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Chapter One

My boss is sitting primly in the driver’s seat as our car inches forward in the dense traffic. The gray skirt she has on as part of her business suit is extremely tight and extremely short, barely covering her ass before hemming off to reveal her thick, creamy thighs in all their naked glory. The rest of her outfit is equally alluring, consisting of a white, button down shirt that’s about three sizes too small for a woman as well endowed as Maria Rose is, and a blazer matching her skirt in both color and tightness as it hugs the curves of her shapely hips.

Her striking blonde hair is done up in a fashionable bun and her face looks like a perfect picture of radiance.

By all means a junior accountant like myself, hired less than two weeks ago, should be enjoying every bit of this. Any man worth his salt would kill to be in my place right now, sitting next to the sexiest executive in the company, on the way to a business meeting that will likely bring in the lion’s share of our department’s revenue for the fiscal year.

Only problem is, I’m this close to pissing my pants, and we’ve been stuck in traffic for a looong time.

My mind reels back to the three coffees I had during the course of the day, and I’m reminded once again, with a hint of longing, of the wisdom in frequent bathroom breaks. But the ever busy world of corporate advertising doesn’t allow for a lot of personal time, and when the Maria Rose herself picks you out and asks you to accompany her to an all important business meeting – well then you go with her, even if you were just about to head into the little men’s room for some much needed relief.

Now, forty minutes later, stuck in the densest traffic I’ve ever seen on the interstate, I can’t help but wonder whether asking her to wait for a couple of minutes would have really been that bad of an idea.

I cross my legs desperately and chance a look at Maria again, who sits there with that same impassive look on her face, a face illuminated by the red brake lights of the cars in front of us. She hasn’t noticed the fact that I’ve been stealing glances of her body every chance I’ve gotten, and she hasn’t noticed my fidgeting and leg crossing either, but with the latest waves of urgency radiating out of my overfull bladder, I realize I have no choice but to speak up and appraise her of my situation.

“Umm, Miss Rose,” I say, keeping my tone as confident as I can manage.

“Yes?” She doesn’t even bother turning her eyes towards me.

“How much longer till we get there?” I feel a bit of color rise to my cheeks as I ask this question, realizing full well how childish I must sound.

“Another thirty minutes or so,” she says and I feel my heart sink. “After this traffic lets up of course. The building is on the other side of town.”

There’s no way this traffic is letting up any time soon, and there’s no way I’m making it to the other side of town with dry pants.

“Why do you ask?” She says when I fall silent, cocking an eyebrow at the same time.

I feel a significant amount of heat bloom in my cheeks as I hear her question. I’ve known for some time now that I’m going to have to come clean to her about my need, and embarrassing as it may be, it beats the alternative: pissing my pants on the seat of her very expensive car.

“I… umm… need to visit the restroom.”

She finally turns her head, her sharp blue eyes flitting toward me for the first time since I’ve gotten into the car. “The restroom?” she says, cocking her eyebrow again, making me feel incredibly small.

“Yes,” I answer.

“Surely you can wait until we get to the meeting, we’re running late as is.”

More shame rises up from deep inside me to further flush my already rosy cheeks. I consider lying for a second, but the immense pressure in my bladder makes me reconsider.

I push my thighs tightly against each other, uncross and recross my legs over one another, and only then do I reply. “I’m afraid I can’t, Miss Rose,” I say. “It’s quite urgent.”

In the silence that follows I notice her eyes take in every movement I make, from the fidgeting of my hands, the nervous tapping of my feet, the jiggling of my thighs, and the crossing of my legs. When she finally speaks, it’s punctuated with a sly little smile dancing across her lips, a smile that makes my legs feel like jelly.

“I can see the urgency,” she says. “But I’m afraid there’s nothing I can do for you while we’re stuck in this traffic.”

“Yes, I know– I didn’t mean I needed to go right now. Just as soon as we’re out of the traffic and you find a gas station to stop at. I can hold it until we’re out of traffic.” But I do need to go right now – in fact, I need to go ten minutes ago, but the way she’s talking about it makes it very hard to tell her the truth.

Our car continues to inch forward with devastating slowness, and the signals from my bladder keep getting stronger and stronger. A few minutes later I’m forced to shove a hand between my legs, holding myself like a child. This doesn’t escape Maria’s notice as well, and the cruel little smile spread across her lips tells me very clearly that she’s quietly enjoying my humiliating predicament.

“I’m sure the traffic will ease up in a few more minutes,” she says, but her tone is far from sincere. In fact, I can sense a bit of mockery laced in there.

“I hope so,” I force out through clenched teeth, my hand burrowing even deeper between my legs. Maria giggles, and whatever shame I had left within me rises and paints my cheeks the reddest they’ve ever been.

A sudden, and overbearingly strong, surge of desperation racks through my body, making me gasp and forcing me to double over. I push my thighs as close together as I possibly can, crushing my hand in between.

“You can hold it a few more minutes, can’t you Kyle?”

“Yes.” It’s a lie. Even though I’m not ready to accept it yet, I know that I won’t be able to wait a few more minutes. Hell, I don’t think I can hold it beyond even one more minute. And with traffic as slow as it is, I know full well that I won’t make it to a gas station.

I just won’t.

My only remaining hope is for traffic to clear out in the next thirty seconds or so, since maybe then I’ll be able to jump out of the car and piss on the roadside.

No such luck, unfortunately.

Less than twenty seconds later I feel the last of my defenses crumble. I fight against the flood raging inside me with every ounce of strength still left in my body, but the task is too great, and I find myself not up to it.

My bladder gives way, as do the muscles in my cock, and I feel the hot wetness of my own urine spill into my underwear. A short spurt at first, one that I convince myself I can hide. But I am quickly disillusioned of any such hope when a longer spurt escapes, wetting the crotch of my pants and snaking its way down my clenched thighs.

“Are you alright?” Maria’s looking over at me. She’s noticed something’s wrong.

“Yes,” I lie even as another stronger spurt forces its way out.

“Are you sure?” She knows something’s wrong. Can she smell it? Can she hear it?

I open my mouth to try and answer her again, but before I can get a word out the last of my control is lost, and all I can do is sound a long, drawn-out whine as I start to pee in earnest. Heat blooms between my legs and I feel the liquid rage past my underwear and into my pants, my thighs, my legs, and my butt are all soaked within seconds, and the rest keeps spreading out.

She knows what’s happening now– even if she didn’t before – and I can only look down at the rapidly expanding wetness underneath me as my boss gasps at what I’ve done.

“Well,” she says when I’m finally finished. “It seems like you weren’t able to hold it.”

“I’m sorry.” I keep staring at my lap. At the mess I’ve made on my boss’s car seats. It beats having to look at the disgusted look on her face. “I’ll pay for the cleaning.”

“We can worry about that later. For now, we have a meeting to get to, and you can hardly walk in there with soaking wet pants.”

The meeting. Fuck. I’ve been so focused on my bladder these last few minutes that the idea of us being late completely slipped my mind.

“I have some spare clothes in my car,” I say, finally looking back at her. “But it’s at the office. Do you think we could turn back and go get them?”

“No chance.” Her answer is dismissive, and the look on her face makes it pretty clear that she isn’t in the mood for an argument, especially with someone who’s just soaked her car seats.

“But you said it yourself, Miss Rose, I can’t walk in there looking like this.”

“Well,” she says. “I have some spare clothes in the trunk of my car. We can stop when the traffic clears out, and we’ll see if we can find you something a little more dry to change into.”

I try to protest again, but one wave of her finger quiets me down, and I’m forced to spend the next fifteen minutes sitting in a puddle of my own making, as the traffic around us slowly eases out and we’re able to pull into the parking lot of an abandoned mall.

She gets out of the car first, pops the trunk, and starts rifling through some stuff in there. A few moments later she’s standing outside my door, with a towel in one hand, and a crumpled-up pile of clothes in the other. She beckons me to step outside and so I do.

“Get out of those wet pants and use this to dry yourself,” she says, handing me the towel.

“Out here? In broad daylight?”

“Don’t be silly, Kyle, there’s no one else here, and there’s no way I’m letting you get into the backseat while you have those wet pants on.”

“And what is that?” I point to the clothes in her other hand. “Are those your pants?”

“Yes.”

“I can’t wear women’s pants.”

“Of course you can. I’m sure they’ll fit you, and besides, they’re much better than the piss-stained ones you have on right now.”

A fresh wave of redness creeps up my neck as I consider her words. A hundred arguments rage in my mind, but I give voice to none of them – because she’s right. I was the one who pissed myself, and by the looks of it, her pants should fit me pretty well, skinny as I am.

“There isn’t any underwear,” I say.

“Funny way of saying you want to look at my panties.” Heat blooms across my cheeks again, and they glow redder than they have all afternoon.

“I didn’t mean –”

She cuts me off before I can complete the sentence, and starts rummaging through the trunk again. “I always carry around a spare change of clothes in case of a wardrobe malfunction,” she says. “Like my pants ripping and stuff like that, you know? But I’ve never really had to plan for wetting myself.” She giggles after she says this bit. “So I don’t usually carry a spare pair of panties in my car.”

“Oh,” I say, dejected at the fact that I’ll have to wear women’s pants without any underwear.

“But today’s your lucky day.” She emerges again, carrying a tiny pair of red panties in the hand that previously held the towel. “I still had my gym clothes in the trunk.”

“I don’t think I’ll fit into that.” I gulp, looking at just how tiny those things are.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” she says. “They’ll fit. I can tell. And what are you still doing standing around like that? I told you to get out of those pants and get yourself cleaned up. We’re late as is.”

“I was hoping you’d turn around.” I force the words out, but they sound meek, and one stern look from her tells me all I need to know, so it’s me who ends up turning around.

I undo my belt and slip down my wet pants, followed by my underwear. Maria stands behind me with her arms crossed under her chest the entire time, eyeing me with a completely indifferent look. Don’t get me wrong, it’s pretty embarrassing standing here with my ass bared in front of my boss, but it isn’t much worse than pissing yourself all over her car seats.

I use the towel to dry myself as best as I can and then turn around to face her again, hiding my cock behind one hand, while I hold out the other to Maria.

“The pants,” I say, unable to meet her eyes.

“Panties first, silly.” Her answer is quick, and it makes me blush even harder.

I take hold of her underwear and examine it closely before putting it on. It’s small but the material feels stretchy, so it’ll probably fit me. It’s also dirty, from what I presume is sweat from Maria’s workout sessions. I can see the stains near the crotch, and I’m sure if I bring them closer to my nose I can smell her on them, but there really isn’t any point. This is my only option, and dirty as they might be, they’re still a sight better than my own piss-soaked boxers.

I bend over and gingerly step into the panties, slipping them up my legs until they’re all the way up, securely snuggled between my legs. As the tip of my cock makes contact with the sweat stain on the panties’ crotch, I feel a strange current run through my body, almost as if the prospect of putting on Maria’s used panties excites me.

Strange.

She hands me the pants next and I put them on. They’re a little tighter around my butt than I’d like but I’m forced to admit that they fit nicely. And since I’m already wearing a button-down shirt, a pair of business pants don’t look that out of place on me, even if they are designed for a woman.

“Here.” She hands me a bottle of body spray now, presumably one she’s retrieved from her purse. It’s hers and it’s feminine, but I accept it all the same. “So you don’t smell like piss,” she adds.

“Thanks.”

I spray it on and when I finally step back and take stock, I realize that I don’t actually look, or feel, that bad.

“You’re riding in the backseat this time.” Maria is already getting back into the car.

I get in, and after this embarrassingly long detour, we’re back on our way. But even as humiliating as this entire ordeal has been, I can’t help but feel a strangely pleasant feeling swirling inside of me as I sit in the back. I can’t tell if it’s because of the feminine scent, or the tight-fitting pants, or the panties underneath them, but I know it’s there.

And I know it’s real.


Chapter Two

I feel a suspiciously high number of eyes glancing in my direction as we make our way through the building. The pants – Maria’s pants – are especially tight around my ass, and one brief look at my reflection in the glass windows is enough to confirm that the tightness has given my ass a particularly ‘bubbly’ look.

And so the men in the building watch me. Some of them wait until they think I’m not looking, and others drop all pretense and ogle at my backside as I walk through the air-conditioned hallways of the tall, expensive building. But a lot of people are looking, and the looks on their faces tell me that they quite like what they see.

Despite my best efforts at staying composed, I find myself getting flustered by these looks, and start subconsciously hovering my hand behind myself to shield my ass from their leering eyes. It’s true that I’ve always had a somewhat feminine figure, with a noticeable tush and hips that you’d normally find on a woman, but I’ve made sure to dress in ways that would hide this side of me, and for many years I’ve done a pretty good job at it.

Only now, when I’m actually wearing women’s pants, the task of hiding my undesirable body suddenly feels impossible. But then again, with the way some of the men are eyeing me, it might not be that undesirable after all…

I push the thoughts out of my mind as we’re greeted by an assistant who leads us into a conference room where the company execs are waiting around a long, oval table. I can see all kinds of people in the room, a diverse group that makes up the executive body of the company, but the one who stands out among them is the one at the head of the table.

Raymond Sears, owner, and CEO of Sears enterprises and a bear of a man. I’ve heard about him before since he’s the man we came here to pitch to, but seeing him in person for the first time gives me reason to pause. He’s well above six feet tall, handsome, and built like a professional wrestler.

There’s an easy smile across his lips, and the way his eyes move across my body butterflies erupt in my stomach.

What the fuck. Is this because of the pants too? Why am I getting excited because a man is looking at me?

Again, there’s no time to process my thoughts, and Maria jumps straight into the presentation. I assist her by setting up the computer and going through the PowerPoint slides, but she does most of the work, and she’s pretty fucking good at it too. The entire board of executives listens intently to her every word, and if any of them mind us being late, they aren’t showing it. She has everyone’s attention from the moment she starts speaking, and it makes sense too, given the kind of authority she commands in a room, and how beautiful of a woman she is.

But there’s one person who doesn’t have his eyes stuck to her like the others. One person who chooses instead to look over in my direction, his gaze traveling up and down my body with a languid slowness.

Raymond Sears.

His eyes linger on my body throughout the entire presentation, and even after Maria is done, and the lights in the room are back on, Raymond refuses to look away.

“Questions?” Maria asks, breaking the almost eerie silence that’s taken over the room.

“No,” Raymond answers, eyes still on me. “You’re hired. Send the details over to my assistant, he’ll go over the fine print and get back to you before the week is over.”

“Fantastic.” Maria beams back at him. “We look forward to doing a lot of good stuff together.”

“Me too,” Raymond says, but the way the words roll off his tongue, and the way his gaze shifts across my body, tells me that he isn’t only talking about the business.


Chapter Three

I’m standing outside the conference room with a very happy Maria right next to me as the executives step out in groups of two and three. Her smile is wide enough that it might just fall off her face, and despite the ‘incident’ in the car earlier, I don’t regret a single thing. The fact that the first pitch I was part of succeeded is cause for celebration enough, that it was with the hottest, most accomplished babe in the company is just the cherry on top.

“You were great in there,” I tell her.

“As were you.” She grins back at me.

“I barely did anything.” I rub my arm sheepishly, I’ve never been good at taking compliments. “I just set up the computer.”

“That isn’t all you did.” I look back at her and notice her smile is a little different now. It isn’t the grin of victory she had earlier, instead, it’s something a little more naughty.

“What do you mean?” The beginnings of a blush start creeping up my neck because I know exactly what she means.

“I may have wooed the board.” She winks at me. “But it was you who convinced the most important person in there. I saw how he was looking at you.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I look down at my feet, hoping to will away the redness in my cheeks.

Maria only giggles, letting me drop the subject for the time being.

“Now I know just how much you like wearing my dirty panties, but we really should get going, I have to be back to the office by four.”

The idea of going back to the car that I just pissed in doesn’t sound all that appealing, but Maria’s my ride back home, and if I’m being honest, she’s treated me pretty well through the entire thing, wet seats and all.

“Alright,” I say. “You go up ahead, I’ll meet you by the car.”

She raises an eyebrow and crosses her arms under her chest. “Why don’t you just come with me?”

I feel a fresh blush rising to my cheeks at the thought of what I’m about to say, but it needs to be said, so I take a deep breath. “Before,” I say. “In the car I mean…” I feel her eyes regarding me with a slight curiosity in them as I stammer the words.

“We haven’t got all day, Kyle, out with it.”

“I didn’t get all of it out when I went in the car,” I blurt out, eyes shut, face red as a tomato. “I think I should use the restroom before we leave.” The words come out faster than I’d intended and when I finally open my eyes to face Maria again I find her standing there with a wide grin on her face.

“Off you go then,” she says, perfectly white teeth showing beneath her curved lips. “There’s a bathroom around that corner.” She points me in the right direction and I set off before my face has a chance to redden any further.

The bathroom is completely empty when I emerge from the cubicle, but a few seconds into washing my hands I hear someone enter. I look over and find Maria standing there with that same grin on her face, a look in her eyes that I can’t quite figure out.

“This is the men’s room, Maria,” I say, the water washing the soap off my hands. “What are you doing in here?”

She doesn’t answer immediately. Instead, she slowly closes the door behind her and turns the lock, her gaze laser-focused on my body.

“All the bathrooms in this building are unisex.” She’s taking slow, calculated steps towards me, moving forward inch by inch.

“What did you lock the door for?” My heartbeat picks up a few notches, and I notice a strange sensation taking root in my body because of how she’s walking towards me. “I’ll get out of your hair,” I say, attempting to walk past her, but she bars my way with her arm.

“You’re not going anywhere.” Her voice is almost a whisper. She’s so close to me now. Close enough to put her hands on my body.

“What are you talking about, Maria?” I gulp down the knot in my throat.

Even closer now.

“I like you, Kyle.” She put her hands on my shoulders, and leans in close to me. Close enough that I can feel her breath on my nose. “And I love how you look in those pants of mine.”

I feel a rush of heat near my crotch. My cock begins to swell up in those sweat-stained panties of hers.

My mind still can’t fathom that the hottest chick in the company is cornering me in a public bathroom. That Maria Rose is actually putting her hands on me. That she’s leaning in close enough that I can practically smell her lipstick.

She pushes her knee between my legs, pressing the tip of her knee cap into my rapidly swelling cock. “You seem to like it too.” Her voice is a hot whisper on my lips. I only nod in reply.

Her hands begin to move down my body, her fingers tracing a delicate path down my sides. “You trust me, don’t you?” She’s even closer now. Closer than any woman has ever been to me.

“Yes,” I whisper back, and before the word is even fully out she’s pressing her lips to mine, slipping her tongue inside my mouth.

My cock rages harder than it has my entire life, swelling against her knee. She pushes me against the wall and pins my arms above my head. She’s taller than me when she has her heels on, and she’s stronger too, but I’m sure she’d be in control even if she was four feet tall and weak as a child.

That’s just the kind of woman she is.

Our jaws work against each other with all the fire of an erupting volcano, our bodies twisting and writhing against each other. It’s all I can do to keep from moaning into her mouth, all I can do to keep from instantly creaming myself in her panties.

She frees one hand from its task of pinning my arm and moves it down to my belt. Things are happening too fast for me to track, and just when I’m sure I’m about to get the greatest gift of my life, I find myself twisting around again.

She cuts off the kiss as unexpectedly as she began it, and turns me around so that I’m facing the wall.

“What–” She cuts me off, pressing her pillow tits firmly into my back, pushing me even harder against the wall.

“You can tell me if you don’t like it,” she whispers in my ear from behind. “But I doubt that’ll be the case.”

“Like what?” I ask, still pinned between the wall and her soft, yet determined body.

“This.” She slips a hand down the front of my pants, and I nearly come as soon as her fingers make contact with my naked cock.

“Fuuuck.” I groan, and she begins to massage my manhood between her fingers.

Of course I like this. What man wouldn’t?

She kisses my neck from behind, making all the hair on my body stand up. The feeling of her wet, hot tongue on the most sensitive part of my neck is sending currents of pleasure pulsing through my body, making my cock twitch and dance against her fingers even harder.

“You like it?” She asks, between the little kisses and nibbles she’s administering on my neck.

“Yes,” I pant, almost out of breath.

“Then you’ll love this.” She takes her other hand, the one that had been resting along my hip until now, and slips it down the backside of my pants. Her finger slips inside my hole before I even realize what’s going on, and by the time it happens I’m surprised to learn that my only reaction is to let out an undignified moan of pleasure.

This latest little trick of hers pushes me past the edge, and all the pleasure that had, until moments ago, been swirling around in my body reaches its apex and forces its way out of me through way of a mind-shattering orgasm.

Which is to say, that I cream a pair of dirty panties in a public bathroom while I’m pinned against the wall with a finger in my ass. That the one doing the pinning and the fingering is none other than the sexiest executive in the company, and that I moan like a slut through the whole damn thing.


Chapter Four

It isn’t until two days later that I see Maria again. She calls me into her office and one look at her makes all the memories from that day flood into my mind once more. I’m reminded of how it felt to have her hands on me, of how my cock twitched against her firm touch. How she pinned me against the wall and whispered dirty things to me while she fingered me from behind.

For a moment I forget myself and feel a rush of blood near my crotch.

Maria cocks an eyebrow at the growing bulge in my pants and leans back in her chair. “Easy there, tiger,” she says. “I didn’t call you in for that.”

“Oh,” I say, reminded of the fact that she’s still my boss, and this callup probably has something to do with my actual job.

“Have a seat.” She beckons me over to the chair across her table. “Are you wondering why I called you in here?” She says, as soon as I’ve seated myself.

“Yes,” I reply, a hint of uneasiness mixed in my words, something that she spots almost immediately.

“There’s no cause for Alarm, Kyle. There’s nothing wrong.”

That’s a relief. “What’s this about then?”

“The guys over at corporate were really impressed with your work at the meeting the other day.” I know full well my work at the meeting was nothing more than standing around in women’s pants, but I still like where she’s going with this. “And I’ve convinced them that you’re ready for more responsibility around here.”

I feel a flutter in my belly at her words. More Responsibility almost always means a promotion, accompanied by a pay raise. How can this be happening to a guy like me? Someone who has fuck all accomplishments and has been working here for barely any time.

“It’s not finalized yet,” she continues. “But as long as the deal with Sears enterprises goes through, you should have a new office by the end of the week.”

“Thank You so much.” There’s more I want to say, but this is the first thing that comes out of my mouth, the first thing that rises up from my heart.

“Don’t thank me yet, Kyle. You still have to seal the deal with Mr.Sears this Friday.”

I feel a little shiver run down my spine at the way she uses the phrase ‘Seal the deal’, and I find myself shifting uneasily in the chair. “I thought you’d be handling the final meeting alone?”

“That was the plan originally.” She leans forward, cupping her face in her hands and resting her elbows on the table, flashing me a fair bit of her delicious cleavage in the process. “But Mr.Sears has taken a liking to you, and he has personally requested that you accompany me to the meeting.”

My heart starts beating a few beats faster when I hear her say this, and a thousand questions pop up in my head. “What does that mean exactly?” I ask her. “That he’s taken a liking to me.”

“Just that.” Her grin is back, and it’s more wicked than ever. “He said he liked what he saw that day, and that he’d like to have you around when he signs the papers.”

The beating of my heart gets even faster, and I feel a prickling sensation permeating all throughout my body. “What are you suggesting exactly, Miss Rose? That I let this man fuck me so the deal goes through?”

“There’s no need to be dramatic, Kyle. No one said anything about fucking. Mr. Sears just likes to watch.”

“Watch?”

“Yes. Watch.”

“I just stand there, you mean?”

“Well, yes, but you’d need to dress up a little?”

“What does that mean?”

“Well, you remember how that day you had to wear my pants because – well because you soiled your own.”

I feel my cheeks flush. “Hard to forget something like that.”

“Well, Mr.Sears found the image of you in women’s pants quite appealing. I think he referred to you as ‘the boy with the cute little ass’ on one of our phone calls.” This is all too much for me. I could tell that the guy liked me that day, but I could never imagine it going this far, and I’m definitely not gay, so I don’t know where he hopes to take this.

“Does he want me to wear the pants again?”

“Well, not exactly.”

“What then?”

“You’ll need to dress up like a girl. Fully like a girl I mean. Skirt, shaved legs, a wig, maybe some padding around your chest. The whole nine yards. You just need to doll yourself up before you come to that meeting, and you’ll have the job that many of your senior colleagues have been waiting on for years.”

A well of emotions bubbles up in my head, foremost of which is rage. I can’t believe Maria would suggest something like this, can’t believe she’d think that I’d ever agree to something so demeaning.

“I’m sorry to have wasted your time, but I can’t go through with what you’re suggesting.”

I get up to leave and she speaks again. “Are you sure you don’t at least want to look at what the job offer is?” She slides a folio across her table and flips open the front page to reveal an offer letter.

I take one look at the number in bold text, the number that outlines how much I’ll be making if I get this new job, and my throat runs dry.

“That help change your mind?”

With this much money I could pay off all my student debt in less than a year. Hell, if I made this much money I could be set for life in a couple of years, I could retire before I turn thirty.

“I just have to stand there?” I can’t believe I’m seriously considering this.

“You just have to show up all dolled up,” she confirms. “We won’t force you to do anything after that you don’t want to. But between you and me, Mr.Sears is a pretty good catch.”

My heart is beating at about a thousand beats per second in my chest as I realize that I’m actually about to go through with this. I feel dizzy and lightheaded and nearly sick at the same time, but I look back at the paper on the table and the decision is made.

“I’ll need help,” I say, gulping away the knot in my throat. “In becoming a woman.”

Maria rises from her chair and walks over to me, grabbing my hands in her own, flashing me the biggest smile I’ve seen from her yet. “I thought you’d never ask.”


Chapter Five

It’s hard to fathom that a woman like Maria is waiting in the living room of my shitty apartment while I’m in the bathroom getting ready, it’s even harder to fathom just exactly what it is that I’m doing to ‘get ready’.

I take one final look at my fully naked body in the mirror, take a deep breath, and then I pick up the razor. I already have practically no body hair to speak of, but what little I do, comes off easily at the swipe of my razor. Little by little I start to see my body differently, slender, feminine curves appearing as if out of thin air.

The more I shave the more my perception of myself changes. My hips look wider when there’s no hair on my body, my legs look longer now that they’re shaved clean – hell, they even look a little supple.

Supple. Not a word I’d ever thought to describe my body with, but here we are.

And my ass. God. My ass looks practically divine. I turn around to take a better look and awe at the beauty of it. It’s small, yes, but it’s firm and perky at the same time. Suddenly it doesn’t seem so far-fetched that the CEO took a liking to me. Show any man an ass like that wrapped up in a tight little pair of panties and he’d be hard-pressed to control himself.

I check myself when I realize where my thoughts are straying, and get back to the task at hand. Pretty soon my skin is shaven smooth and so I wrap a towel around my waist and make my way out to my living room where Maria is waiting with an assortment of outfits spread across the carpeted floor.

I don’t know how she got everything on such short notice, and I don’t know if she even got the sizes right, but I know she’s really excited about the whole thing. Lying across my living room floor are skirts, tops, and heels of all shapes and colors. A little to the left are a variety of undergarments that go on underneath them, and there are still bags that have yet to be opened.

She’s too engrossed with all the clothing to notice that I’ve entered the room, so I end up having to feign a cough to alert her of my presence.

She looks up almost immediately, and I see a pleasant look descend upon her face. “You clean up pretty well.” She beams at me.

“Thanks, I guess,” I say, rubbing my arm sheepishly.

She gets up from where she was just sitting on the floor and makes her way over to me. “Take that off,” she says, pointing to the towel wrapped around my waist.

“Why?” I ask, suddenly very conscious of the fact that the towel is the only thing standing between me and total nudity.

“So I can see what I’m working with. And there’s no reason to be shy after what happened in the bathroom the other day.” She ends her sentence with her wink, and I feel a slight blush creep up my neck at the insinuation.

But she has a point and so I go ahead and drop the towel.

Her eyes scan every inch of my body as soon as I’m fully nude, making me even more self-conscious. I fight the almost overpowering urge to cover myself with my hands as I watch her eyes flit over my lower body, but knowing Maria she’d just slap my hands away.

“Everything looks good upfront,” she says, tapping her finger on the side of her hip as if she’s taking mental notes on my naked appearance. “Turn around for me, so I can have a look at that cute little tush of yours.” I blush harder this time, and the fact that she giggles that very instant tells me that my shame did not escape her notice.

Slowly, I turn around, giving her a full view of my naked ass, once again fighting off the urge to cover my bum from her view. But this is exactly what she wants to see, and I’m in no position to deny her.

“My my.” She slaps me across my ass lightly, making me jump a little. “No wonder Mr.Sears liked you. You have the tightest butt I’ve seen in ages.”

“Thanks,” I say again, a hint of nervous laughter escaping my throat immediately after.

The entire thing feels surreal. The fact that I’m standing here fully naked. The fact that Maria is right behind me, the fact that she’s about to doll me up so that we can close the biggest deal the company has ever signed.

The fact that the man signing the deal very likely wants to fuck me while I’m dressed up like a woman.

“Okay,” Maria says, “Everything looks fine. I think we should get started.”

I turn to face her again and nod my approval. What else is there to do? I can’t very well back out now that I’ve come this far, and besides, is dressing up as a girl for one day in exchange for being set up for life really that bad of a deal?

“First order of business is the panties,” she says, fishing out a few pairs of underwear from the pile. “And since you already have a little experience with this, it should be an easy choice.” I blush again at the mention of the events from her car, reminded once more of the fact that I pissed myself like a child and had to put on Maria’s dirty panties. Reminded once more that I creamed those panties with her finger in my ass.

“What type would you prefer?” She asks, holding up two pairs, one in each hand. “We have Brazilian cut and bikini shorts.” She says, moving around the ones in her hands as she says their names. “There’s also a pair of slip panties, a pair of french cut, and a thong.” She points to the underwear still in the pile. “But you’re not quite ready for the thong yet.” She giggles.

My cheeks flush at the way she laughs, but I answer anyway. “I think the same type I wore the other day. They seemed to do the job pretty well.”

“French cut it is.” She flashes me a big smile. “Excellent choice.” She saunters over to the pile and retrieves a tiny little pair of pink panties, before making her way back to me again.

“Don’t you have a pair in another color?” I ask her, and then immediately curse myself for how stupid it sounds.

She giggles once again before responding. “You should be glad that this pair is clean because the last one you put on definitely wasn’t.”

Great, more jokes about the dirty panties.

She gets on her knees in front of me and looks up expectantly. “Go on then,” she says. “Lift up one leg at a time.”

“I can put them on myself, you know.”

“Don’t be silly, Kyle. I’m here to help. I’ll show you the right way to do it.” I sigh, resigned to my fate, and lift up each foot, allowing her to slip the underwear up my legs. The fabric is tight around my thighs, and it feels even better traveling up my legs now that they’re smooth and hairless. She tugs them up all the way to my crotch, tucking my cock neatly in the middle. I turn around to look at myself in the mirror and realize just how much like a girl I already look. My cock, flaccid as it is, is barely noticeable through the crotch of my panties, and the tight fabric of the underwear makes my ass appear extra perky.

“Looks good,” Maria says, slapping me across the ass again, before heading back over to her pile of goodies. “The tits go on next.”

“Tits?” I ask, incredulous.

“Of course. We can’t have you be a convincing girl without a good pair of tits on you.” She fishes something out of one of the unopened bags and waves it in the air in front of her.

“What is that?” I say, squinting my eyes to take a closer look, but even as I give voice to the question I realize they’re exactly what she says.

Tits.

They’re a pair of fake breasts, the type that are made out of silicone and are generally used by women recovering from breast cancer.

“These will look perfect on you.” She walks over to me again and tells me to turn around. From behind she slips on the fake tits and fiddles them around until they’re in the perfect position. Next, she puts a pink bra over the fake breasts, and when she’s done fiddling with that the tits look as real as if I had an actual pair.

“Wow.” It’s all I can say, all that my brain can conjure up. It’s bizarre how a shave, a pair of panties, and some fake tits can make you look exactly like a woman. Bizarre just how good I look dressed up like this. My eyes travel all the curves of my body in this new look of mine, and I remain lost for words as Maria continues to work around me.

She puts me in a tight little mini skirt next. It’s made out of leather and sticks closely to my legs and my butt, making me look extremely sexy. The top she puts on me is white, and also extremely tight. My fake tits look great in it, and it shows off the curves of my narrowing hips perfectly.

She even puts a blonde wig on me and wraps the whole thing up with a thirty-minute makeup session. By the end of it all, I look more like a woman than some actual women I’ve seen around the office. I have great tits, plump, red lips, and ass that most girls would kill to have.

And all of that with a bunch of outfits and an hour or so of prep time.

“How do you like it?” Maria asks, twirling me around in front of the mirror, letting me take in every little detail of the doll that I’ve just become.

“Incredible,” I say, and I don’t even realize that even my voice comes out sounding exactly like a woman’s.


Chapter Six

Walking into the same building where all of this started is a weird sensation, especially since this time I’m walking in as a woman. I remember the looks I got last time when I made my way through these halls, men eyeing my ass slyly as I strutted about in a pair of Maria’s pants. But all of those looks pale in comparison to what I’m experiencing today.

I turn the head of every man as I walk past them, their eyes lingering on my naked legs, their gaze glued to my swaying ass as I leave them all in the dust. All of my doubts from earlier have evaporated as if they never really existed. Whatever Maria did in my living room while she dressed me up worked like a charm, and I find myself overflowing with confidence in my new look when we finally reach the CEO’s office.

An assistant ushers us inside, and Mr.Sears’ eyes light up the instant he sees me. “Glad you could make it, Kylie.” He says, winking at me in the process. I try to force away the blush that creeps up my neck, but the look in his eyes tells me that he finds my reddening cheeks all the more appealing.

“You look great, by the way.” He says to me as we sit down across his table. “Even better than you looked last time you were here, and that was pretty damn hot in its own right.” Butterflies flutter in my stomach at his compliments. It almost feels silly that I was about to turn all of this down because I was so attached to my masculinity. Now that I’m finally honest with myself I can see just how great it all feels.

“Thank you,” I say in my girl voice, and his smile widens even further.

“The papers.” Maria hands him the stack that we brought with us. “For you to sign.”

He takes them in one hand, gives them a cursory glance, and then puts them back on the table. He spreads his palms on the tabletop and leans forward until he’s about halfway to us. “I’m a simple, straightforward man,” he says. “When I like someone I tell them.” His eyes shift over to me. “And when I want something, I try my damndest to get it.”

I can tell what he’s going to suggest, and my entire body starts tingling with anticipation. There’s confusion in my brain, yes. But there’s also a sort of fuzzy rumbling in my backside, a kind of rumbling that I could quickly find myself getting used to.

“What exactly are you suggesting, Mr.Sears?” Maria asks from beside me. “Are you saying you won’t sign the papers unless you get what you want?”

“Not at all.” His tone is almost dismissive. “Business is business. This is a good deal for my company and I’m not in the habit of losing money.”

“What then?” She asks again.

“I’m simply saying that if little miss Kylie here does me a little favor, I’ll give her a little signing bonus as part of the deal.” He pauses here, presumably to give me time to process his words. “Something along the tune of fifty thousand dollars.”

My breath catches in my throat.

Fifty fucking grand? I would do pretty much anything he asked for that much money. Hell, a few seconds ago I was ready to do anything he asked of me free of charge.

“And what would this little ‘favor’ of yours be, Mr.Sears?” Maria asks him. But I’m sure she already knows. I’m sure she’s been in on the whole thing with him all along. I’m sure that she’s set me up all the way here. Sure that she’s manipulated me perfectly all this time.

But I don’t care.

I take one look at the man sitting across the table from me. I take in his light stubble, his handsome face, his muscular body. I weigh the power and charm that he commands. I let all of these things run through the central processor of my brain and I know for a fact that I’m going to say yes regardless of what he asks.

“I want her to suck my cock.”

It doesn’t even take five seconds before I’m on my knees, unbuckling his belt.


Chapter Seven

I’ve never seen a cock this close, well, other than my own, but that doesn’t count. The thing is absolutely huge, big enough that I’m having a hard time imagining how it’d even fit in my mouth.

But I’ll be damned if I don’t try.

I fish it out of his pants and wrap my fingers around the girth, letting my hands take in the feeling of his hot, throbbing veins. Throbbing for me. A cock eager and twitching to be inside me.

The feeling is unexplainable.

I stick my tongue out and run it over the tip. He squirms in his seat, leaning back and raising his chin.

“Just like that baby,” He growls, giving me the motivation to take it one step further. I run my tongue along the underside of his shaft, taking in all the veins and ridges of his magnificent manhood, feeling every twitch and wiggle that goes through his body as I prepare to welcome him inside me.

“Are you ready?” I whisper up at him, parting my lips and opening wide.

“Fuck yes,” he growls and it’s all the permission I need to devour his cock. He stiffens as he enters me, his entire body convulsing as the walls of his cock make contact with the wet, hot insides of my mouth. He mutters something incomprehensible, and then he slips his hands into my wig.

The hair isn’t actually mine, but the feeling of his fingers intertwining with the strands still sends shivers down my spine. I look up at him with big, puppy dog eyes and find him looking right down at me. He nods one final time, and I begin to slide my lips across his shaft.

I’ve never blown anyone before, but the fact that this hulking brute of a man is almost grunting from the get go tells me that maybe I have some skill with this. I run my lips up and down his length, teasing his tip with my tongue whenever I get the chance. A few seconds into it he starts to thrust his hips at me, stimulating the kind of motion that you would describe as ‘face fucking’.

The tempo picks up. His cock gets harder. It swells in my mouth. And it tingles and twitches a little bit harder with every pump. I take my hands and pump the base of his shaft as I continue to suck. The entire thing keeps getting faster and faster, my heart beats furiously in my chest and the first traces of precum start oozing out of his cock.

I lap it up instantly, licking his tip clean with my tongue.

The whole thing gets faster again. His hips start moving like he’s actually fucking someone and the way his cock dances in my mouth tells me that he’s close to coming.

“Fucking hell.” His voice is barely above a whisper. I look up at him and realize he’s not even looking at me anymore. He’s not looking at anything if I’m being honest. In fact, he’s thrown his head back and his eyes have rolled all the way back, making him look like he’s gone crazy.

And I suppose he has. He’s gone crazy because of how much pleasure I’m giving him. He’s gone crazy because of how good I am at sucking cock.

I feel more precum ooze out, and I feel his cock twitch again.

He’s close.

A tinge of disappointment bubbles up inside of me at the thought, and I realize that as much as I want him to flood my mouth with his cum, I’m not ready for this to end.

He pretty much reads my mind.

“Stand up,” he says, his voice hurried, his heart beating as fast as mine. “I want to finish in your ass.”

It’s almost crazy how quickly I obey his command. I stand up within the second, turn my back towards him and hike up my skirt until my ass is bared. I hear him let out a deep breath.

“Jesus Christ,” he says. “That’s some ass you have.” He cups both cheeks in the palms of his massive hands briefly, rolling them around in his fingers to get a good feel before we move on with things, I roll my hips to urge him on, and he gets the message loud and clear because the very next second he’s hooking the waistband of my panties with his thumb and rolling them down my legs.

The next few moments become a blur. My mind is spinning too fast for me to make sense of what’s happening. All I can say for sure is, that a few seconds after he gets my panties all the way down I find his thick, hard cock stretching my virgin asshole.

My toes curl, my eyes shut, and I clench my teeth as he thrust himself into me, plunging his hot, wet cock into the depths of my body. I squeal as he pushes into me, veins and ridges teasing the walls of my asshole as they carve their way deeper. His hands settle near my hips, where grabs onto me tightly, holding me in position before he begins in earnest.

“That feel okay?” He whispers from behind me, his cock burrowing itself even deeper as he says the words.

“Mmhm.” I’m too far gone to form words, all of my brainpower is redirected to the massive cock in my ass.

“You need to ease up, baby.” His voice is hard as a rock, but it’s gentle at the same time.

And I take his advice. I ease up my clenching asshole, and for the first time in my life, I start to feel true pleasure.

“Fuck,” I moan, as he begins to pull out again, his cock making the return journey through the depths of my asshole.

The moment I open my eyes I see Maria on her knees right in front of me. The top two buttons of her shirt are open and her tits are hanging out.

She also has that devilish smile on her face.

“Why should you two have all the fun?” And without further notice, she slides my already hard cock into her mouth.

Then Mr.Sears starts thrusting.

I moan like a slut as his cock plunges into me and then withdraws a second later. Every thrust is harder than the one before and every thrust unlocks a new part of my asshole, sending waves of pleasure pulsing through my body in ways that I never thought possible. Maria’s sucking on my cock like a pro and I feel Mr.Sears’ fingers digging into the flesh near my thighs.

It’s all too much for me. So many sensations of pleasure circling through my body. Like the best fucking case of sensory overload anyone’s ever experienced.

“Your asshole’s so fucking tight,” he grunts from behind me, his hips still working like a piston engine. There wasn’t much pain to begin with, but it’s almost completely gone now. All I feel is the pleasure of his cock ravaging me, all I know is the feeling of his tip hitting the naughtiest part inside me.

That special spot inside my asshole that sets my entire body on fire. He finds it once, and then he finds it again, and pretty soon he’s finding it on every thrust, every pump sending a searing hot wave of pleasure washing through my entire body.

My legs start quivering, my entire body begins to tremble. “Fuck,” I hear myself, the words spilling out of my mouth without my control. “Oh fuck!.

The thrusts get faster, Maria’s sucking gets more intense, my vision begins to fade.

“Come for me babe,” He whispers from behind me, and in that very same instant Maria squeezes down on the tip of my cock with her soft, plump lips.

I go numb for a second, losing nearly all feeling.

My mind flashes with something that I can’t quite describe and the very next instant I feel a rush of euphoria rip through my body, both my cock and my asshole practically glowing with pleasure.

I don’t want the moment to end, but that decision is no longer mine to make. I spray my hot load straight down Maria’s throat, and at exactly that same moment I feel the cock in my ass twitch one last time. Mr.Sears erupts inside me, flooding my asshole with his hot, sticky load. He comes enough to fill me up completely, and then he comes some more. By the time the entire thing is over, there’s semen dripping down my legs as it splatters on the floor below. All three of us are too out of breath to say anything and so the only sounds in the room for the next few minutes are from our rushed panting.

The silence is only broken when the assistant that brought us in opens the door again. He looks over at the scene laid out before him and nods to himself. “I’ll have the cleanup crew sent up immediately,” he says. “And Mr.Sears, your four o clock is waiting in the lobby, when should I send them in?”

“Hold off on the cleaning crew for now,” Mr.Sears says. “And cancel the meeting. I still have business to attend to here.” His cock is still in my ass, and I can already feel it starting to harden again.

The end.


[image: photo of the author]

About the Author

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

Today she writes transgender romance and erotica stories on Amazon.


Also by Luna Sage

[image: Feminized by the Lady next door: First time Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing]

Feminized by the Lady next door: First time Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B096QLN1KD

Who knew a pair of panties could change this much?”

Ryan is down on his luck. He has no girlfriend, no money, and a piece of junk car. Not to mention that he’s just broken his neighbors very expensive sculpture.

Naturally, he agrees when she suggests a ‘different arrangement’ to settle the debt. The only catch? He has to put on a pair of her panties. What follows is Ryan’s awakening to his true sissy self.

Read along and find out as the lady next door dolls him up, puts him in a dress, and leads him to experience things he’s never experienced before.

Long, hard, throbbing things.
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