
  
    
      
    
  


A Sissy Secret Santa

Keary Hayes





Copyright © 2020 Keary Hayes

This book is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Background Image Licence Shutterstock inc.

Cover by Keary Hayes

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any format or by any means, including but not limited to photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

To stay up to date with news and gossip on new books, as well as general chatter, follow me on twitter or Instagram - @Keary_Writes!


Contents



Title Page

Dedication

A Sissy Secret Santa

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

A Thank You From Keary

Also By Keary Hayes…

About the Author






Dedication

Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist

Thank you xx


A Sissy Secret Santa

Mason is fresh out of college, and still new in the office, but he’s looking forward to their much talked about annual tradition… the SECRET SANTA.

Each year every member of the company draws one name, and everyone does their best to get that person just what they’ve always wanted. Then, afterwards, the fun begins, the game of “guess who”, trying to work out who your mysterious secret santa is.

Things though take a surprising turn when Mason opens his gift to find… panties. Who? Why? How did they know?

As Mason slowly gives in to temptation he receives another gift, then another, each one leading him further down the path towards the desire he’d been denying for so long, and he cannot help but realise that his secret santa knows him better than he even knows himself. Finding himself unable to resist the truth any longer, Mason sets out to discover just who his mysterious gift giver is that knows him so well.

But when Mason discovers who, will he take that ultimate step and accept the final gift his secret santa is offering him?


Chapter One

It was a tradition that Mason had heard a lot about—secret santa—and he could not wait to experience it first hand.

He’d only joined the company a few months ago, a graduate straight out of college, fresh-faced and still wet behind the ears, so he’d never been part of it before, but according to his co-workers, it was always a great laugh. Even the managers and senior executives joined in, the entire company coming together to pull names from a hat so that they could buy an anonymous gift for someone they worked with and spread the season’s joy.

It was only a small company, just over fifty people in total, but they’d all been friendly and kind, willing to help Mason learn the ropes and get the hang of his new role. He’d made a few friends: the charming and handsome senior technician on the floor, Aaron, tall and broad, with his dashing dark red beard and thick curls; the flirtatious receptionist, Fiona, her long blonde hair and always immaculate make-up, always giggling and chatting in her tight-fitting tops and short skirts and heels that showed off her stunning curves; James, Ian, and Hugh, the three other members of his small team, nerds like him, all of them welcoming and helpful; and even Ms Starr, his beautiful manager, her demeanour cool but kind, her steely blue eyes always seeming to be reading him, studying him, the tall, dark-haired woman almost intimidating in her stark suits of dark grey, the click of her heels sending a shiver up his spine.

Mason had already bought his secret santa gift, for James, an action figure from his favourite superhero movie of the year, one of the “collectables” meant for adults that were really just more sophisticated versions of the toys that they’d all played with as kids. He hoped James liked it, but more than that, he was excited to see what he’d been bought, to try to work out who’d bought it for him.

It was one of the most important rules of the company’s secret santa—you were never to reveal who you’d bought for, though everyone apparently enjoyed the inevitable guessing game that came after, and gift-givers would often confess if the recipient guessed correctly. It sounded like a great deal of fun. So much so that Mason could barely focus on his work as he sat watching the clock, waiting for the day to end and the company’s seasonal gathering to start, waiting for the inevitable gift exchange ceremony that was the highlight of it. Only three hours to go…
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By the time the day came to an end the whole office was buzzing, people chatting, theorising about who had their name in the gift exchange based on how people had been behaving, the questions they’d been asking, remembering past gifts they’d received, the ones they’d most enjoyed, and the gifts they’d bought for other people in past years that had been gratefully received.

There seemed to be a wholesome, cheerful, happy atmosphere around the whole event, with all of the focus entirely on finding gifts that would be enjoyed, cherished, trying to work out what people really wanted without giving yourself away. There seemed to be none of the “joke gift” attitude Mason had heard about at other, similar company secret santas.

The gathering was already bustling by the time Mason and his team arrived, many of the senior executives standing at the door to hand out party hats and drinks, even his manager Ms Starr was standing at the door, a tray of champagne glasses in hand, smiling.

“Hello Mason, welcome to your first party. I do hope you enjoy yourself.” She said, grinning at him as she handed him a glass.

He took it, as always slightly nervous in her presence. She was wearing a tight-fitting pencil skirt, black, and a red blouse, her long legs clad in stockings, red high heels. Her make-up was festive and bright, but refined rather than garish, a dash of red and silver to make her blue eyes seem even bluer, deep red lips. Her black hair was pulled back and held in place by the santa hat she was wearing, red, with white fur trim and a white fur bobble on the end.

Mason smiled, cheeks flush. Her gaze was, as always, piercing, as though reading his soul, the corners of her lips upturned slightly, a subtle grin.

“Thank you Ms.” He whispered, nervous.

Ms Starr’s smile shifted, a wry grin, and she turned away, turned her attention to the next guest, greeting them, handing them a glass.

“You don’t need to be so nervous around her you know.” A voice said.

Mason turned to see Fiona, the pretty blonde secretary, standing just behind him. She was grinning, almost bouncing, full of life and cheer as always. She was dressed in a tiny red dress with white fur trim that showed off her ample curves, her heavy chest, her long legs, her round ass and wide hips, red stockings and red heels, with a cute little santa hat on. She was the epitome of sexy Miss Claus and Mason felt his heart flutter at the sight of her, cheeks burning, though Fiona did not seem to notice.

“She’s a bit strict and stern, but she’s also super kind and understanding too. Like, if I ever needed help with anything, she’s definitely one of the people I trust. You just need to relax around her a little bit, she’s not as scary as you think she is.”

Mason smiled, muttered his thanks for Fiona’s reassurances. He could not help but feel intimidated and almost scared of Ms Starr though. She had an aura about her, almost the opposite of Fiona’s air of openness and light-heartedness—she was authoritative, commanding, a domineering presence that left Mason flustered and almost giddy.

“But enough about her, you looking forward to getting your first special santa gift?” Fiona asked. “Have you any ideas who it might be?”

Mason shook his head. He’d thought about it but there was nothing. He’d not been asked any odd questions. No one had shown an unusual interest in him. There’d been no one snooping around trying to work out just what he secretly wanted.

“No, not really.”

Fiona giggled.

“Well, not to worry. I’m sure you’ll get just the perfect gift. Just wait and see. Then you get the real fun part of trying to work out who got you such a wonderful present.” Fiona said.

Mason smiled. He hoped she was right. For some reason, it felt like this was going to be a very special Christmas for him.
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Mason stood with his team, James and Ian and Hugh, as the company gathered for the gift exchange. There was a bustle of voices, excited whispers, giggles, as everyone stood excited to see what they’d received from their secret santa this year. Even Mason was feeling a buzz, from the excitement, the thrill, and the three glasses of champagne he’d had—he was not used to drinking heavily, never really being one for parties or drinking at college, and his slight frame and small size meant that three glasses of the sparkling wine left his head foggy and cheeks flush.

As Ms Starr and several of the senior managers moved to stand in front of the large Christmas tree, the party assembled around them in a loose semi-circle, Mason felt a buzzing thrill pass through the crowd. As his manager caught his eye there was the briefest flicker of a smile, almost a grin, before she looked away, and he felt a shiver, the effect she had on him only magnified by the champagne he’d had.

“Who do you think got you?” Ian asked, voice quiet.

“I’m hoping Mandy off third.” James replied.

Ian and Hugh both laughed, and Mason giggled. Ian had a massive crush on Mandy and had been looking for any opportunity to talk to her more. It seemed James had no idea Mason had drawn his name.

“Well, I’ve noticed Dean from second asking odd questions over lunch. He’s been far chattier than normal, so my money is on him having me.” Hugh said.

“It’s either Natalie, the senior one from accounting, or Krish. I know it.” Ian said.

The other three members of Mason’s team turned to face him. He giggled. None of them were particularly large or muscular, just three regular guys, but he was by far the smallest of the four of them and, as tipsy as he was, it felt almost… fun, being so small, where normally he felt self-conscious—like he was a Christmas elf, and he giggled again.

“No idea. I mean, no one’s asked me any odd questions or even really paid attention to me.” Mason said.

“Yeah, no one’s asked us anything either. Guess whoever got you knew right away just what to get you, like, maybe they just get you…” James said.

The other two agreed, and Mason wondered just what about him there was to get. The bustle and noise died, quickly, and Mason turned to see the CEO of their small company standing in front of a massive pile of gifts, smiling and holding a glass of champagne. Beside him were the other senior staff, Ms Starr among them.

“Lovely to see you all here again this year, and I wanted to say thank you, to everyone, for all the work you’ve put in over the last twelve months. Don’t worry though, there are no speeches since I know you’re all dying to get our favourite tradition underway. So, without further delay, the first gift please!”

One of the senior team moved to the tree behind them, picked a gift, and handed it to the CEO. He read the name and one of the many helpers carried it over to the recipient. As the first gift was handed out another name was called. Some people watched the first person open their gift while others watched the CEO, waiting for their name to be called. It was a smooth, polished system, and Mason could feel himself getting caught up in the excitement, eager to see what someone had bought him as his special gift. He did not have long to wait.
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“Mason!” The CEO called out.

This was it! This was his gift. Mason was almost vibrating with excitement now.

He was still tipsy, and after seeing other people’s reactions to their gifts he could not wait to see what he’d been bought.

Everyone had stuck with the spirit of the game, buying something thoughtful that they knew the person would enjoy, and Mason had been delighted to see James loved the collectable action figure he’d bought him. The idea that someone had made an effort to try to find him that perfect gift made him happy and thrilled, eager to see what it was.

The CEO handed the gift to Aaron, the handsome senior technician from his floor, the man that all the girls seemed to want to flirt with, the man they all gossiped about when they thought no one could hear. If he was being honest, Mason could see why. Aaron was tall and broad, well-toned, a prime example of a man ageing well, his dazzling grey eyes and rich auburn curls, his thick beard, he was… well, the polar opposite of Mason, who was small and slight, with fine, almost dainty features, and a face as smooth as it had been when he was a child.

Aaron carried the gift over to Mason and Mason felt something in his belly flutter. Aaron seemed almost oblivious to the attention of the women in the room, focussed entirely on Mason as he walked towards him, tall, handsome, confident, dashing in his fitted dark suit, his white shirt, black tie.

“Merry Christmas Mason.” Aaron said as he handed the gift over.

Mason was frozen for a moment before he mustered the resolve to take the gift that was his. He looked up at Aaron and he blushed, not really understanding why, a sparkle in the older man’s eye making him feel warm and flustered.

“I… err… thanks.” Mason stuttered

“You enjoy.” Aaron said, still smiling. “And hopefully I’ll catch you later.”

Aaron paused for a moment, smiling, staring at Mason for a moment before turning and heading back to hand out more gifts.

Mason looked down at his present, a small box wrapped in pink and silver paper, a pretty pink bow. It looked so… pretty. He felt his heart swell, a thrill of excitement that someone had bought this for him, trying to find him the perfect gift.

He tore at the paper, eager to see what was inside. The paper shredded easily and within was a small black box. Mason pulled back the lid, peering inside, aware that others around him were watching him, waiting to see his reaction, waiting to what he’d been given—only one person in the room knew what was in that box, were they watching him, waiting to see how he’d react to the gift they’d chosen him.

Mason froze. This had to be… this had to be a mistake, right? He slammed the lid of the box shut. Nobody had seen, had they? He felt his cheeks burning, flustered, embarrassed and… something more, something hot and bright and joyous. He was smiling despite the terror that what was inside the box had been seen by someone else.

Why had someone bought him that? What were they trying to say? Was it a joke? A cruel prank? Or maybe…? Mason’s head was spinning. What if it really was meant for him, what if…

“Hey, what did you get?” Ian asked.

Mason shook his head, dismissing his runaway train of thoughts.

“Oh, I… it’s… it’s a secret.” He said, giggling.

“Secret?” James asked, laughing. “Sure, if you want to keep it yourself we won’t pry. But if you find out who got it for you you’ll have to let us know.”

Mason’s froze.

Who had bought it for him? He turned, looked around the room, scanning faces. At least one other person knew what was in that box, knew what he’d been gifted, and they knew why.

Was it an accident, a joke, a prank, or was it something more… meaningful? Mason blushed, just remembering what was in the box making him squirm and blush.

Mason gaze caught on Fiona, who smiled and waved at him, then Ms Starr, the stern manager giving a small nod, a subtle smile, and finally Aaron, the handsome senior technician giving Mason a friendly wink. Was one of them his secret santa, and if they were… what did it mean?


Chapter Two

Alone in his bedroom, Mason sat, staring at the contents of the box, heart racing, belly fluttering, head spinning. Why was such a simple… thing having such a dramatic effect on him?

The box contained a single, beautiful, pretty, sexy item—a pair of panties, bright pink, tiny, lace and silk. Mason tipped the box out, the panties falling out onto his bed, and a second item, a small USB pen-drive, fell out with the panties.

Mason frowned, puzzled, cheeks pink, flustered. He was almost shaking, the panties almost taunting him. Had the person who had bought these for him known? The thought terrified him.

For years Mason had struggled with urges, compulsions, desires that he kept hidden deep down, locked in a small, dark part of his soul, unwilling to even admit them to himself, yet now, here they were in front of him, calling to him, beckoning him, beguiling him. Just the thought of touching them, feeling the soft material made him bite his bottom lip, nibbling, heart thundering.

He reached out, slowly, hands shaking, and he picked the panties up, almost whimpering. They were so soft, so delicate, so… pretty, and clearly expensive. Compared to the rough cotton underwear he was wearing they were so utterly feminine, smooth and seductive, cute, small, and something about them spoke to him.

“Why did they…?” Mason whispered.

Was it all a joke? But no one else had received a joke present. It seemed that the entire spirit of the company’s secret santa was to find something that the person wanted. Did they think he wanted panties?

He nibbled harder on his bottom lip as he felt the thin slip of pink material, tiny, high cut. They’d be so snug, show off so much leg and ass, cupping his cock and balls so daintily. He remember the first time he’d really seen a girl’s panties in a catalogue, how they’d captured his imagination, so much more attractive than the underwear he was made to wear, the underwear he still wore. He’d spent so many years quashing that curiosity, that urge, ignoring it, pretending he was content, happy, that he didn’t long to be…

“Once wouldn’t hurt… would it?”
Mason whispered.

Just admitting that to himself made him smile. The thought of wearing them, slipping the pretty pink panties on, seeing how they felt, how they looked, snug and sexy, made his cock throb. No one would know. It would just be the once, to finally put that niggling craving away, satisfied.

It still left one question though… who had bought them for him, and… why? Mason thought of his co-workers, Aaron, tall and handsome, Fiona, sexy, blonde, pretty, and Ms Starr, his stern manager, cool and authoritative. It could have been any one of them. What had they seen in him that had made them buy him panties?

He turned his attention to the small pen-drive, not sure what that was for. He would look into that later though. Right now he was alone in his flat with a pair of pretty, sexy, silk, pink panties. His pink panties, a gift for him. This was his chance to finally indulge that constant, forbidden craving.
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Mason stripped off, quickly, hands fumbling in his rush to get naked, and he stood for a moment, nude in his bedroom, looking down at the panties on his bed. He always felt slightly odd when unclothed, awkward, self-conscious about his small frame, his lack of height and muscles, his lack of body hair, his too round butt, too wide hips, too narrow shoulders and chest, and though he clearly wasn’t unattractive, with symmetrical features, his hair a tangle of muddy blonde waves that was in desperate need of a cut, and a smattering of freckles that more than one girl had called cute, he’d never felt confident.

He’d always been awkward, aware of himself in a way that made him feel constantly uncomfortable, and that had led to him remaining an outsider in his own life, never really connecting with people, never having much luck with girls. He’d never even really kissed a girl, let alone more, though he’d always had friends.

Now though, standing naked, in front of a pair of pink panties, he felt… excited, eager to see how he’d look, to see how the pretty pink panties fit him. He giggled, unable to contain his nervousness, feeling fluttery, blushing, then reached out to pick up the panties.

They were so soft, so small and dainty, so cute, so… pretty, bright pink, lace and silk. Mason took a deep breath, hands shaking, and lifted one foot, slipped it through the leg hole in the panties, silk caressing his calf. He repeated the movement with his other foot, then pulled the panties up, tugging them over his thighs, a shiver running up his spine, then slipped them up over his hips, his ass, the fabric cupping his cock and balls, snug, making him moan.

The fit was so different to his traditional boy underwear, his old underwear loose and coarse, his new pink panties so snug and soft, the silk almost hugging his hips and ass, cupping his cock and balls, the legs high cut to show off his thighs, his butt, making his hips seem… wider, ass rounder, more… feminine.

Mason nibbled on his bottom lip, grinning, blushing, and squirmed, wiggling his ass and hips, delighting in how the panties fit him, looking down at his body, loving how he looked in them. He turned to the mirror in the corner of his bedroom and froze, his eyes going wide.

He giggled again and turned so that his back faced the mirror, looking over his shoulder at his reflection. He wiggled, shaking his hips and butt, and his heart skipped, an ache in his cock, a swell of joy in his belly. He looked… cute!

The panties made his slim, slight frame look pretty, sexy, and he felt attractive, properly attractive, for the first time in his life. Just one small slip of silk was all it took to make him feel comfortable, like himself. Mason’s cheeks blushed. Had his secret santa known this about him? Was it that obvious to everyone else? And… who was it?

“The pen-drive…” Mason whispered, remembering the second item in his gift box.
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The drive window popped up on Mason’s laptop and it was empty, save for two files. One, a text file, named ***READ ME***, the other an audio file, taking up almost the entire space of the drive.

Maybe these were clues to help him figure out who his secret santa was, who had bought him the pretty pink panties he was still wearing under his baggy t-shirt. If he could work out who had bought them for him, maybe he could work out why, work out what had made them buy him such an odd present, work out how they had been able to know his deepest, most secret desire.

He giggled, blushing, embarrassed that someone knew so much about him that he’d never even really confessed to himself, but thrilled that they had pushed him. Wearing the pink panties now he wondered if he’d ever be able to go back to before, wearing normal boy underwear.

He felt so comfortable, so at ease, just a little slip of cute, pretty silk making him happy. He wasn’t hurting anyone. No one needed to know and if it made him feel attractive, made him feel comfortable and happy and content in his own skin, then… it had to good, right?

Mason smiled, squirming in his bed, the panties snug, feeling… right, and opened the text file on the pen-drive, then began to read.


Mason,

I’m sure by now you’ve had time to enjoy your special Christmas gift. I hope you like it and have taken it in the spirit it was given—I sincerely hope you enjoy it as much I enjoy the thought of you enjoying it.

I have included a file to help you sleep, that I think will be good for you. Listen to it, please… aren’t you just a little bit curious?

You might be wondering who I am, and why I am doing this, why I have given you this gift. I see something special, and precious in you Mason, and I want to help you realise how beautiful and remarkable you are. Let me… and maybe someday soon we will get to know each other more intimately.

Happy holidays,

your secret santa

xxx



Mason was grinning and blushing as he finished the note, a swell of joy and happiness. Something in its tone spoke to him, made him feel warm, accepted. He giggled.

He really was curious about the file. One listen wouldn’t hurt, would it? Nibbling on his bottom lip, still unsure, but driven by a desire to know more about his mysterious secret santa’s plans for him, excited and eager to learn more about their gift and their motivations, he clicked on the file.

It opened, and a soft, soporific droning began to play, quiet whispers speaking to him, a voice that seemed vaguely familiar but too quiet and muffled to hear clearly, too many words at once, the drone making his eyes heavy, mind dull. He listened as words slipped into his mind, soothing him, untangling the knots of his insecurities and self-doubts. He could be free, happy. He did not need to hide from the truth that he had kept buried deep any longer… 


Chapter Three

The thrill of his naughty, shameful, delicious secret made Mason squirm and wiggle as he walked through the doors to his office. He could still barely believe he’d done it, but, at the time, it had seemed sensible and… right.

He was still wearing his panties, the bright pink silk so soft and sensual around his hips and ass, cupping his throbbing cock and balls, making him tingle, a shiver running up his spine every time he felt them caressing him.

Why had he done it? Why had he not taken them off since putting them on last night?

He giggled to himself, blushing, a hyper-awareness. Did the people around him know, could they tell? His commute into work had been much, much more interesting than normal, his whole body vibrating with the agony of his pretty secret under his work trousers.

The last thing he remembered from the previous night was playing the file on that pen-drive and then… nothing. He had fallen asleep, fallen into a deep, blissful, wonderful sleep and had woken… well, he wasn’t quite sure what had happened, but everything seemed just slightly different today, just slightly better, brighter, and he could not stop smiling. He felt free, happy, and excited to see what the day would bring.

There had been a spring and a wiggle in his step, and he felt constantly on the verge of laughing, his cheeks aching from grinning. More than once during his commute he’d caught people watching him, normally men, but a few women, smiling at him, and where normally he would look away quickly, trying to avoid notice, trying to hide, today he smiled back, a friendly playfulness that felt liberating, and as he walked through the lobby towards his office he felt a surge of confidence—he was pretty, attractive, and he felt good.

Mason wondered just what that audio file was to leave him feeling so rested, so at peace, but then he realised it didn’t matter. It was as though a weight of anxiety and insecurity and doubt had been shed from him. If wearing pretty panties made him happy, made him feel hot and pretty, then what was the harm? Mason giggled, blushing, suddenly feeling bold, curious. Embracing a side of himself that he’d kept buried for so long opened up so many new fun possibilities…
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Mason froze and stared, blinking, at the box on his desk. It was, much like the first gift he’d received, a simple box, wrapped in pink and silver paper, decorated with a pink bow. Another present from his secret santa?

“It was there when I got in this morning, and I’m pretty sure I was the first one in.” James said. “Sorry I can’t be more help working out who your mysterious secret santa is.”

James was grinning. Mason blushed deep pink, just the thought of what might be inside the gift making him squirm. What if it was more panties or… he pushed the imaginings away, his body becoming hot, cock throbbing, his panties so soft and snug around his ass and hips.

“So, you ever going to tell us what you got in your first present?”

Mason almost jumped. He spun around to see Ian close, grinning. Mason’s heart was racing, breath short. Did they know? Had one of them… Mason shook his head.

“No.” He forced a smile, laughed. “It’s more fun leaving you guessing. Maybe if I manage to work out who my secret santa is…”

Just the thought of telling them made Mason feel…. hot, a rush of delicious shame and embarrassment, pride, the thought of showing off his sexy body.

“You still not figure it out, Mason?”

A new voice, familiar, deep and rich and confident. Mason looked up and saw Aaron standing by his desk, grinning, looking, if anything, only more handsome today. Seeing him Mason felt something new stir in his belly, a nervous, excited fluttering. He really was attractive and he could see why all the women in the office fawned over him.

“I… I… no… no, not yet…” Mason stuttered.

Aaron grinned, watching Mason for a long moment. He’d never really paid much attention to the women who flirted with him, always professional and friendly, and the way he was eyeing Mason today, almost predatory, made him feel… he was wearing panties, his heart skipping, a rush of emotions as his cheeks blazed. Was Aaron his secret santa… the thought made Mason smile and blush.

“Well, I’m sure you will soon enough.”

Aaron turned his attention to the new box on Mason’s desk, grinning, then looked back to Mason.

“And looks like they got you another gift. Seems like whoever pulled your name likes you. Or maybe that’s a clue?” Aaron said.

Mason looked to the box, suddenly excited. A clue? If he could find out who his secret santa was maybe he could ask them why, maybe they could tell him what his gift had meant… or maybe it was something even more exciting.

He knew one thing though for certain. He didn’t dare open it at work.
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Mason had been barely able to contain his excitement all day, the idea of what was in the box, the mystery of its contents, his gift, his pretty pink panties, who his secret santa was keeping him from being able to fully concentrate. He put the gift box out of sight in a drawer but that did little to help, his imagination running wild, images of more panties, maybe even stockings, suspenders, or maybe pretty shoes, heels… would his secret santa really go that far?

By the time the day ended he was almost ready to explode. He’d barely got any work done, and he practically ran out of the door with his gift under his arm.

“You seem very eager to get home Mason.” A cool, seductive voice said.

He turned to see Ms Starr, watching him from the door to her office. She was grinning, her eyes dropping to the box under his arm, then back to his face.

“Another gift? Aren’t you lucky…”

Mason blushed, flustered. Ms Starr laughed, a friendly, teasing chuckle.

“Well, off you go then, and have fun.”

Mason paused, a sly note in Ms Starr’s voice. He smiled, thanked her, then turned to dash out the door.

The commune home was excruciatingly slow, an agony, the contents of the box almost taunting him, his pink panties snug and soft, sensual, a constant naughty caress, and it was almost as though the people around him knew, that some of them could tell, or was he changed now? Was his wiggling, his blush, drawing them in, the way he smiled back playfully? Was he that different?

Mason threw the box onto his bed and tore it open. Inside was… more panties, black, white, pink, but that was not all. Mason giggled, excited, thrilled.

There were numerous long socks, to match the panties, and there was a range of soaps, moisturisers, lotions, a pink razor, shaving foam. Just the sight of it made something click—if he was going to wear panties he should be smooth, soft, pretty. That was just common sense, right?

As he rummaged through the various bottles he caught sight of another pen-drive. Maybe this was a clue. Mason picked it up and grabbed his laptop, put the drive in and opened it up.

There was only one file, audio, the size of it almost enough to fill the entire pen-drive. Was he just supposed to listen? Too curious and excited to resist, he clicked play and the room was filled with familiar soothing sounds, whispers, and Mason felt himself immediately calmed, as though floating.

With all his new soaps, lotions, moisturisers, his pretty pink razor, it would be a shame to waste them, waste such a thoughtful gift. He had so many new pretty panties now, so many sexy, cute long socks. He wanted to wear them, look cute in them, sexy. To do that he needed to shave, to be soft, smooth, feminine.

Mason listened to the quiet whispers and felt himself relaxing, sinking, his fears, anxieties, self-doubts drifting away. He just needed to let go, and embrace the truth that was right in front of him.
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Buzzing roused Mason from sleep, the rattle of his phone’s alarm as it vibrated on his bedside table. He shifted, rolling over in bed, squirming beneath his covers, warm and comfortable, a shiver of pleasure, and turned his phone off.

He took a moment to savour the warmth, fidgeting in bed. The covers felt so much softer, the act of wiggling sending shivers up his spine and suddenly he realised… he was now smooth.

Mason shifted, and threw the covers back, looking down at himself. He was dressed in white panties with long white socks pulled up to his mid-thigh, and his body was completely soft and hairless—he’d never been the hairiest man, but now… his legs, belly, under his arms, even around his cock and balls, even his butt, his crack, they were all completely smooth, so much more sensitive, delicate.

He giggled, blushing, unable to resist the urge to caress his new body. Had he done this last night? He could not stop smiling.

In his panties and socks, smooth, soft, he looked so cute, so pretty, so… feminine. He loved it!

His hands ran over his belly, squeezing his butt as he wiggled around in bed, ran over his thighs. The way the panties fit him, the way the socks shaped his legs, it was all too much. He felt so sexy, so attractive, and his cock throbbed, a subtle joy swelling in his belly.

Was this all part of his secret santa’s plan? How had it all happened so suddenly? How had they known he would… that didn’t matter though. Mason was happy. Really happy. For the first time in years. He needed to find the person who had bought him these gifts.

Mason slipped out of bed and paused in front of his bedroom mirror. For the first time he liked his reflection, his smooth body, slim and petite, his face almost… pretty, his tiny pretty panties, his long girly socks. He struck a pose and giggled, mind racing, heart thundering. He needed to get ready for work and he wondered what the people on his commute would think if they knew he was wearing sexy socks and cute panties under his clothes, what Aaron, or Fiona, or Ms Starr would think.

He wondered if one of them was his secret santa and he realised that all three ideas appealed to him, the idea of any of them imagining him smooth, pretty, in panties doing something… naughty to him.


Chapter Four

Mason froze in front of his desk. Another box. Another mysterious gift from his generous secret santa. Just thinking about what this one might contain made him shudder, a thrill of excitement and delight.

“Same as yesterday I’m afraid. Was here when I got in. No idea who dropped it off.” James said.

“Seems someone really likes you. Three gifts in three days. And to think, you’ve not told any of us what was in any of them. That’s just not fair.” Ian said.

Mason just smiled, grinning, heart thundering. He could not wait to find out what was in the box, could not spend the rest of the day on edge, wondering, struggling to concentrate, imagining more panties, socks, more delicate perfumed soaps, and worse…

Within hours he caved, gave in to the curiosity, and he snuck off towards the bathroom with his gift hidden in a bag under his arm, heading towards the toilet to open it in secret.

“Heading off somewhere?” A flirty voice asked.

Mason froze, turned to see Fiona sitting behind her desk, watching him with a knowing smile. She giggled, fluttering her eyelashes, her blouse tight and low cut, showing off her ample chest, her make-up heavy, sultry, but perfectly applied.

“I… I just… no… just the loo.” Mason muttered.

Fiona looked to the bag he was struggling to conceal, raising one eyebrow, grinning, her plump, pink lips glossy and wet. She giggled again.

“So what’s in the bag then? Is it that third gift I’ve heard all about? You lucky boy, getting so much attention.”

Mason blushed. The way Fiona looked at him it was almost as though she knew… was it her? Was she his secret santa?

Just the thought that the sexy, flirtatious, blonde had bought him his panties, had encouraged him to embrace his forbidden desires, knew his shameful longings, made him squirm. Was she even now picturing him smooth, dressed in sexy, pretty underwear.

“And you’ve still not told anyone what you were given.” Fiona said.

“I… err…”

“You could just tell me.” She whispered, grinning, her smile teasing. “You can tell me anything you know. I’m very good with secrets.”

Fiona giggled again. Mason blushed deep pink, squirming. He felt… excited, his cock throbbing in his panties, body smooth and soft and sensitive.

“I… I just… I need to go…” Mason muttered.

His cheeks were burning, his belly fluttering. He turned and dashed off towards the toilet, behind him Fiona watching him, grinning.
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Mason sat in the cubicle with the door locked and peeled back the layers of paper, hands shaking. His mind was racing, imagining what his third gift might contain. Was it more panties, maybe stockings, or heels, make-up, or maybe, finally, perhaps it was a clue, or even another of those mysterious pen-drives, the sound files that left him feeling so rejuvenated and refreshed, so content and at ease, so… pretty?

As he opened the box he froze. This was… this was more than even he’d been imagining, even after the panties and the girly socks.

At the bottom of the box, nestled amid a pile of pink tissue paper, was a simple metal object, a smooth bulb, slightly thinner at one end then becoming thicker in the middle, almost too thick, joined by a thin metal neck to a metal disc, wide, decorated with a pink, heart-shaped gem. Beside it was a small, clear bottle containing a clear liquid. A plug, a butt-plug, and lubricant. For him. For him to wear.

Just the thought sent a thrill up Mason’s spine. He knew what the item was of course, had seen them before, that constant curiosity he kept buried for so long drawing him to the idea like so many others. What would it feel like to wear one? To slip it into his tight, virgin ass, to have it shifting around as he walked or sat, to feel full?

Mason nibbled on his bottom lip to keep from moaning, his smooth cock twitching in his panties. He reached into the box and lifted the plug, weighing it in his hand. It was heavy and cool to the touch, and in the bottom of the box, beneath where the plug had been, was folded sheet of paper and a single key… a clue?

Mason picked the note up, unfolded it, and read—the words a mix of clippings from a newspaper, a dramatic touch, like the notes from movies, that sent a shiver up his spine.

Mason,

I do hope you are enjoying our game and your gifts. Are you wearing your panties and socks as you read this? Are you shaved, smooth, pretty, sexy? I do hope so.

Is it everything you ever thought it would be? Do you feel pretty? You should… because you are.

By now I imagine you have listened to the files I sent you. They should have helped you to relax, and accept yourself. I would like to take things a step further, to help you make the final leap…

Are you willing to embrace your destiny, Mason? Are you willing to embrace the truth you have been running from for so long?

I want you to meet me at the address below, at nine o’clock tonight. The key will let you into the room. I will be waiting. Do not be late. I will not wait for you, and this is your only chance. Embrace it, embrace who you are, accept yourself… I know you will enjoy it as much as I will.

Don’t you want to know how good it feels to be pretty, sexy… even beautiful?

Wear panties, socks, and the gift you are now holding. I will see that you are provided with everything else you need for your final ascension. You will make such a perfect doll Mason, such a pretty, beautiful, sexy toy. You only need to offer yourself to me.

Don’t you want to offer yourself up to me?

The note ended with no indication of who sent it. Below was an address, a hotel, a room number, with a key in the bottom of the box with a keyring with the room number engraved.

It was all so mysterious and… alluring. How did his secret santa know him so well, know him better than he’d even known himself?

It was everything he’d ever wanted but never been willing to admit. Words like toy, doll, pretty, beautiful, sexy… they made his heart skip with joy. He wanted it, wanted all of it. But was he really willing to take his final leap, to offer himself up, to plug himself, to take this final leap into the unknown?

Mason giggled, blushing. There was only one answer…

[image: ]

Mason waited until he was sure the bathroom was empty then, nervous, trembling, slipped off his shoes and trousers, slipped his pretty white panties off his smooth legs. Working quickly, not wanting to take too long for fear of being discovered, Mason took the bottle of lube out of the box, opened it, and poured a generous dollop out into his hand.

It was thick and slippery, cool, and just the thought of what he was doing, what he was about to do, made his cock twitch. He reached back and ran his hand, his slick fingers, along his crack, smooth and soft, the tips of his fingers pressing at his tight entrance.

Mason bit his bottom lip to keep from gasping as he moved his fingers slowly, teasing, circling, pressing them just barely into his hole. It felt… good, right, so hot, and his body shuddered with pleasure.

For years he had wondered about this, how it might feel, always pushing the cravings, the hunger, away, dismissing it, pretending it wasn’t there. Now though, with the help of his mysterious secret santa he had been encouraged to finally accept himself, the truth, what he wanted, what he needed, what he was.

Mason’s fingertip slipped in, deeper, pressing into his tight hole, slippery, hot, and worked to stretch himself. It felt… better than he had ever imagined. Why had he not done this before? It was just pleasure, his body, his pleasure. Being smooth, touching himself… it all felt so right, so hot. Why had he hidden from this for so long?

He worked his finger in, deeper, then pressed a second fingertip to his entrance, pressed, worked it in, stretching his hole. He moaned, quietly, blushing, mind spinning. The thought of being plugged with the thick metal bulb, the gem decorating his hole, made him quiver, dressed in panties, sexy long socks, smooth, pretty.

He wanted it, wanted all of it, and more.

Mason worked his fingers deeper, stretching his hole, making it slippery, his cock hard now, aching as he bit hard on his lip to keep from moaning. It felt so good he wanted more, but he knew he had to hurry.

Pressing the tip of a third finger to his entrance he pressed, easing his virgin hole open, working the lube in, making his ass slippery, wet. He forced himself to relax, and then, once he felt he had done enough, he pulled his fingers out, and picked up the plug, working it in his lubed up palm, then reached back to run the slightly pointed tip along his smooth, slippery crack.

Mason shuddered, a sense of bliss growing in his belly, like a knot tightening, and his cock was so hard it hurt. He ran the plug up, the tip pressing at his entrance, and held it there, taking deep breaths to calm himself, to relax, then, slowly, began to press.

His hole stretched, opening, and the plug slipped deeper, deeper, forcing its way into his tight, virgin, slippery ass.

He bit his lip hard, body shuddering. It all felt so sinful, shameful, deviant, but also… right. He wanted to be full, to feel it inside him, to have his ass stuffed with the pretty plug.

The metal bulb pressed in and Mason wiggled his hips, pressed back, eager to be full. His mind was racing, imagining. The plug was so hard, cool… what would something else feel like, a dildo, or maybe even a cock. He whimpered at the rush of emotions just thinking about it brought.

What if his secret santa was male, Aaron perhaps, or what if they were female, with a fat strap-on. Would they fuck him, use him, train him? He realised he wanted that, more than anything, and as he pressed back onto his slippery plug, hole gaping now, pressure mounting, the plug almost too thick, he felt a sudden last stretch and then, wonderfully, the plug slipped deep, his entrance clenching, past the widest point of the plug, clamping down around the thin neck, forcing it deep, filling him.

It felt better than he had ever imagined, hot, full, hole clenching, the plug shifting as he wiggled his hips and ass without even thinking, cock throbbing.

He wanted to stay there, enjoy the moment, the pleasure, but he had to get back to work. Slowly, each movement causing the plug to shift inside him, slippery, pressing on a knot of pleasure inside his ass, Mason began to dress, pulling his panties back on, then his trousers, his smooth cock still hard, aching. Finally, taking a deep breath, calming himself, he turned towards the door, unlocking it, and stepped out, his plug shifting inside his virgin hole with each step.
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“You were gone a while Mason, is everything okay?”

Ms Starr’s voice was surprisingly close and Mason jumped, spinning round to face her, hyper-aware of his smooth body now, the soft panties and socks caressing his sensitive skin, his plugged, slippery hole. Ms Starr was grinning, a knowing smirk that made Mason squirm, as though she knew.

One person knew. Was it her?

He would find out, later, if he dared go to his appointment, the hotel room, the key a heavy weight in his pocket. Even now it seemed almost to taunt him.

“I… yes… I’m fine… just feeling a little…”

“Flushed?” Ms Starr said, grinning.

Mason felt his blush deepen. He nodded, lost for words.

“Well, try not to overdo it today then. And if you need to leave early for any reason you’re free to do so. Just make sure you take good care of yourself.”

Ms Starr smiled, seemed to stare into Mason’s soul for a second before turning and leaving him alone, mind spinning, hole throbbing.

He headed back to his desk, past Fiona who waved, grinning, her eyes tracking him, almost as though watching him for subtle signs of a wiggle or something that might give him away, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Mason felt his hips shifting almost on their own, ass wiggling, his body chasing the sensations and pleasure of the plug teasing his slippery, tight hole.

Mason hurried past, blushing, and rushed back to his desk, sitting down, feeling the plug shift, pressing deeper, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside his ass. It was still hours to go before the end of the day, hours before he was expected at the hotel room. Was he really going to go? Was he really going to take that final leap into the unknown?

Mason smiled, squirming. He felt so good in his panties, his long socks, so pretty, smooth, the plug so pleasurable inside his ass. This was who he was, who he’d always been, but had never been willing to admit.

His secret santa had seen it though, had seen it in him, known it, helped him realise it and embrace it. The thought of what else they could show him, teach him, help him realise, made him shiver in anticipation. All he had to do was offer himself up to his secret santa.


Chapter Five.

Mason arrived early and waited in the lobby, stood out of the way, watching those coming and going for sign of a familiar face, for a hint of his secret santa’s identity, but he saw no one he recognised. As he watched the minutes tick down until he was expected he squirmed, fidgeting, fully aware of his smooth, sensitive, soft body, his tight, pretty panties, and his long sexy socks. Worse though was the plug in his ass, heavy and thick, shifting as he moved, slipping barely in and out of his tight hole as he clenched, pressing on the bright knot of joy inside his hole.

By the time it came for him to approach the elevator he was a distracted, aching, squirmy mess. The mystery of who it was who’d been encouraging him to embrace his deviant, naughty, girly side, to experiment in ways he’d always fantasised about, shaving his body, wearing panties, being cute, the pleasure of touching and playing with his tight hole, driving him wild.

As the elevator doors opened he stepped in and pressed the number for his floor. Just before the doors could close a man in a suit jumped in, tall, handsome, only slightly older than Mason. He caught Mason’s eye and smiled.

Mason blushed, smiling back. He felt the man’s gaze almost like a caress, roaming his body, and he shifted, wiggling his hips without meaning to while he looked away, almost as though… encouraging the man, flirting with him.

The lift doors closed, and it ascended. The man arrived at his floor first, the doors opening, and he stepped out, looking back over his shoulder briefly at Mason before walking away and Mason felt a rush of pleasure at the thought that the man had been admiring him.

The doors closed again and the lift carried Mason, alone, up to his final destination, the room where his secret
santa was waiting.
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The key slipped into the lock and Mason turned it and the handle together. The door opened and there was, unceremoniously, silence. The room was dark. Mason stepped in and let the door swing closed behind him, the lock clicking back into place, sealing him in.

He paused, uncertain what to do. Was he supposed to wait or…

The decision was made for him. A light in the main bedroom clicked on and Mason froze, stared at the two figures in the room in front of him.

Ms Starr was sat in a large armchair, and Fiona was stood behind her, both of them smiling, watching him with intent, mischievous gazes.

Both of them were dressed in just lingerie. Ms Starr, in a corset, panties, a bra, suspenders, stockings, heels, all black, while Fiona was in pink, a simple bra that struggled to contain her heavenly tits, tiny lace panties, suspenders and pink fishnets, her outfit finished off with a pair of bright pink ludicrously high heels.

They were both stunning, one dark and slim and tall, commanding, almost stern, with dark make-up, the other bright and flirty, pink and blonde, curvaceous, barely taller than Mason even with her heels on. He blinked, stunned, unable to take his eyes off their bodies, his cock twitching at the sight of Ms Starr’s long, stocking-clad legs, her slim corseted waist, Fiona’s round, plump ass, her heavy tits that jiggled as she shifted.

“You are on time. Good. That bodes well for you Mason.” Ms Starr said.

Mason blinked, looked up to meet Ms Starr’s hard gaze, her eyes almost pinning him, reading his very soul.

“I…”

Before Mason could finish Ms Starr held up a hand to silence him. He complied, feeling meek, not quite sure why.

“I am sure you have lots of questions and are desperate for answers, and you may get them, but not now. Right now we need to establish the rules.” Ms Starr said.

Fiona was grinning, nibbling on her bottom lip as she stared at Mason, eyeing him almost like a delicious dessert. He shifted, wiggling his hip, and his plug moved inside his slick hole, making him blush deep pink and whimper—both women grinning at his reaction, reading him, knowing that he was smooth, in panties, plugged. It was all so exhilarating and exciting.

“Fiona and I wish to help you. We both see something… beautiful and rare in you, something special that you seem unaware of, or want to hide. That is why we gave you those gifts, to see if we were right. Watching you over the last few days, seeing you here now, I know we were right, weren’t we?”

Ms Starr let the question hang. It was obvious she wanted an answer. She wanted Mason to tell her the truth, to admit it not just to himself, but to her.

He took a deep breath, then, slowly, nodded.

“Yes, you were right.” He said. “You were both right. Those gifts they were… they’ve been amazing. Thank you.”

Just that simple admission felt… amazing, liberating and joyful, and Mason felt lighter, giddy, happy. He liked being pretty, being soft and smooth, being plugged.

“Good. That means I can explain the rules of our little game. We are both happy to continue to help you, to guide you, but we want something in return… your obedience.” Ms Starr said. “Simply put, if you want to continue as we have started, you must agree to obey both of us, at all times, to do as we say, when we say. You will agree to be our toy, our doll, our good girl. Will you do that Mason?”

Mason let the question sit for a moment. It was a lot to ask, blind obedience, but… the idea of obeying the two beautiful women excited him. They would help him, guide him. Would they make him more like them? Just imagining it made his cock throb and harden, his heart skipped, dressed in black lingerie, slim and alluring, dark and mysterious, or dressed in skimpy pink underwear, curvaceous and sexy, wanton and brazen and flirty. He wanted it. Needed it. He knew he could not resist, not any longer. He was done hiding from himself.

“Yes. I… I agree…” Mason whispered.

Ms Starr and Fiona grinned.

“Speak up Mason, and when addressing either of us in private from now on, you will refer to us as Mistress, is that clear?”

Mason took a deep breath, smiled, cheeks blushing.

“Yes, Mistress.” He said

“Good girl.” Ms Starr said, grinning. “Now, let’s see about getting you dressed properly shall we. We have just the most perfect outfit in mind for your first lesson.”
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Fiona disappeared through to the other room adjoining the bedroom while Ms Starr sat, watching Mason as he stood waiting. It took only a moment for her to return, but it felt like an eternity, Ms Starr’s stern gaze, her blue eyes seeming to stare into his soul.

Mason squirmed, conscious of his smooth, sensitive body, his long socks and panties, his plugged, slippery hole, the way it shifted inside him, pressing on the bright spot of his pleasure, teasing him, making his cock throb and ache. Ms Starr smiled, grinning, silent. Behind him, heels clicked as Fiona returned.

“Ah, excellent.” Ms Starr said. “It’s just as stunning as I remember. What do you think Mason?”

Mason turned to see Fiona with a coat hanger hooked over one finger, and a small silver case in the other. Mason froze, his heart skipping, his eyes going wide as he began to giggle, a flutter of excitement. It was… perfect!

A dress hung from the coat hanger, bright pink, tight, short, low cut with tiny thin straps, a low back, the material shimmering like diamonds. It was beautiful, sensual, sexual, brazen, both refined and slutty, and Mason’s heart leapt at the thought of wearing it, cock twitching, cheeks blushing, smiling.

“You like it, Mason?” Fiona asked.

Mason could only nod, too stunned to speak.

“Answer properly Mason.” Ms Starr said.

Mason took a deep breath, swallowed the lump in his throat.

“Yes Mistress, I… I love it.”

Fiona giggled, fluttering her eyelashes. She wiggled in her pink underwear, curvaceous, clearly having fun, her body the height of womanly sensuality.

“I’m sure you’ll love how you look in it even more.” Ms Starr said. “Now, sit.”
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Mason did as he was told, sitting in the chair by a small table, his back to the mirror so that he could not see his reflection.

Fiona and Ms Starr moved around him, talking to each other, discussing colours and styles that he did not really understand, looking over his face, picking at his hair. Their scrutiny made him squirm, plug thick shifting in his hole, and the words they used, feminine, girly, cute, made his belly flutter.

“Now, sit still Mason and listen and study closely. This is a good opportunity for you to learn important skills.” Ms Starr said.

Mason smiled, nodded, looking up at her, grinning. The two beautiful women, both still in their underwear, looked down at him and he felt safe in their presence, small and meek, obedient.

“First things first though. We need you naked.”

Mason paled, eyes going wide. Fiona giggled, while Ms Starr stood with an almost taunting grin on her crimson lips.

“And hurry, neither of us likes to be kept waiting.”

Mason bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering. He had no choice, not really. He knew that he was going to obey, he wanted to, wanted to please the beautiful, sexy women who had taken control of him, wanted to receive the training they offered, wanted to be transformed by them, yet still, the thought of stripping in front of them terrified him, in exciting, flustering ways.

Taking a deep breath Mason, slowly, hands shaking, began to remove his clothes.

Fiona and Ms Starr stood by watching, both studying, making Mason flush with shame and humiliation, embarrassment, as he removed his clothes. He slipped off his shirt, shoes, trousers, revealing his long socks, his smooth, soft thighs, his pretty girly panties—the bulge of his cock was obvious, hard, almost cute in his soft panties.

“Naked Mason. That means socks and panties too. We have something rather… special planned for your underwear, to match your pretty dress.”

Mason blushed, nodded, obeyed. He stripped off his socks, his panties, the fabric caressing his soft legs, and he sat, finally naked in front of his Mistresses.

“Good girl.” Ms Starr said. “Now we can begin.”

The two women pulled a range of tools and make-up from the silver case and set to work. They spoke softly, describing what they were doing and why, telling Mason that, eventually, he would be expected to do this on his own, and there would be tests, rewards, punishments, though that was later.

For now, he had just to sit and be patient as they made him beautiful.

Fiona worked on his nails, adding fake pink fingernails, long and bright, to match his dress, painting his toenails. Ms Starr worked on his face, black eyeliner, mascara, several shades of eyeshadow, painting his lips, adding shadow and highlights to his cheeks and nose.

Mason struggled to sit still. The two women, so beautiful and sexy, were so close, their bodies, clad in only sexy lingerie, moving around him, pressing against his naked body, their long legs, breasts, their firm butts, swaying hips, smooth, soft, warm.

He was constantly aware of his cock, hard, aching, and the plug in his tight, slippery, virgin hole, but the two women seemed almost to view him as an object, a doll, which served only to increase his arousal. As they finished with his nails and face they turned to his hair, taking a moment to apply products, brushing, teasing, heating and crimping his dirty blonde locks into a better, girlier style.

“You’ll have to begin growing this out and taking better care of your hair. I have a few… supplements I can recommend that’ll help with your hair and figure.” Ms Starr said.

Mason smiled, keeping still.

“And she should really bleach it, so it’s brighter, or she could dye it.” Fiona said.

The thought sent a thrill through Mason. Bleaching his hair, making it bright blonde, girly and flirty like Fiona, of dying it a bold, sexy colour, the idea of people staring, noticing him… it made his cock throb.

“Another pretty blonde might be nice. Yes, I think to start bleaching sounds like a wonderful idea. You can get your ears pierced at the same time too.” Ms Starr said.

Masons head was spinning, Ears pierced?

“There, done. Now, let’s get you dressed so you can take a look before… well, let’s save that as a surprise.” Ms Starr said. “On your feet Mason.”

Mason obeyed, excited and terrified in equal measure.

“I just can’t wait to see what you look like.” Said Fiona, obviously eager, bouncing up and down, her tits jiggling. “We’re going to have so much fun!”
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Ms Starr and Fiona helped Mason dress, telling him how to slip on his seamed, black stockings, the fabric a soft caress as he pulled them up over his smooth legs, helping him with his suspender belt, showing him how to attach the straps to keep his stockings high.

“Panties over suspenders, always.” Said Ms Starr.

Mason’s new panties were black, to match his stocking and suspenders, though much tinier than his others, made of lace, the back cut out so that it left his plug exposed, barely ably to contain his obviously aroused cock.

Ms Starr and Fiona made no comment, Ms Starr just slapping Mason’s ass playfully as he tugged his panties into place. Mason wiggled, delighting in how the panties felt, his soft body, how naughty it felt to have his ass, his hole, his pretty jewelled plug on display.

Next, he slipped on a matching bra, with a tiny amount of padding, just enough to give him hints of curves, and as he slipped it into place he felt… right, and he could not help but wonder how it might feel to have small, perky breasts like Ms Starr, or even large, voluptuous tits like Fiona, jiggly and eye-catching and enticing.

“Now for the dress and your heels.” Ms Starr said.

Mason’s head was spinning. Heels? Just the thought made him want to squeal in delight. He was happier than he could ever remember being.

The two beautiful women helped him slip on his dress, telling him how best to shimmy into the tight, confining fabric. The pink dress clung to his body, tight around his waist, reinforced to draw it in, make him slimmer, curvier, making his hips and ass look wider, rounder, his chest, with the little padding in his bra, perkier. It was short, coming to his mid-thigh, exposing the tops of his stockings, a flash of bare leg, and Mason knew that moving or bending would flash his panties, his ass, his plugged hole.

Finally, he slipped on his heels, bright pink, strappy, the heels tiny and precarious, and he struggled for a moment to find his balance. Wearing them made him stand in a way that forced his ass out, making it perkier, rounder, legs long and sleek in stockings. He felt… amazing, cheeks blazing, cock hard, grinning.

“Perfect.” Ms Starr said. “I think it’s time you got to see your new self. Turn and face the mirror.”

He did as he was told, turned, slowly in his heels, wiggling his hips and butt to keep his balance, tottering, to face the mirror, to face his reflection but… he was gone.

In his place, in the mirror, there was only a beautiful woman, a girl about his age, stunning, sexy, sensual, dressed in a tiny sexy pink dress, in brazen pink heels. He was… he was transformed.

“You like?” Fiona said.

Mason nodded, almost crying, his heart beating fast. He posed, admiring himself, the way he looked it was… it was like he was finally seeing himself as he’d always wanted to be, but had never been willing to admit. This was his gift, the two women, his secret santas, granting him this perfect dream. He was a beautiful, sexy young woman.

His hair, his make-up, his face, was breathtaking, eyes large and bright, deep pink lips, plump and glossy, his features fine and dainty. He fluttered his long, dark lashes, giggling, his come fuck me eyes and his blowjob lips.

He’d always been small, but now he was glad, his slim shoulders and chest, thin arms, long legs, petite figure perfect in his skimpy dress, his stockings, his heels. He had subtle girly curves, hips, round ass, the swell of his chest.

“You look beautiful, don’t you think?” Ms Starr said, stepping in close.

Mason nodded, blushing. Ms Starr pressed her body against his, in just lingerie, warm against him, taller than him in her heels.

“You make such a sexy girl.” Fiona whispered, almost purring.

She too moved close, pressing her body into his other side. The two women made is head spin. They were so beautiful, so sexy, and now… so was he.

“Only… Mason is no name for a girl as pretty as you.” Ms Starr said. “I think something prettier, sexier… like… Miley.”

There was a moment of silence. Miley smiled, nodded, blushing. She loved it.

“It’s perfect. All of it… thank you.” She whispered, voice soft, feminine.

Miley, wiggled in her sexy pink dress, her plug shifting inside her slippery hole, teasing her.

“I’m glad you like it, but… this is only the beginning. Now, how about we show you the true pleasures of being a pretty, sexy, submissive girl?” Ms Starr whispered into Miley’s ear.

Miley blushed, smiled, nodded.

“Yes, please Mistress.” She said.


Chapter Six

Ms Starr stepped back, put a hand on Miley’s shoulder, and turned her to face Fiona. Miley looked up into the sexy blonde’s face and smiled, meek and demure, cute, her heart racing.

“Do as she says. And be sure to savour the final part of your gift.”

Miley giggled, nervous, excited. Ms Starr’s heels clicked as she moved back and to the side but Miley stayed facing Fiona. The sexy blonde woman grinned at her, a hungry look in her eyes.

“So, how much… experience, have you had, with boys or girls?” Fiona asked.

Miley blushed, bit her bottom lip.

“None.” She said, voice meek, quiet.

Fiona nodded, grinning.

“We suspected… but not to worry, that just means you haven’t picked up any bad habits we’ll need to break you of… it’ll make teaching you how to please us easier.” Fiona said. “And you do want to please us, don’t you, Miley?

Miley nodded, her cock throbbing. She did, she really, really did. The thought of pleasuring the two beautiful women made her whole body throb and ache with need and arousal. She wanted to serve them, pleasure them, wanted to be used by them, their doll, their toy.

“Yes, Mistress.” Miley whispered.

Fiona smiled, reached out to caress Miley’s cheek, the contact sending a shiver down Miley’s spine. Her hand slipped back, caressing her neck, into her hair, gripping tight suddenly.

“Good girl.” Fiona said. “Now, on your knees like a good slut.”

Fiona’s grip tightened further, and her hand twisted, forcing Miley down even as she obeyed, falling to her knees in front of the tall, beautiful blonde. Miley looked up, over Fiona’s body in her skimpy pink lingerie. She was stunning, sexy, curvy, her wide hips, full tits, round ass, her bare smooth flesh flawless, and Miley ached to touch her, taste her, please her.

“You have such pretty lips.” Fiona said. “How about you put them to use.”

Miley smiled.

“Yes, Mistress.” She whispered.

Miley knew what to do. She reached out and grasped the waist of Fiona’s panties, her skin soft, the smell of her feminine musk, and eased them down. Fiona sifted her hips, wiggling, and opened her legs wider and… Miley gasped in awe and delight as a thick, hard, long cock, smooth and sexy, popped free, swaying in front of her.

“Surprise.” Fiona said, giggling.

Miley was too stunned, too delighted, to speak. She let Fiona’s panties slip down her legs and shifted her hands to the sexy blonde’s cock, one wrapping around her thick shaft, the other cupping her smooth balls.

Fiona’s prick pulsed and throbbed in Miley’s grip, growing harder, hot and smooth, so thick Miley could barely wrap her fingers around it. The scent was feminine and rich, intoxicating. Miley stroked, gently, mesmerized, watching each throb of Fiona’s beautiful cock.

“You know what to do toy. Please me. Pleasure me. Use those pretty lips.” Fiona said.

Miley nodded, too excited to speak, breathing hard. She took a deep breath and leant forward, her pink, plump, wet lips parting.
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Miley extended her tongue, mouth open, and pressed her lips to the head of Fiona’s perfect cock, kissing, sucking, and let it slip into her tight, hot, wet mouth. Fiona moaned, gripping Miley’s hair, and thrust her hips forward, slipping her cock deeper into Miley’s mouth.

“Fuck… you’re a natural at sucking cock. And looking at you, those pretty eyes, those sexy lips, that tight body, you’re making my cock so hard!” Fiona said.

Her words made Miley whimper, moaning in delight as she submitted, sucking harder on the cock in her mouth, working her wet, pink lips up and down, tongue lapping, teasing. She shifted position so she could look up into Fiona’s face as she sucked, lips tight, mouth wet. Her hand worked up and down and she felt almost as though she were floating on a cloud of bliss as she let Fiona fuck her mouth.

“You enjoy that don’t you? Sucking my fat cock, a pretty slut on her knees pleasing her Mistress.” Fiona said.

Miley nodded, small motions as she sucked, hard, tongue working around the head of Fiona’s cock, the tang of her precum sharp and sweet. Miley worked her mouth up and down, mimicking the pretty sluts she’d seen in porn.

It felt right, natural, to be a slut, a toy, sucking cock in a slutty pink dress and heels, worshipping the sexy blonde’s body, her perfect fat prick. She sucked harder, working her hand in sync with her mouth, up and down, taking Fiona’s cock deeper each time, watching the way her full tits jiggled as she thrust into her mouth, the head brushing at the back of her throat.

Miley pressed on, head spinning, suppressing the urge to gag. Fiona gripped her hair tight, cock buried deep, thick and hot and smooth, and thrust her hips forward. Her cock pressed at Miley’s throat and, slowly, forcefully, slipped into the tight, slippery confines of her throat, choking her.

“Fuck yes! That feels good. Such a talented deep-throat slut. I’m going to enjoy using you, training you… you’re such a pretty, sexy little slut.” Fiona said.

Miley held the cock in her throat, small motions, swallowing, her throat milking Fiona’s cock, the way it throbbed, pulsing. Fiona held Miley’s head in place, gripping her hair, moaning in pleasure and delight.

“Such a perfect cock slut. You really are so pretty down there sucking on my cock, and you obviously love it, serving your Mistress. Don’t you?”

Miley nodded, looking up into Fiona’s eyes, choking, unable to breathe. Fiona relaxed her grip and Miley pulled her head back, let the cock slip out from her throat, gasping for breath, lips kissing the fat prick in front of her.

“You want more, don’t you?” Fiona asked.

Miley nodded again.

“Yes Mistress, please…” Miley whispered, hoarse.

“Well, when you ask so nicely, how can we refuse you.” Ms Starr said, her voice suddenly close.
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Miley made as though to turn her head but Fiona tightened her grip on her hair, holding her head in place.

“You’re busy.” Fiona said.

As though to emphasise her point she thrust her hips forward, pushing her cock deeper into Miley’s wet, hot, tight mouth. Miley shuddered at the submission, allowing the pretty blonde to fuck her face.

Ms Starr’s heels clicked and she moved in behind Miley, close. A hand ran up her back, then down, over her ass, up her dress, warm palm against bare, smooth, soft flesh, squeezing.

Miley gasped, moaning, sucking, pressing her ass back. She wiggled her hips, feeling girly, sexy, flirty, deviant, wanton.

She sucked harder, deeper, taking more and more of Fiona’s cock into her wet mouth, lips stretched wide, the head again brushing the back of Miley’s throat, head spinning, still gasping for breath, drooling as her hand worked up and down.

Ms Starr’s hands roamed up, gripped Miley’s hips, and shifted her, pulling her back so she had to use one arm for balance, almost on all fours. Her dress was lifted to expose her ass, a light, playful spank making her squeal, noise muffled by cock.

“I think our girl is ready, don’t you?” Ms Starr asked.

Fiona nodded.

“I think she’s ready for you to show her how good girls get rewarded Mistress.” Fiona said.

Miley moaned, eager, wanton, brazen. She did not know what the reward was, but she ached for it. Ms Starr laughed at Miley’s reaction, how lustful and joyous and slutty she was being. Her hands gripped Miley’s hips tight, pulling her closer.

“I think you’re right. I think our girl is ready to be fucked like the slut she was born to be.” Ms Starr said.

Fucked? That word made Miley’s head spin, delight, joy, the thought of being claimed by her Mistress driving her wild in that moment. A hand roamed over her ass, slipping towards her crack, and fingers gripped the head of her plug, tugging, gently but firmly.

Miley moaned as she sucked Fiona’s cock, her slippery hole stretching, plug easing out, her entrance split wider and wider, pressure mounting until, suddenly, her plug slipped free, leaving her ass gaping, hole empty, desperate to be filled.

Miley wiggled her hips, lifting her ass, acting on instinct, need, craving more. Ms Starr laughed again, kindly, and something cool and wet ran down Miley’s crack, pooling in her pretty, gaping, eager hole.

“You want me inside you?” Ms Starr asked.

Miley nodded, a muffled yes Mistress. That was all Ms Starr needed.

Ms Starr shifted, moving to kneel between Miley’s knees, and something warm, hard, thick, ran along Miley’s slippery crack—a cock, a real, flesh and blood cock, like Fiona’s only, impossibly, bigger, thicker, longer, putting Miley’s cute little dick to shame.

Miley moaned as the head of Ms Starr’s cock slipped over her gaping hole and then paused, began to ease forward, stretching her entrance open, Ms Starr’s cock slipping deeper, too thick, pressing harder at Miley’s entrance. Miley moaned, pressed back even as she slurped on Fiona’s cock, wiggling her hips, forcing herself back onto the thick, hard, hot prick pressing at her virgin hole.

She wanted to be full, to be fucked, to be bred by her Mistress.

The pressure began to hurt, pleasure and pain becoming one as her hole stretched impossibly wide, but she refused to give in.

“Such an eager girl for my cock.” Ms Starr said. “You must really want me to fuck you, cum in you.”

Miley moaned, the noise muffled by the cock fucking in and out of her pink, plump lips. She needed it.

Ms Starr thrust harder, Miley pressing back, her hole opening. Suddenly, gloriously, her entrance was stretched wide enough, and Ms Starr’s cock popped past the outer ring, slipped deep into Miley tight, slippery, virgin ass.

Miley moaned, loud, bliss, and wiggled her hips to feel more, the head of Ms Starr’s fat, throbbing cock pressing on the knot of pleasure inside her. Her smooth dick drooled precum into her panties and she sucked hard on Fiona’s cock, wanting to pleasure both her Mistresses, enjoying the sensation of being used, two cocks fucking her, her mouth, her ass, a slut, pretty, sexy.

This was who she was meant to be, who she wanted to be. A doll, a toy, a slave for her Mistresses’ pleasure.

“So tight. Your sweet ass is just the perfect fuck-hole Miley. We’re both going to enjoy training you to be the best slut imaginable, fucking you, filling you with cum.”

Miley whimpered as Ms Starr fucked her cock deeper, thrusting in and out, hands gripping her wide hips under her pretty pink dress. She sucked Fiona’s cock, taking as much as she could, letting it fuck just barely into her throat, choking her.

“Imagine spending a day at work, in pretty panties for us, full of both of our cum, plugged, trying to concentrate.” Ms Starr said.

Miley moaned, the words scorching. Just the thought made her heart flutter with excitement and shame.

Ms Starr fucked her cock in and out of Miley’s slippery, tight hole, harder, faster, slamming her hips forward, her cock buried deep, throbbing, hard and thick, pressing on the bright knot of joy inside her, making Miley whimper in joy and submission. Miley pressed back, working her hips in time with Ms Starr’s thrusts, Ms Starr’s hips slapping against Miley’s ass, prick forced deep each time, hands squeezing her ass.

“Such a good slut.” Ms Starr said, claiming Miley.

Miley floated on a cloud of joy. This was the perfect gift, one she’d never known she’d wanted. Being fucked by two beautiful women who were going to transform her, train her, make her like them—sexy, beautiful, wanton, sexual, confident—their toy, their doll, their slut.

“Your mouth too… you’re so… so eager… I’m getting close.” Fiona moaned.

Her grip on Miley’s hair tightened, forcing her head down, cock slipping in and out of her throat, clenching, milking as Fiona’s cock throbbed, swelling.

“Do it… cum down her throat. Show her how we reward sluts like her for behaving like good girls.” Ms Starr said.

Miley whimpered, needing it, her ass clenching around the thick prick that fucked in and out of her slippery hole. It seemed almost unreal, like a dream, but she felt more alive than she could ever remember. She rode Ms Starr’s cock, wiggling her hips, chasing the bright sensations of joy, hole clenching, milking.

“I’m not going to be far behind, not with a hole this tight wrapped around me, not with the way she’s riding my cock. She feels so utterly divine. Such a pretty doll for me to play with, fuck…”

Ms Starr’s hands roamed Miley’s body. She felt something swelling inside her as her Mistresses fucked her, hard, her throat, her ass.

Fiona forced her cock deep, throbbing and she moaned and it spasmed, cumming suddenly, pumping cum down Miley’s throat. Miley swallowed, throat clenching around the thick shaft, the taste salty and almost sweet.

Ms Starr slammed her cock deep into Miley’s fuck-hole, her cock massive, throbbing hard, and she gripped Miley tight, the knot of pleasure unravelling, like bliss.

“Yes… fuck…” Ms Starr whispered.

Her cock seemed almost impossibly large, so hard, and then, Miley was cumming, cumming as she felt Ms Starr’s cock erupting inside her ass, filling her with hot, thick cum.

The three women came together, hard, each delighting in the shared climax, the air reeking of sex, pleasure, debauchery. Miley swallowed, clenching her ass tight, wiggling her hips as she felt her whole body shudder with pleasure unlike anything she had ever experienced, her smooth dick cumming in her panties without even being touched.

As Ms Starr and Fiona caught their breath, coming down from their climax, leaving Miley gasping for breath, there was a peal of soft laughter.

“Seems she’s a natural. Cumming from being fucked the first time. I thought that was going to take a lot more training.” Ms Starr said. “Good girl.”

Her words, her praise, left Miley feeling warm, cared for. Fiona slipped her cock from Miley’s lips, an audible pop, and Ms Starr shifted back, her cock slipping out of Miley’s ass, Miley’s gaping entrance oozing a trickle of cum. She felt oddly empty yet satisfied. Soft hands stroked her lower back and the back of her head as she caught her breath, her mouth and ass full of hot, thick, delicious cum. She felt reborn.

“Now… how about a little rest and the three of us clean up.” Ms Starr said.

Fiona and Miley both murmured their agreement, both basking in the afterglow of their orgasms. Ms Starr ran her fingers up Miley’s spine, making the pretty girl shiver.

“Then we can get back to your training. After all, we have this room for the whole night, and there is still so much of your gift we’ve yet to give you.”

Miley giggled. The thought that there was more to come made her blush, thrilled, terrified, excited.

“Thank you, Mistress.” She whispered. “It’s all so perfect. Thank you, both of you. I can’t wait to find out what you’ve got planned for me.”

THE END
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Thank you so much for choosing one of my books. I really hope you enjoyed reading it! If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books!

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough. If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!



Keary xx
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Femboy Reform School

Complete Series OUT NOW!

[image: ]

There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.

When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble. Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.

There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become.

Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.


Healslut
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It’s hard feeling like an outsider—going through life as a small, thin, geeky boy, never quite fitting in, no luck with girls, struggling to find your place in the world, plain, unnoticed, unexceptional, just another nobody. There’s always video games though, my escape into fantasy, the familiar comfort of my favourite hobby.

There I feel wanted, even needed… playing a healer for my team, supporting them, appreciated, and I get to play as my favourite character, the sexy angelic healer dressed in her skimpy, sexy demoness costume, mending my team mates as we battle together to win the match. In those moments I feel… free.

Things begin to change though when I’m matched with another player who takes charge of the team, a firm, commanding, almost domineering Tank who leads us to victory over and over again, ordering me about and complimenting me in a manner that makes me tingle in ways I’ve not felt before. Afterwards I get a message, telling me I was a good healslut, and he’d love to play with me again.

That word sparks a curiosity… what is a healslut? Why did the way he spoke to me make me feel special, wanted, desired.

Unable to deny my blossoming curiosity any longer I accept his offer. We play again, and the way he talks to me makes me squirm. The words he uses—pretty, sexy, good girl, Daddy, submit—make me squirm. Soon I am led on a journey of discovery and wonder, shown the joy of being smooth, soft, feminine, serving, the pleasures of being His good girl, and in the end I cannot deny that I want so desperately to be Daddy’s HEALSLUT.


Blackmailed by Brats

Part One
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Steven had been glad to get away to college and escape the rein of tyranny that was his bratty little step-sister, even though college had not been quite the life of fun and parties he’d been led to believe it was, but when his mother asked him to house-sit for the summer while she and his step-father took their long delayed honeymoon, he could not refuse, even if it meant spending a long, dreary summer back at home with Naomi.

Naomi was a Daddy’s girl, a princess who was used to getting what she wanted, as cunning and intelligent as she was beautiful, and even though Steven had made a point of staying out of her way, she’d made it clear she’d never wanted a brother. Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-sitting her all summer had not put her in a good mood, and Steven had a suspicion she was going to make him suffer…

Steven thought he was prepared for what Naomi might have planned, but he was not.

When Naomi and her best friend, the equally beautiful and cunning Lily, ask Steven to do a “small favour” for them, Steven uses it as an opportunity to show them he cannot be charmed like everyone else in their lives. His refusal though has consequences. The two charming and guileful young women set in motion a plan to bend Steven to their will, one that will turn Naomi’s step-brother in to someone prettier, more submissive and obedient, more fun, so that she can finally have the step-sister she always wanted, and Steven finds himself unable to resist as he is BLACKMAILED BY BRATS.


Best Friends: Just the Tip
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Adam is worried about James, his best friend and room-mate since college. While Adam has been struggling to find his feet after graduating, working dead-end service jobs just to pay the bills, James has been… doing nothing.

Though James has been paying his half of the rent, and his half of the bills, Adam can’t help but fret over his best friend. He isn’t working, so must be getting into serious debt, and he rarely goes out anymore, instead choosing to stay at home all day and do… well, Adam isn’t quite sure what James does.

Deciding they both need cheering up, Adam sets about planning a party, gathering all their friends together for a night of fun. His plan works, and James seems to be enjoying himself, and the pair reminisce over old memories, recalling the time they both dressed up in sexy girly outfits for Halloween, ‘as a joke’, but when a mutual friend causes accidental damage to their rented flat, the pair are left with a hefty repair bill.

Adam knows he can’t pay it on his meagre salary, but James has a plan, and a secret…

When James confesses his secret to his best friend, telling Adam how he’s been earning money to pay the bills Adam is shocked, but intrigued. James has been wearing sexy, feminine underwear, posting pictures and videos online, and people have been paying him good money just to see him all dressed up. James is certain he can earn enough for the repairs, but he’ll need to post something new, exciting, and daring, and he’ll need help, Adam’s help…

Can Adam really say no, now he’s realised just how hot his best friend is? What does it mean for the future of their friendship, their relationship? Why is he so drawn to James, and to the exotic, feminine outfits he wears?

And does it really count if it’s just the tip… ?


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.

images/cover.jpeg
FEMINIZATION, I:RIISEQ)RESSING, FIRST/TIME
L N






images/00002.jpg
FEM:DOMAFEMINIZATIONATRANSFORMATION






images/00001.jpg





images/00004.jpg
FEM:DOMFEMINIZATIONATABOO






images/00003.jpg
FEMINIZATIONSFIRSTITIMERCROSSDRESSING

: | ’ '!HI






images/00005.jpg
FIRSTITIME? FEMITII]N, CROSSDRESSING

AN

JM:





