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The pounding on the door roused Noah from a rather pleasant dream. In it, he was chilling on a beach somewhere, sipping a strong cocktail and feeling the warmth of the sun.

“Noah! You hear me?! You’ve got til next weekend to get your shit out of here.”

To be perfectly honest, Noah was glad he was getting evicted. At first, the living situation seemed chill, bunch of guys around his age all sharing a place. But five months later and now it felt like a dystopian frat house. Three of the guys drank and partied like they were still twenty-two, despite being in their thirties. The place was perpetually filthy, something was always broken, and number of Noah’s personal belongings had gone missing before he bought and installed several door locks.

Even so, this place was better than homeless, but after getting rejection after rejection from any and all of the “legitimate” apartment complexes in a twenty mile radius, it seems that was here he would end up if he couldn’t find something, and soon. Before, Noah would spend his free time playing video games, watching TV or hell, go for a walk, but not it seems he ever does in his free time is search for not only a new job, but now an apartment that won’t reject him for some bullshit reason like his subpar credit score, or that his income won’t cover the cost of rent.

He knew there would be options in the “private sector”, as he called it. Homeowners renting out rooms or converted backhouses. He’d skim through them before, but never paid too much attention. Noah wanted his own private space, even if it’s a tiny studio apartment, especially after the how annoying his current housing situation ended up being. He didn’t want to have to worry about someone else using his stuff, because more often than not it would either go missing, or be returned much worse for wear. If he set something down, it would be in the exact same place hours later. Not to mention the fact that it would be so much easier to date and bring a girl home if he had his own place.

“Maybe I’ll even get a cat or something,” Noah muttered as he scrolled through the listings.

Unfortunately, the places that he could afford weren’t that much better than what he’s in now. Some homes had pictures with bars over the windows, or were in parts of town that he would get jumped for drug money; deal with someone breaking into his car for the couple dollars worth of loose change he carries around.

He nearly skipped over the listing, but when his brain registered what his eyes skipped over, Noah sat up and leaned in close as he read each and every line. The house was not only well within his budget, it was shockingly low for what it offered, especially in the neighborhood that it was in. Autumn Acres was a very old part of town, like, back from the colonial times. Big, Victorian style houses on huge lots. Safe, quiet, upscale even. Not far from downtown. It was too good to be true.

And it was.

Noah’s heart sank into the pit of his stomach as he read the last line of the ad: Only single, professional ladies need apply. None other will be considered.

He set his laptop aside, fell onto his back, and exhaled deeply as he stared up at the ceiling from his twin-sized bed in a room the size of a closet. The silence lasted only a few moments before Craig started blasting his music, the deep bass vibrating the entirety of Noah’s room.

“Fuck it,” Noah said as he said back up. “Worst that would happen would be that she just says no.”

Despite the sheer number of job rejections, Noah felt like he had gotten pretty good at bullshitting his way through a cover letter, so maybe he could win over this “Abigail”, the homeowner and landlord. Or rather, “landlady”, if Noah was being technical. As much as he wanted to craft a letter full of corporate buzzwords that would arouse even the most Puritan of HR representatives, Noah just kept things simple and sincere. He explained his situation, informed Abigail that if anything, he would just need the place for a month or two until he can secure something more permanent.

While he was surprised to get an actual response from her, what really knocked his socks off was the fact that she accepted his application, pending an interview that is.

The coffee shop was quite impressive. While the interior was cramped, yet cozy, the exterior was where it all shined. A large covered patio lined with privacy hedges and all matter of seating options; couches, lounge chairs, benches, and more. Noah had made sure to arrive early, which worked in his favor because the boutique cafe was bustling. It was an early fall day, so the weather was prime for enjoying the outdoors.

If the shop was impressive, Abigail herself was daunting. Stunningly beautiful for a woman who was apparently in her early fifties. There was no way, she looked like she was in her late thirties or early forties. Looking that good at her age meant either legendary genes, or incredibly wealthy. Most likely the latter. All the homes in the Autumn Acres neighborhood are million-dollar homes, even the the most rundown, shack-like homes that haven’t been worked on for decades.

It was awkward at first, Noah was quite intimidated by his hopeful new landlord, but Abigail spoke with a gentle, calming tone of a mother, or therapist, he couldn’t be sure, and after a minute or two he found himself opening up to her and the conversation flowed naturally. Before he knew it, almost two hours had passed by when she checked her watch and bid Noah an adieu. But before she left, she shook his hand and congratulated him on convincing her.

“Let me know when you’re available to move, and we can arrange something. If you need movers, I have one I can recommend.”

Noah could hardly believe it. “I, uh, don’t have much in terms of belongings, it’ll all fit in my car.”

Abigail smiled, nodded and left, leaving Noah to try to comprehend what the hell just happened, and if this was all some sort of bizarre, surreal dream.

Three days later, Noah had moved in. He wasn’t sure if he was more happy about getting out of his previous housing situation or about this new one. While he wasn’t permitted to use the garage, he was more than happy to park on the driveway. As it came in from the street, the cobblestone driveway curved around forming a loop. Not only was there ample space to park—he didn’t have to share it with fifteen other cars—but it was tucked away off the street, out of plain view.

Abigail gave him a quick tour of the house before he unloaded his stuff. With how old she told him the house was, she was less like a real estate agent and more like a museum docent. According to her, the house was originally built sometime around the 1700’s, and while it has gone through countless restorations and renovations, “the bones” remain the same.

This place is definitely fucking haunted, Noah thought as she showed him where his room was. While most of the living space was on the second floor, Noah’s room was on the first floor, tucked into the back of the house. Not only was it nearly twice the size of the room from the “frat house from hell”, but it had its own attached private bathroom. He nearly started crying at the sight of the pristine toilet and spotless shower.

The kitchen was spacious, living room cozy. Not to mention she had gigabit internet. There was a laundry room, mudroom, and enclosed back porch that looked out over the rest of the property, though most of it was beyond the treeline. Despite the high end, state of the art appliances that Abigail possessed, the house still had this strange, almost vintage feel to it. Old paintings and antique furniture shared the same space as an 8K high definition TV. A mix of the old and the new that was almost hipster.

The tour upstairs was brief in that there was no tour. Everything on the second floor was off-limits, including the attic, which was big enough to be a third story. Understandable. Noah made no complaints, no attempt to barter access. He was quite pleased with his own little corner of the house, especially when Abigail told him not to worry about rushing to find a new place. Their agreement was a three-month “probationary period” so to speak, and if all goes well, Noah can continue to rent as long as wants, provided he continue to be an “outstanding tenant”.

The first thing he did after unloading everything was take a long, hot shower. Not only was the water pressure incredible, but not having to worry about a lack of hot water as a comfort that he felt deep down in his soul. It also gave him plenty of time to think. While his current job isn’t the best, with what Abigail is charging him for rent—to be honest is criminally low—he should be able to not just rebuild his savings, but get back some of the things he had to sell to make ends meet. He can replace the second-hand laptop with one that could actually handle modern day games, maybe even upgrade his phone and get on a real plan.

At first, things were… relatively normal. It was a bit of an adjustment for Noah, not having to stress about both leaving his home and coming back, hoping that his stuff was still there, or that one of his roommates didn’t accidentally burn down the house trying to cook a frozen pizza in the oven. Abigail kept to herself mostly. What conversations they had were brief and in passing, mainly when they were in the kitchen and Noah was eating cereal and she was brewing her morning coffee. She hardly used the television, so she gave him full access to it.

He couldn’t figure out what it was that she did. How she was able to afford all this. She kept no real schedule, coming and going as she pleased. Sometimes she would be in professional office attire, other times just casual clothing. Some nights it seemed she was dressed for an evening out, and after one extra long shift, Noah could’ve sworn he saw her dressed in what looked like skin-tight leather as she stepped into the garage. If she was some sort of dominatrix, it would make sense. That profession can pay pretty damn well, but it was likely that she was just some sort of executive. Would explain the non-standard work hours.

Everything was fine and dandy, that was, until a week into his new residency Noah had “the dream”. He couldn’t deny that Abigail was smoking hot. Noah had never been one for MILFs or cougars, but he found himself at times unable to get her out of his head. The dream started off pretty innocent. A simple conversation between the two of them in the kitchen. But then Abigail came onto Noah, and before he knew it, they were making out. The kissing ramped up very quickly until they were bouncing around the kitchen tearing each others clothes off until they were making love on the couch.

It was when Abigail appeared with a strap-on dildo that Noah woke. He listened to the rain as he stared up at the ceiling. It was still dark outside, he didn’t bother to check the time on his phone. Thankfully when he fell back asleep, it was a dreamless sleep.

Three nights later, he had another dream. Unlike the previous one, this one started off hot and heavy. They were making out, but when Abigail ripped opened Noah’s button-down shirt, he looked down to see his chest swell into a pair of breasts. The rest of his body followed suit, and before he realized it, he was sitting up on the counter top, legs spread. Abigail was once more sporting the strap-on dildo, but Noah didn’t wake up before she used it on him. No, it was while she was fucking him with it, trusting it hard and deep into his soaking wet pussy, when she whispered into his ears: I did say I wanted a professional young woman living here, didn’t I?

Noah nearly fell out of the bed. Again it was dumping rain outside, but like before, this time Noah woke up not only drenched in sweat, but with soaked boxers. He couldn’t remember the last time he had an actual wet dream, but that didn’t bother him nearly as much as the vivid recollection of the events that played out in the dream. Even as he showered off the sweat, he couldn’t wash away the pleasure he felt. How real it all seemed.

If it was real, Abigail made no mention of it. Like most other mornings, she came downstairs humming a tune as she made her coffee and greeted Noah with a simple, yet pleasant “good morning”, but for this morning she asked if the storm woke him up at all. Apparently it rolled right over their neighborhood and the thunder was so loud it shook the home once or twice.

Noah just shrugged and said he slept right through it. Abigail said nothing on the matter, instead pouring the coffee into her to go mug and rushed out the door. When he came home from work, Abigail was still gone. Even though he’s not allowed to park his car in her garage, she did permit him access to it, should he need to store anything or earn some kudos by doing yard work. So when he poked his head into it and saw her car was gone, an idea crept into his head and his curiosity got the better of him.

He climbed the stairs slowly, ready to duck out at the last moment. What he saw was… it wasn’t upsetting or unnerving, but like, strange? While the first floor had a strong contemporary feel to it, the upstairs felt truly antique. Like Abigail—or a previous owner—only bothered to modernize the first floor, while doing as little renovation work as possible. Not just that, something about the upstairs felt… off. Like it was bigger than it should be. He tried a couple of doorknobs but they were all locked. Not wanting to press his luck, Noah headed downstairs and put together something to eat. His timing couldn’t have been better, as he heard the garage door open and Abigail’s car pull up.

Having stored up a surprising amount of paid time off, Noah decided to listen to the voice in his head and satisfy the curiosity that had been building up inside him in the week since he decided to take a gander upstairs. So, on a day that he—somehow—knew that Abigail would be gone, Noah called out sick. He also wanted a day just to relax and search for some new jobs. His current one had been fine for a while, but a change in management has made things decline rapidly.

Abigail made no mention of him still being home as she breezed through her morning coffee ritual and zoomed out the door. Noah made no attempt at being sick, he just sat at the counter eating some cereal. Once Abigail's car was well and gone, Noah made a mad dash upstairs—after putting away his dishes of course. There was bound to be a door unlocked. Even if it’s just a little peak. Something to satisfy the curiosity, to shut up the voice in his head.

Much like last time, there was something… off… about the upstairs. It felt bigger than it should be, more space than what it looked like it would have from the outside. He tried four doorknobs before finding one unlocked. He had rounded the corner at the end of the hallway, and his confusion about the number of rooms on this floor quickly gave way to excitement as the door opened. Then he was once again confused.

The room beyond was a closet. Not a broom or linen closet, but like a bedroom closet. A spacious, walk-in closet. Once more, the layout of this entire floor just confused the hell out of Noah. Why would she have a walk-in closet separate from a bedroom? It was more than just his own curiosity that lured Noah into the space. The racks of clothes and shoes were, well, enticing. This wasn’t just any closet, but it looked like the closet that Abigail kept her more, provocative attire.

The door behind Noah slammed shut as he reached for the drawer pulls.

“Oh shit!” he said as he half ran-half slid over toward the door. “Shit! Shit! Shit!”

The knob wouldn’t turn. The door wouldn’t budge, not even after a couple bumps with his shoulder, hard enough to leave a bruise. As bad as the situation seemed, it wasn’t until he turned back toward the closet interior that he saw just how deep of shit he was in, as various articles of clothing floated off the racks and shelves toward him.

“Oh fuck! What the fuck!?” Noah gasped. A sweater wrapped a sleeve around his wrist, a pair of slacks grabbed his ankle. More and more of the closet came alive to envelop and ensnare Noah. He fought against it as best as he could, but soon enough, the swarm overpowered him. He fell, kicking and screaming as the aggregation of feminine attire pulled him in, like a kraken devouring a ship.

Noah was at a loss for words as he tried to make sense of what was happening. Not only had Abigail’s closet come to life, but the various articles of clothing were presently undressing him. Gone went his faded, well-worn t-shirt. Tossed aside were his flannel pants. Discarded were his boxers. Though he was only naked for a few moments.

“Oh, on no,” Noah shuddered as the magical menagerie started to dress him, starting with a pair of dark, nylon stockings. They slithered up his legs, encasing them, caressing them. Followed promptly by matching black lace panties.

“No! No! No!” he protested as the underwear went up over his ass. He bit his lip, trying to think about anything other than how wonderfully delicate the panties were, and how shockingly comfortable they felt, and oh yeah, his steadily hardening cock.

A bra came next. Black and lace, just like the panties, though the cup size was rather generous. Then came a skirt. Short and gray, pinstriped. A skirt fit for an office worker, that is, if it was just a little bit longer. With how short it was—and how much of Noah’s thighs it showed off—the skirt was better suited for a different kind of office worker, one that was a part of an adult film.

Then came the silk blouse. While Noah had a thin frame, he did have wide shoulders. There was no way the blouse would fit him. But somehow, much like the rest of the attire, the top went on perfectly snug, fitting all his—or lack thereof—curves. However, despite the somewhat deep v-neck of the blouse, Noah had no cleavage at all to show off.

When Noah finally managed to string together a coherent thought that he could vocalize, it was well too late. Not only had the magically possessed closet dressed him head to toe in what could only be described as a porn star secretary, but it had given him a complete makeover; wig and jewelry included. Before the possessed closet released him, it slipped on a pair of black patent, platform high heels, complete with a little strap around the ankle. The heel on them had to be about five or six inches, and let’s face it, to no one’s surprise, the shoes fit him perfectly.

Noah took no steps. He just stood there, albeit a little off balance, in the closet as the enchanted wardrobe receded back to their hooks, hangers and drawers, leaving Noah alone in an otherwise ordinary looking walk-in closet, dressed to “impress” his boss.

As he tried to comprehend what the fuck just happened to him, to wrap his mind around the fact that not only does magic apparently exist, but that his first experience with it was that it dressed him up like a woman, the door popped open and standing there, waiting, was Abigail.

Noah’s heart sank down into his stomach as she leaned in the doorway and looked him up and down, taking in this new look of his. He could help but blush and turn away from her, especially to hide the bulge from his mostly-erect cock pressing against the fabric of the miniskirt.

“Abigail, I—”

She raised her hand then stepped back out into the hallway and gestured for him to follow her. Noah looked down at his feet, at the erotic footwear the closet graciously gifted to him. Slowly, he took one step at a time, arms out to his sides for balance, as if he was walking a tight-rope. He somehow managed to make it to the door without shattering his ankles. Abigail waited in the hallway and once more gestured for him to follow her as she walked off. He only then noticed that she had very similar high heels, and while she floated with grace, he stomped around like a newborn giraffe.

He leaned against the wall as he walked down the hallway and had a deathgrip on the railing as he descended the stairs, trying to ignore how the lace panties rubbed his still stiff-cock and the gentle embrace of the nylon against his legs, the way the silk of his blouse caressed his skin.

Abigail waited for him in one of her high-back chairs in the living room, legs crossed with all the patience of a therapist as Noah struggled to make his way to one of the couches. It was only after he half-sat, half-fell onto the closest that Abigail decided to break the silence between them.

“I see you discovered one of my closets.” Her tone wasn’t full of anger or rage, she didn’t seem the least bit upset that Noah violated one of the rules she set forth when he moved in. “You have two options, Noah. Are you paying attention?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.

“Good. Option one: you spend the day with me as my assistant in the outfit the closet picked out for you. Option two: you pack your things and by noon you’re out on the street.”

Noah swallowed. There wasn’t really a choice in the matter. He did this to himself, he has to deal with the consequences.

Before he could reply, Abigail added: “if you choose the first option, and manage to do an exceptional job, then we’ll forget this ever happened. How does that sound?”

As much as he dreaded the idea of going out into public dressed like this, it sure beat being instantly homeless. “I… I’ll take option one.”

Abigail smiled. “Excellent choice. Now, before we leave, you’ll need some lessons. A crash course in femininity, so to speak. How does that sound, Natalyn?”

“Natalyn?” Noah said.

Abigail stood. “Well of course! Can’t go around addressing you as ‘Noah’, looking like that, now can we? Or sounding like that either. Let’s get you not only sounding feminine, but walking and acting like it too.”

What followed was what Noah, or rather “Natalyn”, could only be described as a crash course in the art of being a professional woman. To say it was embarrassing for him was the understatement of the century. It was hard enough just standing in the high heels, let alone walk in them. But Abigail didn’t want him to just be able to walk. Oh no, Noah had to saunter. To walk one foot in front of the other, to sway his hips with each deliberate step.

The fact that he was rock hard during most of the training didn’t help at all. Even if he were to some how master the three tenants of walking, talking, and acting like a woman, the illusion is instantly shattered by the pitched tent on the front of his miniskirt. To his surprise, Abigail not once mentioned it. She didn’t tease him about it, make a joke, anything. It was as if it wasn’t even there.

Noah couldn’t deny the growing arousal. Despite his best efforts to ignore it, focus on something else or come up with some other reason for it, it was turning him on. The combination of the way the clothing felt against his skin, the overtly feminine mannerisms Abigail was drilling into his head and making him do and the deliberate augmentation of his voice, it was all so… overpowering. His body radiated with a gentle, yet enveloping heat, as if he just stepped out of a hot shower. It was the kind of arousal that dominated his thoughts, and at long last, he couldn’t fight it.

“M-Miss Abigail,” Noah quickly corrected his voice, “may I use the restroom?”

Abigail smiled and nodded. “Of course, dear. Good timing too, because we should be heading out soon.”

Noah sprinted—much to his own surprise—into his bedroom, closing the door behind him before making a quick dash into the bathroom. Doing his best to not look at his reflection in the mirror, he positioned himself over the toilet and freed his cock from its lace prison. It didn’t take long to orgasm, the sheer act of wrapping his fingers around his stiff member was enough to push him over the edge, especially after what felt like hours and hours of buildup.

“Fuuuuuuuuuck,” Noah groaned as relief washed over him, like finally getting a chance to piss after a three-hour film.

Thankfully, when it was all said and done, his cock softened and shrunk back to its normal state, able to be neatly tucked away in his lace panties without any trace of a bulge. Not something he’d thought he would ever feel relief from.

Abigail was waiting for him by the door to the garage. Noah caught a glimpse of the time as he walked through the kitchen and had to stop and check again to make sure he was reading that right. An hour. That’s how long Abigail’s boot camp was. There was no way, it felt like an entire day had passed since she caught him in the closet. Speaking of which, what the fuck was that and how as he not pressed her about it? It seemed like every time he thought about it, she would—

“Let’s go, Natalyn!” Abigail called out, tapping her watch for emphasis. “Don’t want to be late, do you?”

Abigail drove an impressive luxury SUV, a car worth more than three years of Noah’s salary. Riding around in it, Noah felt like some sort of celebrity, but it was difficult to enjoy the ride when he had to focus on everything Abigail was telling him. While she didn’t go into detail, all that Noah was able to grasp is that Abigail is some sort of big-shot executive consultant, she had her hands in a lot of pies. Whatever it was, it paid insanely well.

Noah was to act as Abigail’s assistant, whatever that entailed. His only knowledge of high powered executive assistants came from what he saw on TV or in the movies. Would she make him go get her coffee? Fetch her lunch? Dry cleaning?

Thankfully, what it ended up being, was more like her shadow. Noah was sweating bullets as they arrived at their first stop, but if any of the people knew Noah’s secret, they said nothing nor reacted as such. As far as he could tell, Noah convinced them beyond the shadow of a doubt that he was anything but a genuine woman. In fact, some of the glances he got from the male executives further cemented the fact that he had them convinced.

It didn’t make it any easier, or Noah any more confident. It wasn’t until they got in the car and Abigail patted him on the shoulder did he finally relax. That is, until she opened her mouth.

“How about a drink?”

Before Noah could say anything, Abigail was speeding through the parking structure. Several stressful minutes later, Noah was getting out of the car in front of what looked like the sketchiest of all dive bars. There was only one other car in the parking lot, which could only fit about a half dozen cars. There was no bouncer, no one to take a gander at Noah’s ID and humiliate him for walking around dressed like he just left a porn set. While the outside left much to be desired—it looked like the kind of place you don’t want to hang out at after dark—the inside was something else.

“What the fuck?” Noah muttered as they stepped through the doorway.

Dimly lit, the bar felt not out of this world, but out of time, like Noah had just been transported centuries into the past. Illuminated by flickering lanterns with tables and booths made from dark, stained wood and polished leather. What broke the illusion was the lone bartender, a man not much older than Noah dressed in modern attire. The only other patron sat tucked away in a corner booth, reading the newspaper.

“Good afternoon Abigail,” the bartender said. “Who’s your friend?”

“Hello Edmund, this is Natalyn. She’s been shadowing me today.”

Edmund greeted Noah with a smile and a nod, before asking: “the usual then?”

“You know me so well,” Abigail answered with a polite wave.

They took a seat in a corner booth and it was only after they got comfortable that Abigail decided to bring up the events of the day. Even as Edmund brought over a pair of martini glasses, she continued to go over how well “Natalyn” did. Congratulating her on being not just an excellent assistant, but managing to make it through the day without having a panic attack or slipping up on her “training”.

“You’re a natural dear,” Abigail said, raising her glass. “Job well done.”

Noah just smiled and raised his glass.

They barely made it two steps into the house before Abigail pinned Noah against the wall and pressed her lips against his. The initial shock vanished instantly as he kissed her back. To say the idea of them sleeping together hadn’t been in his mind would be a lie. While not how he imagined it all playing out, he won’t look a gift horse in the mouth. Especially as Abigail’s hand slipped under the hem of his skirt and rubbed his cock through the delicate lace fabric.

Her lips moved away from his to his neck. Abigail’s playful nibbles were almost enough to distract him from her hand freeing his cock from the lace panties, but once she started stroking, the rest of the world faded away. When she lowered herself down to her knees and wrapped her lips around his stiffening member, Noah closed his eyes and moaned.

She left him hanging on the precipice, letting his cock slip out of her mouth just moments before that glorious orgasm. A whimper escaped his lips, but before he could protest any further, Abigail grabbed his hand and pulled him over to the couch. Even in his love-drunk state, Noah somehow managed to effortlessly walk over to the couch in the high heels, as if he had been wearing them for years.

Only instead of sitting down on the cushions, Abigail guided Noah to the back of the couch and positioned herself behind him.

“I have a special treat for you, for being such a wonderful assistant,” she whispered in his ear. “Would you like to see it?”

“Y-Yes ma’am,” Noah muttered, his voice high-pitch and airy, feminine.

She gently urged him forward, bending him at the waist before stroking and caressing his ass. But it wasn’t until she spread his legs and pulled down the panties that Noah realized just what her gift to him was, and as the slick, firm rubber strap-on slid into him, it was too late to object. Especially when it felt so surprisingly… wonderful.

Noah had seen it mentioned on the internet, that the prostate is the male’s g-spot, that stimulating it can provide an incredibly powerful orgasm, but it was never something he’d ever thought about trying. Maybe for the right woman, but it was pretty low on the list of his “favorite things to do in the bedroom”. Even lower on that list was crossdressing, yet here he was, bent over the couch dressed like a slutty secretary getting pegged by Abigail, his landlady. To top it off, he wasn’t sure which one of them was moaning louder.

“Oh, oh fuck!” Noah moaned, “I’m gonna… I’m gonna…”

Abigail thrust harder and deeper, pushing the fake cock as far as it could go inside Noah until his body trembled. His knees buckled and he nearly collapsed as the orgasm washed over him. But Abigail wrapped one arm around him and pulled him upright as her other hand stroked his cock. Instead of rocketing out, shooting off into streaks, the cum just oozed out of Noah’s cock.

“As I said,” Abigail whispered into his ear, “you’re a natural.”

Noah shot upward. He was in his bed. It was dark. Drenched in sweat, gasping for breath. Another rainy night.

“Fuck…” he muttered as he fell back down. As Noah stared up at the ceiling, he couldn’t help but replay the dream over in his mind. It was… insanely vivid, almost too real to be a dream. There was no way it was real, was it?

When he rolled over to check his phone, something felt… off about his body. There was something missing. Something…

He threw off his sheets and pulled down the front of his boxers.

“Oh sweet jesus!” Noah shouted as he stared down at his groin. Gone was his cock. His fingers trembled as they slowly moved toward what replaced his beloved appendage.

The alarm, loud and piercing, roused Noah from his sleep. Early morning daylight crept in through the windows. Instead of silencing the alert, Noah reached down under the sheet and felt around the front of his boxers. Relief washed over him when he felt his cock, right where it should be. Though whatever comfort or alleviation its presence brought him, it quickly vanished when he finally got around to shutting up his phone.

It was the next day. As in, everything that happened in his dream, happened. It wasn’t a dream. That all… it…

“Fuck,” Noah muttered.

He couldn’t go into work. Or maybe he should. Get his mind off of it. Focus on something else. That was the beauty of his job, as menial and dead-end as it may be, it required his utmost attention. The world outside vanishes and eight hours can go by in the blink of an eye. That’s the beauty of grunt work.

Abigail was in the midst of her morning routine when Noah finally braved leaving the safety of his bedroom. He wanted to wait Abigail out, but he would’ve been late for work. She greeted him in her usual manner, nothing more than simple pleasantries as he ate breakfast. If whatever happened yesterday truly did happen, and it wasn’t some bizarre fever dream, then Abigail felt no need to mention it. To her, it was as if nothing had happened and Noah would like to keep it that way, despite the way his body reacted, and how powerful the orgasm was when it finally occurred.

Unfortunately, despite Noah’s best efforts, he couldn’t get the previous day’s events out of his mind. In fact, the sheer monotony of his data entry job made it impossible to not think about it. And it wasn’t even lunch time yet. Needing a change of scenery, Noah slipped out from his little cubicle and made way for the men’s room. Splash some cold water on his face. Then maybe go for a walk in the small patch of green that the commercial developer called a park.

Thankfully, the bathroom was empty. There were quite a few of them scattered throughout, and this one was the most out of the way, so therefore, the least used. Though immediately after a quick face wash, Noah felt his underwear, well, creep up between his cheeks, somehow giving him a wedgie. When he tried to “adjust” them, he made a rather disturbing discovery.

“What the fuck?!” He said, staring down at the black lace thong that had replaced his boxers. Not only that, but his socks had climbed up his legs and became black nylon stockings. “Oh no, no, no…”

He still had more than half the day to go, and there was no way his manager would let him go home early. Not unless he started puking in front of him. No, Noah had to finish the day. Somehow he had to make it through another six hours. Though he could always… As awkward as it was to finish the day without not only underwear, but socks too, Noah preferred that to the alternative.

At least, that was the plan. An hour later, while enjoying his lunch on a bench outside, an all too familiar feeling returned. A quick inspection with a finger showed that not only had the thong re-materialized, but the stockings too. When he went into the bathroom to remove the provocative lingerie, something else of his had gone missing. Twice now, his cock had disappeared and Noah didn’t need to check to see what had replaced it.

He could do this. Finish the day. Ignore the changes happening. Right? Get home and confront Abigail about it. She’s the one behind this. Has to be. Sure, he still hasn’t wrapped his head around the fact that “surprise! Magic is real!”. Would be a lot easier to swallow if it wasn’t being used to apparently transform him into a woman.

“Alright Noah. You’ve got this,” he said to himself. “Four more hours to go.”

An hour later, a bra appeared around his chest. Black lace, just like the thong. Then his fingernails changed, becoming long and polished smooth. When he got into his car at the end of the day, he noticed that not only had the hair on his arms vanished, but he was completely clean shaven, no sign of any stubble. Somehow he could tell by the way the stockings hugged his legs that his leg hair was also gone. The feeling was somehow enhanced stronger.

Abigail was sitting on the couch when Noah got home. She was sipping tea from the smell of it, scrolling through her phone.

“Are you—”

“Behind all this?” Abigail interrupted. She looked up at him from his phone. “Of course.”

She set aside her tea and stood. “Noah, there’s a reason why I accepted your application to rent the room in the first place. For starters, you were not meant to see that, at all. I had put a spell on the listing so that only women could see it, yet, here you are.”

“Wait, what?” Noah blinked and rubbed his forehead.

Abigail smiled. “Magic is real. I’m a witch. I made it so men couldn’t see the listing, but somehow you were able to. So I accepted, figuring the reason why would present itself.”

When Noah’s mind failed to put together a coherent response, Abigail continued. “Obviously you were—well are—living a dead-end life and squandering your potential. It seemed the cosmos saw fit to guide you to me, to let me bring out your potential.”

“And that is?”

“Being a woman, of course. Well, mostly my assistant, but that too.” Abigail strolled toward Noah and positioned herself behind him, placing her hands on his shoulders. “You cannot tell me that you didn’t enjoy yesterday’s festivities. The outfit, the mannerisms. Do you want to know a secret? I had actually put a charm on you when we left the house. You could’ve talked in your normal voice and no one would’ve known. Could’ve had an erection but no one would’ve seen it. All they saw was a bonafide woman, as if you had been born that way.”

Noah stepped away. “You mean, I didn’t have to talk like a woman? I didn’t have to change my voice?”

“Yes. Though you still had to walk and act like a professional woman. The voice thing was just for my enjoyment. You did, after all, violate my trust and went poking around upstairs.” Abigail positioned herself in front of Noah. “So how about, it? Would like to know what it’s like?”

Noah opened his mouth, but he looked away, blushing. It was hard to focus, to think. The lingerie, it… was doing something. There was no way normal clothes would… turn him on so. If he still had his cock, it would be rock hard by now.

“You don’t want to know what it’s like to have these?” Abigail held her breasts in her hands, pressed them together. “Just say the word and I’ll make it happen.”

Noah bit his lip. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from them. Abigail did have a nice set of breasts and well, maybe she could turn him back if he didn’t like it. He didn’t say anything, he simply nodded.

A warmth flowed through him as his body went through the changes. His chest swelled to fill the cups of the bra, his hair grew down past his shoulders, his waist pinched in as his hips widened. His drab office attire also underwent some changes, switching from slacks and a long-sleeved shirt to a skirt and blouse, similar to the outfit from the day before. His shoes into high heels, the same pair as yesterday.

“You know, I did ask for a professional woman in the ad, after all,” Abigail said, encircling Noah. With a flick of her wrist, a full length mirror appeared before Noah allowing him to soak in his new look. He looked, well, incredible. Leagues beyond how he looked the day prior, and that was with just makeup.

Abigail stepped off to the said. “Perhaps the corporate life isn’t for you. I’m sure you can make money plenty of ways.”

With another flick of her wrist, Noah’s form changed once more. His light brown hair turned platinum blonde. His makeup turned dark and heavy, his lips thick and a bright cotton candy pink. His breasts grew even larger, threatening to burst out of his silk blouse. His already short skirt climbed up even higher, just barely covering his substantial ass.

“Or perhaps you don’t want to work at all?” Abigail said with another flick of her wrist. Pacing around Noah as his body changed again. His blonde hair returned to its original brown, and while his massive breasts and ass stayed the same, his outfit changed. The high heels becoming thigh high boots, the blouse and skirt forming into a single, leather print dress. He also now looked… older.”

“Find a young stud to take care of you,” Abigail whispered.

Noah had to fan the image out of his mind. It was… a little too inciting. Thankfully, Abigail changed him back—not to his original male form, but female form.

“So what do you say, Natalyn? Give this body a test drive? A few days perhaps? Could quit that dead-end job of yours and be my assistant full time. The money is great sure…”Abigail pressed her body up against Noah’s. His breasts were smaller than hers, but would he want them any bigger? Why was he even thinking that? Abigail slipped her hand underneath Noah’s skirt and placed it on his groin, a finger pressed the sensitive folds of his vagina, a sensation that Noah wasn’t quite ready for, and elicited not just a cute little whimper, but his body quivered.

Abigail whispered into his ear, “…but the perks are even better.”

Noah bit his lip, then nodded.

“Good, because I’m quite good and hard,” she whispered.

When Abigail stepped back, Noah glanced down to see not a fake cock poking out from under Abigail's skirt, but the real thing. A thick, throbbing dick, bigger than one she fucked him with, bigger than his own used to be.

Silently, Abigail sat down on the couch. She didn’t need to say anything, whisper a command or tell Noah what to do. He just slipped off his panties and positioned himself on top of Abigail. Noah moaned as her cock slid inside, and as she grabbed onto his hips and pulled him further down onto her, he knew he had made the right decision.

“That’s a good girl,” Abigail said. “You play your cards right, maybe I might teach you a thing or two.”

“Ohhhh fuck!” Natalyn moaned, “fuck this feels so… so good!”

Abigail grinned. “Oh you’re going to be the perfect assistant, I just know it.”


AFTERWORD

Thank you for reading The Landlady, I hope you enjoyed it!

For updates and more, follow me on Twitter @SashaDylena
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