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Chapter 1
A Neighbor in Need
I jumped out of bed suddenly, startled by a loud banging.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
There it was again. Someone was banging on my front door. I looked at my phone to check the time. It was 10:18am. I probably shouldn’t be sleeping in this late, but when you’re unemployed, sometimes you just don’t feel like waking up to a day with nothing to do. I groggily put on some shorts and walked to the front door.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
“I’m coming!” I shouted towards the door.
Who the hell would be at my door on a Tuesday morning?
When I finally made it to the door, I opened it just enough to stick my head out and see who it was. To my surprise, and delight, it was my hot neighbor Cindy. She was wearing a white crop top shirt covered by short black overalls. I could see her lacy white bra through the white shirt which was a combination that I always found extra sexy. She was wearing her glasses and had her blonde hair tied up in a pony tail. This was a familiar look of hers. It was what she always wore when she had a photo shoot to perform.
I opened the door up more and leaned against the doorframe. “What’s up?” I asked, trying to sound cool.
“Vince! You finally answered the door!” she exclaimed enthusiastically. “Wait — did I wake you up?”
I pulled my head out of sight and tried to flatten my hair and compose myself. “No, uhh, I was just about to take a shower and I didn’t hear you knocking over the running water,” I lied as I moved back into her view.
She squinted her eyes at me and shook her head. “You’re such a liar. And a loser. Why don’t you finally get a job, dude?”
I hated when she called me “dude”. It really made me feel like I was in her friend zone and I badly wanted to remain outside of that. And I badly wanted inside of her.
“Yeah, yeah. I’ve been looking. Just haven’t had any luck,” I lied again.
She rolled her eyes at me, clearly seeing through all of my lies. “Well, it’s lucky for me that you haven’t found one yet because I desperately need you today,” she said, her tone beginning to sound panicked.
I like the sound of that.
Again I tried to sound cool. “Oh yeah? How can I be of service?” I asked.
“My model just cancelled on me and I have a shoot in a few hours. I’ve called my other model friends and different agencies, but no one has any last minute availability. I need you to be my model today.”
“Me? A model?” I asked, stunned. I had never thought of myself as unattractive, but I certainly never thought myself as a model. I was short and kind of scrawny. Nothing like the tall, muscular men you typically see in advertisements.
“Yeah, you have the perfect body for what I need today. You’re short and petite. I think you will fit into the wardrobe impeccably and I’ll make sure you look great.”
I wasn’t sure which was worse. The hot girl I liked calling me “dude” or “petite”. Either way, the combination was making me less eager to help her out as I felt my chances of hooking up with her were dwindling by the minute.
“Ehh, I don’t know. I don’t think I would make a good model,” I said.
Cindy looked exasperated. “Please don’t make me beg, Vince. I need this badly!” she exclaimed.
I continued to make a show of debating my choice. I really didn’t want to do it, but I also had nothing else planned to do to day and I wanted to score points with her.
She threw up her hands in the air, desperately. “Okay, fine. I’ll owe you a favor. How about that?” she said.
I like that even more.
She continued, “Oh! And I can pay you what I had budgeted for the other model. $500 for a few hours of work. I know you can use the money.”
This just keeps getting better. And she’s absolutely right, I can use that money.
“Fine… I guess I could help you out. But I’m going to hold you to that favor,” I said as I took in a deep breath and let it out loudly, acting like it was such an imposition on my life.
“Yes! Thank you, Vince!” she shouted a she rushed to the door and gave me a kiss on the cheek.
I felt my cheeks suddenly blush. “When do you need me?” I asked, trying to distract from my reddening cheeks and growing erection.
“The shoot starts at 1pm, but I could really use you earlier. Let’s say 12pm to get fitted into some wardrobe and get you ready,” she answered.
I looked at my watch and saw that it was almost 10:30am now. “Alright. That gives me time to shower and eat before heading over. Sounds good.”
“Oh, well, there’s also one more thing you need to do before,” Cindy said hesitantly. I was worried by her tone and had a feeling I wouldn’t like what she had to say next. “I need you to shave your body,” she said as she broke her eye contact with me.
“You what?” I exclaimed.
“Models are all generally hairless, especially for the role you will be filling in for today. But hey, it will be an easy $500 so it’s worth it, right?”
I do really need the money.
“Yeah, I guess so. Fine. I’ll do it.”
“Thank you! You’re the best. I’ll see you and your hairless body at 12!” she said as she hurried away, back towards her house.
I closed the door and started walking towards my kitchen to make some coffee. I wasn’t sure what I had just gotten myself into, but I knew that I was desperate for cash and even more desperate to get her to like me as more than just a friend, so I would do whatever it took to accomplish the job ahead of me.




Chapter 2
Preparations
I stared down at my naked body. There were little tufts of hair on my chest and stomach, plus my hairy legs. I didn’t even know where to begin with shaving it all, but after a couple long swigs of coffee to help wake me up, I decided to just go for it and, eventually, got the job down. I was now hairless from my nose down and I couldn’t believe it.
When I first looked at my now hairless body, my first realization was how pale I was. My dark brown hair had really helped give me an illusion of a light tan, but in actuality, I had been spending far too much time indoors and my skin was bright white. My second realization was how feminine my hairless body made me look. I wouldn’t call myself petite as Cindy had, but I was slim so when paired with soft and smooth legs, it gave my body a very feminine appearance.
Hopefully this new look doesn’t mess up me being a perfect replacement for Cindy’s model.
Shaving my body had taken a surprisingly long time, but I had also taken a break to make some food and drink some more coffee. It was now nearly 12 and time for me to head next door. I threw on a quick, yet stylish outfit and then made my way over.
Knocking on Cindy’s door gave me a growing nervousness. I had never been inside Cindy’s house before nor I had ever modeled before. I had no idea what to expect.
Would I be getting naked and changing in front of her? That’s a terrifying thought. Unless she liked what she saw… then maybe this could lead to something more…
Cindy answered the door and beamed a smile when she saw me. “Oh, good. You’re here. I was just getting everything set up. Come in and let’s get you ready,” she said excitedly. She ushered me in with her hand as she opened the door wider to let me in.
As I entered her home I was surprised by what I saw. Everything was brand new and top of the line. Almost futuristic looking. But it was also very dimly lit.
“Oh, wow,” I mumbled as I took in the sights with growing feelings of both jealousy and inadequacy.
Cindy started leading me through her house, down a hall and towards the back. “Sorry about the lighting. I need to have everything just right for my studio in the back. Lighting is one of the most important elements.”
I nodded as I looked at all of her pictures on the walls. They all contained very attractive people wearing barely anything and in very provocative poses. Some were even naked.
“Are these all photos you took?” I asked as I admired them.
She looked back over her shoulder to see what I was looking at. “Oh, yeah,” she said with a prideful smile. “Maybe you’ll be on my wall soon.”
I blushed at the idea of having a picture of myself in her house, though at the same time I started growing more nervous that I would be photographed in just my underwear or in nothing at all.
As we entered her studio, I couldn’t resist asking. “So what kind of pictures are we taking today? What’s the wardrobe?” I asked anxiously. I suddenly wished that I had the foresight to ask her before agreeing to be her model.
She stopped and turned around in the middle of the large room. “I’ll show you that soon, but first, what do you think of my setup?”
I looked around her studio. The back wall was covered in a large white screen and had large lights on both sides. In front was various pieces of furniture, including a cream colored bed with white bedding.
“Pretty cool, I guess,” I said. I didn’t know anything about photography or what she was going for with her photo shoot, but I thought it was cool that she could do it all from her home. “So it looks like it will be a bedroom scene you’re shooting today?”
“Yup!” she answered as she backed up and sat on the footboard of the bed. “You’re actually pretty lucky to get to be involved with an all indoors shoot, especially one that’s on a comfortable bed. Some of these shoots can be very taxing and uncomfortable for the models.”
“Lucky me,” I said quietly as I continued to scan the room, hoping for an idea of what I would be wearing. I was expecting to see a rack of clothing somewhere, but there was nothing to be found. As panic boiled up inside of me I couldn’t resist blurting out, “Is this a nude photo shoot?”
Cindy looked at me wide eyed and then burst out laughing. “What? No! Of course not,” she said between boughts of laughter.
I felt a little embarrassed that I had asked, but also felt relieved that I wouldn’t be posing naked for her under this bright lighting. “Then why won’t you tell me what I’m going to wear? And why is there no wardrobe in here?” I asked.
She scratched the back of her head and looked away. “Well… I think it would be better if I just showed you. Your wardrobe is in my bedroom where I will be getting you ready,” she said bashfully. “Follow me.”
She lead me out of the room and into her bedroom, just down the hall. Her bed was perfectly made with a swath of large pillows decorating it. She had a long vanity with a large mirror on top and lots of lights surrounding it.
“This is where I let all the female models get dressed and do their makeup,” she said. “So this is where you will get ready today. But don’t worry. I will help you with your makeup.”
It took a second for my mind to put together what she had said, and when it did, I was consumed with an array of emotions, mostly negative. “Wait, what?” I shouted. “What are you saying?”
Again she scratched the back of her head anxiously. “You’re going to be my female model today.”




Chapter 3
Getting Ready
“Are you crazy? Why would I pose as a woman for you?” I shouted at Cindy as I stormed out of her bedroom.
She chased after me. “Come on! I told you I’d owe you and I’m paying you $500! Don’t be like this, Vince!” she pleaded.
I stopped just in front of her front door and turned to look at her. She came to a sudden stop in front of me and I couldn’t help but watch her breasts bounce at the jolt. I wanted to be furious with her. To never speak to her again. But she was just so damn beautiful and now she was giving me big pouty eyes, begging me to help her.
“Please, Vince,” she begged again.
I was torn. Do I help the girl I had a crush on by letting her dress me up like a woman for a photo shoot or do I say no and lose any chance I would ever have to be with her.
“I-I…,” I stammered. “I don’t know if I can do it, Cindy.”
She put her arm on my shoulder and rubbed it. “I know. The idea of posing as a woman is probably terrifying, but I will make you look so convincing that no body will ever know it’s you. I promise,” she said calmly.
I felt my heart settling down as she continued to rub my arm. Her calming words made me want to say yes, but my brain was telling me not to. Then I suddenly had an idea. I crossed my arms and grinned at her. I knew I had her in a vulnerable state. She needed my help. Badly.
“Alright. I will do this for you if you agree to go on a date with me,” I said.
She had a look of surprise. “A date?” she asked. “But I thought you were… oh, my.” Her look of surprise changed to one of angst.
“You thought I was what…?” I asked in return.
“I thought you were… gay,” she said meekly. “But that’s cool that you’re not.”
I felt my heart sink to my stomach, but once the initial shock wore off, I felt hopeful. Perhaps this is why she never seemed interested in me. And perhaps, now that she knows, I will finally have a chance.
“Sorry, but I’m straight. And my offer stands. I’ll do this for you, but you have to go out with me.”
“You’re straight and you would still dress up as a woman for me? Wow, alright. You must really like me then,” she said as I watched her cheeks turn red. “I’d love to go out with you sometime. Thank you, Vince.”
Adrenaline surged through my body. I suddenly felt invincible. I just had to survive a few hours feeling silly wearing women’s clothing and then I would finally get to go out with the girl next door.
“Let’s do this then,” I said, feeling invigorated.
She grabbed my hand and led me back to her bedroom. “Strip down to your underwear,” she instructed me.
“Yes, ma’am,” I said sensually. I quickly pulled off my shirt and pants as she set a small box on the bed. I dove on to the bed in front of her and laid on my side, watching her.
Her eyebrow raised as she gave me a disapproving look. “We don’t have time for that, Vince. Put these on and then take a seat at my vanity. I’ll be back in a couple of minutes,” she said as she tossed me some clothes. “Oh, and make sure to really tuck your dick down.”
She walked out of the room, closing the door behind her, and leaving me alone to get dressed. Looking at the pile of clothes she set out for me, I noticed it was surprisingly small. I reached over and pulled it closer, then sat up in the bed. As I looked at the clothes up close, I suddenly realized what I had agreed to. The pile consisted of a small black thong, matching bra, and sheer black thigh high stockings.
This can’t be the entire outfit, can it? I’m not sure I can let myself be seen by anyone wearing just this let alone Cindy.
I knew I couldn’t quit now, however. I had already agreed for a second time and had a date with her riding on me doing this for her. Begrudgingly, I stood up from the bed and pulled off my boxers. I picked up the small black thong, let out a sigh, and then lowered my arms so I could step through each hole. As I raised the thong up to my hips, I felt it slide into my butt crack. I reached my hand in the front and tucked my dick down between my legs as Cindy had told me, trying to hide all appearances of it.
Next, I grabbed the bra. I slipped my arms through it and then reached behind me to attach the clasps. The bra was a bit large on me as it had room for breasts which I didn’t have.
Finally, I picked up the first thigh high and slipped a foot into it before pulling it all the way up. It felt soft and silky as it slid up my leg and was surprisingly nice. I slipped on the second stocking and with just those four garments, I was all dressed.
I walked over to her mirror to take a look at myself. There was definitely a feminine resemblance as I was wearing women’s lingerie with a hairless body, but my face still looked manly and I had short hair. As I went to sit down, Cindy knocked on the door so instead I opened it to invite her back in to see me.
“Hey, look at you. You fit that lingerie pretty well. I knew you would,” she said with a smirk on her face.
I rolled my eyes at her as I sat down at her vanity. “Let’s just get this over with,” I said. “Also, this bra is way too big. I clearly don’t have the breasts your model does.”
“Not to fear. I have just the thing,” she said as she started digging through a drawer in her closet. She pulled out to soft lumpy objects and walked over to me. She rolled what seemed to be a glue stick on my chest and then put the objects in the bra. They were close to the color of my skin and filled the bra well, making it seem like I had actual breasts. “Hold them tight against your chest, so they can adhere. I’m going to start on your makeup.”
I grabbed my fake breasts and held them firmly. I could feel the glue adhering them to my chest. I couldn’t believe what I was doing; I felt so ridiculous.
Cindy, true to her word, started applying makeup to my face. She started by covering my face with foundation to smooth it out and then strategically added contour to change the shape of my face and make it look more feminine. She added eyeshadow to complement the long, fake eyelashes she gave me and then topped it all off with a sexy dark red lipstick.
Once she was done with my face, she had me let go of my breasts so she could apply makeup to my chest. She added more foundation and contour to make it appear like the fake breasts were really my own and as if I had cleavage. When she was finished, she stepped away and let me look at myself in the mirror. I was stunned.
“Woah, my face looks so womanly. And it looks like I have real breasts!” I exclaimed as I leaned towards the mirror to get a closer look. I could feel my dick start swelling up between my legs, aroused by the sight of myself as a woman. Seeing myself look like this made me feel different. Not just aroused, but also satisfied, as if I felt like I was supposed to look like this. It was a confusing feeling, but I couldn’t help enjoying my new look.
Cindy walked back to her closet while I admired myself. When she returned she was spreading out a wig and preparing to put it on my head. “Hold still,” she ordered me.
I went still and watched in the mirror as she placed the wig down on my head. It was dark brown and curly, nearly matching my normal hair color. She grabbed a brush and straightened it out while I stared at myself in even more disbelief.
“Now I really look like a woman. I can’t believe it,” I said in astonishment.
She had a smug look on her face. “I told you I would make you look convincing,” she said. “This is my job after all.”
“And you’re clearly very good at it.” I had to fight my urge to continue staring at myself in the mirror, but finally was able to turn my head and look at her. “So where’s the rest of my outfit? Am I going to wear a dress?”
She looked at me confused. “What do you mean the rest of your outfit? Didn’t you see the pictures in the hall? I shoot pictures for lingerie companies. This is your outfit.”




Chapter 4
The Photo Shoot
I looked down at my body. It was only covered by a bra, thong, and thigh highs. While I liked how it felt and how I looked, the sight made me feel very exposed.
“Seriously? You’re going to take my picture while I’m wearing practically nothing? There’s no way my body can pass as a lingerie model,” I rambled, nervously.
She grabbed my shoulders and massaged them gently as she said, “Don’t worry. Most of my work is done afterwards in editing. Even the most attractive women are heavily edited in advertisements. I’ll touch you up so much that you won’t recognize yourself.”
Hearing that made me relieved.
Between the makeup and her editing, my look will be completely transformed by the final product. Plus, would any of my friends really be looking at lingerie ads? Who would ever see me like this?
“Ugh, fine. I’ve come this far already, I might as well see it through,” I grumbled as I stood up. “Is it time to start?”
“We’re a little early, but it would be great if I can get you out there ahead of time so I can test out the lighting and teach you some poses,” she replied. “Come on, let’s go.”
She lead me back into her studio where she stopped in front of a large camera positioned on a tripod in front of the bed. She pressed her eye to the camera and made a few adjustments before looking back at me. “Go ahead and get on the bed. We will be taking your pictures there today,” she instructed me. “Oh, and I think it will be easier for everyone if you just go by Vicky for the shoot, alright?”
“Vicky?” I said as I made my way to the bed. I shrugged as I climbed on top. “Alright, fine.”
“Great. Okay, let’s have you start by laying on your stomach facing me.” I did as she instructed and then she continued, “Good, now prop your head up with your hands and kick your legs up behind you.”
I again did as she said. Her eye went back to the camera and she worked on adjusting the lens some more. When she had the look she wanted, she started snapping pictures.
The sound of the camera capturing me dressed like this made my heart start beating faster. I had a sudden urge to jump out of the bed and break her camera so that no one would ever see these pictures. But before I could, she started giving me more instructions.
“Now bite your finger and look like you have a very naughty idea,” she directed me. I bit my finger and thought about all of the things I wanted to do to her and felt a grin form on my face. “Perfect. You’re a natural, Vicky!” she shouted.
Her praise resonated through me, exciting me.
“Now pop your ass up some more, I need to be able to see your thong. That’s what I am trying to help sell.”
I pushed my ass up in the air and suddenly felt a little sexier. And naughtier.
She took several more photos and then said, “Okay. Next pose. Now get on your knees.” She detached the camera from the tripod and hurried over to the bed as I pushed myself on to my knees. She reached over and pulled down my bra straps so that they were down on my arms. Next, she brushed my hair so that it hung over my right shoulder while also just barely covering my face. “Now push your butt back while you arch your back and press your chest forward.”
I did as I was told and felt my dick start growing between my legs. I quickly turned to grab a pillow and put it in front of my lap just in case I needed to cover it.
“Oh, I like that. Grab it like you’re about to have a pillow fight. That’s sexy,” Cindy said. “Give me pouty lips and a mischievous look.”
Cindy snapped some more photos and then lowered the camera to look at the preview screen. I took the opportunity to hit her will the pillow playfully. “Why don’t you join me in bed and we can have a real pillow fight?” I teased her.
She looked up and laughed. “That is surprisingly tempting, but I really need to get this shoot done. It’s for an important new client. That’s why I was so desperate for your help,” she said, her eyes going back to her camera.
I felt a little disappointed, but was still appreciative that we would be going out later. And this whole modeling lingerie thing wasn’t all that bad. It was actually becoming pretty enjoyable. These poses she was putting me in were really making me feel like a sexy woman.
“Next pose,” she said, looking back at me. “Lay down on your back with with hand above your head and the other on your bent leg. Stare up at the ceiling with a look like your life is too hard and challenging, unbearable even, but all of your wrongs would melt away if a strong, sexy man walked through the door to fuck you,” she instructed.
Instinctively, I did as she told me, but I soon realized what she had said. “Can you use some more male oriented examples?” I asked her.
She kept moving around, snapping pictures. “Sorry, I’m just spewing out examples from my mental rolodex. I’m sure you can imagine what I mean though,” she said.
Strangely, I did know what she meant so I posed myself accordingly while she started snapping more pictures.
“Okay, one more pose for now. Flip over and push yourself up on your elbows and this time arch your back forward and really pop your ass up. It should be up higher than your head. Your ass is the star of this shot.”
Once again I moved into position. As I pushed my ass up higher, I felt the thong floss my ass crack and I kind of enjoyed the feeling. To be honest, my whole lingerie set was feeling better every minute.
“Good, now look at me like I’m a young, shirtless man with six-pack abs walking towards you. Give me a sultry look that says you want my cock, but I need to prove I’m worthy of you taking it.”
I closed my eyes and tried to I imagined just that. A young, hot man with washboard abs approaching me wearing nothing but his underwear, his bulge on full display, already semi-erect, and his hand just gently pulling them down. He’s strutting towards me, staring at my ass with desire. Just thinking about it was making my dick swell up more and my mouth start to salivate.
I opened my eyes and shook my head.
That was weird. I think I need to get this photo shoot over with as soon as possible.
I did my best to mimic the look I had just had in my fantasy. And then it suddenly became easy, as my vision became reality. A large, muscular man was now standing behind Cindy, wearing only his underwear.




Chapter 5
Costar
My body froze and my eyes widened as I looked at the man towering behind Cindy. She lowered her camera and followed my eyes behind her until she saw the man as well.
“Oh. Hey, John,” she said to him as she turned towards him.
He gave a handsome smile as he brushed his long blonde hair out of his face. “Hey. Sorry, I didn’t want to interrupt,” she said to Cindy. His eyes then went to me as he extended his arm. “Hi, I’m John. I guess I’ll be your costar for the shoot.”
I took a deep swallow as I shook his hand. I found myself fighting my urge to look down at the large bulge in his underwear, but it was as if it was beckoning me. Cindy was staring at me wide-eyed, waiting for me to return the greeting and giving me a look as if she didn’t want me to give away my truth. Finally, I found my voice and mumbled out, “I’m Vi-Vicky.” I tried to use a higher pitched voice to sound more feminine and saw a look of relief on Cindy. I looked over at her and sent her daggers with my eyes.
“Oh, uhh, John? Do you mind waiting in the room down the hall for another few minutes? I need to finish up the solo shots with Vicky first,” she said, understanding that we needed to talk.
“Yeah, no problem,” he said as he turned to leave. His backside looked even better as I watched him walk out of the room.
I snapped myself out of it and then glared back at Cindy. “What the hell? You never told me I would be taking pictures with a man!” I snarled at her.
She had an uneasy look on her face. “Sorry, I had meant it to be a surprise when I thought you were gay. When you claimed you were straight, I guess I was too wrapped in the moment to remember to tell you,” she explained. “It will be harmless though. You may have to touch his chest and inner thighs a little. And maybe pretend to kiss, but it’s all just acting. And so far you’re a natural. If these pictures look as good as I think they will, you may have a new career ahead of you as a trans model.”
“Except I’m not trans,” I said through gritted teeth.
She shrugged. “Everybody has to pay their bills somehow,” she said. “Okay, John. We’re ready for you now,” she shouted down the hall.
She caught me off guard by calling him in so I quickly tried to compose myself. I decided to move myself so that I was sitting on the edge of the bed. John soon walked in with a big smile on his face and he came to sit next to me on the bed. Seeing his muscular arms and legs next to me started stirring something inside of me. I quickly clenched my legs together as I felt my dick start squirming in my panties.
Cindy moved to stand in front of both of us. “Okay, for the first shot… John, I want you sitting at the head of the bed with your back against the headboard,” she instructed. John nodded and then crawled on to the bed and into position. “Perfect. Now, Vicky, you go kneel over him and sit down on his crotch.”
I glared at her angrily and she returned an apologetic look. John gave me an approving nod as I turned around and climbed on to the bed. I put my leg over his so that I was straddling him and then scooted up towards his body so that my ass was over his crotch. As I sat down, I could feel his bulge on my ass and again felt my dick stirring.
What is going on with my dick? I shouldn’t be getting aroused by this. He is pretty sexy though. And his bulge is massive.
Without thinking I placed my hands down on his hard chest and moved them down to his abs. I had always wondered what strong abs felt like. Now I knew. And I liked it.
“You two look great together! Now, Vicky, turn your head and lean in as if you’re going to kiss him, but stop just before you do. And John, put one hand on the back of her head and the other around her waist,” Cindy said.
The closer I moved my head, the hotter I felt and the deeper my breathing became. My lips stopped just before his as he grabbed my head with his large, strong hand and wrapped the other one around my waist, holding me tight. I could feel his warm breath mixing with mine and a strong force trying to pull my lips against his. My eyes shut and in that moment, I thought I would let him do whatever he wanted to me.
“Perfect!” Cindy exclaimed. The sound of the camera’s shutter snapping pictures snapped me out of my fantasy. I shook my head to again clear my head, frustrated by the images and desires suddenly dominating my mind. “Alright, next pose is going to be a very sexy one. Vicky, go ahead and get out of bed. John, sit on the edge facing me.”
We both did as we were told with me coming to stand next to Cindy. Once we were in place, she moved to the side of us and gave our next instructions, “John, spread your legs wide and Vicky, you will be kneeling between his legs, looking up at him.”
I shot her a glare, upset at these far too provocative poses she was having us positioned in. But at the same time, my body was already following her orders. I kneeled down between his spread legs, his large bulge presented in front of my face. I quickly looked up into his dreamy eyes as new, unknown feelings stirred inside of me.
Cindy kneeled down herself and started taking pictures at a low angle. “My client is going to love these. Great job, you two. You look like you were meant for each other,” she said. My heart was fluttering as I continued to stare into his eyes and I noticed him give me a little wink as if he felt it, too.
Cindy interrupted our moment as she explained the next pose. “We’re going to stay in this position, but change the look. Vicky, I want you to stare at his crotch and move your right hand up by your mouth so it looks like you’re sucking his cock. Your face will be blocked by his thigh though, so no one will see it,” she explained.
“But I’m still wearing underwear,” John pointed out. “How can it look like she’s giving a blow job if I have underwear on?”
Cindy nodded and said, “Great point, John. Go ahead and take them off if you’re comfortable with that. Otherwise I can just edit them out.”
My eyes bulged in shock as he quickly pulled down his underwear and his massive cock unraveled before my eyes. He leaned down to remove the underwear from his feet and as he did, he whispered in my ear, “You should probably just suck it to make the scene look extra real.”
My dick started pressing against my thong as my mouth started watering and my eyes were unable to depart from his enormous cock. John tossed his underwear behind me then arched his back and raised his head towards the ceiling to emulate being pleasured.
“Very good, John. Now, Vicky, it’s your turn to pose,” Cindy said.
John’s cock was slowly getting erect as I watched it. I raised my hand as Cindy had requested, but instead of positioning it next to my mouth, it went straight to his cock. My hand started stroking it, back and forth as it kept growing harder. I looked back at Cindy and she gave me a supportive nod.
And then I did it. I followed my body’s urges as I turned my head back, closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and shoved it over his cock. I pulled my head back, feeling his hard yet fleshy cock run over my lips and tongue.
I needed more. I pushed my head back down, taking his cock deep in my mouth again, using my saliva to let it slide in my mouth easier. I started repeating my actions, moving my head back and forth over his cock. John started squirming and moaning.
“Uhh, guys. Can you two stay still so I can get the shot?” Cindy said from beside us, unable to see what I was doing behind his large, muscular thigh.
I couldn’t stop though, I still needed more. I started moving my mouth faster and running my tongue along his cock. I wasn’t happy unless my mouth was filled with it. John sat up straight and moved his hand to the back of my head, pushing my head deeper on his cock.
“Guys?” Cindy asked confused. I felt her walk behind me. “Oh my! Oh, umm… I’ll just leave you two alone,” she stammered as she backed out of the room.
John was thrusting his hips forward now, fucking my mouth with his huge cock. I wished I could take it all in my mouth, to fill myself up more, but it was just too big. I craved it so much though.
I reached up and ran my hand down his chiseled chest and abs, feeling what a real man felt like. My dick was throbbing now and had slipped out of my panties, but I didn’t care about it. My mind was too focused on a better cock. A real man’s cock.
John started moaning louder as cries escaped me. Cries for more.
I didn’t know what had overtaken me or where these urges had come from. Was it the lingerie? Was it John? Maybe it was just being in this new position, with a real man in front of me. Maybe these desires were always hidden inside of me, waiting to come out.
John’s cock head was enlarging and I could feel his dick start pulsing. “I’m going to cum!” he groaned. A wave rippled down his cock, from shaft to head, until his cock burst out cum inside of me. It continued to pulse, dripping cum on to my tongue and down my throat.
When it stopped pumping I slowly removed my mouth from his cock and swallowed down his load. John collapsed back into the bed, clearly satisfied from my blow job which filled me with a sense of pride. I stood up and crawled over him. I couldn’t resist tasting his lips so I gave him a soft kiss and then rolled over to my back next to him to catch my breath.
I can’t believe I just did that. And in front of Cindy! I doubt she will want to go out with me now, but I hope she lets me model for her again. And again. And again.
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Every Office Needs a Secretary: First Time Feminization
 
After months of struggling to keep their business afloat, Eric and his business partner, Amy, finally managed to arrange a meeting with a potential investor. But before his arrival, they learn of an odd requirement their potential investor has for businesses he finances. They all must have hired a secretary.

With only hours to spare before he arrives, Eric and Amy are stuck scrambling until Amy has the idea to turn Eric into Erin, the office secretary. Once Eric begrudgingly agrees, Amy sets out to feminize him in preparation for the meeting.

Once Eric becomes Erin, he soon finds out how far he’s willing to go to keep his dreams of running his own business alive.
My Roommate the Sissy: First Time Feminization
 
When Jake comes home from a long day of work, he wants to kick back and relax. But when he opens the front door, he discovers his roommate, Luke, wearing nothing but a bra and panties and in the middle of shaving his legs. Luke admits to his secret love of wearing women’s clothing and, after a little convincing, he gets Jake to agree to dress up as well.

The more they drink and talk, the more confused Jake begins to feel around his roommate. When he admits missing his ex-girlfriend, Luke decides to take it upon himself to distract Jake from those feelings and to give him a night he will never forget.
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