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BECOMING HER MARE

When Sam’s first love leaves him for someone “more of a man,” he runs—out of his city, out of his old life, out of the version of himself he can no longer bear. A summer ranch job promises reinvention, sweat, sunrise labour… maybe even a manhood worth reclaiming.

But what he finds is her.

Lee is sun-browned muscle and soft laughter, calloused palms and impossible kindness. Steady where he is unravelled, she loosens his shame, softens his armour, and coaxes something sweeter than masculinity to the surface.

What begins as penance becomes an invitation into service, surrender, and a femininity he never dared to touch. Lee doesn’t just see who he is, she sees who he could become.

He came to become a “better man.”

Instead he is remade, wanted, cherished, and beautifully undone.

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, romance novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

The bus rolled along a long empty road and I sat staring out of the window at the fields that rolled away on either side, lush and green and verdant. The sky was clear blue, the colour of Mandy’s eyes, and I felt my heart ache.

It had been only a few weeks since she’d broken the news to me and I was still very much not over it. I wasn’t sure I’d ever be over it, or her, but that was what the trip was about.

We’d been together since high school, had been each other’s first loves, first times, first… well pretty much first everything. I thought we were forever, but I’d been wrong.

It had been just before final exams, just before the end of our first year at college. I’d thought she’d planned a fun date for us. When she’d said she wanted to hang out and talk I’d thought it was just her wanting to spend time with me. I’d not expected what had happened.

Mandy had told me she didn’t love me anymore. She’d told me she wanted to break up, that she was sorry, that she’d met someone else.

It was like my whole world was shattered in one moment. Just a few words and everything I’d thought I’d known had been revealed to be a lie. My life was pulled out from under me.

I’d not been able to eat. I’d not known what to say.

I’d done my best to try to convince her to stay with me. I was desperate, afraid of losing her, but she told me she’d made up her mind.

She wasn’t in love with me anymore. She was in love with someone else. She hadn’t planned it, didn’t want to hurt me, and hoped we could still be friends. I’d cried, had been heartbroken. I’d fallen apart.

In the days that followed I’d hidden in my room. I’d barely eaten, barely slept, had to force myself to revise for exams, but my heart wasn’t in it. After what Mandy had told me I wasn’t sure my heart would ever be in it again. My heart had been ripped out.

I’d spent hours writing messages to Mandy but never sending them, desperate pleas for her to reconsider, angry rants about how she’d hurt me. I’d got a few messages from her, checking in on me, wanting to know if I was okay, but I hadn’t replied. I didn’t know what to say.

Friends and family contacted me, sent messages, called, but I didn’t speak to anyone. I couldn’t speak to anyone. Finally, after almost a week of hiding in my room, I’d replied to my mother, just to let her know I was still alive and doing okay. I’d had to. The tone of her messages had become more and more worried.

Clearly Mandy, not hearing from me, was reaching out to people who knew me. I didn’t want to talk to people though. I wanted to be left alone. I was worthless, abandoned, and I was hurt. I wanted to curl into a ball and shrivel up. I wanted to stop existing.

It was all made worse too when I saw the first picture of Mandy and her new boyfriend on her social media. There was a snapshot of them out drinking with some of her friends. They looked happy.

But that wasn’t all. Seeing him, the man Mandy had left me for, caused a surge of emotion and insecurity. Seeing Mandy next to him, snuggled up, smiling, crushed me.

She’d told me she loved me, that she thought I was handsome, cute, hot even. I’d never really believed her and in front of me was the proof that she’d been lying.

The man she’d left me for was everything I wasn’t. He was tall, handsome, muscular. He was a real man, several years older than her, dashing and charming and confident. No wonder I’d lost her. Maybe it was always inevitable and losing her then was better. In a few years, we might have been married, might have had kids. It would have hurt more then.

I forced myself to pull it together for the exams. I revised the best I could, staying in my room, using the fact I couldn’t sleep to power through, and in the end, I managed to pass my end-of-year exams by the skin of my teeth.

I’d been predicted pretty decent marks but in the end, the breakup had left me unable to focus or function properly. I’d made it through to my second year, but only just. I needed to pull myself together if I wanted to get on with my life. I needed to do something.

So, when I saw the advert for the ranch I couldn’t resist. I had no idea why I did it, but when I saw the listing for a summer job on the ranch I couldn’t resist. I clicked the button to apply, filled out my details, and sent it off. I didn’t expect to hear anything from it.

I had no experience, I had never worked on a farm, so why would they accept me? Sure the money wasn’t great and it was in the middle of nowhere, but I was sure they’d had plenty of applicants. I wasn’t even sure why I’d applied.

It was out of character for me but then… that was part of the reason. I’d figured that if Mandy had left me for another man, a better man, then maybe I was the problem.

Maybe what I really needed to do was change. And since the old me would never have applied for a summer job at a ranch maybe that was exactly what I should do.

It would help me escape from the city, it would give me lots of fresh air, would give me hard work, would help me process everything I was going through. I’d return in the fall with a little cash in my pocket, but more than the money I’d have had time to fully process losing the love of my life.

I could come back healed and, maybe, just maybe, all the working outdoors would help make a man of me. Maybe I could return back to college in the fall as a new man. Maybe all the hard work would help give me muscle. Maybe working in the sun would give me a tan. Maybe it would make a real man of me and Mandy would realise she’d made a mistake.

That thought too appealed to me. Which was why, when I got the message to say that I was being offered the job, I accepted.

***

The bus pulled into a small town in the middle of nowhere at a bus station that looked like it had very little traffic. I checked the time, noting that the bus was a little early, and then began to grab my bags. I’d packed light, just a few clothes, books, my phone and my laptop. I was going to be working most of the time, long hours of hard graft, so there wasn’t going to be much time to do anything else, but I liked that idea.

I’d wake early, eat, then work until late, eat again, then sleep. I would work until I was sore and exhausted. I wouldn’t have the energy or time to think about Mandy.

As the bus came to a stop I rose to my feet and made my way to the front to get off. The day was warm and the air was filled with the haze of dust kicked up by the buses passing.

The sun was high and the day was quiet.

I carried my bags towards the station, a bench that sat in a patch of shade, and sat down to wait. There was no one about, no traffic, no people, and most of the shops looked abandoned or rundown. Clearly, there wasn’t much happening.

After a while the bus started up and again and drove away from the station, heading out of the town. I felt almost abandoned and for a moment I wondered if I’d made the wrong decision in accepting the job offer.

I began to feel a sense of anxiety, panic. What if the job was too hard? I had no idea what life on a ranch was like and I had no idea what the owner was like. I only knew their name. Lee.

They were meant to collect me from the station and drive me out to the farm where I’d be spending the summer. I’d have a room, food, and I’d be paid a low but fair wage for the hours I worked, but what if it wasn’t that simple? What if I’d been misled or lied to?

I’d not done any research on the offer, had just accepted it eagerly, desperate to get away from college, Mandy, desperate to get some space so I could get my head back into some kind of working order.

I looked around and the town remained quiet. There was nobody else at the station. It was just me. I checked my phone, saw that my ride was late. What if they never showed up? When was the next bus out of town?

I was about to get up to look at the timetable when a battered pickup sped into the parking lot. It looked weathered and used, but in good working order despite its rough exterior, the sound of the motor smooth and even.

The door opened and… a woman got out, long sun-bleached blonde hair flowing down around her shoulders. I felt my heart sink. My ride was still late.

I watched as the woman looked around. Her gaze settled on me.

I tried my hardest not to stare at her but it was difficult. She was tall and well-built, with a figure that demanded attention.

She was dressed in short denim cut-off shorts, tight fitting, a vest that clung to her body, and a plaid shirt that was tied around her waist, unbuttoned, the sleeves rolled up. On her feet, she wore heavy boots.

Her thighs were thick, her hips wide, and as she walked towards me her ass jiggled and her tits bounced. It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra.

I felt myself blush. She was still looking at me, smiling, and I was aware I was staring at her. Like, really staring at her. I knew I should look away but I couldn’t.

She looked toned and tanned, hot in an almost rugged way, her body lean and stacked, curvy in all the right ways, with dazzling blue eyes. I could feel myself getting nervous.

“Sam?” She said as she got closer.

I faltered, blinked, nodded.

“I… yeah.” I managed to stammer.

Her smile widened.

“Sorry I’m late. I lost track of time. Have you been waiting long?” She said.

It took me a moment to realise…

She was my ride. Lee. I’d assumed it was a man, since it was a farm, manual work, but Lee was a gender-neutral name. A woman could own and run a farm too. I smiled as I realised my mistake.

“Not that long. You’re Lee?” I asked.

I wanted to be sure. Maybe she was just a farmhand or something.

“Yeah. Lee. Proud owner of Hathor Ranch. I’ve been looking forward to meeting you. We’ve got loads of projects to get started on and I could really use the extra pair of hands.” She said.

I nodded, grabbing my bags as I rose to my feet.

“We’ll need to grab a few supplies from town before we head back. I tend not to make too many trips to save on time and gas.” She said. “You can throw your stuff in the back of the truck if you want though and I can show you around?”

I nodded again. That made sense.

I dropped my bags into the back of the truck and then followed Lee into town. As she went about her chores, picking up food, tools, feed, and various supplies, she introduced me to people and pointed out stores, the one bar.

She made me help with carrying bags of groceries and feed and various other items. She seemed to heft them easily, muscles gained by hard work. I struggled, already feeling tired. It would be good for me though. I kept telling myself it would be good for me.

I was already doubting it though. I’d not even gotten to the ranch and already I was feeling out of place. The town was like nothing I’d experienced before and Lee seemed so competent and effortless with her movements.

Yet, she knew about my lack of experience. She knew why I wanted the job. When she’d offered me work she’d said it was more important to her that she have someone she could get along with rather than someone with experience. I hoped that was still true.

And, thankfully, we did get along. She was charming and engaging. We chatted as she shopped and then once we were back in the truck we continued to talk.

She told me how she’d inherited the ranch from her grandfather. She’d thought about selling it since she had very little experience of farming, but something about the idea of trying it had appealed to her.

“It’s nice to just be outdoors.” She said. “I came out here to escape the city, the hustle and bustle. Life is slower, harder, but it’s richer too. There’s a nourishment about working with animals and with the land. It’s good for the soul.”

I nodded.

As we drove I took in the landscape. The fields, the dirt track roads, the few and far between farmhouses, the mountains in the distance. I’d grown up in a busy town and then moved to a city for college. I had never experienced anything like it. There was a peace and a beauty to it, a serenity.

With Lee sitting beside me, driving, chatting, I began to relax. Maybe I hadn’t made the wrong decision. Maybe it really would be good for me.

Months of hard work would build me up, make a man of me, and the fresh air, clean living, long hours, would allow my heart to mend. I could return to college in the fall a new man, someone better. I smiled at that thought, watching the landscape roll by, listening to Lee talk about life on the ranch.

She was easy to be around, charming and sweet, but she remained unnervingly attractive. She wasn’t that much older than me, but there was a power and a calm and a maturity about her that made me feel both at ease and nervous. I felt almost slightly in awe of her.

And yet… I also couldn’t stop glancing at her. Her smooth, thick thighs, her plush ass, the swell of her chest rising and falling as she breathed, her pretty face. I’d figured being on the farm would give me space from women and I wouldn’t need to think about it, wouldn’t be reminded of Mandy, but in some ways, I was glad to discover that I was going to be spending my summer with a beautiful older woman.

It was getting late by the time we arrived at the ranch. I helped Lee unload the truck and then picked up my bags and carried them through to the farmhouse. She showed me around, showed me my room, a small space with a simple bed, plainly furnished, but cosy enough, and with a fairly modern though fairly basic bathroom and the kitchen.

“You can help yourself to food. You’ll probably find you end up with quite the appetite working here so don’t be shy. I need you fuelled up and ready to go.” She said.

I laughed at that but I could tell she was being serious.

“Now, I’m going to make us some food. You go get a shower, I’m sure you could use one after travelling all day, and then come down to eat.” She said.

I did as she suggested. I was glad for the shower, the refreshing caress of hot water, and changing into clean clothes felt comforting. By the time I was done, I could smell frying onions, vegetables, meat, the scent of butter and bread. I felt my stomach rumble as I made my way down to the kitchen.

We ate just the two of us. It was only Lee and me on the farm. She set out the basic plan for the next day.

I was to shadow her for a week or so, act as her assistant as I got the hang of things. After that, we’d be moving on to some of the projects she had planned for the summer. It was going to be early mornings and late nights, hard work. Part of me was looking forward to it.

After dinner, I helped Lee clean up, washing dishes, putting things away. After that…

“I suggest you get an early night. We’re going to be up early tomorrow.” She said.

I smiled. I was less anxious than I had been, but I was still feeling nervous. There was so much I wasn’t sure of. Yet, I was feeling more confident than ever that I’d made the right decision.

As I headed up to bed Lee called out. I turned and looked back, saw her smiling at me.

“I just wanted to say… it’s nice having some company around. I think I made the right decision to pick you. I think we’re going to make a good team.”

I smiled.

“Thanks.” I said. “I… it’s been a joy meeting you. I… I have a feeling it's going to be a good summer.”

I meant it. There was a sparkle in Lee’s eyes that told me she knew I meant it.


Two

The first few days were the hardest.

I’d wake early in the morning, eat a hearty breakfast, then start work just as the sun was beginning to rise. We’d stop occasionally to catch our breath, grab coffee, water, something to eat, and then we'd get back to work.

Lee went at a gruelling pace, working hard from breakfast until dinner, a late meal eaten at the end of the day. She expected me to keep up with her, never slowing or cutting me any slack. She was efficient and tough, working quickly, talking me through the things she expected of me, then watching me for a moment as I demonstrated my understanding and capabilities.

I was quick on the understanding, less quick on the capabilities. Lee, having been working on the farm for years, was much stronger than I was and her stamina was impressive. I worked tirelessly though. Part of me wanted to impress her and another part of me wanted to make the most of the opportunity. Given all the hard work, the lifting, the walking, the various chores around the ranch, I figured it was a great chance to get into shape, lose a little of the softness around my middle, and tone up.

I pictured myself at the end of the summer, a buff farmhand, rugged and tough and handsome, tanned from working in the sun. It made me smile. Maybe then Mandy would realise she’d made a mistake.

But I had little time or energy to think about that, to think about Mandy, and I was thankful for that. I was kept so busy, worked so hard, that I had little left to give over to worrying or even feeling. I was focused on work, on the ranch, on tending to the horses and keeping up with Lee. Mandy, and my heartbreak, were practically forgotten.

That lack of time or energy to dwell on what had happened, how hurt I was, how betrayed I felt, and the time outdoors in the sun, with animals, working with the soil, among nature, was like a medicine. I felt my wounds mending.

Each morning I would wake sore and stiff from the day before but I would get up, shower, and eat before getting to work. By the end of the day, I was so exhausted that all I had the capacity for was eating and then collapsing into bed.

I learnt a lot in those first few days. Lee taught me about the farm, how to care for the horses, how to look after the farm, how to get the various chores done as efficiently as possible. She introduced me to her various horses, the mares, the foals, and the studs. It was interesting getting to witness their various personalities.

After a few days, I began to get the hang of the pace of the work. The fresh air, the healthy food, and the hard work began to have an effect. I felt better than I had in a long time. I felt invigorated.

It was like all the cobwebs in my heart, mind, and soul were being blown out. I felt refreshed, renewed, and as I settled into the pace of the work, finding my feet and my confidence, I began to feel stronger, physically, mentally, and emotionally.

The extra capacity was pleasant because it gave me more energy to chat and connect with Lee. I was surprised by how pleasant and funny she was. Living alone as she did, with only animals for company, I had wondered if maybe she was slightly antisocial. Maybe she didn’t like people.

That was fine of course, I was there to do a job, take time to myself, work, get paid, heal. If she wasn’t the chattiest person that would have been fine, but instead I was delighted to discover that Lee was not only chatty, but charming and personable and sweet. She was funny, kind, smart, and curious.

As I settled into the work I found more and more time for conversation and we got to know each other. I found I really enjoyed her company. Getting to know her made the job even better.

She asked me about college, about my studies, my life, and in the beginning I was careful not to share too much, not wanting to burden her with the trauma of my recent breakup, but also not wanting to dig it all up again. Yet, the more we talked, the more I healed, the easier it was to open up.

Lee was patient. She asked questions and she listened. In the end, I found talking to her helped. She never judged, never criticised. She just offered empathy, compassion, understanding. It was easy to talk to her and because it was easy I shared more. I found myself opening up, saying things I’d never even really said to Mandy, not even to my closest friends.

Maybe it was the fresh air and the exhaustion. Maybe it was the emotional turmoil of the breakup and the stress of almost failing my first year. Maybe it was the fact that I was only going to be working with Lee for a few months.

It was hard to know the precise cause, but in the end, it didn’t matter. I was able to talk to her in a way I’d never really been able to talk to anyone.

It felt good, and I came to realise I had more bottled up than I’d ever thought. Letting it all out felt cathartic and I forged a bond between Lee and me that made working closely together easier. I knew I’d only just met her but she was quickly starting to feel like a friend and I was comfortable around her.

Or at least, mostly comfortable.

The fact that it was hot meant she was almost always in just shorts, denim cut-offs that hugged her hips and ass, showing off her long, toned, tanned thighs, and a snug vest that showed the heaving swell of her cleavage.

She was often covered with dust and mud, in heavy boots, sweating, sun blushed, but that just made her prettier. Her body was exceptional, toned and athletic, but full-figured at the same time, powerful and feminine. Her sun bleached blonde hair and her blue eyes were captivating and her cheeks were flecked with slight freckles.

She was radiant, beautiful, and really hot.

Working so close with her it was hard not to notice. It had been months since Mandy had broken up with me and I’d not been close to a woman in all that time, let alone someone as attractive and sweet and charming as Lee.

I struggled at times not to just stare at her as she worked, the sweat glistening on her skin, muscles rippling, strong thighs and back, her curves, the way her hips and ass would sway as she walked, the way her tits would jiggle as she laughed. In the beginning, it was easier because I was too tired to do anything other than focus on work.

Yet, as I found my feet and my body and brain got used to the toil, I found I had more energy to notice her. I had more energy to be attracted to her. And I was coming to realise I was really attracted to her.

I knew though nothing could come of it. I was there to work, and that’s where I put my focus. I was in no state either to think about other women. My heart was still tender.

Plus Lee was way out of my league. She was older than me, had her own farm, and she was really, really hot. A woman like her, smart, sweet, beautiful, sexy, was way out of my league. It was best for me to just focus on the work to avoid getting too distracted and frustrated.

It was hard though. We were always close, spending long days together, and at times I could even smell the scent of her sweat, the musk of her body. It was like a slow form of torture. I had months of it. I had no idea how I was going to cope.

***

It was the end of the first week. My body was aching and sore, stiff after a gruelling day, but I was getting used to it. Before I would end the day, eat, then collapse into a heavy sleep, but I was starting to have more energy, more endurance. It was nice to feel the exhaustion and satisfaction of a long day of real work.

Being out in the fresh air, with the horses, was invigorating. I liked it, though it was backbreaking labour at times.

I’d just finished the evening meal, chicken, potatoes, vegetables, bread. I was eating a lot more than I normally would have. The long hours and the hard graft worked up an appetite. The food was good though, hearty and nutritious, and I could feel the change in my body. I could feel the change too in my head. I felt clearer, more invigorated, and also… horny.

That was the hard part.

In the beginning, I’d been too tired to feel any desire, but as I was settling into it all, my body adjusting to the hard work, the fresh air, the good food, I was beginning to feel horny again. I was beginning to feel really horny.

As I stripped off to shower in the one bathroom in the house I felt my body throb. I could still clearly picture Lee working in the fields next to me, feeding the horses, lugging bags around in the barn.

The way her body moved. The powerful grace of it, the smell of her sweat, the way she smiled, the way her shorts and her vest clung to her curves.

I couldn’t help it. I was attracted to her. I was more attracted to her than I wanted to be. It wasn’t just her body, how hot she was, it was her personality too. She was so sweet and kind and thoughtful. It was the way she listened to me, the way she was.

I’d come to the ranch to get over Mandy, to heal, to process the breakup. What I hadn’t been planning on was getting a crush on the owner of the ranch.

But… was it really so bad? Getting a crush on Lee was solid proof that I was getting over Mandy. Proof that I was healing. It was just a few months. I could cope with that. It would be hard, and frustrating, but I could manage it.

I set the shower running, let the water heat up, and then stepped beneath the flow. I exhaled a long sigh as I stood beneath the flowing water, the heat easing the aches in my back.

I basked beneath the flow of water for a while, my mind picturing Lee. I could feel my body reacting, cock throbbing, yet I didn’t dare do anything about it. The bathroom was shared and there was no lock on the door. Lee lived alone so she explained she’d never needed a lock and suggested we’d both know if the bathroom was occupied so it wasn’t an issue.

The fact the door was closed, but not locked, always left me on edge, aware Lee could walk in at any moment. I wanted to touch myself but I couldn’t. I would have to wait until I went to bed.

I forced myself to calm down despite how aroused I was, then rinsed off and stepped out of the shower. There was a slight chill in the air so I wasted no time in wrapping a towel around my waist.

Plus, I didn’t want Lee to walk in and see me naked. Even the thought made me blush scarlet.

I began to dry off, head still full of thoughts of her, my heart racing, and then… my eyes caught on a flash of colour in the corner of the room under the sink. A flash of pink.

The room was white, plainly decorated, so the bright pink stood out. I’d not seen it before so, curious, I bent down and reached out to grab it.

It was a small scrap of fabric, soft, silky. I lifted it up and then… I realised what I was holding. I felt my heart skip, my cheeks flush with blood, and my cock throbbed.

I was holding a pair of panties. A pair of bright pink panties.

I was holding a pair of Lee’s panties. Pink, skimpy panties. Silk and lace panties.

I could feel my body responding to just the sight of them, the feel of them.

I’d never have imagined she would have worn such sensual underwear. I’d imagined a woman like her would wear pain underwear, white, cotton, practical. Yet the panties were vivid pink, with lace and ribbon, skimpy. The kind of sexy underwear models wore. More lingerie than underwear. I went to put them back where I’d found them, suddenly nervous that she might catch me holding them and get the wrong impression, but then… I froze.

She must have left them in the bathroom the last time she’d worn them, forgotten them. She’d never left her underwear or any of her clothes in the bathroom before. She probably hadn’t even realised she’d lost them, let alone had any idea where she’d left them.

I smiled as an idea formed. They were soft, pretty, delicate. They were undeniably sexy and I was feeling incredibly horny.

I unfurled the fabric and looked at them closely. They were worn. They were dirty.

They were used.

***

I slipped back into my room and shut the door. My heart was racing.

I’d been terrified I was going to be caught, that Lee was going to catch me, spot me, stop me, notice her panties stuffed into the towel I wore wrapped around my waist.

She’d been downstairs though. Had remained downstairs.

I’d managed to sneak her used, worn, dirty panties into my room and I knew she wouldn’t disturb me in my room. I was alone with Lee’s worn, sexy, pink panties.

I shifted, pulled the bundled pink satin out from my towel. I unfolded them and looked at them. My hands were shaking, my cheeks were hot, and my heart was beating fast and hard.

I felt my cock throbbing. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I still had time, I could go back to the bathroom and return them for Lee to find. I still…

I heard footsteps outside, the sound of the bathroom door. I froze. I heard the sound of the shower running.

It was suddenly too late. Lee was in the bathroom. She was in the shower. I couldn’t return the panties. I was stuck with them for at least as long as she was in the shower.

Part of me was repulsed with what I’d done. I’d stolen my boss’s panties. It was wrong. Yet, I was holding them, feeling them, staring at them. They were in my hand and I was stuck with them for a while so… what else was I supposed to do.

I could feel my blood pulsing in my head, thumping. I could feel my arousal, making it hard to think clearly.

I was still for a moment and then… I moved, slowly. I lifted my hand to my face, the panties clasped tightly. I inhaled, gently. I could smell the strong musk of my hot boss from her worn panties. The smell was intoxicating.

It was so much stronger than Mandy’s smell. She’d not really smelt of much. Lee though worked hard, sweated, and her panties smelt of her intimacy. There was a rich, pungent aroma to them. It filled my head with lurid thoughts, perversions.

I felt my cock get harder, throbbing. I felt the soft fabric, skimpy, sexy, sensual, and I took another inhale.

Lee never had to find out. It was just a way to clear my head, relieve pent-up frustration, so I could focus on work. It would help me stay sane during the long months on the ranch.

At least that was what I told myself.

I inhaled and my cock got harder. Outside I could hear the shower running.

I reached down and undid my towel, let it fall to the floor. My cock was rock hard, throbbing. With my free hand, I reached out to touch it, wrapping my fingers around my girth, stroking.

I brought the panties closer to my face I inhaled again. The scent was stronger.

I worked my hand up and down my cock, feeling it grow harder, throbbing, pulsing. Lee’s panties were so soft, so pretty, the aroma of her musk intoxicating.

I breathed deep, stroking. I could feel my pleasure rising. I pictured Lee, working, sweating, her body. I imagined her in just the panties, wiggling her hips and ass.

I felt my cock get harder, throbbing. I was close.

On a whim, I lowered the panties to my cock. I wrapped the cloth around my hardness, using it to stroke, silk, lace, the sensations erotic and bright.

I’d never done anything like that before. It felt incredible.

It was the touch of Lee’s panties that pushed me over the edge. The touch of the satin, wrapped around my cock.

I felt my cock swell, pulse, and then… I was cumming. I was cumming hard. I was cumming over and over and over. Cumming into Lee’s panties, filling them with my cum.

I came, hard, and then… I realised what I’d done.

“Fuck.” I whispered.

I’d cum in her panties. Filled them with my spunk. I’d stained them. How was I supposed to return them now? I had to do something with them, work out how to wash them without her realising. But first… I had to hide them. I looked around my room and saw the trousers I’d worn that day. I grabbed them and stuffed the panties into a pocket.

I could leave them there until I worked out what to do with them

My head was spinning, fuzzy after a hard day’s work, a big meal, and then cumming harder than I’d cum in ages. I could work out what to do with Lee’s cum stained panties tomorrow. First I needed sleep.


Three

The next day I woke early, the same as all the days before, and I dressed before heading down for breakfast. I was still foggy from a night of heavy sleep but I felt well rested and ready for the day.

Lee and I had plans to clear out one of the older barns so we could begin renovating it. Lee had plans to expand but needed the old barn to be in good working order to carry them out. That was one of the reasons she’d hired me for the summer.

On her own, she could just about keep up with the chores and various jobs on the ranch, but that left no time for projects and serious work. With me helping out, chores and routine jobs were done twice as fast, and she had an extra pair of hands around to help out while she carried out her improvements.

As I arrived down for breakfast I saw Lee already bustling around the kitchen, preparing coffee, fried potatoes, bread, bacon, eggs. It was a lavish meal and when I’d first arrived I’d struggled with the size of the breakfasts she’d served, yet I’d soon come to realise that she ate like that for a reason.

Lee ate well because she worked hard. She needed the calories to fuel her through the day. There was good reason she could eat as much as she did while keeping her lean, athletic, curvaceous figure. She worked hard, and she worked me hard, which meant I very quickly got used to eating the way she ate.

As I stepped into the kitchen Lee looked up from what she was doing, smiling when she saw me. She looked as radiant as ever and I’d gotten used to the warm glow I felt each morning as we sat down for our morning meal. Yet, that morning it was different.

She looked stunning in the morning light, almost glowing, but I felt a pit in my stomach. The memory of the night before surged brightly, almost searing. In a flash, I remembered what I’d done, the way I’d taken her panties from the bathroom, the way I’d examined them, used them.

I felt a surge of guilt and shame. I had violated Lee’s trust in me. Worse, in the back of my mind, I couldn’t help but picture her in the tiny, sexy panties. Did she always wear underwear like that? Was she wearing a pair of panties like that at the moment?

The image was hot, making me squirm, making me blush. I grew flustered.

“You okay?” Lee asked as she served me coffee, food.

I could just nod, muttering something about not sleeping the best.

“Well sucks to be you then, because we’ve got a hard day ahead of us and there’s no rest for the wicked.”

She chuckled. I felt my blush deepen. Something about her words stung. Was I wicked?

I shifted in my seat, drinking coffee, poking at my food. I was hungry but at the same time didn’t feel like eating. And then… I felt it.

I felt a lump in the back pocket of my jeans. A lump that shouldn’t have been there.

The panties. The cum-stained panties. The panties I’d stolen from the bathroom. Lee’s panties.

I’d stuffed them into my jeans the night before to hide them but I’d forgotten about that and had just pulled on my trousers out of habit. I’d been tired and… I sat, frozen, trying to act normal. What even was normal?

We ate and drank our coffee. Lee chatted about her plans for the day. I ate slowly, not sure what to do, mind blank. As we cleared our plates and emptied out mugs Lee moved our plates to the sink, leaving them there for later.

“Ready?” She said, smiling at me. “We’ve got a lot on today so really should head out.”

I was too mute, too dumb, to think of anything else to say or do so…

“Sure.” I said.

I should have made an excuse, said I needed the bathroom or something, yet in that moment I could think of nothing. As Lee headed towards the door she stopped to wait for me, watching.

I didn’t know what to do so I just followed her, the panties still in my pocket, like a heavy weight of sin marking my guilt. I just had to hope she wouldn’t find them.

***

I was terribly anxious as she started working, but as the day passed I began to settle. It wasn’t that bad, not really. Why would Lee ever want to check my pockets? There was no reason for her to do that, not really.

The first and most important part of the day was checking on and tending to the horses, making sure they were fed and watered and safe. I was getting the hang of the routine now so that didn’t take too long. Then, once we were done, we headed out to get started on the project.

As we drove out to the barn I shifted, struggling, but once we stopped and got out I took a moment to try to fold the panties into a smaller bundle to better hide them in my pocket while Lee wasn’t looking. I got away with it, thankfully, and after that, I felt much more at ease.

We began clearing out the barn, tossing the things Lee no longer had a need for and piling up the various bits of equipment and boxes of supplies she wanted to keep. We stowed all of them under a loose tarpaulin to keep them safe, stacked the stuff Lee wanted to dispose of into the back of her truck. We worked hard, taking only short breaks to drink water, grabbing a coffee from the flask Lee always brought out with us.

After several hours of chatting, working, focusing on the job at hand I’d practically forgotten about the panties. They were lost in the back of my mind, a fact I was grateful for, but… I really should have kept them in my thoughts. Forgetting about them was a bad idea.

“We’re making good progress.” Lee said, looking over our work with a satisfied smile.

I nodded. I was sweating, breathing hard, but there was something nourishing about seeing the product of your hard labour in front of you. I was really beginning to find peace working on the ranch. The work was hard but it was honest, good exercise, fresh air, and it stopped me from thinking about all my recent emotional turmoil.

As I rested I stuffed my hands into my pockets, just enough to let my arms rest. Lee and I stood in quiet for a moment, both of us taking a moment to breathe and cool down. The day wasn’t even at its peak and it was already very hot.

“You want to give me a hand with this bit, loading it into the truck so we can go and unload it. Once this lot is done we can take a break for lunch.” Lee said.

I nodded. I was already getting hungry. As I moved towards the large piece of old furniture that Lee had indicated I pulled my hands out of my pockets. I’d forgotten about the panties, hadn’t realised my finger hand caught on them, never noticed them slip out my pocket, didn’t see them fall to the floor.

I had no idea until…

“You dropped something.” Lee said.

I turned and looked and froze. I watched as Lee picked up the panties. Her panties. Her cum-stained panties.

“What… are these… are these mine?” Lee asked.

I didn’t know what to say so I didn’t say anything. I stood there, frozen in panic.

“They are mine. I was wearing these the other day and I couldn’t find them. Where… why were these in your pocket?”

Lee turned to look at me. I expected anger, fury, but instead… she was smiling, grinning like a cat that had cornered a mouse.

“Did you take my panties, Sam?” She asked.

I was still and then… I nodded.

“I’m sorry. Really. I didn’t mean to. I just… I saw them and didn’t know what they were and then I panicked and I just… fuck. I’m so sorry.”

The words came tumbling out. Lee kept smiling. Slowly she turned her attention to the panties, examining them.

“And… did you just happen to cum in them by accident too?” She said.

I felt my heart skip, my stomach clenching. My head was throbbing and I could feel myself blushing.

“I… I’m so sorry. I just… I…” I didn’t know what to say.

“You know I should probably just fire you for this. Take you to the bus station and drop you off.”

I knew she was right but at the same time, I didn’t want to leave in disgrace. I didn’t want to leave the ranch yet. It was healing working with Lee and I didn’t want to leave with her thinking I was some kind of pervert.

“Please… I… I’ve never done anything like this before. I don’t know why I did it. I’ll do anything, just please give me a second chance.” I said.

There was a moment of quiet. Lee stared at me. Her smile was a constant.

“You know, you have been wonderful company and you are a good worker. It’d be a shame to lose you and from what you’ve said you’ve been through a lot recently. I suppose I could give you a second chance.” Lee said.

“Yes, please. Thank you. I’ll do anything you say. I just… please…”

I felt my heart leap, a sense of relief and hope. I just didn’t want it all to end like that. The ranch, the work, the fresh air, even Lee, it was all good for me. I didn’t want to have to leave and I certainly didn’t want to leave with Lee thinking I was a disappointment.

“Anything?” Lee asked, smirking.

I nodded.

“Anything.” I said.

And I meant it.

“Then strip.” She said.

***

I thought for a moment that she was joking, that it was a prank, but as she stood there I began to realise that Lee was serious. I understood I had two choices. I could either do what she said or I could leave. It was my decision.

I chose to stay. I chose to strip.

Slowly I peeled off my t-shirt, then my boots, my jeans, stripping down to just my underwear. Even undressed as I was the day was still hot, though the caress of the breeze was a blessing. I felt exposed and vulnerable, practically naked in front of Lee.

I’d only ever been naked in front of Mandy, had never really been undressed in front of anyone else, and now my hot boss was staring at me in just my underwear, her panties, stained with my cum in her hand like a stark reminder of what I’d done.

“Underwear too.” Lee said, grinning.

I baulked at this. She wanted me completely naked?

I wanted to refuse but… I didn’t. I knew I’d done something wrong, and I’d meant it when I said I’d do anything for a second chance. I just hadn’t meant… this.

Yet, I did what she said in the end. I slipped off my underwear, covering myself, and then I stood there in front of her, naked. Lee took a moment to examine me, her smile widening. Then she stepped towards me and in one swift movement picked up my underwear.

“Fair is fair. You stole mine, so I’m stealing yours.” She said.

My eyes went wide. A shiver ran along my spine.

“But don’t worry, you won’t have to go without. You can wear these.”

And with that, she handed me her underwear. The tiny pink panties, The silk, satin, lace panties. The dirty panties she’d worn. The ones I’d stained with my cum.

“I…”

“You said anything.” Lee said. “Didn’t you?”

I was still, then nodded.

“Good. Now, slip them on then we can get back to work. I want to try to finish early because I have other plans for you.”

With that she stood there, waiting for me to do as she’d instructed. I was still for a moment, then moved. I turned slightly to hide myself and then began to slip the panties on.

They were tiny, sheer, soft, but the crust of my cum in them sent a thrill through me, shame, embarrassment, but also… something more. I felt my body throb.

I pulled the panties up, tugging them up around my waist, wiggling to get them into place. It was strange how well they fit me. Lee was classically feminine but her underwear fit me perfectly. I knew I should have felt ashamed. I was a man, not a woman, but part of me liked it.

I liked how they felt, and as I looked down, I liked how they looked. I hated that I liked it.

“Looking cute.” Lee said. “They suit you.”

I blushed crimson, couldn’t speak. I hurried to pull on the rest of my clothes. As I tugged on my jeans, my t-shirt, my socks and boots, I couldn’t get over the difference that just a pair of panties made to how I felt.

I was constantly aware of them under my clothes, the way they felt, how snug they were, the way the thin string of the back slipped into my ass crack. I could feel the crust of my cum, a reminder of what I had done, the sin that Lee was aware of.

Moving, working, toiling in them was an agony, yet in some ways, it was not unpleasant. There was something about it that made my head fuzzy in a way that made me blush and squirm. The way Lee looked at me, the way she spoke to me, the way she would, at times, tease me, subtly.

I’d always gotten along with her but suddenly she was more playful, jovial, almost flirtatious. I was acutely aware too of the shift in the relationship. She knew what I’d done. She had good cause to fire me, kick me off the ranch, but she hadn’t. She’d given me a second chance. I’d promised her that in exchange for that, I’d do anything she said.

She’d told me to strip and I had. She’d told me to wear her dirty, cum-stained panties and I had. Part of me wondered what else she might tell me to do, wondered what else I was willing to do. There was fear at that thought, but also curiosity.

As we worked my brain kept imagining scenarios. I couldn’t help it.

Working close with Lee was distracting under the best of condistions, being around her in her shorts, tight tops, the sight of her body, the way she moved, even the way she smelt, but it was even worse now. She knew I’d stolen her panties, had cum in them. She knew what a pervert I was. I felt on edge, a flutter of shame but also excitement.

And I was in her panties. I was wearing her tiny, skimpy, sexy pink panties. I could feel the caress of them, how tight they were, snug and silky. It was like I was being teased by my underwear, taunted by them, and Lee knew. She was aware of all of it, and she used it against me.

Every time I blushed or squirmed she would comment. She would ask me if I was comfortable regularly, smile at me with a knowing glimmer and wink. She would smirk at me, watch me as I moved.

I could feel something different about her, and about me too. In the panties, I couldn’t help but move differently. The way they felt, how tight and teasing. It was all so… stimulating. I felt constantly on edge.

The rest of the day was a form of cruel torture. Lee kept us working as usual, labouring, but I couldn’t settle. I was on edge, aware of the panties, of Lee, of my situation. It was like a cruel and unusual torture, yet I knew it was just the start.

I remember clearly Lee saying that she wanted to finish early because she had other plans for me. As we worked I couldn’t help but wonder what those other plans were.


Four

As it turned out I didn’t have to wait long to find out. I just had to wait until the end of the day.

Lee worked hard and drove me to work hard alongside her. We got a lot done, but there was more still to do. Yet, in the end, she called a halt to our work a lot earlier than usual.

“We can save the rest for later. We have enough time. I think right now I’m more interested in what else I have planned for you.” Lee said.

She smiled at me.

“What… what do you have planned?” I asked.

Lee just chuckled.

“That’s a surprise. But you didn’t think I was done punishing you by just making you wear my old, dirty panties, did you? There’s more. Quite a lot more. I like your company and you’re helpful. I’m willing to keep you around but I need to make sure you keep behaving yourself. You did say you’d do anything, didn’t you?”

I stared at her then, slowly, nodded. I’d said it. I meant it.

I was the one who’d fucked up. I’d stolen her panties, had cum in them. I’d been caught. It was the least I could do to submit to her.

But… what did she have planned? She’s already made me spend the day in her worn, used panties, working alongside her while she teased and flirted with me, making me squirm. What else could she do, and why was I excited by it?

That was the bit that confused me the most. I was excited by it all. Part of me, some deep, unfamiliar part of me was almost enjoying the feelings I was experiencing, the mix of shame and confusion, the excitement, the nervousness, the way Lee had taken control of me so easily.

I’d enjoyed my time with her on the ranch, working, clearing my head, but it had suddenly become so much more… intense. And I wanted more.

So, I didn’t argue when Lee called an end to the day. I helped her pack up and we headed back to her house, finalising the last few chores before we arrived back for dinner. I helped Lee cook, a simple meal of potatoes, vegetables, and burgers.

Normally I was talkative while we ate. Lee and I would chat about the day, life, our plans for the next day, but in that moment we were both quiet. I sat solemnly, aware I was being watched, and Lee was more than happy to just observe me and watch me squirm.

All that meant that the meal was done with quickly, and, after helping Lee clear up, we were done. The day was over. I stood in the kitchen with her not sure what to do, what to say. She was quiet, clearly enjoying watching me struggle.

She laughed, lightly.

“Shall we go upstairs then? I have a few things in mind so I think it best we start early.” Lee said. “I want to take my time and really enjoy myself.”

I was quiet, could only nod. Lee smirked and stepped off. I followed her as she led me upstairs, towards the bathroom.

***

Lee shut the door behind her, sealing us both in the bathroom. There was no need, as we were the only people in the house, but there was something about the act that signalled a shift. We were shut into the bathroom together.

The fact scared and excited me. I stood, waiting for her to tell me what came next.

“Strip.” She said. “And I mean strip. Underwear too.” She said.

I paused for only a moment. She’d already had me strip once so I was, in some ways, almost used to it, but at the same time, I was very aware that I was wearing panties under my jeans. The idea of undressing and letting her see me in her worn panties made me feel flustered, shy, embarrassed.

Yet, I did as she said. I stripped, peeling off my t-shirt, my jeans, stripping down to my panties. The pink panties. Lee’s panties, still stained with my cum. I could feel my cheeks burning, but the sensation, the feelings, the emotions were not entirely unpleasant.

I felt seen and observed in ways I’d never felt before. My head was spinning.

Slowly I peeled off the panties too. Lee’s smile widened.

“Good. Now we can begin.” She said.

She moved around me, examining me. As she moved she let a single finger trace over my body.

“You’ve got soft skin.” She murmured. “Delicate. You ever notice that?”

I hadn’t. Not until that moment. I’d spent most of my life avoiding really feeling my body. Yet, as Lee touched me, complimented me, I could feel how soft my body was. For the first time I felt almost… fond of my body.

As Lee moved back to stand in front of me she took my chin and tilted my face towards her. I stared back at her, into her dazzling eyes. I could feel the warmth of her touch, her body close. She was still dressed and I was utterly naked. It made me feel vulnerable and exhilarated.

“You have a pretty face too.” she said, her breath grazing my ear. “Not handsome. Pretty.”

Pretty. That word rang through my head. I knew I should have hated it but I didn’t.

I wanted to argue, but the word dropped into something deep and secret in me, a place I hadn’t touched in years. Maybe ever. It didn’t feel like an insult. It felt like truth.

I knew I’d never be handsome, but pretty. Part of me was almost too scared to even hope that I could be pretty. What was I feeling? My head was buzzing, my body throbbing.

Lee stepped back, picking up a pink razor.

“Now we’ll begin by making everything smooth.”

I hesitated.

“Smooth?”

Lee looked at me. Her smile was soft but unreadable. I felt a tremble run along my spine, a shiver of emotions and feelings that were hard to decipher.

“Does it scare you? Or does it make you feel something you can’t name?”

I paused. The truth was I didn’t know. It was all happening so fast. I knew it was wrong of me to steal her panties, to use them, but the truth was she was incredibly attractive, beautiful, smart, kind, sweet, funny, and sexy. As she stood in front of me I realised I didn’t know what I felt. My body was tight with nerves, my breath shallow, but underneath was a fluttering warmth, a curious ache—one I didn’t fully understand.

“You said you’d do anything.” She said. “So just submit. Consider it a punishment if you have to. Or, if you’d rather, just embrace your curiosity.”

I didn’t speak. I just nodded. A small one. Enough.

Lee knelt in front of me and began to lather my legs with slow, circular motions. Her touch was clinical, focused, but there was something reverent about it. The razor glided down my calf, and with it, something fell away. Not just hair—something heavier.

“Keep still.” She said. “I’ll be quicker if you keep still, and I don’t want to hurt you.”

I swallowed.

“Feels strange.” I said.

She glanced up.

“Strange bad or strange new?”

I paused.

“New.”

Her smile deepened.

She returned to the job of shaving me. She worked in silence, shaving my legs, my arms, my chest. With every pass, I felt more exposed and, oddly, more real. The last part of me she shaved was my cock, my balls, even my ass and my ass crack. The touch of her hands and the razor, slick with foam, was almost electric.

I had to bite my bottom lip to keep from whimpering. Finally, she was done. As she rinsed me off, wiping me clean, she exposed my new body.

My skin was flushed and smooth, and I felt like a new surface had been uncovered—fragile, unfamiliar, but mine. I stared down at myself, amazed at the difference just shaving made. I looked… good. I felt good. I could feel something in the back of my head fracturing.

Lee, finished, stood and looked over her work. She smiled as she wiped her hands.

“Now, close your eyes.” She said.

I was still for a moment.

“Trust me.” She said.

I took a deep breath, then closed my eyes. I was still, waiting. I heard movement. Time passed. The bathroom was chill and my skin was damp.

“Open your eyes.” Lee said finally.

I did as she said and saw her, in front of me, just as she had been, except… she was holding a pair of black panties with soft lace trim. Not garish. Delicate. Tasteful.

She held them out like a gift.

“Step in.” She said.

I looked at them for a moment too long.

“Put them on.” She said.

I nodded, reached out and took the panties from Lee. They were warm and…

“They’re fresh too. I just took them off for you. Since you like dirty panties I figure we can keep you in dirty panties. Seems fair, right?”

I felt my cheeks blush, my body throbbing. I was shaved smooth, head spinning, and now Lee was going to make me wear her worn panties.

I knew I should have argued, should have protested, but… I didn’t. I just did as she said. I wasn’t sure if I was doing it just to keep my job on the ranch or because I wanted to. What was happening to me?

I stepped one foot into the panties, then the other, pulled them up. They were smooth, silky, sensual, and the sensation of the fabric caressing over my smooth legs made me shiver. My body felt so much more sensitive, so much more pleasurable, throbbing, aching.

As I pulled the panties up around my ass I felt them hug me, tight, lifting my ass. It was like nothing I’d felt before, the experience so much more exhilarating than my usual cotton underwear. Was this what it felt like to be a woman? To be soft and smooth, in pretty, sexy panties? The thought stuck in my head like a splinter, working its way deeper, but it was not in any way unpleasant, just… intoxicating.

“Now take a look.” Lee said.

She pointed to the mirror above the sink. I hated mirrors. I’d always hated mirrors. Yet, in that moment I wanted to see, but at the same time, I was afraid of what I would witness.

I had no choice though. Lee had told me what to do and I was going to obey. I told her I’d do anything and I’d meant it. And, at the same time, there was something fun about handing Lee control, about just doing what I was told. She was hot, smart, and… seeing her smile, pleased with me, felt good.

So I took a deep breath and stepped out in front of the mirror and I faced myself. Or rather, I faced my reflection. I wasn’t facing myself because I was Sam, a man, and the person in the mirror did not look anything like me.

All Lee had done was shave me, dress me in her panties, but that had changed something. I looked almost transformed.

I’d always hated my body, how small and slim I was, the lack of muscle, but now, shaved, smooth, soft, it looked… amazing. I looked pretty, delicate, cute. In the snug black panties, I looked sexy, hot, and I felt myself smile.

Even my smile was different, brighter, more genuine. I felt my heart skip.

“You look cute.” Lee said.

I nodded. I did look cute.

I shifted, examining myself, posing, showing off. In the panties, my ass looked full, plush, and my slim body looked petite and lithe. I felt a surge of emotions and feelings and thoughts that made me dizzy. I had no idea where they were all coming from or what to do with them.

I felt my body heating up, a deep joy blossoming.

“There’s just one little problem.” Lee said.

I felt my heart sink. Problem? Was she still going to kick me off the ranch?

Lee stepped towards me, reached out, and… she grabbed my cock. My hard cock.

When had I gotten hard? Why? Was it the sight of myself in the mirror in panties?

Lee squeezed gently, rubbing. Her hand felt through the fabric of the panties, was electric and I couldn’t help but whimper.

I stared at my reflection, the pretty creature in panties, smooth, who looked like me but wasn’t me. It was a better version of me, more attractive, more alluring, softer and cuter, prettier, sexier. And then there was Lee, in her tiny shorts, toned, curvaceous, stunning, touching me.

I could see her hand on my panty-clad cock, teasing. I could feel it.

“Lucky for you though I have an easy fix for this little problem that should solve a few additional problems too. But first…”

Lee squeezed again, harder, making me moan. My hips moved on their own, thrusting my cock into her hand.

“… first we need to do something about this.”

***

Lee teased me, working her hand, stroking and squeezing. I could feel her rubbing my cock through the fabric of her worn panties. It was like nothing I’d felt before.

The pleasure was intense, bright, and the fact that my body, my cock, was shaved, only intensified it all. I moaned, working my hips, and I watched the scene in the mirror.

“Your noises are pretty too.” Lee said, smirking.

The words washed over me. Pretty. I knew I should have rebelled at that word but I didn’t. It felt warm, comfortable, powerful.

It encouraged me to make more noises. Knowing that she liked it made me make more noises.

I’d only ever been with Mandy, had always been awkward and shy with her. The truth was I in many ways blamed myself for her leaving. I wasn’t attentive enough. I was too awkward, shy, clumsy. I’d never really been comfortable with myself so had never really been able to give myself to her in the way I wanted or the way she wanted.

With Lee though… in that moment it was different. She was in charge. There was no question of that. She was in charge and it felt good.

I was smooth too, pretty, in panties. Just those subtle changes alone had shifted something profound, something powerful. I felt my body getting hotter, cock throbbing.

She was so beautiful and her hand was on my cock. I was wearing her dirty panties and she was teasing me in them. I glanced between her, close, the smell of her, and the mirror, the sight of her and me together, her hand on me.

It was wild, intoxicating, exhilarating.

“Are you enjoying that?” Lee asked.

I could only nod, couldn’t speak. As she touched me I moaned, squirming. She stroked and then… she shifted her hand, moving it up slightly, caressing my stomach, then slipping her hand into my panties.

I felt her skin on my skin, her fingers wrapping around my cock, squeezing, stroking. I moaned loudly, eagerly, wanting her touch.

I couldn’t believe it. My hot boss was touching my cock, stroking it, teasing me. She’d shaved me smooth, had dressed me in her panties, and was teasing me.

The way it felt, the giddy excitement of the experience, it was enough to…

“I’m going to cum.” I said, wanting to warn her.

Lee just smiled. She kept stroking. In fact, her warning seemed to encourage her.

Her hand moved faster, working my cock, pleasure rising. I could feel myself getting harder, throbbing, aching. I was so close.

“Cum then. Cum for me. Be a good girl and cum.” Lee said.

The words were like a slap to the face, but… not one that hurt. They shocked me, but what shocked me most was how much I liked them.

Her touch, the words, the surprise, it was all enough to push me over the edge, to push me over the edge and make me cum.

My cock swelled, throbbed, and then I was cumming. I was cumming into Lee’s hand as she worked the tip of my cock. It was pleasure, joy, hot brilliant sensation.

I came, over and over and over, watching my reflection in the mirror, watching Lee, feeling her tease every drop of cum from my cock. By the end, I was flush and gasping for breath, heart racing.

Lee smiled at me and, slowly, pulled her hand out of my panties. I could feel a damp patch where some of my cum had soaked into the fabric, but not as bad as I might have otherwise thought.

“Now, are you going to clean up your mess like a good girl?” Lee asked.

I looked at her and she lifted her hand up, showing me her palm and fingers, covered in my cum. I knew immediately what she was asking, what she was saying. Part of me baulked at the idea but another part shuddered, a giddy fizzing. My mind still felt blank after cumming so hard.

“Well?” She said.

I took a deep breath and then… I moved towards her. I lowered my face to her hand, her fingers, and began to lick my mess up. I cleaned up like a good girl.

My cum was still warm and the taste was not as bad as I had imagined. I felt a buzzing in the back of my skull and it was like part of me was enjoying the experience, like part of me wanted it.

I was doing it for Lee though, because she asked me, to please her, to earn her forgiveness and show her I was sorry. I wasn’t doing it because I liked it. Was I?

Yet, even as the thoughts raced through my head I kept licking. I kept licking, even sucking, until her fingers were clean, and then… I swallowed. My cum left a lingering taste in my mouth, reminding me what I’d done.

I shivered, smooth and dressed in just Lee’s dirty panties. She’d just made me cum and then made me clean up my cum. What was happening? And… why did it feel good?

“Now, that’s the immediate issue dealt with, but there’s always a chance of it happening again. Plus, how can I trust you to wear my panties and not stain them given how you’ve acted. I think we need to take some precautions. Don’t you?” Lee said.

I stared at her, giddy, unable to think clearly, and just nodded. I would do anything she wanted. In that moment I was hers entirely.

“Good girl.” She said.


Five

Lee’s solution was simple enough. Simple, but also torturous.

After I’d cum, after my cock had grown soft and limp and I’d cleaned up, she’d fetched a small metallic device from her room. At first, I hadn’t know what it was, but as she smiled at me, telling me to pull my panties down, I realised.

It was a cage. It was a chastity cage. She was going to fit me with a chastity cage. I was going to be caged by my hot boss.

Again I felt something in me want to argue, want to resist, but that part of me was getting smaller and weaker. Instead, a new part, larger, bolder, brighter, was almost eager. When Lee told me to pull my panties down I did so without hesitation.

She fit the cage on me easily enough, squashing my cock flat, slipping the cage on. It was snug, tight, almost painful, but it went on without too much struggle.

I just stood and watched as she fitted me with it, the device closing. She sealed it closed with a small, heart-shaped padlock, the click of it sending a shiver down my spine.

“And I want you to wear my panties from now on, understand.” She said as she told me to pull my panties up.

“Since you like them so much, you can wear them all the time. I know you won’t be cumming in them now so I feel pretty safe letting you wear them. And don’t worry. I’ll give you a fresh pair at the end of each day so you’ll always have a new dirty pair to wear for me.”

She smiled at me, grinning. There was something smug and satisfied in her expression, but it was not unkind.

I liked that I’d made her happy. I wanted to keep making her happy.

“I understand.” I said.

And that was it. She sent me back to my room in her panties, smooth, caged. I fell into a deep, satisfied sleep after a hard day's work, after she’d made me cum, and the next day… the next day things returned to normal. Or at least they returned to a kind of normality.

I rose, had breakfast, and we went out to get on with chores around the ranch and continue working on the barn. It was just like normal.

Only before heading out, Lee made me show her the panties I was wearing, to check I was wearing them. The act of submitting to her demand, flashing her my panties, made my cock throb, a dull ache as it tried to harden but couldn’t, squashed by the cage.

Lee was satisfied with just a quick flash of my pants. Once she saw she told me to pull my trousers up and get ready to leave.

Part of me had been hoping she might touch me again. The way she’d spoken to me had excited me and exposing myself had made me flustered. She did nothing though, just smiled and praised me, called me a good girl, words which only made me hornier.

There was no offer of relief or even comfort. I was left pent up and frustrated.

As she left I figured that she might be saving more for later. Maybe after work, as a reward for working hard. With that in mind, hopeful, I did my best to work harder than usual and impress her.

My efforts did not go unnoticed. Lee saw how hard I was working and praised me, often, but that wasn’t all. She teased me too, flirted with me. She would take every chance she could get to brush past me, pressing her body against mine, the warmth and softness of it, the scent of her, using her words to make me squirm, make me flustered.

She knew what she was doing. She knew the effect she was having on me. I could see it in her eyes and in her smile.

I liked to too. She was closer, friendlier. I had feared that when she found out I’d stolen her panties she’d kick me off the ranch, but the incident had bonded us closer. She’d shaved me, dressed me in her panties, made me cum, and had caged me.

Those facts made it feel almost like I was bonded to her, like she in some senses owned me. I liked that thought. It sent a warm feeling flowing through me.

During the day I barely thought about Mandy or my old life. I was focused on working hard for Lee, impressing her. When I did something well she praised me, calling me a good girl, and when I was still, resting, she would flirt with me, tease me, compliment me.

I didn’t quite know how to react or act. I was too shy to flirt back but I wanted to. I just did my best to let her know I liked the attention, that I liked her, that I wanted more. She gave me more so I assumed I was communicating clearly enough.

It was a struggle to get through the day with all the teasing, the flirting, wearing Lee’s dirty panties, being caged. My smooth body felt sensual and hot, pleasurable, so it was hard to focus at times, but I forced myself to work hard.

I wanted to do my best for Lee, wanted to impress her, wanted to make her happy.

It was like… like I wanted to be a good girl for her. I wanted to be good for her, wanted to please her.

There was more to it than that though. The memory of the night before, when she’d touched me, made me cum, even made me clean up my mess, it sat bright and hot in my mind. I was caged, locked away, smooth and in her panties, and I was horny.

Being around her before was hard enough but now it was agony. There was nothing I could do to ease that either. Not without Lee. She’d locked my cock away so I hoped, desperately, that if I was good enough she’d offer me release. Maybe she’d touch me again, make me cum.

I yearned for it, hoped for it, and when, after a long day of hard work, we finished and headed back to the house, I felt a surge of optimism.

***

In the end, though there was no release. My hope was in vain.

We had dinner together, we cleaned up, and then we headed to bed. The only thing I was given was a fresh pair of Lee’s panties as she got out of the shower.

“These are for you. Wear them tonight and tomorrow. I think you’ll look cute in them.” She said as she handed me a cute, innocent-looking pair of white panties.

I took them off her and she stood where she was, not moving.

“Well?” She said.

She was waiting.

“I need my other panties back and I want to see how you look. Be a good girl and get changed.”

I blushed but did as she said. I pulled my trousers down and slipped the panties I’d been wearing off.

There was something changed about getting undressed in front of her. Before it had just been embarrassing, and though it was still embarrassing there was something more to it. There was a thrill and a joy.

I slipped my clothes off, stood in front of Lee in just the skimp black panties, then… I slipped them off too. I shivered at the sensation of the silk and satin caressing down my smooth legs. I was still getting used to the feel of my body, smooth and soft and pretty, and the sight of it still excited me.

“How does it feel?” Lee asked.

I blushed. I couldn’t look at her. There were too many emotions.

“Good.” I whispered.

“You like being smooth then? Wearing my dirty panties? Being caged?” She said.

I could hear her smile. There was no trace of mockery or derision in her voice. I nodded again.

I did like it. I couldn’t explain why but it was the truth. I liked it a lot.

“Good, because I prefer you like this too. I think you’re… quite attractive. In panties, smooth, soft, so obedient, I think I prefer you this way.” She said.

“Thank you.” I whispered.

“So, you won’t mind staying smooth for me? I think you’ll need to shave every three or four days to stay on top of it. You’ll need to exfoliate too, and use body moisturiser to keep your skin smooth, but I’d like you to stay soft and pretty for me. It’d make me very happy, and you want to make me happy after stealing my panties without permission, don’t you?”

I blushed. I squirmed.

There was quiet and I was aware Lee was waiting for an answer. I lifted my head and found her looking at me, staring at me. I nodded.

“Yes.” I whispered.

Her smile brightened and that I was the one to make her smile made me smile. I wanted to make her smile. I wanted to make her happy.

I wanted her to make me happy too. I wanted her to touch me, make me cum. I ached, yearned, my caged cock throbbing. I…

“Good girl. Now, panties on, then we can go to bed. We’ve got another long day ahead of us tomorrow.” She said.

I stalled. Panties on. Bed.

I’d been hoping she might touch me, make me cum, offer me release.

“I…”

Lee’s smile twisted.

“Were you hoping for something more, Sam?” Lee said. “Did you want me to touch you, tease you, make you cum?”

She giggled. My blush deepened. Yet, I couldn’t lie to her. I wouldn’t.

I nodded.

“Yes.” I whispered.

She smiled.

“Good girl for being honest. But… no. I think I’ll leave you caged for a little while longer. It suits you. I’m interested to see how compliant and obedient and pretty you become wearing it for me. Now, panties on. I want to see you before heading to bed. Maybe I’ll even touch myself thinking about you.”

Her smile and her words were excruciating, delightful torture.

I did as she said though. I slipped the panties while she watched, the white satin and silk caressing my legs, then pulled them into place, wiggling my hips to get them properly positioned.

Lee smiled.

“Beautiful.” She said. “I hope you sleep well.”

And with that she moved, stepped in close, and placed a single soft kiss on my cheek before leaving the room, heading for her bedroom. My head was spinning. She’d been so close, had kissed me. The memory of her lips on my cheek seemed almost to burn.

I felt my cock throbbing, aching, locked away. It was a frustrating ache, but a pleasant one. It made me feel… pretty, powerless, and bound to Lee.

I was turned on, flustered, and I wanted to cum, but there was something about being denied that made it all more intense, made it more vibrant. I could feel a deep need in me. The thought of Lee touching herself while thinking about me made it all the worse. She could cum but I couldn’t.

My head spun, heart racing. What was happening to me? Who was I becoming?

***

Over the next few days, it got worse. It got a lot worse.

We fell into a routine. We would both wake, take breakfast, and then Lee would make me prove I was wearing the panties she’d given me the night before.

I would slip my trousers off and show her.

I began to enjoy showing off for her, would wiggle and strut, would delight in how she looked at me, and she too seemed to enjoy it, enjoy teasing me. She began to take longer looks, appreciating the show I put on for her, commenting, praising, teasing, even touching me.

I loved those moments, my body aching, and her hands on me, caressing over my ass, brushing over my caged cock, teasing me through the fabric of my panties, would make me dizzy.

After that, we would head out to get on with the day's work. It was hard to focus after she had made me show off for her, after she had teased me, but I always did my best to work hard. I wanted her to be happy with me, wanted to satisfy her. I could feel my feelings for her unfurling, complex and rich, a deep need to make her proud.

The work was, at times, a distraction, allowing me to forget about the fact I was caged, in panties, smooth, but those moments never took long. Lee made sure of that.

She would tease me while we were working, flirt with me, praise me. Sometimes she would touch me, press her body against mine, run her hand down my back or even over my ass. Each time it would drive me wild, make my cock throb, make my mind go blank.

As the days passed the flirting became more intense, the touch more insistent. I liked it, made it clear that I liked it, but I was shy and awkward too.

I’d never had anyone flirt with me before, had never had anyone show want for me, desire. And… that was what it felt like.

It felt like Lee was attracted to me, like she wanted me, like she liked me. She would touch me, compliment me, call me pretty or hot, and she would tease me again and again. I felt almost hunted, desired, in a way I’d never experienced before. The whole thing was wild and intoxicating and addictive.

I wanted more.

And I got more. I got a lot more. Days passed and Lee’s attention became more focused, more intent. Each day we would work and she would tease me. I would get flustered, squirm, blush, and my reactions would encourage her.

We still worked hard, but we were getting less done, were spending more time chatting, flirting, teasing. It was driving me wild. I wondered if I was driving her wild too. I liked the idea of that.

Yet, she seemed less flustered than me. Less pent up. I wondered if she’d meant it when she said she would touch herself while thinking about me. Was she masturbating to the thought of me to relieve stress? I loved the thought but it pained me too. I’d not cum in days, I ached with desire and want. I wanted to cum, needed to cum, and Lee just made it worse, but there was no release.

Over the days she kept giving me her dirty panties to wear. A new pair each evening. Pink, white, black, red, various skimpy, satin, lace panties. I couldn’t get over it. How hot her underwear was.

Each day she would make me strip and hand her my panties, would make me close my eyes while she undressed and took her panties off, would then redress before I could open my eyes. I dreamed of her body, seeing her naked, but she never allowed it. The sound of her undressing and redressing almost haunted me, stripped as I stood naked, slipping her panties off, slipping her clothes back on.

What did she look like? What was her body like? I dreamed of her, longed to see and touch, but never dared to peek. I wouldn’t have, couldn’t have. I wanted to serve her. She told me to close my eyes and keep them closed so I did.

When she handed me her still-warm panties my cock would throb, aching. Each time I would hope she might uncage me, let me cum, might touch me, but she never did.

She touched me, of course, more and more with each day, becoming almost familiar with my body, but it was only ever enough to tease and frustrate. I would let me, longing for more, but she would smile and then make me put her dirty panties on before sending me to bed.

I loved it and hated it, the torment and the agony. I would dream of her, dressing in panties for her, her hands on me. I dreamt of doing anything she asked, serving her, pleasing her, until, finally, she let me cum, made me cum. I would always wake frustrated and pent up though, cock throbbing in agony in its cage.

Then I would rise and start another day and each day was worse than the one before, but in the same way, each day was better than the day before. It was an addictive spiral, a heady rush of sensations and experiences, and I never wanted it to end. It was agony, but it was also more than I could have ever imagined.


Six

The only problem was not cumming.

I’d not cum in almost two weeks. I was pent-up, frustrated, and squirmy. Maybe I could have been able to cope if I’d been left alone to work and toil, exhaust myself with hard labour, forgetting about my situation, but that wasn’t the case.

I was made to wear panties every day. I kept my body smooth. And Lee just kept teasing me.

It was like she delighted in seeing me suffer and squirm, like she delighted in watching me get flustered and blush. I of course wanted to delight her, rejoiced in seeing her smile. I wanted to be the reason for that smile.

But, in the end, it got to be too much. My brain was soup, a fuzzy mess of pent-up need and desire. I could barely focus on work. I could barely think about anything other than Lee and her panties, her touch, her body. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum.

So, I did the only thing I could think to do. I asked her. Or, to be more specific, I pleaded.

I’d had more than I could handle, more than I could take, and I needed release. I needed to cum. I needed anything that would stop the endless frustration and agony.

Part of me felt almost humiliated that I had to go and beg to cum, that I had to be my hot boss for the right to cum, but another part, a loud, bolder, giddy part was excited by that fact. It just proved how much Lee owned me. I was hers. She owned me, like one of her horses.

If I wanted to cum she had to grant me permission.

Yet, the asking made me flustered and shy. I knew what I wanted to say but saying it was hard. I meant to ask over breakfast, aware after a difficult night’s sleep that I needed to cum.

Sitting facing her though it was difficult to find the words. Throughout the day the thought sat at the front of my mind. I could feel the request on the tip of my tongue, but I could never find the right moment.

The day was even more excruciating than usual. Lee flirted with me, teased me, touched me, and I loved every moment of it. My cock was throbbing in its cage constantly, pulsing, and I yearned for the chance to cum. I had to ask. I had to.

So, as we were packing up for the day I just… blurted it all out.

“I… Lee… I… I wanted to ask you…”

I could feel my face turning scarlet. I shifted, squirming, body smooth, dressed in her dirty panties. I ached. She was so hot, dressed in tiny shorts and a tight vest, boots. The way she looked at me, smiling, made my belly flutter.

“I… I need… that it… I wondered…”

“Just ask.” She said, smirking.

The way she stared at me, enjoying my suffering, made me wonder if she knew what I was going to ask, if she knew what was on my mind, if she knew how hard I was finding being caged. Did she? Was she enjoying my suffering? Was she enjoying watching me squirm?

Why did that thought excite me? Why did the idea that she was doing it all intentionally, to make me squirm and suffer, the thought that she relished it, that maybe it excited her, excite me?

I took a deep breath, trying to calm down but failing.

“I… I want… I need… I… it’s been so long since I last came. I just… please…” I said.

Lee smiled.

“Ask for what you want.” Lee said. “Ask like a good girl. Be polite and ask sweetly.”

My blush deepened.

“Please… pretty please… will you let me cum?” I asked.

I did my best to be a good girl for her. I could feel my heart racing.

“You want to cum?” Lee asked.

I nodded. I could feel my cock throbbing hard in its cage, a dull agony.

“How?” Lee said.

She dropped the question like a rock. I stared at her.

“How do you want to cum?” She asked.

I had not been expecting the question. I didn’t know what to say.

“You’ve said what you want, but I think the how is important if I’m going to agree to it. Are you wanting to cum in my panties again? Are you wanting to just touch yourself?”

I felt my belly flutter.

“I… I was just… I just wanted to cum. I won’t use your panties. I just… I was just going to touch myself and…”

“Well, that seemed like an utter waste. It’s been weeks and now you want to just touch yourself like normal? All the work I’ve been putting in and that’s all you want? All that flirting and teasing and making you wear my panties and you just want to touch yourself?”

I felt my head spin, fizzing. My brain was blank.

“I… I…”

I had no words.

“I have a better idea.” Lee said.

Her smile was wide, a smug grin. She looked pleased with herself.

“I agree that you can cum but on one condition.”

I stared at her, waiting.”

“I will make you cum, but you have to do everything I say, and you have to trust me, okay?”

I stared at her. My cock pulsed hard.

She was going to make me cum again. I remembered her touch brightly, body yearning, eager for more. I nodded without hesitation. I would do anything for her.

“Yes.” I said.

Lee’s smile widened.

“Good girl.” She said. “Now, how about we hurry home then. We’ve got to eat and then… we’ve got to get you ready.”

***

I had never eaten so fast in my life. I cleared my plate fast, then began clearing up before Lee had even finished. By the time she was almost done clearing her plate, the kitchen was spotless and sparkling. As soon as she was done I whipped her plate away and cleaned it, putting it away.

“Well, I guess we’re all done. How efficient of you. Someone is keen.” Lee said, smiling.

I blushed, squirming.

“I… it’s been weeks and you said… you said you’d make me… I… I supposed I’m just excited.” I said.

Lee smiled.

“I like that you’re excited. Now, why don’t you put that excitement to good use? Go shower and make yourself smooth. I’ll go get everything ready. Meet me in my room once you’ve done.” Lee said.

I nodded. I moved quickly, doing exactly as she said.

I undressed and jumped into the shower, washing away the day’s grime before picking up my razor. I was in a hurry but I still took my time, working carefully, making sure I was utterly smooth. I was desperate to cum, eager for Lee to make me cum, but I wanted to impress her more. I wanted… I wanted her to find me attractive, to think me pretty. I wanted to be her good girl, whatever that meant.

As I shaved my mind spun out. It was strange how so much had changed in such a short space of time. I’d arrived on the ranch still not over Mandy and my breakup, the heartbreak. I wasn’t sure I’d ever get over it but I had.

The fresh air, the hard work, and the good food had all helped, but it was Lee who’d helped the most. Her way of listening and asking questions helped me open up and explore my feelings, thoughts, parts of myself I’d never really acknowledged. I’d been able to process the breakup and my emotions and thoughts and beliefs around it in a way I’d not been able to alone.

And she was hot too. She was really hot. She was the first woman since Mandy that I’d been attracted to, that I’d desired. I’d been so attracted to her that I hadn’t been able to resist stealing her panties, cumming in them.

The sin of that still haunted me. I’d been caught though and I’d thought Lee was going to kick me off the ranch, fire me. She’d have been right too. What I’d done was wrong.

Yet, she’d forgiven me. She’d let me earn forgiveness. She’d shaved me, dressed me in her panties, and then made me cum before making me clean up my mess and caging me. She’d taken ownership of me.

After that, it had been a whirlwind. I could feel the tendrils of her control and influence deep in my psyche now, worming their way deeper, changing me. I could feel my body and mind and soul changing, opening up, almost blossoming.

Before the thought of being called a good girl would have horrified me. Now thought… being Lee’s good girl made my body heat up, my cock throbbing in its cage, my head getting giddy. I wanted to be her good girl, I liked that she had me caged, that she gave me her worn panties to wear.

Her flirting and teasing were corrupting me, changing me, transforming me. The way she looked at me, the compliments… I liked that she thought of me as pretty, that she thought I was hot. I wanted more of it. I wanted to be pretty for her.

So, I finished shaving as quickly as I could and then dried off. I couldn’t help but wonder what she had in store for me, how she was going to make me cum. I could feel my heart racing, and, with a towel wrapped around my waist, I went to find her.

***

I found Lee in her room, waiting for me. On her bed was laid out a variety of black underwear, lingerie, and a pair of heels, but also… makeup. I felt my head spin.

“Now, are you ready to dress up for me?” Lee said. “I want to see how pretty you really are before I make you cum. If you please me I might be extra kind to you and let you make me cum too.”

I stared at her, blushing. I could barely believe what she was saying.

She wanted to make me pretty and… she might let me make her cum. If I was pretty enough, if I was a good enough girl, if I pleased her, she might let me make her cum.

The thought of that, of how she might let me make her cum, made my cage cock throb harder than it had ever throbbed before. I could only nod. There were no words.

“Is that a yes?” Lee said.

There was a moment of silence. I took a deep breath.

“Yes.” I said. “Yes, please.”

Lee grinned.

“Towel off then. The sooner we get started the sooner we’re done, and the sooner we’re done the sooner we get onto the fun part.”

I nodded. She had seen me naked dozens of times now but if anything I was more embarrassed than ever before. I felt nervous, flustered, and incredibly excited.

Slowly I unpeeled my towel and let it drop to the floor. I was smooth, soft, and utterly naked with the exception of my cage.

I felt so exposed, shy, flustered, yet… there was something remarkable about the way I felt.

With Mandy, I’d always hidden my body, tried to keep the light off when we were intimate. I’d always hated my body, how it looked, felt, but now… now I liked my body. It was slim, svelte, smooth.

I felt pretty, cute, attractive. I felt hot for the first time in my life. Some of that was thanks to Lee, her compliments and attention, but a lot of it was internal too. Being soft, caged, wearing panties… it was like a switch had been flipped in my head.

I no longer felt uncomfortable and ugly. I no longer hated my body. I was no longer repulsed by the sight or feel of it. In that moment I felt… attractive.

Sure I was shy, timid, nervous, anxious, and a whole range of other emotions, but there was no shame. There were no feelings of worthlessness or unattractiveness. I felt pretty.

“Now, these first…” Lee said.

She picked up an item off the bed. A pair of stockings, black, sheer silk with lacy tops.

“After this is suspenders, panties, and then your bra. I want you sexy for me.” She said.

I felt my heart skip, belly fluttering. The thought of it all was driving me almost wild.

I could only nod, could not speak. With shaky legs, I stepped towards her and she began to dress me.

Lee slipped on the stockings first. Right leg then left leg, slipping my foot in then pulling them up, making sure the seam at the back ran straight. Once the stockings were in place, smooth and sensual and snug, she slipped on the suspender belt. Lee took a moment to adjust the straps then fit them to the tops of the stockings to hold them up and in place.

Next came the panties, slipping my feet in the through before she pulled them up over my stocking-clad legs. The panties were tiny, made of silk and lace, like gossamer, and they slipped over my cage. I wiggled my hips and butt as Lee tugged them into place, the string at the back slipping into the crack of my ass. After that came the bra, Lee helping me slip my arms through the straps.

My head spun as she pulled it on. It was tight, with a little padding. I felt it cinch my chest, lifting it, and the back was fastened. As I looked down I felt a swell of emotions.

In just the panties I’d looked pretty, feminine, but in the stockings, suspenders, panties, bra, I looked… I looked stunning. I was sexy, hot, breathtaking. I looked… I looked like a woman.

There was no other way to put it. I looked like a hot, beautiful woman.

I felt my heart skip, my head fuzzy. It was difficult to think clearly I was so pent up and I could feel my cock throbbing in its cage.

“Now, heels then makeup.” Lee said. “Then you can see.”

I just nodded. I had no words.

Lee fitted my heels, black like the lingerie, with heels, strappy. They fit perfectly and were difficult to stand in. I wobbled, unsteady, but Lee gave me tips on how to stand and move in them to not only keep my balance but also to look elegant and hot.

The way they shifted my posture made my belly flutter. My legs felt longer, my ass stuck out, and it made the padding in my bra just forward so that it looked and felt almost like I had small tits.

My body suddenly felt so much more feminine and elegant and Lee wasn’t even done.

“Now, makeup.” She said.

She made me sit and fluttered over my face with a range of brushes and powders. She applied eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, false lashes. She applied highlights, shadows, lipstick, gloss.

She talked me through all of it, briefly, explaining what she was doing and why.

“I get you won’t pick it all up not but… if you like the final result I’m more than happy to teach you.” Lee said. “That way you’d be able to do this for yourself.”

Something about that sent a shiver down my spine. The thought of being able to do my own makeup. Just a few weeks ago I would have dismissed that thought but now… now it stuck in my head. Doing my own makeup. Making myself pretty.

The thought excited me and, more than that, made me feel… empowered. Empowered in a way I’d never felt before. And I liked it. A lot.

“There. All done.” Lee said. “Now, do you want to see?”

I was still for a moment. I wanted to see but at the same time, I didn’t. Part of me feared looking in the mirror and seeing just a boy dressed up like a girl. That was what I was, wasn’t it? Yet… I didn’t want to see that. I wanted to see a young woman. A beautiful, dazzling, sexy young woman.

I was still, heart racing. I couldn’t move.

Lee stepped in front of me and held out her hand, offering it to me.

“Will you trust me?” She said.

I looked up at her and then… nodded. I took her hand and she helped me to my feet. With unsteady steps, she led me towards the mirror.

***

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I was gone.

The reflection I was so familiar with was gone. In my place stood a young girl, pretty, with medium-length hair and a beautiful face.

I beamed a rush of joy and happiness, unlike anything I’d ever felt before.

I looked like a girl. A hot girl. Lee stood beside me looking just as hot and the image was bold, stark, stunning.

The lingerie shaped my body, showing off my legs, hips, ass, the bra even giving me small tits. My body was smooth, lean, petite, feminine.

How had I never seen it before? How had I not realised?

I shifted, wiggling, showing off. I felt a surge of emotions and feelings rush through me.

Yet, it was my face that truly captivated me. With the makeup on I was… beautiful. I felt my caged cock throbbing. What was happening to me? It was like I was emerging from a cocoon. Emerging from the cocoon I’d spent my whole life in without realising.

I was…

“You’re beautiful, right?” Lee said.

I nodded.

“I knew you would be.” She said. “But there’s a small problem. Or maybe not? Your name. Sam is a pretty neutral name but it’s also your boy name. Maybe… maybe when you look like this you’d like something prettier?”

I was still. My name…

As I stared at my reflection my head spun. I looked and felt like a girl, a sexy woman. Sam was the name I associated with my old self. I wasn’t Sam in that moment. I was someone else, someone new, someone hot and cute and pretty. I was…

“Summer.” I said. “My name… when I’m like this I want to be Summer.”

My cheeks ached from smiling.

“Summer… a pretty name for a pretty girl.” Lee said.

I liked hearing her say my name. I liked it when she called me pretty.

“Now, about your request. You wanted to cum, didn’t you? You wanted me to make you cum?”

I turned away from the mirror and looked to Lee. She was still dressed in her work clothes but she looked stunning, short shorts, tight, her legs out, clinging to her ass and hips, her tiny top doing little to hide her cleavage. She was going to make me cum. I was going to get to make her cum.

My mind spun on the question of how.

“Please.” I whimpered.

“Are you willing to be a good girl for me?” Lee asked.

I nodded.

“A very good girl?”

I nodded again, no hesitation.

“Wonderful.” She said.

And then… she moved. She moved in close and before I could react she was on me. I felt her hands grab me by my hips, pulling me close, and I felt her lips on mine. She was strong and I was willing. I submitted, eagerly, and as Lee kissed me I kissed her back. The kiss was deep and passionate and wanton and I was drunk on it.

***

I could feel Lee’s passion, her fire, her want. I’d never felt anything like it before. I melted, submitting to her want.

She moved her hands around to my ass, gripped me, squeezing hard.

I whimpered into the kiss, my body hot, cock throbbing. I had never in my life been so turned on.

Lee broke the kiss but kept her grip on my ass. I wiggled into her hands, loving how it felt. I was small, pretty, sexy, and she wanted me. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before.

“You are hot.” Lee said.

“Thank you.” I replied, giggling.

I blushed, the way she looked at me made my heart flutter.

“Now, I want you on your knees. I need to slip out of these clothes so I can take care of you and you can take care of me and I figured you might want to watch.”

I nodded eagerly. The moment Lee let go of me I dropped to my knees, obedient, a good girl. I watched as she stepped back and began to strip.

She peeled off her vest, baring her tits. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were even more magnificent than I could have imagined. They were full, perky, heavy, topped with puffy pink nipples. My cock throbbed harder than ever. She was so fucking sexy.

Lee wiggled, her tits bouncing, and then lowered her hands to her shorts. She slipped them off, stripped down to just her panties, her legs, hips, ass… she was breathtaking. I’d never been so turned on. I wanted her to make me cum. I wanted to make her cum.

I stared as she slipped her fingers under the hem of her panties and began to peel them down. I watched as they slipped over her hips, her ass cheeks, her thighs. I knelt as she let them drop to the floor and she shifted, parting her legs, the thatch of her pubic hair and…

Her cock popped free. Her hard, throbbing cock.

I watched as it got harder, becoming thick and long. She had a cock. Lee, the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, my hot older boss, had a cock.

She had a cock and she was going to make me cum. She was going to make me make her cum.

I felt my heart skip, belly flutter. I was so horny, so desperate. I felt pretty, sexy, feminine.

Her cock.

I wanted her cock.

The thought was bold, bright. I wanted her cock.

“Please…” Was all I could say.

Lee smiled.

“You like what you see then?” She asked.

I nodded.

“I… I want to be a good girl for you.” I said.

“Then show me.” She said. “Crawl over here and show me.”

I didn’t need to be told a second time. I did as she said. I wanted to do what she said. I wanted to please her, show her I could be a good girl for her, and my body ached for her. I wanted to touch her, pleasure her, wanted her to pleasure me.

It was like new instincts were waking up in me, new desires, and I was done fighting them. I gave in. I gave in to all of it.

I dropped down onto all fours and I crawled over to Lee, knelt at her feet, and, looking up, meeting her eyes, I reached up to wrap my fingers around her cock. I felt it pulse and throb.

I heard Lee moan, felt her thrust, felt her hips work. Her cock got fatter, thicker, longer. I leaned forward, my body almost moving on its own, and, on a whim, I pressed my lips to her cock.

Lee thrust and I felt her cock penetrate the seal of my lips. I let her force her cock into my mouth, let her use me. I felt the heat of it on my tongue, felt the girth of it stretch my mouth open.

Lee began to thrust, working her cock into my mouth. I was sucking my hot, older boss’s cock. I was a pretty girl on her knees sucking cock. I was… I was happy.

I looked up at Lee, naked, beautiful, fucking my mouth. I felt her cock swell, felt her cock get harder. I sucked, gently, and began to work my mouth up and down her length, spit drooling out of my mouth.

Lee thrust, fucking my face. I sucked, lips tight, mouth hot and wet. I could feel her cock throbbing, getting thicker, harder, the tang of her precum on my tongue.

It was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. I wanted… I wanted to make her cum. I wanted to feel her cum. I wanted to be a good girl for her.

I worked harder, faster, taking her cock deeper. I sucked, working my tongue. I felt Lee thrust, heard her moan, her cock throbbing with the drumming of her heart. I felt it swell, hard and fat. I knew she was close. I could sense it.

I worked harder, wanting to feel her cum, wanting to pleasure her, wanting to taste it.

Lee gripped my hair tight and then… she pulled her cock back, slipped it out of my mouth. I was left drooling, wanting more. She was denying me.

“Fuck that was hot. I’ve been thinking about that since you first arrived and I’m pleased to say you’re even better at that than I hoped. However, I have something more in mind. You said you wanted to cum, didn’t you, and you wanted to make me cum?”

I nodded, mouth open wide, head spinning. I was so turned on I couldn’t speak.

“Then be a good girl and get up on the bed on your back and spread your legs. I’m going to make a woman of you.” Lee said, smiling.

“This is a ranch after all. I’m going to treat you like one of my mares, and I get to be the stallion.”

I felt my belly flutter and my cock throb. She was going to fuck me. She was…

I couldn’t move fast enough.

***

I was up and on the bed in moments. I lay on my back, spread my legs, and looked back towards Lee waiting for her.

She looked magnificent, her cock hard, throbbing, wetted with my spit. I watched as she moved towards me, hips swaying, tits jiggling, cock bouncing. She moved towards the bed and crawled up to between my legs.

“Ready to become my mare, Summer?” Lee asked.

I nodded, grinning, my heart beating hard.

“Please.” Was all I could say.

Lee reached out and grabbed my panties, tugged them down and off, tossing them to the side. I felt more exposed than I would have felt had I been utterly naked.

I was in lingerie, heels, makeup, sexy, but my panties were off exposing my caged cock and… my ass.

Lee was going to fuck me. She was going to be my stallion and I was going to be her mare.

She shifted and moved up, forcing my legs wider with her thighs. I felt her move and then… I felt the wet tip of her cock press at my ass, teasing along my crack, pressing at my virgin hole.

I whimpered, bright sparks of pleasure. Without thinking I moved, pressing back, working my hips.

Lee looked down at me, smiling.

“You want me inside you?” She said. “You want me to breed you like a mare? Want me to be your stallion?”

I nodded. I squirmed, wanting to feel more. Just the tip of her cock pressing at my ass felt amazing. What would more feel like?

Lee thrust, gently, the tip of her cock just barely entering me. I felt pleasure swell. I worked my body to take more, feeling her stretch me open.

Her cock was wetted with my spit, fucking into me, and I’d never felt anything like it before. I spread my legs wider, lifting my ass up. I wrapped my legs around Lee and then… I pulled her into me. I forced her to fuck her cock deeper. I felt her cock fill me.

I moaned, unable to contain the pleasure. Lee smirked.

“Someone is impatient.” She said.

I moaned loudly, working my hips and my ass on her cock. I was wild, frenzied. I’d not cum in so long and the pleasure of her cock deep inside me was more than I could handle.

I writhed in pleasure, drunk on the sensation. I wanted more.

“Please… fuck me…” I whimpered.

Lee was kind. She did as I begged.

She fucked me.

She pulled her cock out until just the tip was inside me and then she fucked it deep, her whole cock sheathed inside my ass. She fucked the breath from my lungs and the sense from my head.

I let her. I let her fuck me like a stallion. I was her mare. I was hot, pretty, sexy, and I wanted to feel her cum. I wanted her to make me cum.

Lee thrust, hard, fucking her cock deeper, then pulled back. She fucked her cock in and out of my ass, fucking me hard. I looked up at her and I felt my old self shattering, crumbling, and something new emerging from the wreckage.

I worked my hips and ass in time with her thrusts, riding her cock, feeling it throb and swell inside me.

I was moaning, panting, gasping. I’d never felt pleasure like it and I wanted more. I wanted lots more. I fucked Lee hard as she fucked me, our bodies working together. I could see the pleasure in her expression, the pleasure in her voice.

I was more than I could take. I wanted more.

I worked harder, riding Lee’s cock, working my ass to milk it, wanting to feel more. She thrust, fucking me hard, deep. I felt hotter and sexier than I’d ever felt before. I felt wanted. I felt amazing.

“Fuck you feel good. You are so hot, so pretty, and I get the whole summer with you as my mare.” Lee said.

That thought filled me with joy. A whole summer of being Summer, giving myself to my hot boss, letting her fuck me, use me, feeling her cock in my ass, my mouth, serving her, being her good girl.

I felt my heart flutter, a wellspring of joy.

“Fuck… I’m going to cum. I can’t hold back.”

Lee was fucking me hard, pounding into me. I rode her cock, clenching my ass to milk her pleasure. I could feel with each thrust a jolt of bliss surging through me, her cock pressing on a bright spot of pleasure inside my ass.

I was like nothing I’d ever felt before, the agony of my caged cock throbbing, the joy of being pretty, the bliss of getting fucked. I let Lee use me, fuck me, my legs locked around her ass as I watched her, hot and sexy as she fucked me.

I felt her cock throb. I felt it swell. I knew she was close. I wanted her to cum in me. I used my legs to pull her in close.

I reached up to hold her, not wanting to lose the feeling of her cock inside me, wanting her to cum deep inside me.

It was like I was someone new, someone better. I was Summer and I wanted Lee to cum inside me to prove I was a good girl.

“Fuck me, hard, cum in me…” I said.

Lee obliged me. She fucked me hard, deep, fast, and then… she fucked into me and held her cock deep. I felt it pulse. I felt it throb. I felt her cock get thicker.

“FUCK!”

The sound of Lee’s pleasure sent a shiver through me. I felt Lee cum inside me, cum hard, her cock erupting, filling me. I could feel all of it.

And then… I was cumming too. I was cumming from the sensation of her cumming in my ass. The way she was fucking me, the feel of her cock throbbing, her hot cum, it was enough to push me over the edge. I was cumming, hard, cumming as my hot older boss came inside me.

We came together, hard, bodies slick with sweat. I came as Lee came inside me, filling me, came harder than I’d ever cum before. I couldn’t think, could barely breathe. Pleasure filled my whole body.

It was only as Lee’s climax subsided that she collapsed. I felt her cock begin to soften, slipping out of me. I clenched my ass as I felt a trickle of cum leak out, wanting to keep as much of her cum inside me as possible.

I looked up at her and then… giggled.

I couldn’t help it. It was like a release. I’d been holding so much, more than I ever could have imagined. Not just my cum but pressure, tension, emotion, pent-up desires, wanted, lusts, a whole identity that I could never acknowledge.

Lee had helped me access all of that and she’d made me cum harder than I’d ever cum before.

“Fuck that was hot.” I said.

Lee looked at me, grinning.

“I’m glad you liked it because I think you’re a very good girl and I’m going to want to do that again. In fact, I think I’m going to want to do that a lot.”

I smiled.

“I think that can be arranged. I mean… I want to keep being a good girl for you.”

Lee smiled at me, leaned in, kissed me. I squirmed, wiggling my body against hers.

“You know what?” I said.

Lee’s look framed her question.

“I’m glad I stole your panties.” I said.

Lee chuckled.

“I’m glad you stole them too.” She said. “But you want to hear a secret?”

I nodded.

“I left them there for you.” She said. “I was hoping you’d steal them. I was kinda hoping we might get to do this. Do you hate me, for trapping you?”

I stared at her, then… I giggled again.

“No.” I said. “I… I’m grateful.”

And I was. I was grateful in ways I couldn’t even begin to describe. But I still had a whole summer ahead with lots of opportunities to show Lee just how grateful I was.

THE END
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Daniel has always done what was expected of him. The job. The manners. The small, quiet life. But in the spaces between, he feeds another hunger. Online, under false names, he becomes a monster—spitting venom at strangers, tearing into anyone who dares to be free, feminine, or unashamed. The hate gives him something to feel.

Until someone finds him.

It begins with a message. A threat. The stranger behind the screen knows exactly who he is and what he’s done—and offers him a choice: exposure, or transformation.

What starts as blackmail soon becomes something else entirely. Daniel is drawn into a world of soft edges and hard truths, where each demand strips away another layer of who he thought he was. Makeup. Lingerie. Reflection. A slow unravelling that feels disturbingly like freedom.

The Woke Agenda is a darkly sensual tale of shame, desire, and rebirth—an intimate portrait of a man unmade and remade by the very forces he once despised, until he becomes the person he was always meant to be.
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Kieran only wanted adventure, a few months of travel before settling into adult life. But when his bag is stolen along with all his money and passport, he’s left stranded and desperate in a foreign country. Then he sees the ad... Room, board, wages. Apply within.

The hotel is nothing like he imagined. The “interview” takes him not to an office but to a luxury spa, where his body is pampered, reshaped, and revealed as something wholly new. Kieran is transformed into a maid, a girl in silk stockings and short skirts, and is then trained to serve the guests with more than just fresh sheets.

What begins as humiliation becomes heady, intoxicating bliss. Each new task awakens cravings he never knew he had, until he can no longer deny the truth, he loves being a pretty, obedient maid, desired and adored. And under tender yet commanding guidance, Kieran’s shame melts into joy, his service into love.

Now, with his contract nearly over, Kieran faces the choice of a lifetime. Should he return to the boy he once was, or surrender fully to the girl he has become, a shameless, devoted maid, ready to give her heart and body forever.

A decadent tale of feminization, service, and unexpected romance, perfect for readers who crave transformation, surrender, and the intoxicating thrill of becoming.
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Your girlfriend dumped you for a younger guy, and now you’re stuck in the most boring version of your own life. Work, sleep, sulk, repeat. Yawn.

Then she struts in.

Honey. All boobs and blonde hair and bubblegum giggles. She’s a dream in too-high heels and too-tight clothes, and she takes you home like it’s the easiest thing in the world. One drink, one kiss, one night, and the most mind-blowing experience you’ll ever have. You’re wrecked. You’re ruined. You’re reborn. You’re… confused.

Because when you wake up, Honey is gone, but your body, and your mind, are changing.

Your skin? Suddenly as smooth as silk. Your lips? Plumper. Your curves? Growing by the day. Suddenly you’re buying pink lingerie without thinking, craving lip gloss like oxygen, and moaning at your own reflection. You’re not losing yourself, you’re getting hotter. Sexier. More feminine. Bimbofied.

When you call Honey, begging for answers, she reappears like a dream and spills the truth.

You’re cursed, babe. Cursed to sparkle, to strut, to live shameless and fabulous and carefree. Cursed to be a bimbo.

And honestly? You’re going to love it.

So slip into your stilettos, shake those hips, and get ready, because Honey’s waiting to show you just how delicious your new life can be.
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A wild, erotic transgender transformation romance

It was supposed to be a dare.

One night alone in the woods beneath the full moon to prove he was worthy of joining the fraternity. But when Trent is chased and bitten by something not quite human, his life, and his body, begin to change in ways he never expected.

Each day brings new cravings. New curves. New heat.

He’s becoming softer, hungrier, more wanton. And always, he feels the presence of something watching him in the dark. The Alpha. The one who marked him.

As Trent's body transforms, so does his heart. Confusion gives way to longing. Shame gives way to pleasure. And as the last traces of his old life fade, someone new rises in his place. Someone powerful, beautiful, and born to belong to the beast who claimed her.

Now she must choose. Should she return to a life that no longer fits, or embrace the wild, aching love that calls to her under the moonlight.

Claimed by the Alpha is a searingly sensual story of gender transformation, forbidden desire, and feral romance. For readers who love erotic myth, queer metamorphosis, and love stories that defy every rule… this is the tale you've been hunting.


About the Author

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

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

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

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