much gone as well, replaced with his hot and heavy breathing.

I felt the insanely strong rushes of euphoria run through my body one last time, and then an indescribable heat took root in my asshole. I moaned as his cock quivered one last time against my G-Spot and then he all but screamed as he erupted inside me, flooding my tight hole with a massive gusher.

“Oh Fuck.” He almost shouted.

And I felt his load continue to flood my anus, filling up my tight little asshole to the fullest in a matter of seconds.

All of this was too much for me, and less than a second later I found my own cock twitching one final time, before I spilled my seed along my belly, little spatters running down the insides of my thighs and onto his legs. But he was too far gone to notice any of that in the moment, too far lost in his own euphoric release to realize that I’d had my own little orgasm a second after him.

Whether he noticed anything off about me I still don’t know. But we ended up getting into that club ahead of the entire line, and for what happened once we were inside the club…

Well, that’s a story for a different time.

The End.


Sissies Pounded: Transgender, Crossdressing, Feminization (Femme Pleasures Book 3)


Synopsis:

The officer is eager to put his hand between my legs — but will he still be smiling when he sees what I've got down there? 

Daisy and I are on our way back from a night of partying when I ask her to pull over so I can relieve myself. Only problem is I never expected to meet four tall and muscular cops in the middle of the woods — and I definitely didn't expect to have an embarrassingly infantile accident in front of them.

The only question now is how far Daisy and I are willing to go to be let off the hook. They seem eager to get inside our panties, but I'm not sure how they'll react when they find out what we have hidden beneath.

Sissies Pounded is part of a series and is best enjoyed after you've already read the first two books. It can be read standalone but the characters involved are introduced in previous installments of the series.

18+ audience only.


Chapter One


Jess

If you’ve reached this part you probably already know about how Daisy and I met. And I’m going to go out on a limb here and assume that you also know a little something about how she introduced me to the world of feminization. About how she dolled me up and took me out so that I could experience for the first time what it felt like to be a woman.

The story I’m going to tell you today is set, very naturally, after the events of the two that you have already read. This was a few months after the events at the club: where Daisy had put me in panties and I’d been fucked by the bouncer before he let us in. In the time that had passed since, I’d taken more and more to being a woman. It started off with me occasionally putting on a pair of panties when Daisy and I would be having our ‘alone time, but I quickly realized that my appetite for this sort of thing was bigger than what I’d originally imagined.

Within a few weeks, I started taking hormones that Daisy had suggested. The effect wasn’t immediate, but it was still tangible. I started to dress almost entirely in dresses and skirts and my choice of underwear went from boxers to panties. The hormones kept working their magic all the while, making subtle changes to my body that helped me look and feel more feminine. My voice changed within a couple of weeks, my hips started to flare out about a month into the whole thing, and by the end of the second month, I had a tight little pair of breasts developing on my chest. My thighs became softer, my face became rounder, and pretty soon I started walking and talking like a full-blooded woman.

I even dropped the name Josh and started going by Jess. A name that Daisy had suggested –  no. A name that Daisy had insisted upon. “You look like a Jess,” she’d said one night while we lay in bed after having fucked each other’s brains out. “That’ll be your new name.” And just like that, I became Jess.

And so, a few months into my feminization, Daisy and I found ourselves in a town characterized by its cold weather and its empty roads. Daisy had taken me out partying of course, and even though it was freezing cold outside, she’d insisted that we both wear sexy outfits. I’d talked her out of making me go bare-legged, but she’d only relented when I offered to put on a tight pair of denim shorts with sheer, black stockings underneath. I can’t quite remember the top I wore, but I’m willing to bet that it was tight and that it was white since that’s pretty much all I wore back in those days.

We had a pretty good time at the club she took us to, dancing and partying throughout the night. Before we had to leave, however, I felt a familiar pressure in my bladder. I call it familiar because it had been popping up and reminding me of its presence throughout the night, but I’d ignored those signals because I didn’t want to leave the dance floor and get stuck in the long toilet queue.

“Babe,” I said, walking up to Daisy who seemed very busy grinding her ass on some tall guy’s dick. “Babe.” The music was blaring loud enough that I had to repeat myself, and only then did Daisy take notice of my situation.

“What is it?” She said, eyeing me from head to toe. “Why are you fidgeting?”
 

I felt a bit of heat rise to my cheeks at her comment. Was I really being that obvious about my predicament? Would others be able to tell that I was barely holding back the flood that raged inside me?

Not wanting to yell in front of the guy behind her, I pulled her away from him and moved my mouth right next to her ear. “ I need to go to the bathroom.”

She giggled as soon as she heard me admit to my need. “What are you coming to me for?” She asked. “The bathrooms are over there.” She pointed to the other end of the club, where a hallway broke away from the main floor.

“I know.” I started walking towards the sign for the toilets, dragging her by the arm with me. “But I didn’t want to go alone.”

“You can be such a baby sometimes, Jess.” There was a hint of playful mockery in her tone, but she followed along anyway. “I’d have thought you were confident enough going to the bathroom by yourself now.”

“Shut up.” We crossed the dance floor with her giggling or yelping all the while behind me. “You brought me to this place, so you get to accompany me while we wait in the line.” The words had just about left my mouth when we turned into the hallway that led to the bathrooms, and the sight that awaited us there made my heart sink.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath as Daisy caught up to me. There was a massive line for the toilets, I could count at least thirty people in front of me, and even if they only took two minutes each, that would still mean waiting for about an hour.

“Big line.” Daisy was standing next to me now, her arms crossed under her breasts. She was wearing a blue, shiny dress that hugged all of her curves magnificently, and despite the bitter cold we’d have to face as soon as we stepped out of the building, her legs were completely bare.

“This will take too long,” I said, crossing my legs. “ I don’t think I can wait that long.”

Daisy turned her head to look at me now, her lips pursed into a thin line. “You have to go bad, huh?”

I nodded with a pout, tapping my foot impatiently on the floor.

“I’ll be honest, Jess,” she said to me, a hint of genuine concern in her eyes now. “This line will take way too long, but we can be back at the motel in twenty minutes if we leave right now. Can you wait that long?”

I weighed my options for a moment, but a rather urgent pang from my bladder told me that I didn’t have the luxury to slack around. “I’ll just have to,” I said, pushing my legs together and putting my hands on my sides.

“Let’s get going then.” And it was Daisy leading the way now, holding my hand as I walked behind her, the surges from my bladder getting stronger and stronger with every passing second.


Chapter Two


Jess

I was usually the one who drove but given my current predicament, we both agreed that Daisy should be the one doing all the driving today. I hopped into the passenger seat as Daisy fired up the engine, and within a few seconds, we were on our way.

The inside of the club had been well heated, but as soon as I stepped outside I felt the icy bite of winter. A great shiver had run its way up my spine, and the added cold had done nothing but urge on the liquid sloshing around inside me.

It was getting much harder to hold back the flood.

“You need to go faster,” I muttered, crossing my legs underneath me. “It’s starting to hurt.”

Daisy gave me another concerned look, turned onto the long, single-lane road that led to our motel, and stepped on the gas. But even with the car going faster, our travel time wouldn’t be cut down too much. I did the math in my head and came to the realization that Daisy probably wouldn’t be able to get us to the motel before it was too late.

The surges from my bladder started coming quicker and quicker, and after only a short five minutes, the pressure became nearly unbearable. When Daisy looked over at me next I had twisted my body into the most unnatural shape, my feet underneath my butt, and both hands jammed urgently between my legs.

“Babe,” she said, from the driver’s seat. “Do you think you can make it back to the motel?” She had taken to driving faster and faster over the course of our journey, which meant that we were now going way over the speed limit.

I considered her question for a brief, silent moment. Even though I’d known Daisy for about half a year now, I didn’t want to appear too childish in front of her by admitting that I wouldn’t be able to make it back to the motel with dry shorts. But the mounting urgency from my bladder seemed to be screaming out at me to let her know. After all, having her pull over somewhere would still be better than having to go in my pants.

“Jess,” Daisy repeated herself, the car going even faster now. “Do you want me to pull over?” She could very clearly see how close I was to losing control, and was probably starting to get genuinely worried for me.

“Yes.” I didn’t meet her eyes when I said the words, and I could start to feel the beginnings of a strong blush creeping up my neck.

“Okay.” She stepped on the gas even harder. “I saw a spot where you can go while we were coming here. It’s coming up just ahead.”

“Just be quick.” My bladder was practically screaming for release now, and I was starting to feel the genuine danger of having an accident in my pants for the first time since kindergarten. Daisy was driving faster than ever now, and her full focus was on the road.

“There,” she said suddenly, and my eyes instantly darted towards a large advertising board on the side of the road a little ahead of us. There was a lot of shrubbery surrounding it, and even a few large trees to offer additional cover. It looked like the perfect place to take a leak in public, and if I’m being honest it looked pretty much like heaven to me given my urgent state.

The last few seconds before we got to that spot were utter torture, my bladder screaming and moaning with need, but I still managed to make it there with dry panties. I threw open the door and jumped out before the car had even come to a full stop, my hands darting for my shorts as I took quick, labored steps towards some cover, my legs pressed tightly against each other to avoid any leakage before I managed to get my clothes out of the way.

I rushed behind a tree as fast as I could and continued to struggle with the button in my shorts as my bladder primed itself for release. I was so involved with my struggle in fact, that I failed to notice the sound of rustling coming from behind me as I pawed at the extremely tight waistband of my shorts.

And when I’d successfully managed to undo that button, and had dropped halfway into a squat, I felt someone calling out to me. “You there.” The voice was masculine, and it was accompanied by an almost blinding flashlight shining on me. “What do you think you’re doing?”

I froze where I stood, my heart stopping for a brief second as a thousand dangerous scenarios ran through my head. As my eyes recovered from the temporary blinding that the flashlight had given me, I felt a wave of relief run through me as I realized that the person that had discovered me wasn’t some creepy serial-killer, but a uniformed police officer.

This relief was short-lived too, however, because I suddenly became hyper-aware of the fact that my bladder had had enough, and was now starting to give way.

So there I was, a fully grown adult, bent at the waist with a police officer illuminating me with his flashlight, when my bladder finally relaxed itself. There was a large hiss as the pee forced its way out of my dick, the heat, and warmth, and shame soaking my panties and my denim shorts immediately. I could do nothing but stand there with fast reddening cheeks as the liquid snaked its way down my legs, wetting the insides of my thighs as it ran down my sheer tights and formed a puddle between my feet.

A few other figures started to emerge from behind the first police officer as I was still in the process of peeing, and even though I couldn’t quite make out their faces, I could tell from their uniforms that they were police officers too.

Not only had I stumbled into the worst possible place to relieve myself, but I’d also ended up wetting myself in a very compromising position. And I’d done it all with a patrol car full of tall, muscular cops watching on.


Chapter Three


Jess

No one said anything for a while. I continued to pee, the liquid making a subdued hissing sound as it made its way down my legs, and the officers continued to watch me in what I must assume was a stunned silence. This strange deadlock of stillness was only broken when I heard another set of footsteps approaching from the road, and there was no doubt in my mind as to who these could belong to.

“Jess,” Daisy yelled out from somewhere beyond the bushes. “You alright in there? Did you make it?”

The fresh wetness clinging to the insides of my thighs reminded me, with an embarrassing sting I might add, that I had, in fact, not made it. Not even a little bit. But I wasn’t very well going to yell out and tell her that I’d been caught short. Especially not with what looked like four very perplexed police officers standing before me.

So I said nothing, which didn’t matter too much in the grand scheme of things because Daisy walked onto the scene no longer than ten seconds later. I saw her emerge from behind a thicket of bushes, and her eyes went wide as death as soon as she took in the scene in front of her. I could sympathize with her here since a number of terrible thoughts would have passed through her head as she saw me half squatting with a number of men shining their flashlight on me. But the moment of panic was short-lived, and her eyes receded back to their regular size when she realized they were in uniform.

“Umm,” she said, grabbing the attention of all the officers. “Is there a problem here?”

They all turned their heads to look at her, and much to my relief, the flashlight stopped illuminating my humiliatingly sad state, and instead brightened the area around Daisy. Again, the officers took a few seconds to take a good look at her. Dressed as she was in her tight little dress, she looked wholly out of place here. But then again, I was even worse off, because while I also had a sexy outfit on, I’d gone and ruined it with my pee.

“Are you two together?” It was the officer with the flashlight who’d spoken and judging by the authority in his voice, he was in charge here.

Daisy took a second before replying, her eyes slowly panning to my bent-over form once more as she took in the sorry sight of me in wet shorts and glistening tights. She turned her head back to the cop again before speaking. “Yes,” she said. “Has my friend done anything wrong?”

The cop looked over at me too, eyeing my shamefully bent body from head to toe with a languid slowness. “Your friend here.” He shone the flashlight on me again. “Was about to urinate publicly when we caught her. That’s a pretty serious offense around these parts, miss.”

I felt my heart skip a beat at his words –  made worse by the fact that his tone sounded pretty serious.

“But like you said,” Daisy replied, standing up for me like she always did. “She didn’t end up going through with it, did she? Seeing as how she still has all her clothes on.”

“That’s not how it works, miss,” the lead officer said again. “She clearly had the intent to engage in public indecency.” He lowered the flashlight to illuminate my crotch and my legs now, both of which were still glistening from the after-effects of my accident. “And she did end up urinating publicly, even if it was only in her clothes. I’m afraid we’ll have to take her into the station for booking.”

“That’s a load of bullshit.” Daisy was getting more aggressive now, and seeing the looks on the officer’s faces I didn’t think that was the right approach.

“There’s nothing to worry about, miss.” One of the other officers spoke up this time. He seemed younger, closer to our age than the others, but he was at least six and a half feet tall. “Your friend here will get off with a slap on the wrist, but we have to take her in and complete the documentation.”

My heart had been beating faster and faster throughout this whole exchange, and now I found myself imagining the possibility of walking into a busy police station with piss-soaked clothes. The blush that had been building up inside me all this time crept up even further, making my cheeks bright red against the cold of the night. But even as I was dreading the worst, I could tell that the gears behind Daisy’s eyes were turning, and perhaps a plan was hatching in her mind.

“What if we settle this matter here?” Daisy’s tone had changed. She sounded softer now. More persuasive.

The lead officer raised an eyebrow at her. “I’m sure you’re not suggesting a bribe, miss. Because that would mean I’d have to book you and your friend.”

“Nothing of the sort, officer.” The beating of my heart kept getting more and more erratic as Daisy’s plan unfolded in front of me. But the wicked smile spreading across her lips signaled to all that she was far from scared. She walked up to the lead officer slowly, and with every step, she took, more and more understanding dawned on the officer.

By the time she had reached him, the officer already looked like he’d accepted her offer. And as soon as she dropped to her knees in front of his crotch I saw the other three cops shifting their hungry gazes onto me. 


Chapter Four


Jess

The first thing I felt as the three police officers made their way over to me was fear. Fear because of the lust in their eyes, and fear because of what they’d find if they ripped my shorts off.

The second feeling, rather surprisingly, was excitement.

A rush the likes of which I hadn’t felt in quite some time ripped through me as their feet fell on the snow on the ground, the sounds of old leaves and crisp twigs crackling under their footsteps as they marched their way over to me.

I took my eyes off of them for a brief second and made eye contact with Daisy, who already had her bare knees on the snowy ground, her hands slipping into the belt of the lead officer. She looked over at me as well, and we communicated with only our eyes. A buzzing had already started rearing in my backside the moment she’d walked over to the officer, and the words dancing in her eyes told me that she knew all too well what I was feeling.

And that she probably set it up that way.

The other cops reached me a second later, and as soon as they put their hands on me the swirl of excitement inside me grew in intensity. I very well could have asked them to stop, and seeing how they had been treating me until the lead-up, they definitely would have respected my wishes.

But I never asked, and they never stopped.

The tallest one, the one who’d spoken in place of the lead officer, put himself behind me, and spread his hands over my ass, gripping the cheeks tightly within his fingers, denting the soft flesh of my tush with his impressive strength.

Suddenly, I was very aware of the wetness in my shorts once again, and another, stronger blush started to creep up my neck. But as the other two officers also started putting their hands on me I realized that they did not care about my infantile accident.

In fact, judging by the vigor that their hands moved with over my pee-soaked legs, it seemed to only be turning them on that much more.

There was a pair of hands on my tits, a pair on my ass, and a pair on the insides of my thighs. I felt the tingle of arousal grow inside me, and pretty soon I found my own cock getting hard within my cold, wet panties. The officer behind me was kissing my neck as he groped me, letting his tongue run over the most sensitive skin on my body, forcing me to squirm where I stood. The one running his hands along the inside of my thighs was already on his knees –  he seemed to be especially interested in the wetness of my tights, and even though I could not quite understand why he liked it, I was still in awe of the fervor of his passion.

The third officer had already fished one of my breasts out of my blouse, and even though it was still very small at that point, he sucked on it with more intensity than I had anticipated.

The men around me were getting excited. Very very excited. And most of that excitement was spilling over to my body. I could feel warm tingles emanating from where their hands and their tongues touched me, and I could feel rushes of warmth cascading down my skin. Amidst all of this, my own cock began to swell even further in its wet, cotton prison. And a trace of fear started to slip into my mind at the thought of what was to come.

These officers obviously did not know what they would find between my legs, and with the way they were going it was only a matter of time before I would be fully exposed, and only God knows what would happen next. This wasn’t like the time with the bouncer at the club –  back then I’d been in control of the situation, and I’d taken advantage of the bouncer’s horniness and the lack of lighting in that room to finish him off with my ass.

But I wasn’t in control here, and there was no way I was getting out this undiscovered.

The guy between my legs had taken to running his hand further and further up my legs, and he now rubbed it mere inches from my throbbing cock. The trace of fear inside my mind expanded, and my heart started beating faster as the body’s natural response. I looked over at Daisy for some support, but she seemed busy with her own thing.

The lead officer’s pants were around his ankles, and Daisy was busy sucking the ever-living fuck out of his cock. He had his hands wrapped around strands of her hair, and his own head was thrown back in utter ecstasy. The way he was thrusting his hips, and the way his knees shook underneath me told me that he wasn’t very far from climaxing in my girlfriend’s mouth.

My attention was forced back to my own predicament when I felt something brush my cock, and even though I’d imagined it being the guy between my legs, the first person to discover the truth about me was the tall, young police officer who’d had his hands on my ass this whole time.

While I’d been looking at Daisy, he’d apparently reached the end of his patience and had slipped one hand underneath me in a bid to reach what he thought would be my pussy. But even as his hand had stretched itself over the bottom-most part of my ass, and even as his finger had curved underneath the wet bottom of my panties in an attempt to reach the front –  he hadn’t found what he’d been looking for.

Now he had his entire hand clamped onto the wettest part of my shorts, with his middle finger brushing against my pulsing cock. The other two guys were still going at it, one sucking my tit and the other caressing my thighs, but the young officer behind me stood frozen in shock.

I felt my heart stopping as I waited for the hammer to drop. It was a weird situation to be in, and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t scared out of my fucking mind. But there was still a hint of thrill to it. The kind of thrill I’d never quite known I wanted, but the kind of thrill that had fast become a staple of my life ever since I met Daisy.

And the kind of thrill I’d found myself starting to crave.

The officer and I both remained frozen for a few more seconds, and then, without notice, he slipped the rest of his hand forward, securing the entirety of my cock within his grip. I felt myself pulse in his palm, and the shiver of fear that had started taking root inside my brain evaporated, leaving behind an abundance of space for other, more pressing emotions.

As if on cue, I heard the lead officer let out a strained grunt, and as soon as I looked over in his direction I found him convulsing against Daisy's mouth, no doubt in my mind that he’d just spilled his seed down her throat.

The officer behind me cleared his throat as he continued to massage my cock through the wet shorts, and I could tell straight away that an announcement was coming. “It’s our lucky day boys,” he said, grabbing the attention of all the other cops. “We’ve got a couple of sissies on our hands.”

This was the first time I’d heard that word used for me, and even though one might think it a degrading term, the fire that I felt raging inside me as he called me a sissy was enough evidence that I did not mind it one bit. 


Chapter Five


Jess

Everyone froze where they were as soon as the tall officer revealed the truth about me, and a number of eyes made their way over to the bulge in my wet, soggy shorts. A bulge that the officer was now caressing between his fingers, a bulge that made it apparent to all just what I had between my legs.

This period of inactivity was brief, and within the span of a few seconds, I felt more hands slipping between my legs. The other two also took their time fondling my pulsing dick, as if they wanted to confirm for themselves what their friend had just announced.

One by one the hands brushed my cock, and one by one I felt the rushes of pleasure running up my body getting stronger. I looked over at Daisy again, and she was back on her feet as well, the lead officer eyeing her with a raised eyebrow, with his hand riding up the inside of her legs. I saw his eyes widen as his hand made its way to her panties, and then I saw a grin encase his face.

What have we gotten ourselves into?

“You girls should have told us earlier,” The officer announced loud enough for everyone to hear. “The boys over at our precinct love us some sissy action.”

Another hand sampled the package between my legs, and another surge of pleasure ripped through my body.

“You’ve been holding out on us.” It was the tall officer. And he was speaking right into my ear, warming me with his hot breath. His hands reached for the waistband of my shorts, and a second later they were slipping inside, making contact with my wet, naked flesh. I gasped at the touch –  at the cold of his fingers. But the further he got the more arousal I felt. My cock was standing hard at attention now, and my heart was beating at a break-neck pace.

“Such a tight ass,” the officer whispered into my ear once more. Butterflies erupted in my stomach, and I felt myself growing weak at the knees. The officer that had been sitting between my legs ran his hands all the way up my soaking wet tights now, the cold, damp fabric rubbing my skin in the most erotic way.

“You wouldn’t mind if we took these off, would you?” He asked, and the only response I could conjure up was a trembling nod. He did not even hesitate for a moment, taking his hands to the task of yanking down my wet shorts, and tearing apart my soiled tights. In a matter of seconds, I was left standing with only a pair of tiny, wet panties to guard me against the cold of the night –  and pretty soon the panties were off as well, leaving my bottom completely bare as the men around me took their hands to the task.

I don’t quite remember who did what. Just that there were a lot of hands on me: fondling my ass, playing with my cock, fingers running up and down my crack. All while I moaned and trembled and shook.

Pretty soon I felt something hot and pointy rubbing into the small of my back, and the officer standing behind me spoke in a rushed tone. “I can’t wait any longer,” he said, voice strained by pure, unadulterated lust.

My asshole buzzed with a pleasant warmth as I heard the sound of him undoing his belt, and I instinctively found myself bending over at the waist in anticipation. Another rustling, this time of his pants falling to his knees, and then his hands were on my hips, guiding me to a tree nearby. “Brace yourself against that.” He was short of breath, so it was a good thing that I didn’t need to be told twice.

I spread my legs, opening up my asshole for easy access, and bent at the waist, bracing myself against the large, oak tree as his hands continued to squeeze my hips. The next sound I heard was him spitting his hand, immediately followed by a wet, hot cock head making contact with my needy hole.

Shudders of pleasure ran through my body as his cock came began to enter me, and it is hard to remember who moaned harder as he finally slipped inside. Heat and pleasure furrowed themselves into my asshole, ridges, and veins and pulsating pleasure spreading me open and making its way deep inside me.

“Fuck me,” I moaned, and he was all too happy to oblige.

He began thrusting immediately, his pelvis slapping into my tight little ass with every pump. His cock sliding in and out of my asshole with little resistance. Pretty soon I was moving my hips to the rhythm of his stroking, and squeezing his cock with the tightness of my hole.

“Fucking hell,” he grunted behind me. “You’re so fucking tight.”

I clamped down on him even harder as he said this, and an almost animalistic scream spilled forth from his lips. He was about halfway inside me at this point, but he stopped where he was, his fingers digging deeper into the flesh of my hips. He kept screaming, and his cock shuddered in the naughtiest way inside my asshole before it erupted, flooding me with the cream of his passion.

The scream only ended when his climax did, and he all but collapsed onto me in the aftermath, panting heavily as he did so. The entire thing had lasted only about forty seconds, and I could tell from his silence that the poor boy was embarrassed by his performance.

In the moments following his ejaculation, I felt his cock soften and slip out of my asshole. I took the opportunity to look for Daisy, only to realize that she was no longer here. And neither were two of the other officers.

Another surge of panic took me by surprise, and I found myself speaking up. “Where’s my friend?” I asked, and before I knew it there was another strong set of arms wrapping themselves around me, gathering me up in a carry. “Same place we’re taking you.” It was the officer who’d been fondling me between my legs the whole time, the officer who’d been strangely attracted to my pee-soaked clothing.

He carried me across the bushes, and we exited into a clearing on the other side. It was a small, hidden space just off the road, and it had a police cruiser parked in the middle. The doors for the cruiser were open, and the seats were pushed all the way down. I couldn’t make out a lot from where we currently were, but I could see Daisy inside that cruiser, along with the lead officer and the cop that had been sucking my tits. There was a lot of movement inside, and her feet were all the way up in the air. I would have been worried for her had it not been for the moans of pleasure coming from inside the car, and for the wicked smile still stretched across her lips as the officers took turns fucking her.

“Are you going to fuck me in the car too?” I asked as he carried me, and he bent his neck to look down at me as soon as I spoke. My cock twitched with attention once more, and the guy carrying me smiled down at it, realizing full well that his friend hadn’t been up to the task of getting me off.
 

“Not enough space in the cruiser for all of us, doll.” He walked up to the hood of the car and set me down ass first on it. I felt the cold sting my naked cheeks, and I couldn’t help but yell out in surprise. “We’re gonna have to make do out here.”

The weather was harsh, the accommodations were far from ideal, and the man in front of me was a complete stranger. Despite all of these facts, I still found my asshole gaping for more cock, and I still found my dick pulsing with fervent urgency.

“So what are you waiting for?” I asked, grinning up at the police officer, who started undoing his belt. His pants dropped to his ankles within a few seconds, and he laid me down on the hood of the cruiser, leaning in and planting his lips on mine as my tush continued to stick to the cold metal underneath. I felt his tongue swirl around in my mouth, and I felt one of his hands ride up inside my shirt until it was groping my tits.

I moaned into his mouth and felt his cock twitch against my bottom. A rush of heat elapsed between us as we kissed, and it became evident that he could not wait any longer. The officer pushed one hand up my thigh, which was still a little wet from my earlier accident –  a fact that only made his cock harder. With his tongue still swirling inside me, he pushed my leg up over his shoulder and slid his cock between my ass cheeks. I was still a wet, sloppy mess down there, with the last officer’s cum still swirling inside my asshole. So this time, when a newer, harder, and more forceful cock tried to enter me, the process was all that much easier.

I moaned into his mouth again as he filled me up completely, his cock feeling much bigger than the last officer’s had. He kept one hand on my thigh, he kept one hand on my tits, and he kept his tongue firmly inside me as he began to thrust.

He was far more skilled than the last guy had been and far more demanding. Within a few, short seconds his hips were firing away at top speed, his cock grinding all the way into my tight little hole as I gasped for air. He went deeper than the other cop had –  deeper than the other cop could. And not even a minute into the whole ordeal he hit an especially tender part inside my hole. A spot that made me squirm and shudder and moan with need as his hot, pulsing cock made contact with it. He could tell from the way I moaned that I liked it, and so he set to his task, hitting that same spot over and over again as my screams continued to come harder and faster.

My hips began to move to his rhythm of their own accord, and my cock began to rub against his belly with every stroke, a hint of precum oozing out and lathering his skin.

“Fuck,” I moaned between our kisses. “Your cock is fucking amazing.”

“And your asshole.” He was grunting hard now, with how fast his hips were moving it was a surprise that he had any breath left to talk with at all. “It’s so fucking tight.”

I clamped down on him in the same way that I’d done with the last officer, but this was a man who was not so easily conquered. He responded to my tightness with an increase in intensity, and whatever control I thought I could muster was lost as he began to ravage my hole in earnest. Hitting spots inside me that I’d never even known existed. Spots that made my insides light up with hot, sweltering euphoria.

A few more seconds into the whole thing I began to scream with every pump, moaning at the top of my lungs as his cock impaled me again and again. As his twitching, throbbing, bulging head itched scratches inside me that I’d had no idea about.

The waves of pleasure thrashing inside me threatened to overcome me, and I felt a white, hot wave of pleasure emerge from inside my asshole. My cheeks, red as they were from the cold, shuddered underneath me in the most erotic way, and the next time his cock slid inside me. The next time his head made contact with my G-Spot, I felt my vision go black.

I screamed as the orgasm took over my body, euphoric pleasure ripping through my very being like a particularly strong ocean wave. My entire body convulsed, and before he had withdrawn for his next stroke I felt the pleasure concentrate in my cock, spilling out with unmatched intensity as I came all along his belly.

He didn’t stop though. And he never gave me a chance to recover. He kept on pounding me with merciless abandon even after I’d come. Kept sliding his rock-hard cock in and out of me until it was finally time for his orgasm.

He stopped as he was balls-deep inside me, and grunted one final time as his cock twitched before flooding me with more cum than I’d ever seen. His lips were still on mine, and his tongue was still inside me. The hand on my tit squeezed hard, but the one on my thigh squeezed even harder. All while he continued to pump my boy-pussy full of his never-ending seed.

All while I continued to scream and moan into his mouth.

When he finally pulled out of me there was an overabundance of cum dripping out of my hole and onto the hood of the car. My mind was numb from all the pleasure he had just given me, and if it wasn’t for the biting cold, I might have passed out right there and then.

I turned my head to look through the windscreen of the car. Daisy wasn’t in the same position as had been the last time I’d seen her. Instead, she was on top, riding the lead police officer as he sat back on the reclined seat. She was bouncing on his cock with far more intensity than anything I could have managed, and when she froze a few seconds later, the muscles in her back contracting in the way they did whenever she squeezed her asshole, I knew she’d finished him off, and the thrashing from the officer underneath her only confirmed the fact that he’d spilled his seed inside her.

But none of that was surprising, given how good Daisy was. The surprise came later, when she stepped out of the cruiser, dress gathered around her tummy, her bottom bare as rivulets of cum kept trailing down the insides of her legs.

She walked over to the officer who’d fucked me first and put her hand on his chest. “Seeing as how none of you were good enough to make me cum,” she said, a grin spreading across her lips as her cock stood full at attention. “How about you finish me off?”

And in a sight that I still find shocking all these years later, the guy went to his knees, and put her tiny little cock in his mouth.

They did end up taking us to the station that night, but it wasn’t to book us.

The end.


Trapping the Billionaire.


Synopsis:

All I want is to dress up like his wife –  and maybe his cock between my cheeks?


What’s one night?

I make my way up the stairwell as silently as I can. This part of the house is shrouded in darkness, but even in the absence of light, I can see how grandiose everything is. There’s more opulence marking this massive stairwell than there is throughout my house. Muffled noises from the party bounce around the walls as they’re carried inside, reminding me that I am not alone here. Reminding me that someone could walk in on me any moment and catch me.

How thrilling.

My feet make no noise as I rush up to the first floor where I’ll find the room I’m looking for. I’ve been thinking about this day for a long time, and I’ve been training myself too, so all of this goes by as seamlessly as possible. The backpack I have on has a familiar, almost comforting, weight to it. I run my hand along it anyway, my paranoid mind bent on ensuring that I have everything I need for the night’s activities.

I pad across the carpeted floor, my eyes flitting from side to side in case someone walks out of any of these massive doors to either side of me. But no one does –  most of the house’s inhabitants are on vacation, and any servants or staff are probably busy serving the guests in the garden.

Which is exactly why I chose tonight for my little excursion.

I still stay as silent as I can –  there’s no point putting myself at extra risk –  and make my way through multiple rows of rooms, passing paintings and wall hangings that look expensive enough to be worth several years of my salary. I spot the room I’m aiming for: it’s the largest one at the end of the hallway, with a large, golden door for an entrance. Trepidation takes root in my stomach as I approach my target. After all, I’ve never actually been in here before, all my knowledge of the mansion comes from second-hand sources, and although I have no reason to believe that I’ve been lied to, you can’t really blame me for being extra careful.

I take the last few steps up to the door and then take one final look around to ensure that there is no one about. I’m in good enough shape that the little run up the stairs isn’t a problem for me, but I still feel my heart starting to beat a little faster as my hand stretches out for the door handle.

But all the worry and trepidation I had swirling inside me evaporates as soon as I push open the door, replaced with a flurry of butterflies erupting in my belly.

It’s her room.

I can tell just by the scent –  but the massive portraits of her likeness hanging on the walls are also useful in way of confirmation.

My heart skips a beat as I take my first step into the room, closing the massive door behind me and locking it so that I’m not followed. Just being in here is enough to make me feel woozy, and I feel all kinds of desires sprouting up from inside me.

How long have I been trying to get in here? How long have I been trying to live the life that belongs to the person who actually resides here?

There is so much I would do, but one quick look at the clock tells me that I don’t have time to screw around.

Where’s the wardrobe?

I dare not turn the lights on for fear of getting spotted from the garden, but my eyes work perfectly well in the dark, and so I scan the room until I find what I’m looking for.

Bingo.

I spot a sliding door on the other side of the room and I make my way to it immediately. I slide open the door and step inside. This time the lights turn on automatically, and I can’t help but jump where I stand due to the sudden illumination. Trails of worry creep into my heart, making it beat faster.

There are no windows in here. I remind myself. You’re completely safe.

I calm the erratic beating of my heart for a few seconds, and then I let my eyes wander the magnificence around me. There are more clothes around me than I have owned through my entire life, rich and shimmering fabrics hanging on every side as if to beckon to me.

If I had the choice I’d just stay here all night, trying on every possible outfit –  it would take more than the entire night, in fact, but I still feel like I can manage it if I cut out sleep entirely…

Focus. The voice in my brain speaks up, and the pleasant warmth rushing through my backside reminds me that I have another objective for tonight. One that can be accomplished with just one outfit. And one that has a time limit to it.

I unsling the backpack and throw it to the ground. Within seconds I’m out of my clothes, my body fully naked to the dry, cold air in the room. I peek over at the large mirror to my right and admire myself for a few, lingering moments. I’ve made sure to shave myself completely smooth in preparation for tonight, which leaves the feminine curves I’ve been cultivating on my body on full display.

Five months in the gym. I remind myself. Working to grow larger glutes, shapely hips, and thicker thighs. It’s a shame there’s no exercise to grow out your tits, but I have the next best thing tucked away in my backpack.

I throw open the zipper on the backpack and pull out a padded bra. It’s tailored perfectly for my body, and once put on properly, gives the impression that I have cute little B-Cup tits. There’s a pair of panties tucked away in my bag too, but I feel my adventurous side taking over, and so I leave them in there.

I throw the bra on and turn my attention to the drawers in front of me. The first one I pull open reveals a number of bras, something that I don’t currently need, so I move on to the next one.

Bingo.

It’s a drawer stuffed full of panties of all colors and types. From thongs to bikini bottoms to french cuts. I feel my mouth watering just looking at all the choices I have in front of me, and for a few moments, my brain is paralyzed by the decision. But then the voice inside my head sends out its timely reminder.

You don’t have all night.

I pick out a pink thong made out of extremely soft silk and wrap it around my bum, tying the strings around my waist until the fabric is hugging me completely. My tiny little cock springs to life as it makes contact with the cool silk, but my lack of size down there ensures that there isn’t a visible bulge.

I turn back to the mirror and turn my body around to get a better look at my ass. The silk looks lovely against my body, and the way the string on the back rides up my crack is enough to make any man’s mouth water. I check the front again and ensure that there’s nothing untoward visible.

After I’m convinced that the fit is perfect, I turn my attention to the clothing. Again, I could spend hours here picking out the perfect outfit, but the lack of time dictates that I pick out something sexy, wasting as little time as possible –  which isn’t a particularly hard task given the size and quality of this wardrobe.

Hello There.

My eyes fall on a body-con dress made out of black, shimmering fabric, and I decide immediately it’s what I’m going to wear. I walk over to where it's hanging and pull it off the hanger, feeling the soft, shimmery cloth in my fingers before I put it on. The fit is a little tight – but not in a bad way. It flares around my bulging ass, making me appear even sexier. My long, shapely legs are on full display underneath, and the silicone padding underneath the bra makes it seem like I have a healthy amount of cleavage.

Perfect.

I glance at the clock again and confirm that I’m still on track on that front.

No time to waste.

I pull out a blonde wig from my backpack and make my way over to the vanity. The makeup process doesn’t take too long –  after all, I’ve had a lot of practice. And so, in about fifteen more minutes I find myself completely transformed. The reflection staring back at me from the mirror is that of a busty, hot babe. My face is dolled up with makeup, a look dominated by the bright red lipstick I’ve put on, and the dress shows off my delicious curves perfectly.

The last thing I do before I leave is to put on the pair of heels I brought with me. And then one last look at the mirror before I’m out of the wardrobe, out of the room, down the stairs, and out into the garden to join the party.

I turn heads as soon I walk onto the scene, men craning their necks to take a better look at me. And I enjoy it too. The long-awaited thrill thrums through my body and I milk the moment for all its worth, sticking my butt out as far as I can, walking as slowly and as sensually as possible.

I see the need in their eyes as they glance at my body, drinking in the thickness of my curves. I feel their throats tightening as they look at my legs, hear their hearts thumping as they stare at my lush ass.

So many of them want me, but none can have me.

My body is reserved for the host of this party. The man whose wife’s clothes I’m wearing right now. The most powerful man in this gathering –  no. The most powerful man in this city.

I find him standing by a bunch of other guests, and as soon as he lays eyes on me I feel him freeze.

Can he tell that I’m wearing his wife’s dress?

His eyes stay locked on my body, and my heart begins to beat to an irregular rhythm once more. I feel the nervousness from before leaking back into my body, and my legs begin to waver underneath me. I like to think that I’ve thought this plan through, but I wasn’t banking on Roy McMillan recognizing his wife’s dress on someone else's body.

Still, no point backing out now.

I steel myself, take a deep breath and start walking towards him. His body shifts even as he stands there, but his eyes remain locked on me, staring right into my soul as I take slow, calculated steps towards the richest billionaire in the country.

“Hello,” I say, in the girl voice I’ve been practicing all these months. It comes out sounding way better than I’d expected.

“Hello yourself.” He raises his glass of champagne in front of him as a way of greeting, and his eyes narrow suspiciously on my body.

“Luna.” I’m standing inches from him. Inches from his large and muscular body.

“Roy.” His eyes are still narrowed, and he seems to want to say something to me.

“Why are you looking at me like I’m a thief, Mr.Roy?” My heart skips a beat as I say this line, but I’ve been finding myself more and more daring as the night has gone on.

He seems taken aback by my directness, and his features soften as a result. “Nothing of the sort, Ms.Luna. I was just thinking about how pretty that dress is. I think my wife has just one like it.”

“Your wife?” I raise an eyebrow. “I’d love to meet a woman with such good taste.”

“Not possible sadly,” he replies. “She’s on vacation.” The hunger in his eyes is palpable, and I can all but feel the waves of desire washing off his body.

I step in even closer, closing the distance between us even further. “And why would a married man be having such a lavish party in the absence of his wife?” I can almost feel his heartbeat.

“Comes with the territory.” He extends his arms out to either side, as if to remind me that he owns everything around us.

“And does flirting with young women who remind you of your wife come with the territory?” I know I’m being way too brazen, but there’s no way I’m going to back off after coming all this way.

I hear him suck in a large breath, and then I feel his body shifting right next to mine. My cock is getting hard inside the panties again, the tip rubbing against the soft silk as the man of my dreams stands mere inches from me.

“What gave you the impression that I was flirting with you, Miss Luna?” His eyes are staring directly into mine, his breath is falling on my face. There’s a half-smile breaking out across his lips, almost like he’s trying to stop himself but his body isn’t listening to him.

Now’s your chance, Luna.

I put my hand on the bulge in his pants, feeling his manhood throbbing through the fabric of his trousers. I lean in even closer to him, until my mouth is right next to his ear. “This,” I say, running my fingers through the outline of his cock. A cock that shudders delightfully in my grip as the most powerful man in the city struggles to maintain control.

All pretense is dropped, and I feel his breathing become heavier. “As I’ve already told you, Miss Luna,” he says, speaking each word as slowly as he can manage. “I’m a married man.”

My mouth is still next to his ear, so I don’t have to move at all to say this next part, but I squeeze his cock gently all the same. “What’s one night, Mr.Roy?”

And just like that he’s dragging me behind him as he hurries off. There are people all around us, and many of them watch on as the married billionaire walks out of the party with the hottest chick in there. But none of them say anything, and if they know what’s good for them, they’ll keep their mouths shut about everything that happens tonight.

He leads me, in a state of utter frenzy, to the pool room on the edge of the garden. He has his hands slipping down my backside even before we’ve entered the room, his tongue forcing its way inside my warm and wet mouth the instant we’re alone.

I feel his bulge grow in his pants, and as he presses his body tightly against me I feel his manhood throb against my belly. He moves on from my mouth to my neck, his tongue leaving wet trails along the sensitive flesh. I squirm in his grip, and his fingers squeeze into my tush, forcing a quick moan from my lips.

“Who are you?” He’s already short of breath, his cock is already grown to twice its original size.

“Not important.” I slip my hands into his belt and undo it as he keeps kissing my neck. “The only thing that matters tonight is you fucking me.”

His cock throbs violently at the mention of the word ‘fuck’, and I fish it out of his boxers as soon as the belt is undone. He groans as I run my fingers along his hot, throbbing shaft, his legs nearly quivering underneath me.

I stroke him once, his entire body shakes.

I stroke him twice, and he lets out a powerful grunt.

The feeling of having this hot, pulsing cock in my hands is unexplainable. It’s a feeling that I’ve been chasing for longer than I can remember, and now that I have it here in front of me I’m not going to squander it.

My first instinct is to drop to my knees and suck him off, but a warm buzzing in my asshole serves as a vital reminder that these things never last as long as you want them to.

Seize the moment.

It’s the voice in my head, and I see no reason to disobey it. I grip the cock tighter in my hands and turn around to face the wall. “I want you to fuck me,” I say, pulling my dress up to my hips with my free hand, leaving my ass bare save for the tiny thong-string I have between my cheeks. “In my asshole.” His cock throbs within my grip as he hears these last words, and that is confirmation enough that he wants this just as much as I do.

If not more.

I undo the thong and watch it fall to the ground between my feet. There’s almost no light in the room, and I’ve already made sure to trap my cock in the folds of the dress so it isn’t visible. The only thing Roy sees is my asshole, and from the way his cock dances in my hands I am assured that it appears inviting.

“You’re an awfully direct woman, aren’t you Miss Luna?”

I guide the head of his cock to my needy hole, and only reply when I feel the heat of his manhood throb between my cheeks. “Comes with the territory I suppose.”

And then, before he can say anything else, I push backward, enveloping his cock within my tight, needy hole. Almost instantly I feel a strong electric current rush through my body, and I feel his hands slapping into my hips as he holds on for dear life.

We stand there for a few seconds, enjoying the feeling of each other’s bodies. “Do you like that, Mr.Roy?” I ask even as his cock throbs inside my asshole.

“Yes,” he replies, short of breath already.

“Then we should get a move on.” I brace my hands against the wall in front of me and start to push back ever so slightly.

“I guess we should.” He tightens his grip around my thighs, and then he begins to thrust.

The first few times his cock goes in are painful, but very soon I find my asshole expanding around his magnificent girth, and it’s not long before his cock is sliding in and out of me with complete ease, our hips working together in tandem as his pelvis slaps against my tush.

“You’re so fucking tight.” His voice is strained. I can feel him near the edge of the line.

“And you’re.. soo… big.” I begin to move my hips even faster, sucking more and more of his humongous cock inside my boy-pussy. His engorged head is hitting the naughtiest spot inside my hole, lighting my entire body up with pent-up pockets of euphoria.

His grip on my hips is getting tighter. The twitching of his cock inside my asshole is getting faster, and the moans spilling from my lips are getting louder.

The pleasure builds and builds until there’s too much of it. Until there’s nowhere for it to go. I scream as the heat of his cock runs through my body, ripping through me like a tsunami of pleasure.

“Fuuuck,” I moan as the best orgasm of my life thrashes through me, my cock erupting along my own belly, my knees becoming weak underneath me.

I nearly fall, but his strong, reassuring grip holds me up –  holds me up so he can keep going at it. He pumps my ass again and again even after I’m spent, pounding my hole with merciless abandon until he’s reached the end of his own line.

Then his cock quivers one last time, and he pauses balls deep inside me, his body shuddering violently before his release.

And what a release it is. He floods my hole with his cum, his cock all but exploding inside me, drowning my G-spot in ropes of his love juice. He comes and he comes until he can’t come anymore. Until his balls are emptied into the tight depths of my asshole.

And when he finally pulls out of me the cum splatters onto the ground underneath, spilling out in trails down my shapely legs.

I’ve pulled down my dress before he’s had a chance to collect himself, and I’m out of the door before he realizes what’s happened. I only realize I don’t have any panties on when I’m already at the door, and at that point, there’s no reason to go back.

The end.


Dressed in her Panties.


Synopsis:

The boss's daughter wants me in her panties! 

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

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




Dressed in her panties is the first book in a series of erotic short stories that will feature the characters introduced here. It contains adult language and themes and is suitable only for a strictly 18+ audience.


Chapter One

The first time I laid eyes on Asha was at the yearly company barbecue. A lot of my colleagues had brought their families along with them. There was food, games for the children, and a very wholesome attitude.

Well, wholesome other than Asha that is.

She was the CEO’s daughter and she was only nineteen years old. Despite her youth and inexperience, she had a very swashbuckling personality and was very commanding and bossy around people. I guess she got that from her father. On the day in question, she was wearing a black crop-top that showed off all of her midriff and a healthy amount of her beautiful cleavage. The skirt that accompanied the top was equally provocative, tight and short, and barely covering all of her naughty bits. She wore bright red lipstick, and her hair was done up in a sexy little ponytail. Most of the men at the party were having a hard time keeping their eyes off this sexy nineteen-year-old, and I’d see them taking glances every now and then, but this job was too important to me, and so I kept reminding myself to not slip up and do something stupid.

I’d heard stories about her before. About how she’d gotten with one of her dad’s employees right after she turned eighteen. They’d been discovered together in a supply closet, and if the rumors are to be believed they were in a very compromising position. The guy got fired of course, because what self-respecting man would keep an employee on after he’s seen fucking his eighteen-year-old daughter on company premises. Which meant I had just one mission for tonight: to not end up like that guy.

But as you will probably be able to tell by now, things didn’t work out exactly as I wanted them to. Asha was rebellious. And she was devious. Once she set her eyes on a target she didn’t halt pursuit until she’d gotten what she’d come for. And although I did not know it yet, I was her target for tonight.

I had just finished a round of drinks with some work buddies when I felt nature calling. The bathrooms were all the way over on the other side of the field that the party was set on, so I set off in that direction before my need became too uncomfortable. Perhaps she had her eyes on me before this, or perhaps she only took notice when I broke away from the group and set off for the bathrooms. But whatever the reason, Asha ended up following behind me without my knowledge.

I shut the bathroom door behind me and pulled my dick out of my pants to take a piss. I regarded my cock with a bit of disdain as I started to pee, frowning at the lack of size I possessed down there. Now that I was no longer around her, I let the images of Asha that I’d tucked away in my brain play behind my eyes. But along came the instant realization that I could never please a woman as hot as her with something as feeble as my dick. Perhaps if I built up the rest of my body with exercise I could enjoy more success with the ladies. But as it stood, I was skinny all over, cursed with delicate features and an overly womanly body.

I was just about done pissing, my cock still in my hand, when I heard the door to the bathroom open behind me. My first instinct was to ignore it since it was probably just another guy in here to take a leak, but then I heard a feminine giggle from behind me, and I froze where I stood.

I turned my head to find Asha standing behind me, covering her mouth with a hand as she struggled to hold back her laughter. Her eyes stared right at my crotch. “It’s so small!” she laughed, and I felt my heart sink to the bottom of the ocean. I shoved my tiny dick back in my pants as she continued to laugh, a deep blush rising to my cheeks at the humor in her eyes.

“T… Th… This is the men’s room,” I said, in what must have sounded like a weak, frail stutter.

“Is it?” She asked, putting a hand on her hip and staring me down. “I doubt it. After all, you can’t be a man with dick as small as that.”

I just hung my head in shame, the blush dominating my cheeks fully.

“In fact,” she said, giggling once again to punctuate the middle of her sentence. “You almost look like a girl too. With those tiny arms and those flaring hips.”

I put my hands in my pockets and continued to stare at the bathroom floor. She was the boss’s daughter after all, and even if I had been man enough to reply to all these insults, I couldn’t risk jeopardizing my job in this way. So I continued to shift my feet around and stand there with my head hung, waiting for the moment when she’d get tired of berating me and go away on her own.

“Tell me.” She took a couple of steps into the bathroom now, letting the door close behind her. “Are you wearing women’s panties under those pants?”

This finally got a rise out of me, and I shot back immediately. “No, I’m not. Why are you saying that?” I’d intended to come off as strong and commanding, but my voice ended up creaking in the middle of the sentence, and I seemed more pathetic than ever.

“Because if you don’t have women’s panties on, then maybe you should.” I raised my eyes a bit to look at her. She was already beyond the door to the bathroom, and she had her gaze locked directly on me. Without looking away, she took one hand and snapped the bolt on the bathroom door, locking us both in here.

What the fuck is she doing? I thought to myself, her comment about the panties still ringing around in my head as my heart began to beat more rapidly.

She took slow, calculated steps towards me, her shapely hips swaying from side to side in the most sensual manner. She kept creeping closer and closer until her youthful, curvaceous body was mere inches from me. Until I could make out the outline of her bra and smell the sweet scent of her young body. My cock began to harden a little in my pants, but I had nothing to worry about on that front because it wouldn’t make a noticeable bulge anyways, given how small it was.

Her big, round eyes stared into mine and she bit her scarlet red lips as she regarded me with a look that I couldn’t quite pin down.

And then, in a move that I could never have expected from her, she grabbed the hem off her deliciously tight skirt and pulled up to reveal her creamy, naked thighs. And then she pulled some more. Pulled until I could see the olive-colored panties that she had on underneath.

I felt my heart beating at about a thousand beats per second, my brain jumbled with more emotions than I could count.

“W–  what is this?” I barely managed to get the words out, my tongue swelling up with how much pressure I was finding myself under.

“It’s what you want,” She whispered right next to me, large, brown eyes practically glittering in front of me.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

Fucking hell. She wants me to fuck her. And I’m going to end up getting fired like the other guy. I don’t even have any savings that I can rely on. And who the fuck would hire the guy that fucked the last boss’s daughter? My life would be ruined.

But even as all the negatives ran through my mind, my cock continued to betray me. It continued to pulse and throb within my pants, and even as little as it was, the added blood flow meant that it kept getting harder.

She gathered her skirt until it was right around her hips, and then she took her hands to the waistband of her panties, hooking either thumb in there as she gave me a wicked smile.

I gulped hard but said nothing.

She winked at me. The kind of wink that sent shocks running through my body. The kind of wink that made my cock throb with heightened desire. The kind of wink that would make any man freeze where he stood. And then she pulled her panties down. Pulled them all the way to her ankles before stepping out of them in a slow and sensual manner.

Then she stood back up, pulled the skirt back down, and held the panties up right next to my face.

“Here you are,” she said, that bright smile still on her face.

“W–  what do you mean?” I was still stuttering.

“You know.” She laughed.

“I… I don’t.”

“You wear them of course, silly.”

At first, I thought she was kidding, but the dead serious look on her face as I tried to brush it off as a bad joke made me reconsider. Suddenly, I found my heart all but stopping as the panties swayed inches from my face. As my boss’s extremely hot daughter pursed her lips into a disapproving pout. A pout that would, very frankly, put the fear of God in any company employee.

“I won’t.” I couldn’t. No matter how hot she was. No matter what I’d get out of this. I simply couldn’t bring myself to wear women’s underwear.

Her eyes narrowed, and her pout became even more pronounced. “If you don’t,” she said. “Then I’ll just tell my dad that you tried to fuck me in here.”

“But I didn’t.” I was starting to panic now.

“Doesn’t matter.” She rolled her eyes. “He’ll obviously believe me over a low-level employee like you.”

I weighed my options quickly, and I’ll admit freely that the hard-on in my pants played a big part in my choice. But back then I told myself that it had only to do with the fact that she was threatening me, and so I quickly grabbed the panties out of her hands, a gesture that made her burst out laughing once again. Much to my embarrassment.

“Someone’s really excited about this.” She continued to giggle, and even though I wanted to tell her to shut up, I said nothing.

I turned to go into one of the stalls, but she stopped me before I could get a step in. “What is it?” I asked her, only to find that the smile on her face had disappeared again.

“Where do you think you’re going?” She said, eyes narrowing in on me again.

“To the stall, to put these on like you wanted me to.”

“Oh no. You don’t get to go to the stall. You have to put them on right here where I can see you.” She turned her neck to look at the bathroom door. “Besides, the door’s locked. No one else will see you.”

Again, I took a few seconds to weigh my options and came to the sad realization that I had no way out of this. With how deep I already was, it was in my best interest to simply agree with whatever she wanted and to get this over with.

So I let out a sigh, unfastened my pants, and slid them to my ankles. I took off my shoes, and stepped out of the pants completely, leaving me only in my white boxers.

“Those come off too.” Asha had her arms crossed under her chest as she looked on at the whole process.

“I know.” I had already resigned to my fate, so I pulled down and stepped out of my underwear. Before I had a chance to put them anywhere, she grabbed them from my hands and stuffed them into her purse.

“Will I get those back?” My shirt was hanging low enough to cover my dick, but I still had a protective hand hovering over my crotch so that my shame would not be that easily viewable.

“We’ll see.” She wasn’t one for explanations, that Asha. Came with getting everything you ever wanted in life I suppose.

I gulped hard as I surveyed the feminine underwear in my hands. They were a pair of olive bikini bottoms, and as hot as having Asha’s panties in my hands was, I couldn’t believe I was actually going to be putting them on. I looked up at her pleadingly one last time, my lower lip trembling as I tried to dissuade her with a feeble look in my eyes. But she remained unmoved, and just cocked a hip as she waited for me to go through with it.

Out of options once more, I bent over to step into them.

She started laughing again as the panties slid up my legs. Maybe she was laughing because she caught another glimpse of my tiny cock, or maybe she was just laughing at the sight of a grown man putting on a pair of panties. But whatever it was, it was extremely humiliating.

I felt dread in the last few seconds as the panties slid up my upper thighs, and I was more than a little embarrassed as the waistband snapped into place around my hips, but as soon as the crotch of the panties came into contact with my cock, I felt a rush of pleasant emotion ripple inside me.

This actually feels kind of good. I thought to myself, wiggling my butt around to get the panties to fit perfectly, my cock rubbing against the slightly damp bottom of the panties –  presumably from Asha’s sweat.

“Wait,” she cried out, her voice almost shrill. “You actually like this?”

Fuck. How could she tell straight away? I hadn’t even said anything yet. I tried to find the words to speak up and tell her that she was mistaken, but she kept laughing, and I ended up saying nothing.

“This is the first time someone’s actually ended up liking it.” She continued to laugh, her eyes nearly watering with how much fun she was having. “I can’t believe you’re actually enjoying this.”

Again as before, I said nothing. I just pulled my pants back up and fastened the belt. The panties felt nice against the fabric of my pants, much better than what my boxers had felt like. And the first thought that jumped into my mind was whether other people would be able to tell what I had underneath my pants.

Because if they couldn’t, I could see myself doing this more often…

“What about you?” I pointed towards her crotch, reminding her of the fact that since she had just given me her panties, she had nothing on down there.

“Oh don’t worry about me. I rarely wear panties anyway. Just feels freer this way.” An image of her exposed pussy as she skipped about the barbecue ran through my mind, and I found myself getting hard in her panties once more.

“Well?” I realized she had been saying something to me that I was too zoned-out to register.

“Yes?” I asked, suddenly attentive again.

“I said you should leave before I do.” She ran a hand down my pants and grabbed my ass, leaning in closer until her mouth was right next to mine. “So nobody suspects anything about us.” Her voice was a whisper, and the feeling of her hot breath on my face made my cock even harder.

“Y… yes… of course.” I tried my best to gather myself, but the words still came out sounding pathetic. “I’m leaving now.”


And so I did, with her still giggling behind me. But I found myself caring less and less about the humiliation she’d been inflicting upon me, and more and more about how the panties felt on my body. I thought about how the back of the panties bunched up and rode up my ass, the fabric nestling itself snugly between my cheeks. I thought about how the front rubbed my cock and my balls and how the waistband gripped my hips. 

Hips that began to sway subconsciously as I walked back to the party.


Chapter Two

The feeling of those panties secured around my tush was giving me all kinds of problems down there. They rode up my ass every time I moved around and tugged at my cock when I tried to shift my feet around or squirm into a more comfortable position. But when I say I had ‘problems’ I’m not talking about how the clothing sat on my body. No, no. Sure, the sensation of a pair of panties around my butt wasn’t one I was acquainted with, but it was still far from unpleasant.

The problem, then, was not the fact that I had panties on. It was how my body reacted to being in them. My cock continued to pulse within its cotton prison through the night, throbbing and pulsing for release as it sat against the cool fabric of Asha’s underwear. It wasn’t just the fact that they were panties. They were her panties. A pair she’d had on until fifteen minutes ago. A pair that still held her scent, still held lingering traces of her body. Traces that were now wrapped around my bum, traces that rubbed up against my cock in the most exciting way.

And of course, there was the issue with her presence.

She made sure to hang around in the same area that I was in. Always finding excuses to get near me, bending down in a way that offered up all of her delicious cleavage for my eyes. I tried to keep my eyes to myself, but you couldn’t really do that with a woman as sexy as Asha. Still, I kept trying to remind myself that she was still my Boss’s daughter –  a boss that was notorious for being both a hard ass and a fiercely protective dad.

I’d just thwarted her latest attempt at riling me up when Asha made her way to one of the long tables that were being used to serve the food. She made sure to stand directly in my line of sight, and then looked back to make sure that I was watching, a deviously wicked smile on her face as she eyed me surreptitiously. I was just about to look away when she faced away from me again and bent over at the waist as if she was leaning down to pick something up. My heart nearly stopped as I saw her skirt rising up.

She doesn’t have any panties on.

Time began to slow down, and my cock thrashed violently within the panties as Asha continued to bend. The skirt kept rising, and by the time her hands were touching the ground, I could peek at the bottom of her pussy lips peeking out from under her skirt.

My cock was stiffer than it had ever been before, and although I did not notice it immediately, there were beads of sweat forming on my forehead.

For how hot it had all been, the moment ended rather unceremoniously when Asha got back on her feet and time began to move regularly. My heart was still beating at about a million beats per second, the sweat that had started forming on my forehead was now trickling down the side of my face, but the party went on around us as if nothing had happened.

And for them, perhaps nothing had.

Nobody else had noticed the boss’s nineteen-year-old daughter flashing her pussy for anyone to watch, and I was glad for it. What if someone else had seen? What if they’d brought it to her father’s attention? What if she squealed, and singled me out for the reason why she no longer had her panties on? Getting fired would have been one thing, but this imaginary scenario would have ended up with me being humiliated in front of hundreds of people for wearing panties.

By the time I regained my senses, I saw Asha walking to the other side of the field, where there were a lot of very tall trees. My eyes scanned her body once more, and I was at least glad to see that her skirt was back in place and that she wasn’t flashing her pussy anymore. But the way her hips swayed as she walked away told me that she wanted me to follow her, and these suspicions were all but confirmed when she stopped for a second and looked back at me, telling me with nothing other than a single look from her eyes that I’d guessed correctly.

And so, with my heart beating rapidly, and my cock hard as a rock in my panties, I saw no other option but to follow her. 


Chapter Three

I followed after her, maintaining a little distance of course, as she walked to the edge of the field. There was a lot of overgrowth before the treeline started, which meant that I lost sight of Asha by the end, but I kept moving forward regardless.

I stumbled across the treeline, my eyes flitting about to see where she’d gone off to. A part of me was still scared of following her so brazenly, but there was something about the panties I was wearing that was giving me more confidence than I’d ever had. And so I ignored the warning signs rising up from deep within me, and walked into a small clearing that was surrounded by a thicket of trees.

Asha was standing in the middle of the clearing, looking every bit as radiant as she had out there –  no –  she was looking even more radiant now that there was no more artificial light around. The moonlight shone directly on her, illuminating her perfectly sexy form as it stood out against the backdrop.

For a few seconds, I did nothing but look at her, taking in every detail of her tight little body. The way her tits almost begged to be let out of her top, the way her legs shone in the pale blue moonlight, the way her ass stretched out the tight little skirt she had on.

And the way her naked pussy rested beneath all of that.

“Are you just going to stand there,” she asked, speaking up to break the silence that I had been carrying. “Or are you going to get your ass over here?”

Needless to say, I didn’t keep standing there.

I half walked, half ran over to her, the cotton panties rubbing deliciously against my ass as I moved my legs. She threw her hands around me the moment I neared her and pulled me into a passionate kiss. I wasn’t sure what was happening, or why it was happening, and most of all as to why it was happening to someone like me.

But I loved it all the same.

I surrendered all control over to Asha, her lips firm against mine, her tongue forcing its way inside my mouth, her hands moving down my sides as she pushed her leg against the bulge in my pants, my cock throbbing as violently as it ever had.

Less than an hour ago I was in the bathroom pitying myself for having a penis that couldn’t please a woman, and now here I was, making out with the hottest girl I’d ever laid eyes on. Everything made that much hotter by the fact that I had a pair of her panties on while we did it.

Her tongue continued to work against mine, and her hands kept sliding down the side of my torso until they’d reached my belt. I wasn’t quite sure where this entire thing was going, but when she started slipping her fingers inside my pants I saw no reason to stop her.

“Mmmhm,” I moaned into her mouth, letting her know that I approved, and so she went further. Slipping both hands firmly down the back of my pants. I felt a strong, almost electric, shudder pass through my body as she splayed her fingers against the naked flesh of my tush, squeezing me down there in the most erotic way.

This would be as good as a time as any to mention that I hadn’t been very sexually active before this incident, which meant that this level of stimulation was already nearly enough to get me to the edge of the line. There was already a hint of precum oozing out to stain my panties, and I was sure that if Asha’s hands ever found their way to the front of my panties, I’d cream myself within a second.

Her knee pushed up against my bulge again, and another surge of pleasure ripped through my body, making me shudder in the most intense way. She grabbed my ass with both hands and spread my cheeks apart, eliciting yet another moan from my fully occupied mouth. She pushed her tongue deeper into me to thwart these unseemly noises and then she started running her fingers up and down my crack.

I felt the heat inside my body rising like a burgeoning wave with every passing second, and when she put one of her fingers directly onto my puckering asshole, I knew my time was all but up. “Are you ready for something special?” She broke our kiss for just a moment to speak to me but planted her lips back on mine before I could answer.

“Mmhm.” I mimed my approval into her mouth, and then, without further notice, she pushed her finger inside my hole, sending a wave of rippling euphoria thrashing through me. Her knee pushed up at the same time, all but squishing my dick against my body.

I knew I had reached the end of the line.

I did not know it by virtue of reason –  no, no. I was too far gone for that. I knew it in the way her finger entered my virgin asshole, knew it in the way my ass shuddered around her hand as the orgasm ripped through my body, knew it in the way my legs nearly gave way from underneath me, knew it in the way the most sultry moan spilled from my mouth into hers.

Knew it in the way my cock throbbed as I spilled my seed inside the panties she’d given me no longer than thirty minutes ago.

She kept kissing me even after I’d climaxed, and she only pulled away after she felt the wetness from my release against her knee. She took her finger out of my asshole, pulled her hands away from my tush, and took a single step back. Then she eyed me with the same naughty look she’d had on her when I first saw her in the bathroom.

“Did you like that?” She asked, crossing her arms under her chest, cocking an eyebrow at me to drive home the point.

“Y–  yes.” I nodded, my cheeks tinged red with both the aftereffects of the orgasm and the humiliation of creaming myself in her panties.

Her grin grew wider, and she reached for my crotch, grabbing the stain that had shown up on my pants. “You liked it a lot it seems.” She giggled. “Just look at how much you’ve come.”

My blush grew stronger. “It’s not like that,” I tried to speak up. Tried to offer some sort of explanation where none would have sufficed. “I just hadn’t been…”

She waited as I struggled to find the words. “Hadn’t been what?” She asked finally, still giggling.

“Hadn’t been intimate with anyone for a long time. It won’t happen so quickly next time.”

She laughed again, and I felt even more shame well up inside me. “Next time?” She asked, giggling all the while. “Do you really think that there’s going to be a next time?”

More shame. More humiliation.

“I just thought –” She was behind me before I could get the words out, and she dropped her hand once again, grabbing hold of my ass as she squeezed it once more. She leaned right next to me as her fingers dug into my tush, and whispered right into my ear. “I’m just teasing you sissy-boy. There’s obviously going to be a next time. And if you’re good enough, there’s even going to be a time after that.”

I felt my heart beating rapidly once again, and despite the fact that I’d just orgasmed a minute ago, I felt my cock starting to harden once more because of how she was grabbing my ass.

“Now you better leave before my daddy walks in here and finds us,” she said, voice still a whisper, breath still hot on my ear and my neck. “And you can’t very well walk back into the party with that huge ass stain on your pants, can you? People might end up thinking you pissed yourself or something.”

“It’s not that bad –” She cut me off again, squeezing my ass even harder.

“Trust me,” she said. “It’s pretty bad. You’re better off leaving.”

She was right, of course. The stain on my pants was huge, and there would be no hiding it once I walked back into the well-lit area where the party was happening. “Okay.” I sighed. “I’ll leave.”

“Good boy,” she replied, relinquishing her grip on my sweet, tender tush.

But I still couldn’t bring myself to leave. Not before I’d had a chance to see where things stood between us. And even though I was scared to death of Asha, I dared to speak up again.

“How will this continue,” I asked, putting all my courage into those words, which meant that I didn’t have any left to raise my head and look her in the eyes as I asked the question.

She giggled one last time, and slapped me across the ass with an open palm, making my tush jiggle in my panties. “You’ll know when I want you to know, sissy boy.” She laughed. “Off with you now.”

And then she was gone, leaving me standing in the middle of the woods with wet and sticky panties around my bum.

Even after all of this I couldn’t quite believe what had just happened –  couldn’t quite believe what I’d gone through. I didn’t know why Asha had singled me out and made me wear her panties, didn’t know why she’d called me over to the woods and started making out with me. I didn’t know why she’d slipped her hands onto my ass and squeezed me down there, didn’t know why she’d run her fingers through my crack, didn’t know why she’d fingered me to an orgasm in the middle of the fucking woods.

I didn’t know any of this. I just knew I liked it. And that I wanted more of it.

To be continued. 


Dolled up & Taken


Synopsis:

"The Boss's daughter has shown up to the office — and she's hell-bent on dolling me up."

As soon as I run into Asha again, I'm reminded of the night of the barbecue. I'm reminded of how she put me in her panties, and how she took me into the woods behind the field, I'm reminded of things she did to me — things that I might be better off forgetting.

But she has that same gleam in her eyes again, and this time she won't stop at just the panties. She comes back to my place, dolls me up, and pounds me like I'm a girl.




This story is the second installment in the Feminized by my Boss's daughter series and should be read in order after the first book Dressed in her Panties.


Chapter One

The next time I laid eyes on Asha was at our company’s annual ‘take your daughter to work day’. I myself, of course, was single and childless, so I didn’t have anyone to bring with me, but I knew well in advance that I would run into Asha on that day. I could barely sleep that night, tossing and turning in my bed as the thoughts from that day in the woods flooded back into my mind.

Why had Asha chosen me? Why had she put me in her panties?

And why the fuck had I liked it so much?

There was also the fact that her father was still my boss, and one wrong word from her and I would be out of a job. But no matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't figure out her reasons. It would be fair to say that I was terrified of the approaching morning –  but somewhere deep down, I was also strangely hopeful.

I went into work early that morning, and got settled into my cubicle before many of the other people started filtering in. Thinking about Asha’s beautiful curves in the comfort of my own bedroom was one thing –  but out here, in the middle of the building owned by her father, all the fear and trepidation was back. I surmised that my best chance of getting out of this situation was to simply hide out in my cubicle all day. After all, my boss wasn’t one to come in early, and Asha wasn’t going to show up before him. I thought that if I could keep hiding on the main floor and keep looking busy Asha wouldn’t have a chance to interact with me.

But of course, as you might well have gleaned by this point, I was wrong.

Asha showed up at the office in an outfit that I can only describe as grossly inappropriate for a professional environment. But she was the boss’s daughter after all, and so no one dared utter a complaint as she sauntered into the main floor with a red V-Neck blouse that showed off an ample amount of her creamy cleavage, and black shorts that stuck tightly to her curvaceous butt.

It was hard to take my eyes off of her body. Hard to keep away the memories from that night. But I had no choice other than toughing it out. I needed this job after all, and while things might have been different in the secluded woods, I definitely wouldn’t risk going up to Asha in the middle of the office. So I returned my eyes to my desk, and busied myself with work, paying little attention to whatever was going on around me. I saw glimpses of her as she galavanted around the office, and there were times when I could practically feel her looking at me –  but I never so much as lifted an eye in her direction, staring extra hard at my computer screen whenever she was near.

Eventually, though, nature called, and even though I delayed for as long as possible, I ultimately had to leave my desk to go to the restroom. I looked around the main floor and noticed that Asha wasn’t around, and so, chancing my luck, I got up and quickly made my way down the hallway.

This might also be a good time to mention that I had washed Asha’s panties –  the ones from last time –  and that in a moment of weakness that morning, I’d ended up putting them on before I came to the office. I’d reasoned with myself, rather foolishly, that I’d probably meet Asha today, and that if she wanted her panties back, I would have them on my person. I didn’t put much stock into what I would use as underwear after I returned her panties –  but then again I never really had any intention of returning them in the first place, all of these mental gymnastics had just been an excuse to wear them one more time.

I walked into the toilet and made my way over to a urinal. I threw open my zipper and pushed the silky fabric of her underwear to the side so I could push my dick through. The feeling of having those panties tighten against my butt as I pushed them to the side sent a shiver through me, and although I was still scared of the possibility that someone might walk in and get a peek at the underwear I was wearing –  the excitement from this whole thing more than made up for it.

I did my business, and as soon as I was done I heard the door open. Asha had very good timing it seemed, because she came in exactly as I was shaking my cock dry, and her eyes darted immediately to my crotch, a small giggle sounding from her mouth as she locked the door behind her.

Heat rose to my cheeks again, and I shoved my cock back inside my pants as quickly as I could, zipping them back up so as to avoid further ridicule.

“What do we have here?” She asked, approaching me, a distinct gleam in her eyes.

My heart had started beating faster the moment she had stepped into the bathroom, but every step she took towards me made me sweat all that much more. “You wouldn’t happen to have the panties I gave you that day, would you?” She asked, her voice a low, almost conspiratorial, whisper.

I considered lying but decided that there was no point. “Yes,” I said, and then pulled the waistband of my pants down slightly as evidence. Her eyes widened as she saw the olive-colored fabric peeking out from under my suit pants, and another giggle rose to her mouth, one she had to suppress with her hand.

“Have you been wearing them to work?” She was still laughing, still giggling. “I had no idea you were this far gone.”

Again, I felt a rush of heat to my cheeks at her mockery, but with it came the familiar tingle that I hadn’t been able to forget since our last meeting. “No,” I said. “I haven’t been wearing them to work. I only brought them along today because I knew I’d run into you, and that you might want them back.”

“If you say so,” she said with a mischievous smile, her eyes still glaring at the panties sticking out of my pants. “But you were wrong about one thing.”

“And what’s that?”

“That I’d want them back.”

“Huh? You mean you don’t want them back.”

“I don’t.” She crossed her arms under her chest, causing her breasts to perk up even harder, leading to a direct increase in blood flow to my cock. “In fact, I have something else for you.”

I had no way of knowing what the next words out of her mouth would be, but I knew for a fact that they would spell trouble. Memories from that night in the woods came flooding back into my mind with startling clarity, and I remembered, in vivid detail, the look that had been in Asha’s eyes when she’d first offered me her panties. The same look that I could see in her eyes right now.

“I don’t have time for your riddles, Asha,” I said, forcing myself to stay calm even as premonitions of my impending sissification loomed around my head.

Her lips curled into a sly smile, and she swung the large purse tucked under her arm to the front. She pulled out a red, lacy bra and let it hang from her fingers inches from my face.”

“What the hell is that?” I asked, my heart starting to beat erratically again.

“You know what it is.” She winked at me. “And you know full well what I want you to do with it.”

“There’s no way I’m putting that on.” I had to put my foot down somewhere, I couldn’t let her keep doing as she pleased, couldn’t let her keep toying with me. “And unlike the panties, if I walk out of here with a bright red bra under my shirt I’m sure people will notice.”

“I’m sure they won’t.” She wiggled the bra around in the air, and the smile on her face grew even wider. “I’ve seen how miserable the people at this office are, they rarely even look up from their desks. Trust me, no one will notice.”

She had a point –   and the fact that she had a point was making me sweat even harder. “That doesn’t change anything,” I said. “I already told you I won’t wear it.”

The look on her face changed almost immediately. The smile was replaced with a scowl, and the playful mirth in her eyes was gone, in its place was an angry glare. “If you refuse,” she said, stepping even closer to me, close enough that her face was right next to mine. “Then I’ll just tell daddy that you dragged me into the bathroom and locked the door. I’ll start screaming right now.”

“No one will believe that.” My heart was beating at about a thousand beats per second now, and my brain was scrambling for just about any idea to get out of this.

“Won’t he?” She crossed her arms again, and I realized that she was right. I realized that I had been dealt a shit hand and that I’d made it all the worse by wearing her panties today. Who would people believe if she started yelling right now, the girl whose dad owns the fucking building, or the perv who’s wearing woman’s panties?

With a sigh, I resigned to my fate and held out my hand. “Let’s just get this over with.” Again, the change in her demeanor was immediate, and she was back to the smiling, bubbly bundle of mischief that she had been a few seconds ago.

“Good girl,” she said, handing me the bra and taking a few steps back to give me the room that I needed –  or perhaps to get a better vantage point of my humiliation.

I started undoing the buttons of my shirt, but she stopped me. “Pants off first,” she said, pointing towards my crotch.

“Why?” I asked. “I don’t need to take off my pants to put on a bra.”

“Because I want to see how good the panties and bra look on you, silly.”

“You want me to strip to just my underwear in here?”

“Yes.”

“What if someone walks in here?”

“The door is locked.”
 

“What if someone knocks? What if someone wants to use the bathroom?”
 

“There are other bathrooms on the floor.” Again, she left me with no choice, and so I saw no actual way of getting out of it.

“Fine,” I said, taking my hands to my belt. Asha was overjoyed, and she pantomimed a few fast, excited claps to show her appreciation.

I eyed the door one last time, sucked in a mouthful of air, and pulled my pants down. Asha’s eyes narrowed on the panties that I’d just revealed, and the fact that she bit her lower lip looking at my crotch was not lost on me.  I removed my shirt next, and then my undershirt, leaving my body completely bare except for the panties around my butt. I looked up at Asha again and found her staring intently at me once again, her total focus devoted to taking in the sight of my nearly-naked body

“The bra,” she urged me on, a sense of urgency leaking into her words.

“Yea, yea,” I said, slipping my arms through the straps and placing them securely on my shoulders. Then I swung the ends of each clasp around my back and fiddled, rather unsuccessfully, to fasten them together. Asha let out a little giggle at my lack of skill and then stepped up toward me.

“You look like you need some help with that,” she laughed. “Turn around so I can tie it for you.”

I did as I was told, and turned around so that I was facing the mirror. Asha stepped up behind me until she was close enough to help me, and for the first time that day, I actually found myself considering the fact that I didn’t look all that bad in a bra.

It was red, and it was frilly, but it sat perfectly on my already feminine chest –  the fact that it had some padding to accentuate my ‘bust’ was just an added bonus. Although the bra didn’t match the panties in color, the two articles of underclothing still stuck tightly to my body, and they seemed to be a perfect fit. By the time Asha was done fastening the clasp, my brain was already slipping to places that I’d never let it slip to before. I was considering, for the first time in my life, that I might actually look better as a girl than I ever did as a guy.

“I… I look so good,” I said, twisting my torso around to take a better look.

“I know,” Asha put her hands on my shoulders, and leaned in even closer, her mouth right next to my ear. “But you know why you look so good, don’t you?”

By this point, I was completely lost in the moment. Any conflicting thoughts or fears had been swept away. “Why?” I whispered back, the tingling feeling of her warm fingers on my flesh cascading through my body.

She didn’t answer immediately. First, she slid her hands down my back, all the way until they were on my ass. “You’re so pretty.” She squeezed my ass, letting her warm fingers dig into my tush. “Because you’re my sissy girl.”

And it took all of my willpower to not cream those panties right that instant.


Chapter Two

Despite the fact that she got me all riled up, nothing happened between the two of us in that bathroom –  I came to learn later on that Asha was like that a lot of times. The type of girl that would tease you and then leave you hanging.

She walked out of the bathroom first, and we were lucky enough that she wasn’t spotted. Once I had my clothes back on I walked out of there too, and despite the fact that I was a nervous wreck, I made it to my desk without attracting any major attention – exactly as Asha had predicted. The rest of the workday went by uneventfully. I stayed at my desk and wasn’t bothered too much by my colleagues until it was time to leave. And even though they hadn’t noticed the bra during work hours, I was sure I’d be found out at closing time, so I put on my coat while we were still in the building, and closed all the buttons so no one could get a peek inside. Despite the fact that nothing was showing, I kept feeling that I was being watched as I walked out of the building. It wasn’t until I was actually inside my car that I was able to breathe a sigh of relief –  but even that was short-lived.

I got into the driver’s seat, locked the door, and put my keys in the ignition. I was just about to turn the key when I heard a voice from behind me.

“Hey.” It was Asha’s voice, and even though my brain recognized it in just about a couple of seconds, the shock of the whole thing still made me jump, causing me to hit my head on the roof of my car.

“Ow,” I said, rubbing the pain out of my head as Asha began to giggle from where she had been hiding in my backseat.

“Did I scare my little sissy girl?” She asked in what I can only describe as a tone you would use with a child. “I didn’t make you wet yourself, did I?”

“Knock it off,” I said, but even as the words left my mouth I patted my crotch to check if I hadn’t in fact leaked something into my pants due to the shock. Thankfully, my hand came back dry. “What are you doing hiding in here anyway?” I asked her. “Won’t your dad be wondering where you are?”

“I told him I was going to meet with some friends.” Asha pushed herself between the two front seats and tucked her legs underneath her. A second later, she half-lifted herself up and pushed herself to the front, planting her curvaceous bottom on the passenger seat right next to me. “He’s probably already halfway back home by now.” She smiled widely at me and put her feet up on the dash, revealing even more of her ample thighs in the process. “So we don’t have to worry about him.”

“And what exactly are ‘we’ planning to do?” I mimed the air quotes using my fingers. “That we would need to be worried about him in the first place.”

“We’re going back to your place, silly.”

I paused here –  not intentionally, mind you. It was a necessary pause, caused by the fact that my brain could not process the words coming out of Asha’s mouth. I had never, in a thousand years, imagined that a hot, gorgeous goddess-like Asha would mention the idea of going back to my place. But here she was –  and unless my ears were deceiving me, or my mind had gone to shit, that was exactly what she was saying.

“G.. go … back to my place?” I stuttered the words out with some difficulty, a slight blush rising to my cheeks at the implication. Asha’s first response, like it so often was, was to laugh at me.

“I love it when you act shy.” She laughed. “It makes you seem all that much more like the sissy girl that I know you are.” The idea of being called a sissy was still a little weird to me, but I had definitely liked looking at myself in the mirror back in the bathroom, and if being a sissy meant the chance to sleep with Asha –  well then I was all up for it.

“What are you waiting for, Sammy?”

Sammy.

If I’m being honest, I’d always hated my parents for naming me Sam. Growing up, there were four people in my class named Sam, and I was the only guy –  you can imagine how much ridicule that earned me throughout my school years. Because of this, I’d never really vibed with my own name, carrying it around more as baggage that my parents had bestowed upon me as their last ‘fuck you’ to me. But Sammy was different. Just from the way it rolled off of Asha’s tongue, I could see myself liking it. Could see myself identifying with it.

And so, with the new name playing again and again inside my head, I turned the ignition key, put the car into drive, and drove off towards my apartment building. 


Chapter Three

I was reminded of how run-down and poorly maintained my apartment was as we walked in, but Asha did not utter a single word disparaging my living conditions –  it seemed like she wanted to keep her ridicule restricted to my lack of manliness.

“So,” I said, leading her into the apartment and spreading my arms to either side of me. “This is my humble abode.”

“It’s lovely,” I knew she was lying, but it was still endearing to see her being nice –  perhaps there was more to this girl than I had originally imagined.

“It so isn’t.” I threw my work bag onto the only couch in the living room and offered her the seat. “But you’re kind for saying that it is.”

The moment I complimented her kindness the grin was back on her face, and she was making her way toward me with that same, cruel glint in her eyes. “I’ll have you know,” she said, walking right up to me and grabbing a handful of my ass. “That I am anything but kind.” She squeezed me down there, sending all kinds of warm shivers tingling through my body. The feeling of her fingers on my tush making my cock harden once more. “And you won’t forget it either –  after I put you through everything that I have planned.”

For the first time since I’d met her, I realized that there was no actual malice in her words. Everything that she did was in some way, shape, or form linked to her kink –  and the deeper I was getting into her world, the more I was realizing that I had started liking most of it. But there was still some lingering embarrassment, and the rest I conjured up for the sake of the performance –  I knew this thing wouldn’t quite work if I didn’t act at least a little scared.

“What does that mean?” I asked her, her hand still locked tightly around my ass. “What do you have planned for me?”

“I thought you’d never ask.” She beamed me her brightest smile and turned around as if she was looking for something. “Where’s your bathroom,” she asked. I pointed her in the right direction, and she was off, dragging me behind her with a strong grip on my arm as she made her way to the bathroom.

“Why do we need to go to the bathroom? Why can’t we just do whatever you want out here?”

“Because silly.” She crossed the threshold into the bathroom, I followed suit a second later. “We can’t very well shave down your entire body out in the living room, can we?” She turned back, smile still on her face, to find me looking back at her with the most astonished look on my face.

“What does that mean?”

“It’s quite self-explanatory.” She crossed her arms under her chest, causing her breasts to heave upwards once more. “We’re going to shave you down completely. Every last pesky strand of hair.”

“Why?!”

“Because you can’t be my sissy-girl while you still have a hairy body.” She eyed me up and down in an exaggerated motion from her eyes. “Not that we’d have to do much work anyway, I’ve seen you naked, and there isn’t a lot to shave off in the first place.

A tinge of heat washed through my cheeks –  which didn’t escape Asha’s notice at all, since she laughed at me the instant it happened. If I’m being honest, I had entertained the idea of shaving myself smooth a couple of times already: once after the incident in the woods, and again today as I watched myself in the bathroom mirror. Both times, however, I’d dismissed the idea as being too stupid.

But now. Now it was coming from Asha, and suddenly it didn’t seem that stupid anymore.

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” I couldn’t bring myself to look her in the eyes as I said this part. Couldn’t risk her finding out from the look in my eyes that deep down I wanted this too. So I rubbed my arm sheepishly and looked down at my feet.

“I’m sure.” She was already near my cabinet fishing through everything she could find. “Where do you keep your razors?” It seemed like the decision had already been made, and despite my apparent reluctance, I was totally excited about it.

“In the cup by the toothpaste.” I walked up to help her. “Here let me show you” She found the razors and fished out a new one that still had the packaging on the blades. Then she pulled out my half-used bottle of shaving cream and turned back to look at me once again.

“Well,” she said, eyeing me from head to toe. “You better get stripping.”

And so I did. I took off my shirt, stepped out of my pants, and then took off the bra. I hesitated a bit when I came to the panties, but Asha looked at me with a smile in her eyes and said, “It’s nothing that I haven’t seen before Sammy. No need to be shy.”

She was right of course, and so I slipped out of the panties as well, standing there in my birthday suit as my boss’s daughter waited with shaving cream in one hand, and a fresh razor in the other. 


Chapter Four

As strand after strand of hair fell off, my body started to morph right in front of my eyes. Asha was the one doing all the actual shaving, which left me free to just stand there and watch my transformation. Hair off my chest left it looking more feminine, my now smooth legs showed a sudden suppleness to them that I had never seen on myself before, and my hips seemed to flare even more now that the other parts of my body were completely hairless. And my ass…

God…

Looking at how my ass perked up against my long, now smooth, legs made me pause. It seemed so cute, so taut…. so sexy.

I was half twisted around, admiring the perkiness of my own tush when Asha slapped me across one supple cheek, making everything jiggle. “What kind of slut looks at her own butt like that?” She laughed, causing my cheeks to redden once more.

“I’m… sorry.” I wasn’t sure what else to say in a situation like this.

“Aww.” Asha pushed herself right into me from behind, her arms resting on my shoulders, her head near mine, and her ample chest heaving right into my naked back. “You don’t have to be sorry,” she said. “ I was only teasing.” And then her hands were traveling down my back again, making their way into the soft, smooth cheeks of my ass. She grabbed me down there once again and gave me that quick squeeze that had fast become a staple of her affection. “You look so cute.” Her voice was a sultry whisper in my ear, which, in combination with her hands across my ass, was enough fuel to get my cock hardening once again.

Another fact that wasn’t lost on Asha.

“You want me to take care of that?” She slipped a hand from my back to my front, brushing my tiny cock with a swish of her fingers. An action that sent tremors rampaging through my body. Her other hand burrowed itself between my cheeks, and I parted them willingly to allow her finger in. A finger that began to brush up and down my crack with the utmost gentleness. “Does my sissy slut want me to get her off?”

“Y.. yes.” My heart was pounding heavily in my chest now, my cock was all but pulsing inches from Asha’s fingers, and my tush was buzzing with a warm, expectant energy.

“Well.” She pressed down on my needy hole with the flat of her finger, applying pressure to the most sensitive skin around my asshole. My cock throbbed with desire, and a moment later she had her fingers wrapped around my tiny length. “The sissy slut will just have to wait.”

“What?” Her hands were already off my body by the time I got the words out of my mouth, and she was skipping out of the bathroom with a noticeable spring in her step.

“Follow me.” She didn’t even look back at me. “If you want what I’m itching to give you.”

Again, the choice of words that she’d just uttered just didn’t sit right with me, but my raging cock and my buzzing backside told me to follow that girl wherever she might lead me. In this case, she only led me to my own living room, and when I got there she was already fishing through the large, black purse she’d brought with her.

“What’s in there?” I asked her, coming to a stop a few feet behind her bent-over form.
 

“New underwear for you.” The view from where I was standing was spectacular, and I’d liked to have stood there for hours watching her bent over like that, the top of her pink panties peeking out from her shorts that had dropped dangerously low. Her perfectly lush ass staring up at me as she fished through her purse. But that wasn’t to be, and a few seconds later she handed me a new pair of panties. These ones were black, and they seemed to be much skimpier than the last pair she’d given me.

“I’m not sure these will fit me.” I held the tiny strip of fabric in front of my face, stretching it between the thumbs and forefingers of my hand. I turned it around and found that the back of the panties was little more than a string of black, frilly fabric that looked to be designed with the sole intent of giving its wearer a wedgie.

“They’ll fit, trust me.” She was still ruffling through the purse and came up with a matching bra a few seconds later. “And put this on too, It’ll look much hotter than the red one you had on earlier.”

The panties fit surprisingly well despite how small they had looked, and even the little strip on the back was sort of turning me on with how it rode up my ass. The bra went smoother than the first time as well, and I was able to get it all clasped up without any help from Asha. After I fastened everything down and adjusted everything that needed adjusting, I turned back to her.

“Here,” she said once again, fishing out a blonde, medium-sized wig from her purse and handing it to me. “Put it on.”

And how could I disobey her?

I put the wig on, and she helped me adjust it until it was covering all my natural hair, the golden, blonde strands falling across the sides of my face. “There.” Asha wiped out the few stray strands that kept going into my eyes and beamed her brightest smile at me. “You look perfect.”

“I… do?” The changes that I was going through had been rapid, and even though I’d liked what I’d seen in the mirror in the bathroom, I was still a little hesitant to agree with any compliments coming my way.

“You do.” She turned me around again and started leading me towards the bathroom once again. “You look like the perfect little sissy slut.”

And one look in the full-length bathroom mirror confirmed everything Asha had been saying was right. The shaving, the wig, and the new underwear were all small changes in and of themselves. But combined, they turned me into a completely different person. The tighter panties lifted my butt even higher, making it appear perkier than it ever had. The matching bra not only looked better than the red one, it had more padding too, which meant that I now had a bigger bust. And the wig…

The wig tied the whole thing together. The shoulder-length golden blonde hair topped off the whole look, and staring back at me from my bathroom mirror was not a single, down on his luck guy in his early twenties. It was a total bombshell of a babe, with a petite, curvy body, legs for days, and an ass to die for.

“Wow.” It was all I could say, all my mind could conjure up to describe what my eyes were seeing. I don’t know how long I stood there in total awe, staring back at my reflection with such an intense gaze that everything that wasn’t my body faded to the background. I even forgot that Asha was standing right behind me, that her hands were still on my shoulders, and that the grin on her face kept getting wider and wider.

But if you’ve followed along with me until this point, you know full well that Asha wasn’t the type of girl that could be forgotten for long. She wasn’t the type of girl that you could fade to the background. She was used to dominating every room she was in, and even my stark transformation was not enough to change that.

The moment I came out of my daze was accompanied by a rather strange sight. Asha was behind me like I was expecting her to be, but she wasn’t looking at me anymore. She was looking through her purse, and even as my mind struggled to come up with something else that she could put on me, a strange warmth took root in my backside.

Asha smiled as she found what she was looking for, and my heart just about stopped beating as she pulled out the long, sleek dildo into view.

This evening was far from over. 


Chapter Five

“What are you going to do with that?” I was staring directly at the black dildo that she held between her thumb and her forefinger, my eyes glued to the long, curved phallic object. My heart thumped loudly against my ribcage, and memories from the night in the woods came flooding back into my brain once more.

“I’m going to fuck you like the little slut that you are.” She took a step toward me, and I remembered how hot her tongue had felt that night. “And.” She took another step, and I was reminded of how her finger had felt entering my virgin asshole. “You’re going to love every second of it.”

I was kneeling on the floor even before she had reached me, my lower jaw relaxed, my mouth hanging open in anticipation of the thing she held between her fingers. She traced my lips with the head of the dildo before slipping it in. From the corner of my eye, I could see myself in the full-length bathroom mirror, and the image that stared back at me was of a blonde slut sucking on a big, hard cock.

That’s what you are, a voice inside my head whispered. A slut, on your knees, wearing nothing but your underwear, sucking a big, black cock.

“Good girl,” Asha said, patting my head with her free hand as she continued to shove the dildo inside my face. “Suck that cock like the dirty little sissy slut you are.” I sucked on it as hard as I could while fighting back the urge to gag. Even though it wasn’t a real cock, I let my tongue run along the shaft, let my lips bump up against the ridges and veins in the material. I sucked and I sucked, completely lost in the role that Asha had given me.

Completely lost in the role that was now taking over me.

She pulled out the cock as slowly as she had slipped it in and tilted up my chin with her free hand until I was looking up into her eyes. “You’re such a good little sissy,” she whispered, leaning down to get her face closer to mine, and revealing a fair bit of her creamy cleavage in the process. “Now lay down on your stomach for me.”

And again, as always, I obeyed.

I lowered myself completely to the floor and waited for her to make the next move. I say ‘next move’ here, but what I was really waiting for was for her to have her way with me. For her to tear off my panties and stuff my needy asshole full of that big, black cock in her hands.

The first thing I felt was a slap on the ass. I winced and tensed up. She giggled at my expense, and then brought her hands to the fabric of my panties. I felt her step over me, one leg to either side, before she lowered herself once more, almost laying flat on top of my back, her pillowy breasts squishing against my upper back, her mouth right near my ear, from where she could say all the dirty things that she wanted to say to me.

“Is my sissy slut ready?” She purred, and my cock twitched underneath me at just the words.

“Yes.” And that was all she needed to hear. One of her hands made her way to my ass, and she pulled the strip at the back to the side, leaving my asshole naked to the air in the room. It twitched with need as soon as the cloth was out of the way, but it did not need to wait for long, because a second later I felt the head of that dildo being dragged along my crack, spreading the spit that I’d lathered onto it all across the valley of my ass.

Asha spanked my ass again, and I moaned like the little slut that I was.

“Good,” Asha said, bringing the dildo back around to my mouth, a mouth that was eager to suck it still. She removed it again, and returned it to my twitching asshole once more. I felt the newly wet dildo slink into my crack again, and the pocket of warmth inside my hole expanded immediately.

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?”

“No. Other than that first time with you…” Memories of her finger inside my butt came to the forefront of my mind once more, but Asha only laughed.

“That doesn’t count,” she said. “Well, not like this anyway. Which means that you’re still a butt-virgin.”

I blushed deeply at the usage of the word, but my cock only got harder. Almost every word coming out of her mouth was working wonders for the state of my arousal.

“Are you ready then?” She whispered right next to my ear, her breath hot on my skin. “For your cherry to be popped?”

I nodded once, and that was all the confirmation she needed. She grabbed my ass in her hand, and gave it a firm squeeze, sending tremors of pleasure swirling through my body once more. Then she pressed the head of that cock to my greedy hole and applied just enough pleasure that I felt things opening up.

“Shh.” She was whispering in my ear, and the cock was gaping apart my hole inch by inch. “You just relax. Leave the heavy lifting to me.”

I tried to follow her commands and relaxed my butt as much as I possibly could. The results were instantaneous, and I felt the dildo making progress much faster now. I felt my asshole stretch to accommodate the wide girth of the cock, and I felt the fake ridges and bumps built into the thing scratching the inner walls of my anus.

“Fuck.” I couldn’t help but moan as the pain started to set in. The time with her finger had been relatively painless, but this was much bigger –  and it was obviously going to hurt a lot more.

“I told you to relax.” She stroked my face with her free hand even as the dildo kept making inroads into my body. “None of this works if you’re all tensed up.” And as hard as it was, I tried to relax again. I stopped clamping down on the shaft, and after it was past a certain point inside my asshole, the pain began to subside.

Another few inches and any discomfort was gone, replaced with a hot, roiling wave of pleasure emanating from inside my butt.

“Fuck,” I moaned once again, but this one was laded with ecstasy instead agony. Again, I turned my head slightly to take a look at our reflections in the mirror. The image that stared back was me belly down on the bathroom floor, my boss’s babe of a daughter mounting me from above, a sleek, black dildo slipping between my cheeks.

It was just about the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.

Is this what all women feel like? Is this how they feel when they doll themselves up and let themselves be taken? Was being dominated always this pleasurable?

She pushed the cock in even further, making sensations of heat and electricity run through my body, shivers, and tingles taking root in just about every part of my skin.

“How does it feel?” She asked.

“Like the most amazing thing in the world.”

She kissed me on the neck from behind, letting her tongue run over the most sensitive part of my skin. I wiggled underneath her grip, but she was relentless, and she squeezed my torso between her ample thighs, holding me in place as the dildo kept sinking deeper and deeper into my ass.

“Now,” she whispered. “The real fucking begins.”

And with that, she withdrew the cock from my ass, before plunging it back in at an even greater speed. The thrusts began slow, but she kept picking up the tempo throughout the whole thing, the lubed-up dildo flying in and out of my hole with a certain, almost perverted, grace. Before long the head of the dildo was massaging my prostate from inside, stimulating my tiny little cock that was still trapped against the front of the black panties.

Even from my position of limited mobility, pinned to the ground as I was, I kept bucking my glutes back at her to make her job easier –  and to make sure that the head of her cock reached as deep as it could with every single pump.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my brain half melted to a puddle. “I … can’t… take much more of this. I’m going to cum.”

“Then come for me,” She screamed, her tongue still lashing against the sensitive skin of my upper neck. “Come for me like the little sissy slut that you are!”

She started fucking me harder and faster. The motion of my upward swaying hips meant that my fully erect cock was rubbing against the fabric of my panties, giving it more stimulation than it could ever hope to bear.

I felt rush after rush of heat flash inside my asshole, before spreading out to envelop the rest of my body in the almost overpowering warmth of Asha’s lovemaking. My breaths came fast and hard, and I could not keep myself from moaning like a slut every time the head of that dildo rubbed against my prostate.

Finally, a tipping point was reached, and I felt a hot flash of pure ecstasy rip through my body. Every muscle in my body tensed up, and a hot stream of cum shot out from my tiny cock to fill my panties. I felt the splash at the front and wondered for the first time in my life if that’s what a woman felt like when she came with her panties still on: wetness spurting out of her pussy to splash against her underwear.

Asha kept going even after I had blown my load, and I realized with a little delay that she had her own getting off to do. I looked at the mirror once again, and saw her hand deep inside her shorts, her fingers no doubt buried deep into her snatch as she moved with an almost frantic urgency.

The dildo kept slipping in and out of my ass, and her other hand kept massaging her clit inside her panties. Pretty soon I felt her body shudder, and then everything paused. The hand in her cunt, the dildo in my ass, and everything else that was going on with her body.

She screamed right above me, and I felt her entire body convulse on top of me as she came. From the view in the mirror, I saw the crotch of her panties darken in color, and then I felt the wetness on my back, confirming to me that she had indeed just come in her panties, in much the same way that I imagined a woman would.

She collapsed onto me then, the familiar weight of her breasts against my naked back a great comfort in the wake of my mind-shattering orgasm.

To be continued.


Sissified & Taken from Behind


Synopsis:

The Boss's daughter is back — but this time she's brought a friend. And her friend has a long, hard surprise for me.

I thought I blew my chance with her — but just before I lost all hope she contacted me again. She told me to doll-up and I did. She told me to look pretty and I did. She told me to wear panties and I did. Then she told me to follow her to the bathroom. She told me to make out with a guy, and she told me to hike up my dress and bend over.

And guess what? That's exactly what I did.

Intended for a strictly 18+ audience.


Chapter One

I was expecting that the events at my apartment would spark the start of a proper relationship between me and Asha, but this idea was quickly disproven. After dolling me up and pegging my ass, Asha disappeared from my life for a full month. For the first week, I kept my hopes up, waiting for her to reach out and call or text me. By the second week, some of that optimism was waning, and by the end of the third week, I had all but given up on the idea that I would ever see Asha again.

I didn’t have her number, and I certainly wasn’t going to ask around my office for my boss’s daughter’s contact details, which meant that the only choice left to me was to resign to my fate. After our last interaction, I had begun to suspect that Asha was not as cruel as she pretended to be, but the fact that she’d fucked me in the ass –  quite literally –  and then ghosted me was making me reconsider my opinion of her.

Was that all I had been to her? A piece of ass she could simply doll up, take from behind, and then discard like he had no real feelings? The thoughts running through my mind were as turbulent as they were contradictory, and even though it had already been four weeks since Asha’s spurning of me, I still couldn’t make heads or tails of what I really wanted.

When she’d first found me in that bathroom and made me wear her panties, I’d found it embarrassing. But that embarrassment had been short-lived in the face of her fingers slipping between my cheeks. By the end of that night, Asha had made me cream those very same panties, and in doing so she’d awakened something inside me that I never thought possible. And then there was the time at my house…

That whole episode had taken things even further. I’d absolutely loved it when she’d shaved me smooth and put me in lingerie, and even though the night ended with my backside aching, it had left me feeling lightheaded and content.

I hadn’t been the same since that night, and longing for Asha’s loving touch had just been a small part of the overall change.

I could no longer walk by a woman without wondering how her clothes would look wrapped around my body. Wondering what kind of panties she had on. Or what kind of bra.

Asha had sparked a fire inside me. The kind of fire that I had a hard time understanding and an even harder time managing. Memories of how those panties stuck to my tush still lingered in my mind, and I found myself longing to feel that way again. To have the tight, cotton fabric of a woman’s underwear adorning my bottom side. To feel my tiny cock resting against the cool cloth, to feel it riding up my crack as I walked around. Increasingly often, I longed for the feeling of having a bra around my chest and having makeup on my face. I longed for long hair, and I longed for the type of dress that only a hot woman could pull off.

But I didn’t have any of these things, and I didn’t think I could, not without the teasingly confident Asha by my side.

I sighed, shelved these sad thoughts for the fourth time that day, and lifted my eyes back to my computer screen. I was in the office, of course, thinking of things I could no longer have. The rest of the day went by uneventfully, and I found myself driving back to my apartment with even less hope than I had had the previous day.

I looked at my phone as I got home, did the math in my head, and realized that it had been a full four weeks since I’d last seen Asha. I opened my apartment door, resigning myself to the fact that I’d never see her again. That I'd live out the rest of my days without ever experiencing the spark of pleasure only she could bring to my life.

But what I saw as soon as I entered my gloomy, run-down living room, changed things around very quickly. There, on the same couch that I had offered to Asha when she last came around to my house, was a large, pink box with a card on top.

I knew it was from her –  even before I read what was written on the card.

I walked over to it with my heart beating irregularly in my chest, an almost automatic smile on my face, my legs nearly trembling with trepidation. The card, of course, had ‘From Asha’ written on it in big, red letters. There was a small heart scribbled next to it, and my own heart thumped loudly inside my chest in response.

There were ribbons tying the whole thing together. I removed them, and then I removed the lid. What peeked at me from inside made my smile even wider. And my eyes all but gleamed as they looked upon the assortment of colorful garments that the box contained.


Chapter Two

Again, as before, I found myself in front of my bathroom mirror, a razor in my hand, and enough shaving cream to rid my entire body of hair.

The card had precious few instructions –  only that I should be ready and waiting for Asha at 7:00 O clock. The fact that she’d given me all these clothes meant that she trusted me to pick out an outfit for myself. Coming from a control freak like Asha, that was pretty much a declaration of love.

The razor went to work, and bit by bit, the hair on my body started coming off. And as strand after strand of hair fell off my body, I started to see myself in the same light that I had seen myself a month ago when I had been doing the same thing with Asha watching me. The same curves took shape near my hips, the same suppleness returned to my now smooth thighs, and the same perkiness returned to my tush.

Shaving out of the way, I took a quick shower and made my way out to the living room where Asha’s big-box waited. I opened the lid and took another long look at all the goodies she’d picked out for me. There were bras and panties of all colors. All kinds of tops, skirts, shorts, and even some leather pants. The number of choices that stared back at me threatened to overwhelm me, but the card on top of the box helped me make my decision. She had asked me to be ready by 7:00, and she’d told me to dress up nice; which meant that we would be going to an upscale place. The type of place that only Asha could afford.

I was obviously going to wear a dress if I was going to a place like that, but I could still be creative with the type of underwear I could slip on. I pulled out all of it from the box and splayed it across my couch next to each other, all the choices visible before my eyes. I scanned the assortment of underwear a couple of times, but my eyes always stopped at the same thing every time: a slutty little thong that had the thinnest strip of fabric running down the backside. I closed my eyes and pictured how I would look in that, the string wedging itself in my crack, cheeks parted beautifully around the black fabric.

And then I stopped imagining and got up to put the actual thing on.

The front of the thong was silken, and it cupped my tiny little cock snugly. The back slid up my crack just as I had imagined it would, and as I twisted around to get a better look at my ass in the mirror I couldn’t help but marvel at what a wonderful job that flimsy little piece of fabric was doing to cover my asshole.

I couldn’t help but blush as I looked at my perfect little tush in the mirror, thoughts of what Asha would do to me when she saw me like this running rampant through my head. Before I went any further, I took off the thong and retrieved a bottle of scented lotion from the bag. It smelled like citrus and flowers, and I applied it all over my body, covering every inch of my skin with the smooth beautiful fragrance of the lotion. I thought about stopping with just my upper body, but the idea of Asha’s soft hands running through my lotioned-up backside was too good to pass up. So I slipped my fingers to my backside and lotioned it up all nice and pretty.

I slipped the thong back on and picked out a matching bra with just enough padding to give me a midsize bust. As much as I would have liked bigger tits, the fact was that I had a pretty lithe body, and whatever advantage I had was in my bubbly butt.

Asha had been here last time to assist with the makeup, but I had picked up enough from what I’d seen her do to learn a thing or two. I fished out the makeup kit, sat in front of the mirror, and got to work.

I didn’t try to go overboard; that type of makeup wouldn’t look good on my face anyway, so I just stuck to the basics. Some foundation, a little bit of contour, lightly done eyelashes, and the reddest, sexiest lipstick the kit contained.

The face staring back at me from the mirror was almost unrecognizable now. I even looked better than the last time I had dolled up, and even without Asha’s help. There were a number of wigs in the box, but I chose a strawberry blonde one with shoulder-length hair. I picked out a black, sparkly body con dress that I could barely squeeze into. The skirt was short, hemming off way above my knees, almost exposing my lush ass to the air in the room. I adjusted it around in front of the mirror, seeing my narrow waist, my flaring hips, and my slender legs come to life in front of my very eyes.

When all was said and done: my wig, my makeup, and my dress all in place, I looked like a perfect picture of radiance. I did a few poses in front of the mirror: lifting a leg, poking my butt out, hunching over with my hands on my ass, my dress riding up dangerously high.

I looked fantastic in all of them, and if it had not been for my phone ringing, I might just have stood there ogling my sexy body for the entire night.

But as it happened the phone did ring.

I answered, and just as I had been expecting the voice on the other side belonged to Asha. My heart beat rapidly as she told me she was in front of my building waiting in the car. My legs tingled every step of the way as I descended the stairs in my stiletto heels. My pulse quickened when I saw the Limo parked out front, and I felt a warmth in my tush as I made my way to the door.

But all of that stopped when I opened the Limo’s door to step inside. My heart skipped a beat, the flow of blood inside my veins seemed to come to a halt, the inside of my mouth dried up, and the breath in my lungs froze.

Because even though Asha was in the back of that Limo – she wasn’t alone. Next to her sat a tall, muscular man in a suit, and next to him…

Well next to him sat the CEO of my company, Asha’s father. The man who could make my life a living hell with a wave of his hands.

“This is the friend I was telling you about,” Asha said, smiling brightly at her father and the handsome man sitting next to him. “Come on in Sammy, we’ll be late for the party.”

And what the hell could I do but climb into the back of that Limo and pray to God that my boss wouldn’t recognize me. 


Chapter Three

The glee in Asha’s smile was almost palpable as I took the seat between her and the tall, handsome man. I was only able to resume breathing when a few minutes had passed and Asha’s father still hadn’t found me out.

Which meant that my disguise was good enough to fool a man whom I had been working for a couple of years already. The man in the suit kept stealing glances at me too, but he said nothing to me, continuing to talk to Asha’s dad about some business trip they had coming up.

As the Limo pulled onto the freeway, I finally allowed myself to relax a little bit, turning to face Asha as the two men continued to talk about business. Her father was far enough away from me that he wouldn’t hear us if we kept our voices low, so I leaned in close to Asha and whispered, “What the hell, Asha? You could have given me a warning about this.”

“Would you have come if you knew?” She still had that teasing smile on her face, rows of pearl white teeth gleaming up at me from behind her purple lipstick. “Besides, Damon there is my dad’s new business partner, and I wanted the two of you to meet.” She squeezed my hand as she said this last part, gesturing with a nod of her face to the tall man sitting next to me who kept trying to steal glances at my naked legs.

“What do you mean ‘meet me’?” I asked her.

“You know what I mean Sammy.” She winked at me, and I blushed despite myself.

“Hold on,” I said. “I did not agree to any of this. I thought it was just going to be me and you.” What sort of crazy ideas was Asha having now? Surely she didn’t intend for me to get together with an actual guy.

Did she?

She leaned in even closer to me, slipping a hand down the small of my back and putting her lips right next to my ear. “Don’t worry about it too much, Sammy,” she whispered right in my ear, her breath hot on my neck. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. Just enjoy the night and see where it takes us.” Then she let her hand slip down even further, the tips of her fingers brushing my ass from over my dress. “And besides,” she continued. “I’ll be right here for you if you don’t like him.” Goosebumps pricked my skin as her fingers brushed my back and my tush, and once again I was reminded of the effect her touch had on my body.

The two men continued to talk about business, and Sammy and I continued to giggle and whisper with each other, her hands continually traveling down some new naughty nook and cranny of my body. To both of them, we must have looked like nothing more than a couple of young girls gossiping. There was no way for them to know where Asha’s hands were straying, or just how hard my tiny little cock was getting in my tight underwear.

“I forgot to ask,” I whispered to Asha as we pulled off the freeway. “Where are we going?”

“This amazing party downtown,” she whispered right back, her fingers under my naked thigh now. “Apparently it's for the launch of some new telco company. My dad was invited and I asked if I could bring a friend.”

“Is that what I am?” I grinned at her. “A friend?”

She pinched my thigh in response, making me wince where I sat. “You’re whatever I want you to be, Sammy.” She winked at me, causing me to blush once more.

Before I knew it, the Limo was pulling up to a really crowded street, with throngs of people lining the entrance of some club. There were lines bigger than anything I’d ever seen going on and on for blocks, but we got to ride all the way up to the main entrance, where we were ushered out by a couple of security personnel.

I don’t remember much of what happened during the walk inside. There were too many lights and too much noise, and I might have experienced a case of sensory overload. What little I do remember has to do with the tall and handsome businessman named Damon walking behind me. I remember him right beside me, the strong, masculine smell of his cologne lulling me into some kind of trance. I remember his heavy footsteps next to me, and I remember his hand on my back. I remember myself walking in there like I was his date, and I remember in vivid detail how his hand kept creeping lower and lower as we neared the entrance to this very exclusive club.

I remember not saying anything as his fingers brushed the lowest parts of my back, almost tickling the parts where my spine met my tailbone. I remember how it felt as he swooped in for his opportunity by dropping his hand even lower, squeezing my supple ass cheeks with a quick, passionate motion.

I remember all of this, and I remember not speaking up against it.

Because I remember liking it.


Chapter Four

The inside of the club was as upscale as it gets. Grand chandeliers, waiters standing at every corner, handsome men in expensive suits, and the hottest, most well-dressed women I had ever seen.

My first thought –  very naturally –  was that I didn’t belong in there. That I was somehow playing a game that I had no real right to even be watching. All of these people were rich, accomplished, and sophisticated. What was I but a guy playing dress-up? I had achieved nothing in life, and there was no way I could stand with the rest of these people.

But this thought plagued my mind only briefly because a few steps into the club and I felt a hand on my bottom once again. Damon’s fingers curled around the swell of my ass, and he applied just enough pressure to send tiny tremors of pleasure running up my body.

Here was a man who was young, handsome, and obscenely rich. A man that had no business finding someone like me attractive –  but he did. The way he stood close to me, the way he had kept sneaking glances at my naked legs all through the ride here. And now with the way his hands kept finding their way to my tush. There was no doubt about it. Damon was itching to fuck me –  and that must have meant that I was doing something right.

And so even though the people around me were much richer, and far more accomplished –  I still felt my spirits returning with the affections from Damon.

There was another issue, of course. One that I was trying very hard to not think about, but it kept springing to the forefront of my thoughts anyways. The fact that Damon wanted me was well and good, but what would happen when he actually wanted to fuck me? How would he react when he would find a tiny little cock underneath my panties? Would he be disgusted that a woman whose ass he had been fondling was secretly a guy?

This was a genuine worry and one that I could not think of any way to resolve.

But before any of these thoughts could go too far, we reached the main floor of the club, and Asha, as always, came to my rescue.

“Daddy,” she said, turning to her father and Damon. “You guys go ahead and find yourself some seats. Me and Sammy need to run to the bathroom quickly.”

Asha’s dad looked at the both of us a little funny, and for the briefest of moments, I thought he might recognize that the ‘girl’ standing next to his beloved daughter was actually Sam from accounting. But he didn’t, and he returned his gaze to his daughter after a few seconds of his eyes lingering on me.

“No drinking, honey,” he said with as much sternness a man can muster against his teenage daughter. “And make sure you and your friend stay away from all the sleazebags in here.”

“Don’t worry daddy. I love you.” Asha stepped on her tiptoes, kissed her dad on the cheek, and grabbed me by the hand before dragging me across to wherever she was going.

I only spoke up when I was sure we were out of earshot. “You need to go to the bathroom?” I asked her.

“We both do.”

“I don’t really need to go,” I said sheepishly. “ I went before I left home.”

She giggled, and just as every other time she had ever laughed at my expense, I felt my cheeks redden with shame.

“You’re so silly sometimes, Sammy.”

“And you’re cruel.” I shot back. “Why did you ghost me for a full month? And only to come back with your dad and one of his weird friends.”

She looked back at me as we walked across the floor, and smiled a knowing smile at me. “You think Damon is weird?”

I felt another blush rising up my neck. “I don’t know…” I replied. “I didn’t notice him much. I just meant how he is your dad’s business partner and all.”

The smile on Asha’s face curved upwards, a row of perfectly white teeth visible underneath. “You didn’t notice, did you?” I could see the mischief in her eyes. The same mischief she’d had that first night in the woods. The same mischief she’d had when she dolled me up at the office. “You didn’t notice the way he was looking at your legs all the way through the Limo ride?” I hadn’t even realized but we had already reached the bathrooms.

Asha opened the door, stepped inside, and pulled me in too. “And I’m sure you didn’t notice when he put his hand on your back?” There was no one else in the bathroom –  which made sense because Asha had chosen the one furthest from the main floor where the party was happening.

She stepped in closer to me, pushing her torso right up against mine. Her tits pressed up against my chest, her belly against my tiny, throbbing cock. Her hands found my sides, and her face was right next to mine: the breath from her words hot on my lips.

“And,” she whispered almost into my mouth. “I bet you didn’t notice when he had his hands on that pretty little ass of yours.” Both of Asha’s hands slipped down the shimmering fabric of my tight dress. They slid all the way to my ass, where two perfectly perky cheeks awaited her eclectic touch.

Every memory came flooding back in.

The time in the woods. Her finger in my ass. Her dolling me up at the office –  and then at my house. The strapon, and how she had fucked me with it.

“Sammy…” I half whispered, half moaned.

“Shhh…” She silenced me with a kiss. Her lips sweet on mine.

Her hands clasped down firmly on my cheeks, her tiny, delicate fingers denting the lush flesh of my ass through the dress. My cock jumped inside my thong, I felt my blood pounding in my veins, and I felt the heat of her tongue swishing around in my mouth.

I was under her control. Totally. Completely.

And I was all for it.

“You trust me, don’t you Sammy?” She said, breaking off our kiss.

“Yes.” I was breathing hard, every sensory function in my body working overtime against the advances of this magnificent woman.

“And you know I would never do anything to hurt you.” She pushed her leg between mine, parting my thighs with her knee. My cock almost thrashed inside its satin prison, jumping at the opportunity at meeting any part of Asha’s skin. I was still under her grip. We were still locked in embrace. Her hands were clamping down my tush, her knee was between my thighs, and her tits were right up to my neck.

“And you know I know what’s best for you.”

“Yes,” I replied. “Yes. Yes. A million times yes. I trust you completely Asha.”

She smiled then, and looked me dead in the eye.

“Then allow me to show you what you’ve been missing.”

I raised my eyebrow at her, but before I could raise a question she spoke up. “Damon,” she said. “Come on in. You don’t have to wait outside any longer.”

I turned my head. The bathroom door opened, and in walked the man whose hands had been all over my ass not ten minutes ago.

My heart stopped beating.

“Asha,” I said, nearly trembling with a feeling that wasn’t quite fear. “I’m not sure about this…”

“Why?” She asked me.

“I’m…. I’m not what he thinks I am. As much as I want to, I can’t give him what he wants.”

She smiled once again. Not one of those cruel smiles –  no. This one was different. This was one of Asha’s ‘kind’ smiles. The sort of smile she kept reserved for these special moments where she would prove that she had a heart after all.

“He knows,” she said. “And I don’t know much about what you can give him. But he will give you exactly what you need.”

A flash of heat blossomed between my cheeks, and I felt the strange yet erotic buzz that I had fast come to love over the last month and a half.

“All you have to do is say yes, Sammy.”

“Then yes,” I said, and Damon started walking toward me without another word uttered.


Chapter Five

The time it took for Damon to get from the door to where Asha and I were standing is all the time I had to think about what I was about to do. The thing with Asha had started off innocently enough, with me slipping on a pair of her panties and making out with her in the woods –  but now I was dressed up as the sexiest fucking babe in the club, standing in a near-empty bathroom, with a handsome as fuck guy walking over to take my body.

And to top it all off –  I was actually looking forward to it.

Before any more thoughts could pass through my mind he was on me. Asha had already retreated a few steps by this point, which meant the path for Damon to get to my body was all but clear. He threw his hands around me and pulled me in close, planting his lips on mine in the most forceful kiss of my life up until that point.

Asha had been firm with her affections as well, but even her stronger kisses paled in comparison to how Damon’s masculine jaw worked me around. His lips were wet and firm on mine, his stubble itching my face, and his hot tongue slipping past my defenses as I squirmed under his grip.

His hands slipped down my back, fingers tracing a delicate path over the shimmering fabric of my dress until they were at their destination. His hands enveloped my butt fully, and he squeezed me down there in a way that I had never been squeezed in my life before.

The fire, the passion… the hunger in that grip of his was enough to make every hair on my body stand up straight.

“You don’t know how much I’ve wanted to do that since we were in the car,” he whispered between kisses, his hot, accented voice right next to my mouth.

I just blushed, my cock going even crazier inside my panties.

He put his lips on mine again, and let his hands drop even lower. His thumbs hooked into the hem of my dress, and he pulled up the fabric until my completely naked cheeks were bare to the cold air in the room. Again, he lowered his hands, and this time I felt the full passion of his touch on the naked skin of my tush.

I squirmed where I stood, and moaned into his hot, sweltering kiss in response.

His own response was the growing bulge pushing up against my belly.

He wants me I thought to myself. He knows what I am and he still wants me. Wants me enough that his cock is standing hard at attention.

And I want him too…

And I did. No matter how much I tried to deny it, I wanted him with every fiber of my being. It was apparent from the way my heart beat. And from the way I moaned into his mouth or squirmed against his touch. It was plain as day from how good the bulge of his cock felt through my dress, and from the buzzing reservoir heat between my cheeks.

I wanted him. More than anything else in the world I wanted his strong hands to bend me over and tear off my excuse for an underwear. I wanted him to spread my cheeks, and I wanted him to fill my needy hole with every inch of his magnificent manhood.

“I can’t wait,” I said breaking off our kiss. “I want to see your cock.”

He smiled. I sank to my knees, and before long his belt was off.

His boxers came off next and then a huge, erect cock sprang to life in front of my eyes. I looked at it with wide, amazed eyes. Taking in every ridge and every vein of his throbbing manhood. It was huge –  bigger than anything I’d ever imagined. It was hot and it was clearly glad to be out of his pants.

I looked up at him with wide doe eyes, only to find him staring down at me. “Do you like it?” He asked, a grin on his face.

I didn’t respond –  not with words anyway.

I just wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft and leaned in to lick the tip. He squirmed as my tongue scraped against his throbbing tip, and before he could regain the composure he had walked in here with I licked him again.

And then again.

“Do you like it?” I shot up at him when I found his eyes shut, creases forming on his forehead.

“Yes,” he said through clenched teeth with his heavily accented English. “I like it –  very much in fact.”

And that was all the approval I needed.

I opened wide and invited Damon’s monstrous cock inside my wet, eager mouth. He clenched every muscle in his body as his hot, throbbing manhood sunk deeper into my maw, and a subdued groan began sounding through his lips as I squeezed down on his shaft with my lips.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “That’s so fucking good.”

My heart was close to bursting with joy. I had never been the type to give pleasure to others in my physical relationships, so seeing this rich, powerful man nearly trembling because of something that I was doing was the best fucking feeling in the world.

I looked up at him again, and he instinctively knew to look down. Our eyes met, and both of us held our gazes as I began to pump his cock with my hands.

And then I began to suck on his cock in earnest.

I had never sucked a man’s cock before –  obviously. Hell, I’d never even remotely entertained the possibility of such a thing ever occurring. But here I was, on my knees, in a dress, a huge cock in my mouth, nothing but heat and salt on my tongue as a handsome, rich businessman face fucked me in a club’s bathroom.

His hands found their way into my head as I picked up the tempo, the fingers intertwining with the strands of my fake hair. His hips began to thrust as the throbbing of his tip became more violent, and pretty soon the motions that his body was making were closer to if he was actually fucking a pussy –  the pussy being my mouth in this instance.

“You’re…. Soo … good at this.” He muttered through clenched teeth, the pleasure from my blowjob threatening to overwhelm him. “This is the best blowjob I’ve had all my life.”

I loved it. I loved the praise. I loved the fact that this man was this close to cumming in my mouth. I loved how his cock throbbed against the back of my neck with every pump, and I loved how his knees nearly buckled underneath him every time he thrust his hips against my mouth.

I loved it all, and I would have continued to love it if not for the fact that he pulled out of my mouth less than ten seconds later.

I looked up at him in shock as he took a step back, his cock still dripping my spit as it dangled inches away from my mouth.

“Put it back in.” The words coming out of my mouth were bordering on comical –  but that’s just how invested I was in what was going on.

He was flustered too, I could see it in how hard he was breathing and how red his face was, but he still managed to smile down at me. “I plan to put it back in,” he said, grabbing me by my hands and pulling me back to my feet. “But not in your mouth.”

A fresh, even more intense blush rose to my cheeks, painting my entire face the deepest shade of red I could think of. The heat between my cheeks almost exploded, and I felt my asshole gaping at the thought of Damon’s monstrous member entering me.

“Lost for words?” It was Asha who had spoken this time, and as I turned my head to face her I realized that I had almost forgotten she was there in the first place.

“I –”

I was lost for words.

“You don’t have to go through with it if you don’t want,” she said, and she sounded genuine saying it too. “I told Damon that this would only go as far as you wanted it to. So all you have to do is say the word and we’ll call it off.”

“No.” The answer was almost instinctive. Instant.

Asha smiled her knowing smile at me as she heard the word from my mouth, and her lips curled up even higher as she walked toward me.

“Somehow,” she said, as she reached for my thong. “I knew you would say that.”

She undid the thong, and the underwear fell to my feet. My ass was bared, and so was my cock. Damon looked at it with a glint in his eye, and I noticed his cock getting even harder as he eyed me.

“Beautiful,” he said, and I found myself blushing even harder.

Damon walked up to me, and Asha retreated once more. His strong, capable hands found their way under my armpits, and he lifted me up like I weighed nothing. I was totally under his control –  weightless and worryless as he carried me through the bathroom floor to where the sinks were. I warped my legs around his torso as he set me down on the porcelain sink counter –  trapping his waist between my thighs. He leaned in to kiss me again, and I kissed him right back.

It wasn’t as firm or commanding as the first kiss. This one was more tender, more loving. More caring. For the next few minutes we just kissed, my legs wrapped around him, my cock rubbing intermittently against his body, our tongues swirling hotly in the shared spaces between our mouths.

“Are you ready?” He whispered breaking off the kiss.

“Yes.” And I was. I was more ready than I had ever been for anything else in my life.

And he knew it too.

He scooped me up into a carry once more, but put his hands under my thighs, lifting me up from my legs. He spread apart my legs, opening up my needy, virgin hole for an easy entrance.

“Is this your first time?” He asked me as he pushed my back against the wall, lowering me until my asshole was primed for his cock.

I thought back to the time with Asha’s strapon but realized that that didn’t count. Not in the way that this was about to count. “Yes,” I said. “This is my first time.”

“Then I’ll try to be gentle.”

“Don’t.” I blushed again, and I felt his cock bouncing underneath my tush in response.

He pushed with his hips at a very awkward angle. My legs went around his body once again –  only this time they were higher than his waist, and this time I was almost tilted up so he could enter me from underneath. He leaned in to kiss me once again, pulled my body even closer to his, and let his cock rise up until it was inside my asshole.

I gasped into his mouth, my asshole expanded around his magnificent girth, and I felt every hot tremor and every tingling sensation that I had felt when Asha had first taken my asshole –  but this time everything was that much more intense.

A real cock made more difference than I could ever have imagined.

Instinctively, I clenched down on his cock, and with how awkward the angle was his cock stopped progressing up my tight hole. “Relax,” he whispered into my mouth, his fingers running up and down my tush. “Just relax, and let me take care of you.”

With great effort, I forced the protective muscles of my asshole to relax, and his cock once again started its path up my narrow hole. The heat and the veins and the ridges all teased the walls of my asshole, and tingling sensations of euphoria started swirling out from my prostate long before his cock was even fully inside me.

“Your cock,” I whispered between kisses. “It’s so hot.”

“You like hot cock?” He asked.

“I do,” I stammered again, his tip pushing against my G-spot now, the heat and the throbbing setting off vibrations from inside me. “I love it more than I ever knew.”

“You fucking slut.” He squeezed my ass, and thrust upward with his hips, the tip of his cock making violent, ecstatic contact with my G-spot. I moaned into his mouth, he kissed me with even more passion. I kissed him right back.

He squeezed again. And he thrust again, and the whole fucking thing happened all over, like a cycle of pleasure that kept increasing its intensity over every iteration.

Pretty soon he was pumping his hips, his cock gliding in and out of my asshole, the shaft ravaging a path through the walls of my hole, the tip making hot, sweltering contact with my G-spot.

I was moaning louder and louder with every pump, and the only thing stopping me from thrashing around wildly was the fact that I had my legs wrapped around his body.

His cock began to shudder sporadically as he continued to pump, and the pocket of pleasure building against my prostate told me that either of us would bust very soon. I had little mobility in the position we were in: face to face, my legs around his torso, his cock entering me from underneath. But I still took things into my own hands and started to thrust back with my own hips, his cock slamming even harder into my hole with every push.

“Fuuuuck.” My eyes rolled back into my head, my vision went white and I felt the balloon of ecstasy around my prostate grow to an unbelievable size. “I’m… gonna… come.”

I barely got the words out before that balloon burst, and as Damon pushed his red hot manhood against my prostate one more time I felt stars burst before my eyes.

The orgasm was like a fire ripping through my body, with every single cell that made up my very being coming alive with an inferno of ecstasy. I screamed and I moaned and I might even have cried as the waves of overwhelming pleasure racked through my body. My cock got sweltering hot, and even though I wasn’t touching it I felt it twitch once before it spewed its load across Damon’s shirt.

As for Damon, he kept going at my hole long after I had climaxed.

Even as I came down from the euphoric bliss of the best orgasm of my life he kept pounding away inside me. And it wasn’t until a minute later that his cock shuddered one final time as he paused balls deep inside my hole. He held it there and sprayed my insides with rope after rope of his hot seed, filling up my boy-pussy with every last drop of cum that he had to offer.

As things ended he pulled out of me and set me down on the sink counter once again, his sticky seed dripping out of my hole and making a mess underneath me.  Both of us were panting and out of breath, and we might have sat there for hours without a word said between us...

If not for Asha that is.

Because the moment Damon set my pretty little tush down on the counter Asha made her presence known once more. As we both looked over to where she stood we noticed that she was lifting her skirt, and instead of finding what you’d usually see when a pretty young girl lifts up her skirt we saw something else. Her panties were there of course, but they were barely visible under the harness and the black, leather dildo hanging from it.

She was walking over to us with a smile on her face, one hand wrapped around the strapon that she was so proudly sporting. “You guys had your fun,” she said, running her fingers along the length of her fake cock. “But I haven’t.” Her grin grew wider and she eyed both Damon and me with the same mischievous look that I had come to associate Asha with the most. “So which one of you pretty little boys wants to bend over for me?”

And I don’t know about Damon, but I felt the familiar rush of heat between my cheeks almost instantly.

The end


Sissy for one night: A young man's feminine awakening
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Those panties slid up my tush — and I felt things that I'd never quite felt before. 

I was broke. No job, no girlfriend, no prospects.

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

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

Intended for a mature audience.


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


Wet and Vulnerable.


Prologue

Ellette Syber groaned as she awoke from her half-slumber, lifting her aching back off the burlap sack she had slept on. The rickety wheels of the wagon croaked noisily as they struggled over the bumpy road. She got up lazily and stretched her arms out, surveying her surroundings. Indah was sleeping on a makeshift bed of sacks beside her: sharp, angular face looking somehow peaceful in the state of slumber. It seemed to be around midday, judging from the light pouring in from the rips in the canvas, and the damn heat.

Her upper body was soaked in sweat, wet shirt clinging to her petite figure. The heat was getting unbearable now, and Ellette slowly undid the buttons on her shirt, allowing what little air there was to cool her smooth skin. They had been banished from the capital three weeks ago, on charges of public indecency, she glanced back at the sleeping figure of Indah again. She’d been expelled from the university too of course, and found herself without any option but to go back. Back home to her village, with a lover in tow no less.

By her estimation they were two days' ride from the village of Herbales, her home. The journey had been long and arduous, traveling in the back of a wagon carrying grain, but then, this was all they could afford. Ellette leaned forward now, determined to do something about the humidity in the back of this damn wagon. She clambered her way over the piles of sacks all around her, and managed to reach the back flaps of the wagon. She pulled the canvas back and was greeted by a pleasant breeze on her sweat-slick skin.

“What do you think you’re doing, dressed like that?” a low, playful voice sounded in her ear.

Ellette couldn’t help but smile as Indah wrapped her hands around Ellette’s waist, catching her in an embrace and pulling her back. Ellette wiggled a bit in faux resistance but allowed herself to be pulled in by the older girls’ strong arms.

“Ummm..” she sighed a sound of silent resignation, giving Indah the greenlight to go further.

She struggled a little more, trying to get into a more comfortable position, but Indah’s grip was solid, and Ellette found herself immobilized. Indah started with adminstring her ministrations of pleasure, her lips gently kissed Ellette’s neck. Her hands moved along the younger girls’ sweat slick skin, tracing a slow path through her stomach, and upto her breasts.

“Unnh,” she moaned as Indah’s hands enveloped her breasts and gave them a loving squeeze. Ellette squirmed in position out of pleasure as Indah continued to massage her breasts and kiss her neck.

This is so wrong… she had suddenly remembered her husband.

Indah perhaps gleaned some of the guilt that Ellette was feeling, since she took this moment to turn Ellette around, bringing them face to face. Indah’s tan skin was streaked with sweat, her hair wet and plastered to her face at places, but her eyes glinted as always, and she still sported her mischievous grin. Apparently, not even banishment could manage to bring down Indah’s spirits.

She started with her tits, nibbling on them and kissing them lightly, inciting small moans of pleasure from Ellette. Warm breaths trailed warm lips as Indah kissed a delightful path down the front of Ellette’s body, making the younger girl shiver with each kiss. She reached Ellette’s breeches, and  looked up with a ravenous grin, as if to ask for permission. Ellette’s only reply was a moan of encouragement.

Indah undid her breeches and pulled them with some awkwardness, given their current accommodations, she slid off Ellette’s panties next, leaving her lower body fully exposed, bare ass resting on the sacks underneath.

Ellette felt a warm, smooth tongue make contact with her pussy. She gasped and opened her legs wider. “Ahh yes,” she moaned in a low tone. Ellette’s clit was being massaged with great attention and obvious skill. “Ohhh” she moaned “Yes.. right there” she managed between gasps, wriggling her legs and butt in her state of frenzied pleasure.

Growing pulses of pleasure were coursing through Ellette’s body. She felt the familiar tightening as the muscles in her body flexed with pleasure, every muscle screaming out in anticipation as a glorious orgasm built up in her sex. She raised her butt into the air again and Indah’s hands cupped her buttcheeks from beneath. Indah continued tirelessly with her tongue as the final coils of pleasure built up in Ellette’s pussy, she shuddered, flexing all the muscles in her body as she reached orgasm, every sinew of her being crying out in glee.

Exhausted, and with a rapidly rising heartbeat, she lay back down on the sacks as she felt her lover’s body inch upwards. She made no struggle to open her eyes, Indah’s soft, warm lips touched hers. Slowly at first, but then with more urging. Ellette opened her mouth, kissing back firmly. She let her tongue slide into Indah’s mouth, lips sucking at each other, all feelings of guilt, and her husband, banished from her mind.


Chapter One

Sword at his side, and a pack slung over his shoulder, Jadon Syber walked the old familiar path that led to his home. People looked him over proudly and occasionally some showed their gratitude in words of thanks or encouragement. Children stared and pointed at the sword on his side. No doubt the soldier returning from war cut an impressive figure.

At 5’10 Jadon was of average height, he had a messy mop of blonde hair, that now stood darkened with dirt from the long road home. He hadn’t particularly wanted to be a soldier, but he’d ended up being a decent one, that is to say, only the decent ones make it back.

However, even though all seemed well, Jadon wasn’t at peace. He hadn’t heard from his wife in a while, and while it was true that letters didn’t always get to you in war, he was still uneasy. Uneasy, for more than one reason as he trudged on the path down to his home. The truth was, Jadon had to piss, and he had to go bad.

If he was still with the army this wouldn’t be an issue, he’d simply pull his trousers down and let loose anywhere. But he was back in town now, and civilians possessed much tamer sensibilities.

“Thank you for your service,” an old bald man interrupted Jason's thoughts as they crossed paths. Jadon replied with a curt nod of acknowledgement.

Realizing that he was still quite a distance from his house, he picked up his pace. Jadon was a little worried about his strained bladder now, so he brought his legs closer together in an attempt to alleviate some of the pressure. It didn’t seem to help much.

The pressure was rapidly building in his bladder now. Must be that fucking wine I bought from that swindler. He found his hand involuntarily creeping towards his crotch, he barely caught himself before he could jam it between his legs. That would paint a pitiful picture, the soldier returned from war, hands between his legs, piss running down his trousers…..

Fuck.Fuck.FUCK! He was screaming in his own head now, his bladder stretched to new limits. I need to pee so bad. He brought his legs even closer together, wedging his dick between his thighs. He quickened his pace again, hobbling down the path with his legs as close together as he could keep them.

He was still a couple of streets away from his home when he felt a solitary jet of hot pee shoot into his underwear, soaking into the material and forming a small wet patch at the crotch of his trousers. Jadon went red in his face and finally gave in, jamming both hands between his trembling legs. Quite the pitiful picture indeed, I just hope no one’s watching. Hands between his legs he stumbled the last couple of steps down to his own street.

Jadon was sweating now, as more pee escaped his tortured Peehole. It shot out and soaked into his clothing again, a few rivulets snaking past his clasped palms and down his thighs.

‘FUCK I CAN’T BE WETTING MYSELF.’ He continued to scream in his head as he hobbled the last few steps down to the fence of his own house. He made a mad dash across the yard, leaving behind dribbles of pee he leaked along the way. The battle against his bladder was nearly lost as his trousers were already fairly wet by the time he reached his front door.

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK.

“ELLETTE!” he screamed, banging on the front door of his own house. “Open the door, it's me. Let me in quickly” he said even as he lost more piss into his pants. Painfully removing a hand from between his legs he tried the doorknob, and found that the door was already unlocked, cursing his own stupidity he threw the door open and vaulted himself inside.

When he entered the house and saw his wife, rutting naked with another woman, in his own living room, however, he could control neither his surprise nor his waters. He stood there with a slack-jawed expression as a thick stream of hot pee shot out of his penis. It made its way through his already wet underwear, running down the inside of his legs and down onto the rug underneath, where a sizeable puddle was spreading.

****************************************************************************************************

Ellette sucked at Indah’s lips furiously. Wet tongues sloshing around in the shared space that their mouths had become. Indah removed her hand from the back of Ellette’s head and dragged it over her back, tracing a path down to her bare ass. She gave the younger girl’s rump a tight squeeze, eliciting a moan of pleasure.

Ellette had both of her own arms around Indah’s body, with her hands resting on the firm, sinewy flesh of the older girl’s buttcheeks.  She flexed and unflexed her fingers, giving repeated squeezes to Indah’s ass. Ellette felt Indah’s hand move over her ass, her nails scraping the topmost layer of her skin and drawing a line from the top of her ass to the very bottom. She then took her middle finger and started rubbing it over Ellette’s sex from behind, gently at first but then with more force.

Ellette’s frantic moans sounded hushed in her throat, in the passion of their kissing. Indah came on more furiously now, kissing Ellette even deeper, her tongue nearly reaching the younger girl's throat. Presumably satisfied with her preparations, Indah let her middle finger enter Ellette’s sex.

The finger warmed by the friction of Indah’s rubbing felt hot and alien in Ellette’s pussy. She immediately clamped her legs shut, and let out a painful moan, but the sadistic smile on Indah’s face seemed to indicate she had only just begun. Ellette found Indah’s other hand slowly coming away from its previous position at one of her boobs and making its way down to her thighs, where it seemed to linger for just a second. Indah moved it inwards then, slowly massaging the soft flesh of the younger girl’s inner thighs, prying apart her clamped legs in slow deliberate motions.

The finger inside Ellette resumed its slow circular motions, eliciting more moans and pleasure. She kissed Indah even deeper, as she let her legs come apart, allowing Indah to slide in another finger. She could feel the two fingers slowly caressing the walls of her vagina as the pleasure built up throughout her body. She felt the muscles of her lower body flex in anticipation of her incoming orgasm, skin prickling with goosebumps, nipples standing at attention.

“Uh, Uh, UH” the moans in her throat became rhythmic now, rising towards a crescendo.

“Fuck me,” she whispered between kisses. “Uh. Fuck me harder.”

The heat of pleasure was at its peak as Ellette moved her hips to the cadence of Indah’s finger. She was getting closer now, to the delightful orgasms Indah was capable of giving, the likes of which she’d never experienced before. She was getting so close.

Thump Thump Thump.

Had she locked the door? She was beyond caring as she ignored the muted thumping and pressed herself harder onto Indah’s fingers.

ELLETTE.

Had someone said her name? Indah had pulled out of Ellette she realized with a start and was staring at the door. She barely had enough time to rise into a sitting position, when her husband burst into the room.

Ellette was surprised. But the chief concern of her surprise wasn’t her husband’s unexpected arrival, it was the fact that he had entered in wet trousers, growing ever wetter still. The muted pitter-patter of his piss hitting the rug underneath as a puddle of wet shame grew in his shadow.


Chapter Two

Jadon stood there, having forgotten for the moment the sorry state of his trousers, looking on at the scene going on in his own home. His wife lay buck naked in the middle of the room, another woman sitting upright over her, there could be no doubt as to what he had just interrupted. For the next couple of seconds, he simply stood there, mouth hanging wide open. Strangely, neither woman made an attempt to cover up.

The silence was finally broken when Ellette, his sweet loving wife, spoke up.

“Y..y.. Your letter said you would be a couple of weeks.” she managed to stammer out. “And what happened…” her gaze slid down his torso, onto his still leaking trousers.

“You’ve been cheating on me?” Jadon said in a low tone. “All this time, I’ve been away. And… and… you’ve been here fucking some woman?” there was no anger in his voice, just betrayal.

“I can explain,” Ellette replied, finally getting up. “It’s not what you think, please. I still love you.”

Jadon cringed back as she stepped toward him. “How can you say that?” he nearly pled. “How can you say that you still love me while you lie here, in our home? While you lie in our home and fuck someone else? Do you even know what the word love means? The only thing that kept me alive in that hellhole was the thought of you!” He pointed his finger accusingly at her. “ You, my loving and faithful life.” His shoulders sagged now, resignation replacing anger. “What did I ever do wrong? Did I ever hurt you? Did I so much as look at another woman? What did I do to deserve this Ellette? Just tell me why?” Tears were streaming down his cheeks now, and Jadon cursed himself again for his sorry state.

Ellette stood there, eyes dripping with shame, unable to reply. “I-” she began, but she couldn’t bring herself to say anything.

“The sex.” Jadon looked up through watery eyes to see that it was his wife’s lover who’d spoken now.

Anger flared up in him again, he clenched his fists tightly and nearly screamed. “HOW DARE YOU! WHILE YOU STAND IN MY HOME? HOW DARE YOU TALK ABOUT MY SEX LIFE?”

“Spare me the theatrics,” his wife’s lover spoke evenly. “She loves you, no one can deny it. But you can’t please her, and every woman needs pleasing.” she eyed him with a grin now, a grin that promised mischief.

“You can stand here and be angry, you can leave your wife, who loves you dearly. Or..” she let the words hang.

“Or?” Jadon found himself whispering. He wanted there to be another option, so desperately he wanted a way to keep his wife. “Or?” he repeated in a louder voice.

“Or I could teach you”

“Teach me what?”

“How to pleasure your wife.” she sauntered over as she said this, and Jadon saw her naked body sway as she walked over to him. For the first time since entering, he had a chance to appreciate her body. She was tall, with athletic legs and great tits. Jadon felt himself getting hard, before instantly realizing another thing: his piss-soaked trousers. He felt his face burn with shame as he remembered he’d pissed himself, in full view of his wife and this woman.

“Aww,” Indah said in a patronizing voice. “Did the little boy have a potty accident? Hehehe.” and she giggled with glee. “Don’t worry little boy, I’ll get you out of those pissy clothes.” She was behind him now and he could feel her hot breath on his neck.

Jadon flinched as she placed a finger at the nape of his neck. She tapped his neck a few times then let her finger drop, dragging it down his back until it reached his ass. She rubbed her middle finger over the wet ass of his trousers, causing him to shudder and unexpectedly leak a few more drops of piss into his already wet clothing.

“The poor boy is very wet I see.” she giggled again, as she opened her hand wide and grabbed a fistful of his ass. Jadon flinched and tried, only half-heartedly, to pull away.

“Do you want me to stop?” He could feel her hot breath in his ear. “Just say the word and I’ll stop.” she whispered.

But he said nothing. He found that he wanted to say nothing, his fully erect penis told him he wanted this, whatever it was. So he kept his mouth shut.

“Ummm.” Indah slowly whispered in his ear, licking one of his earlobes, her tongue feeling warm and wet on his skin. “ That's a good boy.”

Jadon felt her warm lips kiss his neck from behind, her hot breath steaming on his skin, she kissed him again and again on his neck as she slowly undid the buttons of his shirt with one hand, the other firmly massaging one of his asscheeks. As Jadon’s shirt came off he felt Indah’s other hand moving up his smooth hairless chest, her nails scraping his skin and causing him to shiver.

With her index and middle finger, Indah grabbed a hold of one of his nipples and pressed on it gently.

“Uh,” Jadon groaned, but not because of the pain.

Indah’s other hand had found its way to the front of his pants now, where she undid his belt, releasing his cock.

“It’s not very big,” she said, cradling his cock in her hand. “But I’ve seen smaller” her voice was shrill with excitement. She gave his cock a few tugs and then turned him around so that he was facing her.

He felt her hot breath near his lips and reached out to kiss them, but she grabbed a fistful of his hair before he could get closer.

“Ow.” She pushed on his head, making him drop to his knees.

“Just wait one sec-” he stammered as she pulled his head back and forced him to look up to her face. She was muttering something under her breath, and Jadon felt magical energy twirl around them. A witch? He thought to himself.

His eyes widened and his mouth fell open as he looked levelly at Indah’s glowing pussy right in front of him. It shone with a muted light and transformed, through some magical means, into a thick, 8-inch member. Jadon’s mouth fell open as he tried to comprehend what was going on.

“Lesson one,” said Indah.

Still holding Jadon by his hair she pulled him closer and pushed her throbbing cock against his lips. “This is how you make someone suck your cock.” his lips parted just a little.

She saw the small opening and rammed her cock inside his mouth. Jadon almost gagged as the massive appendage entered his mouth. Jadon let his lips curl around the thick penis and used his tongue to lick at the salty tip. Indah pumped her hips and Jadon moved his head back and forth in the same rhythm as Indah.

His lips slid from the middle of her cock to the base with each thrust, and he felt the tip poking the back of his neck each time. More than once he suppressed the urge to gag as she continued to thrust: back and forth, back and forth, until his jaw was sore.

Having overcome the initial shock of a cock in his mouth, Jadon was now beginning to enjoy the experience in earnest. He awaited the release of Indah’s juices in his mouth as she suddenly stepped back, pulling her cock out of his mouth. Jadon looked up with hungry eyes.

“Hehe,” she giggled. “ You want my cock that bad eh?” she mocked.

Jadon felt another blush rising to his face, surprised at his own vulgarity as she put a foot on his chest, and gently pushed. There wasn’t much force in the kick but Jadon obliged and fell onto his back. He felt his naked asscheeks make contact with the wet rug, wet with his own urine, and he felt his face get redder.

“Lesson two.” said Indah, as she sat down in front of where he lay. She lifted up both of his legs in her arms and pushed herself closer near him.

“This is how you fuck someone,” she said and spit on her fingers once.

Suddenly, Jadon found two wet fingers parting his buttcheeks. He jumped a little, and let out a soft whimper. Indah only giggled more.

“It’s okay, just relax. And try to learn something new.” she said softly as she continued to probe the area around his anus.

Wet fingers slowly massaged Jadon’s tight asshole for a while before she let one enter him. He suppressed a moan. In response Indah pushed her finger deeper inside, causing Jadon to wriggle his ass because of the alien feeling.

His body was tensed up, resisting the strange feeling in his anus but Indah carried on. She slid her finger in and out of his ass slowly, his moans rising in sound with every turn. Every time she would go a little deeper, and wriggle her finger around a little more. Jadon’s ass twitched with every insertion, and his back arched out of pleasure. He moaned even louder as she curved her finger, teasing his prostate.

As unexpectedly as she had put it in, Indah removed the finger from his hungry asshole, leaving Jadon unsatisfied.

However, before he could voice a complaint she slid her magical cock forward, into the maw of his already loosened asshole.

Jadon’s entire body was immediately electrified when the magical cock entered his ass. It caused pleasure to ripple through his body as he began to moan and wriggle. Both of his feet were behind his head now as Indah pushed down on his legs, his bare ass pointing up, as she pumped in and out of his ass.

“Deeper,” he pled. “ Please go deeper.. Ahhh” he moaned as she started to go faster.

His ass was fully responding to the fucking now, and Indah’s thrusts started becoming faster.

“Unnh”

“Unnnhgh”

They were both moaning now, lost in the pleasure of the moment. He could feel the soft flesh of her thighs slap against his ass as her magical cock ravaged his hole. Her slow pumps had become steady heaves now and Jadon’s ass was twitching with every stroke.

He tried to move his hand up to his cock but Indah slapped it away and pinned both her hands down, using her forearms to restrain his flailing legs.

Coils of pleasure, originating from his ass, coursed through Jadon’s body as every fibre of his being cried out. He felt his butt shudder as he clenched his ass as tight as he could, biting down on Indah’s cock. He threw his head back and moaned in ecstasy as he came, shooting his load all over her tits.

He lay back, heart thumping as his wife came into view. Something was off however, and not just the fact that he was buck naked, on his back and looking at her upside down. It was something else. Despite all the crazy events of the day, despite the fact that he had just wet himself like a toddler mere moments ago, and despite the fact that he had found his wife and her lover, despite even having gotten fucked by that very same lover’s magical cock, the strangest thing perhaps was that his wife looked at him hungrily, unable to hide her massive, ravenous grin.

The end
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