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Chapter One

Ipulled 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

Igot 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


[image: photo of the author]

About the Author

Luna is a young writer from the lush Grasslands of Oregon in the United States. She grew up loving reading and writing, spending most of her free time writing everything from stories, scripts, articles, and even comic books. Taken with the mysteries behind love, and intrigued with the practices of sex Luna aspired to become an author of erotic and romantic fiction.

Today she writes transgender romance and erotica stories on Amazon.


Also by Luna Sage

[image: Trapped by my new Boss: Crossdressing, Feminization]

Trapped by my new Boss: Crossdressing, Feminization

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08JXS38HN

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.
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