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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




BECOMING A BIRTHDAY SISSY
A sissification, feminization, femdom erotic novella by Keary Hayes!
Steven needs to make a good impression at his new job, but when his boss, the stern but beautiful Ms Lorum, leaves him alone to get settled, the first thing he does is use his work computer to watch highly inappropriate videos.
Fired on his second day, Steven begs for another chance, saying he’ll do anything. When Ms Lorum offers him a choice, stay on as her assistant, obeying her every command, or leave in disgrace, Steven jumps at the chance to redeem himself.
However, he soon finds that Ms Lorum’s demands are more than he expected. Made to wear pretty underwear, trained how to walk in heels, Steven embarks on a journey into the unknown. Used, abused, and punished, Steven is trained and transformed by his domineering boss to become the perfect birthday gift for her husband—a beautiful, sexy, submissive sissy.




One
“Just try to make a good impression, okay?”
I sigh and roll my eyes as my mother continues to lecture me on how to behave, as though I’m still a small child who can’t navigate the adult world.
“Your father had to call in a lot of favours to get you this job so the least you can do is work hard and do your best.” She says.
I don’t reply, stare out the window at the dull grey office block as the car pulls into the car park in front of my new workplace. It’s only just gone eight-thirty and my first day isn’t due to start until nine, so I’m stupid early, but you’ve got to make a good impression, at least according to my father. Still, there are more than a fair few suits making their way into the building, and I watch them, miserable and fed up.
An anonymous office job in an anonymous office surrounded by anonymous people, all of them dressed in the same uniform of smart business casual, absolutely no personality, drab suits, skirts, shirts, ties, boring sensible shoes, so many blank faces.
“Are you even listening to me?”
I turn away from the herd and face my mother, smile as best as I can.
“Yeah, I was listening. Make a good impression, work hard, make you and dad proud. I heard.” I say.
My mother glances at me and seems to relax. She offers a smile.
“I just want you to make something of yourself. You have so much potential and you keep throwing it all away. Dropping out of your university course like you did… well, we’re both just worried about you. I know you’re unsettled and unhappy, but if you want us to continue to support you then you need to make this work.”
I nod, force a grin as though I’m not already bored of whatever job it is dad’s lined up for me. My mother eases the car into an empty bay and we stop. She turns to look at me, her serious face on.
“You need to make this work Steven. If you mess this up, not only will you be out of a decent job, but your father’s reputation will be mud, and you know how much he relies on his reputation in his line of work.”
I take a deep breath and nod.
“I will.” I say.
My mother stares at me for a moment.
“Just promise me you won’t mess this opportunity up.”
I smile at her.
“I promise.” I say.
 

I stop at the reception desk and wait for the young woman sat there to notice me. She’s pretty, her blonde hair neat and tried back, and she’s well dressed, her clothes and make-up subtle and formal, sexy in a harsh, rigid sort of way.
As she turns from her computer to look at me I blush, suddenly awkward. Her brown eyes are bright and curious.
“Can I help you?” She asks.
“I… yes… I’m here to see Ms Lorum.”
I fumble with my words, my cheeks growing hotter. The young woman simply grins at me, which makes the heat in my chest worse.
“Yes, of course, you must be our new start. Why don’t you take a seat and I’ll give her a call. I’m sure she’ll be right down.”
The young woman gestures to the chairs behind me. Her nails are a gorgeous shade of pink. I smile at her, suddenly too warm, and I turn and make my way to the chairs and sit.
I watch as she makes a phone call, her red lips moving though I am too far away to hear what she says. As she puts the phone down she glances at me and grins.
“She’s on her way.”
“Thanks.” I say.
I stare at her as she returns her focus to her screen. She really is very pretty and for a moment I think about getting up and finding an excuse to talk to her. Maybe I could ask her for a drink after work.
I remain seated though, make no attempt to move. I already know the answer. As the front door opens I look up, see a man enter, dressed in a smart suit. He is handsome and tall, broad, and in obvious good shape. As he passes the reception desk the young woman looks up and the pair exchange good mornings, grinning at each other, each of them at ease, and my heart sinks. I lower my head and slump back, sink into a foul mood. Why would a pretty, sexy woman like that want to go out with a short, scrawny, soft-bodied man like me when there are men like that out there.
I don’t react when the door to the inner offices opens, remain hunched over in my chair. I ignore the sound of footsteps, the noise of someone coughing.
“Steven?” The voice is quiet but hard.
I take a deep breath and sigh. Look up.
If the young woman behind the desk is pretty then the woman stood in front of me is beautiful. She stands tall, in black heels that make her even taller, dark blue-black hair tied back, piercing blue eyes staring at me from behind her black-framed glasses. She stares at me as I blink, suddenly like a rabbit before a wolf.
“Steven?” She repeats—her tone is mildly amused.
“I… yes… I’m Steven. Pleased to meet you.”
“I’m Ms Lorum. I’ll be in charge of you.”
Ms Lorum offers me her hand.
I try to stand but stumble, trip and almost fall. My cheeks flush hot and my heart is suddenly beating fast.
When I find my balance I look up to see both the young woman at reception and Ms Lorum watching me, both grinning. I try to smile but the expression is awkward.
“You should try to be more careful. We don’t want you getting hurt on your first day.” Ms Lorum says.
“Sorry… guess I’m nervous.”
Ms Lorum stares at me for a moment, her eyes bright, gaze sharp, and I feel almost pinned by it as she examines me. She has high cheekbones and full lips, a graceful neck that makes her seem proud, and she towers several inches over me, making me even more self-conscious about my lack of height. She is dressed in a dark grey tight knee-length skirt, stockinged legs, a white blouse and a dark grey fitted jacket, almost austere, except for her smile. Her clothes hug her figure, her full hips and breasts, her narrow waist and long legs.
I realise I am staring and look up, find Ms Lorum watching me over the top of her glasses, a knowing, subtle smirk. My blush worsens.
“Not to worry Steven. I’ll take good care of you. Now, if you’ll just follow me we can begin.”
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“And this is where you’ll be working.”
My cubicle is small, set in the corner of the main floor. There is a large desk, a computer, a chair, and little else. The room is filled with the hum of air conditioning, the clatter of keys, the muffled noise of breathing and moving as the workers hidden out of view set about their daily rituals.
“Your login details are in the starter pack I gave you. I have a few meetings to attend to so I won’t be able to look after you, but I’ll have somebody check in on you to make sure you’re settling in. We can catch up tomorrow morning to go over your first-day feedback.” Ms Lorum says.
I nod, captivated by her blue eyes, her fixed gaze that seems to hold my attention almost against my will.
“Is there anything you need me to do?” I ask.
Ms Lorum seems to grin, the corners of her full lips lifting, almost a smirk. She stares at me for a moment.
“No, not yet at least. Use today to familiarise yourself with people and our systems. There should be plenty to work through in your starter pack, forms for HR and the standard terms of conduct, that sort of thing. We run a very relaxed office, but in turn, we expect our employees to behave themselves and work hard.”
I continue to nod. Ms Lorum’s voice is soft but firm, a quiet confidence that is almost hypnotic.
“That all sounds very reasonable.” I say.
Ms Lorum’s grin is fixed.
“Good, well then I guess I’ll see you tomorrow morning. Have a lovely day.”
Before I can ask any more questions or even say goodbye Ms Lorum has turned and left, leaving me alone in my cubicle.
I sit at my new desk and type in my login details. I check my email client but there is only one email, a standard HR welcome email with forms and contracts. I grow bored just reading the subject line so open up the browser, type in my favourite time-waster website, not expecting it to load.
“Well, I’ll be.” I mumble to myself.
There are no blocks. Complete web freedom. I spend ten minutes browsing images and videos before that too gets boring and I develop a sudden curiosity about how free my access to the internet is. I lift myself out of my chair and look over the walls of my cubicle. Alone in the corner, no one can see what I’m doing and I’d see and hear anyone approaching from where I’m sat.
I sit back down and mute my computer, type in the address of my favourite adult streaming service and cannot help but grin when it opens. I spend a few minutes browsing genres, titles and thumbnails before settling on one. I watch as a stern woman, dressed in black with glasses, a little like Ms Lorum, instructs a young man on exactly how to please her. As the young man obeys my cock stiffens in my pants, a subtle, pleasurable ache.




Two
“Have a wonderful second day.” My mother says, waving from the window of her car.
I turn back to wave and smile. Around me a few of the workers making their way into the office have slowed to watch, grinning, and I feel a heat in my cheeks and turn away, head towards the grey concrete building.
“I’ll be waiting for you here at the end of the day again to take you home.” My mother calls.
I do not turn back, try to blend in with the rest of the crowd making their way to the entrance. I push through the doors and ignore the stares of those watching me, hurry past reception, rush up the stairs to my desk to hide and wait for my blush to fade. There is a note on my desk, handwritten, the script neat and flowing, red ink.
Steven,
You are to come to my office immediately for feedback on your first day’s performance.
Ms Lorum
I feel a sudden lump in my throat. I am already flustered and embarrassed but I know I shouldn’t delay. I stuff the note into my pocket and drop my bag by my desk, make my way to Ms Lorum’s office.
As I walk the heat in my cheeks worsens and a knot forms in my gut. I did no work yesterday, didn’t even finish filling in the forms I was meant to. I can’t imagine Ms Lorum’s going to have anything positive to say.
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The door is closed so I stop and raise my hand to knock. I wait for an answer but there is a long silence that makes me nervous. Behind me the noise of the office is little distraction.
“Come in Steven.” Ms Lorum says—her voice muffled slightly by the wooden door.
I turn the handle and push the door open, step through.
“Close the door behind you.”
I nod, push the door closed, the click of the lock as it falls into place loud. The drumming of my heart echoes through my skull and I am sweating.
The office is large and well furnished, a sofa and coffee table, bookshelves. The floor is bare wood and Ms Lorum’s desk is huge, polished wood, her chair grand, leather and metal, like a throne in which a queen sits waiting. Behind her, a large window fills one wall, the sky bright so that I have to squint to see.
“Sit.” Ms Lorum says.
She gestures to a small chair opposite her where she sits at her desk. I cross her office towards the chair, obey, sit in the hard chair. The knot in my stomach tightens and I feel almost pinned.
Ms Lorum stares at me in silence. Somewhere on a wall behind me a clock ticks but I cannot look away from the stern, mesmerising woman opposite me. The image of the woman from the video yesterday rises, harsh and commanding, and my pulse quickens.
“I’m very disappointed in you Steven.” Ms Lorum says.
Her tone is severe, heavy, her words almost a physical blow. I open my mouth to speak, to question, but Ms Lorum raises her hand to silence me and I close my mouth.
“I didn’t want to take you on, as unqualified as you are, but I was assured you’d work hard and that I could rely on you. I see now that I was lied to.”
“What…”
“I haven’t finished.” Ms Lorum said, her voice suddenly cold, almost loud.
I fall silent, sit still, suddenly cowed.
“Yesterday you used your computer to access the internet. Normally we overlook a few brief periods of browsing, social media, news, aggregator websites. Most of our employees have shown they can be trusted to be judicious with their time and habits. You however spent almost forty-five minutes browsing and watching hardcore pornography.”
My stomach drops and my heart skips a beat. I cannot believe how stupid I’ve been.
“You have breached several of our codes of conduct and so I have no other choice but to let you go. You can collect your things and leave immediately. We’ll be in touch about your one day’s salary.”
Ms Lorums voice is dripping with scorn and loathing, as though I am a bug that should be crushed. I feel small and ashamed and want to leave and run and hide, but I know I can’t. I have to at least try to fix things.
“Please, you can’t… my mum… my dad, he’ll kill me.” I say—my voice is a whisper, pleading.
Ms Lorum scowls at me.
“That, Steven, is not my problem. After seeing the video you watched you’re lucky I don’t have security throw you out. Now leave.”
I shake my head, barely able to believe it, my breath caught in my throat. She saw… the woman who looked just like her. She must detest me.
“Please. I wasn’t thinking. I can’t lose this job, not after one day. I’ll do anything… anything you say. I can make it up to you. Just give me another chance.”
I am begging, my hands together in front of me, imploring. Ms Lorum’s expression does not change. There is no mercy, no pity.
“I’ll do anything you say if you’ll just give me one more chance.” I say.
There is a flicker at the corner of Ms Lorum’s lips, a twitch, almost a smile and I know there is a glimmer of hope.
“Anything?” Ms Lorum asks.
I can only nod.
“Anything.” I say.
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“Well I’m pleased to see you’re at least capable of showing remorse, and I’d be willing to consider giving you a second chance, but we have one small problem, Steven.”
Ms Lorum speaks my name as though it tastes bitter, almost spitting it. I cannot blame her. Not now she’s seen the video I watched with the commanding, domineering woman who looked so much like her—the things she did, the things she had done to her. I still don’t know why I watched it, why I enjoyed seeing the woman control the young man in the way she did, using him, humiliating him. Even as I remember it I feel a surge of excitement, a thrill, and the shame I suffer as Ms Lorum glares at me, knowing what she knows, only makes things worse. My cock twitches and my cheeks blaze bright pink.
I hang my head, unable to speak, unable to look at the powerful woman opposite me as she stares at me. The intensity of her scrutiny is a heavy weight that presses on me, squeezing me, almost pleasurable in a way that makes my heart race.
“You see, Steven, I’ve already filed the paperwork. You no longer have your job.”
I look up, open my mouth to speak, but Ms Lorum silences me with only a look.
“However, there is one possible way for you to remain in employment, if you’re willing?”
Ms Lorum’s question hangs. My heart skips a beat, a sudden ray of hope. I nod, eager.
“Yes, of course. I’ll take it.” I say.
Ms Lorum grins at me, a predator’s smile, her full lips parting slightly to show her teeth. She takes a deep breath.
“I admire your enthusiasm. The job is as my assistant, it’s a little more… demanding, and you’ll be paid less.”
“That’s fine. I don’t mind.” I say.
Ms Lorum’s grin widens.
“And you’ll need to do everything I say, of course.”
I nod.
“Yes, of course. I understand. I’m just grateful you’re willing to give me another chance.”
“Good. I am obviously taking a risk by giving you this chance, so I expect you to do your best and work hard to ensure that I don’t regret my decision.”
“Yes, absolutely. I’ll be on my best behaviour. Whatever you say I’ll do it.”
Ms Lorum grins at me, nodding. She rises slowly to her feet, picking up a small bag from beside her chair. Her skirt hugs her hips and thighs, her legs encased in gossamer silk stockings. Her heels click as she walks around to stand in front of me. She stops and leans back to sit on top of the desk.
I keep my eyes up, on her face, my neck taught. I try to swallow the lump in my throat, my mouth suddenly too dry.
“Now, I want you to take this bag and go home for the day. You can return to start your new job tomorrow. In the bag are your contract and other… obligations of your new position. You will read all your contracts and instructions carefully before returning tomorrow and you will obey to the letter. If you’re not willing to follow the instructions and conditions of this position don’t bother returning tomorrow. Do you understand?”
Ms Lorums voice is forceful but not loud. I nod. Her smile is almost unnerving, a gleeful satisfaction. She offers the bag to me and I take it. It is light and feels almost empty.
“Good. Now off you go. I look forward to seeing you tomorrow.
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I stare after Steven as he leaves, grinning to myself, pleased with how quick and easy it was. All my plans had been unnecessary, he had given me the perfect opportunity on his first day and now he seemed more than happy to accept my offer. One step closer.
The door clicks shut and I turn to my phone, dial a number I know by heart. The phone rings twice before being picked up.
“Hello darling. What’s wrong?”
The voice is rich and warm and deep and makes me melt, every time.
“Nothing’s wrong.” I say. “I just wanted to hear your voice.”
“Aww… that’s sweet but you’ve always got a reason.”
I laugh.
“I guess you know me too well. I just wanted to say I think I’ve just found you the perfect birthday present.”
The phone is quiet for a moment and I can picture him grinning. Just the thought of his smile enough to cause my stomach to tense and my thighs to press together.
“So you called to tease me? Well, why am I not surprised. Am I going to get any clues?”
I laugh.
“No clues, but I think you’re going to enjoy it.” I say.




Three
It is early when I wake and I am still undecided, still torn between my job and confessing. Can I really tell my parents I was fired on the first day for watching hardcore pornography? But then the alternative is accepting Ms Lorum’s offer, accepting the job, and obeying all of her instructions. I’m not sure which is worse.
The room is warm, the sun bright despite the early hour, and I climb out of bed and again open the bag to look inside, as I did many times last night. At first I had thought it was a joke, or a mistake, but then I read the note and the contract and I knew that it was a punishment meant to humiliate me, teach me a lesson. If I was to take the offer and accept the job then I had to obey every instruction I was given, including this one. I had to accept the fact that she would have complete control over what I did, said, where I went, and what I wore. If I resist, or refuse to obey, then I’m again out of a job and I’ll be forced to face my parents’ disappointment.
I reach into the bag and pull out the panties, stockings, suspenders, and a flat, soft bra. The bra, panties and suspenders are matching, black with pink accents, lacy and very, very feminine. The stockings are sheer and black, silken and smooth. I would think them sexy, pretty, if not for the fact that I am supposed to wear them to work, under my clothes. It’s that or confess. I don’t even want to imagine my mother’s or my father’s reaction.
I take a deep breath and exhale a sigh, resigning myself to my fate. Accepting Ms Lorum’s offer is the lesser of two evils and I hold out hope that this punishment will be temporary, that once it’s over I’ll be able to keep the job, but without the elaborate dress code and contract.
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I slip on the panties first, the fabric soft and sensual, unlike any of the underpants I’ve ever worn, the silky cloth so much gentler than the coarse cotton I’m used to. They are snug, tight around my arse and cock and balls, but they contain me easily enough, despite their scanty nature.
The bra is a little harder to put on and I struggle for a moment with the clasp before remembering how women dress on television, fastening the clasp at the front then rotating the bra around and slipping the straps on. The stockings are a revelation. They glide up my legs, hugging the contours of my calves, knees, thighs, before ending in a band of decorative lace. I run my hand up my legs, savouring the sensation, the thrill, and I smile. My legs have never been that hairy and, with the stockings on, they look almost… sexy. My cock stiffens a little at the sight of them, straining the fabric of the panties, and my heart is racing.
Finally, I slip on the suspender belt, struggling to clip the stockings to the straps, but managing eventually. I take a moment to stand in front of my mirror, examining myself. I blush at the sight of me. I’ve never been tall or broad or muscular, but I’d always thought I was masculine enough. Now though, faced with my reflection, I feel humiliated. The panties cup my butt, exposing a little of each cheek, and make my butt look round and full. The stockings and the suspender belt make my thighs and hips look curvy, my legs long, slender. The lacy bra makes my narrow chest look girly. I shake my head to dispel the impression but it refuses to shift.
I look pretty, feminine. If I were a woman I’d think I were sexy. But I’m not a woman, I’m a man, and the sight of me dressed up in frilly lingerie makes me burn with shame, yet… I’m aroused. My cock is hard in my panties. Already they’re my panties. I try to dislodge the thought but I cannot. My panties, my bra, my stockings. My cock aches in a way that makes me deeply uncomfortable.
My stomach knots, fear and something that feels almost like excitement, anticipation. I try to calm my breathing, my heart thundering. I dread to think what further punishments Ms Lorum has in store for me.
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“Are you sure you’re okay?” My mother asks.
I nod as the car comes to a halt in the office car park.
“I’m fine. Really.” I lie.
I am far from fine. I am both terrified and exhilarated. The entire car ride I have been accurately aware of my panties working their way into my butt crack, of the tightness of my bra, hidden under my shirt and jumper, of the constant hug of my stockings and suspenders.
“You don’t look fine. Your face is all flush and you look like you’re coming down with something. If you want me to drive you home…
“No, honestly, I’m fine. Just warm.” I say.
My mum laughs.
“Well, what do you expect wearing a jumper in this weather.”
I try to force a smile.
“Yeah, well, it’s cold in the office.”
My mum just smiles at me.
“Ah, well, you just make sure you don’t catch a chill then.”
My smile is strained and I nod. I open the car door and climb out.
“I’ll pick you up from here tonight.” My mother says.
“Sure.” I say.
“Have a lovely day!” My mother calls out.
“I’ll try!” I call back—the knot in the pit of my stomach tightens as I approach the front doors to the office building.
Have a lovely day, she said. Not much chance of that.
With a sinking feeling, still flush, heart racing, I hurry towards Ms Lorum’s office.
 
[image: ]
Ms Lorum makes no mention of my unique attire, barely speaks to me as I enter her office early to start my day. She barely looks at me, sets me to organise files in her office, and then carries on with her day as though the underwear I’m wearing were perfectly normal, that making me dress as I’m dressed were perfectly normal.
I see very little of her throughout the day. She is in and out of her office constantly, darting between meetings and conference calls, and she pays me only a cursory glance to check on my progress, mumbling disapproval, offering suggestions to improve. I do as she instructs, sitting on the floor and reorganising the stacks of paperwork that sit in one corner of the room. I work hard, eager to make a good impression, eat my lunch in the office to get ahead of myself, so that I am tired by the time the day begins to draw to a close.
My underwear, my punishment, has still not been mentioned and I’m beginning to think I have escaped relatively unscathed. I finish the file I am working on, arranging the individual sheets according to Ms Lorum’s instructions, and glance up at the clock. Only a few minutes left.
Behind me the door opens and Ms Lorum enters, walking quickly, the click of her heels loud. I turn round to face her, still sat on the floor, looking up at her. She shuts the door behind her, the snap of the lock loud and harsh and my heart sinks.
“Ah, Steven, I was hoping you’d still be here. I’m glad to see you’ve been working hard today. Perhaps there’s hope for you after all.” She says.
“Thank you.” I mumble.
Ms Lorum grins at me, standing between me and the door. By now my mother will already be waiting for me.
“Now, I suppose I’m happy to let you leave for the day, but first there’s just one issue we need to deal with.”
Ms Lorum is grinning now. My cheeks are suddenly hot. I stare up at her, my mouth dry. I try to swallow, but cannot.
“Are you wearing the underwear as instructed?” She asks.
The question is spoken softly, as though trivial. My gut lurches and my heart races. I am trapped.
I open my mouth to speak but the words stick in my throat. I nod, slowly, trapped in Ms Lorum’s gaze.
“I’m pleased to hear it, but I’m afraid I’m unwilling to take your word for it. I’ll need to see for myself before you leave.”
I blink. My face burns with shame at the thought of this beautiful, powerful woman seeing me dressing in my girly underwear. She is silent, waiting.
“See?” I croak.
“Yes. You need to show me, now, undress.”
I cannot move.
“If you’d rather, you can go, but it will of course mean that your employment is over.”
I stare up at Ms Lorum. I blink, frozen, terrified.
“I don’t have all day Steven, now make your mind up. Undress and show me your pretty underwear, or get out.”
Ms Lorums words scald me, a tide of humiliation that makes my balls tighten. I rise slowly to my feet and Ms Lorum stands waiting.
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I slip my shoes off first, shaking, nauseous, pull off my jumper, undo my shirt and unbuckle my belt.
“Slowly.” Ms Lorum says, grinning. “There’s no need to rush.”
I nod, slow down. I keep my head bowed, my eyes on the floor. My cheeks are flush with blood, burning, and I know Ms Lorum is watching, smiling, mocking me, punishing me. I remain silent as I pull off my shirt and drop it to the floor, baring my chest, exposing my bra.
“Oh my, you dirty boy. Coming to work in girly underwear. What would people say if they knew?”
I am unable to speak. The thought sends a fresh wave of shame surging through me and I feel a rush of terror as my cock hardens, straining in my panties. I lower my hands to my trousers then pause.
“And the rest Steven.” Ms Lorum says.
“Can’t I…”
“Off or out. Your choice.”
Her voice is stern, cold, authoritative. I nod, slip my trousers down my legs and step out of them.
I stand, in only my underwear, panties, bra, suspenders, stockings, silent, staring at the floor. The thunder of my heart racing is a loud drumming in my skull.
“Very pretty, and from the looks of it someone is enjoying wearing panties.”
Ms Lorum’s tone is mocking. I stare down at the bulge in my panties, my cock stiff, tenting the silky cloth.
“I can’t say much for the size, but you certainly seem eager.”
My hands are shaking, my gut tight. My head buzzes and I have no words, no thoughts, stand fixed as Ms Lorum inspects me, hoping that she is satisfied, that it will soon be over so that I can run and hide. My cock twitches in time with the beat of my heart, aching to be touched.
“I’m satisfied you’ve followed my instructions but it’s still not quite right.”
Ms Lorum moves to the side of her office, opens a cupboard, takes out another bag. She walks towards me, stops in front of me, waiting. I look up to meet her gaze, her dazzling blue eyes, and my body quivers, vulnerable and weak as I stand before her.
“You are to take this bag home and use what’s inside. I want you to return tomorrow dressed in the underwear inside. Keep the underwear you have on but wash it. I don’t want my assistant wearing dirty knickers.”
“Yes Ms.” I say, my voice barely a whisper.
Ms Lorum smiles, grins.
“Good girl.” She says.
My cheeks blaze, bright pink, and my cock strain in my panties. I feel dizzy, like vertigo, confused by the sensations and emotions I am experiencing.




Four
I jump at the knock to the bathroom door.
“Are you okay in there? Your mother says you were looking a little ill on the way home and you’ve been a while.” My dad says.
“Yeah, fine, just having a bath, that’s all.”
There is a pause, quiet.
“Well, just don’t take too long.”
“I’ll be done soon.”
Another pause.
“Your mother said you were having a nice time at your new job.”
I take a deep breath, look up from the pink razor, shaving foam, hair removal cream, and moisturising lotion I have arrayed on the counter before me. I stare at my reflection in the mirror for a moment, still undecided. I could confess, now, tell them everything, be done with Ms Lorum’s torture, her elaborate punishments and humiliations. I shake my head.
“Yeah, it’s really good.” I say.
I speak through clenched teeth. I’ve made my choice.
“I’m glad, and I’m really proud of you, sticking with it and behaving and working hard.”
My face is pale, thin, and I stare at myself, resigned. I look down to the razor and the hair removal cream, down at my bare legs.
“Thanks dad.” I say.
There is a final pause then the sounds of footsteps. I pick up the hair removal cream and begin to apply it to my legs.
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I let the cream sit before stepping into the shower to rinse off. I have followed Ms Lorum’s instructions to the letter, applying the cream everywhere there is hair below my neck, excepting my crotch and butt crack.
The water is hot, and the cream sloughs off me like I am shedding an old skin to reveal a new self. My body is smooth, hairless, soft. I run my hands over my arms, legs, butt cheeks. My skin tingles and my cock twitches, the sensation almost electric, a flutter in my stomach. Looking down my body is definitely feminine and even under the hot spray of the shower I flush in embarrassment.
I shake my head to dislodge the thoughts that stir and take up the razor and shaving foam. I work slowly over my crotch and along my butt crack, careful not to nick myself, focussed on removing every last hair as I’ve been told. Finally finished I rinse off, turn off the shower, and step out.
I towel myself slowly, my skin so much more sensitive, savouring the new sensations, even the cool air sending a shiver of pleasure along my spine. Once dry I take up the moisturising lotion, open the bottle. The air is filled with the perfume of blossoms and sweet fruits. I am to apply it to my entire body. I pour a glob into my palm and set to rubbing the lotion into my skin, the air bright with the feminine scent.
By the time I am finished my entire body is soft and tingling. I turn to stare at myself barely able to believe my reflection. From the neck down I look… changed. My curves and lack of muscle, narrow chest and shoulders, my wide hips, all seem exaggerated. I look down, to the bag on the side, and reach out, take out the underwear that sits neatly folded at the bottom.
Panties, bra, stockings, suspenders. They are dark, brilliant pink, silk, and undeniably sexy. I feel the cloth, the lacy details, the decorative ribbons, rubbing the fabric between my thumb and finger. My cock twitches and I take a deep breath, exhale slowly. I put everything but the panties down and bend over to slip them on.
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The panties glide up my legs, and the bra is easy to fit now I know how. I almost enjoy the sensation of getting dressed, the gentle caress of the cloth against my now smooth skin. My panties sit snug around my balls and cock, slip into the hairless crack of my butt.
I pull the stockings on next, pink gossamer, slipping over my calves and thighs easily, the sensation sends a shiver of delight up through my legs and spine. My cock stiffens as I pull them into place, snug, close to my skin, hugging my long, graceful legs. They look so much better now, no sign of hair beneath them. My legs look… sexy.
Finally, I pull on the suspender belt and attach the straps to my stockings, the pink ribbons stark against my pale, smooth skin. I run my hands over my body, shuddering. My cock is hard despite the pit of humiliation in my gut. My face is hot and my skin tingles.
I turn and look at myself in the mirror, stare at my reflection. Even my face, freshly shaved, seems more feminine, my hair tousled and damp after the shower. My eyes seem wider, my lips fuller, my pink cheeks rosy. If I were in front of a girl that looked like me I’d think myself lucky. The fabric of my panties grows taught as my cock strains at its confines. I whimper.
At a whim I pose, staring at myself, attempting to be sexy, like the women I have seen in porn. My breath catches. I’m hot. I raise my hands to my chest, cup the fabric of my bra, squeeze my nipples through the silk. I groan and my cock grows harder. I run my hands down, over my belly and hips and thighs, turning to stare at my arse, squeezing each cheek, a playful slap, the sound as sharp as the pain and I gasp. I run my hands over my butt, round to my crotch, my cock, hard and stiff in the silk panties.
I squeeze the bulge in my panties, a spot of dampness where I am leaking precum. I bite my bottom lip to keep myself from making noise, squeeze harder, rub, staring at my reflection in the mirror, the pretty sexy body.
I grip my shaft and work my hand slowly up and down its short length, the soft fabric a delicate caress. I moan, thrust hard into my palm, my fingers teasing my crown. With my other hand I reach behind to squeeze my butt, my cheeks smooth, pert, round, feminine. I squeeze hard as I slide my hand up and down, slowly, teasing.
I release my grip on my cock, ease my hand under the waistband of my panties, my hand wrapping around my dick, the entire length fitting snugly in my palm. I squeeze my butt cheek harder, whimpering as my hand works up and down my cock, circling and teasing the head. I bite my bottom lip hard, flush, staring at myself, pretty, sexy, girly, shaved and dressed in lingerie. My hand words faster and I thrust hard, my balls tensing. I rub, grinding against my palm. I stare at myself and freeze, my hand stuffed down my panties, wanking my shaft, my release seconds away.
“No.” I whisper.
I shake my head, pull my hands from my panties, suddenly ashamed though some small part of me still yearns for release.
“I might have to do this but I’m not going to enjoy it.” I say.
In the bathroom, alone, staring at my pretty body dressed in sexy lingerie, my voice lacks conviction. My cock throbs and twitches, as though tainting me, exposing my true desires.




Five
“I have to say, I’m impressed, you’ve done a good job and it’s clear you paid close attention to my instructions.” Ms Lorum says.
I flush at Ms Lorum’s praise, a tight core of humiliation blazing in my stomach, but also, something new, a growing sense of relief that she is satisfied, that I have pleased her, a sense of almost pride that I have performed well for her.
It is still early as I stand in just my underwear in her office as she inspects me, my feet shoulder-width apart, my hands behind my back as she had instructed me to stand. I stare down at the floor, at my feet.
As Ms Lorum walks behind me, out of my line of sight, I stiffen. I can feel her close, the sound of her heels as she walks slowly around me, her breath a caress. Her attention, inspecting me, is almost a tangible touch. A hand brushes over my butt, lightly, and I jump, startled, yelping.
“Is someone nervous?” Ms Lorum asks.
Her voice is full of humour, almost mocking, but also comforting. I nod.
“Yes, Ms.” I say.
The click of her heels stops and Ms Lorum’s hand lingers, cupping my butt cheek, squeezing. I cannot help moaning, whimpering as she grabs my flesh tight enough to hurt. I make no attempt to pull away.
“Nice and smooth. I like that. You smell good too, the fragrance of that lotion suits your new body don’t you think.”
I nod again. My face is burning and my chest feels tight. Her words scald me, burning me. My new body. The thought makes my skin tingle and my cock ache. Ms Lorum releases her grip on my butt and her fingers glide across my hip and up my side. Where she squeezed there is a lingering stinging pain, the memory of her touch, and it feels oddly pleasant.
Ms Lorum’s hand lifts, suddenly, and the absence of physical contact sends me reeling. Her heels click as she walks back around to stand in front of me. She lifts a hand to grip my chin, raising my face so that I meet her gaze. Her eyes, blue, bright behind her dark-rimmed glasses, seem to drill into me, her face austere, harsh, but beautiful.
“I’m happy to see you’re being obedient. I think there’s hope for you yet. However, I think there’s still a way to go before I’m completely happy with you. Now, I’m going to be spending most of the day in the office, catching up on some paperwork, and I want you to continue organising the files. Get dressed, but leave your shoes off.”
I stare at Ms Lorum, her grip on my chin gentle but absolute. I nod, small movements of my head.
“Yes, Ms.” I whisper.
Ms Lorum grins.
“Once you’re dressed I have a gift for you.” She says.
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I stare at the box Ms Lorum holds out, a mix of terror and excitement and what is contained within. I shake my head from side to side, barely able to believe it. My breath is caught in my throat and my heart is racing.
“But… what if someone sees?” I ask.
Ms Lorum only smiles, her same grin, a smirk, her pleasure in my discomfort obvious. She exhales a short, dismissive laugh.
“Don’t be silly Steven. This is my office. No one would dream of entering without knocking first. You’ll have time to hide, if you want to.”
If I want to? Of course I want to hide. The thought of anyone else in the office seeing me wearing the heels she’s holding out is enough to almost give me a panic attack.
“But you should also remember though that if I were to tell you to go out and get me coffee wearing them, you’d not have a choice. You either obey me or leave my employ. Those are your options. I’m not bargaining with you Steven. Now, put the heels on and get to work.”
My throat is tight, choking me, and I swallow with difficulty. Already shaved, hairless and smooth, dressed in lingerie, the shoes seem like a small step, but it is one step further. Towards what though I do not know, yet a small but growing part of me is almost eager to find out.
The shoes are black, high thin heels, open-toed with long black straps that wrap around the ankle, more suited to a night out at a garish club than an office. The buckles are silver and bright.
I make my decision, a decision that seems almost inevitable, inescapable. I reach out and take the box.
“Now Steven, what do you say?” Ms Lorum asks.
My cheeks flush pink.
“Thank you Ms.” I say.
I reach into the box and take my new heels out, examine them. I feel nervous, humiliated, small, but also… excited, a giddy thrill at the thought of wearing them, at the thought of looking pretty, sexy.
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“Not like that, you need to put one foot in front of the other, almost crossing your steps, heel first, not flat-footed, and let your hips move, almost rocking into your step.” Ms Lorum says.
I take a deep breath and try again. My feet are sore and my legs ache but I almost have the hang of it. In the corner of the office the files I’m meant to be organising sit almost untouched.
“That’s better. You need to stop being so tense though. Relax, let your butt sway as you walk. Heels like those are supposed to help you feel sexy and when you walk in them you should strut, not stomp.”
“Yes, Ms.” I say.
Ms Lorum sits behind her desk, watching me, examining my every move. Her focus is intense, unrelenting, and I feel scrutinised, studied down to my very core, but also, warm, almost comforted by her attention.
I do as she instructs, focus on how I place my feet, how my hips shift, relaxing my butt. I try to replicate the movements of the women I find sexy, try to imagine myself walking as they walk, my body moving as they move. With each step I feel my backside shift, a subtle movement that sends a shiver up my spine. There is a tightness in my panties as I imagine how I must look, my heels clicking with each step, my butt wobbling as I strut up and down the office.
As I turn I catch a glimpse of Ms Lorum watching me. She is grinning, nodding, relishing in my utter humiliation, her delight in my punishment clear.
“You’re a natural. The way you walk, the way you move, it’s like you’ve been walking in heels for years. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?”
The heat in my cheeks rises. I stop at one end of the office and stare down at the floor.
“No Ms., I’ve never worn heels before.”
Ms Lorum laughs, enjoying my suffering.
“And what about panties or stockings? Have you ever worn those before?”
I shake my head.
“No Ms., not until you made me.”
There is a quiet between us. Outside I can hear the noise of the office, chatter and footsteps and the clatter of keyboard strokes, muffled through the wall and door. The thought of being caught, exposed, causes me to shudder, fear, and something close to excitement. The knot of shame in my gut tightens and there is a now-familiar tingle in my cock, a shiver of pleasure at how weak I feel, how vulnerable, how dirty and pretty I am.
I look up, see Ms Lorum grinning at me.
“Well, I’m surprised. You’ve definitely got the figure for it, and from what I’ve seen so far you definitely enjoy it.”
Ms Lorum’s eyes flick down to my crotch, my small cock straining in my panties, the subtle bulge in my trousers. Her grin twists.
“You like wearing pretty knickers and sexy heels, don’t you Steven?”
I open my mouth but no words come. I stand frozen, my face burning, even my ears hot.
“Tell me the truth, Steven. Does wearing knickers get excite you? Does feeling pretty, sexy, get your little cock hard?”
I go to deny it, my lips moving, but I am choking, the words catching in my throat.
“If you can honestly tell me you don’t like it, that strutting around in your heels doesn’t make you feel hot, then I’ll end your punishment.”
My heart thunders. I want to shake my head, tell her I hate it, that I want it all to be over, but I can’t. Her eyes are fixed on me, reading me, as though I am laid bare before her.
“Well?” Ms Lorum says.
I hang my head.
“You’re right Ms., I enjoy being pretty.”
Speaking the words, admitting the truth, sends a wave of shame and euphoria through me, unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. I feel both free and trapped, horrified and aroused. I look up at Ms Lorum and she is still smiling, dazzling.
“Good girl, now why don’t we practise your curtsey.” She says.
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I watch out the window as Steven heads out across the car park to the car that sits waiting for him. He walks quickly, without looking back, unaware that he is observed. I cannot help but smile, satisfied with his performance today, delighted at the pace of his progress. He has exceeded my expectations and I know I made the right choice.
As he walks, in his normal office shoes now, there is a subtle shift in his gait compared to the previous day. His steps are careful, more precise, and, almost indiscernible, perhaps obvious only to me because I am looking for it, there is a sway in his hips and arse as he walks, a pleasing, sultry wiggle, and I grin.
“You are a naughty little girl aren’t you Steven.” I whisper to myself.
I am snapped from my reverie by a knock, loud, on my door. I turn away from the window, look up at the clock on my wall. It is after five and I break into a wide, eager smile.
“Come in.” I say.
The door opens and my smile widens.
“Hey, beautiful.” He says.
“I was hoping it was you. I’ve missed you today.” I say.
“Busy day?” He asks.
I make my way around my desk towards him and he opens his arms. I fall against his broad chest and his arms embraces me and I nestle my head on his shoulder, his beard tickling nose and I inhale the scent of him. There is a tingle at the base of my spine and I sigh, content.
“Not too bad. There are a few things I need to catch up on though tonight.”
“Oh, lots on?” He asks.
I smile, lift my head to look up into his eyes. I shake my head.
“No, I’ve just spent most of the day working on someone’s birthday present.”
“Oh really? Care to tell me?” He asks.
I just laugh, shake my head again.
“And spoil the surprise? Not a chance mister.”




Six
I knock and wait for an answer.
“Come in.” Ms Lorum’s voice, stern, formal, causes my stomach to flip.
I open the door and step in, close the door behind me. Ms Lorum is sat behind her desk, working at a stack of papers, and does not look up. I stand waiting, silent, patient, for her to acknowledge my presence.
Finally, she finishes what she has been doing, puts down her pen, and looks up. She stares at me, a smile forming slowly. I feel my cheeks flush as she examines me.
“Good morning Steven. How are we today?” She asks.
I take a deep breath.
“I’m good Ms.” I say.
She stares at me for a moment. I break eye contact first, look down at my feet.
“And what underwear are we wearing today Steven?” She asks.
My cheeks blaze, bright and hot. My heart is racing and I feel almost giddy, gleeful, but wrong, ashamed in a way that leaves me almost breathless.
“The black Ms. I washed them, just as you told me to, so they’re clean.”
“Good. I’m glad to see you’re getting the hang of your new role.”
Ms Lorum’s praise makes my heart soar and I smile. I lift my head and look up at her.
“Thank you, Ms.”
“Now show me.” She says.
I take a deep breath, steady my nerves. I was expecting this, am ready for it, but still I feel a rush of humiliation that makes my cock ache.
I lower my hands to my belt, unbuckle it, and undo my trousers, letting them drop to pool at my ankles. I stand, with my hands behind my back, with my panties, stockings, and suspender belt on show.
Ms Lorum looks me up and down, nodding.
“Good. Very good. You’re proving to be quite obedient. I like that.”
I grin, unable to contain my happiness at her praise.
“Now, since you’ve been so good, I have a nice surprise for you.”
Ms Lorum’s words unnerve me. I do not dare imagine what her idea of a nice surprise might entail.
“Pull up your trousers Steven, were going out for the day.” She says.
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Ms Lorum pulls into an empty car park outside an old, run-down warehouse and I am suddenly almost frightened. The drives up to the front of the brick building, close to the double doors that sit closed, locked by a heavy chain. The car slows, stops, and Ms Lorum switches the engine off, turns to face me.
“Ready?” She asks, smiling.
I can only nod, any other answer impossible. My heart is racing, a cold chill settling in my stomach.
“What are we doing here?” I ask.
“We’re here to work on developing you. You want to be the perfect assistant for me don’t you?”
The question is heavy with implication. There is only one answer. I have come so far. I refuse to quit now. The alternative, to face my parents, to admit what I did, after going through so much, bearing so much humiliation, is almost abhorrent, and, beneath it all, subtle, a small part of me that I try not to acknowledge is excited, almost eager to see what Ms Lorum has planned for me. I shiver, a thrill of electricity running along my spine.
“Yes, Ms.” I answer.
The way she smiles at me when I answer leaves me feeling warm, as though I am glowing. I try not to grin, struggling to hide my curious anticipation.
“Good. Now, why don’t you get the bags out the back of the car while I unlock the doors? We have a lot to do and I don’t want to waste any time.”
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The warehouse is empty and vast, a large central room with a bare concrete floor and a high ceiling. The walls are all bare brick with large windows that fill the space with light. The echo of Ms Lorum’s heels is loud, reverberating and repeating.
In the centre of the room are several chairs, a sturdy table, and a folding screen. At the back, stacked against the far wall, numerous boxes sit mouldering, covered in dust.
“Put the large bag on the table Steven, and take the smaller one with you and head behind the screen. I want you to get changed and come out wearing only what is in the bag. Consider the items a gift, from me to you, for doing so well.”
My mouth is dry but I nod, do as instructed, put the large bag down and carry the smaller, lighter bag over to the folding screen. As I step behind it I glance back to see Ms Lorum settling into one of the chairs, facing me, watching me, her legs crossed and her hands placed carefully in her lap, her blue eyes sparkling behind her dark-rimmed glasses.
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I open the bag and pull out the items within, first a pair of heels, then a bundle of neatly folded underwear, put them carefully on the floor by my feet. At the bottom of the bag there is a heavy box and a small bottle. The bottle contains a clear, viscous liquid, and the box rattles as I shake it.
I pull off the lid and inside, nestled within a buddle of tissue paper, sits a small metal bulb, curved, connected to a flat disc at one end by a thin neck. My heart hammers, my head spins. I take the buttplug out from the box and weigh it in my hand. It is heavy, cold, and the room seems suddenly both too small and too large at once. I put the plug back into its box and put it down on the floor, beside the bottle of lube. I look to the heels and the underwear, and consider my options.
“I’m waiting Steven. Please don’t take too long.” Ms Lorum says.
Her voice echoes, too loud, and I shudder. I take a deep breath.
“Yes, Ms.” I say, my voice quiet, barely a whisper.
I reach up and begin to unbutton my shirt.
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My heels click as I step out from behind the screen, each footfall a loud sharp tick that reverberates off the bare walls and high ceiling. I walk carefully, focussed on placing my feet one in front of the other, heels first, my hips shifting, the movement of my butt a strange, almost sensual sensation. As my thigh brush against each other, the fabric of the stockings a quiet rustled whisper, my skin tingles. Inside my panties my cock strains against its silk confines.
I turn and look across the room to see Ms Lorum still sat in her chair, waiting, watching. She smirks at me, a subtle nod, approval, and my heart flutters.
“Very nice. Very nice. You look just as lovely as I hoped you would.” She says.
I stop and stand still. I am dressed in a matching set of black and red panties and bra, ribbon and lace, the silk so thin that it is almost transparent. On my legs, I wear a pair of black seamed stockings held up by my black suspender belt. My feet are clad in a pair of bright red fetish platform heels that make me totter even as I stand still.
“Now, turn around for me. Slowly.” Ms Lorum says.
I do as I am told, turn slowly, unsteady in my ridiculous heels. My cheeks are warm but I cannot deny the hot core of pleasure in my gut and groin, a glowing ember of delight. I feel pretty, sexy, the way my lingerie hugs my body, the way my stockings shape my legs, the way I move in my heels, my butt wiggling.
Ms Lorum’s chair creaks and I glance back over my shoulder to see her approaching, her heels quiet taps as she walks. She stops just behind me, close. Her hand runs down my back, along my spine, and I shudder. Her hand runs lower, over my hip, over my butt cheek, slipping into the crack and my cock strains in my panties, her touch sending bolts of lightning through me so that I realise too late where her hand is heading.
A finger grazes over my hole, lightly, and I moan. Ms Lorum’s hand withdraws suddenly and she stiffens. I look up at her but her face is like thunder.
“Where is the plug, Steven?”
I pale. The buttplug is still in its box where I had left it in the hope she would not notice.
“I’m sorry Ms., I just…”
“I told you to wear everything in the bag. I didn’t say to wear just the bits you felt like.”
My mouth hangs open, throat suddenly swollen. I can only whimper. My heart sinks and I feel crushed, awful for failing, for disappointing her.
“Perhaps you no longer wish to be my assistant?” Ms Lorum says.
I shake my head.
“No. I’m sorry. I just panicked and thought you wouldn’t notice.”
“Thought I wouldn’t notice? That’s your excuse?”
I stare up at Ms Lorum and I know I am wrong, that what I have done inexcusable. I have failed her, and that hurts more than any thoughts about what will happen to me.
“I’m sorry Mistress.” I say.
I hang my head. Ms Lorum is silent and I wait for her to condemn me.
“Mistress now is it Steven?” Mistress laughs.
My cheeks burn hotter, brighter.
“I’m sorry Ms.”
“No, not Ms.. Not any more. I’ll have you stick to Mistress from now on. I think I quite like it, and that you offered it freely means so much more. Now, you have a simple choice, Steven. You can leave, or you can submit for punishment.”
The word rings in my ears. Punishment. My heart is suddenly racing and my cock spasms. I feel suddenly alive.
“Punishment, Mistress.” I say.




Seven
“Put these on.”
Ms Lorum holds up a pair of black leather wrist cuffs, bright silver metal buckles. I am frozen for only a moment before I obey, take them, wrap them around my wrists, fastening the buckles as she watches me.
My hands are shaking, my body trembling. The room is quiet so that the rapid drumming of my heart seems loud.
Once I am done, the cuffs tight, stiff and harsh against my soft skin, Ms Lorum pulls them, testing them. She smiles, nods, satisfied, and pulls out a short length of chain from behind her back.
“Now, put your arms behind you.” She says.
I obey, push my arms back. Ms Lorum moves behind me, her heels clicking. I stand unsteady on my high platform shoes, barely able to keep my balance let alone walk. My arms are grasped firmly, tugged hard, pulled together and there is a click, then a second click, and my arms are released. I move my arms to test my range of movements—my wrists are bound close together, locked behind me. I let them drop and rest at the base of my spine, my arms straight, the position uncomfortable but bearable. A knot has formed in my stomach, the tightness in my groin spreads out, a heat and hunger that unnerves me. I hold my head high though I feel a wellspring of shame at how I am dressed and bound, at the mercy of Ms Lorum.
“Now, I want you to walk slowly forwards towards the table. Remember what I taught you about moving in heels. If you can’t impress me then your punishment will be worse.”
I stiffen, take a deep breath.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say—my voice is quiet, meek, obedient.
I take a single careful step, place my heel first, then another, and another. I imagine myself walking a straight line, one foot in front of the other. I let my hips roll, my butt swaying in an exaggerated, sexual manner. I wobble but keep my balance.
I walk slowly, hips and arse swaying with each click of my obscene heels. I feel a rush of pride that I am doing it, not only managing to walk in such outlandish footwear but managing to be sexy, to wiggle in the provocative manner Ms Lorum has taught me. I cannot help but smile. The wobble of my butt sends bolts of pleasure and pride through me.
“Very good. I must say I’m impressed. I think there’s hope for you yet. Such a natural tease. I think you like showing off your cute little butt in those panties and heels, don’t you Steven?”
I know I must answer honestly. I keep walking, my back to Ms Lorum, the weight of her focus on me, and I nod.
“Yes Mistress, I like feeling sexy.” I say.
Even as the words leave my lips I blush, ashamed at my confession, but excited by it, exhilarated. I stop in front of the table and stand, facing away from Ms Lorum. I do not move. From behind comes the quiet, regular tap of her footsteps as she approaches.
“Good girl, I’m glad you’re finally behind honest. Now, what’s say we begin your punishment. I want you to bend over so your face and chest touch the table, legs apart, arse up.”
I am frozen for a moment, stare down at the table. I can feel Ms Lorum’s presence behind me, waiting. A hand runs over my butt cheeks, fingers drawing erratic shapes across my flesh, the touch so light it is barely felt.
“I’m waiting Steven.” She says.
I swallow the lump in my throat. Move my feet carefully to spread my legs.
“Sorry Mistress.” I say.
I lean at my waist, bend over the desk. The wood is cold on my chest and face, hard, and it is difficult to maintain the position in my heels. I curve my lower back to lift my butt as high as I can. Ms Lorums hand squeezes suddenly then withdraws.
“Now, I’m going to need you to keep count for me. I think twenty should do, ten on each side, and after that I’ll consider what next.”
I barely have time to question Ms Lorums words before her hand falls, striking me hard across my butt, spanking me. My knees falter and, already unsteady in my heels, I fall, knocked from my feet, collapsing on to the table. My butt stings, heat and pain radiating out, and my heart is racing, my cheeks flush, my mind blank.
“Count Steven, and arse up!”
Ms Lorum’s tone is harsh. I am adrift in a sea of humiliation, barely able to think, struggling to process what has happened. I am being punished, spanked, and beneath that there is the undeniable sense that I enjoyed it, the pain and shame and submission. I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning as my cock throbs as I remember the sensation of Ms Lorum’s palm.
“Arse up and count!
Ms Lorum’s voice is loud and I snap too. I struggle onto my feet and curve my back to raise my butt up, as high as I can, offering it up for punishment.
“One, Mistress.” I whisper.
“That’s better. Now, fail again and I’ll add five strokes each time.”
From the tone of her voice I can tell Ms Lorum is pleased, grinning.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say.
I brace myself. Ms Lorum’s hand falls again, strikes my other cheek, hard, the blow stinging, a rush of pain and shame that blurs to become something close to euphoria. I moan and my cock stiffens.
“Two, Mistress.” I say.
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“Thirty, Mistress.” I say.
My arse is blazing, sore and throbbing, but the heat makes my whole body tingle, as though I am truly alive for the first time. My stockings and panties and bra feel divine on the sensitive skin, soft and silky, and my feet are cradled by the tight embrace of my heels.
“Good girl Steven, now, I want you to stay there for a moment and catch your breath. I have a surprise for you and I don’t want you peeking.” Ms Lorum says.
I obey and stay where I am, laid out on the table. The worst of the pain fades, slowly, leaving a pleasant aching tingle, my butt prickling, sore. The front of my panties is damp with precum, my cock aching, swollen.
Behind me the come sounds of Ms Lorum moving about, footsteps, the rustle of bags, the whisper of fabric. My breaths come in gasps, panting, my head fuzzy, though barely focussed.
“I want you to stand up Steven and turn around, slowly. Make sure you do your best to be sexy.”
I take a deep breath.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say.
I shift, push off from the table with my body, and rise awkwardly to my feet. I wobble for a moment before finding my balance, then totter on my heels to turn, my arms still cuffed behind me. I concentrate on moving my hips and butt as I turn, my back straight.
As I face Ms Lorum I stop, frozen. Ms Lorum has slipped her skirt off, stands dressed in stockings, her heels, with her blouse on, hair still up and her glasses resting on the bridge of her nose. Around her waist is a leather harness, and in front, on her groin, held by a configuration of leather straps, hangs a realistic-looking dildo.
“Now, Steven, I want you to kneel.”
I can only stare at the fake cock that juts out from Ms Lorum’s harness, the flared head, shaft sculpted with veins. She takes a step towards me and her cock bobs and sways in time with her movements.
“I want to see what a pretty little cocksucker you are.” She says.
I stare as the lifelike dildo and Ms Lorum’s words sink into me. My mouth waters and even as part of me screams, demanding I resist, I begin to sink to my knees, curious, anxious to be pretty for her, to please her.
“Such a good girl.” Ms Lorum says.
The floor is hard and cold on my knees and shins and I wait as Ms Lorum moves closer, stands in front of me. My arms, pinned and cuffed behind my back, ache. I stare at the heavy fake phallus in front of me, eyes wide, lips parted.
“You look quite eager, like a hungry little slut.” Ms Lorum says.
I stare at her cock. Her words cause my cheeks to flush but the shame only makes my cock harder, a need in me growing, filling me, a wanton ache. I lean forward, opening my mouth wider, but Ms Lorum moves out of my reach.
“Tell me what you want Steven.”
I look up into her eyes.
“I want your cock in my mouth Mistress. I want to please you.”
Ms Lorum smiles.
“Good girl. Now, open wide.”
I do as I am told and look back to the cock in front of me, open my mouth and Ms Lorum steps forward and thrusts.
Her cock slips into my mouth suddenly, parting my lips, and slides deep. I gasp, moan as she thrusts forward, into the back of my throat and I push forward to take her deeper, suddenly desperate to show how I want to satisfy her, to please her. The dildo is cool, but warms quickly, my mouth filling with saliva and lubricating the shaft.
I run my tongue over the head as Ms Lorum pulls out, feel the ridges of the veined meat of her cock, and suck hard as the very tip rests on my lips. I look up, into my Lorum’s eyes, and push my head forward to take her back into my mouth, deep, imagining that it is a real cock, that she can feel my ministrations. The thought sends a thrill through me, the desire to suck a real cock suddenly overwhelming, to taste flesh in my mouth, and I moan as Ms Lorum pushes into my throat.
“My you are a dirty girl. I thought you might resist at first but you look like you’re loving that.”
I smile, my mouth full of her cock, gagging, breathless, giddy from lack of air, moaning as her shaft rubs across my tongue, the head caressing the roof of my mouth as it slips in and out, my head bobbing, taking more and more into my throat each time. My neck aches but I do not stop, work hard, desperate for more, whining as my cock drools a constant stream of precum into my panties.
“I think you’re ready for the final stage.” Ms Lorums says.
I look up into her eye, her cock still in my mouth, my lips sealed around her shaft, bobbing up and down. She smiles at me, reaches out to caress the side of my face and her touch fills me with pleasure and I redouble my efforts, forcing myself down onto her dildo.
“Enough now Steven.” She says.
She pulls back, eases her cock out of my throat. The sensation of it running across my tongue and lips excites me and I shudder.
As her cock leaves my mouth, a trickle of my spit dripping from her cock and down my chin, I chase it, hungry for more.
“Such a natural cock slut! You make me so proud.” Ms Lorum says.
I smile and stare up.
“Thank you, Mistress. I’d be happy to continue if you want.” I whisper.
Ms Lorum shakes her head.
“No, not now. I have another treat for you. One I think you will enjoy more than this. Now, I want you to turn around and bend over for me. Legs parted slightly, arse up, head down.”
I pale, understanding immediately what it is Ms Lorum is intending.
“Mistress… I…”
“Bend over Steven. Now.”
Ms Lorum’s voice is hard and stern and there is a flash of something close to anger. I bow my head and nod. I do not even consider disobeying, even as terrified as I am. I shift on my knees to turn away and lean forward to offer my butt up. The position is precarious, my hands tied behind me, but I keep still, waiting. Behind me, Ms Lorum’s heels click as she moves closer.
“I suppose it’s time to get you out of those pretty knickers.” Ms Lorum says.
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I start as something cold and wet drips between the cheeks of my butt, slipping down towards my balls and my cock. A hand runs along my crack, massaging, working the cool liquid into my skin. A finger brushes over my hole, gently, and I shudder, a bolt of pleasure and shock running up my spine. I press back without thinking but the finger is gone, gliding up to stroke my back.
There is another jet of cold, wet, and the hand is back, running down, caressing over my hole, lingering this time, and I wiggle my butt as it teases around my rose. I cannot help but moan as a need I have never known before grows, radiating out, filling me.
“My, someone is an eager little butt-slut.” Ms Lorum says.
I can only murmur as her fingers tease, slipping over my lubricated flesh.
“Would you like more Steven?” She asks—her question is teasing.
I remain silent, unwilling and unable to admit the truth. My cheeks blush at even the thought of confessing my desire.
The fingers teasing my hole slip away, pull back, and the loss of contact almost hurts. I ease my butt back, lift it higher, wiggling t in an attempt to tempt Ms Lorum, to re-establish her touch. She laughs.
“Would you like more Steven? Tell me or I stop.”
I pale, swallow the lump in my throat. I force myself to nod.
“I want more Mistress. Please.” I say.
My voice does not sound like mine, too soft and pleading, feminine, needy and whining and full of lust. The sound of it, of my confession, and the humiliation I suffer is a potent cocktail and my cock throbs hard.
Ms Lorums runs back down my crack, pressing and teasing over my puckered hole. I moan, loud, at the sudden wellspring of sensation, the pleasure that spreads through me like a plague. She presses her finger harder, the tip barely entering me and I whine, whimpering, push back, hungry for more, but Ms Lorum denies me.
“You want more Steven?”
I nod again.
“Yes, Mistress. I need more. Please.”
Her finger presses deeper, slipping into me and I cry out at the sudden intrusion, the rush of sensations. Ms Lorum’s finger slips in and out, slowly, coating the entrance to my hole with the slick liquid, teasing me. My cock throbs, a thin trickle of precum pooling on the floor beneath me.
“Now, why don’t we try something a little larger?”
I take a deep breath, knowing that I cannot refuse to answer.
“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.” I say—my voice is almost alien, a wanton whisper.
Ms Lorum’s finger withdraws and I feel empty for a moment. There is movement behind me, a hand grips my arms to hold me, then, slipping between my cheeks, the hard, slick, prominent bulge of Ms Lorum’s strap-on cock.
“Just remember to breathe, and it’ll hurt less if you relax.”
Before I can answer the head presses at my hole, gently, teasing, then firmer, splitting me, forcing me open. I moan, the pleasure becoming pain as my entrance is spread wide. Ms Lorum forces the head of her cock deeper and I am unable to stop myself from pressing into her, eager for more even as the thought of what I am doing, of what is being done to me, fills me with shame. The pressure grows, almost agony, and then, suddenly, is gone, the head popping past my puckered ring and slipping deep in one smooth motion.
The pain becomes a bright hot core of pleasure and I cry out, gasping, almost breathless as Ms Lorums presses her cock deep, holding it there for a moment. My cock is so hard it hurts.
“You like that Steven?” She asks.
I nod.
“Yes, Mistress. I like it.” My words are panted.
Ms Lorum pulls me back into her, pressing her cock deeper, my butt pressing against her hips. She eases out, teasing, then pushes back into me, fucking me. I try to match her rhythm, wanting more, wanting her to take me, to fuck me like I am her slut, like I am her whore.
“Tell me what you want Steven.” She whispers.
My breathing is ragged, my heart racing.
“I want you to fuck me Mistress.” I say.
Ms Lorum pulls me back hard, thrusts in deep, the pulls her cock almost entirely out. She impales me, over and over and over, my butt slapping against her thighs and hips and she fucks me, splitting me wide, my hole full of her cock.
My body is on fire, pleasure spreading through me like a fever, ravaging my mind. I am whining, groaning, pleading for more, a torrent of almost gibbering as I beg for her to take me harder, deeper. Her cock slips in and out of my hole, fucking me deep and hard and fast. My cock stiffens and my balls tighten as the seed of pleasure begins to blossom.
Ms Lorum grips my hands, cuffed behind my back, pinning me, and she fucks me like the slut I never knew I was.
“What are you, Steven?” She asks.
I am struggling to breathe, to think. My mind is full of the pleasure of her cock buried in my tight, slippery hole.
“A butt-slut Mistress. I’m a butt slut, a whore, a dirty slut who loves being fucked.”
I say what I think she wants to hear, trying to please her, but as the words come I realise I mean them all. Saying them feeds the pleasure. Admitting the truth, admitting who I am, ignites some new passion in me and I push back hard into Ms Lorum’s thrusts to take her cock deeper, fucking her back with everything I have. The seed of pleasure in my belly grows and my cock aches, on the edge.
“Fuck… I’m going to cum.” I whisper.
Ms Lorum laughs suddenly, pulls back. Her cock slips out of me, leaving me empty, hanging on the precipice of my orgasm.
“Mistress?”
I whine, begging for more, hungry, desperate. I wiggle my arse against Ms Lorum in the hopes of enticing her. I remain empty for a moment longer before something cold and hard presses into me, slipping in easily.
“Now, I think you’re ready for your punishment. You didn’t wear the plug I told you to, so now you have to wear it all night.”
I realise instantly that the cold, hard mass in my butt is the jewelled plug.
“You’re to wear it until I take it out or give you permission to remove it. Do you understand?”
I nod. My cock is leaking, balls taught, my orgasm still so close. Ms Lorum strokes my back, gently, and holds me as I fall back from the brink.
“Yes, Mistress.” I whisper.
I feel a strange mix of pleasure and shame and humiliation at her control over me. I smile, my breathing becoming more regular, my heart rate slowing. Ms Lorum’s hand snakes round to my front, slips down over my chest and stomach to my cock, gripping it gently.
“And as a final little chastisement, how about we lock this away, to stop you from pleasuring yourself.” She says—there is no mistaking the malicious glee in her voice.
I take a deep breath, appalled and fascinated at her demand.
“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.” I say.




Eight
The drive is more than a little uncomfortable. The plug in my butt is a constant source of stimulation, sending pulses of pleasure through me as the car bounces over bumps in the road, vibrating with the thrum of the engine, and the cage, snug and locked around my little cock is tight, constricting, pinching me every time my dick tries to swell or throb—the weight of it, heavy smooth metal, is a constant reminder of what has happened, of what I have become, and this only feeds into the constant fire of desire and need in my gut. The front of my panties is damp from the constant thin tickle of precum that leaks from my caged cock.
I remain distracted, staring out of the window, struggling to remain outwardly calm, and I only realise we are not headed back to the office as Ms Lorum pulls up outside my parents’ house. For a moment I panic, wondering how she knows where I live, then realise it’s information that will be in my personnel file. I grow flustered, realising just how much control this stern older woman has over me. I flush, realising that the feeling of helplessness, of submersion, thrills me, and I feel almost dirty, which only causes my cock to throb painfully in its cage.
Ms Lorum stops the car and switches off the engine, turns to face me. She is smiling, grinning. Her attention causes me to blush, the plug in my butt shifting as I turn to face her.
“You did well today Steven, but I think you need to learn your place. I expect you to leave your plug in tonight, taking it out only when you need to use the toilet, and you will wear that cage until such time as I feel you’ve learnt to better obey me without question. Is that understood?”
I offer a week smile. Ms Lorum’s tone is firm but soft, comforting but chiding. I nod.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Ms Lorum’s smile grows.
“Good girl. Now, you go have a nice relaxing evening. I’d suggest taking a bath or shower to recover from today, and remember to keep using the moisturiser that I gave you. You can also tell your mother that you won’t need a lift to work tomorrow as I’ll be picking you up early.”
I blink, stare at Ms Lorum. Her blue eyes are bright even in the shade of the car. Her perfume and the scent of her body fills the small space so that I feel intoxicated by it.
“Mistress?” I ask.
Ms Lorum only grins.
“Don’t worry. I have a lovely surprise planned for you. I’m sure you’ll thoroughly enjoy yourself.”
My stomach flutters, nervous and excited in equal measure. I try not to imagine what Ms Lorum has in store for me but cannot help it, each possibility more terrifying and more marvellous than the next.
“Thank you Mistress.” I say, my voice shaking.
Ms Lorum only grins.
“You’re welcome, now, I’ll see you tomorrow. Have a lovely evening Steven.”
My smile is nervous, cheeks flush.
“You too Mistress.” I say.
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“I’m home!” I call out.
There are the sounds of my mother bustling in the kitchen and I head along the hall and through the door. She turns, obviously surprised to see me.
“You’re early? Have you done something and they’ve sent you home?”
My mother already sounds disappointed, frowning. I shake my head.
“No, nothing like that. I… I was just not feeling well and Ms Lorum said she’d bring me home.”
My mother stares at me for a moment, still frowning. I blush under her scrutiny, wondering what she might suspect.
“Well, that’s very nice of her. Now, come here so I can have a look at you.”
I do as I’m told and my mother lifts a hand to press it to my forehead, checking my temperature. Her hand is cold, soft, and I know my face is hot and flush.
“You are a little warm. Do you need something to eat? Soup? Maybe a sandwich?”
I shake my head.
“I’m fine honesty. I think I’ll just wash up and head to bed to rest.” I say.
My mother sighs. She stares at me.
“Well, if you get hungry or need anything just say.”
I nod.
“I will. Oh, and Ms Lorum has said she’ll pick me up tomorrow for work, so you don’t have to worry about taking me.”
My mother smiles, beaming.
“Well isn’t that lovely of her! That boss of yours is obviously a very kind woman. You’ll have to tell her thank you for me for looking after my boy.”
I blush at my mother’s words, unable to escape the sensation of the plug or cage I wear, the soft caress of my stockings and panties. I smile, try to seem calm.
“I will.” I say.
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The shower is soothing, calming, and the scent of the soap is sweet, floral and musky. As I move around under the hot spray the plug shifts inside me. My cage is a constant weight, a stark reminder that both prevents and stimulates my arousal.
Once clean I shut of the water and dry off, finishing by applying the moisturiser. The lotion leaves my skin soft, smooth, tingling. I run my hands up over my legs, over my butt and stomach. My whole body prickles, a pleasant heat radiating out from my core.
I turn to stare at myself in the mirror, smile. With my hair still wet and my face and body smooth I look almost girly. I turn, twisting, posing with my hands behind my head, on my hips, looking back over my shoulder with my butt lifted—I catch a glimpse of the jewel of my plug and shudder. The pleasant heat in my core expands and a jolt of electricity runs up my spine. I let my hands drift down to my caged cock and tug it, playing with my balls and my cock stiffens slightly.
I rub myself, remembering the feel of Ms Lorum’s hands, her dildo in my mouth, and I whimper. I close my eyes and pull on the cage, yanking it in an attempt to stimulate myself. My cock swells but the cage is small, cramped, and my dick wilts, my attempts at masturbation fruitless, though my arousal and hunger and need grows only worse at the wave of humiliation I suffer.
I try again, attempting to stimulate myself through the metal bars and lock, my cock now leaking. I run my fingertips up and down my shaft but it is not enough and I remain frustrated, aching to cum but unable. My mind wanders and I remember the feel of Ms Lorum’s fingers teasing my hole, the feel of them entering me. I groan, pulling harder on the cage but to no avail. I remember the feel of her cock pressing against my slick entrance, the pop as she entered me and my hand slips round to my butt, my fingers roaming my crack, down to my plug. I grip the head and press it into me, deeper, gasp at the sensation, imagine it is Ms Lorum pushing into me, fucking me.
I pull the plug out slightly, push it back. I rock my hips, fucking myself with my plug, remembering the way Ms Lorum fucked me. I am whimpering, mewing. My cock is dribbling a stream of precum onto the tile floor, struggling at the confines of its cage. The hot core of pleasure in my gut grows hotter, brighter, becoming brilliant. I move the plug faster, deeper, harder, rutting against it.
“Fuck yes. Fuck me harder Mistress. Please.” I whisper.
I am focussed on the image of Ms Lorum’s strap on cock slipping in and out of my lubed hole, the way her hips slapped against me, the way her cock filled me. My mind grows blank. My moans and whines echo off the hard walls and floor, high and quiet, girly, needy—the sound of my voice so meek and desperate shames me, thrills me.
“Fuck me Mistress.” I whisper.
I fuck myself with my plug, lost in the sensation of it shifting inside of me, pressing on some brilliant kernel of pleasure. My cock twitches in its cage, my balls tighten, and then, suddenly, I am cumming, cumming hard, oozing a thin stream of cum onto the floor as I push the plug deep, pressing it into me, pushing myself back onto it. I shudder, cumming harder than I’ve ever cum before, and I whimper, confused and conflicted about what is happening to me, about what I am becoming, but still, I cannot help smiling, the afterglow of my climax overwhelming.




Nine
I wake in a daze, a comfortable warm stupor. A dull knot of arousal lies in my belly. I reach down to touch myself and my hand touches silk, lace, and under that the hard metal form of my cage and my heart sinks even as I suffer a flutter of excitement. I fell asleep in panties, bright pink, my cock caged. As I roll over onto my back I feel my plug shift inside me and I moan in irritation and delight.
I wiggle as I lie on my back, allowing the sensation of my plug to rouse me. My cock strains in its cage, attempting to stiffen but unable. The frustration and humiliation feed my arousal, my face growing hot, the knot of hunger in my belly blossoming into a ravenous need. I allow my hands to wander down to my butt and thighs, caress the smooth skin there, soft and silken, slide my palms up to feel the feminine texture of my panties. I smile, unable and unwilling to hide my pleasure and growing satisfaction, relishing the moment of solitude where I can embrace and delight in what is happening to me, too tired and comfortable to fight it. My mind drifts back to last night and to Ms Lorum, her cock, the feeling of it fucking me. I tug at my cage as I shift to feel my plug move, whimpering.
I am snapped from my daze by my phone ringing and I start as though I have been caught in the middle of my debauchery. I roll over, the plug again moving within me, and reach out to grab my phone off the nightstand. I look at the time, still early, and the caller, Ms Lorum. My heart skips a beat. I answer the call.
“Hello.” I say.
The line is silent and for a moment I wonder if the call has disconnected, then I hear faint breathing and I realise Ms Lorum is silent, waiting.
“Hello Mistress.” I say—my voice is quiet, meeker, submissive, and the sound of it thrills me.
“Good morning Steven.”
From the tone of Ms Lorum’s voice I can tell that she is smiling.
“How are you this morning. Did you sleep well? Or were you too frustrated?”
“I slept well, thank you Mistress.” I say.
There is laughter at the other end of the phone, a light chuckle that is amused rather than mocking. I blush.
“Really? You managed to find a way to relieve yourself then?”
I stammer, unable to find words, conflicted, unwilling to lie but ashamed of the truth. Ms Lorum didn’t say that I couldn’t, but the how and the why fill me with a delightful shame.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say.
My cheeks burn. Again I hear Ms Lorum’s laughter.
“And how exactly did you manage that?”
I bite my bottom lip, take a deep breath.
“I played with my plug Mistress, without taking it out. I couldn’t touch myself because of my cage so I ended up teasing myself with the plug. It felt good and then… I just sort of… came.”
“Just from playing with your plug? My, you are a nasty little anal slut Steven. You’re coming along wonderfully. Were you thinking about anything in particular?”
Ms Lorum’s words burn me. My cock twitches at the humiliation and excitement her teasing elicits but the cage prevents me from growing hard.
“I thought about you fucking me Mistress.” I say.
Admitting the truth feels like a relief and a burden. Ms Lorum laughs again.
“Yes, you’re coming along perfectly. You’re doing wonderfully. Now, I want you to get dressed and come outside. I’m parked out front and I’m waiting so don’t be long.”
My breath catches in my throat. She is already outside, waiting, and I’m in bed, already flustered and horny.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say. “I’ll be as quick as I can.”
“Good girl, Steven.” She says—her grin audible in her voice.
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“Sorry Mistress. I tried to rush but I couldn’t find my wallet.”
I mumble my apology as I slip into the passenger seat, heart racing, breathing heavy, a light sheen of sweat on my brow, flustered from rushing. Ms Lorum sits in the driver’s seat, half-turned to watch me. She sits poised, still, almost statuesque, and composed—a stark contrast.
“Well, you’re here now at least. Is your plug still in?”
I nod, flushing.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say.
Ms Lorum smiles, blue eyes fixed on me behind her dark-rimmed glasses. Her dark hair is up and she is dressed impeccably in a dark grey skirt and jacket, white blouse, dark stockings.
“And you wore it all night?”
I nod again.
“Yes, Mistress. I only took it out to use the bathroom like you said I could Mistress.”
“Any discomfort?”
I shake my head.
“No Mistress.”
Ms Lorum’s smile expands and she nods.
“Excellent. I’m impressed. Between that and your little anal adventure last night I’d say you were always destined to be a dirty little butt slut.”
I blush a furious shade of pink. Ms Lorum’s words send shivers of shame and pleasure through me, my caged cock trembling.
“Thank you Mistress I say.”
Ms Lorum just grins for a moment before turning away, looking ahead out of the windscreen. She reaches down and switches the car on and there is a gentle thrum and the engines kick in.
“Now, what’s say we head out. You’ve got a busy day ahead of you!”
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My heart stalls as Ms Lorum pulls off of the quiet back road and into the almost empty parking lot. There is only one shop, the glass front filled with mannequins and displays, the wares obvious even from a distance.
“Mistress?” I whisper.
I stare out of the window at the array of tools and outfits—paddles and floggers and cuffs and rope, latex skirts and corsets and stockings, leather gloves and boots and trousers, collars, leashes, implements I have no name for. I pale even as my heart races, giddy and terrified at the thought of why Ms. Lorum has brought me here.
“What’s wrong Steven?”
I blink, tear my gaze away from the window display, turn to face Ms Lorum. Her expression is one of excited glee.
“Why are we here Mistress?” I whisper.
Ms Lorum reaches out a hand, pats my thigh as though to reassure me.
“Well, you’ve been doing so well in your new position I thought it was about time I treated you to something nice. You already have quite a few pieces of pretty underwear, which all look lovely on you, but you don’t have any fun clothes. I thought it might be nice for us to go shopping together, just us girls. Just a few interesting things to wear, as a reward.”
I turn in my seat to look back to the window display. The clothes are all outlandish, hyper-sexual and quite stunning. I look at the skirts and corsets, stockings, uniforms. I imagine what I’d look like in them and I feel a tingle at the base of my neck, a shiver of delight, and I bite my bottom lip to keep myself from moaning.
The car drifts to a stop and Ms Lorum switches off the engine. There is a moment of silence.
“Well, if you’re ready Steven, why don’t we head in.”
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I follow behind Ms Lorum as she leads me along aisles and between racks of latex clothing. She scans the hangers, her fingers brushing against the latex, tapping ones she likes and commenting at intervals. Behind me, at the front of the store, the female clerk watches us, grinning. I do not look at her, aware of her attention, cheeks blushing at the thought of what she must be thinking.
“Oh, I think you’d look lovely in this one. You’ll definitely need to try this on.”
Ms Lorum talks loudly, loud enough to be overheard, and at the far end of the shop an older couple turn and glance at us, look at me, smile. I avert my gaze, acutely embarrassed. Ms Lorum glances back at me, grinning. She pulls the outfit off the rack—a figure-hugging latex maid’s uniform with a pleated skirt, the upper body missing any material over the chest, black with white detailing, a pair of white latex stockings—and hands it to me for me to carry.
“Anything wrong?” She asks.
Her voice is still loud, a deliberate volume. I shake my head.
“No Mistress, I’m just nervous.”
Ms Lorum’s grin expands.
“That’s understandable. I know you’re going to look just gorgeous though, so try to be brave. Once we get you into the dressing room I know you’re going to feel better.”
“Dressing room? You want me to try them on here Mistress?”
Ms Lorum nods.
“Of course. We want to make sure your new outfits fit, don’t we?”
Ms Lorum doesn’t wait for an answer. She turns and heads off back along the aisle, her attention returning to the outfits and accessories.
“Oh, and you’ll definitely need to try this one on too!” Ms Lorum’s voice is even louder.
She pulls a bright red frilly micro skirt and long-sleeved white cropped top of the rack, The skirt is tiny and the top again is missing anything to cover the chest. The sleeves have a loop to fit over the thumb to keep them in place.
“You could wear this with some fishnets! You’d make a gorgeous cheerleader!”
I look up, look around the shop and it is obvious that everyone can hear her. I catch glances in my direction. There is no laughter, no whispers, a few smiles. My cheeks are scorching and I look down at the ground. The humiliation is a thrill and even as I follow behind Ms Lorum, carrying the outfits she has picked for me, my plug shifting inside my butt, I feel my cock tingle.
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I stand on one side of a thin curtain that stretches from the floor to the ceiling, hiding me from view. The cubicle is small but not cramped and the walls are blank, with no mirrors. My work clothes are piled on a chair in the corner. The latex is snug on some areas, loose on others, much of my skin exposed to the air. The heels Ms Lorum has picked out for me are tall and thin, my toes and much of my feet exposed, straps winding their way up my ankle to keep them in place.
“I’m changed Mistress.” I call out.
There is a brief quiet.
“Come on then and show me. I can’t wait to see what you look like.”
I am suddenly cold, a tingle running up my spine. I tense.
“Can’t… can’t you come through to see?” I ask.
Ms Lorum laughs, softly.
“I could, but I’m not going to. You don’t need to be shy, no one who shops here is going to judge you harshly. If anything they’re more likely to admire you. And besides, there are no mirrors in the changing rooms. Don’t you want to see what you look like?”
I stall. I look down at myself, at the latex I am wearing, in places constricting, in others flowing and hanging freely. My body looks almost alien, my smooth legs so feminine, my feet, the way my body is hugged and shaped by my outfit, emphasising my curves. I do want to see, I want to admire myself. I want to know how pretty I am, how sexy. A small part of me wants others to see and admire me, to find me sexy. I take a deep breath.
“I’m coming out Mistress.” I say.
I reach out and pull back the curtain, step out. Ms Lorum is sat in an armchair outside the dressing rooms, waiting, watching. She stares at me and breaks into a massive smile, claps, loudly.
“Oh don’t you look just adorable! Now go, look in the mirror see just how stunning you look.” Ms Lorum says—voice loud and excited.
Behind her, drawn by the noise of her applause and her voice, other shoppers turn and look. I glance from face to face. There is no hostility, no judgement. Several of them stare openly, smiling, nodding, and more than one looks me up and down in open admiration, appraising me, almost lustful, and the way their eyes linger on my smooth legs, on my heels, on my butt and chest, makes me blush and shudder in shame and delight.
I turn and totter, trying my best to walk as Ms Lorum has taught me, wiggling my butt and allowing my hips to sway, towards the mirror. I stop and gape at my reflection. My heart thunders and for a moment I cannot breathe.
The outfit is a pink one-piece, covering my arms from the wrists up, the body hugging my waist to make it seem narrower. There is a window cut around my chest, leaving my nipples exposed, the brazenness so lurid and sexual that I cannot help but feel awed. The skirt is short, barely covering my butt, and I stand carefully to stop the loose pleated latex folds from shifting and exposing my cage that is barely hidden in my panties. My heels too are bright pink, sparkly.
I look ridiculous, garish and bright and so overly girly and feminine that I cower in shame, yet, still, there is something so utterly sexual about the way I look. My body wrapped in the latex, so much exposed but also constrained, bound by the tight, stretchy material, my smooth legs and pretty heels. I wiggle a little, posing in the mirror without thinking, and my cock stirs in its cage.
“You like how you look?” Ms Lorum asks.
I cannot lie, cannot deny that I do. I am smiling, grinning, aroused and happy and almost giddy. I turn and face her and the skirt flies up around my legs, exposing me, and I giggle. I nod.
“I do. I really do. I look so cute. Thank you Mistress.” I say.
Ms Lorum only smiles.
“Good, then you’ll definitely get that one, and you won’t mind trying on the others I picked out for you?”
I shake my head.
“No Mistress. I just hope I look as good in them as I do in this one. I want to look pretty for you Mistress.” I say.
I am gushing, overwhelmed. In the shop I see people watching me, men and women, the girl behind the counter. They are all smiling at me. I beam, suddenly overcome with some strange joy as they stand and admire me. I strike a pose in an attempt to appear flirtatious, am flattered by the looks I get.
“Well, you’re certainly managing that and more. You just ooze sex appeal. Now, back into the changing room like a good girl and try on the next one.”
I turn to Ms Lorum still smiling.
“Yes, Mistress. Whatever you say.” I say.
Ms Lorum grins and I strut on my heels, hips and butt swaying and wiggling, back towards the changing room.




Ten
“You go wait in the car while I pay. I have a few other little accessories for you I’d like to buy, but I’d like to keep them a surprise.” Ms Lorum says.
In her arms she holds the outfits and clothes she has picked out for me. I have tried all of them on and more, hours spent dressing according to her whims. Parading and strutting and posing in front of the mirror as other shoppers have come and gone, all of them stopping at one point to watch me. At first their watchful gazes made me uncomfortable, but eventually I relished in them, in the rush of being seen, the shame and humiliation and the thrill of being admired, and more than once I posed or moved in an attempt to arouse a watching man or woman, enjoying their reactions. I am flustered, frustrated, aroused, barely able to focus. The plug in my butt is a source of constant stimulation and my caged cock throbs.
“Yes, Mistress.” I whisper.
The girl behind the counter, about my age, pretty in an alternative, unconventional way, grins at me, almost smirking. She does not laugh, instead seems almost amused, a slight rosy glow to her cheeks.
Ms Lorum offers me her car keys and I take them, turn and head towards the front of the shop and the doors that lead out. I can feel the heat in my chest and face, a bright blush, my head giddy.
“You’re quite lucky. You’ve got a beautiful toy.” The woman behind the counter says.
Ms Lorum laughs, lightly, gladly.
“Thank you. She’s still a work in progress but she’s coming along very nicely and is quite naturally gifted. I’m certainly fortunate to have found her.”
Ms Lorum’s words sting, but her compliment, her praise, almost make my heart skip a beat. I push the front door open and step out, the doors swing closed behind me, and I am smiling, happy, almost gleeful.
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Ms Lorum’s car eases to a stop outside my house. It is only slightly earlier than I would normally arrive home and my mother’s car is sat on the drive.
“Now, I want you to take the black bag with you. The things in there are a present for tonight. I’m going to keep the rest for a special occasion I have planned over the weekend. I know today is Friday and you’d normally have the weekend off, but I have plans, so I expect you to be available when I call. Understood?”
I nod.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say.
Ms Lorum smiles and her expression fills me with a warm satisfaction.
“I also expect you to keep wearing the plug, unless you need to use the toilet, or unless you have other methods of keeping yourself full.”
“Other methods Mistress?”
Ms Lorum nods, still smiling.
“You heard what I said, and I’m you’ll understand, but now you should head home. You did very well today Steven, and you looked wonderful. I’m very excited about what’s to come.”
I smile.
“I am too Mistress.” I say, and I mean it.
Ms Lorum stares at me for a moment, her smile shifting.
“I’m really glad to hear that Steven.” She says.
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I sit on my bed with the bedroom door locked, the bag Ms Lorum gave me next to me. The bag is small, light. My heart is racing and my head is full of thoughts about what she has gifted me.
I reach out and, slowly, carefully, tip the bag to empty it on the bed. A pair of latex stockings and a pair of latex opera gloves fall out, both black, and beside them falls a plain black box. I lift the box, heavy, a weight inside shifting, and I open it.
Inside on a bed of dark red tissue paper sits a cock, sculpted to be lifelike, with a prominent head, veins, and balls at the base, and made of a bright pink fleshlike material. Before I can stop myself I reach out and pick it up. It is heavier than it looks, soft to touch with a firm, solid core, flexible but firm, and almost warm. A knot forms in my stomach.
“Other methods of keeping myself full…” I whisper, realising now what Ms Lorum meant.
Part of me screams, railing against my predicament, caged, humiliated, and now offered a fake cock as a gift as though it were something I would like. Another part of me though, loud and growing louder, is almost eager, the memory of Ms Lorum filling me, fucking me, still vivid. I shift, fidgeting, and my plug shifts, seeming small and insignificant now in comparison to the cock I hold in my hands.
After the day dressing in outfit after outfit, being pretty, sexy, posing, exposing myself, I cannot deny I am horny, almost desperate. The cage on my cock seems to taunt me, only making the ache in my balls worse.
I take a deep breath, exhale slowly, my arousal and hunger and need growing as I stare at the large, veiny, fake cock, imagining how it would feel slipping in and out of me, fucking me. I picture myself on my knees sucking it, on all fours as it pounds into my hole, on my back, legs spread, begging for it to fuck me harder—the thoughts excite me, shame me, imagining myself laid out moaning like a slut, pretty, smooth, sexy, submissive to the fake cock. I shake my head to clear the thoughts but they do not shift, are joined by others, a curiosity. What would a real cock taste like, feel like? I am too horny to think clearly, obsessive, desperate, and I know it is pointless to resist.
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The latex gloves and stockings cling to my legs and arms, tight, like a second skin, the constant embrace of them and the way they alter sensation as I run my fingers over my naked body makes my little cock ache and throb in its cage, already leaking a thin stream of precum.
My heart is racing, small sips of air. I feel giddy, light, laid on my back, my legs open, my latex-clad fingers tracing over the metal frame of my cage, around the disc of my plug, teasing my puckered hole. I shiver as a jolt of pleasure runs through me. I grip my plug and pull, biting my bottom lip to keep myself from moaning out loud in pleasure as it shifts, slipping out, stretching my opening. As it pops free I gasp, take a moment to catch my breath. I feel empty but cannot help but grin, thinking about how I am about to fill myself, taking extra delight in knowing that this is what Mistress wants.
I put my plug to the side, the metal warm, almost hot, and take up the bottle of lube and squeeze a dollop into my latex-clad hand. I work the slick liquid over my skin, into my hole, my fingers filling me, slipping in and out easily, the latex an odd but perfectly sensual sensation. I whine, buck my hips to take more. My caged cock is agony but behind it, in my belly, a small knot of pleasure forms, begins to expand.
I work three fingers into myself, as deep as I can, rutting down onto them, but too soon my wrist begins to ache and my fingers are not enough, tease me instead of scratching the itch that lingers deep inside. I pull my fingers out and reach out to the cock that is laid beside my plug. I marvel at it, so much larger than mine, massive, and I imagine how it would feel if it were real, flesh and blood, warm in my palm, throbbing, the balls heavy with cum. My mouth salivates at the thought and I take a perverse pleasure in how easily I have given in to my new desires, in how slutty I have become, in what a cock hungry pretty toy Mistress has made me.
I pour lube out from the bottle and work it over the shaft and head of the cock, savouring the texture and feel of it, the outer layer so soft, like flesh, and the core so hard. It quickly becomes slick and I work it for a moment, thinking how it might be to wank a real cock, to prepare a real man to fuck me, to claim my mouth. I am dizzy, buzzing, short of breath, heart pounding.
I move the cock lower, between my legs, caress it over my caged dick, small and limp in comparison, the humiliation a glorious burn that lingers, and then trace it lower, down over my balls and flesh towards my hole. I tease the slick head over my gaping entrance, desperate now to be filled, eager to be fucked, but delighting in the sensation of the prominent head rubbing over my rosebud.
I shift my hips, take just the tip inside myself, gasp out loud as the cock, larger than my plug, than my fingers, stretches me almost painfully. My hips buck, slipping the tip in and out, my body shuddering, the knot of pleasure in my gut growing. I take a deep breath, exhale slowly, move my body down and push the cock deeper. There is resistance and then, suddenly, it pops past my outer ring and slips deep and I let out a loud exclamation of pleasure, whining, mewing as I am filled by the thick, long shaft. I bite my bottom lip and I pull it out slightly, work it deeper, repeating the motion, thrusting down into it as I fuck myself.
The cock slips deeper, pulls out further with each repetition, long slow strokes. The knot of pleasure in my gut grows, a hot core expanding out. My cock drools a constant stream of precum, limp and painful in its cage, worthless. I focus only on the sensation of the cock fucking my hole, filling me, pounding me.
The pace increases, faster, harder, and I work my hips and butt to fuck back, imagine Mistress fucking me, imagine a real cock fucking me. I rut back harder, faster, working the cock in and out, as deep as I can, the balls at the base slapping against me. The knot of pleasure expands, filling me, my mind blank and I whine, needing more. I fuck myself over and over, focussed only on the sensation of being fucked like the pretty slut I want to be for Mistress.
My balls tighten, the cock sinks deep, my hips rolling so that each thrust hits the small spot that makes the knot of pleasure grow as it slides easily in and out. I whine, needing more, sink back down into the long, thick shaft. As the balls slap against me I imagine real balls, heavy with cum, and wonder how it would feel to have a real cock throb inside of me, filling me with thick, hot spunk. The idea makes me shudder in delight and hunger and I know I want it. The humiliation and shame drive my lust to new heights and I fuck myself faster, harder, more, grunting. My mind is a blur, my body damp with sweat, my latex stocking and gloves clinging to me.
“Fuck! Oh, Fuck!”
I sink myself down onto the cock, push it deep, slam it into me and then I am cumming, my limp caged cock throbbing over and over and over, leaking a stream of cum over my belly and balls.
I am out of breath, my hole clenching hard around the cock buried deep in me, as though attempting to milk it, squeezing the last drips of pleasure from it as my climax subsides. My breathing slows and my pulse rate drops. I look down at myself, my smooth body covered in my cum, my hole still full of cock, limbs wrapped in latex. I smile, the image sexy, pleasurable. I move my free hand down to the semen that has pooled on my belly, toying with it, slick against my latex covered fingers.
I scoop and quantity onto two fingers and without thinking lift them to my lips, take them into my mouth. My cum is still warm, bitter, but not unpleasant. I let it sit on my tongue for a second, cheeks blazing with the shame of what I am doing, then swallow, grinning.
“Not bad.” I say, giggling.




Eleven
I rise early and shower, the plug replaced after last night, the weight of it shifting as I move under the water to stimulate me, causing my caged cock to stir. I shave to remove what little stubble has developed, running the razor over my legs, butt, chest, under my arms, and work carefully around my cock and balls, tugging the metal cage to the side to catch every last hair. I emerge smooth and, after I have towelled, I apply the moisturising lotion to keep my skin soft—the waft of flowers and sweet fruits and musk from the lotion is heady and makes me smile.
I dress in panties and matching bra, black, silk and lace, and pull on a pair of stockings, clipping them onto my suspender belt. I pull on simple jeans and a loose t-shirt, socks to hide my stockinged feet. I check my reflection in the mirror, the slight outline of my bra just visible under my t-shirt, and I grin, blushing, shake my head, laughing at how the sight arouses me even as it shames me. I pull on a baggy button-down shirt to hide my curves and head downstairs to have breakfast. Each step down causes my plug to shift, pressing on my sensitive spot, and my face grows hot.
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“Your mother tells me you’ve been having a good first week at the new job.” My father says.
I nod as I crunch my toast. Beside my plate my phone sits on the table, facing up so that I can stare at the screen as I wait for Ms Lorum’s call.
“She said your boss came to pick you up yesterday and has dropped you home twice now. You must have made a good impression.”
I nod again, don’t speak. My mother and father sit across from me, staring at me.
“So, what exactly do they have you doing there?” My father asks.
I look up from my screen, frustrated. She still hasn’t called and, though a small part of me is relieved, a larger part of me is disappointed. Has she changed her mind? Is she bored of me? Is my punishment, my adventure, over? Is my Mistress finished with me?
“Oh… err… I’m working as Mis… Ms Lorum’s assistant. She had me change job on the second day.”
My father nods appreciatively.
“Impressive. She must see something special in you. Well, I’m proud of you. It’s clear you’ve been working hard there. I was a little worried you’d end up quitting or getting fired from this one like you have before, but you haven’t, and the last few days you’ve seemed a lot happier, and I just wanted to say that whatever you’ve been doing just keep doing it.”
I stare at my father. My heart is racing, the roar of blood pulsing a loud drumming in my skull. I shift in my seat, squirming, and my plug moves within me. My stockings and panties and bra are suddenly too tight, constricting, and my cheeks blush. The tide of shame causes my caged cock to throb, painfully constricted.
“Thanks.” I mumble.
My mother and father stare at me, both of their expression shifting from smiles to frowns.
“Are you okay Steven? You suddenly seem very pink.” My mother says.
“Ah, I think I’ve embarrassed him by giving him a compliment.” My father says.
I force a laugh.
“Yeah. I’m ok. Just… what you said took me by surprise that’s all.”
My father laughs and my mother smiles. There is an awkward silence and I worry what my father will say next when my phone rings, suddenly loud, starling me and making me jump. I turn and look down. Mistress is calling me.
“I should take this. It’s Miss… Ms Lorum. She said she might need me to work today and I said I didn’t mind.” I say.
My father nods.
“Ah, working hard. I admire that.” He says.
I smile at him, pick up the phone, answer it.
“Hello.” I say.
“I’m outside Steven. Don’t be long, we have a busy day ahead of us.”
Mistress doesn’t wait for a reply and the call ends. I am grinning, my heart beating quickly, a flush of excitement and nervousness.
“She’s waiting for me outside so I should go.” I say.
“Already?” My mother says. “But you’ve barely eaten your breakfast.”
“I’ll be fine. I’m not really hungry anyway.” I say.
“If he needs to work then he needs to work. You have a good day and make us both proud.” My father says.
I smile, imagining what Mistress has in store for me, wondering how my parents would react if they knew.
“I’ll do my best.” I say, my smile wide.
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There is little traffic as Mistress drives, the day still early, and the journey does not take long. We pull up outside a row of shops stretched along a quiet road. None appear outlandish, exotic, or out of the ordinary, and I wonder for a moment why we have stopped.
“Are you ready?” Mistress asks.
I turn from the view out the window to face her and nod.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say.
I am nervous, but I know that it is impossible for me to refuse her anything. I am too bound to her, too in thrall, too curious about what she has planned for me.
Mistress smiles, grinning, and turns to open her door, climbs out. I copy her and emerge onto the pavement, the day bright and warm. Mistress moves around the car to stand beside me. In her heels she is taller than me, her dark hair pulled black. She is dressed simply today, dark jeans and a dark top that hangs loosely to hide her figure, but still I cannot help but admire her. She is beautiful, her blue eyes hypnotic.
“Now, you might be a little wary or nervous at first, but I want you to trust me. These people are very understanding of our situation, and are very talented. You are to observe and learn as much as you can, and you should try to enjoy yourself. If you struggle or get uptight you’ll only tire yourself out and I have a lot more planned after we’re done here. Do you understand?”
I nod.
“Yes, Mistress.” I whisper.
Mistress smiles at me and the expression is enough to soothe me. She turns and heads off and I follow, unable to contain my imagination. When Mistress stops I am suddenly panicking, despite her reassurances.
“Come on then. There’s an appointment for both of us and I don’t want us to be late.”
Mistress moves off and pushes the front door open and steps through, pausing beyond the threshold to hold the door for me, waiting. I am frozen for a moment. The beauty parlour is clearly upmarket, expensive decorations and chic, and is busy, full of women being made glamorous. There is a lump in my throat I cannot swallow.
“Come along Steven, we’ve got a lot to get done and I don’t like being kept waiting.” Mistress says.
Mistress’s tone is hard and it is clear her words are a demand. Through the windows I can see several faces now turned to stare. Beautiful women watching me through the panes of glass, wide-eyed and curious, subtle smiles as though amused. I look along the street, empty except for a young couple, only a little older than me. My stomach heaves and I take a deep breath, push off and step up through the door—the air is ripe with the miasma of make-up and perfume and hair products and nail varnish. Behind me Mistress lets go of the door and the door swings closed, sealing me in.
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“Sit there please.”
The woman who collected me from the waiting area gestures to a chair in a corner of the studio, sat in front of a bench arrayed with too many products to name. A large mirror hangs on the wall. I glance back over my shoulder and Mistress is watching me, smiling, nods as though to encourage me. Several other women are watching me, curious grins.
I blush, embarrassed, acutely aware that I am the only man in the parlour, but I still sit, facing the mirror, staring at my pink-faced reflection. I look plain, boring, dull. The woman, a lithe, trim, gorgeous redhead with short, punky hair and bright hazel eyes, stands behind me and stares at my reflection over my shoulder.
“So, I’ve already been told what I’m doing with you, and I know it’s meant to be a surprise. You’re okay with that yeah?”
Her voice is husky, cheerful, and one hair ruffles my hair. I cannot help but smile, her upbeat easy nature putting me at ease. I bite my lip and nod.
“Yeah. That’s right. Whatever Miss… Ms Lorum said. That’s why I’m here.”
The woman’s smile expands and she glances back to Ms Lorum in the waiting area and there is almost a sparkle in her eyes as she turns back to me. My cheeks are hot.
“Well then, there’s a lot to do, but I think you’ll be delighted with the end result.”
The woman grabs my chair and spins me around so that the mirror is behind me. I face a blank wall and to the side I can see Mistress and several other women watching me. Their scrutiny is unnerving so I stare up and to the side.
“Now, I guess the first thing is the hair colour. I think given your skin tone I’ve got just the perfect sweetest shade in mind and I think you’re going to love it.” The woman says.
My blood turns cold. Hair colour? I take a deep breath, close my eyes, and wonder how I’m going to explain this to my parents.
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I keep my eyes closed as much as possible and after the initial tension it becomes easy to relax and drift. Hands tug at my hair, washing it, smearing and brushing it with products. There is the tang of chemicals and my scalp tingles, then more washing, scissors, clippers. My hair is tugged and teased, dried, the hands turn to my face, apply creams, powders, lotions. Brushes caress my lips, cheeks, eyes.
I try to do my best to memorise how the brushes move across my face, the directions they take and the way they angle to sweep across my eyelids, but it is difficult with my eyes closed. Finally, my fingers are worked on, the nails filed, buffed, painted.
“Well, I think we’re almost done.” The woman says. “Just one last detail.”
I sit with my eyes shut, waiting. Something cold and hard brushes my left ear lobe, pressure then a sudden pain that makes me gasp.
“That’s one. Now, sit still while I do your other ear.” The woman says.
It takes me a second to process the pain and her words. She moves around me and the sensation is repeated on my right ear lobe, cold, pressure, pain.
“There. They look lovely. You’ll need to keep them clean and stick with the small silver hoops I’ve put in for the first few weeks until they heal.”
My ears have been pierced, the pain is a dull throb. I open my eyes, the room is suddenly bright. I blink awkwardly, my eyelids heavy, lashes almost too thick. My arms are trapped at my sides under the tunic so that I cannot move from my chair.
“Would you like to see?” The woman asks.
The woman pulls the tunic off, leaving me free to step out from the chair. I am torn, some part of me not wanting to face what has been done, but the other, louder part eager to see how I have been remade.
“Y…”
“Not yet!” Mistress says.
Mistress steps into view. She looks even more breathtaking, her face made up to accentuate her blue eyes and the shape of her face, her lips bright, dark red. Her hair is carefully styled, more relaxed than I have seen her before, playful, sexy, and I feel a surge of affection for her.
“We have one last detail before I’m happy to let you see.” Mistress says.
“Ah, right, sorry. Well, she’s all yours then. If you want to use the changing rooms in the back feel free.” The woman says.
Mistress nods.
“Thank you. You’ve done a wonderful job.”
Mistress is staring at me, smiling.
“Thanks. Really though it was easy. She’s a natural beauty. I just helped emphasise it.”
I blush at the woman’s compliments, uneasy but flattered.
“Yes, she is isn’t she. I’m quite lucky to have found her. Now, come with me and we can finish.” Mistress says.
She offers me her hand and I take it. I look down at my hand but it does not seem like mine. The nails are pretty, short and well-manicured, painted a bright, garish, girly pink. Mistress pulls me, guides me to the back of the salon where a single door hangs open.
“Inside. This shouldn’t take long.” Mistress says.
I comply, step into the room, and Mistress follows, closes the door. The walls are blank, with no mirrors. On the floor in the corner is a small black holdall.
“Now, you’ll need to get changed. Nothing too fancy for now, you’ll be getting changed into your final outfit once we reach home, but I want you to see yourself as a finished product. Take off what you’re wearing and put it in the bag. You can wear the clothes inside that I’ve picked out for you.”
I take a deep breath. The salon outside is crowded and I know people will see, but I have no choice and the thought of disobeying seems abhorrent to me now.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say.
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The bag contains a summer dress, light pink and patterned with dark pink flowers, the hem ending at my mid-thigh, hanging off my shoulders by thin straps, and a pair of heeled sandals. It does not take me long to undress and slip on the dress, my cage and plug shifting as I bend and squirm to slip into the pink folds and the strappy shoes. I blush as Mistress stands watching, but do not object, her attention almost pleasant, and I place my clothes into the bag.
“Now, stand up straight.” Mistress says.
I do as instructed, pull my shoulders back. I am smaller than Mistress even in heeled sandals, though not by much. With her hair down and her make-up different she seems less stern, warmer, charming. Her eye shadow makes her blue eyes sparkle brightly.
“Perfect. Are you ready to see?” Mistress asks.
I nod.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say, my voice cracking.
Mistress smiles. She reaches out and places her hand on my shoulder, her palm on my bare skin sending a jolt of pleasure through me.
“Nervous?” Mistress asks.
I nod. Mistress grins.
“You needn’t be. You look lovely. Trust me.”
I take a deep breath.
“I do Mistress, really. It’s just… the other women. They’re going to see me.”
Mistress’s smile remains.
“You’re worried because those beautiful women might judge you?”
I nod again, my cheeks blushing.
“Well, how would you feel if I told you that many of those women were once just like you?”
I blink, confused for a moment.
“More than half of the girls out there once lived outwardly as boys, just like you. It’s why I brought you here, because they know just how to make girls like you beautiful. Now, why don’t you come see yourself in a mirror. I’m sure once you do you’ll feel a lot better.”
My head is spinning and my breathing is fast, shallow inhales and exhales. I can only nod. Mistress opens the door to the changing room and leads me out, into the main room and towards a mirror. I keep my head down, focused on my feet, not brave enough to look up and see the faces watching me, not yet willing to face myself.
“Look up.” Mistress says.
I am still for only a moment before I obey. I lift my head and stare forwards, am startled to see a young girl where I expected to see the mirror then realise. I am the girl. I am staring at my reflection.
“Quite pretty aren’t you?” Mistress says.
I can only nod.
My hair is lighter, cut into a short but ruffled feminine mess, cute, with trimmed sides. My face is made up perfectly, my lips suddenly fuller, my eyes bright, lids dusky and big with long thick lashes. Even my nose and cheeks and jaw seem more feminine, contoured to subtly alter their shape. From my earlobes hang two small, bright silver hoops, the metal twisted into an elaborate, decorative pattern. They look pretty, feminine.
My pink summer dress hangs around my thighs, my legs encased in stockings, feet strapped into my cute sandals. I turn, let the hem of the dress sway. The top of my dress hangs off my narrow shoulders, the slight padding of my bra adding a subtle curve. The belt around the middle of the dress makes my waist seem narrower so that my hips seem wider. Even my hands with their pained nails seem dainty. I twist to look back over my shoulder at my butt, grinning.
“Happier now?” Mistress asks.
I turn to face her, realise for the first time that the other women in the shop are watching me, grinning. Their faces are full of sympathy and joy and I feel suddenly overwhelmed, giddy and tearful. I can only nod.
“Thank you Mistress.” I whisper.
“You’re welcome Stephanie. Now, how about I take you home for the final part of your surprise.”
Stephanie? My new name makes my heart swell. I feel pretty and sexy and safe with my Mistress.
“Yes, Mistress.” I say—excited beyond words.




Twelve
I am nervous as I walk to the car, along the street, but it is quiet, only a few people out and about. As we pass a young man I stiffen, prepare myself for the insults, but they do not come. Instead he stares at me, openly, eyes wide, smiling, nodding, looking me up and down. I blush at his attention, suddenly aware that he finds me attractive. I bite my bottom lip and the rush of shame, the thrill of being found desirable, sends a shiver along my spine. The man passes and we continue on to Mistress’s car and I cannot help but grin.
“I think he liked you Stephanie.” Mistress says.
My blush spreads from my cheeks to my throat. My pulse quickens. Mistress turns to face me and I remain silent.
“Did you like the way he looked at you, the way you made him think of sex, the way your body excited him?”
I can only nod. Mistress laughs, no mocking, a playful happiness.
“Good girl. Now, get into the car, careful not to flash your knickers, unless you want people to see.”
Mistress grins as she unlocks the car, her words teasing. I feel a rush of excitement at the thought of deliberately showing off my underwear, of flashing some unwary passer-by and leaving them flustered and aflutter.
Mistress steps around the car and opens the driver’s door. I open my door and, carefully, knees together, climb into the passenger seat. Mistress sits beside me, watching me.
“Not ready to show off what you’ve got hidden under that dress just yet Stephanie?” She asks.
I smile, shake my head.
“Not yet Mistress.” I say.
Mistress laughs, grinning. She reaches out and places a hand on my knee as she starts the engine, stroking my stocking-clad flesh, her palm warm, soft. The contact makes my cock throb in its cage and I fidget in my seat, my plug shifting inside me.
“Well, maybe at some point soon.” Mistress says.
She withdraws her hand and puts the car into gear. My heart is racing at the possibility of her words as she pulls out into traffic and drives off.
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Mistress’s house is not massive, but it is large, with a well-kept garden leading up to a tall brick building with large windows. Outside the front door there are two rose bushes, one on either side, and the smell of them is intoxicating.
“Now, I’m going to take you straight through to the guest bedroom to get ready. You are to follow me and not touch anything or wander into any other rooms without my permission. Do you understand Stephanie?” Mistress says.
I nod. I can barely contain the nervous, giddy excitement.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Mistress smiles, grins, and unlocks the front door. She steps through and I follow and Mistress closes the door behind us, sealing us in. The hall is narrow, with high ceilings, the walls hung with framed paintings and photographs. On one side a large mirror from which my reflection stares back at me, a pretty, nervous girl—the sight of her makes me flush and bite my bottom lip, a surge of pleasure as I see again how feminine and attractive I am as a girl.
“Now, follow me please Stephanie.”
Mistress moves off and I follow, along the hall and up stairs. There are the sounds of a radio playing somewhere in the house, but they are quiet so that the click of our heels seems loud in comparison.
“In here please.”
Mistress gestures to a small room filled with several wardrobes, a make-up table with a large mirror, two chairs, and a sofa. On the wall hang a series of black and white photographs, all of the same woman in various poses, erotic but artful, in some she is bound by rope, in others chained or kneeling, dressed in leather or latex or naked, her pale flesh marked by welts or bruises or rope burns.
“You like my photographs?” Mistress asks.
My eyes widen as I recognise the woman.
“These are all you Mistress?” I ask.
Mistress nods.
“All me. Do they excite you?”
Mistress moves in close behind me, runs a hand down my back to cup my arse. I whimper as she squeezes. I can only nod.
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Well, perhaps someday we can have a photo or two of you on the wall. I’m quite close with the photographer.”
I nod again.
“If you’d like that Mistress then I would.” I say.
The thought of appearing in such images makes my balls tense and my cheeks blush, my mind wild with the possibility of how Mistress might pose me.
“Well… that’s something we can discuss later. Right now we need to get you ready.”
I turn from the pictures to face Mistress.
“Ready for what Mistress?” I ask.
Mistress grins at me.
“That, Stephanie, is a surprise. Now, strip, we need to get you into something a little more… exciting.”
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I strip first, removing my shoes, dress, stockings, suspenders, bra and panties until I am naked. My face is hot as Mistress has me stand feet apart, with my hands on my head, and examines me.
“You shaved this morning I see. Good. I’m pleased.”
Mistress moves behind me, places one hand on my bare shoulder, runs the other down my back to my arse, caresses me, moving in toward my crack. She presses lightly on my plug.
“Now, we won’t be needing this today, so take a slow breath and relax.” Mistress says.
There is a pressure inside me as Mistress grasps the head of my plug and pulls. My hole clings to the plug for a moment, reluctant to let go, my entrance stretching. Mistress pulls firmly, gently, but insistent and, finally, my plug pops free. I gasp at the sudden sensation, breathing heavily, the emptiness almost devastating.
Mistress moves to the side, puts the plug down in an open drawer on a towel, and steps to the side to open one of the wardrobes. Inside are outfits and uniforms and clothes, leather and latex and more, all skimpy, sexual. At one end hands lengths of rope and on the shelf at the top are cuffs, chains, paddles, floggers, crops. At the bottom, on the floor of the wardrobe, sit an array of heels and boots that are entirely unpractical.
“I’ve already picked out your outfit and it shouldn’t take too long to put on if I help.”
Mistress picks several hangers from the wardrobe. A bright pink latex corset, white latex opera gloves and white latex stockings. From the shelf she takes down two boxes, one small, the other larger, and from the floor she selects a pair of garish pink platform heels that make my cock twitch in excitement.
“Your makeup is already done, so it shouldn’t take too long to get ready. We’ll get you ready first, then I’ll change while you wait for me. That should still give us lots of time.”
I nod, though I do not really understand. Mistress turns to face me.
“First things first though.”
Mistress steps towards me. She lays the items she has selected down on the table except for the smaller box.
“Time to finally put this on.”
Mistress opens the box. Inside sits a bright pink collar, a silver ring attached to the front, on the back a silver buckle with a small padlock. My heart skips a beat as I stare at it.
“Do you like it?”
I nod.
“Yes, Mistress.” My voice croaks, my mouth dry.
“Then stand still while I put it on.”
I do as instructed as Mistress removes my collar from the box. She lifts it, wraps it around my neck, the cool pink leather firm, a rigid embrace. The buckle clinks as she tightens and fastens it and the small click of the padlock falling into place makes me shudder, my caged cock twitching.
“There, a perfect little girl. Now, time for the rest.”
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“Just the final touches.” Mistress says.
I stand in front of the mirror on the make-up table, dressed in the pink latex corset, the colour matching my collar, white latex gloves and white latex stockings. My pink heels make me stand tall and proud, the curve of my butt prominent, alluring. The embrace of my corset shapes my waist so that it is slim, making my hips and thighs seem wider and my chest narrower.
My face, made up, painted, is glamorous, pure sex, my lips full and plump, my eyes dusky with long dark lashes. The small hooped earrings glint silver in the light, matching the metal ring that hangs from my collar.
Mistress opens the final box and pulls out a light blonde wig, shoulder-length, full curls with a swept fringe. I stare at it but do not move or object as she places it on my head. She stands in front of the mirror, blocking my view as she adjusts it.
“And the last piece…”
Mistress removes a length of pink ribbon from the drawer to her side and lifts it to my collar, ties it to the silver ring.
“And done! Now have a look.”
Mistress steps to the side. In front of me, in the mirror, is a reflection I do not recognise. The sight of it stirs something irresistible in me. The smooth arms and chest and legs, the tight, constricting corset, the heels, the make-up and earrings, the collar with the dainty pink ribbon tied in a bow like a gift, the flowing silver-blonde locks.
“Do you like how you look Stephanie? I think you make a lovely, pretty girl.” Mistress says.
I nod, almost breathless. I stare at myself, my caged cock hanging uselessly between my legs, my cheeks flush with excitement and shame.
“I do Mistress, thank you.”
Mistress smiles.
“Thank you for what?”
I smile and turn to face her.
“For making me your pretty girl.”
Mistress grins.
“Oh, you’re not my pretty girl, but I’m glad to see you’re grateful. Now, I need to get ready so why don’t we let you rest. First though…”
Mistress reaches behind her to pull out a blindfold.
“I don’t want you peeking and ruining the surprise.”
Mistress places the blindfold over my eyes, blinding me. My heart beats fast, my breathing becomes quick and shallow.
“And hands behind your back please.”
I comply.
I feel Mistress move around me, tug my wrists. She wraps each wrist in coarse leather, binds them together so I cannot move freely. I tug but I am held tight.
“Now, you wait there like a good girl while I prepare myself.” Mistress says.
I bite my bottom lip, giddy with excitement and fear.
“Yes, Mistress.” I whisper.
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Mistress’s hand rests on my lower back as she guides me. I walk slowly, carefully, my heels precarious, my hands still bound behind me, my eyes still blindfolded. The click of our heels is loud.
“Through here.” Mistress says.
I allow her to lead me, trusting her. My mouth is dry, my heart racing. As I walk I focus on allowing my hips to sway so that my butt wiggles. Music is playing, a soft slow beat, quiet. I can hear my pulse beating like thunder.
“Stop here.”
I obey. Stop, swaying slightly without my sight to help me balance.
“Now, drop down to your knees Stephanie.”
I do as I am told. Lower myself carefully to a kneeling position. The floor is soft thick carpet.
“Now, are you ready to have some fun Stephanie?” Mistress asks.
I nod.
“Yes, Mistress.” I whisper.
“And what do you want?”
I am quiet for a moment as I consider.
“To please you Mistress.” I say.
I imagine Mistress’s smile, hoping I have pleased her. I feel vulnerable and exposed wearing my blindfold. I hear Mistress’ footsteps padding on the carpet, feel the air shift. A hand clad in latex runs down my back to my butt, squeezing, while another runs down my front, caressing and teasing my nipples. I shudder, moan, wiggle into Mistress’s palm as she fondles me.
“You want to be a good girl for me don’t you Stephanie? You want to be a pretty slut.”
I nod.
“Yes, Mistress. I want to be a dirty slut for you. I want to be a sexy girl for you.”
The hand on my front runs lower, over my belly to my crotch, cupping my caged cock, tugging. I moan louder, the sensation a torturous delight. The hand on my butt shifts, easing in towards my crack and I wiggle to work it closer towards my hole, eager for Mistress’s touch. She eases is away, teasing me.
“You want me to play with you?”
I nod, whining, desperate. A knot of hot pleasure has formed in my gut, spreading as Mistress toys with me. My heart flutters, thoughts a heady blur, foggy.
Mistress’s hand creeps again back towards my entrance, slips lightly over my rosebud and I gasp at the contact. I try to shift to get more of her touch but her hand runs down to caress my inner thigh. She tugs hard on my caged cock.
“You want me to use you like a dirty slut?” Mistress asks, her lips close to my ear, her voice low and husky.
I nod again.
“Yes Mistress, please.” I beg.
Mistress’s hand releases my cage and runs back up my body to my throat. She tugs at the ring on my collar and the sensation, knowing that I am hers to be used as she wishes, excites me in a way I have never known.
Her fingers shift again to my crack, run up, down, lingering at my puckered entrance. I shudder, press into the contact so that the very tip of her finger spreads me, enters me. I whine, hungry for more.
“You want me to fuck you? To use your mouth, your hole?”
I nod.
“Please Mistress.”
Her laughter is a blessing, light and playful. Her finger presses into me as her other hand tugs harder on my collar, her latex-clad digit slipping deeper, opening me. I wiggle my hips and curve my back to take more, suddenly ravenous.
“You want to be filled, don’t you, you dirty slutty girl.”
I nod, unable to lie.
“Yes, Mistress. I need it.”
“You dream about cock don’t you. Fantasise about it. You want to taste it, know what it feels like.”
I nod again.
“Confess to me Stephanie.” Mistress whispers.
I take a deep breath. My mind is blank, thoughts slow and cumbersome.
“I want to know what cock feels like Mistress, in my mouth, in my hole. I want to know what cum tastes like, what it feels like to have a man fuck me, to cum inside me. When you fucked me Mistress is was wonderful, but I can’t help it. The thought of a man taking me, using me, excites me. Sometimes it’s all I can think about. The thought of a flesh and blood cock taking me, making me a slut, thrills me.”
I cannot believe what I am saying but the words are the truth. As they leave my mouth I know that there is no going back, that now I have spoken them I cannot hide from my desires, but I do not care. My cheeks blaze from the humiliation of my confession but my heart soars at being set free. Roll my hips against Mistress’s touch, her finger pushing deeper into me as she holds my collar firmly.
“I have a surprise for you Stephanie.”
Mistress’s grip on my collar is suddenly gone and I miss it. The cuffs on my wrists are undone, freeing me. My blindfold is tugged, gently, lifted off my head. I blink, blinded by a bright light for a moment then look up.
In front of me a man, dark jeans, boots, a tight dark button-down shirt. He is handsome, smiling, watching me as Mistress plays with my hole. Her finger pushes deeper and I cannot help but moan and the man grins.
“This, Stephanie, is my husband. Today is his birthday and you, pretty thing, are his present. You’re to be his sexy, slutty, sissy girl. Now, how does that make you feel?”
I stare up at the man in front of me. The bulge in his jeans is prominent, massive, and his eyes watch me with an intensity and hunger that makes me melt. I bite my bottom lip as Mistress teases me, and I smile.
“Happy birthday Sir.” I say.




Thirteen
“Well, aren’t you a lovely little surprise? So pretty. Such a perfect birthday gift.” He says.
His voice is deep, soft, a gentle firmness that makes my stomach flip. I stare up at him, gnawing on my bottom lip. The way his eyes study me, take in every detail of me, collared, corseted, on my knees in heels, my cock caged, face made-up, glamorous with long blonde curls, makes me squirm.
“Thank you Sir.” I say.
“You like her then?” Mistress asks.
Her tone is different, softer, almost demure. She looks up at her husband with wide eyes even as she continues to caress my butt, fingering my hole. I cannot stop myself from rolling my hips to take more. My gaze drifts down to the bulge in Sir’s jeans, large, prominent, full of promise, and I cannot help but lick my lips.
“Oh, very much. I was expecting a book or perhaps a bottle of scotch, but this… this is simply amazing.”
Mistress smiles and her smile lights up her face.
“I knew as soon as I saw her that she’d be perfect for you. I’ve done my best to train her but she needs a real man to show her the pleasure of being a girl.”
“You’ve done an amazing job. Now come here so I can thank you properly.”
Mistress slips her hand from my butt, her fingers easing out of my hole, and I gasp at the sudden loss. She rises to her feet and I see for the first time that she is dressed like me, a latex corset that leaves her breasts bare and naked, full, heavy, and a leather collar, though hers are black instead of black, white latex gloves and stockings, black heels, her dark hair left to flow in soft waves.
I feel a twinge of some unexpected emotion, surprise at seeing Mistress dressed in such an obviously erotic manner, but also pleasure, that we are alike, me in pink, her in black, as though we alike, both sexual, feminine, beautiful, as though we are like sisters. To be compared to her makes me blush, fills me with pride.
Mistress moves to Sir’s side and he wraps his arms around her, pulls her to him, kisses her. Mistress melts into him, moans as his lips meet hers and he embraces her. He is tall, strong, so obviously masculine, handsome in a way I have never thought of a man as handsome. I feel a twinge of envy, pining for Mistress but also wishing that I were her, that Sir was kissing me in the way he was kissing her.
Their kiss ends and it is obvious from the blush on Mistress’s cheeks, the way she is breathing heavily, that she is aroused. Sir smiles at her, grinning, glances back at me and his gaze makes my cock twitch, my stomach aflutter with nerves and excitement.
Her hand slides down Sir’s front, slipping over his shirt down to his trousers, cupping the bulge there, squeezing. Sir gasps, grins at me.
“You must really like her.” Mistress says.
Sir nods, his eyes fixed on me. I cannot look away, am mesmerised by him, his presence, drawn to him. I look down, my gaze stopping on Mistress’s hand as it gropes Sir through the fabric of his jeans. I cannot help but imagine what he must look like, large, proud, cannot help but imagine what his cock would taste like, feel like and I lick my lips without thinking.
“Now, is there anything you’d like her to do for you? She is your present after all. All yours, to do with as you wish.” Mistress says.
Her words thrill me. I am a pretty, sexy, feminine gift for Sir. A toy made for him, lovingly, by Mistress. I feel giddy, warm, almost dizzy, the delightful cocktail of shame and humiliation and lust intoxicating.
Sir stares at me as Mistress massages his cock and smiles.
“I can think of a few things.” Sir grins.
He lifts one hand and gestures at me, urging me to approach.
“Come here Stephanie. I want to get a good look at my new toy.” He says.
I can only nod and I obey without thinking.
I lower myself onto all fours and crawl, slowly, trying to wiggle my hips and butt as I move, towards Sir and Mistress. I stare up at him as I approach, my heart racing, drawn to him. I smile and try to appear as sexy, appealing, and feminine as I can.
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“Stand up Stephanie.” Sir says.
I obey, rise to my feet, unsteady in my heel. The corset around my waist binds me, squeezing me.
“Feet apart, hands on the back of your head. Keep still and stare straight ahead.” Sir says.
I shift my feet, lift my hands to place them behind my head. I keep my back straight, look forwards, trying not to tremble.
“She’s quite lovely.” Sir says.
His attention and his compliment make me blush but I do not move. My heart thunders, loud and fast. Sir disentangles himself from Mistress and moves towards me. Mistress follows behind him, watches him. She glances at me and smiles and her attention makes my heart soar.
“Do you like the way I wrapped her?” Mistress asks.
Sir nods.
“Very much. The pair of you look just perfect together. You so dark and beguiling, Stephanie so pink and pretty. You have a real talent.”
Mistress blushes, the first time I have ever seen her composure crack. That Sir holds such power over the woman who has ensnared me makes me quiver. Sir steps up to me and reaches out a hand to hold my chin. I stare ahead as he examines my face, my lips, eyes, his thumb pressing gently into my mouth. I part my lips without thinking and suck it, gently.
“And eager too.” Sir laughs.
I blaze a deep crimson as I realise what I am doing.
“Don’t worry Stephanie, he’s teasing. I think he likes the way you respond to his touch.”
Sir nods.
“Yes, I do. Such pretty lips and so sensitive, so willing.” Sir says.
I take a deep breath, nibble at Sir’s thumb as he pushes it into my mouth. He moves closer to me, lifts his free hand to my chest, runs it over my shoulder, down to my nipple, pinches me, lightly at first then harder. I gasp.
“So, so sensitive. You like that Stephanie?”
I nod as I chew on Sir’s thumb, teasing it with my tongue. His fingers release my nipple and his hands move lower, caressing me, fondling me. It runs down to my stomach, down further, to my cage and my trapped, useless cock. As he tugs me, gently, I whimper.
“And all locked away like a proper sissy girl. How do you feel about that?” Sir asks.
I can only answer the truth.
“I like it Sir. Giving control over to Mistress, to you. Making myself a proper girl for you.”
“And you’re not frustrated?”
I shake my head. Sir frowns.
“Really? I’m surprised. Locked up with no way to cum and yet you’re not frustrated…”
The question, the implication, hangs. I take a deep breath, my cheeks and throat hot from the shame of what I am about to confess.
“I have cum Sir. I know my cock is useless now but I’ve still cum.”
Sir stares at me, waiting for me to continue. Behind him Mistress has pressed against him, leaning into him, peering at me over his shoulder, grinning at me. Her blue eyes are stunning, bright and full of excitement.
“I came playing with my hole, with the fake cock Mistress gave me. I used it to fuck myself and I couldn’t help myself Sir.”
Sir’s eyebrows raise and he chuckles.
“Cumming just from fucking yourself? You are a talented girl. Well, I say we see just how talented. Why don’t you fall to your knees for me.”
My mind feels suddenly blank. Sir pulls his thumb from my mouth, dragging it over my painted lips. I take a deep breath and smile, knowing I cannot resist, that I do not want to resist.
“Yes Sir.” I say.
I drop slowly to my knees as Sir and Mistress watch.
“Good girl. I knew you’d make the perfect gift.” Mistress says.
I blush.
“Thank you Mistress.” I whisper.
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I rest on my knees, waiting, as Sir stands over me, staring down at me. The intensity of his gaze makes my body ache with a need that is new and overwhelming. My breath is quick, shallow and my heart is racing.
“Undo my belt Stephanie and undo my trousers.” Sir says.
I comply, do as I am told. I reach up, my hands pretty, painted nails, and unfasten Sir’s belt, unbutton his jeans, pull them open.
“Now take my cock out.”
Sir’s voice is deep, slow, mellow, a command that I cannot refuse. I pull down the band of his pants, my hands shaking. I am about to touch my first cock, to hold it, and there is no doubt, only the erotic mix of fear and eagerness. I reach into Sir’s pants and grasp his shaft, the thick warm meat of his cock, and pull it free. It is heavy, long and girthy, magnificent. I swallow the saliva that has pooled in my mouth.
My hands move on their own, grasping Sir’s dick gently, tender, one easing down to the base while the other teases up to the tip, running just my fingertips over the crown. I begin to jerk him as I trace around the head of his length.
“Fuck yes. That’s good. You look so perfect.” Sir says.
His words thrill me, excite me. My caged cock throbs, painful, the knot of pleasure in my gut tightening. I lick my lip as a bead of precum forms at the slit of Sir’s cock.
Mistress shifts, moving from behind Sir to kneel beside me. She leans in close, her bare breasts pressing against my shoulder. My attention remains fixed on the hardening cock in front of me.
“Why don’t you use your mouth, Stephanie? I know you want to. I can see it in your eyes. You want to be a cock slut for him don’t you?”
I do not speak, do not react except to lean forward, towards Sir’s cock. My mouth opens, my tongue hanging out, and I lick the tip of his hard shaft, shuddering as I taste him.
“Such a perfect little slut.” Sir moans.
His words blaze, branding me, and I press forward, take his prick into my mouth, running my tongue down the underside of his length, closing my lips tight around his girth. He moans as I whine, mewing around the meat of him. I take more, forcing as much of his cock into my mouth as I can. I use my hand to massage the base of his cock, teasing his heavy, full balls eager to taste what they contain.
“Such a good girl.” Sir moans.
I murmur as I suck, begin to bob my head up and down, working my painted lips over his length. His meat becomes slick with my saliva so that I can wank him harder, gripping him tight with my lips and fingers. As I reach the tip I pop his crown from my mouth, an audible noise as it slips from my lips, and I run my tongue over his head and slit.
“Such a natural cock sucker.” Mistress says. “You’re enjoying that aren’t you?” Mistress says.
I mumble my agreement, unable to think clearly, obsessed, hungry. I push forward again, take Sir’s cock back into my slut mouth, forcing it as deep as it can go, choking myself, gagging. Sir thrusts, my lips locked tight, and I am giddy as the bulbous head of his cock enters my throat, slipping deep for a moment, wrapped tight, miked as I try to swallow.
“Fuck yes!”
I pull back, desperate for breath. Mistress’s hand runs down my back to my butt, teasing down my crack to my hole, pushing into my entrance. I ease my lips up and down Sir’s shaft, sucking his cock, teasing with my tongue, the taste of his precum overwhelming. He ruts into me even as I tease the base of his dick with my hand, my lips squeezing him and I let him fuck my pretty mouth, giddy at the pleasure each thrust causes, jolts of electricity running from my mouth to my caged cock.
“I think she wants more.” Mistress says.
Her finger pushes suddenly into me, teasing me open, fucking me. I gasp, whining on Sir’s cock as he pushes his cock deep into my throat again. I cannot think, cannot resist.
“I think she wants you to fuck her.” Mistress says.
Sir pulls back suddenly, pulls his cock from my lips and I chase it, wanting more, desperate to lick and suck his prick, to feel his cock throb on my tongue, to taste his cum. He keeps it from me and I mew, desperate, horny, whining as Mistress fucks her fingers in and out of my hole.
“Is that what you want Stephanie? Do you want me to fuck you? To bury my dick in that tight little hole of yours? To claim you as mine?” Sir asks.
His voice fills me with dread and joy. I nod, look up at him.
“Yes Sir. Please. Fuck me. Make me your slut.” I say—meaning every word.




Fourteen
“On all fours then Stephanie.” Mistress whispers.
Her fingers work inside me as I drop onto my hands and knees, eager to obey. I bend my lower back, tilt my hips to offer my butt up and Mistress pushes her fingers in deeper. I gasp, moan, push back into her as she fucks me.
“You warming my present up for me darling?” Sir asks.
Mistress giggles.
“I didn’t think you’d mind sharing your gift, after all the work I put into surprising you.”
Sir laughs.
“Well, she certainly seems to enjoy you playing with her tight little hole so I suppose I won’t object. Do you like having your Mistress finger you to get you ready for my cock Stephanie?”
I moan as I push back into Mistress’s finger, desperate to have more inside me, stretching me, filling me. My caged cock flops beneath me, throbbing painfully, my balls tight, a thin trickle of precum. I nod.
“Yes Sir. I love it. I love knowing that her fingers are making my slut hole ready for your cock Sir.”
My words come unbidden, the shame of uttering them a glorious thrill. I blush and bite down on my bottom lip, groaning as Mistress curls her fingers to caress my inner walls, pressing against my sensitive spot. My cock throbs within its confines.
“Does my pretty sissy birthday present want my cock inside her tight little hole?” Sir asks.
I nod again. Mistress’s fingers fuck me harder, my mind blank. The knot of pleasure in my gut expands, overwhelming me.
“Yes. Please, Sir. Please fuck me. Please make me your slut. Please make me your pretty birthday slut.”
Sir grins at me, staring down at me, his cock hanging from his jeans, swollen and slick with my spit, heavy and thick and long, the bulbous head, shaft ribbed with veins, his balls heavy with his cum. I stare at it, eyes wide, desperate to feel it inside of me.
“Please fuck me Sir. I need it.” I whisper, my voice low, feminine, in an attempt to appeal to him.
“I think I can do that, since you asked so nicely Stephanie.”
My stomach flutters, my hole clenching around Mistress’s fingers but they are not enough. I need more. I need the thick, throbbing cock in front of me. I smile as I bite my bottom lip, imagine it penetrating me, filling me, fucking me.
“Thank you Sir.” I whisper.
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“Slip your fingers out darling. I think it’s time I gave our pretty Stephanie what she wants and I enjoyed my birthday present.”
Mistress’s fingers slip out of me and I am left suddenly empty. I moan, curve my back to lift my butt up, wiggling my hips to offer it up to Sir. I lower my face towards the floor, chewing my bottom lip in an attempt to remain outwardly calm, quiet. Inside I am ravenous, thrilled and terrified at the thought of what is to come. My cheeks blaze with the shame of what I am willingly doing, at the thought of how I look, of how I am submitting, and the humiliation excites me.
“Now, Stephanie, I want you to remain calm. Try not to tense and take slow deep breaths.
“Yes Sir.” I whisper—my voice is husky and full of lust.
A hand, large and strong, strokes down my back and over my butt cheek. It squeezes, hard, and I gasp at the pain and pleasure. Fingers ease in towards my crack and my hole, my flesh there slick.
“She has a lovely arse doesn’t she?” Mistress says.
“Absolutely. So round and pert, and the way she moves it, that wiggle, letting me know she wants me to look at it, touch it, fuck it.”
I moan and push my arse back as Sir’s finger graze over my gaping pucker, my hole eager for more. My caged cock hangs useless, throbbing painfully, drooling precum.
“Just look at that. Such a greedy slut desperate for your cock.”
Mistress’s words sting and I shudder. I cannot deny the truth in them, wiggle my hips again to invite more of Sir’s touch.
“Such a filthy, naughty, slutty girl.” Mistress whispers.
I moan, whine, her words evoking emotions in me that I cannot even name, primal and desperate, my mind a blur as Sir’s fingers probe at my entrance.
“You should punish her.” Mistress says.
“Punish? Really?”
“She likes it.” Mistress whispers.
Sir’s touch pauses and I push back, eager for more, but his hand withdraws.
“Is that true Stephanie? Do you like being punished?”
I am silent for a moment. I remember the way Mistress’s palm felt spanking my butt, imagine Sir’s larger, stronger hand spanking me.
“Yes Sir, I like to be punished like a bad girl.” I say.
My words thrill me. Sir chuckles.
“Well, you are a wonderful gift.” Sir says.
Sir’s hand lifts, falls, suddenly, before I have a chance to think or react. It strikes my butt cheek, hard, a stinging pain radiating out and I cry out in pain and shock. My caged cock throbs.
“Thank you Sir.” My voice is breathless, desperate.
“Three more.” Sir says.
Sir’s hand moves again, strikes my other butt cheek, more pain, more pleasure. The crack of the impact is loud and the sensation dulls all thought.
“Thank you Sir.” I say.
Sir’s hand falls again, the blow landing heavy, my butt wobbling. I am shaking, my whole body alive.
“Thank you Sir.” I say, my voice quiet, breathy, heart racing.
Sir raises his hand the final time and pauses. I wait, trembling, and when the blow lands I let out a loud cry, equal parts agony and ecstasy.
“Thank you Sir.” I say again.
Sir grins at me. Mistress moves up to the side of him, her hand reaching down to stroke his engorged, throbbing cock.
“I think it’s time you claimed her.” She whispers.
Sir’s smile spreads.
“I think you’re right.” Sir says.
He is still smiling as he begins to strip off his shirt and boots and jeans.
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I keep my head low as Sir moves to kneel behind me, nudging my legs further apart with his knees. I lift my butt to him, offering myself, and gasp as his hands caress my cheeks, squeezing gently, my flesh still tender.
Mistress moves to the side of me, kneels by my head, her hand lowering to rest on my back, rubbing my shoulder.
“Just relax Stephanie. You’re going to love how my husband fucks you with his magnificent cock.”
“Yes Mistress.” I whimper.
Sir’s hands move lower, one shifting down to tug on my caged cock while the other teases my hole, his fingers slick with lubricant, slipping into me easily, readying me for him.
“You ready to be a slut for me Stephanie?” Sir asks.
I keep my head low as I nod, trying to look back at Sir, to catch his gaze and show him how much I need him.
“Yes Sir.” I whine.
Sir beams, his hand on my caged cock releases me, his fingers withdraw from my hole. I watch as he works his slick palm up his massive length, his cock hard and swollen, ready to fuck me, to claim me. I bite my bottom lip, eager to feel him inside of me.
As Sir shifts forwards, aiming his prick with his hands, aiming the prominent swollen head at my entrance, I stiffen, suddenly scared. It’s too big.
“Relax Stephanie. He’ll be gentle to start, and soon you’ll be begging him to fuck you harder.” Mistress says.
I take a deep breath and exhale slowly, calm myself. The touch of Sir’s cock in my crack, slipping over my oily flesh, rubbing over my puckered rose, makes me gasp. I push back without thinking and, as Sir leans forward, aiming carefully, the head of his cock begins to stretch me.
“Fuck!” I whine.
My mind goes blank. I can feel my hole opening for him, gaping to allow him entry and as he pushes gently I ease back, wanting more, needing more. I curve by back and wiggle my butt to aid his invasion of my hole, desperate for him to fill me. My hole stretches, something like pain, but more, and the knot of pleasure in my gut tightens. My caged cock twitches worthless beneath me.
“More… please.” I beg.
Sir pushes forward and then, suddenly, the head pops past my outer ring and his cock is inside me, filling me.
“So fucking tight.” Sir’s words are full of pleasure and they thrill me.
“Thank you Sir.” I say.
Sir pushes forward, slipping deeper, stretching me wide as his cock enters me, filling me. He thrusts, pushing me forward and I lift my butt, wiggle to offer him myself. Mistress’s hand on my back caresses me, the twin sensations overwhelming. I groan, unable to contain my pleasure.
Sir’s belly and hips and crotch meet my butt, his shaft fully sheathed in me. He thrusts forward once more, the final conquest, and I know I am his—his toy, his slut, his girl, his birthday present. His cock throbs inside of me, warm and thick and hard. My caged cock spasms.
As Sir pulls out I whine, chasing his cock, but his hands grip my hips hard, holding me in place as he withdraws more and more of his glorious prick. I whimper, needing him back inside of me. The crown of his meat tugs at my puckered opening, teasing, and then he thrusts forward, hard, his entire length back inside of me, his balls slapping against my cage in a final insult as he fucks me.
“Yes Sir. Fuck me. Make me your girl. Your pretty slutty girl.” I whimper.
Sir growls, pulls back and then thrusts again. His cock fills me, stretches me, massive and throbbing and hot. My caged cock drools in surrender as I offer myself to him, lifting my butt, pushing back to meet his thrusts, to take more of him, to gift myself to him.
“Fuck her harder!” Mistress whispers. “Make her your slut!”
Mistress’s words scald me, shame me, feed my pleasure. Sir fucks me, hard, pulling me into him with his hands gripping my hips tight. His cock slips in and out, each time the head of his shaft rubbing over my inner walls, scraping over my sensitive spot. The knot of pleasure in my gut expands, tightens, filling me. My balls tense and my cock throbs painfully in my cage.
Sir pulls back, lingers with his head just inside me for a moment, then pulls me back into him, rutting against me, fucking me, hard, fast, his thick, throbbing cock filling me. His balls slap against mine as he pounds me. One of his hands creeps up my body to my neck, to my collar, circling round to grasp the ring at the front, tugging it so that I am trapped on his prick, gasping as he takes me.
“You’re my slut, aren’t you Stephanie, my pretty slutty girl.” Sir says.
I nod, breathless, giddy. The collar is almost choking, the pleasure of Sir’s cock inside my tight, slick hole is a tidal wave that drowns me.
“Yes Sir. I’m your pretty slut. Just don’t stop fucking me.”
My words are a brand that marks me, bind me to Sir, to Mistress, change me. I am his girl. His slut. I need his cock.
Sir fucks me harder, faster, his cock pumping in and out of me, my caged dick spasming. His length inside of me, thick, meaty, hot, is throbbing, twitching, and the knot of pleasure in my gut as he pounds in and out of me crushes any resistance out of me. I surrender to it, willingly, happily. The crown of his dick rubs over my inner walls, pressing my sensitive spot, causing my balls to clench, my caged cock dripping constantly as I moan and whimper, my noises feminine, breathy, desperate.
“Cum in her. Fill her up.” Mistress whisper.
“Yes!” I cry.
Sir pushes deep into my hole and I feel his cock swell, expanding, and I know he is on the brink, that my body has pleasured him. The knowledge of what is happing pushes me over the edge, the humiliation and submission a rush of euphoria. As Sir’s cock erupts inside of me, cumming within me, I cum. My cock spasms, a dribble of cum pouring from my caged cock.
“Awww… she’s cumming for you!” Mistress says.
“Fuck! Fuck yes. You perfect little birthday sissy. You perfect little slut.” Sir roars as he thrusts deeper.
His hands grasp me tight, pinning me, holding me against him as he erupts, filling my hole with his spunk as my caged cock spasms and cums onto the ground. My body is shaking, the pleasure unlike any I have experienced.
“Cum for me. Cum on my cock as I fill you up you sissy slut.” Sir says.
I can only obey, cumming and cumming as his prick throbs inside of me, his hot cum slick and sticky inside of me.
“Fuck that was hot.” Mistress says.
Sir is panting and I am out of breath. I am limp, exhausted, buzzing with endorphins, high on the pleasure he has given me, his cock softening within me. His hand releases its hold on my collar and I can breathe freely again. As he withdraws, leaving me feeling almost hollow, empty, I whine at the loss, but am pleased by the sensation of his cum dribbling from my gaping hole, warm and slick as it runs down to coat my caged cock and balls.
“You’re quite the pleasant gift Stephanie. I think I’m going to enjoy you.” Sir says.
I can barely think let alone speak. I collapse onto the floor, lie still as Mistress strokes my back.
“You did so well Stephanie.” She whispers.
“Thank you Mistress. Thank you Sir.” I say, moaning, still shaken by the strength of my climax.
I am grinning, beaming. I am satisfied as I have never been satisfied and yet, still, I crave more. I turn my head to look up at Mistress and Sir.
“You know, it’s my birthday next month.” I say
Sir laughs as Mistress runs her hand up my neck to caress my head, stroking my hair.
“Oh, I don’t think we’ll be waiting anywhere near that long Stephanie.” Mistress says.
I can only smile.
“No, I’d say more like thirty minutes.” Sir says, giggling.
I can only moan at the thought, clenching my butt cheeks to savour the sensation of his cum leaking from my gaping hole. I lie still, content and relaxed, happy to have found my place.


THE END
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Femboy Reform School
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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.




Brainwashed: Her Sissy Maid
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Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be lacking. Luckily the beautiful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees potential in him, so he is given one more chance to impress her, and show that he can meet her very specific, demanding standards.
To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of hypnosis self-help files, to help him correct his unwanted behaviours, help him reach the potential she sees in him, and train him to better satisfy her needs. Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really impress a woman like Ms Cwen.
Its all so simple… he just needs to be pretty, to obey, to serve. Soon enough Kieran finds himself submitting to Ms Cwen’s will, obeying and serving her without question as she trains him to be the kind of good girl she wants. As Kieran’s training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submitting to the sexy, assertive, controlling woman, but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives him when it finally becomes clear that Ms Cwen has been training Kieran to become her personal, pretty, sexy, sissy maid?
***Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…***
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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.




Kidnapped - Becoming Her Sissy Secretary
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Noticing an unmarked white van following him, Callum thinks little of it—he’s too distracted, wallowing in self-pity and misery. He’s finally landed his dream job, as a personal secretary at a prestigious company, for the beautiful and domineering Ms Lansa, but things just aren’t quite… right. There are, apparently, ‘performance issues’. It’s hard enough being the only man in a department of all women, but now he’s found out he’s failing to meet expectations.
Callum is jolted from his misery when the van stops and two beautiful, mysterious women emerge, telling him they are lost and in need of directions. Things are not what they seem though. These women know Callum, know all about him, and have been looking for him. As Callum helps with directions he is sedated, KIDNAPPED, and quickly loaded into the van where he drifts off into a deep, dreamless sleep…
When he wakes Callum finds himself in a locked, pink bedroom. This is his room now, his cell. When the two women return they inform Callum of his situation. He has been drifting through life and they are going to help him—Callum is to be made better, made into a sexy, pretty good girl. With no way to escape, held prisoner, Callum is brainwashed, trained, corrupted, and transformed. Unable to resist, soon Callum learns just how much more fun life is when you don’t need to think, when you only need to obey and, eventually, he learns just what lies in store for him… as Her sissy secretary.
*** Advisory note: this book features themes of feminization, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible… ***




A Thank You From Keary
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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