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Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Raymond Woods?” she asked.

I only nodded in reply.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

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

“Isn’t this too small?” I said.

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

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

“Get undressed,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then she began to suck.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You like that huh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t stop.”

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

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


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My god was he big.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But damn, did it feel good.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What,” was all I could muster.

“I can explain, Rayna,” he said.

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

And I stormed out of there.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How did you get in?” I asked flatly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She smelled so good.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck,” I whispered.

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

I was no longer the one in control.

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

“You like that, huh,” she asked.

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

“Beg for it, slut.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just like you,” I said.

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

She was coming.

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

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

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

“I’ll be there at 8:30.”

The end
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