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Stripped Bare

It was an uncanny feeling to stare at my own reflection and not recognize it. Running my hands over my smooth-shaven body gave me goosebumps. It’s still so hard to believe how hot I can look with makeup. How well I can pass as a girl with a few simple changes. My heart still flutters whenever I put on panties and as I readjust my wig, I check my lipstick. Looking at my round glossy lips makes me wonder what I’ll look like with my date’s manhood wrapped around them.

The doorbell rings. “Just a minute” I call out in my new high feminine voice. I finish getting ready, slipping on my tight black dress and heels that make my ass look even rounder. I sashay over to the door, buzzing with excitement. There standing on my doorstep was a gorgeous muscular man who looked at me with lust. He couldn’t wait to rip off my clothes and take me. I couldn’t wait to let him.

“You finally ready Lexi?” He asked.

“Ready” I replied.

It didn’t use to be like this. Not so long ago I was just a guy named Alex who was down on his luck. When things started to get really bad and with no job or savings, I began running out of food. At my lowest, a lifeline appeared on TV. It was an ad for free food at the local women’s shelter, no questions asked. I thought ‘what the hell? Things can’t get worse.’ So, I dressed up as a woman in order to get some food. Anyone else would have done the same in my position. Little did I know the ensuing discoveries and adventures that would eventually lead me to find my true identity as a girl.

Four weeks earlier


Chapter One

It’s the middle of the day. I’m sitting in my bedroom with the curtains closed. Lately, I prefer to sit in the dark. Maybe it just matches my mood. The only light source is the dull glow of a laptop screen in front of me. Online, I bounce between optimistically searching job boards for something that will finally bail me out of unemployment to soul-crushing despair that I drown out with Youtube videos. Right now, I was in a despair phase watching a video on how some sharks can live for hundreds of years. I wonder what I would do with all that time? I’m only twenty-four but I feel like I should have some idea by now of where I want to go or who I want to be in life. Instead, I’m here, fired from my last job for being late one too many times and desperately trying not to panic about my dwindling savings. To make matters worse I don’t even have anyone to confide in except maybe my roommate Sarah. She’s the closest thing I have to a friend. A couple of years ago I moved far away from home, to a new city, for a fresh start. Things didn’t go according to plan. Then I fell into a rut and here we are.

An email alert pops up on my screen. The shark video will have to wait. I’ve been waiting to hear back about this entry-level office job. I fit the qualifications perfectly and I spent hours writing and editing my cover letter to them. I open the email. The first words read ‘we regret to inform you’ and I stop reading. It’s always the same copy-paste corporate bullshit when they send rejections. They never tell you why they didn’t pick you but instead remain vague and leave you guessing.

Is this how it’s going to be from now on? Just constant rejection with things getting worse by the day? Shark videos aren’t going to cut it. I open a porn site and start browsing.

Before I could even find a decent video there’s a knock on my door. It’s gotta be Sarah. “Come in,” I said, closing the laptop.

“Alex?” Sarah peered into the darkness of my room, frowning. “Are you still asleep?”

“No, I was just on the computer.”

“Well, you should really get more sunlight. You’re too pale and it might make you feel better” she said as she threw the door wide open and bounced into the room. Sarah is a five-foot-eight blonde knockout who works as a yoga instructor and cosplays on the weekend. I know. I thought I’d died and gone to heaven when we first met. Although my dream was quickly shattered when she made it clear she doesn’t date her roommates. Said things had ended badly before and refused to deal with drama like that again. I reluctantly agreed with her that dating roommates was a bad idea and so she became my roommate and only friend.

“Can you come out of your cave? I need to talk to you about something.”

“Sure.”

With a sigh, I get up and follow her into the living room. Since I’d been fired, Sarah had graciously offered to help pay my side of the bills until I could find a new job. Well, more accurately her wealthy parents were paying. It wouldn’t last forever. Eventually she’d sit me down and explain that I need to move out or start paying again. I’ve been dreading this conversation for weeks, hoping that I’d get a job before it even got this far.

The apartment was two large bedrooms, a bathroom, and a spacious living room slash kitchen. Far grander than what average yoga instructor and unemployed barista could afford.

Sarah sat down on the edge of the couch and frowned. I joined on the seat next to her and swallowed my fear. “Hey what’s wrong?” I asked. She takes a moment to compose herself and says “it’s my grandma. She’s sick.”

Selfishly, I’m relieved but I keep my face neutral and say “I’m sorry. What does she have?”

“The doctors aren’t sure. But I’m flying back to Texas tonight to help take care of her. My parents are going to help cover the rent while I’m gone.”

“How long do you think you’ll be gone?”

“It could be a few weeks or it could be longer. Look, that’s not important. The reason I called you in here is that I wanted to know if you’re going to be okay without me.”

“Me? I’ll be fine.”

“It’s just that I’ve had to help you out recently with food and everything. Are you going to be able to cover yourself while I’m gone?”

I can see the concern in her eyes but I also know how important family is to her. I can’t give her any reason to worry. She’s already done so much for me. With a fake smile plastered on my face, I lie to her. “Of course. I’ve got a few promising job leads and I can cut back until one of them pans out.”

“Great. Then I guess I should start packing. I can leave tonight.”

“Don’t worry. Take as much time as you need down there” I said before heading back to my room. The truth was that things had been bad for a while. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do for money if somewhere doesn’t hire me soon. Sarah was right to be worried. I’d been relying on her way too much for money recently.

With a newfound fear, I hit the job sites again, lowering my standards from minimal to nonexistent. One job popped up on a construction site. Didn’t my neighbor Marcus work for one of those? I thought about his giant biceps and then held out one of my skinny arms.  Looking at my small soft hands I’m not sure if manual labor is for me but I can’t afford to be picky. My stomach rumbled in agreement as I sent the application.

I should go check on the food situation in the kitchen while Sarah is busy packing. There’s probably no need to worry about her taking anything today. She’d most likely grab food at the airport. I opened the fridge and started checking expiration dates on things. Almost everything was fresh fruit and vegetables. Sarah was a bit of a health nut and with her paying the food bills lately, I didn’t get much of say in what we ate. A lot of the fresh stuff had short expiration dates. Disappointing. By my estimations, this stuff will only last me a week and a half. By then I’d have to start emptying my savings or looking for stuff I could sell.

A few hours later, Sarah was all packed. I gave her a hug on our doorstep and we said our goodbyes. Just as she was leaving, our neighbor Marcus opened his door. “Oh, hey Sarah. You going on a trip?” He asked. Sarah smiled and looked away for a second. She’d had a crush on Marcus for a while but a neighbor was almost akin to a roommate so she never acted on it. It wasn’t hard to understand why she had a crush on him. Marcus towered over both of us at six foot five. He wore jeans and a tight white t-shirt that showed off his tan bulging muscles. After a moment, Sarah recovered and said: “Just going back to stay with family for a while.”

“You want help with the bags?” He asked gesturing at the luggage.

At that precise moment, Sarah looked back and caught me struggling to lift one of her bags. “That would be great,” she said.

He put his giant paw of a hand over mine. “Don’t worry I’ve got it” he said.

Damn. I was starting to see what Sarah saw in him. Marcus seemed to naturally emanate this raw animal magnetism. I don’t know exactly how to describe it. Just that the way he said it and took the bag made me feel funny. The bag that I was having trouble with, he picked up with ease. He’s so much bigger than me I thought to myself.

“Thanks, there’s a taxi waiting for me downstairs,” she said.

Sarah and Marcus walked down together, while I followed behind feeling confused and slightly emasculated. Once downstairs, Marcus and I waved Sarah off. Damn, my hands look so dainty compared to his. Once Sarah was gone I turned to him and said “thanks for the help.”

“Sure anytime” he replied before we went our separate ways.

Back in the apartment, I decided to be productive. Almost all of my clothes were dirty. So doing the laundry felt like a good starting place. I placed them in the washing machine and turned it on. The machine started whining and then went silent. I turned it off and on again. The same thing happened. Oh no. No, this can’t be happening. I check the machine over and wait a few minutes before trying again but it won’t turn on. In the span of a couple of hours, I’ve managed to get rejected for a minimum wage job a trained monkey could do, lose my only friend, and a reliable source of food. Now to top it all off I’ve lost access to clean clothes.

Fuck today. I’m done trying for now. I stomped back into the kitchen to crack open the bottle of wine Sarah kept in the cupboard. With sufficient alcohol in hand, I threw myself onto the couch and took a swig straight from the bottle. I flipped through channels until I found something that made me forget my problems.


Chapter 2

The next day I roll over to check my messages. There’s a new one from Sarah. “I got here safe. It should be an interesting couple of weeks. Oh, and don’t touch my stuff. :)” I smiled but couldn’t help glance at the empty wine bottle next to the bed. It’s fine. Once I get a job it’ll be easy to replace.

I get up and reach into my underwear draw, only to find it empty. Damn. Forgot about the washing machine. How long could I wear the same clothes or the same underwear? Maybe I could wash my clothes in the sink by hand? I looked up some videos online giving tutorials on doing just that. Ten minutes hadn’t even gone by but I was already certain it looked like more trouble than it was worth.

Suddenly a bolt of inspiration hits me. Drew, Sarah’s ex-boyfriend. Things were getting serious with them until a month ago when they broke up. He used to stay over all the time and leave his clothes here. Sarah might not have gotten around to throwing them out.

I peeked inside her room. Usually, we were both good at respecting each other’s space but these were desperate times. Her room was mostly comprised of pink and white with a large king-size bed in the center. I crept inside. To my right was her vanity mirror, stool, and makeup that she’d left on the table. On the left were her drawers and closet. I checked her drawers first. The top one consisted of sensible underwear and socks. The stuff she’d wear on a regular day. That drawer mostly empty with only a few pieces of each left. She’d probably taken the rest with her back home. Next drawer down had workout stuff like leggings and sports bras. I quickly moved on while trying not to disturb anything. No image came to mind that would be more mortifying than her coming back to find I’d gone through her underwear. I opened the next drawer to find sexy lingerie. Gone were the sensible black and whites. In this drawer was filled with thongs, lace panties, and frilly bras. It was an explosion of pinks, purples, reds and so forth that must be what she used to wear for Drew on date nights. I picked up a pair of lacy pink panties. A waft of her sweet perfume hit me and I felt my cock twitch.

No, just don’t even go there Alex. I put them away and opened the final drawer. This has to be where Drew kept his spare clothes. But the drawer had no clothes at all. Instead, it was several wigs and sex toys. Multiple vibrators, dildos, and butt plugs.

I had no idea Sarah was into this stuff but then maybe it's not the sort of thing you tell your roommate. Going over to her closet I take a deep breath. It’s unlikely she’d leave clothes of Drew’s just hanging next to her clothes but I’ve made it this far. I might as well check the whole room before I resign myself to scrubbing clothes in a sink.

Inside the closet, there were the standard clothes she wore at work and around the house, blouses, sweatpants. There were date night dresses and all her winter clothes that she wouldn’t need back home. I guess her room was a bust then. The mirror across the room caught my eye. Damn, I’ve gotten skinny. I wonder if Sarah’s shirts would fit me? Nah, that’s crazy. I’m not going to wear women’s clothes. I’ll figure something out.

I went back to the living room and flip on the tv. Sitting on the couch in my underwear, I finally get desperate enough to pray. “Please God, I don’t need a lot I just need something. A job? Or even just an idea? Please give me something. I’m not sure how much more of this I can take.”

Suddenly an ad pops up. Usually, I’d ignore it and pull out my phone but something about it caught my eye. It started with a shot of a food bank that’s just a couple of blocks away from the apartment. I walk past it all the time. A woman appeared on the tv in front of the foodbank talking about the disadvantages that women in poverty face. She says that she wants to give back and so that’s why she’s giving away food crates to women on Saturdays. Any woman could turn up no questions asked and be handed a week’s worth of food.

The image of me wearing Sarah’s clothes and wig flashed in my mind. Is this the idea I prayed for? I shook my head, there’s no way I’d be able to pull it off. My stomach rumbled in disagreement. There was so little in the kitchen that I had to ignore it. The woman in the ad was still talking. “I know how hard it can be but we don’t judge here. Remember it’s no questions asked.”

So, I wouldn’t have to talk like a girl, just look like one. I couldn’t get the idea out of my head. I mean I was already half considering wearing some of her stuff around the apartment. But then I thought about going outside as a woman and men holding doors open for me. My heart skipped a beat. The idea excited me and besides, if I don’t look convincing then I don’t have to leave the apartment and no one will ever know I tried to crossdress as a woman. It can just be an experiment.

I went into the bathroom and shaved my face. Once it was smooth, I went to go get the wig. Sarah must have used it to turn into a dark brunette. I went back to the mirror in the bathroom, closed my eyes, and put the wig on. Being able to get this food would be a huge win for me. I really hope I can pull this off. I need to look like a girl. The thought made me feel warm and fuzzy. It just goes to show how much I could do with something going right for once. Okay, here we go.

I open my eyes. The effect was startling. It had been a long time since I’d completely shaved. With the wig and a smooth face, I actually looked pretty androgynous. The change was impressive but I wasn’t satisfied. What if I still looked too much like a man and someone challenges me? Or somebody recognizes me? No, Alex has to completely disappear. There can be no doubt that I look like a woman.

With that, I went back to researching online. I googled ‘how to turn a man into a woman’ which led me to some video tutorials from crossdressers putting on their makeup. I dove headfirst into the videos comparing what they were using to what Sarah had left behind.

Over the next few days, I studied their makeup routines and began practicing with Sarah’s makeup in front of her vanity mirror. Learning how to apply foundation, eyeliner, and lipstick. I especially liked applying lipstick. It really makes my lips pop.

Finally, Saturday rolls around. I’m nervous but also weirdly excited. I’d spent a couple of hours last night picking out what I was going to wear. Then this morning I decided to fully commit by shaving my whole body.

Back in Sarah’s room, the entire outfit was laid out on the bed waiting for me. Starting with a black pair of panties, I got goosebumps as I felt the soft material slide up my smooth legs. I caught my reflection in the mirror and was surprised at how much rounder the panties made my butt look. My cock stirred at the sight. Was this turning me on? No, the clothes are probably just reminding me of Sarah. Next were the jeans. Luckily, Sarah and I are the same height and with my recent weight loss, they fit like a dream although a little snug. I had to tuck my junk back to make sure nothing was outwardly visible. Once everything down below was secure, I grabbed a padded black bra and breast forms Sarah slid into some of her other bras to turn her A cups into C’s. Following the instructions of a famous crossdresser online, I used my real pecs, some tape and the padded bra to make it look like I had breasts. With the bra firmly in place, I slid on one of Sarah's black tops to complete the costume.

Now it was time for the makeup. I skipped over to the vanity mirror. I’d been practicing nonstop for the past couple of days and I was excited to see what I could do. As I got to work, the androgynous boy with boobies in the mirror slowly transformed into a woman. Once the makeup was finished I slid the wig on. Feeling those dark curls fall around my neck and shoulders felt like the last stroke in a masterpiece. My reflection left me in awe. Alex, the drab boring guy had vanished. Sitting in front of the mirror was not just a girl but a hot one. I had turned myself into my own dream girl. “Hmm, I should give you a name,” I said in a feminine voice. Naturally, I had followed the crossdresser's instructions of practicing their girly voices too. I mean I couldn’t leave anything to chance. “What do you want to be called?” Suddenly it became clear to me. “Call me Lexi,” I said and puckered my lips. My cock was rock hard. God, I was horny but I couldn’t indulge yet. I still desperately needed food.

I grabbed a pair of Sarah’s boots and one of her coats. The coat made me feel conflicted. Part of me felt safer hiding in it but another part of me wanted to be seen. To have men and women stare at my hot body and want to fuck me. Wait, men and women? I’m not gay. Clearly, my imagination is getting a little carried away with the fantasy. Let’s just focus on getting what I need.

I threw the coat and peeked outside my door. The hallway outside the apartment was clear. I shut the door quietly behind me. My heart was racing. Maybe this is too much too soon? It was only two blocks I reminded myself. My chest tightened but I forced myself to keep walking. Out on the street, I realized that I was swaying my hips slightly to give myself a more feminine walk. I didn’t plan for it. It was just a natural rhythm I unconsciously fell into. This is how Lexi walks I thought to myself.

It was also impossible not to notice some of the men who looked my way. How their eyes would linger on me. As Alex, I had been a fairly average looking guy but Lexi? I think she’d be the focus of attention wherever she went. Still, I avoided eye contact and kept my head down. Just a few minutes in the food kitchen. I’ll be in and out.

I was relieved when I finally got to the place. East street foodbank. Some foundation bought the place and had remodeled it. Everything was shiny and new. No people lining up outside though. Maybe I’m too late. I went inside to the front desk. A man who looked to be in his early twenties was behind it moving a stack of crates. He wore a white v-neck shirt that did nothing to hide the muscles underneath it. When he was done with the crates he turned to me and smiled which stopped me dead in my tracks. He was one of the most beautiful men I’d ever seen with brown hair and piercing green eyes.

“Here for a food crate miss?” He prompted. I nodded not trusting myself to speak. “Alright, here you go.” He slid one of the crates over to me. I tried to pick it up but realized it was heavier than it looked. “Do you need a hand?”

Embarrassingly I did. “Yes please,” I replied in my feminine voice.

“I saw you walk in. Do you live nearby?”

“A couple of blocks away actually.”

“Great I’ll carry it for you for then.” He said and turned to the back door and shouted: “Hey Steve I’ll be back in a bit.”

“Alright don’t take too long” a voice yelled back.

The man smiled again. “My manager,” he said gesturing at the back door.

“Oh, it’s not too much trouble is it?”

“Nah I was due for a break anyway. I’ve been standing behind that desk for too long anyway. I could use the walk. I’m Nate by the way.”

“I’m Lexi.”

Nate picked up the crate under one arm and held the front door open with the other. “After you,” he said. My face turned crimson as I murmured a thank you. I had never had someone be so kind and helpful to me before. Especially someone who looked as hot as Nate. At five foot seven my head came up to his shoulders.

No one would have ever helped me like this as a guy. I guess there are perks to being a girl, like having a gorgeous guy carry things for you.

As we walked back, I let him do most of the talking. I didn’t have a lot going on in my life as Alex and Lexi had only existed for an hour. Mostly I was just happy just to listen. Nate explained that he goes to a college nearby studying business and volunteers at the food bank on the weekends.

When we got to my building, he insisted on carrying it all the way up. I prayed the hallway was empty. I’d have no idea what to say if one of the neighbors like Marcus caught me. Luckily it was.

I let him into the apartment and he carried the crate over to my kitchen. “This is so helpful. Really, I can’t thank you for enough for this” I said.

He flashed another smile that made me blush and said: “ah I’m sure a beautiful girl like you gets help wherever she goes.” He started to leave.

“Do you want to stay… for a drink?”

“Sure, I wouldn’t say no to a coffee.”

I stretched on my tiptoes to reach the top cabinet where the mugs are kept. “Here let me help,” he said. His strong hands wrapped around my waist as he lifted me up. I let out a nervous giggle. “Thanks,” I said as he lowered me down.

I turn to reach for the coffee and bump into him again. “Oh sorry,” I said, looking up into those bright green eyes. We were so close I could smell his aftershave. Nate leaned closer, bending slightly and pressed his lips to mine. I froze, unsure what to do. I’d never kissed a guy before.

His warm tongue found mine and it felt nice. His hands moved down, grabbing my juicy butt and pulling me closer. My cock was rock hard against my jeans.

Suddenly he pulled away, looking bashful. “Sorry, this is great. It’s just I need to get back to the food bank. Can I see you again sometime?”

“Definitely,” I said, still breathless from the kiss. Nate gave me his phone number and another kiss on the cheek before leaving.

As soon as he was gone, I went into Sarah’s room and threw off my jeans and top. Clad only in my panties and bra, I gave my boobs a jiggle in the mirror. My cock was so hard it was poking out the side of my panties. An idea from some porn I’d watched before came to mind. I went to Sarah’s sex toy drawer and grabbed her vibrator. Laying on her pink bed, in my cute little satin panties, I tucked my cock back into my underwear. I turned on the vibrator and held it against my panty covered cock. Images of Nate flooded my mind. Of him grabbing my butt again, of him slapping it and feeling it jiggle. “Oh god,” I moaned. The vibrator worked my cock. In my head Nate is kissing me, he’s moving down my body, planting kisses. I shiver as his lips press against my smooth skin. He undresses and presents his huge cock to me. It’s so much bigger than mine. He puts his cock up against mine. I wrap both my hands around them and start stroking. I love how much bigger he is than me. “Fuck I’m so close.” The Nate in my mind whispers “tell me what you are?”

As my cock is about to explode, “I’m such a girly slut!” I exclaim as the orgasm hits. Fountains of cum fill my panties and I imagine Nate cumming with me. Shooting loads all over my face and body. It feels so sexy, picturing myself pleasuring him, making him cum like that for me.

I lay back on the bed, just trying to breathe and take it all in. I’ve never orgasmed so hard before in my life. Suddenly a realization hit me. I don’t think I can stop. It’s too much fun being Lexi.


Chapter Three

Thus, began a new chapter of my life. With Sarah paying the rent, the food bank covering food, and an entirely new closet full of clean clothes, it felt like all my problems were taken care of. I wore Sarah’s casual clothes around the house and kept practicing my makeup. Even though I could have just worn the clothes there was something about appearing so feminine that was exciting to me. Catching my reflection in mirrors as Lexi was always such a thrill.

The food lasted about a week and by the time Saturday rolled around my heart was racing. I spent hours thinking about what I would wear. Something sexy but that doesn’t go so far as to be slutty. It is the middle of the day in public. A girl has got to have some standards.

You can imagine my disappointment when I got to the food bank and Nate wasn’t there. I even asked the old guy manning the counter but he said Nate was sick. How am I supposed to lug the crate home now? The old man was kind enough to provide a basket with wheels and a handle. So this was how women were expected to take the crates home with them. Nate had obviously hidden that fact so he’d have an excuse to walk me home. I texted him a get-well message as I dragged the food home. Until I reached my apartment elevator that had an ‘out of order’ sign stuck to it.

With a sigh, I took the stairs lifting the bag up one step at a time. By the time I got the second floor I was sweating and gasping for breath. Man, I’ve really got to work out more. I live on the fourth floor. With still halfway left to go, I took a break, sitting on the steps. Damn it. If I could just get a job then things wouldn’t have to be so hard.

Down the stairs, quiet footsteps could be heard. Someone’s coming! I jump up and grab the crate. My arms burning by the time I lift it up just two more steps. Meanwhile, the footsteps get closer. I’m not going to make it to the apartment in time. Just keep my head down and let them pass me.

As the steps draw near, I couldn’t help but look. A six-foot-five muscular bear of a man rounds the corner. First recognition then fear. It’s my neighbor Marcus. I look down and continue lifting the crate up one step at a time, hoping he’ll just walk past me.

Instead, he stopped. “Do you need help Miss?” Marcus asked.

Okay, he doesn’t recognize me. That’s good but what do I do? Should I tell him? What if he tells Sarah and she figures out I’ve been stealing her clothes and makeup?

“Yes please, it’s very heavy.”

Marcus picked it up with ease.

“So where to?” He asked.

“The fourth floor, room 8.”

“You know Alex then?”

“He’s my brother. Just taking him some stuff.” I’ve never mentioned having a sister but Marcus and I weren’t very close. He was always more interested in spending time around Sarah.

Marcus glanced at me a few times as we went up the steps. “Now that you mention it you do look a little like him. Of course, it looks like you got all the looks in the family.”

Is he hitting on me?

“Thanks. I always appreciate a gentleman helping out a lady in need.”

Butterflies tingle in my stomach as soon as I said it. Wait why did I say it? Now I’m hitting on him. In my head, I pictured how warm and safe I’d feel with my small delicate body embraced by his huge frame. He steals a few glances at my long legs and I pretend not to notice as we get to my door.

“So is Alex here?” he asked.

“No, he said he’d be out all day but he gave me a key.”

“Okay well, I live right next door. Let me know if you need anything.”

“You wouldn’t happen to know a good mechanic that can fix a washing machine do you?” I knew Marcus worked construction and as a handyman in the past. Maybe I can use my newfound feminine charm to get what I want.

“I’m a pretty good mechanic. Why don’t you let me take a look?”

I opened the door and let him inside. Next to the washing machine was a basket of my dirty boy clothes and recently some of Sarah’s stuff that I borrowed. “Huh that’s weird, is Alex washing Sarah’s clothes for her?”

“I guess” I shrugged, pretending I’d just gotten here myself. “So anyway, Alex said that when he starts the machine up it gives this rattling sound that gets louder and louder until the thing just shuts itself off.”

“Okay I’ll go grab my tools and take a look,” he said and went back across to his apartment.

God, I should have dressed as a woman years ago. Everyone’s so much nicer. I busied myself with tidying up and checking my makeup. After that grueling climb with the stairs, I wanted to make sure I still looked my best.

Once Marcus returned with his toolbox, he opened up the back of the machine and started poking around inside it. I didn’t really understand what he was doing and felt awkward just standing there waiting.

I took out my phone to check my messages. Apparently, Nate had sent me one saying he’d been sick lately. He wanted to know if I was free Saturday night. Of course, I said yes immediately. I don’t consider myself gay or anything. It’s just that he’s so cute and I still owe him for helping me out the other week.

“Hey hand me that wrench there,” he said pointing to one in particular.

I handed him the wrench and then sent Nate another message telling him how excited I was.

“Okay let’s give it a try,” he said as he put his tools away.

“That was fast.”

“Yeah, one of the bolts had loosened back there. I think it should work now.”

He turned it on and sure enough, it worked.

“Oh my god, this is great. That thing has been broken for weeks. I can finally use it again.”

“You can use it?”

I stopped dead. Trying to recover quickly I said, “yeah sometimes I come over to borrow it.”

“I’ve never seen you come over before and Alex has never mentioned you. This whole thing feels a little weird. I think I’m going to call him to check to see if this is all okay.”

Before I could say anything, he dialed my number. The phone in my pocket started ringing.

“You also have his phone?”

I looked away as he stared at me. I didn’t know what to say. Suddenly his expression changed as he put the pieces together. “Alex?”

I continued to avoid his gaze but the silence was growing uncomfortable. “Yeah,” I said quietly.

“Is that… are you wearing Sarah’s clothes?”

I nodded still not looking at him.

“You know I have to tell her.”

That’s when I looked up. “Please don’t, I can’t afford this place without her and she’d leave if she knew. Please I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

He unbuckled his pants.

“What are you doing?” I asked him.

“You said anything. I want you to give me a blowjob” he said.

“This is crazy!”

“Is it? I just fixed your washing machine and caught you stealing Sarah’s stuff. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. But you make a surprisingly beautiful girl and I think we should become better acquainted.”

Instinctively I wanted to say no way but when his dick came out my mouth started to water. I thought about what a dirty slut I would be securing favors with sex and my dick started to get excited.

Knees shaking, I walked over to him and got on my knees. His cock was so thick I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to get it all in my mouth. I placed my lips around the tip and ran my tongue over it. I grabbed the base of his shaft with both hands and started to suck, bobbing my head up and down.

“Look at me while you suck my cock” he commanded.

I gazed up at him. He smiled as he watched me work. Knowing that I was giving him this pleasure made it even more exciting. Eager for more, I picked up the pace, sucking faster and going deeper. Feeling that cock fill my slutty mouth completely. He grabbed the back of my head to push me further. Using his cock to fuck my mouth.

“I’m nearly there. Do you want me to cum princess?”

I moaned excitedly as I kept sucking. My little dick leaking into my panties.

“Make daddy cum.”

My head was pounding. Every part of my body was numb and excited at the same time. Everything fell away. It was just me and his cock.

Daddy came hard. His cock erupted, shooting multiple thick loads of his sweet juice that I kept swallowing. I wanted to milk his cock dry. Stars swam in my vision and my whole body was shaking as I came in my panties.

When he’d finally finished, he put his cock away and held my chin up with his thumb and forefinger. “Do you want to do this again?” He asked. It took me a moment to focus before I simply nodded. He left me in a daze on the floor in my girl clothes.


Chapter Four

After recovering from my time with Marcus, I set about doing chores that had been long put off.

With the washing machine working again I could clean all of my clothes, even my boy stuff. I decided to stop wearing Sarah’s clothes and go back to being Alex. The only reason I dressed up was to get food. Now, I had enough food to last me for the week so there’s no need to dress up. Look, I’m not gay. Lexi was just a means to an end. Marcus deserved a proper thank you for helping me, that’s all. Besides I was a girl then. There’s nothing wrong with a girl giving a guy a blowjob.

I put most of Sarah’s clothes back in her room except for the panties. They felt nice and so I kept wearing them with my boy clothes. I kept up with shaving my body too. I liked being smooth. That didn’t mean I was gay or anything. There’s nothing feminine about proper grooming either I reasoned.

Going through my routine as Alex looking for jobs, playing video games, and watching porn felt strange. Something was off. I wasn’t satisfied. Normally, I could lose myself for hours or even days in front of a screen. Now, it all felt so boring and pointless.

One day, I caught my reflection in the mirror and stopped. Looking at myself in my boy clothes bothered me. Had I lost more weight? I turned from side to side, taking in every detail. The clothes made me look so drab and my body so boxy. My great ass and legs were hiding in bulky jeans. My smooth tight tummy concealed in a t-shirt that was a size too big. It didn’t look right. I didn’t look right. Maybe it’s because I lost so much weight recently, that my old clothes are just too big for me now? I’ll just have to buy new clothes once I get a job.

My hairstyle didn’t look great either. It was just a boring buzz cut. Maybe I should grow my hair out? I wondered as I went back to the computer.

Still, these thoughts and feelings nagged at me over the next few days. Nate was still texting me and sending me flirty messages. I’d reply with the same. Then he asked me for a naked picture of myself. I responded by saying I wasn’t comfortable with that. His next message said “no problem, here’s one of me. Can’t wait till Saturday.” I clicked on the pic and saw his hard cock.

As soon as I saw it my mouth watered and deep down, I knew that I wanted to suck it. Another message came next. “Fuck yourself and pretend it’s me. Use the pic for inspiration.”

Shakily, I replied with an okay and went to do just that.

In Sarah’s room, I shed my boy clothes until I was just wearing my panties. Inside the sex drawer, was some lube and a dildo. On the edge of the bed, I slowly inserted the fake dick. It was like I was on autopilot with my mind solely focused on the dildo and images of Nate. As my ass loosened, I got the dildo all the way in. My dick sprang to life as it hit my prostate. Pleasurable pressure began to form. I shifted my hips up and down slowly at first. Imagining myself in my prettiest lingerie riding Nate’s dick. The pleasure started to build inside me, growing stronger. I let out a high feminine moan. That turned me on even more so I started talking to myself in my girly voice.

“Oh yes! Nate fuck me!”

My whole body started to tingle. I picked up speed, bouncing on the dildo harder and faster. The pressure inside me kept growing and growing.

“Fuck… my… girly… ass.” I shook as the orgasm hit. Waves of pleasure washed over me as I came multiple times. I lay back on the pink bed exhausted, only wishing Nate was really here.

When I got my breath back, I texted him. “Just came with my toy. Thought of you the whole time :).”

A few seconds passed then I got his reply, “Good girl,” which delighted me.

I took off my soiled underwear and cleaned myself up. When it came time to select a new pair, I thought to myself ‘you know what? I deserve to look and feel sexy.’ I grabbed a pair of red lace panties and slowly slid them up my smooth legs, savoring the feeling of them cupping my little cock and balls.

My discarded boy clothes lay on the floor. Why should I punish myself with such a boring outfit? I thought and hopped over to Sarah’s closet, eager to transform myself back into Lexi.


Chapter Five

It was Friday. Date night was finally here. I was more nervous than ever before. I’d never gone on a date as a girl before. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do. Nate told me to dress nice. I chose a tight black dress that showed off my round ass and long legs. The right makeup, bra, and inserts gave me the illusion of boobs with a hint of cleavage.

When it was nearly time, I gave myself one last look in the mirror, checking my makeup. The girl staring back at me looked downright sexy. A few weeks back if someone had asked me to envision my dream girl then I’d come up with a girl that looked exactly like me. I was living my dream girl. My dick stirred at the thought and I had to check it was still safely tucked away so that there was no sign of a bulge.

There was a knock at the door and my heart jumped. This was it. No longer was I just wearing girl clothes around the apartment or speed walking to the foodbank with my head down in a big coat. No, what I wore now was to be noticed. When I walk in somewhere with Nate, I want men to stare. I want them to see my ass bounce past them and their dicks to get hard as they dream about fucking me. To imagine my legs wrapped tightly around them or my plump red lips sucking their dicks. All these thoughts just excited me more. That was when I knew I was ready.

I opened the door to see Nate standing there in a shirt and jacket. His smile dazzled me and my heart skipped a beat. “Are you ready to go?” He asked. I smiled and nodded. He held out his hand and I took it.

Being the girl on a date was a completely different experience.

We took an Uber to the restaurant. Nate got out first and walked around to my side to open the door for me. He held out his hand. Butterflies flew in my stomach as he helped me out of the car. Once out of the car I took five steps in my new high heels before I stumbled. Nate was there in a flash to catch me.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Anytime. New shoes?”

“Yeah sorry.” I looked away to hide my face turning red.

“Don’t apologize. It gives me an excuse to hold you.”

I laughed. “I guess I should fall more often.”

“As long as I’m there to catch you,” he said staring deeply into my eyes. I could sense him want to kiss me. Our faces were inches apart. A glance behind him showed me that people in the restaurant were staring at us. That broke the moment for me.

“We should head inside before they decide to give away our reservation,” I said.

He nodded and held my hand to steady me as we made our way inside. The hostess was waiting for us with a bemused expression. Nate took the lead. “Table for two under the name Miller,” he said. She nodded and checked her book. “Okay right this way,” she said. Her eyes flicked to mine and then to my boobs before she led us to our table.

Was she checking me out? I wondered as we walked to our table. Nate held out a chair for me. I thanked him and took my seat while keeping an eye on the hostess. As Nate sat down, she stole another glance at my cleavage while handing me a menu. I arched my back a little to make them stand out more and smiled at her. She handed Nate the menu and left without saying a word. Not that I expected her to. It shouldn’t have been surprising that some women might be attracted to me as Lexi. I had made myself into a very sexy woman. I take a glance around the room and notice a few men quickly look away back to their dates.

“Enjoying the attention?” Nate asked, reading my mind.

“Yes,” I said honestly. “I didn’t always look like this. Recently I had a bit of a makeover and so it’s a new feeling to have so many people show this much interest in me.”

“C’mon it couldn’t have been that bad.”

“It was. I was practically invisible and I would let the world just roll over me. Bad things would happen to me and I would just accept it without question. That old person is gone.”

“And the new person?”

“She takes what she wants. She’s beautiful and unapologetic about it.” I put one of my hands under the table and found his cock. Leaning forward and keeping my voice low, I said, “she’s also been thinking about your dick all week.”

Nate glanced around to make sure no one else had heard me. Before leaning in and asking

“you sure you want to eat? We could just get drinks and head back… early?” He whispered as I rubbed his cock.

“I haven’t been on a date in ages. You’re not getting out that easy,” I said letting go of his dick. It seemed easier to leave out the part about this being my first date as a girl and how excited I was for it. Though I’d have to tell him eventually.

Food and drinks quickly came and went. Nate had ordered Champagne which went straight to my head. Though somehow we finished a bottle between us. When the bill came, he insisted on paying for everything. Which was a huge relief since a restaurant like this was well out of my price range. I decided I was really going to show him my gratitude once we got back home.

On the drive back, I spent time reflecting on what had happened. It had felt incredible to be the one being taken care of and pampered. I didn’t have to worry about money or date ideas. I could just be his girl and let him take me on dates. We hadn’t even had sex yet but already I felt so happy. A pleasant sigh slipped out as I settled my head on his shoulder and watched the street lights whizz by.

When we got back to my apartment. I led him inside. Nate moved to kiss me but I held out my hand. I had to come clean to him. To make sure there were no surprises and he knew everything. “There’s something you should know first. I used to be a boy.”

“Okay…”

“I just didn’t want you to freak out when I took my clothes off.”

“This doesn’t change how I feel about you. I want you.” He stepped closer. Our lips locked together in desperate hunger. I moaned as I felt his hands squeeze my ass. He lifted me up and I wrapped my legs around his waist. In between planting kisses on my neck, he asked “which way?”

“first door on the left,” I said.

He carried me to my room and set me down on the pink bed. His big strong body gently settled on top of me as we continued our kiss. My tongue massaging his while one of his hands moved up my leg. “Are you ready?” He asked. I smiled and nodded. I wasn’t just ready. I was aching for it. I could feel my little dick throbbing in my panties. Nate rolled over to let me up. I got up and unzipped my dress to slide out of it.

“You’ve got a great ass,” he said.

“Show me how much you love this ass,” I said, gesturing to the lube already out on the bedside table. A girl has got to be prepared after all.

I got down on all fours on the bed and presented my ass to him. “I need your dick inside me” I moaned

I felt his hands caress my ass before two lubed up fingers found their way inside me. “mhmm” I gasped.

“You’re a hungry cock slut aren’t you?”

“Oh yes.”

“You want Daddies dick to make you a real girl?”

“Fuck me daddy. Fuck me like a girl.”

The tip of his thick cock pressed against my hole. I felt a warm swelling sensation as my ass stretched to accept his wonderful dick. Nate applied more pressure, slowly pushing deeper inside me. He went all the way filling me completely. That’s when he began pumping my virgin ass. I gasped again. “Gently,” I said. He didn’t slow his pace but didn’t pound either. I laid my head on the bed and caught my reflection in the mirror. My little girly dick had broken free of my panties and was bouncing up and down to Nate’s thrusts. I looked over at Nate. This big strong man fucking me. I could never have been like him. Never a real man. I was too small, soft, and submissive. His dick, along with his balls slapping against me was driving me wild. My head felt fuzzy and I was seeing stars. This was it. The final step to becoming a woman.

Nate groaned and starting pumping faster. “Almost there.”

“That’s it. Cum for me daddy” I cried. One of his hands slapped my ass and that was when I came. My whole body shook as semen spurting out of my little dick all over the pink sheets. Nate wasn’t far behind as his huge cock erupted inside me. His warm seed shooting load after load into me. “Ahh” I moaned as he filled me.

“That was amazing,” he said. I murmured in agreement. I still couldn’t form words. My body felt numb and my mind was swimming with endorphins.

He pulled out and laid down on the bed. I settled my head on his chest and felt his arms wrap around me, pulling me close. Feeling safe and secure in his big muscular arms, we basked in the afterglow before drifting off to sleep.

Only one thought crossed my mind before I slept and that was that I couldn’t wait to wake him up in the morning by sucking his dick. That was when I knew. I would never go back to being Alex. It took nearly losing everything. All my clothes, food and nearly the apartment. But when all that was taken away. I discovered my true self as Lexi and I wouldn’t change it for anything.

The End
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Captured in Lace: A Transgender Erotic Romance

Jay becomes Jessica in this Feminization adventure!


When Alice Moore, the hottest girl on campus, asks her nerdy friend Jay to model for her he jumps at the chance. To him, it was just supposed to be a few simple shots for a photography class she's taking and this was his big moment to get close to her. But when he gets there he's told to get into costume and makeup. Jay goes along with it but starts having major doubts as the costumes get more and more feminine until Alice has him model as a woman.
With her makeup skills, she transforms a dull average looking man into a sexy blonde goddess that she calls Jessica. Being a girl awakens emotions inside him that he didn't even know existed. More turned on than ever before, he dives deeper into his transformation into a woman.


Over time, Alice pays less attention to Jay and more to Jessica. As Jay he was invisible but as a woman, he draws stares and attention wherever he goes. Jay may not have much luck going out with Alice but as Jessica, he just might.
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Caught with Consequences: A Transgender Erotic Romance

Tate becomes Kate!


Tate Miller, the star quarterback, has it all. An amazing girlfriend, good grades, and more people want to be friends with him than he knows what to do with. But he never learned how to respect women.


One night someone films Tate insulting a woman at a party and embarrassing himself and the college. The video goes viral and his coach demands he go through sensitivity training or he’s off the team. Forced to take a women’s studies class, he doesn’t realize the extra special curriculum that’s been created just for him.
In order for Tate to be more understanding of women, he has to know what it's like to be one. The teacher partners him up with a beautiful transgender classmate called Sarah. She’s going to teach Tate how to walk a mile in women’s shoes. Together Tate transforms himself into a woman that he calls Kate. Kate is bubbly, sensitive, and submissive. All the things he could never be as a man. It felt freeing and exciting.


But there’s a cost. Becoming Kate starts to strain his relationships with his friends and his girlfriend. Forced to juggle between his secret identity with Sarah and Tate the football star, it becomes too much. Suddenly there’s only room for one of them. 


Which will they choose? 


To stay as the alpha male jock or become a sexy girl full time? 


About the Author

Paris Skye is a young writer who’s been obsessed with storytelling since childhood. They spent every waking moment of their free time devouring books, especially romance and fantasy. As Paris got older, they developed an interest in more erotic fiction. With an overactive imagination, reading about it was no longer enough. Paris decided to begin writing and sharing their fantasies with the world.
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