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A little bit of forced feminization therapy never hurt anyone… too badly.




PEG THERAPY

Patrick crossed one leg over the other as he fumbled for words in front of Gwen’s steely gaze. He had been coming to see his therapist for years now but even after countless sessions her piercing blue eyes had a way of both making him feel at ease and vulnerable in tandem. 




Nonetheless, her advice and counseling always helped him out. Perhaps just talking and getting his issues off of his chest was enough, or perhaps it was the way she nodded thoughtfully as she clicked her pen against her jaw, looked over her glasses, and "mmhmm'ed" at all the right moments. It didn't matter. He knew that talking to her had a way of clarifying and pinpointing his problems that he almost always left with a clear idea for how to make himself better.




Today’s problem had roots deeper than any of the others in the past. 




"I don't know, Gwen, I just..." He paused, acutely aware of the rise and fall of her ample chest beneath her tight plaid button-down. "I get so nervous around women. It's like I freeze up and lose myself. My train of thought goes out the window. I become uncomfortable. I sweat." He rattled off his ails on his fingers as casually as if he was performing a headcount of the number of jelly beans in a jar.




She nodded, raven hair pulled so tightly into a bun that it barely moved at all. Her features were sharp yet feminine, smooth skin accented tastefully with the barest of make-up. "And are these feelings something you experience around all women?"




He sat silent for a long moment while he weighed her question. "I think that the severity of my reaction varies depending on the woman and my relationship with her. Or, at least, with what kind of relationship I want from her."




"Go on." 




"Back when I was a teen I was close friends with a girl named Sarah. Really close friends, actually. But, in what is so predictable it’s beyond cliche, I had such a huge crush on her and she hardly seemed to notice me. We'd sometimes hang out and spend time in her room watching TV or talking about nothing–you know, normal stuff. I would do alright with that but she'd sometimes show off new underwear she purchased or told me about her sex life and I would just get so uncomfortable that I could barely speak."




The corners of Gwen's mouth tilted into an unspoken question. "She wouldn't be wearing them or anything like that, but she'd hold up these stupid small thongs or revealing bras and my face would turn red and I'd lose all of my words."




"Well, that sounds normal. It's perfectly acceptable to get nervous around those you are attracted to. There's nothing to be ashamed of."




Patrick squirmed in his seat, shifting his weight  back and forward like he was on a rocking boat. "But I still get like that, even years later.   In fact, it's gotten worse. All it takes to make me feel uncomfortable is to see a Victoria's Secret commercial on TV and I get nervous and clammy. It's really starting to have a negative affect on my life. I can hardly work on some accounts at work because the ads we pitch are sexualized and blatantly show half-naked women pitching their product."




Gwen tilted her head, resting the tail-end of her pen just between her plump, sultry rose red lips, not biting. "Do these images of women in their underwear arouse you?"




Patrick bit his lip funnily. He expected this question. The truth of the matter is he wasn't quite sure how to answer. He was attracted to women, obviously, so the sight of them half-naked and oiled up or pouting their lips was an enticing sight, but whenever he saw them like that the pit in his stomach overwhelmed his hardness and instead left him feeling more at unease than anything else. He couldn't place exactly where all of this worry stemmed from, but it was intimidating and uncomfortable all the same.




"Of course. I mean, yes, I am aroused but it's a little nerve-wracking too because while I'll get turned-on I also almost feel ill. Like I'm about to be sick. The knots in my stomach don't go away until I get focused on something else entirely different."




She nodded slowly, looking ever the thoughtful therapist. "Have you ever thought about wearing women's underwear before?"




The question forced Patrick's brain to shut down. Stopped in his tracks, he stammered and stuttered. The answer eluded him no matter which direction he went down. The same knots that became of his stomach when viewing the underwear rapidly tied and formed as the query hung over him.




"Patrick?"




"What?"




"You didn't answer the question." She looked over her glasses, brows knit together.




"Which question?"




"I asked if you ever thought about wearing woman's underwear."




"I uhh, I..." His mouth went dryer than a desert.  He smacked his lips, unable to speak again.




Gwen dropped her pen to the desk, the sound it made as it hit the expensive wooden top louder than it had any right to be. "Would you like to hear what I think your problem is?"




He didn't realize he spoke, and later he couldn't even say whether or not he had, but Gwen continued so there must have been something in his reaction that gave her permission.





"I think that you have a deep-seated fetish for wearing women's underwear. I think that this interest of yours is buried so deeply, so resolutely, that it manifests itself in extreme discomfort and anxiety when presented with even casually related situations. I also think, perhaps, that this may be rooted in the times you were close with Sarah, but because you never got to see her in her lingerie–right?–your fondness and interest in women's undergarments grew and branched out in different ways. The largest and most impactful of which is likely your repressed desire to become a woman."




The room around Patrick spun and swirled. His legs turned to jelly. He knew if he was standing he certainly would've collapsed on the spot. The knots in his stomach redoubled, twisting and turning like he was on a turbulent airplane. 




"Patrick, are you ok?"




Sickness rose in him. Never in his life had he been confronted with a truth like this before. At first her diagnosis pained him, but then, as if the dawning of realization came with his panted, gasping breaths, an ease spread in a wave. 




What she said made sense.




That still didn't mean he was comfortable with the truth, though.




She snapped her fingers together like she was trying to get a dog's attention. "Patrick."




He shook his head clear. "Yes?"




"What do you think of what I just said?"




Words slowly filtered to the vocal part of his brain, filtering even slower through his vocal chords. "I... think... that..." He gulped. "Makes sense."




Satisfied relief spread through Gwen's normally stoic face, starting with the lines of her lips and spreading outward to her eyes and forehead. Her fingertips tapped against the desk one after the other, a constant barrage of tiny thumps that pounded along with Patrick's increasing heart rate. 




"Good. I'm glad you see it that way." She eyed him closer, penetrating blue eyes categorizing and calculating every minutiae of his moves. Her breaths were deeper too, albeit almost imperceptibly. 




"But what... how..." He flustered. 




"How are you supposed to get over it?"




He nodded.




"Easy. You don't see the answer?"




Answers formed and broke in his mind like storm clouds. 




His therapist leaned forward, putting her elbows on her desk like she was holding court. "It's simple. You need to wear women's underwear."




The unavoidable calling of passing out called at Patrick like a siren's song. Blood pulsed through his ears and temples, reverberating echoes of his pulse in his skull like they were pumping through an amplifier.




"I don't think I can do that," he whispered.




She frowned her plump lips so low it was like they were heavy enough to fall down on their own. "Sure you can."




"No, I really don't."




She stayed silent for a few long silence, the only sounds in the room the tapping of her fingers and Patrick's heart thumping like a rattled drunk. When the metronome tick of his heart became almost too much to bear she spoke. "Pat, yes you can. I believe that you can," she said softly, yet firm.




"I think I'm going to be sick." He got up and booked it through the bathroom door to his right, not even looking back at Gwen. If he had, he would've seen a new, salacious smirk take over the bottom half of her face like the Cheshire Cat. 




He washed himself, splashing cold, invigorating water over his face like it would wash away the underlying unease that boiled beneath his skin. With each handful more chunks from the iceberg of his nausea bore away, dropping into the sink between shallow breaths. He met his face in the mirror, noticing how disheveled and worse for wear he looked, more than a little shocked at his pallid, clammy skin. Time slowed. He struggled for minutes fighting off the impending panic attack like it was a giant that threatened to tear him limb by limb.




Eventually, he mustered enough strength to pick him up off the floor and into a standing position where he wiped his face with a copious amount of a paper towels and wiped the nascent tears from his eyes. He strode into Gwen's office to find her desk vacant.




"Gwen?" The only reply a shuffling of feet and movements he couldn't place. The dragging continued, seemingly unaware of his presence back in the office. He took his normal spot on the comfortable microfiber couch across from his therapist's desk and waited.




Maybe she just went out for a glass of water or something... It is unlike her to leave the office though... Just then Patrick noticed a door on the opposite wall was cracked just slightly. Many sessions ago he noticed the door, mostly hidden underneath diplomas and certificates and degrees certifying Gwen as a legit, Real Deal Therapist, but he never saw it open before. 




Until now.




He thought about getting up and checking out what all the fuss was that was going on in there, but decided against it. He didn't want to intrude on his therapist. The calamity grew louder until it sounded like she was throwing around hockey sticks and barbells, smashing them into the walls as if as a stress reliever. Patrick sat and bobbed his foot, trying desperately not to think of anything at all–certainly not the idea of wearing women's underwear. Occasionally the flash of lingerie would fill his thoughts, or the soft, satiny feel of the imaginary delicates would graze against his skin, sending gooseflesh all over his skin. 




Soon, the sounds stopped. The dim glow of yellow that filtered around the doorframe shut off. Gwen stepped out of the closet carrying something behind her back. Her eyes bugged as soon as she saw Patrick sitting patiently on the couch.




"You're back," she said, her voice wavering slightly.




"Yes."




"Are you feeling better?" She sat down at her desk, careful not to show whatever it was she carried behind her back. Patrick thought he spotted a glimpse of thin, frilly fabric but wasn't sure enough to say for certain.




He swallowed, ran his hands through his hair raggedly, and sighed. He supposed he did feel better. "My stomach no longer feels like it's going to revolt and expel everything inside of it."




Gwen smiled warmly. "Well, that's good, no?" Although she smiled there was something different behind her vibrant blue eyes. A cross-examination, a closer, more thorough look. It was almost as if she was sizing him up.





"I guess, yeah..." His voice trailed off. The floor beneath him still didn't feel solid, but at least he was seated. 




"So, what do you think of my proposition?"




There was the unease again, hitting him like a freight truck where he sat. He closed his eyes reflexively, as if that would shield him from answering.




It didn't.




"Patrick... Now is not the time to clam up. I know we've hit on some deep stuff today but there is no time like the present to tackle the problem." She accented problem like it was something horribly offensive that pained her to even mention.




"I know it's just... Can't we talk more about this next week? I know my appointment is almost up."




Her eyes flicked to the analog clock along the wall before setting their resolute gaze back on him. 




"You've been coming to me for years now, Patrick, right?




“Five years, about.” 




“And over the last five years I would say that we have gotten to know each other quite well, wouldn’t you say?”




“… Yes.”




“Obviously I’ve gotten to know you better than you know me but the road goes both ways. You’ve confided in me things that you haven’t told anyone else, as it should be.”




He sat silently, unsure of where his therapist was taking him next.




“And since I know you so well I feel comfortable being a bit blunt with you, do you mind?”




His mouth dried up again. He reached for the glass of water on the end table to his right and gulped down a mouthful. “I don’t mind,” he whispered.




“Good. Then let me put this as honestly as I can.” She inhaled deeply, drawing in a large breath that raised her chest higher, showing the tightness in her button-down as it clung to her large breasts. “You need to dress up in women’s underwear. Today.”




“Wha–?”




She stared at him, unblinking. Her eyes pierced directly through his skin and layered into his core, reducing him to nothing more than a shell of unbundled nervous energy. A spotlight shone on him.




“Yes, today. If you don’t do it today you will forever live with this shame and you’ll always get uncomfortable around women. You need to come to terms with your secret desire to become a woman.”




Emotions constricted in his head, circling around his skull like a tornado of confusion. Gwen had never been this stern with him before and even through his anxiety this didn’t seem like a normal demand that a therapist would make, but he had trusted her with his most intimate secrets for years now and her advice always worked…




He drank more water, trying to push off the inevitably of the answer she browbeat out of him.




“It would be a mistake for you to pass up this opportunity to confront a problem head-on. You’ve made so much progress over the years that I have to admit it’s made me more than a little proud. You can do this.”




“No, no I can’t.”




Across the desk Gwen sat up straighter. Her gaze bore into him, judged him, marked him as weak. Patrick forced a look down to the floor, unable to pick up his eyes to meet hers head on. She tilted her head like a cat transfixed by a laser pointer. 




“If you follow my advice today I will waive the fee from this session.” 




That got his attention for a second, just long enough to remember this his insurance paid for all of this. “That’s… generous, but I still can’t.” If it was so easy to buy him out of his anxiety he certainly would’ve figured out a way to do it years ago. 




She considered further. Patrick could sense her dwelling and focus on trying to get him to dress up as a woman, but he was too stupefied with fear to realize her true intentions:




Seeing him in woman’s lingerie was for her own benefit.




“If you dress up like I’m telling you to I won’t tell your family you’re a little sissy-boy who prances around in lingerie and gets pegged in the ass with numerous strap-ons of various sizes and shapes. There may be a mention of a big, big black strap-on, too. Maybe even a picture of it just to drive the point home, who knows.”




Patrick stopped. She didn’t… No… She couldn’t have just…




“I don’t understand…”




She sighed, clearly annoyed. “The time for you to willingly get dressed up in lingerie is over. You’re either going to do as I tell you or I’m going to embarrass you in front of your family and friends.”




“Isn’t there some sort of law against that? Like, I don’t know, I could go to the Board or whatever and get your license revoked.”




She rolled her eyes. “But you wouldn’t. Especially when you know deep down inside that I’m right. You want to know what it’s like to have soft silk undies hold your cock and balls tightly against your body. You want to feel a bra cup your non-existent breasts, the straps digging into your muscles like they were claws.” Her words were like daggers that cut him to the core. Every single syllable sliced truth at him, leaving marks on his psyche that urged him closer to submitting to her dominant commands.




As he made sense of his conflicting emotions, Gwen leaned down in her chair, grabbing at something Patrick couldn’t see. He blinked rapidly as she lifted her arms, bringing up a handful of garments that filled him instantly with both powerful anxiety and yearning. 




She held up the frilly black lingerie and smirked, a lurid enticing flash of her lips that made him feel powerless. She was right: he wanted all of those things, but the wall blocking him from accepting his fetishized desire and submitting to it was so high as to be insurmountable.




"This... is what I had in mind for you, Patrick." Gwen smirked, aware fully of how much her patient had begun to sweat and dart his eyes around the room nervously. The undergarments were black, thin, and airy. The collection mixed together in her hand but from what he could tell it consisted of bra, panties, and garter. Crumpled black nylons fell through her fingers to her desk.




"That's..."




"Yes."




The familiar nervousness at his stomach rolled and spun within him, forcing the exits of the room–even the third floor window behind his therapist–to almost glow with a welcoming shimmer. Just run away, they told him, call her bluff.




But he couldn't risk everyone he knew learning his deepest secret. The thing that plagued him for so long that its presence was as commonplace as breathing, even if after all of these years he hadn't realized what it was.




"All you have to do is put these on..." she dropped the entire set to her desk. Next, she lifted the bra up with both hands and held it in front of her eyes and the light behind them, showing off the sheerness of the delicate fabric and how under the right conditions you could see straight through the thinner sections as if they were more shroud than brassiere. Patrick couldn't deny that through his tension the desire to feel that bra against his skin was incredibly real. Gwen lowered the bra to her own chest now, pushed it against her large breasts and strut her shoulders, modeling the delicate piece over her clothes. 




"This is much too small for me, but for you..." She looked up from her chest and directly into Patrick's wide eyes. "But for you I think it'll fit juuuuust right." With a lazy flick of her wrist she dropped the bra back to the desk and pushed the collection of women's lingerie over to her patient. His heart thumped beneath his ribcage like a madman in a jail cell. Each hard beat was as if that madman was threatening to break down the bars and come out and with how hard it beat Patrick wouldn’t have been surprised if it succeeded. She leaned forward. "Go on. Touch them. You know you want to."




I so, so do. If only... His shoulder flexed forward, pushing his unsteady hand closer to the dreaded and yet deliciously anticipated undergarments. Before he made it halfway he stopped.




Gwen got up from behind her desk now, trailing her long, exquisite fingertips over the wooden surface until she was so close to his side the heat of her breath tickled at his neck. "You're so close, Patrick." His name dripped off her lips like thick oil, but with a sweetness that lured him closer. "You can do it. Do it for me." Her mouth was inches away from his exposed ear, so close that her scent of wildflowers and oranges overwhelmed him. "I swear I'll make it worth your while."




A warm shiver went down his spine. Her sultriness was so evident, so blatant, that even through his rampant anxiety he had a clue of what she meant.




Repressed fantasies that would often pop into his head while masturbating or zoning out came back with a vengeance. He had wanted to know what it was like to be a woman. Hell, he still did. Gwen was right, as always. 




Now was the opportunity he had been waiting for.




"Do you really..." he swallowed. "Do you really think these will fit me?" He let his hands graze over the thin fabric in front of him, feeling every soft and frilly bit. It seemed unlikely to Patrick that he would fit into these undergarments easily; the bra didn't seem made for someone with as broad of an upper back as him and the panties? Good Lord they seemed so tight and trim that he thought it would take a miracle of lubricant and wishes to get them fit tightly around his waist. And don't even get him started on the garter. He wasn't a big man by any stretch of the imagination but he was still built like a guy, not at all like the dainty women the lingerie was designed for.




Gwen's smirk broke into a wide smile, showing off the pearly shine of her teeth below her plump lips. "Oh, I think we can work something out. Don't you worry." Her tongue planted, wet and sensual, onto his jaw, licking upward until it she rolled its tip back into her mouth. A quick, low moan escaped from her mouth, oozing with lusty pleasure. Patrick suddenly knew he was under her control. 




The thought stirred his manhood awake.




"Get up," she whispered. A couple of seconds elapsed where nothing happened at all but then her nails dug into his thigh through his jeans, shocking him into action. "Now." 




She wasn't playing around anymore.




"O... Ow." Her push dug in deeper, no doubt able to draw blood if she had a clear shot at his skin. "Ok, ok." 




"When you address me I want you to end every response with 'Madam.' Do you understand?"




Standing, he still shied away from her gaze. "Yes." A quick crack of palm-on-skin pinged at his forearm as Gwen swung her arm backwards and slapped her hand against his bare arm. Throbbing pain radiated where she struck. "Yes, Madam."




"That'll do, Pet."




He stood awkwardly waiting for his next command, unsure of what all he just got himself involved with. Unable to shake the feeling he got in over his head.




Too late now.




"Strip down for me." Her words were cold and even, spoken with only a vague notion of icy sternness behind them. "I'll give you ten seconds. Starting.... now."




She started the count down from ten to zero and it wasn't until she struck eight that Patrick was shocked enough to get himself into action. With a haste that usually came only with escaping a burning building he, fumbling and nervous, ripped off his shirt and dropped it on the couch. He had gotten his belt off and the button of his jeans unclasped before her singsongy timer reached zero.




He froze as she went silent. The air hung heavy with tension and anticipation. Thousands of hairs all over his skin went vertical, almost as if the air pressure around them changed with her finished countdown.




"Well... well... well..." She pushed off of her knees and stood up, coming to Patrick's eye level to meet him head-on. Her look was calculating and cold, if not a little sympathetic, and Patrick's knees went weak under her intense glare.




"I'm sorry, Madam. I–I–wasn't ready."




"I know." 




"I'm willing to wear the lingerie. Really. I am. I don't need anymore convincing."




"Oh? Is that so?" Inches away, personal space invaded, Gwen watched him up and down. "Women are often under tight time constraints as their husband or boyfriend or whoever bitches at them to get ready. While men can just rinse off their hair and shave, women have so much more to do. As you'll learn.”




She stepped away from him and for the first time he noticed that she was wearing towering-high jet-black stilettos. Above them she wore stockings that rode just high enough to fit underneath her short pencil skirt. Long, toned legs kept her standing tall. As she went behind her desk again and opened a drawer she looked up at him and spoke. "Go on. Finish. There's no turning back now my little feminized Pet."




The words warmed and chilled all at the same time.




With fumbling kicks he knocked off his shoes, discarding them along the floor like dirty laundry. Next came his jeans and socks until all that remained were his tight pair of underwear. He hadn't expected to strip down in front of anyone, much less his therapist, so they weren't quite what he would've put on had he been trying to impress a woman but the briefs would have to do. At least they weren't tighty-whities, he told himself.




The underwear clung to his hips and package like they were painted on. Inside his briefs his cock's growth stymied, put off by the sudden exposure, but not returning to flaccid by staying somewhere between soft and hard.




"My, my, Patrick... I must admit I didn't expect you to be so... blessed? Down there." Gwen smirked playfully, the lines beside her eyes carving out smile lines. Behind the desk she pulled out a tube of lipstick from her purse. His pulse quickened.




"Thank you... Madam," he hastily added. She nodded, pleased with the progress she was making with her soon-to-be-feminized patient.




"While normally a big dick is a good thing–a great thing, in fact–for what we're doing today it may be more of a hindrance trying to hide that thing than a blessing." She frowned slightly as if feeling truly shameful that his cock wouldn't get to live up to its full potential. "But no matter. Time will tell."




"Lipstick?" 




"But of course. It's for you, sweetie. For you to grow you need to totally become a woman. I thought you understood that?" She tilted her head a bit sadly, as if upset at overestimating Patrick's grasp of the situation.




"No I–I understand." Naughty thoughts long repressed zoomed through his skull. He tried on his sister's makeup when he was not-but ten. He watched his girlfriends apply makeup when he was a teen, always a little bit envious that they got to dress up and look pretty. Hell, he fantasized about asking one of his exes to put makeup on him on more than one occasion but always backed out, scared of what she would say. Scared that she would think him less a man.




Gwen pulled out a small mirror from her purse and, with the tube of lipstick, stood next to Patrick. "I take it you've probably never worn lipstick before, right?"




All that he could manage was a whispered "no." 




"Hm. Of course not." She shook her head slowly, full of pity. "But you've put on chapstick?"




"Yes."




"Good. It's just like that." Her delicate fingers pushed the tube into his hands. The tube felt warm, like it glowed around the edges with sunlight. 




Patrick fingers sweat, turned clammy. He popped off the cover and stared with something resembling trepidation at the bright rose red colored tip that flashed beneath. Her unblinking stare moved him forward, urging him to lift the tube to his lips or else there'd be consequences.




Come on. You can do this. It's not like you've never thought about it before... But in front of someone? And under these circumstances? The whole thing made him weak, but he couldn't submit to his weakness without resolving to be crushed under some sort of nastiness from Gwen's dark side. 




He spun the tube, raising and lowering the red tip like a nervous tic. 




"I had hoped I wouldn't have to tell you twice..." Gwen's voice stung his ears. With a blast of courage and–if he was being fully honest– a moment of just not giving a fuck he pressed the warm tip to his upper lip and wiped it across its length. He guided the tube along his upper lip once, twice, three times, before moving down to his bottom to repeat the process. The lipstick coated his lips in thick layers of color, no doubt clumsily marking his skin with the fresh tint. Gwen held up her mirror in front of his face and what he saw shocked him so much he dropped the tube to the ground. It rolled under the desk as if hiding.




The red-lipped man that stared back was undeniably Patrick, but the small change in his appearance gave his face such a different demeanor he had to stare harder than usual to recognize himself. Vibrant red like the hue of an apple popped out from his lips making the rest of his face look paler by comparison. "You could honestly do with a full makeover now that we've got your lips settled, but this'll have to do for today. Smack your lips together like this." Gwen turned her lips inward then smacked them loudly apart, gesturing for him to follow her lead. The bitter, chemical taste of the lipstick seeped onto his tongue as he inexpertly pressed his lips together, evening out his inexpert application. 




For the first time he felt like a woman, and the light tingling that fluttered through his limbs and stomach verified all that he needed to know. 




"What do you think?" she asked, keeping an eyebrow raised along with the mirror.




"I'm not sure."




"You're not sure? That's odd, because if you ask me the color is very fitting for you." She smiled warmly, a gentle reminder that there was a side of Gwen that was far more caring than the Domme who demanded so much of him.




"... Thank you," he whispered, admiring the way the color contrasted and complemented his complexion. It was odd seeing himself like that, but he was beginning to like it, not to mention get more comfortable in his femininity as well.




There was more to come, of course.




"Are you ready for your lingerie?"




His nerves fluttered. 




Right. The lingerie. The next step.




"... Yes," he said.




"Then you better take off the rest of what you're wearing." She pointed to his tight briefs, quickly flicking her tongue across her lips like she was about to eat a fantastic meal. 




Patrick was that meal.




With a shaky hand, feeling every ounce of her attention trained on him, he grabbed his briefs by the waistband and slid them down to his knees and farther still to his ankles. His therapist's eyes flashed vibrant blue, almost sapphire, as she took in the sight of his half-hard dong hanging between his legs. Powering through the self-consciousness attacking him from all sides, he grabbed hold of the string panties and stepped into them. A quick moment of panic lit through him as he stepped in without thinking, suddenly very aware that he had no idea whether or not he put the proper side at the front. That particular panic subsided as he realized that the thin string at the back of the underwear was in fact at the proper place and soon the string would be buried in the crack of his ass.




He blushed.




Gwen's hands fell to his sides, nails trailing down his thighs until they met the narrow waist of the thong. She grabbed hold of his hands and guided the underwear up slowly, gradually enough that the fabric caressed his skin just as much as her fingers did. She was so close he could hear–no, feel–her heart beat; his own fell in line with hers.




As the piece's ascension stopped and rested along his hips Patrick exhaled a long, cathartic release that seemed to expel half of the hidden stress that built for years within him. Gwen's breath tickled his chest hairs as she giggled alongside him. The thong's string dug into his crack, separating his two cheeks. He winced as it settled into place, the sensation of the wedgie not wholly unfamiliar, just uncomfortable.




"You'll get used to that, don't worry, Pet." She grinned.




Next, Gwen slid the bra off of the desk and into her hand, holding each strap up with her hands to place on her patient. She didn't have to speak the next order. He pushed his arms forward, extending them at the shoulder like he was a B-movie zombie. She widened the bra, gliding the delicate openings over his arms until the thin straps rested on his shoulders. 




Gwen's hands came to his back, her breath and fingers teasing at the skin between his shoulders while she pulled the ends of the bra together tighter, pushing the padded cups at the front into his chest. The cups felt like small pillows placed at his pectorals, which was pleasant and surprising all at the same time. He hardly had anything to fill in the small cups, but looking down and seeing the frilly top of the bra sent surprisingly powerful, warm waves through his body. 




The clasp snapped at his back, each hook fitting into its ring on the other strap. The fastened together with a satisfying click. With a simple click his fear melted away. Relief and exciting, tantalizing pleasure the likes of which he never knew, rushed over him in a surge. His head swam from the intensity of the heady, intoxicating bliss.




It's really happening...




"You'll have to put these on yourself." She held the balled up stockings aloft, wagging them in front of Patrick's face like they were a treat. Nearly numb with the overwhelming reality of how good and right it felt to be dressed up as a woman he slowly reached forward, taking and unraveling the stockings until they were straight. More than a little intoxicated, he carefully stepped into the sheer hose. The nylons clung tightly to his shins, hamstrings, and lower thighs. They were so tight on his legs that he thought they were seconds away from ripping at any moment, but as he picked up and moved his legs to admire the beauty of his femininity they held true.




"Just one more thing to set this outfit off, my little feminized boy..."




Dazed, aware of how rapidly he was being outfitted like a real woman, Gwen got him into the garter with ease, snapping the straps down onto his stockings to complete the lingerie set. She took a step back and admired her work, seeing just how easy it was to turn her patient into a crossdresser, and hell, just how fiercely he pulled off the look. And Patrick, for all the nerves and anxiety he experienced just looking at women's lingerie, reveled in the bliss of wearing the forbidden, naughty undergarments that painted him a feminized man. The exceptionally taboo, dirty little secret that thrilled his pulse quicker stirred his cock inside of the tight thong, fattening his member so quickly it was bound to spill out at any moment.




It did.




"Ooooh, I see you do like being a little whore, don't you, Pet?"




"Yes, Madam." His hardness popped out of his thong upward, its heat pressed against his stomach like a warm rod. He wanted to hide it but as he went down to put it back Gwen clicked her tongue. 




"Nuh uh. That stays out." Her words were the final say on the matter and he knew it. He held his head low, blushing.




Next, Gwen moved back behind her desk for the final time. She bent down, exposing more than a little bit of her generous cleavage–since when did she open up those top three buttons?–and opened up the larger drawer at the bottom of her desk. Without looking inside, she scattered around and pulled out what must've been the only thing inside for its size was so large and cumbersome: a huge, thick, meaty, flesh-colored dildo attached to a black leather harness.




Patrick's jaw dropped.




Gwen placed it on her desk nonchalantly as if it was perfectly normal to be removing a large sex toy from her desk at work. 




"Say hi to my dick. You're going to get very familiar with it soon."




He watched in awe and dread as she fit the harness around her waist, deftly moving in practiced motions that made it plain how often she used the sex toy. His skin turned cold, all heat leaving his body save for the raging hardness in–and out of–his thong. She removed her pencil skirt before putting on the harness and fake cock, showing off her milky white skin below. The glimpse at her soft, pale flesh was enough to get his blood pumping hot and fast, his heart struggling to keep up with the vertiginous emotions surging through him. 




"But... But... I thought dressing up would be enough?"




She laughed gleefully, almost pityingly and coy. "My dear, dear slut. If only it were that simple. Tell me, do you feel cured yet?"




"I–" He couldn't say. Just as he was getting comfortable in the lingerie she pulled out this massive dildo, clouding every feeling of his with a patina of nerves and disbelief. He thought he'd have more time to play dress up, to get a feel for how he looked like a woman, to maybe jerk off wearing the lingerie and feel like a pretty little girl for a bit. A strap-on never even entered into the equation for him.




"Exactly. You need to know exactly what it's like to be a woman. Sadly, I can't just, I don't know, plop a vagina between your legs so we're going to do the next best thing. I'm going to peg the shit out of your ass. Pardon the pun." She turned away from him, fake cock swinging along the top of her desk like a skipping stone. An excess of saliva flooded his mouth.




What the fuck? I don't have words. He wanted to faint. Wanted to faint and wake up far away from here, but he already came too far. He knew that if he stopped playtime with Gwen right now he would never hear the end of it and he'd end up embarrassed in front of his family and friends. That couldn't happen. He never thought about sticking his finger in his ass, much less a giant dildo. The thought made him queasy. 




But also... There was something else there. A fire in his stomach. And the same fire deep in his ass. It was a forbidden lust. A pleasure that yearned to be unearthed, fulfilled, and thoroughly satisfied. He had heard of how pleasurable it could be to stimulate the prostate before, but he never thought he'd ever actually experience that himself. One way only, he thought. 




That mantra was going to change quite soon.




"But isn't that going to hurt?" he asked, feeling shocked that those were the words he chose to speak and not anything resembling a protest.




"Not if we do it right, Patty." She grinned, toying and teasing and controlling his emotions all in one. He knew he was going to do anything she asked of him no matter what. He had come too far to give up. He also couldn't ignore the growing voice at the back of his head that urged him to bend over her desk right now and take the fucking of a lifetime. 




The thought left him dizzy.




He couldn't deny that watching Gwen get her cock on while he was dressed up as a woman made him pulse with want. It felt right being properly outfitted in lingerie as a build-up to getting fucked for the first time, even if the thought left him weak in the knees and on the verge of passing out.




She came out from her desk with her harness fully attached, her large fake-fleshy rod standing straight at engorged attention. Her dildo dwarfed his cock, looking more like it belonged in a porno than inside of his ass, but at this point he knew he didn't have much of a say in matters. He needed to listen to his therapist. She had always been right in the past: why not now?




"So, Pet..." She stalked closer to him, taking each step agonizingly slow, heels clacking on the ground like they were fired bullets. Her hips swayed seductively, stirring his erection further. "Before today could you tell that turning otherwise unassuming men into women is," she paused, biting her lip as she looked towards the ceiling, "something of a... calling of mine?"




He shook his head. "No, Madam." 




"Ah. Well." She shrugged nonchalantly. "This all must come as a pretty big shock to you then..."




"Yes, Madam." He wanted to shake as she came closer. Gwen and her big fake cock were inches away now, pressed to his side so their hips touched. It was no accident that her whispers tickled his lobe with seductive, sensual allure. Even though her words were dominating and stern, he knew she would take care of him just by the way she spoke. "Will this help me, Madam? With my problem?"




She considered him, weighing his question with the same care you'd make before buying a house. "Yes. Absolutely."




A constraining weight lunged from his chest and floated free of his body, leaving him a weightless, floating mass of hormones and the urge to be fucked. He got the one last assurance he needed. 




It was time to get pegged.




Without speaking he stepped forward and leaned against the edge of her desk with the edge digging into his palms. Gwen's eyes widened for just a second before she slid in behind him, letting her delicate but firm hands fall upon his lower back. "I see you know how to assume the position just like a woman does. That's good." The lusty satisfaction in her voice was plainly evident.




"Yes, Madam." Her thighs pressed against his as her cock landed flat on his back, the thickness colliding onto him with a dull thud. Its size seemed enormous, but really, to an anal virgin like Patrick a finger would've seemed large.




The thong-wedgie dropped along with the rest of his panties. 




A warm, liquidy wetness landed on his firm ass cheeks in rapid drops that oozed down his backside. It took him a few seconds to recognize that she was coating him in lube. Her fingers swirled the lubrication down his crack, drawing the length up and down his valley several times until all he felt was the gliding wetness and the burning urge to be filled. The entire time her cock stayed planted on his back while his heart raced so fast he had no choice but to pant deeply. His stomach was sick in turns but the overriding horniness overshadowed it. As she made her passes her digit always lingered longer at his virgin hole, trailing circles around his tightness like it was an orbiting planet around a sun.




"I'm going to start you off easy, my femmy slut. I can't take your ass all the way without getting you ready first." Before Patrick could respond she pushed her index finger in past his sphincter, his tightness enveloping and squeezing down on the penetration like it was spring loaded. 




He gasped. Newness tugged at his ass, first uncomfortable, then a quick burn, then, surprisingly, pleasure. She was only an inch inside of him but he didn't mind taking it this slow.




She did, however.




"Oooh," he whispered. Gwen heard his delight and pushed in farther past the knuckle until her finger was buried as deep inside of his slot as it would go. He squeezed hold tight to try and stop the intrusion but it was no use against her force. A sting of pain zapped at his lip as he bit down harder than he should have.




"I'm impatient, Pet. Sorry. If you were a woman you would find that this is common with men. All too often you get with a guy who just wants to get to the 'good stuff'..." She spat out the words, keeping her finger plunged inside. The same uncomfortableness tinged at him but then eased off as she swirled her digit around his ass, slowly finger-fucking his asshole.




Patrick could do nothing but moan. Gwen knew how to use her finger to give him pleasure he never could dream of, much less expect. His bra straps dug into his shoulder blades, no doubt already leaving imprinted lines where they rested.




The thick, lubed tip of her strap-on teased at his anal slit, sliding up and down his crack teasingly. Hairs raised all over Patrick's body as the mushroom tip spread apart his cheeks by sheer thickness alone and pressed against his tight hole. 




"You look the part, sexy, but you're not a real woman until I put my cock in your ass," she said, anticipatory lust coating every word in a syrupy affect. 




He swallowed hard. "Yes, Madam." The pressure at his asshole nudged firmer, budding into a raging reminder of what was coming in the next few seconds.




With any luck, he'd be cumming soon, too.




"Oooooh. You're a little tight one, aren't you?" She pushed forward carefully, trying to inch her manhood into his ass but was unable to find purchase. Gwen took the fake cock in both hands, one at the base and the other near the tip, and angled and cajoled its long length until a tiny fraction of the flesh-colored tip was aiming straight for his tight hole. 




The nudging was all the more real now. Gwen's want radiated off of her as sure as heat from the sun. Patrick grabbed onto the edge of the desk harder. The sharp edges bit into his skin, but he didn't care. 




"Relax, Pet. You did wanna become a woman, right?"




He sighed. Anticipation, lust, and nervousness mingled together. "Yes, Madam." He had a phantom memory of the way it felt when she had her finger plunged into his asshole. The quick burst of pleasure throbbed within, sparking his lust and want to new heights. 




"Fuck me, please, Madam. Peg me..." he whispered.




The sound that came from behind him was primal and desperate: the groan of someone who was about to get exactly what they wanted. 




Gwen's hands grabbed his ass cheeks tightly, digging just a hint of her sharp nails into the soft, pliable skin. His body broke into a new sweat, only this time it was strictly from a place of desperate want. 




It's happening... he thought. 




Gwen gradually pushed her thrust into him. The lube did the trick. The tip didn't go in easily, but he imagined that it was still much easier than it could have. The mushroom tip of the fake cock pushed through his relaxed sphincter, traveling beyond the opening into his asshole beyond. He couldn't help but gasp, the urge to cry out stronger than any he ever felt before. 




Sudden fullness took him over. He had no idea how much of her was in him but her delighted, disbelieving gasps meant he was doing his part. 




If he thought her finger was too much, this was a whole 'nother universe of depth. She slowly inched in farther, going beyond the flared tip to the veiny shaft behind. He clenched down on her girth, hard, succumbing to the throbbing newness that pulsed from him like an earthquake. He almost collapsed on top of the desk as she stretched him to the limit. 




"Holy shit," he gasped, grabbing so hard onto the desk it was as if he was trying to tear off a chunk with his bare hands. 




"Ooooh. I can tell you like that very much..." A quick flash of heat flared at his hip as she squeezed his flank, just like he had done to women plenty of times. "Now it's time to turn you out into the little feminized bitch I know you are," she growled.




She stayed true to her word. Her first thrust came gradually, albeit not subtly. He relaxed further as the slickened cock pushed in deeper into his bowels. A long, low, growling moan escaped from his mouth. As vulgar as it was the feeling of being stuffed made him feel like he was shitting in reverse. He pushed the thought aside and focused instead on the blissful, penetrating waves that sparked. 




"Ohh, fuck," he cried, forcing a lascivious smirk out of Gwen.




"Just wait until I really start fucking you, Pet..."




He didn't have to wait long. 




She didn't waste any time building up to a quick rhythm. She thrusted wildly, the straps of the harness smacking against his ass with each downstroke, sending the slap of leather-on-skin through the room. Unable to think of anything but the intense, radiating heat that came from deep within his ass, he collapsed onto the desk, letting Gwen take him as she wanted. He felt truly submissive, like he was under her control, dolled up like a woman and fucked doggystyle pressed up against his therapist's desk. The knowledge of what was happening was almost as insanely hot as the physical pleasure of being railed with the thick strap-on. Pleasure built on top of pleasure in intoxicating bliss.




His cock stayed painfully stiff, forced downward as it pressed against the cold wood of her desk. He wanted to give it more attention but he couldn't tear his thoughts away from the overwhelming power of her thrusts. Every movement of Gwen and her cock sent tingles of lightning through him, each one growing the white-hot ball of pressure and bliss that budded inside of his ass. 




He lost himself in his newfound love of anal.




"Get on the couch," she ordered. She pulled out and a jolting rush zapped Patrick's ass. He cringed but then before he could do anything else she grabbed him by the hips and tossed his feminine form onto the couch like he weighed nothing. Her strength surprised him more than anything. "On your back. Now."




He obliged. His cock was stiff, pointing upwards towards his navel like a flag pole. Within a flash of a second she was on the couch with him, on her knees, with his legs up in the air. She tilted the harness down, her heat mixing with his own, and pointed the fake tip towards his lubed asshole until it pushed past his sphincter once more. The sudden rush of fullness took him again, forcing a strained gasp as he clawed at her back.




"Jerk yourself off," she commanded, leaning down over him, her hair falling down to tease at his bra-wearing chest. In this position, looking up into her eyes, he felt so much like a woman it was thrilling. He just had time to think I should've done this years ago before her thrusts started again, blocking out all thought save for those centered around the growing bliss and incredible blossoming sensations in his ass. 




He grabbed hold of his cock just as she ordered. Stroking himself from base to tip in quick, stop-motion jerks that raised his pleasure exponentially. He was so fucking stiff he couldn't fathom it, like his manhood had been replaced with a steel rod.




The lingerie dug into his skin, far too tight for his frame, but he loved it all the same. As he looked down and jacked himself off he stared at his frilly bra, mesmerized by the way it clung to his chest; the way the pads felt boosting his bust; the way the straps left indentions in his skin: he loved it all. Gwen pounded his ass in and out, in and out, in a constant, gliding rhythm. With her hands at his sides for stability she thrusted harder and harder. Relentless.




They both moaned. Loud and without a care for who could hear them if there was anyone around, they let the sounds of their sex carry through the room and fill it with their insatiable lust. Patrick's ass tingled and buckled as she railed his prostate, hitting the sweet spot that released so much pleasure that up until an hour ago he wouldn't have thought was possible.




"Be my feminized, crossdressing whore!" she yelled, sending a huge surge of lightning-quick pleasure through Patrick. He stroked himself harder, squeezing his cock with a death grip like it owed him something. 




His orgasm would be the payment.




The sensation of getting fucked by the massive member was too much to handle. He clenched his ass harder than he ever had before, but that wouldn't have stopped Gwen on a lazy day, much less today. Her powerful ramming continued, the veins in her forehead bulging with exertion as she grunted her lust into him. Oversized fake balls slapped against his body while she gave him the dicking of a lifetime. Pleasure surged all over, so much so that Patrick couldn't have pinpointed where it came from even if he tried. 




All that he knew was that he desperately needed to cum.




He stroked vigorously, jerking himself off with an intensity he hadn't done in a decade. The light of bliss throbbed deeply within from his ass, to his balls, to the center of his shaft. The familiar build-up of imminent release pulsed through his cock, making him feel like he was a water cannon about to explode. 




"Keep... Keep on..." he grunted, unable to finish his words as his ecstasy took over. He looked up into his therapist's eyes as she railed his feminized ass, saw the determined intensity; the overwhelming seriousness with which she gave him her all; the need to give him release. 




"Cum! Cum for me, slut! Take that fucking dick like the woman you are!" 




That did it. Patrick squeezed his shaft tighter–uncontrollably. His orgasm welled up in him like some sort of space shuttle launch. The rolling and throbbing and bubbling within his balls reached a critical point where they were left with nowhere to go but out. Release felt like seconds away. 




His orgasm hit him in an explosion, splaying his legs akimbo as it rocked through every nerve. He opened his mouth in a deep, primal cry of release but no cum blew. He was cumming–fucking HARD–but it was all tantric; a product of the insane prostate pleasure he experienced. Powerful, gut-wrenching waves crashed into him, each successive one harder and harder until it became too much. Seconds felt like minutes, the pressure within him building even stronger even as he got off.




Then his first blast fired out of his tip. The cumshot was so fucking powerful for a split second he thought something went wrong. Shuddering, concussive bursts of his seed flew out of his twitching head, spurred on by his jerking. The first burst landed square on his forehead, then his nose, his mouth, then his bra, stomach, the couch, and so on. Blast after blast of cum surged out of him until his balls were drained and he was coated in his love juice. Thick gobs of him oozed and spilled and dripped wherever they landed.




Her face twisted in delight as she watched her patient coat himself in his own cum. Never in all of her years fucking men in the ass did she make someone cover themselves so excessively in semen. It was impressive, really. And so, so goddamned hot she couldn't help but get off at the sight. Her own orgasm rolled and shuddered through her like a tidal wave, building in intensity and size until it took over her entire body where she then had no choice but to shiver and quake in orgasmic bliss. She spasmed and shook, cock still buried in her patient's ass, yelling his name and whatever filthy expletives popped into her head.




After what seemed like an eternity cumming for the both of them, she collapsed, falling straight down onto cum-covered Patrick, accidentally coating herself and her clothes in his seed as well. She couldn't find it in herself to care.




Their breaths were deep and forced, the partner's pulses beating at an insane rate. Pressed against one another they could hear and feel the drum beat of each other's heartbeats . 




"Fuck..." she spat.




The room spun for Patrick. He couldn't see straight. The lights from the ceiling seemed like stars so far, far away. At the moment he wasn't certain he would ever feel normal again; that he'd be trapped in a permanent post-orgasm stupor. 




As his vision returned, he sighed.




"Am I cured now?"




Gwen stayed silent for awhile, although neither could be sure of how long. "Oh God yes. But you can dress up for me anytime you like my feminized boy…”




                                        




The End
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