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Dedication




Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

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

Thank you xx


CAMERA SHY

There’s a rumour circulating that Rob’s new neighbour, the hot Ms Scarlet, is a professional Dominatrix, and Rob needs to know if it’s true.

So he decides to break into her house to find out. After all, what’s the worst that can happen?

Rob and Alex are best friends, and have been for most of their lives. They went through school together, and now they’re at college together. They’re almost inseparable. So when rumours start to circulate that their new neighbour, the beautiful Ms Scarlet, is a professional Dominatrix, its only natural that the two come up with a plan together to find out the truth.

That plan is simple enough. Rob will break into Ms Scarlet’s home when she’s out and will investigate. Only… the plan doesn’t go as they hoped, and the truth is not what either of them expected. Ms Scarlet is a photographer, and during the break-in Rob manages to break some of her very expensive equipment.

When Ms Scarlet confronts Rob with evidence of his misdeeds, she gives him an ultimatum: work as a model to repay the debt he owes her, or face the consequences of his actions. It seems like a simple enough deal, but what he hadn’t counted on was the kind of modelling Ms Scarlet specialises in.

Soon enough Rob finds himself caught up in a whirlwind adventure of feminization, flirtation, and with numerous fans willing to pay to see a lot more of him. As he finds new ways to pay off his debt and begins to enjoy his new modelling career, there’s only one issue.

He never did tell Alex about damaging Ms Scarlet's equipment, and how he was paying off his debt. He just has to hope Alex never finds out, because if he does, who knows what the consequences will be… 


One

Early autumn was easily my favourite time of the year. The air is crisp and cool, warm enough that I don’t need to worry about heavy coats or gloves or scarves, but it's not so hot that I’m left sweltering in the shade, staring enviously at girls that get to wear loose, thin summer dresses while I’m left in long shorts and thick cotton t-shirts. Not that I want to wear dresses though.

You’d never catch me dead in girly clothes. I’m not some kind of pervert. I just don’t like being hot and sweaty.

So, walking home from college with my best friend, Alex, I made sure to savour the day. Early autumn, my favourite time of year.

The leaves were just turning from green to gold and red, and the sky was that perfect blue of late evening, a chill just creeping into the air that nipped at the back of my neck, but more like kisses than the ravenous bites of winter—not that I knew what kisses on my neck felt like. I took a deep breath, savouring the clean air, and exhaled a sigh.

“You have a good day Rob?” Alex asked.

I nodded. It had been a good day, mostly.

We were both in our first year of college, both still living at home with our parents since neither of us were quite able to afford to move out and find a place of our own, much to our mutual annoyance—how were we meant to find girls who’d be interested in us if we still lived at home? Yet, I couldn’t really summon the will to feel optimistic.

Alex and I were not unattractive. There was me, with my blonde, messy hair grown a little too long over the summer, down to just below my ears now, and my sea green eyes, and Alex, with his short black hair and deep brown eyes, tanned skinned. Our faces were symmetrical, and our features all in proportion, but neither of us were the classic example of handsome. And that was what girls wanted, right? They wanted handsome.

And we weren’t it. Still, it was a new start, right?

At least, we’d hoped it’d be a new start. And it was in many ways. Our courses were interesting and challenging, and we were finally being treated like adults instead of high school kids, but despite our best efforts some of our problems had followed us.
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Though we’d both excelled at our academic studies in high school, neither of us had been what you’d exactly call popular. Sure, we had friends, and we hung out, had fun, but we were never invited to the big parties that happened, and never got to do the whole ‘teenage dating drama’ that seemed so popular at our school.

Instead, we’d just kept our heads down and worked hard, had got good grades, and left, in the hopes that college would be better. It wasn’t though, at least it wasn’t better in one of the ways that mattered. But then, maybe the problem wasn’t other people?

Alex and I had been friends since we were kids. We grew up on the same street, went to the same school, liked the same cartoons and comic books, and we were alike in a lot of ways. Back then it had been easier. We were all just kids, all alike, and so we all just got along, or didn’t, as kids.

It was only as we got older that things changed. It was as we got older that Alex and I became best friends, bound together by fate and circumstance.

As kids, we’d been just like our friends, scrawny and small. All of us were. Boys, girls, it didn’t matter. We were all alike. And then puberty hit, and there was high school.

Around us, girls became young women, and boys became young men. Bodies changed, and I’d be lying if part of me wasn’t excited for the changes that awaited me, while a part of me was nervous, maybe even scared, but… for me and Alex those changes never really happened.

Where our friends blossomed, girls developing curves, their faces becoming prettier, with pouty lips, boys growing taller, broader, more muscly, with hair everywhere, we… remained relatively unchanged. Sure, we got a bit taller, and there were the odd signs of getting older, the odd hair here or there, but nothing that would make us interesting to girls.

Where our friends all joined sports teams or took up cool hobbies skateboarding or weight lifting, getting buff, becoming handsome young men, Alex and I were left playing computer games and board games and reading comic books. We were left behind.

They all got bigger, grew up, while Alex and I didn’t. And worse, as our friends became men, I was increasingly mistaken for a girl due to my slim, short stature and my soft features, something that irritated and bugged me, and that left me feeling more than a little insecure in my masculinity.

Alex at least escaped that, mostly. He was a little taller than me, and not quite so soft-featured. Though he was definitely not manly by conventional standards, he wasn’t cursed like me to be girly. Oh, how I hated that word.

Our friends were polite and nice about it though, and it’s not like we lived in the land of TV high school tropes with a bully around every corner, so our lives weren’t hell, but it wasn’t easy. Though no one bullied us, there was still the regular teasing from friends. The fact that more than a few people I knew had referred to me as pretty or cute, sometimes not even as a joke, really had begun to get under my skin.

I was a boy, a man, not a girl, even if sometimes when I looked at myself in the mirror after showering I couldn’t help but see what they meant. My face really was soft, with lips that were just a little too pouty, and my hips were wider than my shoulders, when it should have been the other way around. My failure to grow taller, broader, had left me distinctly petite.

What kind of girl would be interested in a boy who looked like a girl? So, as our friends and classmates all started to date, pairing up, connecting, Alex and I could only watch from the sidelines. Sure, we’d both been on a couple of dates, but they’d all been such awkward failures that we’d both given up, pinning our hope on college.

Yet, college wasn’t any better, because we were still the same. We were both still short, slim, scrawny kids. Where our classmates all looked like young men, young women, we stood out like sore thumbs. How were things going to change, if we remained the same?

I didn’t say any of that though. We both knew it deep down, but it wasn’t something we talked about. Better to stay silent than drag up the painful fact that we were both lonely losers. Yet, I didn’t mind too much. I still had Alex, and I always figured that he felt the same way about me. We had each other, and that was definitely way better than nothing.
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“Oh, there she is!” Alex said as we rounded the corner onto our street.

As he spoke I was snapped from my thoughts, glad to be drawn out of my spiralling frustrations. I just needed to give college more time. I’m sure in a few more weeks or months we’d settle in and connect with some girls or something. Hell, maybe we really were late bloomers—though both of us had kind of written that hope off by now.

I turned and looked in the direction he pointed, and smiled as I saw who he meant. The newest neighbour on the block. Ms Scarlet. And yes, she was every bit as hot as her name suggested.

She’d moved in only a couple of months earlier, and had very quickly caused a wildfire of rumours to spread about her—probably more than a few of those caused by me and Alex, but what can I say, we were both young, frustrated, and enamoured. As it was, the rumours weren’t helped by the fact she kept to herself so much.

She didn’t really stop to chat with the other women on the street, and she seemed almost cold towards the men who tried to chat to her, though probably for good reason. As attractive as she was, every man on the road, including the married ones, had tried awkwardly flirting with her. She must have been sick of it.

We both slowed our pace at the same time, in sync with each other as usual, and we watched as she unpacked a series of what looked to be heavy boxes from her car, each of us mesmerized for a moment.

In the soft light of late evening, she looked even more stunning than usual. Her long, curly, flame-red hair was up in a messy bun, and she was dressed in a simple, flowing, long black dress that came to just above her ankles, though her neck, shoulders, arms, and chest were left exposed, her skin pale and flecked with freckles.

“Would you like a hand?” Alex shouted.

I paled and elbowed him in the ribs.

“What are you doing?” I hissed.

He just smiled and waved.

“Maybe we’ll get to see inside her house, get evidence?” He giggled as he whispered back at me.

I glanced at him, shaking my head, but smiled. I knew exactly what he was talking about, and it would have been a lie to say that the thought of seeing inside her house did not intrigue me.

“Yeah, happy to help if you need.” I shouted, looking back to Ms Scarlet.

She looked at us as we walked towards us and smiled, then nodded.

“That’d be lovely boys. They’re not too heavy, but they’re quite fragile so please do be careful.” She said.

So, with Ms Scarlet directing us, we set about helping her shift the boxes into her house.
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We never did get a good look around though. As we picked the boxes up, each of us carrying one of them, she led us to her garage, the front door to her house remaining firmly shut.

We made several trips, and though she’d been telling the truth about the boxes not being heavy, they were large and awkward, with the weight inside sometimes shifting about uneasily.

“What’s in these?” I asked, curious, hoping for crumbs of evidence.

She just smiled at me, her bright blue-green eyes sparkling behind her black-rimmed glasses, and winked.

“Equipment for work. Nothing too exciting.” She said.

But there was something about the way she said it, and the way she smiled at me, that sent a shiver down my spine. It was like she was teasing me.

I blushed, awkward. I was not used to being around pretty girls, let alone beautiful women so I had no idea how I was supposed to act.

As we put the last few boxes down Ms Scarlet turned to face us and thanked us. I couldn’t help but stare at her for a moment.

She was taller than me, slim, with prominent curves in-spite of the loose, flowing dress she wore, and it was hard for me to keep my attention on her face, the fair skin of her cleavage beaded with perspiration.

“You both live around here, don’t you?” She said.

We nodded, introducing ourselves properly by name, and we told her we lived just down the road, pointing out our respective houses. She studied us for a moment, as though making mental notes. There was a scrutiny and focus in her gaze that was both captivating and unnerving, an aura of calm confidence about her.

“And you’re both in high school?” She asked.

The question chafed. Did I really look that young? Though I was at least grateful she didn’t think I was a girl, or Alex’s girlfriend.

“College.” I said. “First year.”

She smiled at that, nodding. With the task of helping her done there was little more to say, so we said goodbye and, slowly, headed off, peering back to see if we could glance inside her house, to see if the rumours were true, but we had no such luck.

“I don’t think we’re ever going to find out.” I muttered.

Yet, I didn’t really mind. I’d rather have the truth remain vague since I was pretty sure the rumours were just nonsense. I mean, how likely was it that we had a Dominatrix living on our street, let alone one as hot as Ms Scarlet?

It had all started when she’d moved in. There had been the usual boxes and furniture, but among them had been odd bits of equipment that looked like they did not belong in a suburban house. And then there were the young men who kept visiting, some of them regularly, others visiting only once, all of them leaving looking frazzled and flustered. Was there any other explanation?

“Oh, I don’t know about that.” Alex said.

I turned to look at him, frowning.

“Didn’t you see? The window at the back of the garage. The latch is broken. If we want to find out, we just wait until she’s out of the house and we sneak in.”

I stared at him, blinking, in a state of shock.

“Are you serious? You want to break in?”

“It’s not breaking in really if the window is already busted. Plus, we’d just be looking around. We’d not touch or take anything.”

I stared at him, shaking my head, and I laughed. I really was curious, and he knew it. Yet, breaking in seemed like a step too far.

“I don’t know…” I said.

“Well, I guess if you’re not man enough.” He said.

He knew that was my weak spot, my insecurity, my lack of masculinity. Sure, he was just as scrawny and short and boyish as me, but he was far less bothered about it. He knew that I hated being small and weak, that I hated getting mistaken for a girl sometimes.

Sure, it had happened to him too a few times, once or twice the pair of us even being mistaken for a pair of girls, but it never happened to him as much, and I’d lost count of the number of times people had assumed I was his girlfriend. It was alright for him. He was just slightly taller than me, not quite so petite. Where he looked like a cute boy, I looked, in the right light, almost like a girl, and I hated it, and he knew it.

It was, perhaps, the most effective weapon in his arsenal, something he teased me about often, and he knew that if anything was going to get me to agree, it’d be this.

And I knew he knew what he was doing, knew was doing it deliberately, just to goad me. I could see it in his smile. But, it still worked.

“Fuck you.” I said, glaring at him. “But I’ll do it.”


Two

We had to wait a few days before we saw our opportunity. In our free time, we kept an eye on Ms Scarlet’s house, watching her movements, getting an idea of her habits, and if anything our stake out just made us more certain that the rumours were true.

She worked out of home, and all her visitors were young men, arriving looking nervous, leaving looking flustered but happy. Could she really be a professional Dominatrix? What was I going to find in her house?

I was both nervous and excited by the thought, imagining all the torture implements, the sex toys, the odd bits of dungeon furniture, the leather and the latex. Part of me was eager to enact our plan, but part insisted it was a terrible idea. It was too late to back out now though.

“She’s gone. Time to move.” Alex said.

Though Ms Scarlet worked from home, spending all day in the house, she went out most evenings. From what she wore, and the bag she carried, we assumed it was to head to the gym, but we didn’t know, nor did we care.

The only important thing was that she was always gone for at least two hours. Easily enough time for me to sneak in, look around, take some photos, and get out without anyone knowing I’d been there.

That’d prove to Alex I was man enough.

“Wish me luck.” I said.

But I didn’t wait for Alex to reply. I was off, hurrying across the street to head around to the back of Ms Scarlet’s garage. That’s where the broken window was. That was my way in.

As it was the window was higher than I’d realised, so it took me a good five minutes of scrambling to get up and lever the window open so I could slip in. I was glad no one was there to see me, to comment on how short I was, yet I knew that if I’d been as big as my male friends there was no way I’d have been able to slip in through the window.

Hell, it was why Alex had sent me. If he’d been slim and small enough to fit through the window he’d have come along with me. He was desperate to see inside Ms Scarlet’s house, to get a glimpse of her private dungeon—or at least the dungeon he imagined her having.

And it was with that thought in mind that I eased my way in and dropped to the garage floor, breathing hard, my heart racing. I was in.

“Now, where does someone hide a sex dungeon?” I asked myself, giggling.

I had no idea, but I figured I had at least a good hour to look around, so I headed off towards the door that connected the garage to the house. Luckily it was unlocked.
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As I explored I could hear the drumming of my heart in my skull. I was so nervous my hands were shaking. I moved carefully and slowly, tiptoeing around the house just in case anyone else was home, but it was empty, dark, and quiet.

I came across the kitchen first, which was utterly normal, then the living room, some comfy-looking armchairs and a sofa, and lots and lots of books. The downstairs bathroom was normal too, which left upstairs.

I made my way up cautiously, feeling more like a pervert than a burglar, and came across the upstairs’ bathroom first. It was full of soaps, lotions, make-up, and other things I didn’t have words for. I had no idea why women needed so much stuff.

Next was Ms Scarlet’s bedroom, a bed, wardrobe, a dressing table, mirrors, a small stool, a chest of drawers and… I blushed as I saw a pile of her laundry in the corner of the room. Dresses, jeans, tops, stockings, bras, panties. I stared for a moment.

I’d never really seen a woman’s underwear up close before. Unable to resist the urge I crept in and began to pick through her clothes, my attention drawn to her panties. I really was a pervert.

Among the collection of worn undergarments, I found a pair of small, lacy pink panties. These had been on Ms Scarlet’s body. She had worn them. They had touched her pussy.

The thought sent a thrill through me and without thinking I lifted them up to my nose and took a deep breath, the feminine musk of her still rich and thick and heady. My first scent of a woman.

I blushed as I realised what I was doing. I’d sniffed her panties. And worse, it had made me hard.

I turned and left, fleeing the scene of my sin, and left the bedroom. There were only two rooms left. No sign of a dungeon yet. Though even if the rumours weren’t true I’d still got something out of the visit. The smell of Ms Scarlet’s panties was now etched onto my brain.

The second room was a spare bedroom made into an office. A desk, chair, a large computer with two screens, a small fold-out sofa against one wall. Above the desk was a pin board, covered in numerous photos of young women posed in various outfits, underwear, some of the poses more than a little provocative. None of them were of Ms Scarlet though, and all of them were of women looked more cute and innocent, sexy yet playful, rather than what I thought of as ‘Dominatrix style’.

Which left…

“One room to go.” I said to myself.

I stepped towards the door to the last room in the house. The only door that had been closed, a hopeful sign I thought. I reached out to turn the handle, just hoping it wasn’t locked.

And then the door swung open.
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At first, I wasn’t sure what I was seeing, and my confusion, along with my hopes and expectations, almost supplanted reality with the image of the sex dungeon I’d been imagining. All the equipment and furniture and various things I had no name for seemed to morph into the form of whips and leashes and latex catsuits, but then it clicked.

It was a photography studio. Ms Scarlet was a photographer.

“That’s far less exciting.” I muttered to myself.

As I looked around the room it all began to make sense. The various bits of heavy equipment were lights and stands, printers. There were backdrops and flashes, heavy, expensive-looking lenses, and several shelves of cameras and other items that I had no name for.

So all those men… they were models? Maybe she took portraits, or did fashion photography? Clearly whatever she did it paid well as the amount of equipment she had in the room must have added up to tens, if not hundreds, of thousands—I really had no idea, since I knew very little about taking photos beyond just pointing my phone at something, clicking the button, and hoping for the best.

As I stepped in and looked around I saw a large wardrobe against the far wall, and next to it a small table with lots and lots of make-up on it. Next to that were shelves with various boxes, all labelled with names and numbers.

In another corner, a camera was set up on a tripod, surrounded by flashes and lights, pointed at the grey backdrop that was hung over the wall. It all looked so professional and almost intimidating, so expensive, sophisticated, elaborate, and fragile.

The room was so packed with stuff. It was nothing like the dungeon I’d been imagining, hoping, I’d find, but in many ways, it was more impressive. I couldn’t help but wonder what Ms Scarlet’s photographs looked like. Were any of them published in magazines, or online, or had she had work in galleries? There were so many questions.

I snapped a few photos of the studio with my phone to show to Alex, proof that I’d explored, that I’d investigated the house, and even took a selfie to show that I’d been in the room and hadn’t just downloaded the photos from somewhere—though I made sure to pull a funny face, making it goofy and silly as always to compensate for the fact that I hated photos of me. Then I turned towards the wardrobe, wanting to look inside, wondering if maybe there might at least be some sexy clothes or toys or something interesting in there.

And then my phone buzzed. I checked it, and my heart skipped a beat.

She’s on her way back. She’s early. Get out!!!

The message was from Alex. He was on lookout down the road. I had two, maybe three minutes.

Without thinking I turned to the open bedroom door and ran, sprinting out of the room, pulling the door shut behind me to cover my tracks. I must have pulled it harder than I’d thought though, tugging it too fast in my panic, and it slammed, loudly. The crash and smash that followed after sent a chill through my spine.

I’d knocked something over, broken something.

“Shit.” I hissed.

I had no time to stop and investigate though. Ms Scarlet was going to be back any minute.

I leapt down the stairs two or three at a time, ran through to the garage. I had no time to check anything else. She’d be coming into the garage first to park her car.

As I sprinted to the window I heard the muffled sound of tires on the drive outside. My heart was thundering. I leapt up with all my strength and, luckily, managed to grab the ledge on my first go. As I slipped up and out I heard the motor of the automatic garage door engage. I pulled myself through and dropped to the ground outside, letting the window fall shut behind me.

I was shaking, panting, but I’d made it. I looked down to check myself for scratches and saw my hands bunched into fists.

I forced myself to relax, to calm. And then my heart sank.

In my left hand, clutched tight, were Ms Scarlet’s panties. I’d forgotten to put them back. I’d stolen her dirty pink panties.

“Fuck.” I whispered to myself.

It was too late to put them back now. Ms Scarlet was home. I could hear her inside parking her car, getting out, heading in.

She was about to discover the damage I’d caused, whatever that was. Surely she’d be too preoccupied with that to worry about a missing pair of panties.

I felt terrible, but I’d done it. I’d gone in, explored, and got proof she wasn’t a professional Dominatrix. She was just a photographer, and I had the selfies to show Alex.

I’d shown him I was man enough.

As I heard footsteps approaching I slipped the panties into my pocket. Alex popped his head around the back of the garage.

“You made it? Oh thank fuck.” He muttered. “I was worried.

I just smiled.

“Want to see the photos I took of inside?” I asked.

He nodded. I figured the panties would just be my little secret.

[image: ]

I sat in my room feeling smug. Alex had been impressed, but disappointed.

“I’d really hoped you’d find some hot dungeon in there or something.” He’d said.

I’d agreed. The idea of our hot new neighbour being a professional Dominatrix had appealed, but at least I’d shown him I was man enough to break in and explore. I might look a bit like a girl, but I certainly wasn’t about to start acting like one.

I hadn’t mentioned the damage I’d maybe caused to Alex, and I certainly hadn’t mentioned the panties I’d accidentally stolen. They were my prize, and I didn’t want my best friend to think of me as some kind of pervert.

Sure, it was disappointing to find out Ms Scarlet was a photographer, not a Dominatrix, but I hadn’t left empty-handed. So, as I sat on my bed, still trying to calm down from all the excitement, I pulled the panties out from my pocket.

They were so small and soft and sensual. The material was so smooth and silky. They were pretty, pink, alluring, and nothing like the plain old boring cotton boxers I wore.

I wondered what Ms Scarlet looked like in them. I wondered what they might feel like as I examined the material. What was it like to wear pretty underwear?

My mind caught on the idea. There was no way I could put them back now so what was I supposed to do with them?

I blushed, my heart beating faster. Could I really…

A knock at the door downstairs distracted me. What on earth was I thinking? I was a boy, a man, not a girl. They were a girl's panties. Clearly the excitement had broken my brain.

I listened as my mother answered the door, soft voices.

“Rob, can you come down here? You have a visitor.” She called.

I sighed, tucked the panties into my pocket again, and jumped up off my bead.

“Coming.” I yelled back.

I rushed out of my room and down the stairs, figuring it was probably just Alex wanting to chat, but as I reached the middle of the stairs I caught sight of the door and I froze. My mother was standing there with Ms Scarlet.

“Our new neighbour was just telling me how helpful you were the other day.” My mother said. “And she was asking if you’d mind helping her again.”

She couldn’t know. Could she?

“I… sure.” I muttered.

I could suddenly feel the weight of her panties in my pocket like hot lead. There was no way she could have found out it was me. Could she?
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As we walked towards Ms Scarlet’s house she chatted small talk, asking me how college was, about my course, about girls or boys I might be interested in. I blushed at that question, but answered, short brief statements of fact, scared my voice would betray my guilt.

She had said nothing about what had happened though. Maybe she didn’t know.

She led us both in through her front door, and the house seemed familiar yet different entering in through a different door. She led up upstairs, towards her studio, and opened the door.

There was smashed equipment everywhere. My heart sank. I’d caused all that.

“As you can see it’s quite a mess. Would you mind helping me clear it up?” She said.

I looked at the mess of shattered glass and plastic over the floor, crumpled metal. Clearly, when I’d slammed the door one of the shelves had wobbled and given out, ditching its contents across the floor, breaking everything. I couldn’t imagine how much damage it was.

I felt terrible, so I just nodded.

“Sure. Of course.”

Ms Scarlet smiled at me.

“Wonderful. I knew you wouldn’t mind, since after all, it was your fault.”

Her smile didn’t falter, a wide grin. She was radiant and terrifying in that moment, taller than me, her long red hair like fire, bright blue eyes watching me closely.

She was dressed still for the gym, in a tight top and tight yoga pants, the outfit clinging to the curves of her magnificent body, showing off her round ass, wide hips, and large, perky tits—even in that situation, it was hard not to stare at her freckled cleavage.

“No need to play dumb. I have cameras all over the house, for security. When I got home and saw the damage I checked back and, to my surprise, there you were.”

Still, her smile remained.

“But, not to worry. It can be our little secret, so long as you help me clean up.” She said.

I just nodded.

“I… of course.”

“And, once everything is tidied away we can discuss how you’re going to repay me the tens of thousands in damages you’ve caused.”

Still that same guileful, charming smiled. I nodded again. What choice did I have? If she really did have a camera she could go to my parents, to the police, could ruin me.

“Oh, and you can keep the panties too.” She said. “You’ll be needing them.”

I stared at her, not quite sure what she meant.

“Don’t worry, I’ll explain everything once you’re done. For now, just focus on cleaning up the mess you made.”

And with that said, she handed me a dustpan and brush, standing back to watch me as I began to do as she said. Slowly, I knelt down, and began to sweep up.


Three

Ms Scarlet’s demands were simple enough, yet also unnecessarily cruel in my opinion. I’d tried to object, tried to find other solutions, but she wouldn’t hear about it.

“That equipment is expensive and also required for me to make my living. I could claim on my insurance, but that would increase my premiums and require a police report, which I don’t think would be good for you. Since it was your criminal act that caused them to be damaged, I don’t think it’s unfair of me to expect you to pay, is it? And do you really want me going to the police to file a report over a break-in?”

I shook my head.

“But…”

She raised a hand to silence me. She’d heard my offer and rejected it.

“Really, how do you expect to pay for it all when you have no money?”

“I could… I can get a job?” I said.

She shook her head, laughing.

“Isn’t that the solution I’m offering you? Only this will pay much better than any part-time work a college student could find, and it’ll be fewer hours. No, I really think this is the best solution all around. Don’t you agree?”

The way she’d phrased the question made it clear it was rhetorical. I hated her idea. I hated it with a fiery passion.

She was clearly only doing it to torture me, to punish me for breaking in, for damaging her equipment, for stealing her panties, but… could I blame her? I was the one in the wrong.

I agreed in the end, if only because the alternative was worse, but it was still a close-run decision. It was like she’d somehow found my deepest, darkest, insecurity and was using it to pick on me. But then, given how I looked, maybe it wasn’t so deep and dark?

Her solution was simple. She had a job she needed a model for, a commission from a well-paying client, but she’d been struggling to find the right person to pose for her. That was where I’d come in. I’d pose for her, model for her, let her photograph me, and she’d use the money she’d have paid a model to pay off my debt to her. It seemed simple enough.

Except I hated being in front of the camera at the best of times, and this was not the best of times. The contract Ms Scarlet had was for a girl. The model needed to be a girl. I was going to have to dress up like a girl, and let her take pictures of me, and people were going to see those photos.

I didn’t really have a choice though. So I agreed.

“Oh, and when you come over this Saturday, make sure you’re wearing the panties you stole from me.” She’d added.

What choice did I have? I agreed, a sinking feeling of dread as I nodded.
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I didn’t tell Alex. I didn’t tell anyone. It would have been too embarrassing. Instead, I resigned myself to my fate. I’d just do what it took, get it over with, and then it would all be done. I’d made a mistake, had messed up and now I just needed to pay for it.

I made my excuses. Alex didn’t need to know anything about it.

That Saturday I did as I’d been told, and, when dressing, I put on the pair of pink, dirty, worn panties I’d stolen from Ms Scarlet. I’d chafed at the idea at first, but over the intervening days the thought had been stuck at the back of my mind, ticking away, and I couldn’t help but worry at it.

They felt so soft in my hands, were so small and tight and revealing, so pretty and sexy. I couldn’t help but imagine Ms Scarlet wearing them, looking hot. What would it be like to wear a pair of her dirty panties, to have the silky cloth that had touched her press against my skin?

I became almost obsessed with the idea, a sense of dread and anticipation building. There was no way I wanted to wear them, but given the fact that I didn’t have a choice I couldn’t help but feel a small thrill of excitement at the idea.

So, nervous, angry, irritable, I stripped off and then slipped on Ms Scarlet’s panties, my heart racing, cheeks flush. I hated the idea, hated being forced to wear something so feminine. Maybe if I’d been more masculine, manly, less effeminate, it would have been easier, but I was none of those things. I was small, slim, with soft, pretty features, and I was being made to wear my hot neighbour's dirty panties.

I was a boy, a man, and yet… I couldn’t deny that it felt kind of nice. The fabric was smooth and silky, and as I tugged them into place they felt snug and secure, and they fitted me well—a fact that bothered me, given what an amazingly sexy, womanly figure Ms Scarlet had. Panties really had no right to feel that good, or to fit me that well.

I pushed that thought out of my head though. I just had to get through the day and then it was over and I’d never have to wear them again. I dreaded to think what else Ms Scarlet was going to have me wear.

So, with the panties on, I pulled on the rest of my clothes, taking comfort in the boyish nature of my jeans and t-shirt, my thick socks and heavy boots, and I headed out to face my fate. Yet, as I walked across the street, I couldn’t ignore the soft, sensual caress of the panties, and it felt almost like my ass was wiggling.
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“Come in Rob. Nice to see you again.” Ms Scarlet said.

I muttered a greeting, grumbling, trying to show my displeasure at being forced to go along with my hot neighbour's plan, but if she noticed she gave no sign. She just smiled, waited for me to enter, then shut and locked the door behind me.

She was dressed in a flowing black skirt that did nothing to hide the swell of her ass or the curve of her hips, and a tight fitting black top that hugged her tits, low cut to reveal her deep, full cleavage. The dark fabric made her pale, freckled skin and her red hair look even brighter, bolder. She really was stunningly beautiful.

“Come along then, we’ve got a lot to do to get you ready for your big debut.” She said.

She sounded happy, excited, and acted as though I should be too. I wasn’t though. I hated the idea of being made to dress like a girl, to pose for the camera, but I knew I had to pay off the damages I’d caused.

So, as she moved off up the stairs, I followed, trying to ignore the fact that her dirty panties felt really, really good against my body. If just panties felt that good, then what would more feel like?

“In here.” She said, gesturing to the bathroom.

I paused, frowned. Ms Scarlet just smiled.

“You need to go and get yourself ready. You have a choice, either go in and do it yourself, or I’ll come in and do it for you. Which would you rather?”

“I… I don’t understand?” I asked.

“Well, you’re going to be modelling as a girl for me today, correct?”

I nodded.

“So, I’m going to assume you’ve never shaved your legs or your body?”

I froze. I’d never been hairy for a boy, but I had some body hair, and some was more than none. The idea of shaving it all off appalled me. It’d be like stripping away what little outward sign of manhood I did have, leaving me smooth and soft and even girlier than before.

“I…”

“No objections. I expect you completely smooth Rob. Absolutely no hair on your body from your nose down. Understand? That means armpits, legs, chest, belly, butt, even cock and balls.”

I shivered. I really only had hair in a handful of those places, and even that was thin and wispy, barely even there, and she still wanted me to shave it? If I did that then I’d look even more like a girl. I hated the idea.

“So, again, it’s your choice. Do you want to go in there and do it yourself, or shall I go in with you, strip you off, and shave you myself?”

She was grinning. From the sparkle in her eyes, I could tell she was enjoying herself, and that she was very, very serious in her threat.

“I’ll do it myself.” I said, voice soft, quiet.

“Wonderful. Everything you need is in there. Do try to be quick, as we’ve still got a lot to do before you even step in front of the camera.” She said. “Oh, and no need to get dressed afterwards. Just slip on the dirty panties you stole from me and then put on the dressing-gown that’s in there. After all, I’ve already got your outfit all picked out for you.”

Ms Scarlet chuckled, and stood watching me. I sighed, turned, and stepped into the bathroom. She was right, there was everything I needed in there waiting for me.
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I wanted it all to be over quickly, wanted it to be done, finished, so I wasted no time in stripping off and getting to work. There was hair removal cream, which I applied to my legs, arms, chest, belly, butt, and armpits.

I let that sit for a moment, then stepped into the shower to wash it off. As I stood under the hot running water, the room filling with steam, I couldn’t help but remark on how different my body looked. It was so smooth and delicate, and there was a storm of conflicting emotions.

My heart raced, but I refused to let it get to me. The hair would grow back soon enough, so better just to get this over with quickly.

Once the cream was washed off I used a razor to get my delicate areas, my ass crack, my balls, my dick. Once they were free of hair I washed off the last of the cream and shaving foam with soap.

But, the only soap in the shower was a woman’s soap. I knew it’d have to do, but I was not prepared for the delicate perfume of it, or for how silky it would make me feel.

The combination of the moisturising soap and my now hairless body meant that my hands practically slipped over my legs and belly and butt, like silk. My body throbbed hot. Was this what a girl would feel like to touch?

Yet, it also felt kind of good to be touched. Free of hair, my skin softer, I felt so much more sensitive, and even washing sent a tingle of delight along my spine.

My cock throbbed, but I didn’t want to get distracted, so I switched the flow of water to cold to rinse off, then stepped out of the shower to dry off. I slipped Ms Scarlet’s dirty panties on and turned to grab the robe. As I caught sight of myself in the mirror I froze. I looked…

I blushed at the sight of my reflection. I’d never been manly, but suddenly with all my body hair gone, I could see why people had mistaken me for a girl. Smooth as I was, in panties, I was undeniably feminine.

I stared at myself for a second, and I giggled, blushing, suddenly very nervous. My cock throbbed. I was almost… cute.

“Fuck.” I muttered to myself.

This was going to be even more humiliating than I’d thought.
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I stepped out of the bathroom in just the robe, a soft pink fluffy thing that was very warm and comfortable, but also annoyingly girly. It only covered me down to mid-thigh, so my smooth legs were left exposed, and Ms Scarlet made a point of noticing, smiling, and complimenting me.

“Well done. You look so pretty already.” She said.

I muttered thanks and forced a smile. I did not want to let on how much this was bothering me, nor did I want to admit that a small part of me was flattered by her praise.

She led me along to her studio, walking in front. As I followed I couldn’t help but notice how different my body felt. My smooth thighs were rubbing against each other, sending a thrill up my spine, and the panties felt even better now my ass was hairless.

“Sit down please.” Ms Scarlet said.

She gestured to the stool in the corner of the room, by the table covered in make-up. My heart sank.

“We’ll do hair and make-up first, then underwear, then clothes. By the time we’re done with you, you’re going to look absolutely adorable.”

And it was clear from her tone that she meant it.

I wanted to refuse, but I knew that she had video evidence of me breaking in and breaking a fortune’s worth of her equipment. I’d also come so far already. I’d shaved my whole body, so better just to get it over with, right?

Sighing, I crossed the room and sat down. Ms Scarlet wasted no time in getting to work.

“You pay attention to what I’m doing and what I tell you, because this is an important skill.” She said to me.

I nodded, but didn’t really understand why. Maybe in her line of work it was important, but what would it matter for me? Still, I didn’t want to delay getting it all over with by asking questions.

As she set to work it was clear that she was very skilled. She applied eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, lots of black, with a dash of smokey pink and rose-gold in with the eyeshadow.

“Nothing too sexy. We’ll save that for later.” Ms Scarlet said

I ignored her comment. There wasn’t going to be a later, not if I had my way.

After the eyes she did cheeks and nose and jaw, adding foundation and blush and shadow, to give me a glow and to shape my features, she said.

“You don’t need it with your face since you’re so pretty already, but… why not make the most of your natural assets, right?”

I hated that she called me pretty, but at the same time the warmth and kindness with how she said it made it clear she considered it a genuine compliment, and part of me responded to that. As smooth as I was, with make-up on, maybe it wasn’t so bad to be called pretty.

I was so used to being ignored by girls that having my hot neighbour paying me attention was kind of nice. She was standing so close to me, her body so close that I could feel the heat of her heart, and every now and then as she leaned in I could feel her breasts press against me, large, soft, warm, a thrill running through me, making my cock throb in her dirty panties.

“Now hair. I think you could do with a cut before we try anything with your natural hair, though it’s long enough, so for today we’ll go with a wig.”

She paused and turned to look behind her, thinking for a moment, then fetched a box off the shelves behind her. She opened it and pulled out a long blonde wig.

“This one will be perfect.”

Before I could object, not that there was any point objecting, she had fitted it over my natural hair, clipping it into place at the roots. She then styled it carefully, and I was surprised by how real it felt as she tugged on it, the clips pulling at my own hair, the longer blonde wig teasing over my shoulders.

“Perfect. Now to get you dressed!”

And with that, Ms Scarlet lifted me to my feet and walked me towards the wardrobe.
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“This, this, and this. And you’ll need these of course, but don’t worry I’ll help.”

I watched as Ms Scarlet pulled out various items from the wardrobe, pink lingerie, a pair of tiny, tight, short pink sparkly spandex shorts, and a flimsy little pink vest top, along with a pair of pink sneakers that had heels. I never knew they made sneakers with heels.

Yet, it was the last item that caught my attention. Two odd-shaped flesh-coloured cushions in a small box.

“Robe off so I can help you get these fixed on.” She said.

I did as she said, not wanting to waste time questioning, and as I did as she said she pulled the flesh-coloured pads out of the box.

To the back of each, she smeared a clear liquid, then she applied the same to my chest. It was cold, making my nipples hard, and that along with the fact that I was naked except for her dirty panties, made me blush.

“Now hold still.” she said.

I did as she said, and she pressed both flesh-toned pads to my chest, and I very quickly realised what they were… breasts. They were tits. Fake tits, except… they were really, really impressive fake tits.

The colour of them was a perfect match for my skin tone, and the edges were feathered so the seam where they met my skin was almost invisible. They even had large, perky, stiff pink nipples. Ms Scarlet held them there for a moment before letting go.

“That glue will hold for days unless the proper solvent is applied, so don’t worry about them falling off.” She said. “But don’t worry, I have the solvent hidden away somewhere.”

She chuckled. I felt trapped. They were glued on. Without that solvent, there was no way I could leave. I looked down and my head spun. Even I couldn’t tell they were fake, and I knew they were fake. They looked like real flesh and blood tits.

I had tits. Big ones. Not quite as big as Ms Scarlet’s, but still easily average size, which on my small body looked huge.

I shifted, and they jiggled, the sensation of them moving felt through my body thanks to the glue. They even felt real.

“They’ll even warm up slowly to body temperature, so soon they’ll be pretty indistinguishable from the real thing. Exciting right?” Ms Scarlet said. “But… the real thing is definitely better, but they take time, so these will have to do… for now.”

I looked up as I realised I’d been staring at my own tits. I’d been caught. Ms Scarlet was grinning at me. I blushed, nodded without thinking. What did she mean for now?

“Now, clothes, then photos.”

And with that, she helped me get dressed.


Four

The stockings felt amazing on my smooth legs, silky, sensual, and the way they were held up by the suspender belt made me feel oddly giddy, shame and humiliation and excitement. I couldn’t stop myself from stroking my legs as I got dressed, from rubbing my thighs together.

Ms Scarlet made me keep her dirty pink panties on, but she gave me a pink bra that matched, showing me how to fasten it in front then slip it around and up, slipping my arms into the straps. The moment it was on I felt lighter, the weight of my tits supported, giving me a deep, ample cleavage, and I couldn’t help but smile before I caught myself, reminded myself how much I hated all of this.

I was being forced. I was a boy, not a girl. This was not fun. Then why was part of me enjoying it?

Finally, she helped me get dressed. The shorts went on first, very snug and very small, but stretchy, so that they hugged my ass tight, squeezing it, lifting it, shaping it, cupping it so that it seemed rounder and fuller and perkier. Next came the top, a short cropped vest top with thin straps that barely covered my tits, stretching over them, giving me cleavage, exposing my belly, shoulders, arms.

Finally, I slipped on the heeled trainers, the same pink as the rest of my outfit. It was difficult to walk in them, but Ms Scarlet gave me tips and showed me how to walk and move so I didn’t trip.

“Heel to toe.” She said. “One foot in front of the other.”

I did as she said, and it was easier to walk and stand like that, but the downside was it made my ass and hips wiggle in a very feminine manner—made all the worse by the fact that my ass was quite exposed in the tiny shorts, the fabric cut so high my butt cheeks were flashing, and it was now quite round and jiggly.

“Perfect. Now, do you want to see?”

I didn’t want to see, but if I was going to step in front of a camera I at least wanted to know what awaited me. So I nodded, and said yes through gritted teeth.

With that she led me across the room, guiding me with a hand on the small of my back. Normally I’d have hated that, given that she was taller than me, and that I was meant to be the man, but in that moment it felt almost nice.

I was smaller than her, dressed pretty, sexy, and I felt so smooth and dainty. I felt almost looked after, cared for, and in spite of the situation I couldn’t help but smile. As we walked my legs brushed against each other, sensual and smooth, and my hips and ass wiggled, tits bouncing. The whole thing felt exciting, and faintly erotic, making my cock throb.

I was almost enjoying it before I reminded myself that it was awful. There was no way I could enjoy it. I was a boy, a man, not a girl.

“Take a look.” Ms Scarlet said.

She gestured to a long, full-length mirror in the corner. I stepped forward, and froze.

“Pretty isn’t she?” She asked.

I could only nod.

The girl in the mirror was beautiful. She was pretty, sexy. Her face was stunning, with perfect flawless make-up, big bold green eyes, full pink lips, wet and pouty, with cute features that looked almost elfin. The girl smiled, blushed, fluttering her thick dark lashes, biting at her bottom lip, which made her look even cuter, and kind of flirty.

Long wavy blonde hair framed her face, falling over her narrow shoulders. She shifted, posing, and I couldn’t help but admire her body. She had an amazing figure.

She had long legs, smooth, clad in sexy pink stockings, made to look fuller and longer by her heeled trainers. In her short shorts, the tops of her stockings were visible, lacy, scandalous, as well as her suspender straps. The bare flesh of her upper thighs and hips, and much of her ass, was left exposed, and as she posed she curved her back, making her round butt look even rounder, perky and jiggly.

Her belly was taught, flat, slim, making her hips seem wider, and her vest… her vest was stretched taught over her perfect tits, the size of them large on her small body, with her deep cleavage exposed. She moved, posed, looking at her legs, hips, ass, making her tits jiggle, staring into her dazzling eyes.

She was hot. Only… she was me. I was the girl in the mirror. Which meant…

“I’m hot.” I said, stunned.

I’d never been attractive before. As a boy I was unremarkable. As a girl though…

“Not just hot. You’re beautiful, sexy, and cute. You are exceptional.” Ms Scarlet said.

I smiled, blushing. Her words touched my heart, stirring something in me.

“But there is a problem.” She said.

I blinked, my nervousness and anxiety flaring suddenly.

“Rob is no name for a girl as pretty as you. When I release these images I need to credit my model, so I need a name. You need a name, a pretty one, to match how pretty you are.”

My cheeks flared pink.

“Any ideas?”

I shook my head. Having a girl's name, even just for the photos, felt like it was going too far.

“Well then, how about…” Ms Scarlet paused, thinking.

“Ruby. Ruby Rouge. That way you’re almost like my little pet. Ms Scarlet and Ruby Rouge. What do you think?”

I was mute. Ruby Rouge did have a ring to it. I nodded. Better to just get this over with, right?

“Now, Ruby, are you ready for your photos?” She asked.

I could only nod again. I was actually excited to be in front of the camera for once. I was hot.
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The camera clicked again and again. The flash went off, dazzling me, and even when it wasn’t filling the room with stark white light the three studio lights were always on, harsh and brilliant, making the room hot and sweaty.

I could barely see Ms Scarlet, hidden away as she was behind her various cameras while I was constantly half blinded by the flash. She moved around me, standing on stools, kneeling, lying on the floor, working to get the perfect angle.

Yet, I could hear her clearly. The room was quiet, just the click of the shutter, her movements, the buzz of the lights, and her voice, telling me how to stand, how to pose, what movements to make. My head spun.

At first, I was nervous, almost shaking, the camera like a predator, watching me. I was dressed up like a girl and I was having photos taken of me.

Sure, I thought I’d looked cute in the mirror, but pictures, a permanent record of what I looked like, images that would be seen by other people, people who paid for them, were something else entirely. What if Alex saw them, or my friends? What if my family saw them? The thought chilled me. I was already teased about being girly, if they saw these my life would be over.

“Turn slightly and curve your back more, tilt your hips and stick your tits out. That’s it.” Ms Scarlet said.

I did as I was told, following her instructions.

In the beginning, I’d been so nervous and stiff that it had been difficult, but she’d been encouraging, flattering, and when I’d got things right she’d praised me enthusiastically, so soon I found myself relaxing. And then I began to enjoy it.

Posing for the camera became easier and easier. I began to smile, loving the encouragement, the compliments, the praise.

The poses became more exaggerated, energetic, difficult, provocative, suggestive, but… that was part of the fun. I was flirting with the camera, smiling, fluttering my eyelashes, pouting, flicking my hair, sticking my ass out, bending over to show off my butt and legs, leaning forward with my arms crossed to exaggerate my cleavage.

Behind Ms Scarlet were monitors, and the images she was capturing flicked up as they were saved onto a drive behind her. I couldn’t help but glance at them, and what I saw made my heart skip, a flutter of strange, joyful emotions.

As a boy, I was drab and dreary and forgettable. As a girl, I was hot, sexy, cute. I should have hated it, but… the experience of feeling attractive for the first time in my life was, instead, bright and warm and wonderful.

The camera clicked over and over, and as I posed, shifted, moved, the sight of my photos flicking up on the screen at the back of the room, I became more and more comfortable. The nervousness faded, the inhibitions died away, and I began to smile, laugh, and relish the experience. It was a one-time thing, so… why not enjoy it?

As I began to get into my stride, heart racing, blushing, Ms Scarlet stopped. She stood up and put the camera down.

“Perfect.” Ms Scarlet said. “I think that’s us done for the day. Thank you. I’ll process those later and choose the ones to send off. I’ll take the two hundred I’d have paid a model off your debt, and I’ll let you know when I need you again, but you can expect to hear from me soon enough as I’m always very busy.”

I blinked, stared at her.

“I…” I stammered. “My… hang on. What do you mean two hundred? I thought this was… that this was all to clear my debt. You never said…”

“Rob, did you really think one modelling shoot would clear ten of thousands in damages? You’re not a supermodel. You know that, right? Hell, I’d even argue two hundred is being generous since you are a brand-new name to the industry. So, again, if you want to clear the debt you owe me, I’ll be expecting you again when I next need you.”

I was silent. Everything she said made sense. But…

I’d assumed it was one time. Now I knew it wasn’t. I’d have to get dressed up like a girl again. I was going to be humiliated all over again, yet… there was a soft, warm, fluttering in my belly at the thought.

“Good. I’m glad you understand. Now if you’ll just sign these release forms.”

Ms Scarlet handed me a form, a pen, and without thinking I signed.

“But… at that rate, at only two hundred a shoot, I’ll be doing this forever.”

Ms Scarlet smiled at me. She tilted her head slightly.

“Well… I suppose I could take a little extra off your debt if you were willing to do me a small, personal, favour?”

“Yes. Anything.” I was eager to agree.

I just wanted to get this over with. She smiled.

“Well, you see watching you pose for those photos got me quite hot. I have a thing for pretty girls like you. So… how about I double your fee if you get down on your knees and go down on me?”

I was stunned. She wanted me to…

I nodded, grinning. The thought of getting to go down on a woman as hot as Ms Scarlet made my heart race.

I’d never even kissed a girl before, and now here was my stunningly hot red-headed neighbour saying she’d effectively pay me to lick her pussy. I broke into a wide grin. I could still almost smell the scent of her musk from her dirty panties.

I was going to get to taste her. Did it matter that I was going to do it while dressed as a hot, sexy, pretty girl, while wearing my hot neighbour’s dirty panties?

“Well?” Ms Scarlet asked. “Are you interested?”

“I… Yeah. Sure.” I muttered. “Yes.”

“Good girl.” She said. “Now, on your knees.”
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I was eager to obey. I fell to my knees in front of Ms Scarlet and looked up at her.

In my head I couldn’t help but imagine what the scene might look like, a hot blonde kneeling in front of a beautiful, sexy red-haired woman, ready to worship her cunt. The thought thrilled me, even more so because I was that hot blonde.

“Ready to serve me with that pretty mouth of yours?” She said. “Ready to show me you’re sorry for the trouble you’ve caused me, that you’re willing to be a good girl for me?”

The phrase good girl chafed, but also sent a shiver along my spine. I wanted to take more money off my debt though, and I really wanted to taste my hot red-headed neighbour, so I just nodded.

“Close your eyes.” Ms Scarlet said.

I did as she instructed. There was the sound of movement, clothes being removed. I felt her step closer, could feel her looming over me. A hand came to rest on the back of my head.

“Open your eyes, Ruby.” She said.

I opened my eyes, ready to see her pussy. Only…

She had a cock. Ms Scarlet had stripped off her skirt and stood naked from the waist down. Her long, smooth, full legs were bared, her hips, ass, and… her cock. My hot, sexy, older neighbour had a cock. The stunningly beautiful, sexy, curvaceous neighbour had a cock. A thick, long, hard, throbbing cock.

It was bigger than mine by quite a lot, thicker and longer, and at the base was a short-cropped thatch of red hair. Her balls hung, heavy, almost threatening.

“I… you never said…”

“You never asked Ruby.” Ms Scarlet said, grinning. “But as it stands, you agreed. Double your fee for going down on me. Plus, I really think it is appropriate you take responsibility for getting me so hot and horny with all your posing for the camera. A cute girl like you needs to appreciate the effect she has on those around her. You made me hard, so it's only fair you help me out.”

I stared at her cock, looming over me. I looked up at her, into her piercing blue eyes. She was so beautiful. But… it was a cock. And I was straight. But… she was a woman.

I could even smell the soft, feminine musk of her, the same scent from her dirty panties, the panties I was still wearing. I looked back down, to her cock, and I swallowed the lump in my throat. She was offering me double.

No one ever needed to know. And… she was really, really hot. Sucking a woman’s cock was pretty straight, right?

“Open wide Ruby.” Ms Scarlet said.

With that, she pressed down on the back of my head. The tip of her cock pressed at my lips. For a moment I resisted, still unsure, but the musk of her, the velvety warmth of her skin, called to me.

Ms Scarlet pressed, and my lips parted. She thrust her cock into my mouth, and I began, on instinct, to suck.

My head spun. If I was a boy sucking a woman’s cock that was straight, right? But in that moment I looked like a girl, was dressed like a girl, so was it still gay? And what did any of that matter anyway?

The fact was that it felt kind of good. I wrapped my lips tight, sucking gently, and Ms Scarlet forced her cock deeper, pulling it back until just the tip was in my mouth, tugging at my lips as I sucked, thrusting it back in.

She began to fuck my mouth, and I began to enjoy it. It was my first sexual experience, and it was with my hot, sexy, older, red-haired neighbour, the woman I’d been lusting after for weeks, so… why shouldn’t I enjoy it?

As she worked her spit-wetted cock in and out I began to suck harder, making soft moans of pleasure, whimpers of submission, head spinning. She moaned loudly, clearly enjoying what I was doing, which only encouraged me.

“Such a pretty little slut, aren’t you Ruby?”

The words buzzed at the back of my head. Was I really a pretty little slut? And why did that make my body throb?

“That’s it, suck harder, work those pretty lips, and don’t be scared to use your hands.”

With her encouragement I lifted my hands to the base of her cock, gripping it, working what I couldn’t fit into my mouth. There was the tang of precum on my tongue.

The sounds of Ms Scarlet’s pleasure drove me on. Moans, grunts, thrusting her hips, gripping my hair tight, forcing my head down, making me take more and more of her girth, stretching my mouth wide. My jaw began to hurt, but I ignored it, head spinning.

I sucked hard, taking it deep, sucking on the tip and teasing it with my tongue as she pulled her cock almost entirely out. She thrust, and I let her fuck my mouth.

“Yes, that’s it. Just like that.”

Ms Scarlet thrust deep, and held her cock there. It throbbed, grew thicker, harder, and then… she was cumming. She was cumming in my mouth, filling my mouth with hot, thick, tangy spunk.

“Swallow it. Swallow it all like a good little cum-slut.” She said.

She held my head down, held her cock deep, the head pressing at the back of my throat, and so, on instinct, I swallowed.

I swallowed over and over, swallowing her cum, the sticky warmth of it filling my belly. She moaned, and slowly her climax subsided. Her cock began to soften, and she eased it out of my mouth, the head leaving my lips with an audible pop.

I swallowed the last traces of her cum, then licked my lips, looking up at her. I felt so dirty and slutty and… good.

“You did well. I’ll look forward to more of that.” She said.

I blushed. She was going to want more? But then… it’d mean paying off my debt faster. And it had been kind of fun.

Ms Scarlet chuckled.

“It looks like you enjoyed it too.” She said.

She looked down at me. She lifted one heel-clad foot, and teased it over the crotch of my short shorts, over my cock, a throb of pleasure running through me.

I looked down and saw that I was hard. My cock was hard, throbbing, panties damp with precum. I blushed as the realisation hit.

I’d got hard sucking her cock. It had turned me on. And, worse, my cock was clearly a lot smaller than Ms Scarlet’s.

“Maybe next time you can play with yourself while you go down on me?” She said, grinning. “But for now, why don’t you go clean up, and I’ll go make you copies of the photos we took? Something to remind you of the fun you had today.”

I looked up at her, wide-eyed. My head was spinning, the taste of her cum still lingering. She was going to give me copies of the photos? I’d be able to see myself as the hot blonde whenever I wanted?

I smiled.

“Thank you.” I said, meaning it.


Five

I got home, flustered, excited, head fuzzy, not quite sure how to process what had happened. The taste of my neighbour’s cum was still on my lips.

I took a long shower, not because I felt dirty though, but because I was sweaty and horny and wanted to calm down, washing under hot water before switching it to cold. Yet, even that was not much help.

My body, as smooth and pretty as it was, proved to be quite a distraction, so I left the shower almost as aroused as I’d been when I’d got in. Even getting dressed was a source of frustration. My body was so smooth and sensitive now, and every caress of my coarse boy clothes just reminded me how soft and sensual the girl clothes had been.

The stockings, the panties, and the bra had all felt silky and sexy. My ordinary clothes just didn’t compare. And that was even ignoring the fact that I felt so much lighter and flatter now, my tits gone and my long hair put back in the box.

I knew I should have been happy, relieved that it was over, for now, but… I wasn’t. Instead, I couldn’t stop thinking about when Ms Scarlet might call me back. What might she have me wear? Would she make me kneel down in front of her again? The image of her fat, thick cock loomed in my imagination.

So, I flopped down on my bed and sighed. I was physically exhausted from it all, but my head was buzzing with thoughts and emotions.

I’d told Alex I was busy all day, not knowing how long it would all take, not having told him anything about it all, and I thought about phoning him, seeing if he wanted to hang out, trying to distract myself, but I decided against it. I wasn’t ready to see him yet. I wasn’t really ready to see anyone.

I needed to work out what had happened, what it meant, how I felt about it.

Needing context, I shifted to grab the envelope Ms Scarlet had given me, and pulled out the copies of the photos she’d handed me as I’d left. It was the first time I’d seen them.

They were stunning. I was stunning.

The hot, sexy, flirty, photogenic blonde girl in the images was me, and she was beautiful. The poses were playful, provocative, and seeing them made me smile.

The memory of it all flared brightly. How it had felt, how kneeling had felt, how sucking Ms Scarlet’s cock had felt.

I blushed. My first sexual experience had been with my hot neighbour, and it had ended with me swallowing her cum. I could still feel it sticky and heavy in my belly. I smiled, felt my cock hardening.

I’d had a cold shower to try to cool myself down, but it hadn’t worked. Just seeing the photos had brought all the emotions and memories back. I was horny all over again.

I took a deep breath and giggled. I put the photos down and reached down to unbutton my jeans, slipped my hand down, wrapped my fingers around my smooth, hard, cock, and began to stroke.

I was so much smaller than Ms Scarlet.

My body throbbed. I remembered how it felt to be pretty, sexy, cute. I remembered how it felt to suck and stroke her cock, kneeling in front of her, the sensation of her cumming in my mouth, warm, thick, sticky, swallowing. I remembered her calling me a good girl.

My cock throbbed, hard, swelling, and I was cumming, filling my underwear with my spunk. It happened so fast, but it had felt so good, so much better than it normally did.

I came, hard, and when it was over I pulled my hand out of my underwear, my palm filled with cum. I paused for a moment, looked around for a tissue or a towel or some old underwear, but there was none. Then I smiled, chuckled.

Before I could rethink, I lifted my hand to my mouth, and I licked it clean, swallowing my cum, a shiver running down my spine. I blushed, the memory of Ms Scarlet calling me a cum-slut replaying in my mind.
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It was three long, agonising days before I got a message from Ms Scarlet. I was beginning to worry that her client had hated the photos and that I’d not be called back, that she’d demand payment for the debt in cash.

I didn’t have that kind of money. And… part of me felt almost sad at the thought of not getting to dress up again, at not getting to kneel down in front of her again, though I did my best not to acknowledge those feelings.

I was a boy. A straight boy. Once was bad enough. If she didn’t want me back then I’d be happy. I could go back to trying to work out how to get a girlfriend. If she wanted money I’d get a part-time job or a loan.

But… if she was going to force me to dress up and go down on her then I’d just have to go along with it, right? I wasn’t about to let on to her that part of me had enjoyed it.

When the message came though I couldn’t help but smile, and I replied immediately. I let her know I’d be there, and asked her when she needed me, and if she needed anything.

Come freshly shaved as that’ll save us time. In fact, just be sure to stay freshly shaved from now on until the debt is fully paid, it’ll make things easier. She messaged back.

I blushed, but said I’d do it. I then went out and got everything I needed to shave and keep myself smooth. If I was going to be forced to do it, I was at least going to do a good job of it. And that it felt quite nice to be smooth and soft, pretty, was beside the point.

[image: ]

The second photo shoot was much like the first. Ms Scarlet welcomed me in and took me straight upstairs to get me ready. We obviously skipped the shaving, since I was now keeping myself smooth and soft according to her instructions, and so went straight to the make-up.

“Do you remember what I told you last time?” She asked.

I shook my head. I’d not really been listening since I’d assumed I’d never need those skills. She sighed at this, shaking her head. I’d need to start doing my own make-up soon, so I had to learn. She was happy to help as I was new, but her patience was not infinite.

So, as she did my make-up for the second time, I did a better job of paying attention, and she carefully went over what she was doing, why, what tools she used, what colours, and what effect she was going for.

“The joy of make-up is you can be so many different people.” She explained. “You can be cute and innocent, or stern, a pink princess or a goth rocker, a delicate flower, or a wanton slut. It's all about style and colour.”

Her words made my head spin.

After make-up came hair, the same blonde wig, and again she commented about getting my hair cut, though she told me to let it grow a little longer before it came to that. Then, after the hair, came clothes.

“My client was very impressed with you, and it seems word has already begun to spread about little Miss Ruby Rouge. I have a new client asking for you, with specific requests.” She told me.

Then she showed me the outfit. I did my best not to smile, but something about it made my heart leap and my belly flutter.

It was a schoolgirl’s outfit, like women wore in porn. It seemed cliché and overdone, but the idea that I was going to be that hot, sexy, blonde schoolgirl like the girls in so many of the videos I’d watched, delighted me in ways that I knew it shouldn’t.

“First the final detail though.” Ms Scarlet added.

She got out the fake tits I’d worn before, helped me stick them to my chest. This too, she informed me, I would need to start doing on my own. I did a bad job at hiding my smile as I looked down at my girly body once they were in place, and I just knew Ms Scarlet would have noticed.

After that, I got dressed—white silk panties with a matching white silk bra over my tits, long thigh-high socks, a tiny, short pleated skirt, pink and white, and a short cropped white blouse that barely fitted over my ample cleavage, the buttons unable to close so my boobs were very exposed, flashing my lacy bra. The last touch was the same pair of cute heeled pink sneakers I’d worn before, but I did a better job of walking and standing and posing in them this time.

As I checked myself in the mirror I giggled. The outfit, along with the heavier makeup, really did make me look like a slutty schoolgirl. With my small body, my trim waist and narrow shoulders, my wide hips and round butt, my heavy tits and long, smooth legs, I looked like the perfect slutty schoolgirl ready to….

That thought made me blush. I couldn’t help but glance at Ms Scarlet’s crotch, the image of my hot red-headed neighbour’s cock looming in my mind.

“Ready?” Ms Scarlet asked.

I nodded. And we set to work.

I enjoyed posing more this time. I was still nervous, and anxious, but I was not as reserved or reluctant, and it felt more natural to play at being a girl for the camera. As Ms Scarlet called instructions out to me, praising me, encouraging me, my nerves and anxiety faded and I began to have fun, began to flirt with the camera.

The poses this time were more energetic, brazen, bending over to flash my panties under my skirt, blowing kisses, leaning over to flash my tits, posing like a naughty school girl trying to lure her teacher into giving her a good grade, and I embraced the freedom and the fantasy of it. It was nice to feel hot and attractive again, to feel sexy.

“Those are even better than last time!” Ms Scarlet said.

By the time we were done, I was breathing hard, sweating, and my cock was hard in my panties. I smiled, giggled, and I couldn’t help but glance down at Ms Scarlet’s crotch again. Was she going to make me the same offer as last time?

It wasn’t like I wanted to do it, but if it helped me pay off the debt faster then I might as well enjoy it, right?

“I think three hundred is fair this time, given you were specifically requested, and given how well you did. Keep this up and the debt will be paid off quickly.”

I stood still, waiting. I fluttered my eyelashes, pouting, biting my bottom lip. Ms Scarlet said nothing.

“I… is there any way I can pay it off faster?” I asked.

She looked at me and smiled.

“Well, watching you be such a slut for the camera has got me all pent up so I suppose… how about we round it up to five hundred if you go down on me again?”

Last time it had been double. I paused. Last time it had been four hundred though, not five. This was still more, even if it wasn’t quite double, and it was still two hundred to get on my knees and go down on her, to suck her cock, let her fuck my mouth, let her cum down my throat, swallow her spunk.

The thought made my mouth water, lips tingling. I nodded.

“Assume your position then Ruby.”

I moved forward and got onto my knees. I waited as Ms Scarlet got her cock out, stepping in close, watching her, trying to disguise my eagerness. My cock was throbbing.

She pressed the tip to my lips and my mouth opened. I began to suck.

“Why don’t you play with yourself too while you suck my cock?” She said.

I took her cock deeper, Ms Scarlet thrusting into my mouth, fucking her cock between my lips. I moaned as the head pressed at the back of my throat.

I was very horny after the photo shoot. My cock was hard, throbbing, body aching, and sucking her cock was only making it worse. It wasn’t like I wanted to be doing this, but if I was doing it, I might as well enjoy it, right?

So, as I let her fuck my mouth, her cock fat, long, throbbing, stretching my lips wide, tongue teasing, I reached under my skirt and fished my smooth, hard dick out of my panties, and I began to play with myself as I sucked my hot, red-headed neighbour’s cock.

With my free hand, I stroked the base of her shaft, wetted with my spit, her cock too big to fit in my mouth, and I let her thrust, let her use my mouth, fucking my face. I played with my cock, stroking, so much smaller than hers, and it felt good, bright pulses of pleasure.

I was a sexy hot blonde schoolgirl, a slut, sucking on a fat cock as I played with my cute little dick. I moaned in delight, giddy, and Ms Scarlet gripped the hair on the back of my head, pressing me down, fucking my mouth harder. I sucked, one hand on her cock, one hand on mine.

“That’s it, there. Don’t stop.” She said.

I didn’t want to stop.

I sucked, playing with her, playing with myself, lips tight, and then I felt her cock swelling, throbbing, and she was cumming, filling my mouth. I swallowed, and the delight of having her cum in my mouth, swallowing her spunk, drove me over the edge.

I was cumming too, hard, harder than I’d ever cum before. I was cumming as I swallowed my hot, sexy neighbour’s cum and my body pulsed with delight.

“Good girl.” Ms Scarlet said, caressing the back of my head.

I almost purred as I swallowed the last of her cum. My belly was warm and full, and my dick was softening as hers softened in my mouth.

“I look forward to seeing you again soon.” She said.

I pulled back, let the head of her prick leave my mouth with an audible pop. I smiled up at her.

“How soon?” I asked, trying, and failing, to hide my enthusiasm.


Six

After the second photo shoot, there was a third, a fourth, a fifth, a sixth, a seventh, an eighth, and each one was better than the last. I was kept almost constantly busy, seeing Ms Scarlet every three or four days, and when I wasn’t seeing her I was thinking about her, making sure to keep myself shaved so I was smooth and soft and ready at a moment’s notice.

Alex noticed something, but wasn’t quite sure what. I was constantly distracted, daydreaming. He asked me if I was okay and I told him I was fine, just distracted with study, but I wasn’t sure he bought it. As it was, I was seeing a lot less of him. Normally I’d have seen him every night and during the day at college, but that was no longer the case.

I was seeing Ms Scarlet twice a week and was shaving every other night, so that left only one or two nights a week for my best friend. I still saw him during the day, but even then my mind was elsewhere.

He’d call, send me messages, and we’d chat a bit, but I had other things on my mind. I was thinking about Ms Scarlet, and what she had planned for me next.

She gave me homework outside of the shoots, gave me exercises to follow, yoga and squats, and gave me a strict diet to follow. She told me all good models needed to look after their bodies, and the thought that I was a good model made me grin. She had me studying make-up tutorials too, videos and guides, and soon enough she had me doing my own make-up, my own hair, and even fitting my own breasts to my chest.

I wasn’t as skilled as her at the start, but with her help and guidance I quickly got a lot better, so that soon I felt confident to try bolder styles, and she praised me, which made me happy. Soon I looked almost as good as when she did my make-up, and that fact gave me the biggest grin that I struggled to hide.

Ms Scarlet had me dress up in more outfits too. She had new clients asking for me, and old clients returning for more photos of me. I felt flattered and confused. Why did they want all these pictures of me?

I didn’t argue though. I was here to pay off what I owed, and that I got to dress up as a sexy French maid, a slutty nurse, an innocent librarian, a wanton secretary, a stern policewoman, and more, was just an extra bonus. I was allowed to have fun, right?

After each photo shoot, I was praised, given forms to sign, and a package containing copies of some of the photos that had been taken of me, photos of me as a sexy blonde in lots of hot, sexy, pretty outfits.

But that was always after Ms Scarlet and I settled on a final amount to be deducted from my debt.

Each time she told me what I would be paid for as a model, and each time I asked if I could pay my debt off faster—each time the question came easier, more eagerly, more enthusiastically. She would smile, and nod. If I went down on her she could up the payment.

But each time the amount extra she paid me for pleasuring her with my mouth went down. Still, I always agreed, and I would get on my knees to suck her cock while playing with myself, letting her fuck her fat, perfect cock between my lips until she came, filling my mouth, and as I swallowed I would cum.

Each time it felt better. But… I was just doing it to pay off my debt faster. I wasn’t doing it because it was fun.

Then on the eighth time, something changed. I asked if I could pay off my debt faster, the four hundred for my modelling not nearly enough to pay off my debt quickly, but Ms Scarlet just shook her head.

“No.” She said, smiling. “No bonus this time.”

My heart sank. She stared at me. Had I done something wrong? Didn’t she think me pretty, sexy, hot? Did she not enjoy my ministrations?

“I’m still very horny for your pretty little slut mouth Ruby, but there will be no more bonuses. I want you on your knees, sucking my cock, but there is no longer any incentive for you to do it, other than pleasure. Mine and yours.”

I stared at her, blinking. She smiled, waiting. Could I…

It wasn’t long before I was on my knees in front of her, sucking her cock, playing with myself, swallowing her cum as she fucked my mouth, swallowing her cum as I came hard from playing with my smooth, pretty little dick.

“Such a good girl.” She said, smiling at me.

As she slipped her softening cock from my mouth with an audible pop I looked up at her, licking my lips.

“Thank you.” I said, grinning.

I knew then that something irreversible had changed in me.
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“Would you like me to suck your cock again?” I said with a demure smile.

To emphasise my point I wiggled my hips and ass, making my tits jiggle. My belly fluttered and I bit my bottom lip, doing my best to look alluring.

Ms Scarlet and I had just finished our tenth photo shoot, and I understood well enough that there was no bonus now for going down on her, for sucking her cock, for swallowing her cum, but I still offered. I was just harmless fun, right?

I got to go down on my hot, sexy, older neighbour, and I got to play with myself and cum at the same time. It felt good. I wasn’t hurting anyone. So… what did it matter if I enjoyed sucking her cock? What did it matter if I’d started to crave her cum?

I was still confused about it all. I was a boy, so was I gay if I liked sucking a woman’s cock? But what if I was sucking a woman’s cock while I was a girl? Was it gay to think about her cock while I was home masturbating? What did it mean if in my fantasies with Ms Scarlet, I was always Ruby, a pretty blonde girl in sexy outfits?

This photo shoot had been my first in just lingerie, and I’d enjoyed it a lot. The poses had been the most sexual and brazen yet, and I’d even flashed my ass and tits at the camera a little, encouraged by Ms Scarlet. Nothing pornographic, more titillation, but still more than I’d done before.

I was feeling very hot and horny after it all, eager for the chance to get on my knees and feel Ms Scarlet’s cock in my mouth, aching for the chance to cum, and I could see from the look in her eye that she was even hornier than usual. The way she kept looking at me was like a lion eyeing a steak dinner—I quite liked it and I did my best to encourage her lust by strutting adeptly in my sexy black high-heels, wiggling my ass and hips, and jiggling my tits as I pouted and fluttered my eyelashes.

Ms Scarlet smiled at me, and I felt my heart skip. My mouth felt empty, was watering, and my smooth little dick throbbed in my panties.

“No.” She said, still smiling.

My heart sank and my face fell. She didn’t want me to suck her cock?

I felt crushed. I had been looking forward to it, had been excited by the thought. I was expecting that I’d get to drop to my knees and pleasure her as I pleasured myself, and even though I didn’t want to admit it, I was beginning to enjoy being her cum-slut, and the thought of not getting to taste and swallow her cum made me almost sad.

What was happening to me?

“Today I want something more.” She said.

She smiled at me, and my heart fluttered. More than me sucking her cock? What…

“You look so sexy today that I don’t think your mouth will be enough. I want to fuck you.” She said. “Obviously you’re free to say no. You can just sign the forms and leave with your copy of today’s photos, but… I think you’d enjoy it just as much as me.”

She was still smiling, staring at me in that way that made me feel hot and sexy and pretty. I blushed. She…

“You want to fuck me? You mean… you want…”

“I want to fuck you in your tight, sexy, ass Ruby. I want to bury my hard, fat cock in your ass and fuck you until I cum inside you. I want to breed you as you cum from getting fucked like the good girl you are.”

Her words left no room for doubt. I was silent for a moment. Sucking her cock had been fun, and I looked forward to it now even if I’d been reluctant at first.

This though was too much, wasn’t it?

I was a boy. I should be the one fucking her. Right? But then… I was dressed like a sexy girl, so maybe it made sense?

I looked at my hot, sexy, redhead neighbour, the beautiful older woman, and my head spun. She wanted to fuck me in the ass. She wanted to fuck me with her thick, hard cock.

I was a virgin. I’d never fucked a girl before, and now a girl, a woman, wanted to fuck me. Could I? Would her cock even fit? What would it feel like?

I couldn’t deny that I was curious. Sucking her cock had felt good, cumming as I swallowed her cum. Maybe having her fuck me, cum in me, would feel even better.

And… once wouldn’t hurt, would it? Just to find out.

I was so horny. I’d been looking forward to getting on my knees, hadn’t cum for two days deliberately to save up, had been eager for it. I’d gotten so horny during the photo shoot imagining it that I couldn’t think straight.

“Well?” She said. “Are you going to bend over my desk, or are you going to leave?”

I smiled, fluttering my eyelashes. Without speaking I walked towards her desk, strutting in my heels, wiggling my ass and hips, tits jiggling. I was getting good at walking in heels now, was pretty skilled at looking sexy in them.

Ms Scarlet watched me as I bent over, face down, ass up, and spread my legs. I reached back with both hands, tugging my panties to the side, spreading my cheeks, exposing my virgin hole.

“Please…” I was nervous, a quiet, soft, feminine whisper. “… please, fuck me.”

Ms Scarlet smiled, admiring the view.

“How could I deny my good girl such a polite request?” She said.
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Ms Scarlet wasted no time. She stripped out of her skirt and underwear, exposing her hard, thick, throbbing cock, and moved towards me.

I shivered, nervous and excited. I was about to get fucked. Would her cock even fit?

“Just try to relax.” She said.

I did as she said, and she stepped in close behind me. She had one hand on her cock, directing it, aiming it at my tight, virgin hole, and with the other, she reached out to grip and grope my ass. Her touch felt amazing.

“Please… I… I want to cum so bad.” I whispered.

I made my voice soft, feminine, wanting to be sexy and pretty and girly for her. I was Ruby in that moment, a hot blonde girl, eager to get fucked.

“Patience.” She said. “We should savour our first time together.”

With that Ms Scarlet teased the head of her cock over my hole, pressing just barely in, the tip stretching me before slipping away. I moaned, pressing back, acting on instinct, craving more.

Her cock slipped away and I moaned in frustration, grinding my hips and ass back, trying to catch the head of her beautiful cock with my tight hole.

“Someone is an eager slut, aren’t they?” Ms Scarlet said.

I just nodded. I didn’t know what was happening to me, but it felt right. It was like something had clicked inside me. My body craved her cock. I needed her cock inside. I wanted to get fucked.

“Well, I better not keep you waiting then.”

With that, Ms Scarlet lifted her hand off my ass and reached out to a drawer to the side. She pulled out a bottle full of clear liquid, and she smeared a dollop on the head of her cock before pouring even more down the crack of my ass.

It was cold and slippery and it made me shiver, but the head of her wet cock running down and teasing over my hole made me shiver even more. I moaned as the tip stretched me again, my hole wet this time, her cock lubed.

My hole stretched, pressure, pain, pleasure, and then the tip popped past my outer ring, entering me. I moaned in bliss and delight.

“Fuck…”

Ms Scarlet’s cock was inside me. Her cock was inside my virgin hole. It was just the tip and already it felt so good.

With her cock in me she lifted both hands to my ass, groping, caressing, then reached up to grip my hips. She thrust, and her cock went deep, filling me, knocking the air from my lungs and the thoughts from my head.

“So tight.” She whispered.

I just moaned. There were no words. It felt good.

I spread my legs wider, lifting my ass up, curving my back, face down. Ms Scarlet pulled her cock out, the head tugging at my entrance, then fucked deep, thrusting. She began to fuck me.

I worked my hips and ass, matching her rhythm, riding her cock. She gripped me tight. My cute little smooth dick swayed beneath me, so hard it hurt. I had never experienced any pleasure like it before.

We fucked, Ms Scarlet’s cock thrusting in and out of my tight hole, slippery, wet, stretched wide. I worked my hips and ass back, body acting on instinct, chasing the knot of pleasure that was unravelling inside me.

“Pretty little slut.” She said.

I moaned, nodded. I was a pretty little slut.

“Fuck me harder. Please.” I moaned.

My head was fuzzy, body hot. I could feel Ms Scarlet’s cock getting thicker, longer, harder, throbbing. I wanted her to cum inside me but I never wanted the pleasure to end.

Her grip on my hips tightened, and she thrust deep, hard, and her cock swelled, stretching my tight, virgin hole. I felt it throb, felt warmth, thick, sticky and wet inside me.

She was cumming. She was cumming inside me. She was cumming in my ass, filling me, breeding me. The moans of her pleasure filled the air.

“Fuck… yes… yes…” I whimpered.

I thrust back, grinding, pleasure, hot, my belly full of her cum as she pumped load after load of her spunk into me. I felt the knot inside me unravel and then I was cumming, hard, cumming harder than I’d ever cum before.

My hole clenched down, milking, and we came together before collapsing in a heap on her desk, Ms Scarlet lying on top of me. Her cock softened, then slipped out of my ass as we caught our breath. I clenched down as her cum oozed out, wanting to keep it inside me.

I’d earned that cum. It was mine.

“You did well Ruby.” She said, kissing the back of my neck.

I just moaned, warm and fuzzy, basking in the afterglow of being fucked. I felt amazing.

“But you still owe me. So, see you again soon?” She said.

I giggled.

“Soon can’t come soon enough.” I replied.


Seven

“What’s that?”

Alex’s voice was close, and I jumped at the sound of it. I’d gotten distracted and hadn’t seen him approaching. I looked up just in time to see him reach out and grab the photos out of my hand that I’d been looking through.

My heart skipped a beat.

I’d just wanted to see them again. I found carrying them around and looking at them throughout the day cheered me up, got me through those days when I wasn’t seeing my hot red-headed neighbour, but I’d gotten careless.

It was lunch, and I’d picked a table in the corner so I could look through the photos unobserved, but I’d become engrossed in some of the photos from the earlier shoots, me as a schoolgirl, me as a maid, me as a nurse, and I’d forgotten I was meeting Alex for lunch.

And now he was looking at the photos of me as a girl.

“Who is she? She’s hot! Is this why you’ve been distracted and not had time for me? I can’t say I blame you. I mean… I’d drop you in a heartbeat for time with a girl as sexy as this.”

Alex chuckled as he looked at the photos of me. His words made me blush, my belly fluttering. He thought I was sexy? Why did that make me happy?

But the important thing was he hadn’t realised they were pictures of me. I just had to get them back before he got a good look.

“Wow. I mean… wow.” He said.

“They’re mine. Give them back…”

I went to snatch them back but all I managed to do was knock them out of Alex’s hand. The photos scattered across the floor.

I raced around the table to pick them up but Alex beat me to it. He was looking over the images, frowning, studying them, curious.

“She looks familiar. Do I know her?” Alex asked.

I froze for a moment, panic and fear, then scrambled to grab as many of the photos as I could. It’d be bad enough if he never realised the truth, if he just thought they were of a girl I knew, maybe a girl I was dating, since I’d never hear the end of it if he thought he’d caught me looking at hot, sexy photos of a girl in various cute, playful, revealing outfits.

If he realised the truth though, if he recognised me in the photos, if he realised they were photos of me, that the girl was me, then it’d be even worse. I grabbed the photos off the ground as quickly as I could, hiding them away, but I wasn’t fast enough.

Alex already had several, and was looking through them, grinning. I knew that face. He was working out how to tease me.

“She’s really cute. Some of these are hot.” He said. “You know her?”

I nodded without thinking. It was the truth. I did know her.

“Shit. Wow. All I can say is lucky you. How did you meet? And, can I borrow some of these? You know, for reasons.”

Alex was smirking, teasing. I could tell from the tone of his voice though what he meant. He really did think Ruby was hot. He thought I was hot. He wanted to keep the photos so he could look at them later, admire the girl in them, admire me.

There was no way I could say yes though. If he kept hold of even one photo then he was guaranteed to recognise me eventually. I’d been lucky so far, but that luck wouldn’t hold out forever.

I reached for the photos he was holding but he shifted, moving them out of my reach, laughing.

“They’re mine. Give them back. I…”

“So where did you meet her?” He asked, giggling. “I’ve never seen her before, but she looks familiar.”

He frowned. I could almost hear his brain ticking.

“Is she… she’s not related to you, is she? Because that’s super weird if she is.” He chuckled, but there was an element of sincerity in what he said.

“I… no.” I said.

It was the truth, in a way. Ruby wasn’t related to me, she was me. Alex seemed to hear the doubt in my voice though, the hesitation.

He looked at me, brow furrowed. He was silent for a moment. My heart was racing. I need the photos back.

I leaned forwards, went to grab them. Alex’s eyes went wide in shock.

“No way!” He said.

I paled. Froze.

“She… you… that’s…”

He’d realised.

“I can explain.” I said. “Please, let me explain.”
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Alex listened as I explained everything. Well, almost everything. I left out the parts about Ms Scarlet increasing my payments for me going down on her. I didn’t tell him about me sucking her cock, about me getting down on my knees and letting her cum in my mouth. And I certainly did tell him about her fucking me, about me losing my anal virginity to our hot neighbour, about her cumming in me, breeding me.

I did my best to be honest. I did my best to be calm. Alex, however, was furious.

“She can’t do that to you.” He said. “She can’t make you do that…”

“I… I did agree, and I signed the release papers.” I said.

He didn’t seem to want to listen to me as I tried to explain though. I’d told him about the damage I’d caused, the cost of it, and that Ms Scarlet had footage of me breaking in and wrecking her camera equipment, but it didn’t seem to register.

He seemed to think I’d been forced, against my will, and that being made to dress like a girl, pose for photos, was the worst thing anyone could be made to do, and while it was true I’d not been keen on the idea, at the start at least, I did my best to make it clear that it had all been my choice.

I had been reluctant at the start, but I’d agreed. I’d gone along with Ms Scarlet’s demands to pay off the debt I owed. I’d signed the forms willingly, because it had been my fault her equipment had got damaged. Alex though, would not listen.

“I’m going to talk to her. We’re going to talk to her. We’re going to put a stop to this. She’s going to stop making you do this and we’ll find another way to help you pay all this off.” He said.

My heart sank, and the swell of emotions that surged at the thought of him putting an end to my photo shoots caused a realisation to come crashing down on me. I’d started to enjoy dressing up. I’d started to enjoy becoming Ruby, and I’d started to crave and delight in the time I spent with Ms Scarlet afterwards.

The thought of Alex putting an end to it all crushed me. The thought that I’d not get to be Ruby again, that I’d not get to suck on Ms Scarlet’s cock again, that I’d not get to experience her fucking me again, made my heart ache.

“Come on. We’ll go now.” He said to me, voice firm. “I’m going to make sure she knows she can’t treat you like this.”

I shook my head, tried to object, but he wouldn’t listen. Alex practically dragged me out of college, determined to put an end to my perceived torture. I had to explain, but… I couldn’t find the words.

There was hope though. Ms Scarlet. Maybe she could save me. Maybe she could save Ruby. I just had to hope that she enjoyed my attentions as much as I enjoyed hers.
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It didn’t take us long to reach Ms Scarlet’s house. She was home, alone, when we knocked, and she seemed surprised to see us both, but not unpleasantly so.

“Come in.” She said.

“Lovely to see you as always Rob, and you brought your friend. A nice surprise, but can I ask why?”

And then Alex exploded at her.

He ranted, telling her she could not keep doing what she was doing, that she could not keep tormenting, torturing, and punishing me. It was cruel, unfair, and he’d not let her carry on.

Ms Scarlet just smiled, listened, and let Alex shout at her. It was only when he was done, when his fury had exhausted itself, that she spoke.

“Can I speak now?” She asked, her voice soft, polite.

Alex just nodded. He seemed almost unsettled by her calmness.

“First, I did not force Rob to do anything. I gave him a choice.” She said. “As it was, the equipment he damaged by breaking into my house was very expensive. To claim on the insurance I’d need to file a report, with the police, and I’d need to tell them everything I know. Given I have footage of Rob breaking in, and then damaging my equipment, I think their investigation would be very swift indeed.”

Ms Scarlet kept smiling. Alex’s fury faltered in the face of her calm, her charm.

She stood taller than both of us, radiant and beautiful. She was dressed in a tight-fitting black mini-dress, low cut, showing off her cleavage, legs, the fabric figure-hugging, and I knew from experience how distracting it was to be around her. I just hoped she’d be able to persuade Alex to leave me to pay off my debt as we’d arranged.

“I thought I was being kind by offering Rob an alternative. You both seem like nice young men, and I didn’t want to spoil his future by getting the police involved. As it is, this deal is worse for me. I’m still down on money and equipment, and it’s going to be months before I’m fully paid back at this rate. However, I’ve been having fun, and I thought Rob was too. He’s a natural, and has become one of my most popular models, so I was happy to continue, but if Rob is unhappy and wants to leave I can default to our original deal and I can contact my insurance company?”

She was so reasonable and charismatic. So stunning and sexy. I smiled at her, fluttering my eyelashes, looking up at her.

“I… I’m happy to carry on.” I said.

Alex looked at me, stunned.

“I mean. It’s better than the police being involved, and… it’s not really that bad.”

I looked to my best friend.

“I’m really not that bothered. No one knows it’s me, except you now, and… it’s better than having the police being involved and my parents finding out, right?”

Alex looked at me, then looked back to Ms Scarlet. He was silent for a moment.

“You can’t though. It’s… you can’t keep doing this to him. It’s not right. He’s a boy, a man, like me. You can’t make him spend the next few months as your… as your doll.”

That word made me shiver and blush.

“There is a debt that needs to be paid.” Ms Scarlet said. “That will take several months given what he earns for each shoot. After that Rob will be free to go with no consequences. If he wants.”

As Ms Scarlet spoke those last words she looked at me and smiled. My heart skipped and I felt weak, hot, flustered. I could stay working with her even after the debt was paid? That thought made me happy.

How had this happened? What had she done to me? Had she corrupted me, or had she just helped me discover who I’d always been, just hidden, buried deep?

“Isn’t there some way he can pay it off faster? I mean… months is a long time for him to have to keep doing this. I don’t have much money but I could pay you. I could…”

“I suppose there is a way you could help Rob out, if you were willing, and he was?” Ms Scarlet said.

Her smile had become a grin. I felt my belly flutter, a rush of nerves and excitement. Was she really suggesting what I thought she was suggesting?

“I… what?” Alex said.

“Rob is proving to be quite popular with my clients. But unfortunately, given the nature of our arrangement, and the fact that we’re keeping this all very secret to protect him, many of the better-paying jobs he’s been offered have been impossible.” Ms Scarlet said. “However, if you were willing to help then he’d easily be able to earn four or five times what he normally does. And if you were both feeling very bold, possibly ten, or twenty times, provided you were willing to contribute your earnings to his total too?”

Alex stared at her, wary, then looked at me. I just smiled at him, not sure how to feel about what I thought Ms Scarlet was suggesting. Yet, I was undeniably curious.

“You mean I would… like him? I’d have to… I’d have to dress like a girl?” Alex asked.

Ms Scarlet nodded.

Alex looked between our hot, red-headed neighbour and me. I smiled at him. He took a deep breath and then nodded.

“I’ll do it.” He said.

Ms Scarlet chuckled.

“Wonderful. Rob, you go get Ruby ready, choose a fun outfit. I’ll be taking Alex here with me to prepare him. I’ll see you soon.”

I nodded, understanding. Ms Scarlet stepped off, instructing Alex to follow.

Alex looked at me, gave me a feigned smile, then did as he was told. As I watched him go I was already wondering what outfit and style Ruby would go for today, and I couldn’t help but wonder what kind of girl Alex would be.


Eight

“Ready?” A voice called from outside the room.

I smiled, nervous, head spinning.

I’d gone ahead and done as Ms Scarlet had said and had got ready, changing from Rob to Ruby. It had not taken me long, since I kept myself smooth and shaved at all times now, and I was quite skilled at applying my make-up, putting on and styling my wig, and sticking on my tits—it was odd, doing it all on my own, the emotions it stirred in me more potent, the joy, a sense of rightness.

As I got ready I felt myself relaxing. I had missed this, being Ruby, and as I put on my make-up, wig, and my breasts it felt more like I was escaping a disguise than putting one on.

I tried not to dwell on that thought though, putting it aside to consider what it meant later. For now, I had more important things to think about. What was I going to wear?

In the end, I chose something simple, fun, but also cute and sexy and feminine. I went for one of my favourite outfits. I picked out a matching set of white panties and bra, white stockings with a white suspender belt, and chose a short, pleated, pink plaid skirt, like a naughty schoolgirl might wear. I added to that a cropped vest that would show off my boobs and my belly, and the finishing touch was a pair of cute, six-inch black platform heels.

I’d only just finished getting dressed when Ms Scarlet called out. I checked my reflection quickly, making sure I looked my best, smiling at the pretty, sexy, slutty girl I saw looking back at me.

This was the first time Alex was going to meet Ruby and I wanted to impress him. My heart skipped, I was terrified, but also giddy with excitement. I took a deep breath, nodded. I was…

“Ready.” I said.

As I turned, the door opened.
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I watched as Ms Scarlet stepped in, smiling. Behind her came…

I blushed, not quite sure I could believe my eyes.

Behind her was a young woman, about my age, looking nervous and coy, uncertain in her short-heeled boots, trying her best to look small and unimportant. She was failing though. She could never look small and unimportant because she was stunning.

“Alex?” I asked.

I couldn’t believe it.

The girl looked up and lifted her hand to sweep her long black hair out of her face. Her eyes were big and bold, her make-up heavy, dark, almost gothy, but she remained ravishingly beautiful.

Yet… I could see Alex in her face. It really was him.

“Hi.” She said.

Her voice was soft and feminine. Clearly Ms Scarlet had given her instructions.

“Hi.” I said, using my best girly voice.

I couldn’t help but blush, belly fluttering, heart racing.

“I’m Ruby. It’s nice to meet you.” I said.

Alex smiled at me, looking nervous but gorgeous.

She was dressed in a short black dress, decorated with chains and buckles. Her legs, smooth and long, were clad in wide mesh fishnets. I wondered what was underneath her skirt, what her panties looked like.

She shifted in her heeled boots, her body moving, hips, ass. Her figure was less voluptuous than mine, than Ms Scarlet's, and she was shorter than both of us in her shorter heels, but it suited her. She was cute, innocent, elfin, a girly goth vixen next to my slutty, brazen, candy-pink schoolgirl. The contrast between us only made it hotter.

“I… I’m Alice.” Alex said.

Her voice was shaking, and she looked pale, terrified. I couldn’t help but smile at her and I wanted to hug her, tell her it would all be okay, that it would be fun.

“Are you ready to come pose for some photos with me, Alice?” I said. “I think once you get into it you’ll learn to enjoy it. I… I know I was nervous at first, but now I love it.”

Alice stared at me, blinking. She was such a cute little goth princess. Her dark lips were full, plump, inviting. Her body was so smooth and small and svelte. I wanted…

I shook my head to clear my thoughts. I couldn’t think about my best friend like that. I was so used to it just being me and Ms Scarlet that I’d almost been conditioned to associate dressing up and posing with having fun, but with Alice around I’d not be having that kind of fun, would I?

Alice smiled. She seemed to relax. And the way she looked at me made my heart flutter slightly, staring at me almost as though she couldn’t believe I were real.

She’d seen photos of me, but had never met me. I was almost used to being Ruby now, but I realised that for her, seeing me in that moment, she was meeting me for the first time.

Was she seeing me in the same way I was seeing her? Did she think me cute, pretty, sexy? The thought made me hot and squirmy, and I wiggled on the spot, shaking my hips, ass, my tits jiggling.

I saw Alice’s gaze drop and she stared at my cleavage.

“Well, now you’ve both met, shall we get started?” Ms Scarlet said.

I nodded, eager, and Alice did the same, though less confident. I couldn’t wait to see what the images from this photo shoot would look like.
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It was awkward to start, Alice timid and unsure, and I wondered if that’s what I had been like in the beginning. Was I that stiff and shy? Was I that nervous?

The thought made me grin, realising how far I’d come, how much I’d grown. The thought that I’d ever been that anxious and unsure made me chuckle.

I was bolder now, more playful, and I relished flirting with the camera, with Ms Scarlet as she snapped image after image after image. I had fun. I enjoyed posing and moving, showing off, being brazen and sexy, feeling hot. It made me happy, made me feel good.

I knew I was beautiful now, and I loved how attractive I felt in front of the camera. As Rob, I was unexceptional, plain, but as Ruby, I was glamorous and cute.

Yet, I could see that Alice still didn’t know or appreciate how gorgeous she was. She still thought of herself as Alex, a plain, ordinary, overlooked boy. But she wasn’t Alex any more. Not in that moment. She was still my best friend, but she was Alice, the hot, sexy, pretty goth princess to my candy pink schoolgirl.

“Show more leg.” I said. “Bend over like this, both of us together, it’ll look amazing.”

I gave her suggestions, tricks I’d learned, poses I knew worked well or that were a lot of fun. I helped her loosen up and enjoy herself. Slowly, but surely, she began to smile, blushing, watching me carefully.

“If you stand like this it’ll make the most of your curves.” I said.

Alice watched me pose in a way that made my cleavage look fuller and my ass rounder. She stared at me, at my tits, my ass, wide-eyed.

Did she think I was hot? Why did that idea make me happy?

Alice copied me, and I bit my bottom lip at the sight of her. She was so cute and pretty. Being close to her, seeing her staring at me with her big, dark, sexy eyes, made my cock throb in my panties.

I needed to calm down. She was my best friend. I needed…

“More like that.” Ms Scarlet. “And Ruby, get in close. Don’t be scared of each other. Don’t be afraid to touch each other.”

We both glanced at each other, blushing, but I still did as I was told. I moved closer to Alice and we posed together. She was soft and smooth and warm and I felt my body tingle, a rush of excitement. Was she feeling the same thing?

“If we pose like this we can tease the camera, flash just enough panty to spark the imagination, but not enough to actually let them see our panties.” I said.

We both posed, bending over to show off our butts. I knew it would make an amazing photo, and I was directing Alice to pose in ways that would take the kind of photos that I’d want to see, aware that I’d be getting copies, that I’d be able to look back at these photos and admire her.

We posed in many ways, and as she became more confident and comfortable the poses became more playful, teasing, flirtatious. We began to laugh, and Alice loosened up.

She stood close, our bodies pressing together as we showed off, smiling, blushing, fluttering out eyelashes, pouting. She looked at me with big, dazzling eyes, and I felt drawn to her in a way I’d never been drawn to Alex.

She was so cute, and the way she looked at me made me feel cute too. And the poses became more brazen, playful, sexual. I was having the best time, and I was finding more and more elaborate ways to show off, knowing I’d get to look back at all these images, would get to stare at Alice once I had copies of the photos, that I’d be able to admire her. The thought made my head spin.

“I think that should be enough.” Ms Scarlet said. “I’m sure my client will be delighted with these.”

I stopped, looked to Alice, and she stared at me. It was over. I felt a pang in my chest.

“In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if you, Alice, didn’t prove just as popular as Ruby.”

Alice blushed. I smiled at her.

“Would you like me to let you know if there is more work for you in the future?”

Alice looked to me, biting her bottom lip, then nodded.

“I… yeah. Sure. If it helps Ruby pay off her debt faster I… I’d be okay with that.”

She still sounded uncertain.

“Didn’t you have fun?” I said. “I mean, I’d not want you to do this if you were having an awful time. I… I like it now. I had fun, with you, but if you didn’t then…”

“I had fun.” Alice said. “It was… not what I was expecting. And… yeah, it was fun, doing that with you.”

“So you’ll be back?” Ms Scarlet said.

Alice looked at her, unsure.

“I… maybe.” She said.

Ms Scarlet’s smile widened.

“If you’re not sure, then perhaps Ruby and I can help convince you. What do you say, Ruby?”

The way Ms Scarlet spoke, her smile, the glint in her eyes, I knew exactly what she meant. My heart skipped.

Could I really do that in front of Alice, my best friend? They’d seen me as a girl now, knew about the photo shoots, but was I really willing to let them see me on my knees…

But then the lure of Ms Scarlet’s cock was too strong. It had been days since I’d last seen her. I ached for her, wanted to feel her. I giggled, nodded.

“What do you mean?” Alice asked.

“Just watch.” I said.

Without another word I stepped off and strutted towards my hot neighbour, falling to my knees in front of her.

“Watch.” Ms Scarlet said. “And if you want to join in, know you’re welcome.”

And with that, she began to peel up her dress.


Nine

I stared up at Ms Scarlet as she lifted her dress and pulled her panties down, slipping them off, exposing her thick, long, hard, throbbing cock. Just the sight of it was enough to make my mouth water now.

I remembered the last time I had seen her, how she had fucked me in my ass, cum in me. I wanted to feel her inside me again.

Behind me, I could feel Alice watching, the quiet gasp as she saw our sexy, red-headed neighbour's secret. I was only vaguely aware though. The majority of my focus was on Ms Scarlet, her cock.

I wanted to feel her in my mouth, wanted the pleasure of tasting her.

“Please…” I whispered.

“Of course beautiful.” She said.

I shifted, moved forwards, and reached up to grasp the thickness of her cock, parting my lips, and took her prick into the warm, tight, wet confines of my mouth. I began to suck, noisily, wanting to perform.

With my free hand, I reached down, reached under my skirt, and into my panties. My cock was already hard, had been hard almost the entire duration of the photo shoot, but seeing Ms Scarlet’s cock had just made me harder.

I was in the habit now of not touching myself when alone, wanting to save it all up for when I got to spend time with Ms Scarlet, sucking her cock, letting her fuck me, so I was very horny, body throbbing.

I took her cock deep, wetting it, sucking, licking, and stroked myself, moaning in pleasure. That Alice was watching me just made it seem somehow even hotter than ever.

“She’s adorable, isn’t she? Such a gorgeous little cum-slut.”

The words stung, but also lit a fire of delight in me. I loved the term, and it was also true. I was a slut for Ms Scarlet’s cum. That I was being called it in front of Alice though, my best friend, just added to the thrill and the humiliation.

“Why don’t you come over and see just how talented she is.” Ms Scarlet said.

I took her cock deep, letting the head rest in the back of my throat, working my hands and lips, touching myself. It felt good, and then…

There was movement. Alice was standing next to me. Standing over me.

I kept sucking, playing with myself, my body thrumming with pleasure, and I blushed as I looked into my best friend's eyes. She was stunning, and she was watching me suck Ms Scarlet’s cock, wide-eyed and clearly turned on.

I moaned louder, wanting to make a show of what a slut I was. I sucked harder, deeper, faster, and I squirmed in delight as I stroked myself. Ms Scarlet’s cock throbbed, harder, and thicker, the tang of her precum on my tongue. She thrust, using me, fucking my mouth, my face, her cock slipping just barely into my tight throat, gagging me.

“Can I… will you…” Alice’s voice was quiet.

Slowly she lifted up her dress, revealing her fishnet-clad thighs, the fishnet pantyhose running all the way up. Her black panties were lacy, cute, sexy, and tiny, showing off her legs and hips and ass, showing off the bulge of her cock.

She peeled her panties to the side and took her dick out. It was smaller than Ms Scarlet’s, about the same size as mine, smooth and hard and throbbing. She held it in front of me, standing over me. It was so cute. She was so cute.

“Will you…” She asked.

“Go ahead.” Ms Scarlet said. “I like to watch.”

I looked up at her, at Alice, and my belly fluttered. I’d only ever sucked Ms Scarlet’s cock before. Alice was my best friend. Could I…

I knew the answer though. Yes.

Slowly I slipped my lips off my sexy neighbour’s cock and turned to face Alice. I reached out, still touching myself, and leaned close, parting my wet lips, and I took my best friend’s pretty dick into my mouth and I began to suck and lick and devour her.

[image: ]

Alice thrust deep, her cock small enough to fit neatly into my mouth. I sucked hard, working my tongue.

“Fuck… oh fuck.”

Her pleasured moans delighted me. I knew that she was a virgin, just as I had been only a few weeks ago. I knew she had no experience with girls, that this was the first time anyone had touched her. I was the first person to suck her cock.

That I was devouring her virgin cock delighted me, made me hot with pleasure.

I sucked hard, fast, deep, hot lips, wet mouth, tight, teasing the tip of her prick with my tongue. I took it deep, then pulled back, sucking on just the head. I felt her cock throb, swelling, and then… she was cumming.

Alice was cumming into my mouth, coating my tongue with her cum, and I swallowed on instinct. She tasted different to Ms Scarlet, but not unpleasant.

I moaned as I swallowed every last drop. I then sucked hard on her cock as I pulled back, letting it pop from my lips with a wet noise. I looked up at Alice and made a show of opening my mouth, demonstrating how empty and clean it was, poking my tongue out.

“That was quick.” I said, teasing. “Maybe next time you’ll last longer.”

The thought that there would be a next time made me giggle and blush. She just stared at me, stunned.

“That was… wow. I never… when… I mean… thank you.”

She was clearly dumbstruck by how good my blowjob had been. I was still hard though, touching myself. I turned and looked back to Ms Scarlet, opened my mouth to her, looking at her cock.

She just smiled though, slowly stroking her spit-wetted prick, so much bigger than both of us, beautiful and sexy and glorious. She wiggled her hips, and the sight of her fat cock swaying made my mouth water and my ass clench.

“No. I want to see more. Plus, I think it’s only fair that since you gave your friend pleasure that she do the same for you.” Ms Scarlet said.

Alice looked at her, pale, then looked at me. I smiled, giggled, blushed.

“I mean… if you’re willing.”

Alice was still, then, slowly, she nodded her head.

“But not your mouth.” Ms Scarlet said. “I think Ruby would enjoy something a little more exciting.”

My belly skipped. Alice stared at me. Was Ms Scarlet suggesting that I…

“If you want to.” Alice said, soft, timid.

I nodded without hesitation. In that moment I’d never wanted anything more.

“Come here then Alice. You can use my desk to lean on as you bend over and spread your legs.”

Alice smiled, blushing, giggling, then moved. She did as Ms Scarlet suggested, and I watched as she bent over the desk, spreading her legs, reaching back to lift her skirt and bare her ass.

She was stunning. Sexy and beautiful and she was offering herself to me. I couldn’t believe it. My best friend was offering me her ass to fuck, was offering her anal virginity to me.

I might have been fucked by Ms Scarlet, but I’d never fucked anyone before. I couldn’t have hoped for a better first time than Alice though.

“Well, are you going to come fuck your best friend in her pretty little ass, or shall I do it for you? Because if you don’t move soon I’m not going to be able to resist stepping in and claiming that tight hole.”

I needed no further encouragement. I rose to my feet and moved towards Alice, looking into her eyes as she stared over her shoulder at me, grinning.
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As I stepped in close to my best friend, I couldn’t resist myself. I reached out to grasp her ass and began to pull her panties to the side, exposing her ass, her smooth cheeks, caressing her. She moaned, whimpered, and pressed back into my grip.

“Fuck… I never… I never thought… this feels so good.” Alice said.

I smiled.

“You’re okay with me fucking you then?” I asked.

She nodded.

“I… yes.” She said, with no hesitation. “Please. I want to feel you.”

That was all I needed to hear.

“You’ll need this.” Ms Scarlet said.

She handed me a small clear bottle. Lube. I took it and poured a dollop into the crack of Alice’s butt, letting it run down, watching her shiver from the chill of it, watching it drip over her entrance. The sight made my cock throb.

“Ready then?” I asked.

Alice nodded.

“Hurry.” She whispered.

In her black dress, in fishnets, heeled boots, she looked so sexy, and with her dark make-up and long hair, she looked so pretty, eyes heavy-lidded with lust. I was going to get to fuck her, I was going to get to claim her virgin hole. I’d never been happier or more excited.

As I stepped forward I gripped my cock and aimed it towards my best friend’s hole. I teased the tip up and down her crack, the tip slipping over her entrance, pressing just barely in. I watched as she moaned, pressing back, wiggling her hips.

“Put it in.” She said. “Please.”

My head was spinning. I couldn’t wait any longer.

I put the head of my cock against Alice’s hole and shifted my hips forward. Her hole, wet, stretched around the tip of my cock. She was so tight and hot.

I eased more in, watching her face, the mask of delight, her moans, and as she worked her hips and ass back I felt her hole opening. The head of my cock popped past her outer ring, sank deep, and I thrust, pressing my cock into my best friend's virgin ass.

I was fucking Alice’s ass. I was fucking her.

“Fuck… that feels so good.” Alice said. “You feel so good inside me. I want… more. Fuck me harder.”

I giggled, looking into my best friend's eyes. I gripped her hips tight, and thrust harder, faster.

We fucked, my cock squeezed by her tight, wet hole, pulling it back until just the tip was inside Alice’s hole, thrusting forwards so my entire prick was inside her. I slammed into her, belly slapping into her butt, sounds of flesh on flesh.

“More… more… I want more…” Alice moaned.

“That looks fun. Do you mind if I join?”

There was a voice behind me. Ms Scarlet. I’d almost forgotten her in my lust, but now she was behind me.

I felt her hands on my hips, caressing my ass, pulling my panties to the side. Then I felt something wet and hard and throbbing pressing at my hole. Her cock.

She was going to fuck me as I fucked Alice. I wanted it.

“Please…” I said, breathy with pleasure.

As I thrust my cock into Alice, deep, Ms Scarlet pressed me forwards, pinning me. I felt the head of her cock, so much thicker than mine, pressing at my entrance.

“Spread your legs for me.” She said.

I did as I was told. She thrust, my hole stretched, and the tip teased in.

“Fuck…” I moaned in giddy bliss.

“I can feel your cock throbbing inside me.” Alice said, watching me as our sexy neighbour worked her cock into my ass.

I moaned, my cock squeezed by Alice’s tight ass as she wiggled her hips, clenching down, my ass stretched wide as Ms Scarlet teased the tip of her cock into me. I couldn’t think. It all felt so good.

“Ready for me?” Ms Scarlet said.

I nodded. She thrust. The head of her cock popped past my outer ring and then with one thrust she slammed her cock into me, filling, fucking me, and I could only moan in pleasure and delight as I submitted to the twin pleasures.

I was fucking my best friend in the ass as our hot, sexy, red-headed neighbour fucked me in my ass. I was a candy pink school girl fucking a sexy hot goth being fucked by a beautiful redhead. It was amazing and I basked in the warm glow of it, a knot of pleasure unravelling in my belly.

Slowly Ms Scarlet slipped her cock out until just the head was inside me, tugging at my entrance. I eased my hips back, slipping my cock out of Alice’s hole, chasing Ms Scarlet’s cock, a fluttering in my belly. Then Ms Scarlet thrust, hard, forcing me to thrust into Alice.

We both moaned, and our sexy neighbour began to fuck us both, fucking me hard, fucking Alice using my cock.

“Who knew I had two such pretty little sluts living on my doorstep.” She said.

Her hands were on my hips, gripping me. She thrust deep, working her hips in and out. I worked my ass back, riding her cock, thrusting into Alice’s tight hole, fucking her.

The three of us fell into a rhythm, flesh slapping flesh, my heart racing. I could feel Alice grinding back, clenching, Ms Scarlet’s cock throbbing in my ass. I was close. I was going to…

“I’m going to cum.” I said.

“Do it. Cum in me. Please…” Alice said.

“Cum in her.” Ms Scarlet said, demanding, commanding. “Cum in her as I cum in you. Breed her ass as I breed yours.”

And those words were enough. Those combined with the twin pleasure of fucking Alice as Ms Scarlet fucked me were enough.

I fucked deep, hard, Alice grinding back, clenching, and then I held my cock there. Ms Scarlet thrust into me, deep, her whole cock inside my ass, and she pressed me down.

Her cock swelled, throbbed, stretching me wide, and then I felt it. She was cumming. Our sexy neighbour was cumming in my ass for the second time, was breeding me as I fucked my best friend.

The sensation of it, thick and creamy and hot, sent me over the edge. I was cumming, hard, filling Alice’s hole as Ms Scarlet filled mine.

“Fuck. I… I’m cumming. I… fuck…”

Alice moaned and I felt her hole get tighter, milking me as she came for the second time. I giggled, head fuzzy, body hot.

I ground back onto Ms Scarlet’s cock and I fucked my dick deeper into Alice’s tight hole, cumming as I was filled with spunk. Slowly the intensity subsided. Our triple-fold climax subsided.

“Wow.” I moaned.

“That was… I… I never knew.” Alice whimpered looking back at me over her shoulder.

She was beautiful, and on a whim, I leaned forward, kissed her gently on the lips, and the ferocity of her kissing me back made me feel warm and happy.

“You two are so cute!” Ms Scarlet said.

Slowly she pulled back, slipping her softening cock out of my well fucked hole, and I clenched down to keep her cum inside me. As I did the same, slipping my dick out of my best friend’s ass, I felt Alice wiggle in delight, savouring the sensation.

“I think you’re going to prove very popular. Keep being so cute and sexy and that debt will be paid off in no time.”

I turned to look at her, eyes wide.

“But I can keep doing this right? We can keep doing this?”

Ms Scarlet smiled, nodded.

“Of course you can.” She said. “In fact, I think you both have very bright futures ahead of you.”

I blushed, biting my bottom lip, heart skipping.

“I… I have one question though.” Alice said.

Ms Scarlet and I both turned to look at her. She was still bent over the desk, legs spread, cheeks flush. A trickle of cum was leaking from her hole. My cum. That thought made me happy.

“I was wondering…” She said, voice soft, timid. “… could I be in the middle next time?”

I chuckled, looked to our sexy neighbour.

“Of course.” Ms Scarlet said. “And maybe if you’re both extra well-behaved, I’ll even let you both take me for a ride, one after the other. Watching you both fuck made me think it might be fun to feel you inside me.”

Alice and I were both quiet for a moment. The thought sent a shiver down my spine. The thought of fucking Ms Scarlet’s perfect ass, maybe while Alice fucked my ass, or my mouth, was enough to make my cock throb even though I’d just cum.

“I can behave.” Alice said, not even hesitating. “And Ruby can too. Can’t you Ruby?”

Alice giggled, and I giggled. I nodded.

“I can be very well-behaved.” I said. “Especially with that kind of motivation.”

Ms Scarlet beamed.

“I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together then.” She said.

And she was right.


Epilogue

It was early when we arrived, and we were both nervous, but the moment we saw Ms Scarlet we relaxed, the comfort of having her with us immediate. We knew she would look after us, shepherd us, guide us, keep us safe.

“So, are you both all settled in?” She asked, making small talk before our big day to help set us at ease.

We nodded, told her we were.

With Alice’s help, I had been able to pay off the debt I owed Ms Scarlet quicker than I’d ever thought possible, and it had been more fun than I ever could have imagined.

Alex too seemed to enjoy it, and though he was reluctant to admit how much fun he was having at first, he very quickly reached a point where he could no longer deny how exciting he found the experience of being Alice, being in photo shoots with me, enjoying the aftermath with Ms Scarlet and me.

After all, I had the photos and the videos to prove it. We both had the photos and the videos to prove it.

Once the debt had been paid we’d been offered the choice to part ways with Ms Scarlet and forget about it all, to leave Ruby and Alice behind and move on with our lives, or to stay, keep working with her, to embrace Ruby and Alice. It had been an easy choice to make, and we’d not even needed to discuss it.

We’d both decided without hesitation to stay working with Ms Scarlet, if she’d have us, and we both admitted to each other, for the first time, that we did not want to leave Ruby and Alice behind. We admitted that they were part of us, a facet of who we were, and that there was no way to put them back in the box now they were out and had tasted the joy of freedom.

We also admitted that we didn’t know quite what that meant, but Ms Scarlet was reassuring and comforting.

“Give yourselves time.” She told us. “Explore slowly and at your own pace. It’s all new and unnerving and exciting but there’s no rush. You don’t need to have all the answers now. Just support each other, be kind to yourselves, and know if you want someone to talk to who might be able to empathise with your confusion then I’m here.”

We were glad for her support, her kindness, her guidance. And we were very glad for her offer to keep working with her.

Now that my debt was paid, and we were both becoming quite popular with her clients, we were able to make more money modelling for her than we’d ever have been able to make working part-time jobs, and it was a lot more fun. Especially with how we all always unwound after the photo shoot was done.

With the money we made, we were both finally able to move out of home. We got a flat closer to college, but close enough to Ms Scarlet that we could return to her studio often, which we did.

It was small, two bedrooms, with an open-plan kitchen living space, but it was plenty of room for just the two of us. As it was, we only really needed the one bedroom, and the second room we gave over to storing all our new clothes. Quickly Ruby and Alice developed wardrobes that vastly exceeded the wardrobes of Alex and Rob—it was, after all, a lot more fun dressing pretty, and shopping for sexy, glamorous girl clothes.

The bigger wardrobes for Alice and Ruby were needed too. With all the extra photo shoots we were doing we needed more outfits to keep our fans happy, and we were both spending more and more time in girl-mode. At college we’d still attend as boys, but once we got home we’d both get changed, and we’d even started going out to bars and clubs and a few community spaces Ms Scarlet had suggested to us as our feminine selves.

That had proved to be a lot of fun, and had only cemented the certainty that no matter what, Ruby and Alice were prominent parts of both of our futures. Getting to meet people as cute, pretty, flirty girls felt natural, right, and fun. It was sweet the way people treated us differently, saw us differently, but the biggest change was how we both felt.

The biggest change was in us. As boys, we were both shy and timid and awkward, trapped, but as girls, as Alice and Ruby, we were outgoing and confident and funny. We laughed, flirted, teased, and enjoyed ourselves. Being out in the world in girl-mode felt like the bars on a cage had finally been ripped off and we’d been set free. That feeling, of freedom and joy, was addictive, and we both wanted more of it.

We spent less and less time as Rob and Alex, and more and more time as Ruby and Alice. What that meant we didn’t know, but we were happy, and we had each other. We were best friends, lovers, and we were in love. For now, that was all we needed. If later, one, or both of us wanted to take things further, more fully embrace our femininity, we knew we had the support of the other, and the support of Ms Scarlet.

Which brought us back to the question. Were we settled in?

We were. We were settling into our new, brighter lives well, and we were happy. And we told Ms Scarlet so.

“So you’re ready for your big day then?” She asked.

We both nodded. We’d spent the whole morning getting ready for this, had both got up early to do our make-up and hair and dress in the outfits we’d had picked out for weeks—Alice dressed as a cute goth cheerleader, while I was dressed as a pretty pink nurse.

We had attracted a lot of stares as we’d made our way to meet Ms Scarlet but we’d expected that, and we’d also enjoyed it, the way people saw us now, admired us, looking us up and down with hungry, greedy, lascivious glances. Where we were going though we knew we’d fit in.

“I can’t wait for you to meet everyone. And you’ll get to meet your fans too. So many people are excited to meet you both. You’re going to have an amazing time, but remember, if it gets overwhelming I’m there. The first time is always nerve-wracking.”

We both nodded again. The convention centre ahead was already buzzing. Inside there were other models, cosplayers, fetish models, pin-up stars, and we were now part of that scene. We were starlets.

Inside were fans waiting to meet us, eager to pose for selfies with us, to get us to sign their favourite photos. Inside were other photographers who were keen to meet us and talk to us about working with them. Inside were other models we’d got to know online who wanted to get to know us, and maybe collaborate with us.

We’d had so many messages from people in the run-up to it. We knew just how excited people were to meet us. I was nervous, excited, heart racing, belly fluttering.

We were starlets.

I reached out and took Alice’s hand, squeezed it tight. She squeezed mine back.

“Come on then you two.” Ms Scarlet said. “It’s time.”

And with that she stepped off, encouraging us to follow. I looked to Alice, and she looked to me. We smiled.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Ready.” She replied.

And together we headed towards our bright, joyful, magical futures.







THE END


A Thank You From Keary

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

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!




Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


ORAL FIXATION
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Harper has a bad habit. When he’s nervous, he bites his nails. Unfortunately his new boss, Ms Venatrix, makes him very nervous, and she will not tolerate his nasty habit.

Fortunately, she knows just how to fix his oral fixation. The question is, is Harper willing to submit to her plan?

Harper has always dreamed of landing a prestigious job at MONUMENT, a high-end fashion magazine founded and presided over by the remarkable Ms Venatrix. So, when he is offered the position of personal assistant to Ms Venatrix he’s thrilled.

But on his first day on the job, Harper makes a crucial mistake. He arrives at the office late and wearing an ill-fitting suit that is clearly past its prime. Worse, Harper has a bad habit of biting his nails when he’s nervous, and as nervous as he is, he just can't seem to stop biting his nails.

Ms Venatrix doesn't mince her words when she calls Harper into her office at the end of his first day to discuss his performance. He’s simply not good enough, and he needs to be better. As a fashion magazine, MONUMENT needs all its staff to dress appropriately and look their best, and as her personal assistant, the habit of biting his nails has to stop.

Fortunately for Harper Ms Venatrix is willing to give him a second chance.

Soon Harper finds himself not only dressing and looking better, but his habit of biting his nails has been redirected to something a lot more appropriate, and a lot more fun. And Harper comes to realise that he really has landed the job of his dreams, it’s just not quite what he was expecting…


Femboy Babysitter
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One summer, a broken-hearted widower, and a Femboy Babysitter...

Blake has fallen for William, his neighbour and friend, and they’re both about to learn that sometimes there’s just no taming a wild heart!

Blake is returning home from college not sure where his future lies. He’s changed so much while away, has discovered so much about himself—is there even a place for him there any more?

The only thing he knows for certain is that he’s keen to spend one last summer in his home town. He wants to see his family, and he wants to see his friend and neighbour, William, the man who was almost like an older brother to him growing up.

Seeing William though, Blake feels a spark that wasn’t there before, a connection, a chemistry, and he realises that he’s missed his neighbour more than he’d known. But life is complicated, and Blake isn’t the only one who’s been through change.

William is a widower and a father. Blake, aware of just how much William has been through, just wants his friend to be happy, so he buries his new-found feelings, his attraction, not wanting to ruin their friendship and the summer ahead.

He even offers to babysit, so William can go on a date.

Blake’s feelings though prove insistent, and difficult to restrain. William is charming and handsome, and he’s keen to spend as much time with his friend as he can, which leaves Blake wondering… can he ever be more than just the Femboy Babysitter?


Thirst Trap
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Marcus uploaded the carefully angled selfie. Bright red lips, bare skin. He knew what people would think.

Now he just had to see if people would really fall for it, and if it’d make ranking up any easier.

Marcus picked his character, the sexy schoolgirl assassin, and just the sight of her was thrilling after having just worn that crimson lipstick.

“Just one game.” He said—his voice really was quite convincing.

Gaming was how Marcus relaxed. It was his routine. It was his escape from the dreary reality that was his life. In games he could be powerful, heroic, he could be anything he wanted. He didn’t have to be stuck as the small, plain, ordinary young man he was.

Yet that routine is thrown off course when Marcus hits a losing streak in his favourite game. No matter how well he plays, or hard he tries, he just keeps losing. When a flirty girl joins his team however the team are motivated to work together and Marcus wins his first match of the night. Impressed by just how much the girl’s ranking goes up, he’s left wondering, is it really that easy?

A carefully crafted selfie while wearing an ex-girlfriend's lipstick and a change in username is all it takes before he’s ready to find out, and with that, he’s set on a joyful journey of self-discovery. Soon Marcus learns what it’s like to be more than a dreary, ordinary boy, and he learns the pleasure and the power that comes from being a thirst trap, the thrill that comes with flirting with boys online. But questions remain. Is this all still just an escape from reality? And what will happen when online and real life collide?


Best Friends: Truth or Dare
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How were two best friends meant to know that their game of truth or dare would lead them both down a path of feminization and delicious discovery?

Franklin and Quinn, two childhood best friends, have the weekend all to themselves as Franklin’s parents are out of town, and they decide to spend it the best way they know how—playing computer games in Franklin's basement, drinking beers, eating pizza, just the two of them. They deserve it, they had both worked hard at school, scoring excellent marks in their final exams, earning a place at the same prestigious university, the pair earnest, kind, diligent students, but… Quinn can’t help but feel that something is missing.

They’ve just graduated, they’ve toiled and slogged, they should be celebrating, should be out being wild and young and reckless. As much as Quinn loves spending time with his best friend, doing the same thing they always do leaves him feeling like maybe, just maybe, they’re missing out on something special. When Franklin suggests a game of truth or dare Quinn agrees, and the best friends are set on a course that will change the nature of their relationship forever.

Though the game starts simply, with a few revealing truths, it progresses quickly to dares, and the boys find themselves revealing secrets and discovering new delights. With the whole weekend ahead of them, the game continues, and the dares become slowly more adventurous, more exciting, more devious. As the two friends embark on a journey of self-discovery and feminization they begin to discover the truth about themselves, and about each other. In the face of all these new revelations they are forced to come to terms with the feelings they just can’t keep hidden any longer.

Quinn was right. They had been missing out on something special, but that all changes thanks to one silly game of truth or dare...


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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