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FROM BOSS TO BIMBO

Nathan thought he had life figured out. He had a good job, worked hard, and was providing for the love of his life, Heather. When Heather leaves him though he’s left heartbroken, and his once exemplary performance at work begins to suffer.

Things are maybe looking up for him though when he gets a new assistant, the beautiful and helpful Siobhan, and Nathan hopes with her help he’ll be able to get things back on track. Only, things are not quite what they seem, and soon Nathan finds Siobhan helping him in ways that are definitely not part of her official job description...

Nathan was once a star performer at his company. He worked hard, worked smart, and he excelled.

He’d had good reason to work hard. He’d been working to provide for the love of his life, Heather. Only when Heather leaves him he loses focus and his performance at work begins to suffer.

After all, what’s the point? He’d been toiling to be a good man for his girlfriend, the woman he wanted to marry, and it had all proved pointless.

He’s adrift, and at risk of losing his job he knows, but… he’s hoping his new assistant will help turn things around for him. After all, she comes very well recommended.

On meeting Siobhan he’s immediately impressed. She’s gorgeous, and seems to be pretty smart too, so he takes the time to make sure she settles into her new role as his assistant.

Only, Siobhan is more than she seemed, and it’s not long before Nathan learns this the hard way. Siobhan makes it clear that she really does expect Nathan to improve his performance, and she has a very unique style of motivating him.

Soon Nathan is caught up on a roller-coaster journey of feminization as Siobhan works to transform him from underperforming boss to the perfect obedient bimbo...

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


One

The smell of coffee in the break area was a welcome reprieve from the dull grind of checking over project reports and Nathan took a long moment to savour it as he poured himself a full mug of steaming black ambrosia. As he took his first sip he sighed, a warm glow of contentment radiating out from his belly.

The coffee was excellent as always. Brewed by his old assistant, Cheryl, out of freshly ground speciality beans, coffee had become the highlight of his day. He was glad his old assistant was still around to make the coffee at least—she’d recently gotten a promotion and moved on to the position of general office manager.

He was still grumbling about losing Cheryl as she was an amazing assistant and it was going to be hard to find anyone who was as helpful and useful and productive. It was just another shitty detail of his life though. Just another way things kept getting worse. He was getting used to losing now and was becoming resigned to it.

He took another long draught of coffee and smiled. The coffee at least was still good, but the coffee really was the only good thing about his job.

“Morning.” Someone said as they entered the break area.

Nathan muttered a greeting back but paid them little attention. Their name was Kenneth maybe, or Keith? He couldn’t remember. They were new, from accounts maybe, and he’d really stopped paying attention to what went on around the office over the last few months.

When he’d got the job six years ago, entering at the position of junior sales assistant in charge of regional distribution, he’d been motivated to try, and he’d worked hard. That had paid off.

At the end of his first year, he’d earned a promotion to sales assistant, and at the end of his third year, he’d earned a promotion to senior sales assistant.

The money had been good and had got even better, plus there were the commissions. Working hard meant more sales, and more sales meant more money at the end of the month.

At the time he’d wanted to earn as much as possible because he had goals, wants, desires. He’d still been with Heather at the time. He’d still had dreams.

Nathan and Heather had met in their junior year of college and had quickly fallen in love, and they’d spent the rest of college as that couple that everyone knew and thought sickeningly adorable.

After college, they’d both found work, and Nathan had been motivated to start building a future for the both of them. When he’d got his sales job he’d been motivated to work hard because there was the dream of a home, a family, a life together with the love of his life, and then… it had all ended.

Just over a year ago, Heather had begun growing distant, cold. They never enjoyed a particularly intense or exciting sex life, but what little irregular sex they did have had dried up over the course of a few months.

Heather was busy with work she said, stressed with deadlines. She was spending more late nights in the office, taking more business tips.

Nathan had been supportive. He’d tried to help her relax when they spent time together, had bought her expensive bath products and candles, booked her massage sessions, spa days, had even planned a few trips away, but nothing had worked.

Yet… he’d remained positive. It was just a temporary thing. The storm at work would pass. They were in love, they were meant to be together, when things were calmer for Heather life would return to its former idyll.

But it hadn’t returned to how it had been before. One day Heather had returned from a “business trip” to drop a bombshell.

She’d met someone at work. She’d been lying about being stressed, about the late nights working, about the business trips. She’d been having an affair and she was leaving him.

The news had broken Nathan. He’d sobbed, begged Heather to reconsider, had pleaded with her to give their relationship, their dream, a second chance, but Heather had been stoic.

“It’s over.” She’d said. “It’s been over for years. Our life it… it isn’t satisfying me. Your dream for us wasn’t my dream. It’s better it happens now, before we’re too entangled, rather than later when it would hurt more. I hope one day you’ll understand. Try to be happy for me.”

Nathan had crumbled. The apartment they lived in was in Heather’s name, since her parents had been the ones to cover the deposit, so he’d had to move out.

It hadn’t been a difficult process since he hadn’t owned much—most of the furniture and furnishing were Heather’s—and he’d moved across town to a one-bedroom apartment to try to piece his life back together. Only… he’d failed at that too.

Without Heather, it felt like there was no point piecing his life back together. He’d lost the love of his life to another man, had lost all his friends—they had all been their friends, but after the breakup Nathan had just lost contact with them, not wanting to be reminded of the life he’d lost, aware that Heather was still seeing them, wanting to keep his distance so he could heal.

But he hadn’t healed. It felt like his heart was just a mass of scabs and scars and open wounds.

The only thing he had left was work. In the beginning, he’d thrown himself into it with a fervour, desperate to dissociate from the pain of the breakup, but after a while, even work had become dreary and dull and pointless.

Only a few months before the breakup Nathan had been promoted to section manager, a senior position with many benefits, a team under him, his own office, and an assistant, Cheryl, an older, diligent, matronly woman.

It had been amazing at first, his position giving him greater scope to be creative and make a name for himself at the company, and though the new job came with new challenges and problems Nathan remained committed to progressing his career.

After the breakup, he redoubled his efforts, and he’d seen his section's numbers improve dramatically under his leadership, yet as the reality of a life without Heather sank in Nathan began to question why he was working so hard.

What was the point? There was never going to be the dream home, the family, the life he’d imagined them having, so why was he working so hard?

In the beginning, it had helped dull the ache in his heart, but even that was beginning to fade, and the pain of losing the love of his life was returning triplefold. So… he’d begun to drift.

He stopped working so hard. He stopped paying attention. He stopped caring. He began to coast.

Cheryl, aware of his breakup and the pain he was going through, had done her best to cover for him, and it had helped, but when she’d been promoted to office manager he’d lost the only good thing that was left in his life, and all too soon his apathy begun to catch up to him.

Reports were going unfinished, sales tallies were going unchecked, meetings were going unattended, and people were beginning to notice. Nathan’s former reputation as a hard, talented worker was fading, fast, and without an assistant to help him manage his workload, it was worse than it might have been.

And still, he couldn’t really work out why he should care. Heather had left him. What was the point of anything anymore? The best thing that had ever happened to him was gone, so… why bother?
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Nathan settled down at his desk with his coffee and began to look through his emails and his workload, checking his to-do list, and just staring at it overwhelmed him. Even if he’d been motivated to work it would have been daunting.

He’d not been keeping up with things for months now so there was a huge backlog of things to sort through and deal with, and with his old assistant gone it was proving impossible to manage. He’d been treading water in his job since just after the breakup, but now he was beginning to drown.

Yet there was a small glimmer of hope. He’d been promised a new assistant, a talented and creative woman, or so he’d been told, and maybe she could help. If not… what did it matter?

Nathan checked his calendar. She was due at eleven, and it was five to now. No point starting any work—not that he’d started any work for days now—better just to enjoy his coffee in peace.

“At least Cheryl is still making the coffee.” He said.

Cheryl really did make an excellent coffee. And then there was a knock at the door.

“Come in.” Nathan called out.

The was a moment before the door handle turned. Nathan realised he knew nothing about his new assistant. He wondered what she’d be like. It’d be hard to get anyone as good as Cheryl—after the breakup, she’d been almost like a mother to Nathan, her maternal instincts kicking in when she saw how hurt he’d been, and Nathan had been grateful for her kindness since he didn’t really have any family, close by and he’d never been close to his biological family anyway.

He missed Cheryl and really didn’t expect much from his new assistant, but if she could save him from drowning under his backlog of work then that would be something at least. And then the door handle turned and a young woman stepped in.

Nathan’s eyes went wide. She was… stunning.

“Hi, you’re Nathan, right? I just want to make sure I’m in the right place. All the doors around here look the same and I had to stop to ask for directions several times because I kept getting confused.”

She giggled, a light blush to her pale, freckled cheeks. Nathan was still for a moment, staring at her.

She was tall, and thin, which made her seem taller, and in her cute black heels Nathan was sure she was likely taller than him, but her height just made her curves look all the more incredible.

She was dressed in a tight-fitting skirt and pantihose, along with a fitted white blouse, normal office wear, but the way the clothes clung to her hips and ass was far from normal. Though her curves were subtle, her slim figure made her hips look wide and her ass round, yet it was her tits, her perky, bouncy tits that Nathan was struggling not to look at, the cloth of her blouse stretched taut over them, the front unbuttoned just enough to flash the barest hint of cleavage.

“I… err… yes. I’m Nathan.”

He could feel himself blushing and he forced himself to look up into her face, taking his gaze off her figure, but her face was not much less of a distraction.

If her body was luscious, then her face was beautiful. Her complexion was pale, her face flecked with freckles, and she had a long mane of fiery copper curls. She was smiling, her green-blue eyes sparkling, and her make-up was alluring, a perfect blend of subtle shades to make the most of her features and complexion, making her hair and eyes pop, her black eyeliner almost heavy, with thick dark lashes and juicy, wet-looking, glossy lips.

“I’m Siobhan, your new assistant.” She said.

Nathan’s head was spinning. She was gorgeous, and he had a feeling she was going to make it harder to get work done, not easier.

It was bad enough being single again, being lonely, but he’d always been kind of glad that the women he worked with were relatively plain and ordinary. A few were sweet enough, some cute, and a couple had hinted at him after the break-up that they’d be open to a coffee or dinner, but none of them interested him.

Siobhan on the other hand was very interesting. She was the first woman Nathan had met since his breakup that stirred any feelings in him at all. That would complicate things. He just had to hope she was a good assistant, because that was what he really needed now.

“Nice to meet you, Siobhan.” Nathan said. “I’ve been looking forward to meeting you. I’ve heard great things about you and I’m looking forward to working together.”

She smiled at that, and her smile was cute and sweet and almost innocent, lighting up the room. Nathan felt his chest tighten. She was really cute. And then she giggled.

Siobhan was really, really cute.

“So, shall I show you around and get you settled in?” Nathan asked.

Siobhan nodded.

“I’d like that, thank you.”
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Nathan spent the morning helping Siobhan get settled in her new role. He walked her around the office, introducing her to the team, making a point to introduce her to Cheryl, letting Siobhan know that his old assistant would be able to help if he wasn’t around. Siobhan was charming, and it was clear as the day passed that everyone she met liked her.

Nathan knew he should have been getting on with work, that he had a lot to catch up, but he figured a day getting Siobhan settled would pay off once she was able to help him clear the backlog. Plus, he was enjoying her company. She was sharp and quick, and obviously very capable given the pointed, observant questions she asked. Nathan found himself almost enjoying himself for the first time in months.

As a treat, to welcome his new assistant and to get to know her better, Nathan took them both out to lunch at a local diner. Siobhan seemed very grateful, and took the opportunity to get to know her new boss better, asking him about his job, how he’d started in the company, how he enjoyed his work, and how his life was going.

Nathan, finding Siobhan very easy to talk to, opened up for the first time to anyone about his breakup. He talked about Heather, how they’d met, his dreams, about about how surprised he’d been when she’d told him it was over.

He told her how crushed he’d been, how hopeless he’d been, how it was only Cheryl’s support that’d helped him stay afloat at work, that he’d felt adrift. He told her how it’d felt like his heart had been ripped out and how it felt like he’d lost everything.

Siobhan listened, her face soft, caring, empathetic. Nathan didn’t know why he did it, but it felt… right. He knew he should have kept it professional, but Siobhan was just so easy to talk to, listened so well, seemed to ask just the right questions, that he found himself pouring his heart out.

And Siobhan listened.

After lunch, they returned to the office and Nathan helped show Siobhan how the various systems worked, helped set her up so she could begin her work the next day. She picked it all up very quickly, and Nathan could have spent the last hours doing work, catching up with his backlog, but instead, he found reasons to stay with Siobhan, just enjoying her company, talking, enjoying work for the first time in months.

She was not only pretty, and hot, but she was sweet too, smart and witty. Nathan liked her, and wondered if his new assistant being so perfect wasn’t a sign that his luck was beginning to turn around.

As the day ended he said goodbye to Siobhan and watched as she headed out for the day—he had to stay late to catch up on a few emails that were critical since he’d not done any work that day—and as she walked off towards the elevator he couldn’t help but stare at her long, pantyhose clad legs and her tight skirt, her ass and hips wiggling as her heels clicked.

He knew it was wrong, but he couldn’t help it. He’d not had sex with a woman for close to a year, and he’d been so depressed recently that he’d not even had the will or the energy to pleasure himself.

Yet, as he watched Siobhan walk off he felt an almost forgotten, but very familiar fire in his loins. Maybe he could do one thing before those emails… to help him concentrate.


Two

Nathan wasted no time loading up his favourite porn site, and into the search bar he typed hot redhead secretary. He knew it was wrong, but after the time he’d had recently, he figured he should embrace the urge while it was there, and that maybe he deserved a little pleasure.

As the results came up he scanned over the thumbnails, clicking on one that caught his attention, a cute redhead in glasses and formal business attire sat on a desk.

Nathan clicked it and the video began to play. Almost immediately he felt his dick start to get hard as the cute redhead began to strut around the office-themed set, her outfit ludicrously tight and skimpy.

What would Siobhan look like dressed in that kind of outfit? He thought to himself.

He skipped forward, to the action, and resumed watching as the girl in the video began sucking a cock, the sounds of wet, vigorous slurping filling his office. His cock throbbed, getting harder.

Nathan hadn’t had the motivation to watch porn in months, so it felt almost good to have the urge back. Maybe working with Siobhan would be good with him? Maybe being around a young, beautiful woman would motivate him to get his life back on track? Maybe…

And then the door to his office opened. Nathan felt his heart skip, a surge of fear. He fumbled with his computer, desperate to close the window or stop the video but in his hurry he minimized it without shutting it off. The screen might be blank but the sound was still playing, the wet, eager, sinful sound of a cock sucking.

“Hi. Nathan just popped back to get my coat and saw you were still working and…”

It was Siobhan’s voice. The door swung wide and Nathan saw her, expression twisting from a mask of confusion to one of shock, then one slow realisation as she processed the sound.

Then… she smiled.

As Nathan fumbled with his computer, finally managing to shut the browser window down, silencing the sinful noise, Siobhan stepped into the office. He looked up, blushing, just in time to see the door swing closed behind her.

“Nathan are you… are you watching porn?” She asked.

He felt a surge of shame, horror. What could he do?

He wanted the earth to crack open and swallow him but he knew from experience that was never going to happen so… he nodded.

Siobhan’s smile widened.

“I think we need to talk.” She said.
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In the end, Siobhan did the bulk of the talking, and Nathan just sat silent, listening. He wanted to curl up and hide but he couldn’t.

All he could do was sit and listen. Why had he even done what he had done? He’d never watched porn at work before. It was so out of character and… now he was caught. His new assistant was going to report him and after his recent dismal performance, he knew he was going to be out of a job.

He’d been sinking ever since the breakup, had been suffocated by despair, and this would be the final nail of the coffin he was sure.

His life was over and…

“First, I’m not going to report you.” Siobhan said.

Nathan’s head spun. She wasn’t going to report him?

“Why?” He managed to ask.

His cheeks were burning with shame. He’d been caught watching porn in his office after hours by his new, hot assistant. She must think him a gross pervert or something.

“I feel sorry for you. I… I think I owe you the truth.” She said.

Her voice was subtly different, changed, less bubbly and giggly, calmer, more sure and confident, but still kind and sweet. As Nathan listened she began to explain.

It turned out that Siobhan was not just a new assistant. She was, in fact, the daughter of the company’s owner, and was being groomed to take over the company in a few years, and her assignment to the position of Nathan’s assistant was very deliberate.

It turned out that Nathan had, up until recently, been making waves at the company. Having started out in a junior role he’d quickly demonstrated himself capable and diligent, a smart, motivated, hard worker who was going places, which was why he’d got so many promotions in so short a place of time. This had all been noticed by the company’s owner, and when Nathan’s performance had so suddenly dropped off a cliff this too had been noticed.

“You went from star performer to under-performer almost overnight. Daddy decided something needed to be done and he was all for firing you, but… I figured it might be worth trying to work out why, so I offered to go undercover. I was taking the position of your assistant so I could work out what had gone wrong, see if I could fix things, maybe get one of our best employees back to working at their full potential.” She said.

Nathan could only listen. It was horrifying to hear. His recent lapse in performance had been noticed, and he was very close to being fired, and now… his only hope at keeping his job thought he was a pervert.

And maybe worse, his new assistant, the person he opened up to, had poured his heart out to, turned out to be a spy who’d only taken the job so she could monitor him. He felt like a fool. He had thought maybe things were turning around but in the end, they’d gotten even worse, and he hadn’t imagined that was even possible.

“Now, I’ve worked out the problem, and I think for you that’s good news. You’re heartbroken, and struggling. Had you just been lazy or slacking off I’d have sided with Daddy and had you fired, especially after catching you watching… well, watching whatever it was that was making that noise.”

Siobhan smirked. Nathan’s blush threatened to consume his whole face and throat.

“However, I feel sorry for you, and I can empathise. We’ve all had bad breakups and… I think I can help you.” She said. “Going home tonight I was thinking about it and… well, my plan was going to be to subtly try to motivate you and get you back to your best, help you heal and find yourself again, get you happy, and in the process we’d get one of our best employees back. I can see now though that I’m going to have to take more drastic matters to sort things out.”

She was grinning.

“But… I think we can work well together. I can tell you’re a sweet person, and I think you have potential. I’ve read over your previous reports, and I’ve heard what people think of you. You were very sweet and charming today and I think… I think you’ve lost your way. However, I’m sure I can help you find it.”

He was quiet for a moment. Siobhan watched him closely.

“Well? What do you say?” She said.

He blinked. What was Nathan supposed to say?

“What do you mean?” Nathan asked.

“I mean, are you willing to work with me? I’d rather have done things subtly and gradually, but… you’ve forced my hand.”

She was still smiling, that same radiant, beautiful expression. She really was breathtakingly pretty.

“What… what’s the alternative?” Nathan asked.

Siobhan took a deep breath and then sighed.

“The alternative is we let you go. You’d be fired for gross misconduct.” She said.

If Nathan said no he’d be out of a job? After the breakup, he’d been forced to move and furnish a new flat. he’d burned through most of his savings trying to buy himself out of his miserable, apathetic state—to no success—and living on only one income was not easy. Nathan needed a job otherwise he’d be at risk of losing his home, of losing everything.

Plus… it was a career he’d worked hard for. he’d be giving that all up, all those years of labour. he’d be giving up everything, he'd be giving up on himself.

Sure he’d let things slide, had wasted away, had been drifting, but now Nathan was being given a chance to turn things around. Didn’t Nathan owe himself that?

Heather had left him for another man, had crushed his heart, had given up on him. Giving up on himself would be proving her right, that Nathan really wasn’t worth her time or her love. But… maybe Nathan could turn things around.

Maybe Nathan could get his life back together, prove himself. Maybe… maybe if Nathan accepted this chance he could win her back, or if not her then someone else. Was Nathan really ready to give up on himself?

Nathan took a deep breath, nodded.

“I’m willing to work with you.” Nathan said.

Siobhan beamed, obviously delighted.

“Wonderful.” She said. “We can start tonight.”
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At first, Nathan had thought Siobhan was joking, that she was playing a prank on him, but she wasn’t. As realisation dawned that she was deadly serious about her plan Nathan felt a cold chill creep up my spine.

“But… why?” Nathan asked.

Siobhan smiled at him, an enigmatic expression that was both cunning and cute.

“That’s for me to know and for you to work out. The simple matter is you’ve got two choices. Do what I say and keep your job, work with me to get back to being functional and happy and productive, or give up and walk out of here.” She said.

Nathan took a moment to consider the two almost equally awful options.

After he’d decided to accept Siobhan’s help she’d vanished for a while only to reappear with a small, black holdall, handing it to him with a wink. He’d opened it to find a range of women’s underwear—panties, bralettes, pantihose, stockings, suspenders, and the contents had confused him until she’d explained.

He was going to have to wear them. Nathan was going to have to wear women’s underwear.

Nathan felt humiliated and mocked. What was she saying? Was this her way of punishing him for not doing his job and for watching porn in the office, or was there something else?

Nathan had grown up one of the smallest boys in his class, thin and slight, but he had always assumed that when he grew up he’d be like other men—big and tall and broad and hairy. That had not turned out to be the case.

As his classmates and friends had all blossomed into adolescents, and then into men, he’d had to watch from the sidelines, apparently forgotten by puberty.

Nathan had comforted himself with the thought that maybe he was a late bloomer. But, that too had turned out to not be the case.

As he’d entered college he’d remained slim, small, and slight, shorter than every man he knew, and shorter than a fair few women, with soft features and a baby face that more than a few people told him was cute.

He didn’t want to be cute though. Nathan wanted to be handsome. Nathan hated being cute.

Which was why it had meant so much to him when he’d met Heather.

In high school, he’d always been the odd one out. Sure he’d had friends, and he’d had the usual experiences, the good times and the bad times, but while the other kids had all hooked up and fooled around he’d been left out. No girls wanted boys like him. They all wanted boys who were tall and rugged and handsome. No girls wanted young men who looked, at best, like young boys.

And yet Heather had wanted him.

At first, they’d just been friends, but then she’d asked him out, had made it clear that she was asking him out on a date, and he’d been over the moon.

She hadn’t just been his first love. She’d been his first everything. His first and his only everything.

And then he’d lost her. He’d lost the girl of his dreams to a real man and now his assistant, or the daughter of the company’s owner, whatever she was, was humiliating him, mocking him, by trying to get him to wear panties.

Was this her way of putting him in his place, proving to him that she, as pretty and feminine and beautiful as she was, was still more man than him? Was this her way of proving who was really in charge?

Nathan blushed as he stared down at the panties, the pantihose, the bralettes, and Nathan felt his chest tighten.

He knew he should refuse, that he should storm out. Sure he might not look like a man, but he was one. He should storm out with pride. He didn’t need her help getting his life back together, did he?

Yet… he needed the job. He had worked hard to get his position. The breakup had thrown his life off course, but maybe this was his chance to get it back under control. Maybe accepting a little help would be okay.

And… there was something about the contents of the bag that tickled his curiosity.

“Tell you what, why don’t you take the bag home and make your choice there. I’ll be back at work tomorrow, as your assistant, and if you come in wearing panties and pantihose and a bralette we can work together. If not… then you’ll have made it clear you no longer want this job. How does that sound?”

He took a deep breath, then nodded.

“Yeah. I… I need more time to decide.”

More time was good. Nathan needed more time to clear his head and decide.

“Just know that if you do return to work tomorrow I’ll be checking.” Siobhan said. “And… I do hope you choose the panties, because I really do think we could work well together.”

As Nathan watched Siobhan he saw her smile brighten, saw her wink, and he felt his cheeks flush. There was something about the way she said it that swayed him, pushing him towards one choice over the other. It was almost like she meant it.


Three

Nathan decided on what he considered the least worst option.

He took the bag out of Siobhan’s hand and slunk off to the bathroom to get changed, his cheeks burning. He could feel his heart thundering, head a storm of thoughts and emotions.

Once in the bathroom, he took a moment to check he was alone, making sure the stalls were all empty. The office was pretty much abandoned given the work day had ended, but Nathan wanted to make sure he was alone.

Once he’d checked he'd locked the door to the bathroom he entered a stall to change. He rummaged through the holdall for a pair of panties, a pair of pantihose, and a bralette.

At first, he just grabbed items at random, but that left him with a pair of soft pastel pink panties, a red bralette, and a pair of fishnet pantihose. He shook his head, refusing to wear them, so he made an effort to pick something he could bear to wear.

In the end, he chose a matching set of black panties and a bralette that were not too skimpy or lacy, and a pair of pale tan pantihose that would almost match his skin tone. Then he realised that to change his underwear he needed to strip off naked, and his blush grew even more intense.

“Fuck it.” He muttered.

Rather than delaying the inevitable Nathan resigned himself and set about changing as quickly as he could. At least he was sure he wouldn’t be disturbed or discovered given he’d locked the door to the bathroom.

He stripped off and then, once nude, turned to the laid-out girly underwear. His hands were shaking. How had he even ended up in this mess?

Yet he decided not to think about it. He just wanted to get it over with. He picked up the panties and slipped them on.

The silky material of the panties was surprisingly delicate against his skin, almost a caress as he tugged them up his legs and into place around his cock and hips and ass. Even though he’d chosen one of the least skimpy pairs in the bag, they were still a lot skimpier than his normal boxers, and the material was just so… sensual.

They fit tight, close, his cock neatly contained in the front, squashed flat, and the cut left lots of leg and hip and ass exposed. There was something almost thrilling and exciting about it.

It had been months since Heather had left, and he’d had no intimate female contact since then, so just the act of handling the panties had aroused him a little. Putting them on had only added to that. He could feel his cock throbbing.

He shook his head. He needed to focus. So, trying to stay calm, Nathan finished slipping on his new underwear. He slipped on the bralette next, the black satiny material hugging his narrow chest tight, the subtle padding making his heart flutter and his blush deepen, and then he pulled on the pantihose.

The pantihose took the longest, Nathan rolling them up first then slipping his foot in, pulling them up one leg at a time. The material clung to his legs, tight, silky, and it felt almost… good. He was used to his clothes being coarse and heavy, but the material of the lingerie, the pantihose especially, was so feminine and soft and seductive.

As he pulled the pantihose up and into place he wiggled his hips, caressing over his legs to even out the material. Looking down at himself he felt a crash of emotions and feeling, a cacophony of clashing thoughts.

He looked so elegant and girly. The way the material clung to his body emphasised all the things he was self-conscious about—his slenderness, his petiteness, the slight swell of his ass and hips, the lack of body hair. He looked almost… feminine.

His blush spread from his face to his neck and chest and he wanted to scream. Why was this happening to him?

Was this just Siobhan’s dumb way of getting to him, humiliating him, punishing him, letting him know who was in charge. But… what if he refused to play that game? What if he didn’t play that game?

What if he refused to let it humiliate him? What if…

His mind raced. The lingerie felt oddly nice against his skin, smooth and soft, and really was it that bad to wear underwear that was sensual instead of rough? The concept of feminine underwear being humiliating for a man was tied to the notion that feminine was somehow lesser than masculine, but Nathan didn’t believe that for a second.

Women were elegant, powerful, beautiful. He loved women. He loved their bodies, loved the clothes they wore, loved their freedom to choose so many different outfits and styles while he was constrained to so few choices. So was being made to dress in feminine underwear really that humiliating?

Maybe he could ruin Siobhan’s planned punishment by embracing it? Maybe he could just accept it and find something fun, or even empowering in it?

It did feel nice, and he looked kind of good so… what was the problem? He was a modern man. He could handle this. He could even learn to enjoy it—and it really wouldn’t take much to learn to enjoy it he realised.

Sure it was unconventional to wear lingerie, but it wasn’t like it was illegal or immoral or unethical. It was just a different kind of underwear, right?

And part of him had always been curious about it, had always been slightly envious of Heather’s selection of sexy, fun, revealing underwear while he’d been stuck with boring old boxers. So maybe this was just an opportunity? Maybe he could embrace it, have fun with it, and in the process take back some power from Siobhan.

He chuckled at that.

“That’ll show her.” He said.

And, with that in mind, feeling more confident, he began to get dressed.
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Once dressed Nathan headed back to his office to see Siobhan. She smiled as she saw him, her expression annoyingly radiant.

“I can tell from the way you’re walking that you’re wearing them, but… I still want to see.” She said. “Just to make sure. So… willing to flash me?”

She chuckled at that. There was something about her personality and manner that was disarming. She was so sweet and soft and… kind. And she was so hot.

Nathan took a deep breath, then… did as he was told. He unbuttoned his shirt to flash his black bralette, then buttoned it back up before undoing his trousers to flash his black panties and his pale tan pantihose—he bared his hips and ass, just the top, to keep the turgid bulge of his excited cock hidden.

Once Siobhan nodded he pulled his trousers up. Her grin was even wider.

“Perfect. I’m glad to see you’ve decided to work with me. I really do think we can achieve great things together. Now… tell me, how do they feel?”

Her smile was broad, and Nathan could tell she was enjoying herself. He took another deep breath. He could handle this. He knew what to do.

“They… they feel surprisingly comfortable actually. Not as bad as I thought.” He said.

He watched Siobhan closely, waiting for her smile to fall, but… it didn’t. If anything it grew brighter.

“Really? Oh, that is good. I’m glad. That you don’t mind how they feel will make the next part a little easier for you.”

“Next part?”

Siobhan nodded.

“Of course. You didn’t think you’d be able to get away with wearing such pretty underwear without shaving did you?”

Nathan shivered. Shaving?

As he stood there trying to process what Siobhan had said she turned and picked up a second, smaller bag that Nathan hadn’t noticed before.

“You should take this home with you. It has everything you need.”

Nathan didn’t speak. Siobhan wanted him to shave?

“Do I… do I have to?” He asked.

Siobhan nodded, grinning.

“Absolutely. But trust me, the panties and the pantihose and the bralettes will look and feel so much better once you do, so it’ll be worth it.”

Nathan sighed. He stepped forward and took the bag from Siobhan.

“I look forward to checking on you tomorrow.”
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Nathan left the office and travelled home still undecided. He knew he didn’t have to shave. He could say no and face the consequences if he wanted, but… that made it worse. That made it his choice.

As the bus rumbled through traffic he squirmed, hyper-aware of the fact that he was clad in silky, feminine lingerie. He could feel it clinging to him, shaping his body, and his mind was racing with images of all the panties and pantihose and bralettes in the bag he was carrying.

Siobhan had said she could tell from the way he was walking that he was wearing the girly underwear. Was that true? Could other people tell?

As Nathan made his way home he couldn’t help but fret over that thought, and he did his best to walk normally, whatever that looked like, and he remained alert to his surroundings, watching the people around him for signs that they might have noticed something off. Yet, no one said or did anything.

Maybe Siobhan had been making it up to tease him? Or Maybe she knew what to watch for?

Still, he was exhausted by the time he got home, and relieved to shut the door behind him, was glad to shut out the outside world. However, he still had not made a decision.

Could he really shave? If he wanted to keep his job he had to, but… was it worth it.

He emptied out the bag Siobhan had given him and he found everything he’d need inside. There was a pink razor, shaving cream, soap, moisturizer, and even a tub of hair removal cream.

It was the kind of stuff Heather had used when they’d still lived together. He’d always loved the feel of her smooth legs, her smooth ass, even her shaved pussy. Just remembering it all hurt, but it also made his cock throb in a way it hadn’t in weeks.

After the day he’d had Nathan was very horny and distracted, struggling to focus or think straight. He was remembering how Heather's legs had felt in stockings and pantihose, how she’d looked in lingerie.

How would it feel if he shaved? How would it feel if he wore lingerie over smooth skin? How would he look?

Nathan chuckled as he headed through to the bathroom to put the items away, still not sure what to do. And then he caught sight of himself in the mirror.

He’d never been that hairy anyway. Would shaving make that much of a difference? And if it meant he got to keep the job he’d worked so hard for that was a good thing, right.

Nathan smiled. He could always just do a small patch to see how it felt, and even if he did his whole body and hated it he could still back out. It wouldn’t hurt to try, right?
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Nathan smeared the hair removal cream over his legs, then let it sit. The smell of it was strong, astringent, and filled the small bathroom. His skin tingled, almost fizzing.

He grew bored as he waited for the allotted time to pass, so he turned his attention to the holdall full of underwear that Siobhan had given him. There was so much. It must have cost a small fortune since he knew how much Heather used to spend on underwear. And… why did she have it in the first place?

His mind racing with questions he looked through it all, so many colours and styles, so many different looks. Pinks, reds, blacks, whites. Lacy, skimpy, silk, satin, stockings and suspenders and pantihose, mesh and fishnets and alluring seams. It was all too much.

And then he found a cute pair of panties in white and a pair of matching white hold-up stockings with lacy tops. Curious, he rummaged for a while longer and then smiled as he discovered a matching bralette. It was almost… virginal.

How would it feel to wear that after he’d shaved smooth?

Nathan blushed at the thought, but his heart skipped, belly fluttering as his cock throbbed.

Once the cream had sat he stepped into the shower to rinse off, then he took a moment to shave in the more intimate areas where the cream couldn’t go. He slid the razor over his cock, balls, and along his butt crack, the sensation oddly thrilling.

It didn’t take as long as he thought, and then he set to washing with the soap Siobhan had given him. As he lathered his hands up he caught the scent of perfume, flowers and musk, jasmine. It was surprisingly pleasant, but very girly. It was like Heather’s soaps, but… nicer, a shiver running down Nathan’s spine as he breathed deep.

As he washed he felt his hands glide over his smooth body, and the shiver intensified. Without body hair, he felt so much more delicate, sensitive, and he looked… he looked almost like a girl.

In fact, the only thing that made him not look like a girl was his cock. His cock was hard, throbbing aching. He bit his bottom lip.

As he stood under the flow of water he couldn’t help but admire his body, how slim and petite, the subtle curve of it. He’d always hated his body, but without hair, it looked… pretty. And he liked it. He liked how he looked, how it made him feel to be cute and pretty.

His cock swelled, so hard it hurt. His head spun.

He was so horny after a long, stressful day. With his cock the way it was he’d never be able to fit in his panties, and then there was the risk of getting hard at work, or losing focus again like today, giving into his urges. If he took care of that need now then…

Nathan smiled. He knew he shouldn’t have been turned on by the panties, being smooth, but he was, and he just had to deal with it.

So… he reached down and he wrapped his hand around his cock and he began to stroke. The touch of his slippery fingers and palm on his shaved cock was almost electric. He felt so good, and as he looked down at himself he felt a rush of joy.

His head raced with images, of Heather, of Siobhan, and then… images of himself, but in the white lingerie set he’d set aside, or in the fishnet pantihose he’d seen, in stockings and suspenders.

How would he look now he was smooth? How would it feel?

Just the thought was intoxicating, invigorating. He stroked harder, faster, working his hips to thrust his cock into his grip. He squeezed his hand tight, balls tightening. He pictured more than just lingerie, pictured…

He felt a swell of emotions that were strange and bright and almost familiar, and then… he was cumming. Nathan was cumming hard, cock erupting in the shower, his spunk washed away with the flow of water.

He came over and over, a pleasure that was new and bright, body so sensitive and soft and tingly. He stroked until his climax began to fade and then stopped, blushing, as he realised what he had been fantasising about.

He hadn’t been thinking about pretty girls. He’d been thinking about what it might be like to be a pretty girl, and… in his imagination, it had felt good.

Not sure what that meant Nathan finished washing and then stepped out of the shower to dry off. Sat out waiting for him was the white lingerie set he’d picked out before shaving.

Clearly, everything that had happened today was doing something to his brain so he should obviously refuse to wear it and give up, right? But… he didn’t want to. What he wanted to do was wear it, see how it felt, see how he looked.

He didn’t though. He resisted, moving out of the bathroom before he caved to his curiosity.

Leaving the holdall and the lingerie in the bathroom he headed through to his bedroom. He was exhausted after a long day and he hoped that a good night’s sleep would give him some clarity.


Four

Sleep did help. It helped Nathan make a decision.

“Not bad…” He said as he looked in the mirror.

Yet he knew it was far better than not bad. He looked amazing.

He’d struggled to sleep during the night, tossing and turning as his mind raced, debating his choices, battling with his imagination, fantasies, and memories, struggling against the tide of new sensations as his shaved body became used to the increased sensitivity. In the end, he’d given up and risen early, aware he’d come to a conclusion.

He’d shaved so… why not keep going? He’d worked hard for his job and he wasn’t ready to give everything up. So he’d decided to head into work.

He’d decided to head into work wearing the white lingerie set that he’d picked out the night before.

Once out of bed he’d headed through to the bathroom to wash and get ready, slipping the panties, the hold-up stockings, and the bralette on. The panties and the bralette felt similar to the ones he’d worn the day before, but the hold-up stockings were a new thrill, hugging his legs, clinging to his smooth thighs. They were sheer, white, and they looked hot on him.

Or rather… he looked hot dressed up in lingerie.

He’d never been hairy, but he hadn’t expected the lack of body hair to make such a difference. It had though. Staring at himself in the mirror, smooth, shaved, in panties and bralette and hold-up stockings it was like he was looking at a girl. A pretty, slim, petite girl. Even his face, already soft and androgynous, seemed softer and more feminine.

Part of him was thrilled, but part of him was horrified, and yet most of him just felt a warm glow, while a tiny part was aroused by his reflection. He took a moment to study himself, posing, grinning, blushing, but he knew he had to finish getting ready.

So, reluctantly, he looked away from the mirror and headed off to prepare for work.
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“I’m pleased to see you.” Siobhan said looking up from her computer.

She was sitting at her desk, his assistant’s desk, working away, acting as if nothing had happened. Just seeing her brought back the blush to Nathan’s cheeks.

The journey into work had been anxious yet oddly hot, the sense of being smooth under his work clothes, being in panties, hold-ups, a bralette, and he was looking forward to being able to hide in his office. Yet he wasn’t going to be allowed to hide he knew. Siobhan was going to be there.

“Hi. Yeah, I… I decided to come in after all.” He said.

“Decided to work with me?” Siobhan asked.

Nathan nodded. Siobhan smiled.

“Then you won’t mind me following you into the office so we can go through the day’s schedule? I’ve organised things so you can begin catching up on your backlog, and… obviously, I need to check you’re holding to our agreement.”

Nathan’s blush deepened and his cock throbbed. He just nodded, not quite sure what he could say, wanting to object but knowing he couldn’t, yet also oddly flustered and excited by the thought of Siobhan checking on his body and underwear.

Together the two headed into his office and Siobhan shut the door behind her, standing by it to block entry.

“Just so you know, to reassure you, I’ve spoken to no one. Our deal is a secret and will stay that way if you work with me. I really do want to help you.” She said.

Nathan almost believed her. It was hard not to given how sweet and kind she seemed.

“I… thanks.” Nathan said.

He waited, hoping Siobhan might leave, but she remained in place.

“You have to show me.” She said. “I wanted you smooth and in your underwear. That’s the deal if we’re going to work together.”

Nathan took a deep breath, then sighed. Slowly he undid his shirt, first flashing Siobhan his bralette, then turning around to drop his trousers to flash his panty-clad ass, his smooth thighs, and his stocking tops.

“You’ve picked quite the pretty set of underwear today. I’m impressed, and… you look cute, all smooth and in white. I like it.” Siobhan said.

Nathan’s blush deepened, but he said nothing. There was something warming about her words, the idea that she was complimenting him.

He wasn’t sure she meant it, but it was so rare that he got a compliment that it still felt good. Even when he’d been with Heather it had been rare for him to get a compliment about how handsome he was, though she often called him cute or sweet—words he’d hated as they undermined his masculinity, but that he almost liked in this context as they at least made sense in a roundabout kind of way.

If he was going to be made to dress feminine, then he’d at least like to look good. And… it was warming to think that Siobhan really did think he was cute, even if it was in an unconventional way.

“I… thanks.” He said.

Siobhan smiled, fluttering her eyelashes.

“I mean it too. You look really cute. It suits you.”

Nathan wanted to hate what she said, but… he didn’t.

“Now, I really have organised your day for you. Your work is all set out and though it’s a lot, it shouldn’t be too overwhelming if you focus. If you work hard we can hopefully sort through the backlog and get you and the department back to being productive soon.”

Nathan just nodded. He didn’t like being told what to do, and even less enjoyed being made to shave and dress in feminine underwear, but… it wasn’t that bad, and if he got to keep his job and get his life back together then it wasn’t so bad, was it?

Plus… working with Siobhan had its benefits. She was cute, and funny, and smart, and if he really could impress her after all of this then he’d have made an ally in the future head of the company. Even if that ally was the one who’d made him wear panties.
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Yet, as Nathan settled down to work, he began to realise that Siobhan really had done an amazing job of organizing his workflow. His backlog of tasks was structured from most urgent to least, and all he had to do was check the list to figure out what to do.

After the breakup, he’d thrown himself into his work, but all too soon the reality had hit. He’d lost the only woman who’d ever loved him, the only woman who had ever found him attractive, and now he was doomed to be alone forever. As he came to accept that he’d never find another woman like Heather, that he’d never find anyone else who could love him as she did, who’d find him as attractive as she did, he began to despair, and that had crept into his work.

He’d begun to give up, he’d begun to drift, even then though he’d had his former assistant to help him. Cheryl had been sympathetic when she’d heard about the breakup and had done her best to support Nathan through it.

She’d tried to cover for him as much as possible and that meant that a lot of projects were already well organized and partially complete. For a lot of them the projects he had to finish, all he had to do to get them done was just fill in a few last details and sign them off. For some, all he had to do was sign.

It was almost easy, and as the day progressed he made good progress. Nathan felt his spirits lifting.

Siobhan’s plan might have been unconventional, but he couldn’t fault the results. He’d got more done in the last few hours than he had in the last few weeks.

“Coffee?” Siobhan said as she popped her head around the office door.

Nathan looked up from his computer to see her smiling, looking as lovely as radiant as ever, and he felt a warm glow. She was very pleasant to work with but at the same time, he felt a pang in his chest.

He knew he’d never find a woman like Heather again, and he had no chance with a woman like Siobhan. He was doomed to be alone, miserable. But at least he had his career, right?

“Please. Thanks.” Nathan said.

Siobhan nodded, smiling, and vanished. Nathan took the opportunity to take a break and stretch, resting his eyes, and Siobhan returned after a brief while with coffee, stepping into Nathan’s office to put it on his desk beside him. Nathan couldn’t help but watch her as she walked, the sway of her hips and ass, the bounce of her tits.

She was clad in a tight-fitting grey dress, low cut, the hem coming to her mid-thigh, pantihose and heels, her red hair tied back into a messy bun, and she even had on dark-rimmed spectacles. She looked like a perfect sexy secretary, professional, cute, but also provocative. Nathan felt his cock throb in his panties, and as he shifted, squirming, he was reminded of his smooth legs in his stockings, his full butt in his panties, his slim chest in his bralette—he remembered how he looked, and he couldn’t help but savour how it felt.

“For you, to keep you motivated and running at optimum efficiency.”

Siobhan said. She smiled, her dark eyelashes fluttering.

Nathan caught a glimpse down her dress and he felt his cheeks flush as he caught himself, looking up sharply into her eyes. Had she noticed? She didn’t react like she’d noticed.

“How’s it going?” Siobhan asked.

Nathan nodded.

“Well.” He said. “Really well. You did a good job of organising everything.”

“And the panties are helping, right? There’s just something about feeling comfortable at work that helps boost motivation I find. Feeling attractive helps us feel good, and if we feel good we’re more productive. That’s my experience at least.”

Nathan blushed.

“I… I suppose so.” He muttered.

“Well, I’ll leave you to it. Can’t be having too many interruptions.”

And with that, Siobhan left. Nathan watched her go, her perfect ass swaying, the fabric of her dress stretched tight over it. He felt his body grow hot.

He’d spent the last few months with no desire at all really. He’d been too miserable and depressed, but now… now he could feel his lust returning in full force. Not only was Siobhan hot, but he felt so pretty and sexy and sensual in his underwear, shaved. The memory of how he looked in the mirror that morning burned into his brain.

His cock throbbed, and he tried to turn his attention back to work, but… his mind was gone, distracted by a storm of very horny thoughts and daydreams.
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“What happened to this morning’s burst of productivity?” Siobhan asked. “You were doing so well and now… well, you barely got anything done this afternoon.”

Nathan felt embarrassed. The truth was that as the day had gone on he’d become more and more distracted by how good his underwear felt, how hot Siobhan was, and seeing her strut around in her tight dress made it hard for him to focus on work. Hell, it made his hard full stop.

He couldn’t tell her that though.

“I just… it’s the underwear. It’s distracting.” He said. “I’d get more done if I could wear my old underwear and not have to…”

“No.” Siobhan said sharply. “That’s not part of the deal. You have to wear the underwear I’ve given you. Trust me, it’ll be good for you in the long run.”

Nathan sighed, shaking his head.

“But if you’re going to make me wear this and… and stay shaved then I won’t be able to concentrate.” Nathan said.

What Nathan didn’t say was that even in his own underwear he’d struggle to concentrate with Siobhan around, strutting about in her heels and her tight clothes, looking so… hot. But he knew being allowed to wear normal underwear would help, because the silky, sexy, girly panties were only making things worse.

“Hmmm… that is a quandary. However, I think I have a solution.” Siobhan was smiling, a wide grin.

Nathan knew that smile, and he had a feeling he was not going to like her solution.

“Do I have to?” He asked.

Siobhan nodded.

“No, of course not.” She said. “You’re always free to leave if you don’t like working with me. But… I think you’ll enjoy working with me if you just embrace it.”

Nathan took a deep breath. He’d already come this far so…

He exhaled a sigh.

“Fine.” He said.
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“Stop fretting. It’s nothing I’ve not seen or handled before.” Siobhan said.

Nathan was blushing bright pink. No matter what she said he was never going to be comfortable about what she’d told him to do.

“But why?” He asked.

“Just do it.” Siobhan said, grinning.

Nathan was quiet for a moment, considering his options. It was leave or do what she said. He chuckled without humour, then did as he was told.

He closed his eyes, then dropped his trousers.

“Oh my.” Siobhan said. “You look so pretty in your panties and stockings. I knew you would, and the flash you gave me this morning was lovely, but getting a proper look… all I can say is wow. You are so beautiful.”

The words felt odd. Nathan knew he should have hated such feminine compliments but… he didn’t. He liked them.

It was probably that he so rarely got compliments that he was just starved of affirmation, right? And that the compliments were coming from such a stunning woman too.

Only… it felt like more than that. The compliments seemed to embed themselves in his gut, germinating and blossoming, growing, spreading, filling him with a bright joy that radiated out, fluttering, making him smile, making his cock throb.

“But… I think you can look even prettier.” Siobhan said. “We just need to fix this.”

As she spoke she moved, and Nathan jumped as she felt her hand close around his cock and balls. She squeezed, gently, then… began to stroke.

Nathan moaned as Siobhan began to stroke his cock through his panties. It felt amazing. Without thinking he worked his hips and his cock, already semi-hard, grew quickly to full stiffness, aching and throbbing.

“And once we fix this I can offer you a solution to being so distracted.” Siobhan said.

Nathan did not respond though. He was lost to the pleasure of her touch. Her hand worked, teasing him, cock hard and throbbing, aching. Her movements were deft and skilful. She worked his cock through the thin, silky material of his panties and Nathan felt his pleasure rising quickly.

“Fuck… I’m… I’m going to cum…”

Nathan expected Siobhan to stop, but she didn’t. If anything she worked harder, faster, teasing him, working him into a frenzy, and then… he was cumming. Nathan was cumming hard into his panties, making them sticky and damp. The pleasure was a wave that threatened to drown him.

He came over and over, and Siobhan kept working. It was only once his climax had ceased that she withdrew her hand.

“Good girl” She said, softly.

Nathan giggled, blushing, head spinning.

“Now, you look so much prettier without your hard cock ruining the sexy cut of your panties, but… if we don’t do something the problem will only come back, and you did say you were distracted so I have just the solution.”

With that Siobhan gripped Nathan’s panties, tugging them down.

After cumming so hard he felt dizzy and weak, submissive, and though he knew he should resist he couldn’t summon the will to. Siobhan handled his cock with confidence, despite it being gooey and sticky with his still-warm cum.

“Keep your eyes closed.” She said.

The temptation to peek, to watch her, to see her hand wrapped around his cock was strong, but there was something in her voice that made it hard to disobey, so Nathan stood there still and quiet. Siobhan shifted, and he felt something cold and hard on his skin, slipping around his cock, tight, squashing him, and then… there was a click.

A very ominous click.

It was the click that spurred Nathan to break Siobhan’s command. He opened his eyes and looked down and…

“Is that a cage?” Nathan asked, his voice shocked.

“It is. A locked cage and I have the key. With that, you should be less distracted.”

“But…”

“Don’t think I didn’t notice you today checking me out, getting all squirmy and flustered. I know pretty panties and stockings feel hot but you need to concentrate on work, not on me or on how sexy it feels to be pretty. The cage should help stop you from getting carried away with daydreams and, as a bonus, you’ll look cuter too.”

Nathan blinked. He couldn’t believe what was happening. Siobhan had caged his cock.

“But… since you did so well this morning I have an extra gift for you. So you know that there are rewards for obeying and working with me.”

Nathan blinked. Siobhan had already made him cum so… what would an additional reward look like.

“Would you like it?”

Nathan was still reeling from having cum, from Siobhan making him cum, and then being caged. He didn’t know what to say.

“All you need to do is say yes please Mistress.” Siobhan said.

Nathan’s head spun. Could he really…

“Yes please, Mistress.” He said.

And that was all he needed to say.


Five

It turned out that Siobhan’s plan to help Nathan concentrate was a success, at least in the beginning.

For the first few days, the cage meant he was able to focus without the distraction of his cock getting hard. Even Siobhan strutting around the office in a range of very sexy outfits wasn’t enough to make him lose focus, though seeing her each day, having her check what he was wearing under his clothes each morning, was beginning to do something to him.

It was like she had put a spell on him. A spell that was getting worse with each day.

And it was only made worse by the gift she’d given him after she’d caged him.

Once he’d say yes to her she’d been quick to act and take advantage of his fuzzy headed state. Siobhan had made Nathan bend over his desk, with his panties still down, and she’d plugged him. She’d teased him, made him whimper, had played with his ass with her fingers, stretching him, and had then plugged him.

The whole experience was burned into his memory. He’d never realised his ass was so sensitive to pleasure before, but her touch had awakened something in him, the way she’d groped his smooth ass, her fingers teasing over his virginal hole, and the feel of the plug popping in had been a whole new realm of pleasure and delight.

“You should wear that always.” She’d said. “But you may remove it to wash and use the bathroom.”

Nathan had nodded, too overcome with desire to speak.

“And use this.” Siobhan had said.

She’d handed Nathan a tub of oily liquid.

“It’ll keep your hole soft and supple, your skin nourished, so your gift won’t become too uncomfortable.”

Nathan had just nodded and taken the ointment. The plug was small but felt massive in his ass, and the head was a small pink gem, heart-shaped, so he figured he’d need all the help he could get to stop his cheeks from chafing.

And it did help. Nathan applied the oil every morning and night, and after showers, and it helped keep his hole lubricated and soft, supple, kept the plug from irritating him as he walked around with it buried deep inside him, the head nestled in his crack, but there was a downside. It also seemed to be making his ass more sensitive.

Or that might have been the effects of being plugged while caged, while keeping his body smooth, the effects of being forced to wear pretty lingerie each day under his clothes. It was hard to tell.

All Nathan knew was that something was changing. His body was becoming more sensitive, and a lot of that increased sensitivity was focused on his ass, his hole.

So, while in the beginning Siobhan’s plan might have worked. Nathan found it easier to concentrate than ever before. Plus it helped that he was motivated.

Siobhan had told him the cage would only come off when he was completely caught up with his backlog of work, and he knew that even working flat out that it would take weeks to clear. Weeks of being caged, forced to wear panties and stockings and pantihose and bralettes, being forced to stay smooth, soft, feminine.

It was going to be agony, but he was motivated. Even with the distraction of Siobhan strutting around, wiggling her ass, her tits jiggling, legs exposed in short skirts, tight outfits, even with the thrill of his hole being teased constantly, he managed it. He managed to stay focused because he couldn’t get distracted by erections, and he had something to work towards. Yet as the days passed he realised that he was losing focus.

In the beginning, he worked hard, fast, was focused. But as time passed he found his focus waning. He was becoming distracted again.

As days passed his mind drifted, and by the third day of being caged, he couldn’t help but lose himself in daydreams. It was like his mind was somewhere else, like the screen was gibberish.

All he could focus on was how good his body felt, how soft and feminine and sensual he felt, the silk and lace of his panties, pantihose, stockings, bralette. All he could think about was how cute he looked in the mirror, how good it had felt to have Siobhan tease him through his panties, making him cum, all he could focus on was how good his ass felt as it was teased by his plug.

As Nathan tried to focus on work he shifted, staring at his screen, but his mind was not on work. It was on his ass, his hole, the sensation of his plug shifted about inside his butt, teasing against a bright spot of pleasure that seemed to be growing bolder, brighter.

It had been days since he’d cum and he’d not got any work done all day. Siobhan’s plan was failing. Yet… if he didn’t get caught up on his backlog of work he knew he’d never get his cage removed.

And if he didn’t get his cage removed he’d not be able to cum. He’d not be able to stop thinking about how hot his body felt or how amazing his plug was inside his ass or… it was a catch-22 situation. Without the ability to focus he’d never be able to get his work done and get his cage removed, but with his cage on he’d never get to cum, and if he didn’t cum he’d not be able to focus.

He didn’t know what to do, and yet… he found it hard to worry too much because all he could think about was how amazing his ass felt as he shifted in his seat, his body throbbing. He was going to get very little work done at all at this rate.
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“I think we need to talk.” Siobhan said.

Nathan, sat at his desk, looked up from his screen. The workday had just ended but he was still working away, or trying to, because he wanted to get at least one task done before leaving.

Just one… he’d not manage to get anything done.

“I… what is it?” Nathan asked.

Siobhan was quiet for a moment. She took a deep breath, her breasts rising, almost swelling, then sighed.

Nathan felt a shiver run down his spine. There was just something about her and the way she looked at him… but he supposed that the effect she had on him was at least in part due to the fact that she knew he was caged and plugged. And it didn’t help that she was the one with the key to his cage

“Your performance in the last few days…” She said. “It’s… not good.”

Nathan nodded. He wanted to argue, but couldn’t. It was the truth.

“I… I’ll improve tomorrow. I just got distracted and…”

“It's been several days now.” Siobhan said. “And it’s getting worse. I… I’ve tried to be patient but really this is too much. I can’t wait any longer for you to start getting your act together.”

Nathan blinked. He’d done everything she’d said. He’d worn lingerie, had shaved his body, had let her cage and plug him, had even taken to calling her Mistress when they were in private, what more could he do?

“But I… I’ve been obedient and I…”

“It’s not about just doing what I tell you.” Siobhan said. “You also need to do your job. You need to catch up on the backlog that you let build up.”

“I’m trying.”

Siobhan nodded.

“I know. But… clearly, it’s not working. I’m afraid I can’t wait any longer so I’m going to have to take drastic action. This was always a backup plan, in case things didn’t work out, but… I’m going to take over your job.”

Nathan was silent. He blinked. He was going to lose his job.

“Please… I… I’ve worked so hard. It’s just a bad patch. I’ll get better. I've done everything you said and I’m trying my best and…”

“I know. That’s what hurts. I can see how hard you’re trying and I can see how obedient you’re being, but that’s not enough. I know things have been hard for you but the work needs to get done so I’m going to be taking over.”

Nathan felt his heart sink. All his submission had been for nothing?”

“However… I think we can still work together, if you want. I can arrange for you to keep your salary, and to keep a job, it’ll just be a different job.”

Nathan felt a flicker of hope and optimism.

“Yes. Please.” He said without even pausing to think.

“Are you sure? I mean… I think this one will be easier for you. You’ll not have a backlog of work to catch up on and I think given your recent demonstrations of obedience you’ll be perfect for it, but… it’ll require some changes.”

Nathan paused at that. After everything he’d been through with Siobhan, he wondered what more she could do. Yet… he had gone through so much, and he didn’t want to throw all his hard work away.

“I think it’ll be good for you though. And… I think you might even enjoy it. Are you willing to try?”

“What is it?” Nathan asked.

Siobhan chuckled.

“How about I just show you?”
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Siobhan took Nathan back to her apartment, insisting that he at least try her offer before rejecting it, though she refused to give him any more details. He thought about turning her down, but in the end, he decided he’d put in so much effort, had gone through so much, had done so much, that he couldn’t back out now before learning what it was she had in mind.

Plus she still held the key to his cage, and… he could remember how her hand had felt on his cock. She was so hot and cute so maybe… maybe this new offer would feature more of that?

He knew it was probably his horny brain playing tricks on him, but still, the idea was so appealing that it was all he could think about. That and how it might feel to have Siobhan tease him while he was plugged. How would it feel to cum while plugged?

Nathan was so distracted by his thoughts that he barely noticed they’d arrived at their destination. As the cab stopped Siobhan motioned to him that they’d arrived, and Nathan couldn’t help but look up at her building in shock.

Siobhan lived in one of the more expensive neighbourhoods of their city, and her building was gorgeous, yet the outside barely compared to the inside of her apartment.

“You like it?” She asked as she showed Nathan around.

Nathan could only nod. It was many times the size of his apartment and beautifully furnished. She was obviously earning a lot more than him.

“It’s gorgeous.” He said.

Siobhan thanked him, smiling, then showed him to one of the spare bedrooms. It was larger than his room, and far better furnished, even though it was clearly rarely used except for storage. But then Siobhan clearly needed the storage.

The room was filled with numerous wardrobes, and all of them were full of clothes. In the corner sat a make-up table with a large, well-lit mirror, the table surface full of expensive-looking make-up and beauty products. No wonder Siobhan always looked so beautiful.

“Now the offer…” Siobhan said. “It’s simple enough. You obviously aren’t cut out for your job, so I’ll be taking over, trying to get things sorted out and clear up the mess you’ve made, but… you’ve done very well at following simple orders, and if I take your job I’m going to need an assistant. I want you to be my assistant.”

Nathan was quiet for a moment. She wanted him to take her job while she took his? He knew the expectations of his assistant well, and knew it was a much easier job than his. Would it really be that bad?

“But I get to keep my salary?” Nathan asked.

Siobhan nodded.

“You keep all pay and benefits you’re currently on. And you’d be working directly under me. We’d simply be switching jobs, so I can clear your backlog, and all you’d need to do was do as I told you. You’d just be there to follow instructions, which should be easy enough for you to manage.”

Nathan knew he should have felt demeaned by it, but… part of the offer appealed. His job was stressful, and after the breakup, it had all got too much. The only reason he'd worked so hard in the first place was because he thought it was his duty as the man to earn enough.

Though his job wasn’t awful, it wasn’t like he felt it was his life’s purpose. He’d pushed himself because of Heather, so he could be a good enough man for her. Without her though it had felt empty.

Getting to keep his salary while having a more relaxing job sounded almost pleasant in some ways. Sure people might ask why he’d moved down the company’s hierarchy, but he could handle that if the money was still the same for less responsibility.

Yet… there had to be more to the offer than that. Why else would Siobhan have brought him to her apartment?

“I… I’m interested.” Nathan said. “But… is that it? That’s all I need to do to be your secretary?”

Siobhan smiled.

“Not quite.” She said. “You also need to look the part. I want a secretary that reflects well on me. Someone attractive and pretty and cute. I think you’d be perfect, with just a few small changes.”

Nathan blinked.

“What…”

“If you accept the offer, I expect you to come to work as a woman. You’ll be my pretty, sexy, female assistant.” Siobhan said. “And that part is not open to negotiation.”

Nathan felt the room spin. She wanted…

“And before you respond I have an offer. If you let me transform you tonight I’d be willing to reward you. I think you’ll enjoy being my assistant, and I know I’d enjoy working with you, but I know a decision like this can be hard so I’m willing to offer you an incentive. Let me show you how easy and fun it is to be feminine and I’ll reward you. After that… well, then you’ll be able to make an informed decision.”

Nathan was quiet.

“What kind of incentive?” He asked.

Siobhan smiled, giggled. She pouted and fluttered her eyelashes.

“First, if you let me make you over and you decide to say no, I’ll give you six months' salary as a bonus and second… well, let’s just say there’s a reward I have in mind that I think we’d both enjoy.” She said.

And the way she said it made Nathan’s heart race. Did she mean…

“Okay then.” He said before his doubts could kick in.

He’d already been curious about her offer, the thought of becoming her feminine assistant, how it might feel, how he might look, though he’d been leaning towards turning her down. He could never go out in public as a woman. People would laugh at him. He’d be a joke. It was just Siobhan trying to be mean.

But trying it just the once, with just the two of them wouldn’t hurt, would it? And there was the offer of a reward for letting her transform him. The promise of something they’d both enjoy.

He’d get to enjoy whatever incentive Siobhan was offering, and he’d get to sate his curiosity and put the whole recent confusion behind him after seeing just what an ugly woman he made. He could refuse without thinking about the maybe…

There was no risk, right?

“Okay.” Nathan said. “But… it’s just the two of us, right? It’ll be you making me over, and once you’re done you’ll just accept my answer, no matter what I chose, and I’ll get whatever reward you’re offering and… and you’ll uncage me?”

Siobhan nodded.

“Correct, except… I should clarify that I’ll only be uncaging you if you say no. If you say yes then you’ll be staying caged.”

Siobhan chuckled at that.

“But I’m still very confident that you’ll say yes.”

Nathan smiled. With the thought that the yes would mean remaining caged, Nathan was certain that he’d say no. He smiled. Six months' salary would be enough for him to find another job and pay off some debts. And afterwards, he'd be free of his cage and maybe, just maybe he’d get more from Siobhan than just her hand this time.

That though alone would have been enough. She was so hot, so cute, and he’d not been able to stop thinking about the pretty redhead. Being caged for several days had only made it worse. So, the thought of her additional reward was like a carrot in front of a donkey.

“So, what do you say?” Siobhan asked.

Nathan smiled, nodded.

“Yes.” He said. “I’m… you can make me over.”

He’d never seen Siobhan look happier.
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The first thing Siobhan did was send Nathan off to the bathroom.

“You need to be utterly smooth, so I want you to shave and wash, and then change into clean underwear—I’ll leave that out for you while you shower along with clean towels—since the panties you wore today are now all sticky and gross.”

Siobhan smiled as she said this, delighting in the way Nathan blushed. Nathan nodded and headed off to wash up.

He was already fairly smooth from shaving recently, so it did not take long for him to make sure he was extra smooth everywhere. After that he stepped into the shower while he washed, slipping his plug out to make sure he was squeaky clean.

While he was in the shower he heard Siobhan moving about in the bathroom, and he felt flustered knowing there was only a shower curtain protecting his modesty. She did not peek though, and as she left Nathan realised how silly he was being.

She was going to make him over into a girl, was going to reward him—sexually he hoped—so why was he so shy? He giggled, bushing a deep pink.

He’d always been shy with women, had only ever been intimate with one woman, Heather, so he found the idea of having Siobhan see him naked flustering. But it was also more than that. Being shaved made him feel even more naked, and he was caged, plus… Siobhan was really hot and was way out of his league.

It all made him wonder how he’d ended up in the situation he was in, and he couldn’t help but giggle. It seemed so preposterous, like a dream, but as he looked down at his smooth, soft, slightly feminine body he couldn’t deny the reality. He was shaved, and he was caged.

And with that though, accepting the reality of the moment, Nathan shut the water off and stepped out of the shower. There was a towel laid out for him, and beside it a pile of underwear, a pile of lingerie, a pile of very sexy, skimpy lingerie.

Siobhan wanted him to wear that? His cock throbbed at the thought.

He was almost excited to get dressed, and he began to wonder what else she had in store for him. He smiled as he realised he was going to find out very soon.

With that in mind, he slipped his underwear on.

Siobhan had picked out a matching set for him in black, panties, stockings, a padded bra, and for the first time, there were suspenders, a lacy belt that would go around his waist with straps that would hold his stockings up. Just the sight of it made his cock throb.

He pulled his panties on first, the silk slipping up his smooth thighs, the skimpy cut leaving all of his butt exposed, a string slipping deep into his crack, his legs and hips and thighs left bare, a small slip of cloth covering his caged cock.

After that, he pulled on his bra. It was different to his bralettes and it took him a moment to get the knack of it, but once he did he pulled it into place and was oddly delighted with how the increased padding made his chest look full and feminine, like… like he had actual tits. Small tits true, but it was like he had small, perky, boobs. He blushed as he realised he quite liked the way the bra gave him curves.

After the bra he slipped on his stockings, seams running up the back of his leg, and a shiver ran down his spine as the sensual material caressed his calves, the lacy tops hugging his plump thighs. Once they were both on he put on the suspender belt, slipping it around his waist, fiddling with the straps.

They took a moment to get into place, but once they were all done he looked down at himself and he couldn’t help but smile. He turned to face the mirror and his eyes went wide.

He looked… beautiful.

There was no other word for it. His body was soft and smooth and feminine, and with his lingerie on, black against his pale skin, he had stark curves, his bra giving him tits, his panties making his ass pop, and his suspenders and stockings making his hips seem wide.

He blushed, giggled, wiggled his hips, posing, delighting in how he looked, how he felt, and then he realised something was missing.

“My plug!” Nathan said.

He could feel it now clearly, the emptiness inside his ass. He was used to feeling full, having his ass teased as he moved and wiggled his hips. At first, he had hated it, how it had kept it constantly on edge, but now he found he missed it.

So he grabbed his plug from the side of the shower where he’d left it after cleaning and he grabbed the oil Siobhan had given him. He was quite used to slipping it in now, almost well-practised, so it felt almost natural to bend over slightly and slip his panties to the side.

He used a finger to apply oil to his entrance, working it just barely in, then applied some to his plug—he had found it felt best when it was very slippery—and then brought the tip to his hole. Then… he pressed.

He felt the plug stretch him, his hole opening, and he pressed back, working himself onto the girth. We wiggled his hips, biting his bottom lip to keep from moaning.

Each time he did this it felt better. What was happening to him?

The plug slipped deeper, and on a whim, Nathan looked across the room to the mirror, and what he saw excited him. What he was was a cute girl, a sexy girl slipping a fat plug into her ass. The sight made his cock throb in its cage, and the knowledge that he was that girl made his heart skip and his belly flutter.

Aching, wanting to be full, he pressed back harder, and the plug sank in deep, stretching, and then… it popped past Nathan’s outer ring and fucked into his hole, the head pressing at his entrance, sealing it in place.

Nathan whimpered, breathing hard. He could feel his plug pressing on the increasingly sensitive bright spot of pleasure inside his ass. It was like the plug was training him, corrupting him, making him girlier, but… he liked it.

Wiggling his hips he savoured the feeling of his plug moving inside his hole, then washed his hands before slipping his panties back into place, the string forcing the plug a little deeper.

Nathan was aware his cheeks were flush and his breathing was ragged, but he also knew Siobhan was waiting for him. And he didn’t want to keep her waiting, so… he stepped out and headed towards the bedroom where she was waiting for him.
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“You look lovely!” Siobhan said.

Nathan's blush deepened. He smiled, thanked her, a quiet, polite, shy voice.

“Sadly though I don’t think you can wear that into work, though I would love to have you wear only underwear for me.”

Siobhan chuckled.

“But… I think you’ll look lovely in what I picked out for you. Just… less sexy. But only a little less sexy.”

Nathan nodded. He liked that Siobhan considered him sexy, that she liked how he looked in the lingerie. It felt oddly affirming and comforting. He was beginning to like being cute and feminine, though he knew he shouldn’t, and part of him was excited to see the outfit she had picked out for him, even though he knew he was going to refuse her offer.

He was going to refuse right? There was no way he could become her assistant and go to work as a girl, was there?

“What do you think?” Siobhan said, holding up an outfit.

Nathan had been lost in daydreams, hadn’t seen her take the clothes out from the wardrobe, but when he looked at them, saw them, he felt his heart skip. His cock throbbed in his cage.

Siobhan had picked out a light pink blouse in satiny material and a bright pink miniskirt in a shiny latex-like material, along with a pair of pink high heels. It was so brazen and… feminine.

“Ready for me to make you over?” Siobhan said.

Nathan took a deep breath, nodded. It was the only answer that came to mind.

With that Siobhan set about giving Nathan his makeover. She helped him get dressed, the blouse going on first, tight around his chest, buttoning only part of the way up to leave just a hint of his bra exposed, and then the miniskirt slipped on.

The skirt was very tight, but stretchy, hugging his ass and hips, and so short that it left the top of his stockings and some of his suspender straps on full display. Any wrong move would flash his tiny panties, his bare ass, and an act like sitting down or bending over would give anyone looking quite the show.

“Heels next.” Siobhan said.

Nathan smiled, nodded, let Siobhan help him into the pink heels. They were tricky to stand in at first, but with a few tips from Siobhan he soon had the knack of them, and the way they made him stand made his ass stick out, made his chest look fuller. And the way they made him walk—hips rolling and ass wiggling—was thrillingly sexual.

Nathan felt like a porn star or a fetish model. He knew he should hate it, but… he was enjoying it, the thrill of it, and even better was the way Siobhan was looking at him. She was like a starving lion eyeing a steak dinner.

“How do I look?” He asked, nervous.

Siobhan smiled.

“Good, but we’re not done yet.” Siobhan said. “We need to do hair and make-up next.”

Nathan felt suddenly cold, head spinning. Hair and make-up? Why did the idea excite him?


Six

In the end, the make-up did not take much time at all. Siobhan was clearly an expert, picking colours and shades to match Nathan’s complexion, talking him through the process, what she was doing, and all he had to do was sit still.

“If you choose to accept my offer and become my assistant then you’ll need to learn to do your own make-up, but it’s not too hard to get a basic minimal make-up look down for the office. I can teach you, and if you want to master the art of a heavier, more sultry look, something slutty and brazen, I can help with that too.”

Nathan sat still, head spinning. The thought of learning to do make-up so he could be more feminine was oddly appealing, but he was of course going to turn Siobhan down, wasn’t he? He was going to take the six months salary and find a new job, right?

After the make-up—eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara, lipstick, shadow and highlight—Siobhan moved on to hair.

“You can grow your hair out over time, but for now, to get the most wow possible we’ll go for a wig. How do you feel about platinum blonde?”

Siobhan produced a wig, and her tone of voice made it clear it was a rhetorical question that Nathan didn’t need to answer. Still, as he saw the long, white blonde hair, the subtle waves, he felt a thrill, cheeks flush.

With the pink clothes and heels, the scanty underwear, and the make-up, the wig would just be the final touch to make him into a… into a pretty bimbo. That thought made him smile.

Once the wig was in place—fixed to his natural hair by a series of clips so it was held in place—Siobhan took a moment to style it then stepped back. She looked at him, grinning, and the glint in her eyes made Nathan nervous.

“Want to see?” Siobhan said.

Nathan nodded. Siobhan held out her hand and helped Nathan to his feet. She led him to the large full-length mirror on one side of the room and then pushed him to stand in front of it.

Nathan stepped out and saw his reflection and he felt his knees go weak. He looked…

“Amazing, right?” Siobhan said.

Nathan could only nod.

It was like the person he’d known his entire life was gone, like the boy he’d always been, the man he’d thought he was, had been erased, and in his place was… a girl. A cute, pretty, feminine girl.

He was a young woman. A hot young woman. A young woman with a good body, a dazzling face, curves. A young woman dressed like a slutty pink bimbo.

Nathan giggled, turning and twisting to examine himself, posing. As he shifted he felt the plug in his ass shift, teasing him. His caged cock was throbbing so hard it hurt, his body excited and thrilled and turned on by his reflection.

He could feel a storm of joy brighter than anything he’d felt before. His cheeks hurt from smiling so widely.

“Do you like?” Siobhan asked.

Nathan was still for a moment. He looked so good.

He’d never liked how he looked before. Sure he’d dressed nice for special occasions, had felt like maybe he didn’t look too bad sometimes, but he’d never felt joy and happiness like this before.

He didn’t like how he looked. He loved how he looked.

His body was sexy, cute, but it was his face that struck him the most. With the make-up—the eyeshadow and eyeliner and mascara—his eyes looked big and full and bright, and the shadow and highlight made his features look fine and delicate, while the lipstick gave him full, bee-stung lips. He could finally see why he’d been told he was cute so often. He was cute, and with the make-up there was no longer any denying it.

He felt amazing.

“I… I do. I really do.” Nathan said.

His words, his tone, his enthusiasm surprised him. Siobhan though seemed almost smug.

“I told you you’d like it. So… are you willing to accept my offer? Are you willing to become my assistant while I become your boss?”

She was grinning.

Could Nathan really say yes? Just a few days ago he’d thought Siobhan was his new assistant, a cute redhead working under him, but now everything was flipped upside down and she had not only taken control of him, but she had feminised him, transformed him, caged him, and plugged him.

Could he really take the final step and become her assistant? Could he really just accept his place beneath her, obey her? Could he… could he really go to work as a girl, dressed like a slut?

“Would I need to dress like this every day?” He asked.

Siobhan chuckled, then shook her head.

“You need to be feminine yes, but not quite so provocative. This, tonight, was just for you, for me, for us. I wanted to have fun. If you say yes we can find you a set of more demure outfits for the office, while we could keep outfits like this for just us.”

Siobhan was grinning. Something about the way she spoke made Nathan’s heart flutter.

“But… what about the people at the office?” He asked.

“I can talk to HR. We’ll get you signed up as a new employee with new details. You can take a week or two off, to have a break, and then you can return as my new assistant. No one needs to know unless you want them to know.”

“You mean… I’d be coming in as someone else?” Nathan asked.

“Exactly. Nathan would be let go, I would take up his job, and then I’d get a new assistant.”

Nathan was quiet.

“All I’d need is a name. I mean… I can’t call my new, pretty, blonde, female assistant Nathan now can I?”

Nathan giggled.

“I… Natalie would do, I suppose.” He said.

“Natalie. I like it. So, Natalie, are you willing to accept the offer?”

Natalie stood still for a moment, unsure. It was all too much. Could he, could she really change her entire life so easily.

She looked back to the mirror, facing the reality of the decision. She’d lived a life as Nathan, had always been a boy, a man, but… being Natalie felt better, felt right in a way being Nathan never had. Was it really that easy?

All she needed to do was say yes.

But… something inside of her resisted. The old Nathan was stubborn, struggling against the change, fighting it.

“Tell you what, how about I offer you the final part of your incentive?” Siobhan said. “How about I show you just how well you’d be treated as my assistant.”

As Natalie turned away from the mirror she saw Siobhan moving towards her. The redhead was like a lioness, regal and powerful and seductive. Natalie grew still, quiet. There was something almost frightening about Siobhan, but thrilling too, dangerous and exciting.

“All you need to do is say yes, and I’m certain I can convince you.” Siobhan said.

Natalie was quiet, still. Then she nodded.

“Yes.” She said.

And Siobhan was on her before she could think.
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Lips met lips, Siobhan kissing Natalie hard, hands moving to grip the back of the pretty bimbo's head, holding her. Natalie melted, surrendering.

She’d never been kissed like this before.

Her only experience had been with Heather, and it had been Nathan who’d kissed Heather. Heather had kissed back, sure, but it had been soft and delicate.

Nathan, and Natalie, had never been the one being kissed before. She’d never been kissed with such ferocity and want and hunger. And… she liked it.

She liked it and she wanted more.

Natalie kissed back, lips, teeth, spit, tongues, and she let her hands go to Siobhan’s hips, gripping the redhead tight, feeling the curve of her body. Tongues wrestled and Siobhan’s fingers tangled in her hair.

Natalie whimpered, head spinning. Was this Siobhan’s way of convincing her to become her assistant? If so it was working. More of this and there was no way she’d be able to say no.

Her body throbbed, cock aching, and she felt the plug in her ass shifting, teasing her. Natalie kissed deeper, craving more, and then…

Siobhan broke the kiss, looked down at the pretty blonde bimbo all in pink.

“Am I getting through to you?” She said.

Natalie nodded.

“Good. But… I think you definitely need more convincing. I don’t want you having any doubts about your new position, or about how keen I am to work with you. I want you to know just how much I want you as my sexy assistant.”

Natalie blushed.

“I… I think that kiss showed me all I need to know but… I’m happy for you to offer more convincing if you want.”

Natalie’s heart was fluttering, her face pink, flush. She wanted more of whatever Siobhan was willing to give.

“Well then… how about you get on your knees and you find out just what an effect you have on me. I’ve wanted to show you just how cute I think you are for quite a while.”

Natalie giggled, understanding Siobhan’s words perfectly. Heather had never been that into sex, but had always loved having Nathan go down on her, so she was sure her skills would impress her new maybe boss.

So, Natalie sank willingly to her knees, feeling sexy and sultry, and she watched as Siobhan began to peel her skirt up.

Natalie felt her body throbbing as Siobhan revealed her smooth thighs, her legs soft and full, clad in stockings and suspenders like hers, her hips, her panties. As the dress was peeled up Siobhan wiggled her hips, her ass, smooth freckled flesh, and then, as Siobhan spread her legs, Natalie’s eyes went wide.

Natalie had fantasised about Siobhan often since she’d met her, more often since the redhead had begun feminising her and had made her cum through her panties, and she had imagined how her cunt might look, might taste, might smell. What she had not imagined was the reality.

She had not imagined a cock. A fat, long, beautiful, hard throbbing cock inside a pair of thin, almost see-through black panties.

A perfect, sexy cock topped with a thick, cropped thatch of red pubes.

Natalie giggled.

“You like?” Siobhan said.

Natalie nodded. She nodded with enthusiasm.

“I thought you would. I knew the moment I met you that we’d work very well together.” Siobhan said.

She reached down and tugged her panties, freeing her cock. It bobbed and swayed, getting harder.

“I think we’re going to make a lovely team.” Siobhan said. “All you need to do is accept your new position. Are you ready to accept, or do I need to persuade you?”

Natalie giggled. She looked between Siobhan’s cock and her face.

“I… I think you need to persuade me.” She said.

Siobhan smiled.

“I can do that.” She said.

And she did.
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Siobhan reached out to grip the hair on the back of Natalie's head. She squeezed tight enough to make Natalie wince, and then she guided her head forwards.

Natalie smiled, understanding the request. She giggled as she reached up to grip the redhead’s cock, and she stroked even as lips were forced closer and closer to the tip of Siobhan’s fat prick.

“Fuck your hands feel good. I’ve been craving you for so long. When Daddy told me your department was failing, that he was thinking about letting you go, I had to beg him to let me try to fix the issue. I always thought you were cute, but I never thought… I never thought you were such a pretty slut.”

Natalie giggled again, head spinning. As her face was guided towards Siobhan’s cock it seemed to swell larger and larger, her small, feminine hand working up and down.

She’d only ever been intimate with Heather, had never even seen another cock, and now… now she was stroking one, and she was about to suck one. Her mouth watered and her lips tingled and as she wiggled her hips she felt the plug tease her hole, causing her to tense, making the plug work in deeper.

She whimpered, and as her lips parted, a breath escaping, Siobhan pulled her face in close. Natalie’s lips touched the tip of the redhead's beautiful, fat cock. She kissed, gently. Her tongue extended, lapping.

Siobhan’s cock was so much fatter and longer than hers. It was perfect, and as the redhead thrust her hips Natalie opened her mouth wide, and she let the cock fuck between her lips, stretching her mouth wide.

Natalie moaned, the cock fucking deep into her tight, hot, wet mouth. Her tongue lapped, teased, and she began to suck.

“Fuck… you look so pretty with a cock in your mouth.” Siobhan said.

Natalie moaned. The words were thrilling. She was a cute blonde, in pink, on her knees sucking cock. She was a pretty bimbo pleasuring a beautiful redhead’s cock with her mouth stroking, sucking, tonguing, and… she was enjoying it.

She’d always enjoyed going down on Heather, but this was something more. The way the cock fucked in and out, stretching her mouth, caressing her tongue, lips tingling, mouth wet, drooling, was something more.

Her head buzzed, her caged cock throbbed, and she began to work her head, her mouth, bobbing up and down even as Siobhan fucked her hips back and forth.

Siobhan fucked Natalie’s mouth, her hand on the back of the blonde’s head, guiding her, and Natalie fucked back, fucking the fat, beautiful cock with her mouth. She moaned, drooling spit, aching, longing for more.

Was this what her life would be like if she took the job? Was it that easy?

Could she really just say yes and become someone else, become Natalie, the pretty blonde assistant? Could she really just abandon her old life?

But then what was she abandoning? Nathan had nothing, not even a job anymore. He lived alone, was miserable and unhappy. He was dull and boring, but Natalie… Natalie was someone new.

She was someone new and bright and happy. She was exciting and pretty and sexy. She had a future. She had so many adventures ahead of her. She was attractive and wanted. She was… she was everything Nathan wasn’t.

All Natalie had to do was say yes. Could she really…?

She couldn’t think clearly. Her mind was focused entirely on the cock in her mouth and in her hand, the fat, beautiful, throbbing cock, getting fatter and harder, swelling. She could feel Siobhan thrusting, her lust, the moans of pleasure, pleasure that she was responsible for.

Natalie looked up and saw Siobhan looking down at her. Siobhan pressed her head down, fucking deep, and Natalie felt the tip of the redhead’s cock press at the back of her throat, making her gag.

“Fuck I want to cum in your mouth so badly, but… I have more planned. I have other ways to convince you to become my assistant.”

With that Siobhan pulled her hips back, slipping her cock out of Natalie’s mouth, teasing over lips and tongue, the head leaving the wet, sloppy suction with an audible pop. Natalie pined, wanting more, wanting to feel that cock in between her lips, wanting to taste Siobhan’s cum.

“I want to show you just how I’d treat you if you were my pretty, sexy assistant. I want to show you just how I’d treat you every day if you agreed to become my good girl.”

Natalie blushed at that. The way Siobhan said those words, good girl, made her squirm.

If she said yes what was she saying yes to? Was it just becoming Siobhan’s assistant, accepting her as her boss, or was there more? Was she agreeing to become Natalie, embracing this new side of herself? Was she agreeing to offer herself to Siobhan, the beautiful, hot redhead? Was she agreeing to become her good girl, whatever that meant?

And… why did all of those options appeal to her?

“Now, stand up and bend over. Put your hands on the wall. I want to make you mine so you have no choice but to say yes to me.” Siobhan said.

Natalie blushed. In front of her, the redhead's spit-covered cock throbbed. It was clear what she wanted.

Natalie knew she could say no, that she could refuse and leave anytime she wanted, but… she didn’t. Instead, she did what she was told.

She liked doing what Siobhan said, and she wanted what she was offering.

[image: ]

Natalie moved to face the wall and bent over, leaning forwards to put her hands flat, looking back over her shoulder. She kept her legs straight, spreading her feet, and she curved her spine to lift her ass up, offering it to Siobhan.

As she looked back she saw Siobhan smile, a glint in her eyes, and she knew her pose was having the effect she wanted it to. She knew that if she’d seen a girl as hot as her, dressed like a bimbo slut, in heels and stockings, bent over, her ass lifted up, skirt so short her panties were exposed, she’d not have been able to resist either.

Only… she was that girl now. That thought thrilled her.

“Ready for me?” Siobhan asked.

Natalie nodded.

“Ready and eager Mistress.” She said, giggling.

Siobhan smiled, and she moved towards her prey. Natalie whimpered as hands stroked up her stocking-clad thighs, fingers teasing over bare skin, peeling her skirt up to fully expose her ass.

She pressed back into Siobhan’s grip as the redhead began to grope her.

“Your ass is amazing, but I can’t wait to see how it looks after a few months of diet and exercise and hormones. You’re going to make such a pretty girl.”

Natalie’s head raced, heart skipping. Hormones? If she said yes then…

And then all thought went out of her head as she felt Siobhan pressing at her plug.

Natalie whimpered, moaned, pressed back. Her plug sank deep, pressing on the bright spot of pleasure inside her, teasing her, her caged cock throbbing.

“Fuck...”

“You like that? Well, you’ll like what comes next even more.” Siobhan said.

And then Siobhan pulled the string of Natalie’s panties aside and she gripped the head of her plug. She began to pull.

Natalie felt her plug slipping out, stretching her entrance. It was a familiar sensation, but as horny as she was it felt more intense, plus… it was Siobhan doing it, easing her plug out.

That fact made it more thrilling than ever before. Her caged cock throbbed, aching, and the plug slipped out further, pressure, hole tight, and then… it popped free, slipped out suddenly, and Natalie was left gaping and empty.

She wiggled her hips and ass in invitation, spreading her legs wider, lifting her ass up.

“Such a pretty, tight, well-trained hole.” Siobhan said. “I’m going to enjoy claiming you.”

Natalie moaned, watching the redhead over her shoulder.

When they’d first met Natalie had fantasised about fucking her, bending her over her desk and pounding her cunt, but now… now it was Siobhan that had Natalie bent over, and Siobhan was about to fuck her in her tight, virginal ass. And Natalie couldn’t get over how happy and excited and turned on she was.

Natalie felt hands groping and then… the wet, throbbing, hard tip of Siobhan’s cock pressed at her hole. It pressed in, the tip entering her, then slipped away. Natalie whined, wanting it.

“Please…” She whimpered.

Siobhan wanted to tease though. She slipped the tip of her cock up and down Natalie’s crack, the tip teasing over her entrance again and again, each time barely entering her before slipping away. Natalie tried her best to capture it, spreading her legs wider, curving her back, working her hips, pressing her butt back, but Siobhan was in control.

“You can have it when you submit to me. When you tell me you’ll become my assistant and my slut. You can have my cock when you promise you’ll become my good girl.” Siobhan said.

She teased, her cock pressing just barely into Natalie’s ass, the tip entering her, fucking in and out, the promise of pleasure to come. Natalie moaned, tried to fuck back, to get more, but Siobhan’s grip on her hips was tight and she was in control.

“I know you want this. I know you want to be my slut. Say it. Say you’ll become Natalie, that you’ll let me own you, and I’ll make you the happiest girl on the planet.” Siobhan said.

Natalie blushed. She wanted it. She really wanted it. She wanted all of it.

But, more than that she wanted cock. She wanted Siobhan’s cock.

“Please…” Natalie moaned. “I… I’ll be your assistant, your good girl, your slut. Anything. You can own me, transform me, make me a pretty girl for you. I want you to make me a pretty girl. I want to be Natalie, your toy. Just… fuck me.”

Siobhan smiled. That was all she needed to hear.
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Siobhan put the tip of her cock against Natalie’s hole and she held it there. Natalie’s hole twitched, flexing, relaxing, as though kissing the beautiful prick, and her caged cock was drooling precum. She was aching to be full.

And then Siobhan thrust. The redhead’s cock pressed at her virginal ass and the tip sank in, lubed by spit and oil. Her hole stretched, pressure built.

It was bigger than her plug, longer, fatter, and Natalie felt her hole filled, gaping. There was pain, Siobhan forcing her cock in deeper, and then… her ring relaxed fully, the redhead’s cock sinking all the way in with one thrust.

“Fuck!” Natalie moaned, pressing her head against the wall.

She spread her legs as wide as they would go, lifted her ass up, offered her body to her new boss, her Mistress, her girlfriend. She let Siobhan fuck her deep and hard, filling her.

The fat cock pressed on the bright spot of pleasure inside her, teasing, and then Siobhan pulled her cock out until just the tip was inside, tugging at her entrance.

“Ready to get fucked like a good girl?” Siobhan asked.

Natalie nodded, moaned, but she was beyond words. The pleasure was too much.

Siobhan fucked in hard, thrusting, and Natalie let the redhead claim her, submitting to her cock, her power, her authority, her beauty. She belonged to the dazzling woman. She was Natalie, her slut.

Siobhan worked her cock in deep, pulled it out, fucked hard. Her hands gripped Natalie’s hips, pulling her back onto her cock as she fucked forward, filling her over and over, her ass stretched, pounded.

Natalie surrendered to the tide of new sensations, the emotions. She was a pretty girl, a blonde bimbo, and she was getting fucked by a hot redhead, her massive cock claiming her virgin ass. Natalie giggled, delighted by it all, the thrill of her transformation, knowing more was to come, overcome by the pleasure of having her ass fucked.

The plug had felt amazing, training her ass as a source of pleasure, and the cage had meant she had experienced no release so she was incredibly horny and pent up, and all that meant that she was unable to resist any of it. It was a pleasure unlike anything she’d experienced before.

Being a man couldn’t compare to this. The thrill of being pretty, the joy of being lusted after, the pleasure of being fucked by a fat, beautiful cock. She was Natalie, and there was no going back.

“Fuck you feel so good. You’re such a pretty slut and we’re going to make such a wonderful team.” Siobhan said.

She fucked her cock in and out, faster, harder. Natalie fucked back, working her hips and ass, riding the perfect prick, clenching down as though milking it.

She could feel waves of pleasure washing over her, a fluttering in her belly that was getting bright and hotter, an unravelling, her caged cock aching, twitching, drooling. She could feel Siobhan’s cock swelling, getting fatter and longer, throbbing, and she knew what that meant.

Siobhan was close. She was going to cum. She was going to cum in her ass. Her tight, hot, eager, slutty, no longer virgin ass.

“Fuck me.” Natalie said. “Fuck me hard and cum in me. Cum in my ass. Breed me. Make me your slut. Fuck me and cum in me and make me your good girl.”

“Say please.” Siobhan said.

“Please. Please, Mistress. Fuck me and cum in my ass and claim me.”

And that was all Natalie needed to say. Siobhan fucked deep, hard, slamming her cock into Natalie’s ass, and then… she was cumming.

She was cumming hard, her cock swelling, throbbing, thick and long, cumming into Natalie’s ass, shot after shot of thick, hot, sticky cum filling her.

“FUCK!”

Siobhan almost roared, her grip on Natalie’s hips tight, squeezing, almost painful. Natalie felt her hole stretched wider as Siobhan’s cock swelled, her ass full of hot, thick, sticky cum.

Siobhan was cumming in her ass, claiming her. She had handed herself over to the beautiful redhead, had submitted to her, had promised to become Natalie in every way. And… she was happy.

The pleasure in her belly swelled, the knot of desire and lust and joy unravelling, and then she too was cumming, cumming harder than she’d ever cum before as Siobhan filled her with cock and cum.

The sensation of hot cum filling her ass, getting cream-pied, was more than she could take. It was like she was breaking apart, being reborn, like… she was finally becoming the woman she was always meant to be.

“Fuck!” Natalie moaned.

She slammed her ass back onto Siobhan’s cock, working her hips, and the two came together, hard, panting, gasping, and then… Natalie began to giggle.

She was so overcome with joy and pleasure that she couldn’t help it. She was happier than she’d ever been, and she had never known sex could feel so good.

“That happy?” Siobhan asked.

Natalie nodded. She felt the flow of Siobhan’s cum slow, her own climax subsiding, fading, the pleasure radiating out. She shivered as Siobhan gave one last thrust.

“Very happy.” Natalie said.

She looked back over her shoulder, and she beamed. As Siobhan withdrew her softening cock Natalie clenched her ass to keep her prize—the warm, sticky, cum—inside of her, only a trickle leaking out.

Already she was looking forward to more. And… she’d not yet tasted her boss’s cum. The thought of the future that lay ahead for her made her heart swell.

“We’re going to make an amazing team.” Natalie said.


Epilogue

Natalie was nervous, though not as nervous as she had been on that first day back to work after the two-week break.

She could still remember it well, that first day of work. Siobhan had helped her over the two weeks to embrace and become her new self. She’d seen doctors who had started her on the process of getting her onto hormones, and she’d been to spas and beauty parlours to have several makeovers and manicures. She’d even had her ears pierced, and had got fake nails put on. She’d had a complete overhaul of her wardrobe and had seen a make-up artist who helped her learn how to apply make-up perfectly for her features and complexion.

All of it had helped make her more confident as Natalie, and Siobhan had been with her for the entire journey, encouraging and comforting and complimenting her. Siobhan had even taken Natalie out on several dates, to get her used to being out in public as a girl, in a dress.

That had been terrifying, but also fun. Natalie had for the first time got to experience what it was like to be desired and admired. On their dates, the two women had drawn a lot of attention, and though at first, Natalie had assumed it was because of her, because people could tell, she soon came to understand it was simply that they were both hot.

But dates were one thing. Having strangers see and accept her as a woman was one thing—an amazing thing—but going into work as Natalie had been something else. Those people had known Nathan. What if they recognised her.

Siobhan though reassured Natalie that it was all taken care of, and everything would be fine. And Natalie trusted Siobhan.

After two weeks of being looked after, being fucked regularly, the pair falling into each other like long-lost lovers, Natalie trusted her more than she’d ever trusted anyone. It had been Siobhan after all who’d helped Natalie find herself.

But there’d still been doubts and anxieties.

In the end, they’d been unfounded. If anyone had recognised her they made no mention of it. And Siobhan was as good as her word. All the paperwork and forms had been sorted.

For all intents and purposes, it was like starting a new job and a new life, just one that was familiar. She stepped into the office on that first day as Natalie, a woman, Siobhan’s new assistant, and she was immediately accepted.

There was no hesitation, no odd looks—though there were a lot of stares, which made her flustered and excited, men and women eying up her legs, her curves, her pretty face—and no whispers. She was just… Natalie.

It felt amazing.

Plus the new job was easier than her old one. All she had to do was what Siobhan said. Follow orders and be a pretty assistant.

And it was more fun too. A lot more fun. All the times she would help entertain Siobhan between meetings with her mouth, knelt under her desk, and all the times she’d help Siobhan destress by bending over her old desk, lifting up her skirt, and letting her pound her ass.

It was like a dream come true. It was a dream that kept getting better.

So it was with that in mind that she got herself ready to return to work after her break. After her shower she dressed, slipping on the sexy underwear she’d bought for just this occasion, and then putting on the new tight dress she’d bought.

She’d had to buy a lot of new clothes because none of her old ones were going to fit her anymore.

Though the hormones had changed her, given her more curves, a softer face, and had made her even more feminine and girly than before, her tits weren’t quite as big as she wanted. She just wanted them a little bigger.

So, for her birthday, Siobhan had bought her a special gift. Surgery, Bigger tits.

And she’d given her two weeks off to recover. This was her first day back. She was looking forward to seeing Siobhan’s face when she stepped into work with her tight, low-cut dress on, her tits out. She was looking forward to flaunting her body, and her co-workers staring.

With her dress on Natalie did her make-up, styling her hair—her natural hair, bleached platinum blonde, grown out long—and then she slipped her heels on before checking herself out in the mirror.

She smiled a giddy grin. She was perfect, a hot, sexy, bimbo blonde in a tight pink dress, a bimbo assistant.

“Who would have ever thought such a pretty girl would ever think she was a silly boy?” Natalie said, giggling.

Her cheeks were pink, and satisfied with her appearance she stepped out of her apartment to make her commute to work. Only…

She stalled just outside her front door. There was a face she recognised in the crowd by the local coffee shop.

She paused, wondering what she should do. Should she say hi, or run, or…

And then the face turned, looked at her, frowned. It was Heather.

Natalie smiled. She knew what she was going to do.

She walked up to her ex and said hi, with a wide, happy smile. For a moment Heather looked confused, trying to place the face of a girl who clearly knew her. Then a look of realisation dawned.

Natalie was dreading it, but she was ready to face whatever came.

But she did not expect what came next.

Heather hugged her, tightly. She was glad to see her.

“It’s been so long and… you look amazing. I… what should I call you?” She said.

Natalie smiled shyly.

“Natalie.” She said.

Heather, as beautiful as ever, nodded.

“A lovely name. Really.” She said. “So, Natalie, how about I buy you a coffee and we can catch up.”

Natalie checked her phone for the time before nodding. She had time for a quick coffee.

The pair fell into conversation, awkward at first, but it soon began to flow. Heather wanted to know all about Natalie’s new life, and Natalie was almost excited to tell her.

“You know… the only reason I went out with you in college is you weren’t like other guys. You were… softer, cute and pretty, almost… almost feminine. I liked that about you. It made it easy for me.”

Natalie frowned.

“Easy? I thought you left me because I was too feminine, which I understand now. I figured you left me for another man, a real man.”

Heather chuckled, then shook her head.

“No, not at all. You were amazing, just… you were not feminine enough. I… I should have told you why I left you. It wasn’t another man. It was… I’m a lesbian. I’d always known it but I was also in denial, but I thought with you I could make things work, that I could have a normal life. But… well… I met someone and it spiralled. I knew I had to live my truth.”

Natalie chuckled, nodded. The idea of living your truth was something she understood now.

“That’s kind of hilarious, both of us were lesbians and we never ever knew it.” Natalie said. “I… I get it though. I wish you’d told me. I’m not sure it would have changed anything but… I loved you. I still love you in a way. I wish we could have talked, stayed friends.”

Heather looked sad. She nodded.

“If you want… we could have dinner. I think you’d like Anne, my girlfriend, and… I’m pretty sure she’d like you. Hell… if you’d been this version of you when we were together Anne wouldn’t have stood a chance.”

“Lucky for Anne then I wasn’t.” Natalie said, winking.

Heather blushed at that, a pink in her cheeks, and she realised for the first time that the reason she’d been staring at her wasn’t because she’d recognised her, but because she was checking her out. She’d only recognised her when Natalie had said hi as though they knew each other, and she’d engaged her brain to work out how she knew the hot blonde.

That thought made Natalie grin.

“But… yeah, dinner would be nice.” Natalie said. “I’d like to be friends and… you could meet Siobhan. My girlfriend.”

Natalie was pleased to notice a slight look of disappointment on Heather’s face. Had she been hoping that they could get back together, or maybe just fool around? That thought was an odd boost to Natalie’s confidence.

“I look forward to meeting her.” Heather said, a slight strain in her voice. “Any woman who captured your heart has to be quite something.”

Natalie nodded, thinking of the pretty redhead who’d changed her life.

“She really is amazing.” She said.

And she meant it.

“But… I should be going. Work.” Natalie said.

Heather nodded, said that she too had work. The pair agreed to arrange dinner, and Natalie found that she really did want to see her ex again, as friends.

As they parted ways they hugged, and Natalie watched as Heather walked away, glancing back over her shoulder, a twinkle in her eyes. Her ex really had been flirting with her, really was attracted to her.

It felt… flattering. But Natalie was over Heather now. She had a new life, a new lover. She had her Mistress, Siobhan, and she couldn’t wait to show her boss her new, perky, full tits.

THE END
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MY FRIEND'S MOM'S PANTIES
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Richie was delighted when his friend, Liam, asked him to stay at his summer house during vacation. He was even more delighted, and a little flustered, when he met Liam’s Mom, Alice.

The beautiful, older woman is captivating, charming and dangerous. Can Richie cope with spending a whole summer around such an attractive, forbidden woman? He hopes so.

But then he catches sight of her panties in a laundry hamper, and the real trouble starts…

Richie was dreading summer, the thought of having to spend it at home with his parents with no friends around. At least, he was dreading it until his best friend Liam offered to let him stay with him in his summer house.

The plan was to spend the summer together, to relax, party, and just generally have a great time lying in the sun, swimming in the pool, and heading out to the beach. But then Richie meets Liam’s Mom.

Alice is like no Mom Richie has seen before… a hot, glamorous, confident older woman, greeting him clad in just a skimpy bikini, Richie knew his summer was going to be an agony of frustration having to spend it living in close proximity to such an alluring, forbidden woman.

And then one night Richie spots a pair of Alice’s dirty panties in the laundry hamper and he just can’t resist. No one will know, right? No one will find out.

Only Alice does find out, and so begins Richie’s slow journey of corruption and feminization, all of it beginning when Alice makes Richie wear the panties that he ruined. What follows promises to be a summer that Richie will never forget, as his friend’s Mom makes him submit to her unique form of punishment and shows him that good girls are rewarded...


TEACHER'S PET
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Jake is a bright, talented student, top of his class, and he knows it. He’s spent his entire academic career making his teachers’ and his professors’ lives a misery because he knows he can get away with it.

Nothing lasts forever though, and when Jake meets Mr Green, the handsome older teacher all the girls are crushing on, his decision to test his teacher’s patience backfires. Or maybe Jake is finally going to get what he’s needed all along...




Jake is coasting on his smarts.

He’s top of his class and he takes pride in knowing more than even his teachers, reminding them at every opportunity just how intelligent and knowledgeable he is. But then he meets his new teacher, the one all the girls seem to have a crush on.

Mr Green has heard all about Jake, and he knows just how to handle a student that’s determined to disrupt his class. When Jake finally shows his colours in one of Mr Green’s lectures, the handsome older teacher acts.

So begins Jake’s slow transformation from teacher’s nightmare, to teacher’s pet as Mr Green teaches the disruptive student that there are consequences for misbehaving and rewards for being a good girl.

Jake, stubborn to the end, resists at first, struggling against the corruption, the gradual feminization, but in the end, there is no resisting the lure of a life as his Teacher’s Pet…


SINNER TO SAINT
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Aaron is a bad boy, a delinquent, and he’s got no intention of changing. However, he may have just met his match…

The Reverend Mother runs the Academy, a boarding school for rebellious boys, and she knows just how to turn even the worst sinner into the sweetest saint. The trick is to balance punishment with reward.

And in Aaron’s case, she has a most devious punishment and a most delightful reward in mind. Will he be able to resist, or will he be forever transformed?

After one “prank” too far—nothing serious, just a small fire and a party that got very out of control—Aaron is given a final choice. Either face a two-year custodial sentence or attend the Academy for four months.

Aaron, feeling cocky and sure of himself, decides to face the Academy, a school housed in a converted convent and run exclusively by nuns, despite its reputation. He’s sure no school can change him, and certainly not in four short months.

Yet all too soon Aaron begins to wonder if he’s made the wrong choice. Despite being a school for boys like him, delinquents and rebels, all the other students are very well-behaved. And the nuns are not like any nuns he’s seen before. For a start, they’re all really, really hot.

Yet, Aaron is not going to let that distract him. He’s going to do his time and get out, and he’s definitely not going to give in and change.

Only… his plan goes off the rails when the Reverend Mother begins to take a special interest his reformation. All too soon Aaron finds himself being punished, which is bad enough, but then comes the lure of reward should he decide to behave.

Slowly Aaron finds his will to resist dwindling and, worse, he finds his body changing. Taken on a journey of feminization, shown the delights of being a good girl, does he stand any chance of surviving his time at the Academy?

Or will Aaron go from Sinner to Saint?


HARD TUITION
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John is failing Gender Studies. It was meant to be an easy pass, to keep his grade average up so he could keep his scholarship, but it’s harder than he thought.

Close to failing, he takes the bold decision to ask the top student in the class for help—Lexi Blackwood the brilliant, intimidating, gorgeous goth girl who views John as just another useless jock. Lexi agrees to help, but John has to do everything she says.

With Lexi’s help passing might just be easier, and harder, than he thought...

At risk of losing his scholarship because he’s failing Gender Studies, John decides to take the bold decision to ask Lexi Blackwood, the hot, gothy, star student on his course, for help. Only… Lexi has always looked down on him as just another jock.

He knows she’s probably going to refuse to help him, but… he doesn’t have any alternative. Not really. He has to pass or he’s out of college.

Yet, to his surprise, Lexi says yes. She’s willing to help him, but he’s got to agree to follow her instructions to the letter if he wants to pass. Her methods are unconventional, but she needs to help him see the world from a more womanly perspective if he’s going to pass.

With limited time left until his final exam, Lexi takes John on a crash course of femininity, helping him dismantle his views on what gender really means. Slowly John begins to realise that his traditional view of the world, and of himself, might not be as true as he always thought.

Yet he has an exam to pass, and he’s not sure there’s enough time to study. Lexi though has ways of motivating and rewarding her student. And she drives a very hard bargain…


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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