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Chapter One

Today will be a good day. It will be a good day because I will it so. I sat up and looked over at the clock. 06:45. Groan. I really didn’t want to work today. Could I call in sick? No, I did that last month plus I’d be stuck in the apartment out of fear of being caught. I mean you hear all those stories about it.  Someone catches you on TV or an acquaintance from a Christmas party you don’t even recognize mentions it offhandedly to your boss. No, if there’s one thing I can’t deal with right now and that’s being unemployed.

I go into the bathroom and turn on the shower. A torrent of ice water hits my hand. Damn it the plumber said he’d fixed this already. Ok, I can do this. 1...2...3 ahhh!

That wasn’t the best of mornings but work will be better. I stop shivering long enough to put on my last remaining ironed shirt and my pants from yesterday. I grab a cereal bar and I’m running out the door without a minute to spare.

I’ve been a paralegal for five years now and have been putting off taking the bar exam for three of those years. My boss Jane stood impatiently by my cubicle. “Two minutes late Ryan,” she said and paused for what I can only assume was to enjoy her own meager sense of power. “This is Smith and Clark one of the best firms in the city and we expect punctuality from all our employees,” she said condescendingly and then walked away without even asking why I was late. Stacy my friend and cubicle neighbor rolled her eyes at Jane’s back. “You know she was stood there for longer than two minutes,” Stacy said.

“What is she psychic?” I asked.

“I doubt she could even spell psychic. She only got the job as a manager because her brother just made partner with the company.”

“What’s that got to do with me?”

“Well apparently bouquet of flowers was delivered to Jane’s office which got her all excited,” said Stacy.

“And?”

Stacey giggled “there weren’t for her. They were for Mary down the hall. It was her and her husband’s anniversary. Apparently, Jane was... upset but couldn’t think of a way to take it out on her and so here we are.”

“Damn it why does Mary deserve flowers” I sighed.

“I didn’t think guys liked flowers.”

“Most don’t but I’d appreciate the interest.”

“But after all, I said that’s the part that bothers you? Not Jane bullying you for no reason?”

“I was technically late” I pointed out.

Stacy waved it off “it was over the top for the two minutes and that whole speech telling us where we work as if we don’t know.”

I wasn’t concerned “she’s gotten her far later and more often than me. I’m not worried since I doubt she’ll last more than a month here” I said.

“Well aside from our bitchy boss we are going out tonight,” she said.

“Oh, no last time I ended up sitting in the corner alone while you went off with some guy.”

“Come on. I promise I will not make out with anyone until I have found you, someone, first” Stacey pleaded. It had been nearly three months since I’d been with anyone. Maybe this will be good for me. I relented “ok so where are we going tonight?” I asked.

“There’s a new bar that just opened up. It’s very quiet and intimate. You’ll love it.”


Chapter Two

Finding the bar was slightly harder than Stacy had originally thought. It was tucked away in the industrial part of town. We rounded the corner only to hit the back of what at first looked like an endless line. Stacy smiled then looked down at herself and adjusted the top of her dress in order to show more cleavage and then she looked at me. I had made the effort tonight. I’d bought a new dress shirt that I thought looked good on me.  “Perfect” Stacy said and began marching past everybody to the front of the line. I reluctantly followed her trying to ignore the hateful stares from everyone waiting in line.

As we got to the front Stacy walked straight up to the bouncer and whispered something in his ear. He smiled and said, “go right on through ladies.” People in line started shouting in protest but were cut off as the door shut behind us.

We walked down the hallway in silence. The walls were a deep crimson and the only sound that could be heard was Stacy’s heels echoing around us. Stacy, still ahead of me opened another door and suddenly I could hear smooth music coming through. The bar was busy but not too busy. The music was loud enough to be heard but not enough to interfere with conversation and the lighting dim enough to mask anyone’s flaws.

So this was the edgy new place that had just opened up. I looked around at its clientele and was immediately anxious. Everybody looked like actors and supermodels. I think me and Stacy were the only ones there not wearing designer clothes. Stacy’s thoughts seemed to echo my own as she grabbed my hand and said “come on let's grab a drink.”

Stacy ordered for both of us. Two martinis. I hate martinis but if that’s what these people drink then I’ll drink it since I don’t want to stand out any more than I already do. The barwoman immediately caught my eye. She was a little over six feet with a mop of short blonde hair. She briefly looked my way and smiled before turning around to make our drinks. Stacy meanwhile was scanning the bar for her latest hook up. The barwoman handed us our drinks and I thought about saying something like to try and get her name but she immediately went down to the other end of the bar to serve someone else.

Stacy downed her drink in one and said “I’m gonna go to the ladies room.”

“Ok,” I said and sat at the bar. I downed my martini too but purely in the hope that the barwoman would notice and come back over to me. Two minutes go by and my glass is still empty. She is still serving people at the other end of the bar and it seems like she’s moving a little slower than she was earlier.

I turn in my chair to look around the bar, more to avoid just staring at my phone than anything. I spot Stacy in one corner leaning against a wall talking intimately with some guy. I keep looking around the bar having given up on the barwoman.

Suddenly the door opens and I see the most elegant and beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in my life enter the room. She is tall with long dark hair and dressed in a tight black dress. I think about my hands running across those curves and taking off that dress. “Would you like another?” the barwoman asked knocking me out of my fantasy. “Err yeah sure” I stuttered slightly short of breath. God if that was my reaction to the fantasy imagine what the real thing would be like.

I look back over at her and this time I notice that other women and men were now staring at her with lust. She too looked around the bar until her eyes fell on me.

She began walking towards me. My heart started beating rapidly and my stomach filled with butterflies. Her dark eyes remained fixed on me as she gets to the bar. Without turning she holds out her hand and out of nowhere the barwoman hands her a drink. She takes a slow sip and then says “what is your name?” Her voice was like honey and it took my brain half a second to understand what she’d said. “Um, Ryan. Ryan Gates” I said breathlessly.

She smiled “can I buy you another drink?” At this point I would have agreed to anything especially alcohol, “yes” I replied.

“What would you like?” Suddenly my brain had deleted any and all information relating to alcohol. There was a brief silence after which she suggested “another martini?”

“No,” I said forcefully. If I was going to drink it would be something I enjoyed drinking. “I’ll have a rum and coke,” I said and while it didn’t seem like the sort of thing that would be ordered here, the barwoman returned with one a moment later. “Thank you Sara,” my alcoholic benefactor said to the barwoman.

I could see Stacy out of the corner of my eye was staring open-mouthed at both of us. Emboldened by the attention I said, “so what’s your name?” She smiled again and I just wanted to melt right into the floor. “Erika. Erika West” she said and held out her hand. I took it and could immediately feel the heat coming off of her. Without thinking I took her hand and kissed it. Anywhere else it might have seemed old fashioned and out of place. Here it seemed appropriate.

“Come back to my place for a drink,” she said. It was a command not a question but I nodded in agreement anyway and we walked out together with all eyes on us. I pretended not to notice Stacy as we left. Finally, I was the one who’d found someone and was leaving her behind.


Chapter Three

‘Her place’ turned out to be a large penthouse of a five-star hotel. We entered the lobby and started walking to the elevators and then walked past them and around a corner to one lone elevator. It had a key card reader to which Erika produced a jet black card that opened the doors. “Private elevator,” she said matter-of-factly as if he was talking about the weather. As soon as the doors closed she grabbed me and pushed me against the wall. I didn’t fight her in fact I enjoyed it as her hot tongue danced inside my mouth. My hands sliding down her hips. She arched her back and let out a moan. My hands slid down further grabbing her ass roughly and pulling her closer.

She took my shirt and ripped it open, buttons flying everywhere. She ran her hands down my chest before turning around. I unzipped her dress and then ever so slowly began to pull it down off of her. The lust and desire were building to the point where I didn’t think either of us could wait any longer. Finally, it reached her feet and she slowly stepped out of it, turning to me wearing matching black lingerie.

The elevator doors opened and she took my hand guiding me over to the bedroom which held a large four-poster bed. I unhooked her bra watching as her large round breasts found their freedom. I then took off her black lace panties with my hands sliding down her long luscious legs. Let’s just say that when it was my turn I wasn’t quite so slow in undressing myself.

My cock was already fully erect. I wanted to be inside her so badly. She grabs my cock and gently pulled me closer. She kissed me, her tongue moving in and out of my mouth. I broke away to kiss her neck which made her moan. Cupping one of her large full breasts I began sucking on her nipple while my other hand was moving lower to rub her clit. She moaned louder this time, dripping wet with desire and said “take me!”

I thrust my hard cock deep inside her. Her eyes lit up with pleasure. I began to go faster and harder, her breasts bouncing in rhythm to my thrusts. I grabbed her breasts and squeezed them. She let out a low whine in pleasure. Suddenly I felt her hands grab my ass. I thought she just wanted to hold on to me but then I felt two of her fingers slip inside me.

“What are you doing?”

“You’ll like it trust me,” she said and I decided to trust her.

Her fingers kept pushing deeper and deeper. It was uncomfortable and distracting me from fucking her. She kept going though and it started to get painful. “I think you ahh…” She hit my g-spot and pleasure rocked through me. The orgasm was stronger than anything I’d ever felt before. I came inside of her and she moaned as she did as well.

She lay down beside me as we both caught our breath. It was now that I wondered about what had just happened. I didn’t feel any different. Well, that wasn’t actually true in fact I felt amazing. She seemed to have sensed what I was thinking and said “I told you you’d like it.” I had no reason to doubt her now but I was still confused by what had happened. “Ryan look at me,” she said. I turned to see those dark eyes. “I like you and want to see you again but we don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with.”

“I like you too. I just need some time to wrap my head around this.”

“So does that mean you want to stop tonight?” she asked coyly.

“Well, I didn’t say that.” There was no doubt in my mind that I wanted to be with her.


Chapter Four

I was exhausted. I and Erika had been going at it for over half the night and even then she barely seemed to tire. I rolled over in bed hoping to cuddle in next to her only to find the bed empty. “Erika” I called out. No answer.

I crawled out of bed and found her discarded dress exactly where she’d left it from last night. I picked it up. I could smell her perfume. I didn’t know what it smelled like but it reminded me of summer. It also took me back to last night. To heights of pleasure I’d never felt before. That orgasm that had been stronger than anything I’d ever felt before.

Walking out of the bedroom, I could now finally get a good look at her home which was a penthouse hotel room. Everything was very ornate and elegant. Suddenly Erika appeared from around the corner wearing nothing but my shirt from last night. She was pushing a dining cart full of food and drinks. “I figured you’d be hungry so I got breakfast. Well technically the hotel got breakfast I just pushed it the last few steps from the door.” She lifted up one of the lids and the smell of freshly baked pastries wafted over to me and my mouth watered. I took a bite out of one of the croissants and it was like a piece of flaky buttery heaven hitting my tongue.

I looked at Erika. “You’re not eating?” I asked.

“No I’m not hungry,” she said and then went into the bedroom. I nibbled on a croissant until she came back dressed in a dark business suit. “Wow, nice clothes. What do you do for a living?” I asked.

She smiled and said, “I’m a senior partner at Rutledge and associates.”

I stopped eating and stared at her. That was a rival law firm to the one I worked at. My head started spinning. Was this a conflict of interest? Will I lose my job? I needed to think. The only people who know about last night are me, Erika, and damn it, Stacy. I need to find out what she might say. If she asks I’ll play it off and say that I didn’t know who Erika was. That all I did was last night was take her home.

“Hey earth to Ryan,” she said.

“What?”

“It’s going to be okay.”

“What is?”

“Us. I know who you work for Ryan but as long as we leave work at work then it’ll be fine.”

I felt immensely relieved. “So we just keep our professional and private lives separate?”

“Exactly” she replied.

“Wait how did you know where I work?”

“I saw you come in with Stacy who’s a bit of regular and I know for a fact that she doesn’t have any friends outside of work.”

“That’s kind of sad,” I said.

“Is it? I’m the same way. The work dominates my life and when I was starting out there was no time to maintain relationships. Now it’s different and I can have a bit more time for these things but for Stacy? No, she hasn’t been there long enough or climbed enough rungs of the corporate ladder to have what I have.”

“What about me? Stacy and I have worked there just as long. Somehow I’m able to still maintain relationships outside of work.”

“Maybe you don’t take your career as seriously as Stacy and I do” she smirked.

I wasn’t going to take the bait. So I mumbled something about needing to get ready and went to take a shower. The fact was that she had struck a nerve when she’d said it because it was true. I didn’t take my career as seriously as Stacy did. To me, it was a paycheck and nothing more. For someone like Stacy, it was her life and she was passionately devoted to it. That passion will probably push her farther up the ladder than I could ever go. Of course, that means more money for her too. Maybe I should start taking my job a bit more seriously.

Erika walked into the bathroom which startled me. “I thought you were leaving for work,” I said feeling self-conscious. She stared at my naked body through the shower stall, looking up and down appreciatively. “I am. I just wanted to leave you with something to think about while I’m gone.”

She unbuttoned her shirt revealing her perfect round breasts. My dick stood to attention. She grabbed her breasts pushing them together and moaned. I stared but didn’t move. Erika then pushed them up against the glass right next to my face. After a few moments, she laughed and pulled them back. She quickly dressed and said “you should really take care of that,” pointing to my erect cock. “See you later,” she said with a smile and finally left.

As soon as I heard the door close did I grab my dick and start masturbating. With those images in my head, it certainly didn’t take me long to cum. 

The sex wasn’t the same after that first night either. It always felt like something was off. Of course, I knew what it was but I didn’t want to admit it to myself. Eventually, she wore down my defenses, and in the throes of passion, I let her stick two fingers inside me. God did it feel amazing. Now that I’d felt it again I couldn’t stop. I even had to insist that she do it.

Chapter Five

I ran as quickly as I could into the office. I was late again. Erika had suggested some morning sex and we had gotten carried away. Approaching my desk I could see once again that Jane was there waiting impatiently for me. “My office now” she commanded. Stacy gave me a look of sympathy as we passed her.

Jane sat down behind her desk and I shut the door eager for no one to hear us. Normally Jane’s threats always seemed idle and I usually ignored them. Today however I felt scared of what she might do. It could have something to do with the fact that Erika was so forceful and domineering in our relationship.

“Do you like working here Ryan?”

“Yes,” I meekly replied. Jane noticed the change in me and stood up, somehow managing to tower over me despite being three inches shorter than me. For some reason, I couldn’t look her in the eye. “It always seems like you have somewhere better to be since you’re always late.”

“It was only the second time.”

“Don’t talk back to me” she shouted. I fought hard not to tremble. Jane looked disgusted at my fear and said “get out of my sight.”

I left the room as quickly as I could and went straight to the bathroom. As soon as I saw that no one else was in here I started crying. God, what was wrong with me? I’m never normally this emotional when Jane is being a bitch.

Somebody walked in and I immediately splashed water on my face to hide the tears. He said nothing and went into one of the stalls. I think it might have been our IT guy Mark but I couldn’t be sure.

I decided the best thing to do would be to focus on work to put Jane out of my mind. When I got to my desk there was a sealed envelope waiting for me. “Probably from your new girlfriend,” Stacy said. I tried not to look too excited as I opened it to find a handwritten note.

Dear Ryan

Tonight we will be going to a Halloween party. Don’t worry your costume has already been picked out for you. Just be ready.

Erika

Well if I was excited before then you can imagine how I felt now. I text Erika for more details but she never replied back. Jane kept a watchful eye on me for the rest of the day so I couldn’t call her. I was just going to have to wait.


Chapter Six

Once work was over, I rushed back to Erika’s place. She was drinking tea with a gorgeous blonde woman. “Oh, hi I’m Ryan”

“I’m Kate. So, I guess you’re the one I’ll be working on then.”

“Working on?” I asked Erika.

“Yes, Kate here will be helping you with your costume. She’s a professional makeup artist.”

“Oh wow like Zombie makeup or something?”

“Yeah, something like that” Kate said as she led me away to another room. “Okay take off your clothes,” said Kate.

“What?”

“I don’t want to get makeup on your clothes.”

Reluctantly I stripped down to my underwear. She then ordered me to sit in a chair in front of a big vanity mirror and close my eyes. “Why?”

“Because Erika wants your costume to be a surprise,” she said.

So I closed my eyes and just sat there. It was actually quite boring. Kate didn’t like to talk much while she was working plus it would have messed up whatever she was doing to my face. All I could tell with my eyes closed was that it was going to be covering my face.

After what felt like hours, I felt some hair fall on the back of my neck. “Okay, the first part is done. Open your eyes” she said. She sounded exciting and I opened my eyes expecting to see some grotesque monster. Instead what I saw shocked me even more. The hair that I’d felt on my neck was a long blonde wig that looked incredibly real. Kate hadn’t turned me into a zombie. No from the neck up Kate had turned me into a woman. I was wearing full makeup. It was the kind of makeup that Erika wore when we met for the first time in that bar.

What was even more shocking was how convincing I looked. I’ve always had a slightly more feminine looking face but now with Kate’s makeup, I don’t think anyone would suspect that I’m a man.

“Okay stand up we need to finish your costume. I can’t have you gawking at yourself all night.”

I stood up and Kate yanked my boxer shorts down to my ankles. Before I could say anything she started applying a cream to my legs. “I’m shaving your legs” she explained. Once she was finished she handed me a pair of lace pink panties. At this point, I figured why not since it was just for tonight. I shivered as the soft lace slid up my now smooth legs. Kate then handed me some tape and told me to ‘tuck in my bulge.’

After that Kate put a pink corset on me and tightened it until I told her I couldn’t breathe. She eased it a little but it still felt weird to walk in. Next were two breast forms that slipped in perfectly into the corset. They were hyper-realistic and the exact same color as my skin.

The final touch was a pair of high heels. Slipping them on, I could see in the mirror that I now had a busty hourglass figure. What I couldn’t get over was not just that I looked completely like a woman but just how sexy a woman I looked like. I looked like every man’s wet dream fantasy girl.

Kate handed me something to drink which tasted kind of funny. I asked Kate about it but all she would say was that it would give me a more feminine voice. She then helped me practice walking in high heels. It was made even harder with the tight corset on but Kate refused to loosen it.

I had to avoid looking at myself in the mirror as I practicing as I kept getting turned on and constantly mess around down there to hide everything. Eventually, I got into a type of walk where my hips swayed with every step that Kate said was perfect.

She finally declared me ready to meet Erika. “Thank you,” I said surprised at my new female voice. “You’re welcome,” she said.

I left the room. My heels clicking and clacking down the hallway. My hips swaying seductively. Erika’s eyes widened at the sight of me. She was practically drooling with lust. “So how do you like my costume?” I asked enjoying her reaction to my new voice.

“Shouldn’t I be the one asking you that?”

“Well I was a little shocked at first but I actually think this is going to be fun. I mean I just look so sexy” I giggled and ran my hands down my body suggestively. Erika looked like she wanted to jump me here and now. I admit I was playing it up a little since Erika was clearly bisexual but being truthful I was enjoying it too.

I noticed she was only wearing dark lingerie. “So what kind of party are we going to?” I asked pointing at her lack of clothes. “This is the party,” she said and pulled me forward for a kiss. Our warm tongues danced in each other’s mouths before she pulled me towards the bedroom.

I moved to undo the corset but she stopped me. “Leave it on. Leave it all on.” She said and I nodded. Erika pushed me onto the bed and got on top of me. Her hands ran down my body until she got to my cock. She started rubbing my crotch, teasing me. “Hmm looks like this girl is hiding something,” she said freeing my cock. All this foreplay and role-play made it stand to full attention. I moved to put a condom on but Erika laughed.

“Sissy boys like you don’t get to fuck someone like me,” she said. I wasn’t sure what exactly she wanted from me. Erika got off of me long enough to grab something. It was a large pink strap on that she’d put on and was now lubing up. “Sissy boys like you are the ones who get fucked,” she said and made me turn over.

I was scared and nervous about what was going to happen but there was a big part of me that was also really excited. I felt Erika roughly pull down my panties. I gasped as it entered me. I thought that was all of it but she kept pushing until she hit the prostate. Oh god, it felt so good. She began pumping in and out slowly, letting me fully appreciate every thrust. I noticed that with every thrust my fake breasts jiggled as real ones would. Without even thinking I grabbed and squeezed them. They felt so lifelike that I couldn’t stop playing with them.

“Do you like getting fucked like a sissy?”

“Oh yes fuck me!” I screamed.

She started pumping harder. I was moaning now and I knew we were both so close. Looking to my right I could see our reflection in the mirror. The sight of her fucking me as a woman sent me over the edge. I shuddered as I came. My cock kept pumping and I had the biggest orgasm of my life. I sighed softly and we both fell next to each other on the bed.

“Did you like your costume?” Erika whispered.

“I loved it,” I said.

“Good because don’t think you won’t be wearing it again.”

“I can’t wait.”


Chapter Seven

Visions leaped into focus. My brain was going over the recent events of the last couple of days. Two days ago I was Ryan Gates, a mid-twenties paralegal, and all-around average guy. On a night out I meet the most enchanting women. Erika West, a rising star at a rival law firm with an IQ that’s probably 15 points higher than mine. Okay, maybe 20. Not that I’m some sort of drooling idiot but just that she’s that smart.

She was tall, curvaceous, and took charge in the bedroom. Last night Erika had claimed we were going to a costume party and that she had something picked out for me to wear. I went along with it because she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever slept with and I didn’t want to mess that up. Of course, I had no idea what I was getting myself into. Erika was excited and had her friend Kate, who was a professional make-up artist, create my costume. You can probably tell where this was going.

With the help of Kate, I was made into a girl for a night. She gave me something to drink which gave me a more feminine voice and with my skinny frame, it wasn’t hard to pull off the clothes she’d gotten me. A pink corset, a pair of fake breasts, heels and long blonde wig. My reaction was I saw my reflection shocked me. I looked like a girl and a hot one at that. Erika shared my new enthusiasm by telling me there was no party before immediately pushing me into the bedroom. The sex was as unconventional as the rest of the night with Erika putting on a strap on and fucking me while calling me a sissy.

So now here we were lying on the bed together after the greatest orgasm of my life. Erika turned to me. “So how was it?” She asked.

“Amazing… but I’m a little sore” I breathed.

“That’s to be expected for your first time getting fucked” she smiled.

Suddenly her phone buzzed. She glanced at it and said, “its work. I need to go.”

“Do they always call you in at these crazy times?”

“When its emergency they do which is all the time, besides it’s not that early.”

She went to take a shower while I glanced at the clock. 5 am but at least it’s a Sunday.

“Hey, maybe you can come back after your done to pick up where we left off” I called out.

“Not likely” she shouted back, her voice muffled by the shower. “You should head home.”

“Okay,” I replied and began hunting for my regular clothes. Erika lived in a giant penthouse with plenty of rooms to get lost in. Now if I remember correctly, Kate worked on me in the guest room which is where I changed into my costume. As I entered the guest room my heart stopped. It was empty. No sign of Kate, any of her supplies, or my clothes. I was so wrapped up in everything that I didn’t even hear her leave. She must have slipped out quietly once Erika and I started to get intimate.

I looked at my face in one of the mirrors. Some of the makeup had smeared so I found some wipes to wash it off. Without the makeup, I looked more masculine above the neck and still female below. My cock started to harden as I stared at my reflection. No, I can’t right now I thought to myself.

Erika stepped into the room wearing a towel. “Why are you still here?” She asked.

“Um I can’t find my clothes,” I said as I felt my face turn red.

“Kate must have taken them. You’ll just have to go home like that” she said smiling. I could tell she enjoyed my embarrassment.

“What?! No, I can’t walk around outside dressed like this.”

She stepped closer and pouted at me. “Please, it would turn me on so much to see my sissy out in public all embarrassed.” My cock strained against its prison of pink silk.

“No I can’t,” I said standing firm. Erika looked surprised by my resistance but nodded.

“Okay I’ve got a trench coat that should cover you and there’ll be a cab waiting for you downstairs.”

“Thank you,” I said and breathed a sigh of relief.

She quickly returned with the coat which I gratefully accepted and wrapped around my body. It was clearly a women’s trench coat but hopefully, I wouldn’t have to wear it for long. Looking down I realized the only shoes I had were the heels Kate had given me.

“Do you have any…?”

“Nope” she replied, “my feet are smaller than yours.” This time I groaned out loud. “Well I’d love to give you some time here to practice your sissy walk but I’ve got to be going.”

“Alright,” I said as she ushered me out into the hallway. She locked the door behind her and walked down the hallway without saying a word. I tried to keep up with her but I couldn’t match her pace in these heels. She disappeared around a corner. I sped up the pace which caused me to stumble and throw out my hands, catching myself before falling. Long locks of blonde hair filled my vision. The wig! I can’t believe I’d forgotten that I was still wearing it and of course Erika had said nothing. Without makeup, I probably looked ridiculous so I took it off and stuffed it into one of the coats deep pockets.

Part of me felt angry at her. Was she mocking me by not saying anything or did the thought of my embarrassment just turn her on? Regardless of it all, I knew we’d have to have a talk about it. As far as I’m concerned this dressing up was a onetime thing.

Getting into the elevator it was hard not to ignore my reflection though luckily I looked like my regular self except for the heels of course. It went down several floors before stopping to let a middle-aged man in a suit inside. He glanced at me but said nothing. The elevator rode down in silence with my eyes fixed on the door. I would let him get out first and then try to walk as casually as possible across the lobby.

We reach the ground floor and both glance at each other. “After you,” I said and then my eyes widen in shock at my high pitched feminine voice. Damn it whatever Kate had given me hadn’t worn off. I never even really asked her what was in it. The seemed a little taken aback by hearing the voice of a woman come out from a man. He looked closer at me, his eyes scanning up and down. He noticed my heels and his expression changed as if he understood something. My face burned red as I waited an eternity for this moment to be over. Thankfully he didn’t say anything and just left.

Okay, deep breath. You’re going to be fine. I step out of the elevator and begin making my way across the lobby. A click-clack sound followed every step as I put one foot in front of the other. I knew my heels hitting the hard floor might draw attention but there’s nothing I can do. Just keep walking until you get outside.

It didn’t take long to do. Maybe two minutes but it was the longest two minutes of my life. A sleek black car was parked outside with a man stood next to it. He was black and looked to be in his late twenties or early thirties.

“Ryan Gates?” He asked.

I simply nodded as I didn’t trust my voice right now. He opened the car door for me and I smiled in response. He got in and started the car. Oh god, what if he asks where I need to go? Damn, why hasn’t that stuff Kate gave me worn off? I look over his shoulder to see his phone following a GPS map. Erika must have given him the address. 

Relieved, I lie back in the car and take a breath. It’s almost over. All I have to do now is walk from the car to my apartment. It’s incredibly early in the morning so I doubt I’ll see anyone.

“I’m Mike by the way,” the driver said.

Oh crap. He wants to have a conversation and I can’t do it like this. I have to think of something quick. Mike glances at me in the rearview mirror.

“Everything okay?”

I started coughing as deeply as I can and shake my head.

“Should I pull over?”

“No… keep going,” I said in the deepest voice I could manage. It sounded nothing like my regular voice or even the feminine voice I’d used with Erika. But it sounded ambiguous enough to me that it worked. Mike pulled out a bottle of water and passed it to me.

“Thanks,” I said and took slow long sips.

He never said anything else to me as I slowly drank the water. I’m not going to lie; it definitely was an uncomfortable car ride but uncomfortable seems par for the course today. I’m trying not to think about it.

The car slowly pulls up outside my apartment building. Before Mike can even turn off the ignition I throw the door open and jump out. I start walking as fast as I can manage and quickly get inside the building. From the sound of it, I don’t think Mike even turned the engine. He was probably too baffled by my behavior to do anything except leave. I can’t say I’m too worried about it though as I doubt I’ll ever see him again.

Getting to the apartment from then on was thankfully uneventful. Once inside I took off my heels which gave my feet sweet relief. I hung up Erika’s trench coat and put the blonde wig to one side. There was nothing I wanted more than a shower but I decided to take one last look at myself. There was the pink corset that along with the breast forms gave my body a curvy feminine appearance. My dick quickly grew hard.

I carefully undressed and folded everything neatly on the bed. I started the shower and began masturbating. “Oh yeah,” I said in my female voice. Encouraging myself further, my other hand went inside my ass to massage my prostate. “Ooo that feels so good.” Images of Erika from last night flashed before me. Seeing her naked round breasts bouncing as she fucked me. I thought about seeing myself as a woman and my own fake breasts bouncing. My cock pulsed as I started cumming. Pleasure shot through me while I kept pumping.


Chapter Eight

The rest of my day proved uneventful as well. Once out of the shower I got dressed in my regular clothes and put all of Kate’s clothes into a bag. Then I shoved it all into a closet. I just wanted to forget about it until Kate asks for it all back.

Having the day off with nothing to do is incredibly boring. I tried to watch tv but none of it interested me. I pulled out my phone to see if Erika had said anything. Of course, there was nothing and I wondered if I was being clingy by expecting a text. Trying to be casual about it I sent off a quick text saying she should tell Kate that she can pick up the clothes she lent me whenever she wants.

Half an hour later I get a text back. “They aren’t Kate’s. I bought them for you. :)” I quickly replied to her insisting that dressing up was just a onetime thing and that it didn’t mean anything. I got a quick reply back saying “sure ok.”  Part of me wasn’t sure if Erika had taken me seriously or was just humoring me. Regardless I put the phone away and tried to put my mind off of the whole thing.

After a couple of hours, there was a knock at the door. I checked through the peephole but saw no one. Opening the door there was nothing except a small box gift-wrapped on the floor. Puzzled, I took it inside and opened it. There was a disc with the words ‘play me’ written on it. I put the disc in and pressed play.

Immediately I see a shot of Erika wearing tight lingerie showing off every curve. I start to get excited. Did she put on a show for me? Another woman awkwardly walks into view and they kiss each other. Suddenly it dawned on me that I was watching myself from yesterday. It was weird seeing myself on camera especially dressed as a woman. I can’t believe Erika had filmed me without saying anything either.

I sent a text to Erika asking about it. Two minutes later she called me.

“Uh hey, Erika.”

“Did you like your present sissy?”

“Come on I told you I’m not into that stuff” I replied.

“You could have fooled me but tell me what you think.”

“I like it. I just wish you’d ask me beforehand.”

“Aww don’t fret kitten, I have something you’ll like. Check in the box for a folded up sheet of paper.”

I went back to the gift box and sure enough, there was a piece of paper in there. It had a series of measurements on it like bra size, dress size, etc.

“Okay I found it but I’m not sure…”

“Kate was kind enough to write down your measurements for me.”

“How many times do I have to say it, Erika?”

“Well, I think you’re lying to yourself plus if you don’t do what I say then a copy of that video hits the internet.”

“What!? You can’t do that besides no one would recognize me” I said.

“Oh, I’ve got the footage of Kate feminizing you to prove that it’s you getting fucked like a sissy.”

“You won’t do it. You’d destroy your own career in the process” I said.

“Actually I have a friend who’s very good with video who has explained that he can blur out my face so nobody recognizes me. The money shot is you orgasming like a sissy anyway no one will care about the rest.”

My stomach dropped and I could feel my hands shake slightly.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked nervously.

“For now just use those measurements to buy a new set of sissy clothes.”

“Okay,” I said and she hung up. No sweet goodbyes this time. I can’t believe she’s blackmailing me and what does ‘for now’ mean? How far is she going to take this? I wondered if I could lie and pretend that I’d bought the clothes but like a mind reader she sent me a text saying ‘don’t try to lie. I’ll know :)’ She could be bluffing but she had a lot of money and resources to back up her claim.

Reluctantly I decided to do what she had asked. I mean all she had said was to buy the stuff, it wasn’t like I actually had to wear it. So I went online and with my measurements in hand I bought some clothes. I went as conservative with it as I could. I didn’t spend long looking just a pair of simple white panties with a matching bra, some jeans, and a white vest. That was going to be it but I looked at the shoes and added a pair of white sneakers with pink trim. Maybe it was some part of my brain telling me to do it because they’d be more practical than heels.

I chose priority delivery so that they would arrive as soon as possible. No reason to upset Erika that way. I knew that as long as she had that video that she could make me do whatever she wanted. The only way to get out of this is to find that video and destroy it.

I spent the rest of the evening coming up with convoluted plans to sneak into her place but most of them were illegal and could get more in even more trouble. No, I decided that next time we meet at her place that I would get her drunk. Once she’s asleep I’ll look for the video. I should look for cameras as well in case she decides to do more filming.

The plan was worked out and I was ready. What could possibly go wrong?


Chapter Nine

I decided that I should wear the clothes I’d bought for Erika. The black skinny jeans hugged my ass tightly which I knew Erika would love. I put on the fake breasts along with the bra. They jiggled slightly and my cock responded well to it. But I needed to focus and so kept going with the rest of the outfit.

Below the neck, people would assume I was entirely female but luckily I still had the large trench coat from before. There was not even any remote attempt at makeup after watching a youtube video because it just looked too complicated plus I was running out of time.

The blonde wig caught my eye as I grabbed my keys. After a few moments of deliberation, I shrugged and stuffed it into one of the coat's deep pockets. Erika needed to be happy if this plan was going to work. Hopefully, she won’t be too upset with the lack of make-up.

I arrived at Erika’s a little earlier than she expected with a couple of movies and several bottles of wine.

“I must admit I’m a little surprised here,” she said.

“Look I still really like you. Can we just put the ugliness behind us?”

“Open your coat. I want to see what you’re wearing” she said.

I glanced nervously down either end of the hallway. Erika laughed, “still embarrassed are we?”

I didn’t get a chance to answer as she pulled me inside and kissed me. Her hands undid my jacket and roamed over my body. They paid particular attention to my ‘breasts’ and my ass. I could feel my heart race and my dick straining against the jeans for freedom. Erika noticed this but ignored it before stepping away.

Feeling both disappointment and relief was a strange combination. I had to remind myself that she was blackmailing me in order to calm down. Erika walked into the kitchen without saying anything and without saying anything I followed her. It looked like she was cooking fish which surprised me.

“Cooking is one of the few classic feminine attributes I like to do. I find it relaxing.”

“It smells great. I brought some movies. I figured we could have a real date tonight.”

She gave me a smile that seemed to suggest she didn’t fully believe me but nodded anyway and said “I hope you picked a good movie.”

We opened the wine and I steered the conversation away from all sex-related topics. Luckily Erika could talk about her job for days so it was easy to keep things moving. The food was better than expected as well and I told her as much.

She just smiled and said, “It just takes some practice but I’m glad you liked it.”

We never ended up watching the movie but instead just drank wine and talked the whole evening. I had intended to stay relatively sober but as we talked I found myself absently drinking more with Erika always ready to refill my glass. She held my pace however and soon we were both very drunk.

We were sitting on the couch when she suddenly shoved herself on top of me. My wine glass was knocked flying out of my hand and I heard it shatter as it hit the floor. “Oops” Erika giggled before carefully setting her own glass down gently on a nearby table while still straddling me. It took a lot of her concentration to do it and she was close to passing out. The only problem was that I was facing the same risk. Damn it I shouldn’t have drunk so much. I shouldn’t have let my guard down so easily. There’s just something naturally disarming about Erika.

She bent down and her lips brushed mine. I responded as enthusiastically as I could muster although I didn’t have to try very hard. Despite everything she’d done to me she was still a very attractive woman.

Out of nowhere she broke away from me and got up. “Take off your clothes” she ordered and began undressing. I scrambled quickly to comply. She noticed the panties I was wearing and said “no leave them on,” reluctantly I agreed. We quickly resumed where we’d left off. I could feel the heat and weight of her body pressing down on me. My cock stiffened and pushed hard against my panties. Erika had taken notice and with one hand she stroked my cock over my panties. Our tongues danced in each other’s mouths as she kept stroking faster and faster.

I let out a moan and suddenly she removed her hand from my dick. My balls ached. I was so close and she knew it too. Erika smiled down at me. “I want you to turn around and bend over. I’ve got a little surprise for you.” Inwardly I groaned as she blindfolded me. Her hands grabbed my ass before I felt her slippery fingers enter me. She was lubing me up and it wasn’t long before I felt it. It was smaller than her usual strap on. Erika pushed it all the way in and said “testing 1 2 3.” I immediately felt a jolt as it vibrated. 

“It’s a vibrating egg. I got it as a joke gift from one of my friends. It may be a little on the small side but it certainly gets the job done. What do you think?” She asked as she pushed a button on the controller she held in her hand. I felt another pleasurable jolt. “Turn it back on,” I said which made Erika smile.

“Well someone’s eager. Good, then you can put that eagerness to good use.”

She moved onto the bed and said “Go down on me.” I happily obliged and could see she was already wet. My tongue started to go to work. She shuddered as my tongue flicked back and forth. Erika still held the remote in her hand and at certain points, she turned it on for me.

Hearing her moan was making me dizzy with desire. I moved to her clit and began gently sucking on it. Erika shivered and put the egg on a low but constant vibration. Taking this as encouragement I kept gently sucking while my hands raked down her thighs.

Her moans grew louder as my tongue went back and forth over her clit. The vibrations inside of me grew more intense. I let out a moan and her thighs started to shake. We were both so close. I kept going and we both groaned as we got closer and closer to that edge.

Shockwaves ripped through us. I could feel her thighs tighten and release as the orgasm ran through both of us. She came hard and I eagerly lapped up her juices. My cock pulsed as I shot my load.

After a few moments, I moved up and she put her arms around me. I can’t describe how wonderful it felt to be in her embrace. I drifted off to sleep feeling warm and secure with my head still gently buzzing from post-orgasm bliss.


Chapter Ten

A few hours had passed by the time I awoke. Erika lay next to me in bed with our bodies intertwined. There would never be a better chance than now to look for the videotape. I began to slowly and carefully slip out of Erika’s embrace. As soon as freedom had been achieved her body turned and I froze. I didn’t even breathe as I waited. Nearly a full minute passed before I was convinced she was still asleep and began moving again.

Of course, the first place I looked was in the bedroom. Her purse was back in the living room so I started in there. First thing was to check her phone. Fortunately, it was unlocked although part of me was a little annoyed. I’d anticipated it being locked and had spent several hours researching ways to get around it online. She had one video saved on there. I watched a few seconds of it muted to confirm it was the one. Relieved, I went to press delete when I noticed the title. It said ‘copy of sex with Ryan.’ Damn it she’d just copied it to her phone. The original file must be somewhere else. I deleted the file on her phone and put it back exactly how I’d found it.

Next place was her laptop which was password protected. I ran through the steps to get past it which involved rebooting the system. It didn’t take long and no surprise when I searched and found ‘copy of sex with Ryan 2’ on there. I deleted it and shut down the laptop.

There must be a memory card somewhere with it on. The next place I tried was back in the bedroom. The camera in the video was angled to point towards the right side of the bed. The reverse direction of that was a table with makeup on it. Obviously, there wasn’t just a camera sitting there. I went through every object that I thought might have had a hidden camera in it. Sadly there was nothing there. Where else could it be?

“Lost something?”

My head swiveled to see Erika awake in bed with a smile on her face.

“I was just…uh…” I stuttered.

“If you lie then you’ll only make it worse.”

“Worse?” I asked.

“For your punishment silly. Part of me is excited at the thought of it but there’s a part of me that’s disappointed that you tried to trick me with a fake date. Now, what should I do with you?”


Chapter Eleven

"I'm going to have to punish you," said Erika.

She'd caught me red-handed and now everything was going to get worse. My name is Ryan Gates and right now I'm terrified of my girlfriend Erika. She has some unique interests in regard to sex that she wanted to share with me. I'm a pretty open guy who's up for anything so I agreed. At first, it was some light ass play where she would stimulate my prostate during regular sex. It felt amazing. The orgasms were more intense than anything I'd felt before. From there she introduced some sex toys. Erika revealed to me how much she wanted to fuck me with a strap on. The anal orgasms I'd been getting so far were great so what if it was an object instead of her fingers? She loved fucking me with a strap on.

A week ago she had her friend Kate who was a professional make up give me a makeover for a costume party. At least that's what I thought. The costume turned me into a sexy woman. Erika called me a sissy when she saw me and made me say it too during sex. Seeing myself in the mirror as a beautiful woman being fucked by Erika made me cum harder than ever.

Of course, what I didn't know at the time was that she'd had hidden cameras recording me being turned into a woman and then getting fucked like one. Erika was using the video to blackmail me. She made me buy more girly clothes. I was scared of where this was all heading. I had to get that video.

After arriving at her apartment we got incredibly drunk, Erika more so than me as the plan I'd come up with dictated. We had sex again and then fell asleep. I woke up a few hours later and after confirming she was still asleep began to search her apartment. I found a few copies of the video but not the original. While in the middle of searching I heard a voice say “Lost something?” My head swiveled to see Erika awake in bed with a smile on her face. “I was just…uh…” I stuttered. “If you lie then you’ll only make it worse.” “Worse?” I asked. “For your punishment silly. Part of me is excited at the thought of it but there’s a part of me that’s disappointed that you tried to trick me with a fake date. Now, what should I do with you?”

I didn't respond. Anything I said would probably make it worse. A few seconds of silence passed. Erika smiled as she thought of an idea. She disappeared into another room and returned with one of her sex toys. It was a large black strap on and one I hadn't seen before. How many of those things did she own?

"We’re going to have sex again?" I asked.

"Not yet. We need to make you pretty again" She said and grabbed her phone.

She texted someone and told me to sit tight. I sat alone in the room almost naked with nothing on but a pair of panties. Erika took a shower while I waited. After fifteen minutes there was a knock at the door. My heart leaped into my throat. Erika must have text someone to come here. Surely she didn't expect me to answer the door as this did she? Luckily she didn't as she emerged wearing a bathrobe and went to the door. Standing on the other side was her friend Kate holding two large bags. I was starting to wonder if Kate was even her friend or just someone she was paying. I mean it was nearly 5 am.

Erika looked at me, pointed to a chair placed in front of the vanity mirror, and said "sit." Meekly I did as she asked and Kate joined me to begin her work. It was going to be the same as last time. Kate would use whatever she'd brought in those bags to make me look like a woman. Erika continued getting dressed while I simply sat and did nothing as Kate worked her magic. She applied a new blonde wig on to me first and then there was the makeup. It was kind of fascinating to watch and part of me had to admit that I was turned on.

In half an hour I went from looking like Ryan Gates the man to looking like an eighteen-year-old girl. What shocked me the most wasn't how effective Kate's work was and it was effective. No, it was just how ridiculously hot I looked like a girl. What did it say about me that I looked more attractive as a girl?

Kate moved on to brushing my hair and twirling it in her hands. I was about to ask what she was doing but it quickly dawned on me. She was braiding my long blonde hair into pigtails. No doubt something Erika had told her to do. It really pushed the whole teen look she was giving me.

Finally, it was time for clothes but even this was a little different. First I had to get naked which after everything wasn't difficult. Kate moved to my chest. She pulled out some very convincing looking fake double D breasts. Even in her hands, they jiggled slightly. Kate pressed them onto my chest and with a tube of glue stuck them on. I must have looked scared because she laughed and said "don't worry, the glue washes away in the shower. It's nothing permanent."

I nodded and watched as she continued. Once I had breasts she then applied makeup around them to hide the edges. It hid them pretty well and even from a couple of feet away they would look natural on me. I had to squint hard in the mirror to still see that they were fake.

Kate then pulled out some fake butt implants and did the exact same thing. I was then handed a pair of pink panties to wear along with a matching bra. Tentatively I slowly tried to put them on. Kate snatched them from my hands. "You're not that fragile," she said and to illustrate that she slapped my ass. I actually felt it jiggle. Kate handed them back to me. I was blushing fiercely but I put them on. The bra pushed my new breasts together to form deep cleavage and my thick ass nearly swallowed my panties.


"She's ready," said Kate.

Erika returned but she was different. She was wearing jeans, a wife-beater, and her hair was completely hidden inside the baseball cap she had on. I'd never seen her wear anything so masculine before.

"Is my sissy ready?" Erika asked clearly looking at me.

"Yes" I replied and she made a face.

"Oops my bad," said Kate. She handed me a small vial of liquid. "Drink this," she said. I did already knowing what it was.

"I'm ready," I said in my new high pitched feminine voice. Just like last time, it was a liquid that did something to my vocal cords. I couldn't remember if it relaxed them or tightened them. But for the next six hours, it would give me the voice of a woman.

With the image complete Kate left without a word. Erika in a deeper voice said, "Look in the mirror and tell me what you think."

I looked in the mirror. There was no trace of Ryan there. I was a sexy girl. A sissy who was dressed as a woman. My eyes went over my new breasts and my cock stirred. Part of me wanted to leave, to run for the door and never look back. I could ignore anything Erika threw at me whether it was releasing the video online to sending it to family and co-workers. However, there was another part of me that was incredibly turned on by it all. Turned on by being transformed into a sexy girl to being fucked like one by Erika.

I faced Erika and bit my lip seductively. "I'm a sissy who's been naughty. I need to be punished" I said.

"Kneel" she replied.

I did and she unzipped the fly on the jeans she was wearing. Erika pulled out a very realistic and large fake black cock. From the waist down Erika looked like a black man and she had to get very close before 'her dick' looked fake. I noticed that she was also holding a circular remote in one of her hands.

"You know what to do," she said.

I grabbed it and pulled it slightly. It was definitely firmly attached to something. Erika gave a deep moan and pushed a button. Her cock started to harden. Once it grew to nine inches I kissed it and then put it in my mouth. It felt huge in my mouth. I'm not sure how long Erika wanted me to do this but it wouldn't be too long before my jaw started to hurt.

I began sucking vigorously, going up and down the shaft. Occasionally Erika would let out a deep moan. "Don't stop. I'm about to cum" she said. Maybe she's starting to take this role-play thing a bit too far. I didn't stop though. In fact, knowing that it was nearly over made me go harder and faster.

"Oh yeah!" She moaned as I felt her cock jolt and a liquid squirted down my throat. It tasted like... milk. I swallowed it and kept swallowing until she ran out. It turns out that she had pressed another button that squirts out fake cum.

I knelt by her feet unsure of what to do. Fortunately, she told me. "Let's go back to bed," she said. I had a throbbing erection that I badly wanted to take care of but somehow I knew that this was the second part of my punishment. If I even touched it I was likely in for another punishment so I did as she asked. Back in bed, Erika wrapped her arms around me like a man would with a woman. It was nice. The last feelings I had as I drifted off to sleep were feeling warm and safe in her embrace.


Chapter Twelve

Erika was gone when I finally woke up. She probably had to go back into work for some emergency. After last night I'm surprised that she'd leave me alone in her apartment. I sighed. Erika was smart enough to have copies backed up. Leaving me in the apartment was her way of saying that I'll never find them.

I noticed there was a note on the bed from Erika. It told me to call the number for her driver Mike to take me home. Okay, that meant facing the same problem as when I left her place before. I had no male clothes and Mike saw me as a girl the last time he drove me home.

First things first, I tested my voice. Okay, I still sound like a girl. The fake breasts and butt pads were still on but I couldn't risk taking a shower. It would wash away the glue holding them together. The makeup on my face was a little smudged so I had to wash it off. Even without it though I still looked like a busty girl. Maybe it was the long blonde hair? I took out the pigtails and let it flow loose. It felt nice feeling swish like that. Brushing it was almost soothing in a way too.

My clothes were another issue. They wouldn't fit me in my new busty state. Erika had thought of that too as there was a pile of neatly folded clothes in the next room. Yoga pants and a tank top. Both fit as tightly as they sounded with the tank top showing a generous amount of cleavage.

Calling Mike was simple and he told me to wait downstairs for him. The same place as last time. Walking was different. I noticed my curves giving a slight jiggle and sway from each step. Wow, how do women run like this?

It was late morning when I stepped out of the room which meant more people would be around. I didn't feel so scared or worried this time though. Looking in the mirror and seeing how hot I was gave me confidence. A lot of eyes glanced at me too especially men. I ignored them and nobody spoke to me this time. Maybe they were too scared to.

Mike was outside standing by his car. He whistled when he saw me. "Damn girl, you look good today," he said which made me blush. He opened the door for me to get in. "Thanks," I said and as I was getting in I felt his hand grab my butt. I wondered if he would do anything else but he quickly let go and got in the driver’s seat. My hands were placed casually on my lap to hide my erection.

The ride home was quieter than expected. Mike never said a word and I didn't feel like talking because I had no idea when my voice would go. He pulled up to my house and waited silently for me to get out. Damn, I cannot figure this guy out. I'd have to ask Erika about him the next time I saw her. At the very least he probably shouldn't have touched me like that even if it did turn me on.

I got out of the car and went inside. There was another note from Erika waiting for me. She told me to buy more girl clothes and that I needed to learn how to apply my own makeup. There were some website links at the bottom that would teach me from scratch. My updated measurements were there as well. I guess Erika liked me curvier. The note ends with her saying that I had to wear women's underwear at all times. If I didn't then I would be punished again and it would be much more severe than last time. To verify this, Erika warned me that she would text me at random times asking for a picture of me wearing panties.

I reread the last line on the note. "You know you love it." The truth was it did all turn me on but I wanted to keep it in the bedroom. I guess no one will know what underwear I'm wearing anyway so it's not that big of a deal.

After ordering some clothes and make-up I decided to look up some of the websites Erika suggested. It turns out the first two were heavily aimed at transgender and cross-dressing crowd. That obviously makes sense but it shocked me a little because I'd never really thought about it in those terms before. Was I a crossdresser or something else? I looked up the definitions of those terms but they didn't help me. Someone who likes to crossdress in the bedroom and role play was as far as I got with it. All the various terms were making my head spin. I turned off the computer, removed the elaborate costume that turned me into a girl, and had a shower.

The alarm blared shocking me awake. Was it the second time it had gone off or the third? I really should stop hitting the snooze button so much. Getting up, I instinctively checked my phone. No messages from Erika. Still, despite her silence, I picked out a pair of panties to wear under my suit for work today. Getting ready didn't take long either. One of the perks of dressing as a guy which was something I didn't realize until now.

Work was the same. I'd had a crazy sex-filled weekend that threw everything I thought I knew about myself into question. But the office hadn't changed at all which was comforting in a way. I just casually slipped back into the old role of Ryan Gates the paralegal.

Stacy, a co-worker, and a friend gave me a big wave clearly eager for conversation. I walked over to her and she started telling me all about her crazy weekend. Suddenly she said, "So how was your weekend?"

"Pretty quiet actually. I just stayed in" I said.

She nodded and went back to telling me about the party she went to on Saturday. I smiled and listened politely but inside I was dying to get away. Stacy was guilty of always talking and always wanting to be the center of attention. Normally I could handle it but she was doing it to an even more extreme degree than usual.

"Oh, and did you know he's a lawyer," she said.

Ah, a new boyfriend. That's probably why she's a bit more enthusiastic than before. At this point, Jane stepped out of her office. "Are you going to get any work done today Ryan?" Jane asked cutting Stacy off mid-sentence. Sheepishly Stacy and I went back to our desks to work.

It was maybe an hour before my phone vibrated. A text from Erika. She wanted me to take a picture of me wearing my underwear. I quickly replied, telling her I was at work and couldn't do it right now. Erika's response was that I had five minutes to go into a bathroom stall and take a picture or there will be consequences. Instead of arguing further I got up and went to the bathroom. Once she'd gotten the picture I waited five minutes before I realized she wasn't going to respond. Damn, maybe arguing with her pissed her off or maybe she wanted me to spend the rest of the day filled with anxiety and dread. Well, whatever her intentions were I'm determined not to let them get to me. After all, I sent her the picture. I did exactly what she asked of me.

The note she had sent yesterday told me that she'd check in with me once a day. So I wouldn't have to worry about her until then.

"Oh and he's taking me to some black-tie event this weekend," said Stacy. She continued talking about her new guy. I managed to nod along with what she was saying and tune her out at the same time. She'd be like this all day and I need to get some work done.

It was Friday and I hadn't seen Erika since last weekend. She continued to text me though both to check-in and to confirm I was wearing my girly panties. I had a whole draw full of them now. In my spare time, I watched those tutorials and practiced my make up skills. I wouldn't say I was good at it yet but I was getting better. Honestly, I had to admit I was enjoying it. The panties felt so much softer than my male underwear and it was fun trying to make myself beautiful with makeup.

Another text from Erika came as soon as I got home from work. It said 'Mike is coming to pick you up. Be ready in half an hour.' I started to freak out. Half an hour wasn't enough time. I quickly threw off my suit and climbed into the shower. I'd just have to do what I could. Erika would have to understand.

In half an hour I got myself clean and put on some androgynous clothes. I didn't have time for makeup but I wore panties and a bra with breast forms in it. My phone buzzed to tell me Mike was outside. I threw the rest of the stuff into a bag and went out to meet Mike.

He stood waiting by the car and smiled when he saw me. I blushed. Gosh, I never realized how handsome he was until now. He opened to door for me. "Thanks," I said and got in. This time he didn't cop a feel and a part of me actually felt disappointed like I was pretty enough for it. Well, I was only given thirty minutes notice. I hope Erika doesn't feel the same way when she sees me.

The ride to her place was silent as usual. When we arrived Mike let me out and then waited quietly in the car. Maybe Erika still needed him tonight. I found her waiting for me in her living room. She was sat with her friend Kate. Both were laughing at some private joke together. A flicker of annoyance crossed Erika's face when she saw me.

"I thought I told you to practice your make up skills," she said.

"I have been but you only gave me thirty minutes notice today" I replied.

Kate put a hand on Erika's shoulder. "Come on don't be hard on the girl. I mean I wouldn't need to be here if she was already presentable would I?" Kate reassured me with a smile.

"I guess your right," said Erika.

"Wait presentable for what?" I asked Kate.

"I don't know if I should spoil it," said Kate. She looked at Erika for confirmation.

"Oh, it's fine. We're going to a party tonight and you're going to be my date."

"A party? I don't know..." I muttered.

"Nonsense you'll love it. Plus my friends have been dying to meet my new girlfriend. Kate is here to work her magic in order to make you look completely like a girl." Erika walked closer and whispered in my ear, "and no one but me will know that you're really a sissy under all that makeup."

I shivered as my cock stiffened. Erika noticed and gave it a caress before leaving the room. "Don't look so nervous" said Kate. She motioned for me to follow her. We went into the bedroom which had the large vanity mirror. Kate clapped her hands together. "Oh, this is going to be so much fun. I'm going to make you so pretty!" I only responded with a nervous smile.

She told me to get completely naked. Kate handed me a cream and told me to take a bath. I had to rub the cream all over my body which removed all my body hair. She then tied up my real hair into a tight bun so it wouldn't interfere with the wig. Next, she pulled out a gorgeous long black dress that I would be wearing to the party. But first, there was a corset along with some breast forms. This gave me a sexy hourglass figure which went with some padded panties to round out my ass.

I sat patiently in the chair while Kate applied my make up and then stuck the wig on. She brushed it until I had long luscious blonde hair. The dress slipped on like it was made for this body as it hugged every curve just right.

"Now for the finishing touch," said Kate as she handed me a small vial of liquid to drink. I drank it and my female voice returned immediately. "Wow you did such an amazing job," I said looking at the beautiful woman staring back at me.

"It was my pleasure," said Kate.

We went back into the other room where Erika stood in an elegant dress. "Your new name is Rachel," she said.

"Rachel?"

"It's more feminine and less like your old name" she explained.

"Okay," I said.

Mike drove us to the party of course. He was dressed in a black suit and was his characteristically quiet self. The party turned out to be some black-tie event that Erika's law firm was throwing. Erika was explaining all this to me as well as what I should say to her co-workers once we got there.

"Remember your new name and try not to talk about yourself. It'll be easier that way."

"I'm nervous," I said.

"Don't be. I'll be with you the whole time" she said and squeezed my hand.

The party blurred by faster than I would have believed. I drank so much champagne. Luckily I kept it together for Erika. Unsurprisingly it wasn't much fun following Erika around listening to her lawyer friend’s talk about their jobs. Occasionally I paid attention to what they were saying but it was far too easy to tune them out.

Halfway into night Erika noticed my poor attention span and dropped me off with some of the wives of the senior partners. It wasn't much better. They talked about their lives and their families. Being the new girl at these events made them very curious. They asked me a lot of questions which I tried to answer as best as I could.

Eventually, they noticed my reluctance and went back to complaining about their husbands. They probably thought I was just shy. I hope I didn't embarrass Erika. She of course rescued me at the end of the night.

"So how was it?" Erika asked as we stepped back into the car.

"It was okay," I said.

"Liar."

"Fine, it sucked. They kept asking me all these questions that I didn't know how to answer."

"Well, you had to have said something. You were with them for a while" she said.

"You put me with them and I told them as little as possible. Instead of talking about myself, I asked them questions. They were more than happy to talk about themselves."

"Good thinking," she said.

When we finally got back to Erika's I noticed that Mike was joining us. I gave Erika a look.

"What? After all the work he's put in I think he deserves to come up and have a drink" she said. I glanced at Mike who simply smiled back at me. All I could do was shrug and follow them upstairs to her apartment.

Mike and Erika sat down on one of the couches. I moved to join them when Erika stopped me. "Go get us a drink." I sighed and did what she asked, coming back with three glasses of wine.

Erika looked at Mike. "So how do you think she did?"

"Well I wasn't at the party but I'd say she was a disappointment. Too quiet and too shy most likely. She does look very pretty though I doubt it was enough to impress anyone" said Mike.

Neither of them so much as even glanced in my direction as they continued talking about me. They laughed while talking about my shyness. I emptied my wine glass and quickly found myself reaching for another and then another. The alcohol just made it worse as I got more upset with each passing moment.

"Stop it!" I shouted, feeling tears in my eyes.

They both stopped. I didn't know what to do but I moved for more wine when Mike caught my wrist.

"I know what will cheer you up," he said.

Mike pulled me into his big black powerful arms. His musky scent washed over me. Erika watched us from the other side of the couch. A small smile on her lips to suggest she was enjoying the show. Mike's lips brushed against mine as I felt his hot tongue slip into my mouth. My cock stirred, my heart raced and I melted into his embrace.

Eventually, he broke away and pushed me off of him. Mike took off his clothes and Erika unzipped me out of my dress but left me wearing my corset. When Mike got to his trousers I watched with excitement as his thick cock sprang free. It must have been the biggest dick I had ever seen.

He invited me to touch it. "Kneel down," said Erika. I knelt down. "Touch it," she said and I grasped it. Mike got hard. "Kiss it" Erika whispered. My dick was so hard and my heart raced as I bent closer. My lips lightly touched the head of his cock. I ran my hot wet tongue around the tip getting it nice and wet before putting him in my mouth. Mike gave a small groan as I took as much of him as I could. Feeling his big black cock hit the back of my throat. Sucking and gliding up and down his shaft as I felt his excitement grow.

Erika, the room, all of it disappeared. It was just Mike and I. He groaned again and I knew he was close. All I wanted in this moment was to make him cum. His orgasm hit me by surprise. That big cock of his exploded inside me as his hot juices hit the back of my throat. I swallowed every drop. My head swam dizzily with stars. When I finally let go of Mike I realized that I had cum as well.

During our moment together Erika had slipped out of her dress and had been touching herself while I sucked Mike's dick. "How did it feel Rachel?" She asked.

"It was amazing," I said because it truly was.

"Looks like you're finally ready to truly accept the sissy that you are."

I didn't have an answer to that. I didn't want to think about names or labels while I was still buzzing from what I did with Mike.

"Answer me" Erika ordered.

"She doesn't look convinced. I know just the thing" said Mike. "Have you ever been fucked by a man before?"

I shook my head as he took my hand and led me into the bedroom. Erika followed behind us but it was clear she was only going to watch like before. Mike tore off my corset, ripped off my appliances, and pulled my underwear down. He bent me over the side of the bed and I felt a couple of his fingers slip inside my ass hole. His fingers were slick with lube as he prepared me.

Erika pulled out a video camera and aimed it at me. "So I hear this is your first time?" Erika asked.

"Yes," I replied.

"Really so you're a virgin?"

"Uh... no... I mean uh..."

"You mean this is your first time getting fucked as a sissy?"

I nodded and then said yes as she took a close up of my erect cock to show that I wasn't just a girl.

"Tell us your name?"

"Rachel," I said.

Mike took his fingers out of me. I was ready to go. It made me shiver with excitement.

"And what do you want?"

"I want him to fuck me" I replied. "I want his big black cock inside me."

The tip of his cock teased my outer rim before he slowly began to push deeper. Erika had gotten me used to dildos and strap-on’s but Mike was still the biggest by far. I was so tight at first. Slowly my body began to loosen up which was when he started to fuck me.

Getting fucked by a man was a completely different experience to a woman or some plastic. Feeling his hot flesh and blood body against mine with that cock slamming against my prostate. He grunted and I cooed like a sissy as he pounded me. Erika filmed the entire time but I could tell she was getting turned on. To my left was a mirror that showed me everything.

Waves of pleasure stirred within my groin. My hands desperately wanted to touch my throbbing cock. Mike stopped me. "Don't touch" he grunted while thrusting. The pressure began to build as the bliss I felt intensified. My hands clenched the sheets. I shuddered and when it finally hit me, I cried out. Mike's thick cock pulsed as fire rippled through both of us and his hot juices filled me. My own cock continued throbbing as I came.

We collapsed together on the bed in a sweaty heap. No doubt Erika had caught the entire thing on camera. Not that it happened. She could put it all on the internet for all I care because I wasn't going back. This was all too good to not feel again and I knew I would. Even without Erika, I could see myself putting on girly clothes and seeking out men to fuck me. She had changed me. I went from Ryan, the boring drab guy into a sexy sissy named Rachel.

Erika joined us in bed and whispered one question. "What are you?"

"A sissy" I replied with all my heart as I accepted my new life.

The End


Stay updated with Paris Skye

Join Paris Skye’s Newsletter

Thank you for reading my story. I have a mailing list where I send news, teasers and announce the release of my next books.

Your contact info will never be shared by anyone

Click Here to sign up for Paris Skye’s Exclusive Newsletter

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

https://bit.ly/2z8NxWA


Also by Paris Skye

[image: ]

The Sissy Ring

Connor is looking forward to having the house all to himself when his gorgeous stepsister Caitlyn has left to go to college. Once gone, he searches through her room and finds a mysterious golden ring. He puts it on and instantly transforms into a beautiful, busty nineteen-year-old girl. Only when he checks his reflection does he realize that the ring has turned him into a perfect copy of Caitlyn. 


It amuses him to pretend to be a girl and when he catches the eye of a handsome young neighbor who asks him out, how can he say no? But the ring changes more than just his body. It changes his mind. Suddenly he feels uncomfortable as a boy and feels relief when he can become Caitlyn again. His sex drive as a girl becomes insatiable, and he never wants the pleasure of being a sexy girl to end. But how long can he juggle being both Connor and Caitlyn before somebody finds out? And what happens when the real Caitlyn comes home to visit? 


[image: ]

Hypno Girl: A Transgender Erotic Romance

Adam becomes Alice in this Feminization adventure


When Adam gets into a fight with his roommate Josh over who's doing the dishes, his life will change forever. 


Josh has always claimed to know hypnosis but refuses to show anyone. Adam dares Josh to hypnotize him into cleaning up the apartment. He does and to his amazement, Adam quickly finds himself wanting to cook and clean.


But delving into the subconscious can have severe unintended effects. Emotions and desires that Adam has been suppressing his whole life start bubbling up to the surface. Suddenly, Adam is experiencing urges to dress like a sexy girl and be with men. 


Adam has always thought of himself as a straight man. But exploring his girly side is going to make him question everything he thought he knew about himself. 
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Sissy Trainer

Overweight and rejected constantly by women, office worker Josh doesn't know where to turn. When his friend recommends a personal trainer, he jumps at the chance. But Paul isn't just any personal trainer. He takes young men and molds them into sexy girls with his special hormone pills and hypnosis tracks. In time Josh won't even remember why he cared about women in the first place especially when Paul decides to visit for one of their regular naked workouts.


Elliot is a big college student who wants to get in shape so that he can ask out Samantha, the hottest girl on campus. He finds, Paul, the personal trainer, and unknowingly begins his journey into becoming a sissy girl. As the changes become more dramatic Elliot wants to stop, but the more feminine he becomes the more attention Samantha gives him. Come to think of it, has Samantha ever dated a guy before? 


About the Author

Paris Skye is a young writer who’s been obsessed with storytelling since childhood. They spent every waking moment of their free time devouring books, especially romance and fantasy. As Paris got older, they developed an interest in more erotic fiction. With an overactive imagination, reading about it was no longer enough. Paris decided to begin writing and sharing their fantasies with the world.
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