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CURSED BY PRETTY PINK PANTIES

Part One

Nate’s life is in a slump—one long extended slump that’s just got worse. His girlfriend, his college sweetheart, has left him, and he can’t even summon the will to blame her for dumping him, for walking out on all those years they’ve spent together. How was he ever going to make her happy when he couldn’t even make himself happy. He’s miserable, and withdrawn, and just drudging through life one day at a time with little joy or enthusiasm… and he’s been that way for too long. Just what is wrong with him?

Spending yet another night alone, miserable in his now empty and oddly barren apartment, Nate sets about trying to give order to his life turned upside down, but it remains not quite the same. Even tasks like the laundry have lost their lustre and charm now, the piles of dirty clothes consisting only of his dull, dreary garments, bereft of the delicate, sexy, feminine items of his girlfriend’s that he always found so… charming. His night, and his life, takes an interesting turn when he finds a pair of pretty pink panties, lost in the laundry room.

Curious, captivated, oddly enchanted by the sight of the feminine, pink, sexy underwear, Nate cannot resist the urge to pocket them, and when he gets home he finds himself unable to resist his curiosity, and he tries them on.

What he sees in the mirror makes him happier than he can remember feeling in a long time, but when he tries to remove them he panics. The panties are stuck on and, worse, they seem to be having a rather strange and remarkable effect on him.

Cursed by the mysterious strange underwear, forced to wear pretty pink panties, Nate finds his life propelled in a new, wonderful, exciting direction—one that will lead to transformations, corruptions, and delightful new adventures. Still, Nate is left with many questions. Who do the panties belong to? Just what is the curse going to do to him? Will he ever be able to remove them and undo the changes… and does he really want to?

Drawn into a web of magic, misadventure, and eroticism, Nate finds himself changing, becoming someone new, someone better, someone more fun. Soon enough Nate begins to understand that the curse might not be a curse at all, but rather a blessing, an opportunity to live a brighter, happier, sexier life as someone new… one with many new mysteries and adventures ahead as he unravels the curse of the pretty pink panties.


One

It was late and quiet in the apartment block as Nate slipped down to the laundry room with his basket in hand, full to almost overflowing with dirty laundry. It was Thursday, and he could have been at the bar with friends, except… he was not in the mood.

It had been a long, gruelling day, even without all the baggage he was currently carrying around, his major project at work going badly leaving him with a painful, throbbing stress headache, then, to top it all off, he’d come home to find his apartment ransacked… kind of. Lea had been around, while Nate was at work, and had cleared out the last of her things, leaving Nate to return to a barren, dishevelled apartment and face empty closets and dressers, a kitchen in chaos, and a life in ruins.

He had tried to make her happy, to give her what she wanted, but in the end, it hadn’t been enough, and so, like all things, it had ended. After eight years it was over, and Nate was still too raw and confused to even know how to feel about it all.

They had met just out of high school, at college, and they had become friends first, before somehow just… colliding. In the beginning, it had been wonderful, but as the years had worn on it had become clear that something was missing. Now, in his mid-twenties, everything had changed, and it was over. Lea was kind, thoughtful, sincere, loyal, beautiful, fiercely intelligent, and above all patient. In the end though it had all been too much.

Despite admiring and loving her, Nate had never quite been able to connect to her in the way she needed, always feeling somehow distant, distracted, never quite feeling as though he completely inhabited his body and the moment. They had talked about it, fairly often towards the end, and Lea had tried to help him, but in the end, Nate had just been unable to give her what she wanted, needed, and so she had left.

And it was over. Just thinking about it left Nate in a state close to despair… what was he supposed to do now?

“One day at a time. Just keep on keeping on.” He said to himself as rounded the corner to the laundry room.

It was something he said to himself often, when things seemed hard, or when he felt at his unhappiest. Just keep on keeping on. Head down, don’t think about it. Keep pushing. It had to get better, eventually, right?

Only… it never did, and now it was even worse.

Nate pushed open the door to the laundry room and stepped in, taking a deep breath, sighing. The room was relatively quiet, only one machine working in the far corner, and empty.

At least he would be alone. At least he wouldn’t need to fake a smile, fake a friendly attitude, fake a cheery mood. He just wanted to get into bed and go to sleep and then wake up feeling… better. As if that would ever happen.

Nate crossed the room to the row of washers and put his basket down, a collection of socks and pants, jeans, baggy shirts and t-shirts, clothes he felt no attachment towards, and began to dump them into the washer without even bothering to sort them. He knew how to do the washing, had been primarily responsible for keeping all of their clothes clean, but right now he just couldn’t be bothered to sort the darks from the lights, the colours from the neutrals, so he dumped it all in together, and to hell with the results.

Normally Nate would have enjoyed the experience, feeling like he was caring for Lea, sorting through her clothes and underwear, a sense of closeness and intimacy in the act, a subtle pleasure as he sorted through all the various pretty, cute garments she owned, the sensual, exciting underwear, even occasionally the pieces of skimpy lingerie she’d bought in a futile attempt to conjure up the missing spark from their relationship. It had never really worked though. As much as he had loved her sexy lingerie, loved how she looked in it, loved how it felt, he had never really been able to be fully present in the moment, a constant discomfort that he’d never been able to put into words.

And now he’d never get the chance. Lea was gone. All that was left was to keep on keeping on.

Nate dumped his clothes into the washer, the uninspiring heap of bland clothes left mixed and unsorted. Before this the chore had always given him a warm tingle, Lea’s clothes so much more interesting than his, but now it, like everything else, was dreary, miserable, a slow gruelling slog without end. And nothing would change that… would it?

#

Nate left the machine running and headed back up to his apartment to tidy, to clear away the mess and clutter and chaos that was left in the wake of Lea’s departure. In the end it had been bitter and unpleasant, harsh words and hurt emotions, a catfight that had ended as suddenly as it had begun, the bottled up resentments, frustrations, and animosities erupting violently, dissipating quickly, leaving only ruin in their wake. Just remembering it stung, and Nate climbed the stairs with heavy steps, almost reluctant to return to the emptiness.

“Good evening.” A voice said—soft, feminine, almost… mesmerizing.

The words surprised Nate, startling him from his melancholy, and he jumped, almost tripping and falling back down the stairs. A hand reached out and grasped his upper arm, saving him, and he looked up, and… froze.

“Hello. I’m Morgan. I’m new to the building.”

The woman was stunning, tall, taller even than Nate who stood at just under six foot, and slim, but with an aura of grace and power that seemed to make her slight frame seem larger than it was, almost… foreboding. She had long, dark red hair, that fell in loose curls, a messy tangle like kelp swaying in the ocean’s sway, with deep blue-green eyes, pools to a soul that felt almost impossibly old and wise. She wore only a little make-up, a hint of dark eyeshadow, with mascara and black eyeliner on only the outer corner of her eyes, her face was pale, freckled cheeks flawless, with high cheekbones, and full, dark red lips.

“I… I… thanks…” Nate muttered as Morgan pulled him to his feet.

She studied him for a moment, staring at him, grinning, a twinkle in her eyes like starlight, shimmering, the endless depths of aeons. She still gripped Nate’s arm, her hand cool, her grip firm, a tingle like a soft electric current running up Nate’s spine.

His mind was blank as he stared at this new, mysterious woman. His cheeks flushed pink, chest suddenly hot and tight.

She was dressed casually, in tight faded black jeans, ripped, a worn black t-shirt that hung loosely around the neck, showing off the fair, flawless, porcelain skin of her left shoulder, a pair of black leather flat sandals. Her nails, fingers and toes, were painted black, and she wore a collection of eclectic silver and black leather jewellery. Around her neck was a long silver chain with a pendant, a single eye, the pupil a green gem that seemed to glisten like the depths of the sea.

Morgan released her grip only slowly, still focussed only on him. The building was quiet, silent, and Nate could almost hear his heart beating.

“You are quite welcome. I would hate to have injured the first friendly face I met in this building. May I ask your name?”

Nate’s blush deepened as he realised he had failed to introduce himself.

“I’m Nate. Apartment seven. It’s… it’s a pleasure.”

Nate offered his hand. Morgan looked down at it for a moment as though confused by the gesture, then took it, gently, palm cool and soft, and shook it. Her touch sent a thrill fizzing over the back of Nate’s skull.

She was slim with narrow hips, long legs, thin shoulders and a relatively small chest, but still she was beguiling, sensual and enthralling, captivating, feminine and graceful and beautiful, lithe and almost eternally youthful. Nate’s head spun, dizzy with a feeling almost like vertigo, as if standing on the edge of a high cliff, almost precarious, a small voice whispering jump.

“Apartment seven?” Morgan said, almost as though making a mental note. “That means I’m just down the hall from you. We’ll be neighbours. How lovely.”

Neighbours? Nate blinked. The woman was gorgeous, with an aura about her that made him feel both enthralled and terrified, a strange rush of fear and exhilaration he’d never felt before. Living near her he’d likely see her often. How was he supposed to act? What was he supposed to say?

“I… that’s… if you ever need anything just… feel free to call.” Nate said, the words falling out of his mouth.

Morgan smiled, nodded, still holding Nate’s hand. She looked into his eyes, into his soul, and he felt… naked, exposed, laid bare in a way he had never been before. A rush of emotions and thoughts washed over him, things long buried, kept hidden even from himself, and then… they were just gone.

“You too Nate. If you never need anything… just say.”

Her smiled twisted slightly, a light in her eyes like some inner mystical fire, and then she released Nate’s hand, turned, and left, leaving Nate standing on the stairs, alone, bewildered and confused. Just what had she meant by the way she had said that?

#

Nate returned to the laundry room after a slow, emotionally and physically exhausting evening of tidying, and set to collecting his clothes from the machine. He pulled the dried garments out, only a few of the very white items suffering any major discolouration from the lack of sorting, but even then he didn’t care. He found it hard to have any really strong emotions about his appearance in general, his clothes merely a way of covering his body, of hiding himself from the world, a way of going unnoticed in the uniform of black and grey baggy clothes.

As he turned to dump them unfolded into the basket his eyes caught on something bright in the corner of the room. Where the other machine had been running, now quiet and still, there was something pink sat in a crumpled ball at the base of the machine.

Nate left his clothes where they were, piled in the basket on top of the machine, and walked across to investigate, drawn to the small bundle. He bent and reached down, picked up the small tangle of soft, silky, pink cloth. He held them up and felt a sudden rush of emotions, cheeks flushing.

They were… they were panties. Soft, cute, dainty pink panties, a tiny slip of delicate material decorated with a tiny touch of lace and ribbon, pretty and yet also sexy. Whose were they?

He went to put them down on top of the machine beside him, the machine that had been running when he’d put his clothes on to wash earlier, thinking that they must belong to another resident, and then turned to head back to collect his basket, only… he failed to put the panties down. He tried again, moving as though to place the panties on the machine, but… his hand refused to let go of them.

**Keep them. They’re pretty and soft. No one needs to know. They’re so much prettier than all your boring clothes. Just keep them, for a little while. Something nice to look at.**

The voice was quiet, soft, seductive, a thought at the back of Nate’s head that seemed to come from both outside of himself while at the same time coming from deep within. Could he really keep them?

He blushed at the thought, thrilled by it, grinning, and then… just slipped the panties into his pocket. With a skip in his step, he headed back to his basket to collect his clothes, then headed back up to his apartment.

For some inexplicable reason, he felt lighter, happier, a cheerful flush of energy and joy. They were so much prettier than his underwear. No one needed to know.

#

As Nate headed up to his apartment he could not stop smiling, grinning for some inexplicable reason, a skip to his step, a buzzing at the back of the skull. He had hidden the found panties at the bottom of his laundry basket, well out of sight, not wanting to be discovered and thought a pervert or something similar.

He still had no idea why he had taken them. He should have left them just on top of the machine for their owner to find them, shouldn’t he? But then… they’d been left, forgotten.

**You’re just saving the pretty panties, that’s all, making sure they’ll be appreciated, not left on a cold, dirty floor forgotten. You’ll appreciate the pretty panties, make sure they’re looked after, cared for. You’re not a pervert for just liking pretty things.**

It was the same voice again, buzzing at the back of Nate’s skull, soft, flirtatious, seductive, burrowing into his thoughts, almost irresistible, coming from both somewhere deep within and somewhere… outside. The words rang through his mind, never quite bold enough to disturb him, but clear enough to be distinct, to help persuade him. He smiled, nodded, the thought made sense he supposed. He would appreciate them.

Nate was lost in thought as he climbed the stairs and as he turned the corner he almost collided with Morgan, his new neighbour, catching himself only at the last moment. Morgan stopped and smiled.

“We really need to stop meeting like this.” She said.

She had changed her outfit since Nate had last seen her and was now wearing a loose black skirt that fell almost to her ankles, a billowy black shirt, the mesh of the material almost transparent, and a black vest beneath. She seemed both elegant and dishevelled, her appearance effortlessly graceful and sensual, beautiful. Nate felt drawn to her.

“Yeah… I… sorry, I wasn’t paying attention.” Nate said.

Morgan smiled, her deep red lips full, soft, glistening. Nate felt his heart skip. This woman was…

“Something on your mind?” Morgan said.

Her words derailed Nate’s chain of thoughts. Was there something on his mind? The panties… Nate blushed a deep pink, cheeks burning.

Morgan smiled, her eyes sparkling.

“No… nothing… I just… just work stress.” Nate managed to mutter.

Morgan nodded, an empathic expression, watching him carefully. Nate felt the urge to confess—what if they were hers, what if she found out, what would she say?

“You need to make sure to look after yourself.” Morgan said. “Find ways to relax and unwind, do something to make you happy.”

Nate nodded. It had been a long while since he had been truly happy. What was it that made him happy?

“Perhaps you’d like to join me for a drink? I’m meeting my coven, you could come with me as my familiar, if you’d like?” Morgan said.

Her words sent a thrill up his spine. Coven? Familiar? Was she…

Morgan laughed, the sound light and joyous and friendly. She was joking… Nate giggled but shook his head. He needed to finish tidying, and as enthralled as he was by his new neighbour he was in no mood to be around people. He wanted to be alone, to clear his head, to work through the tangled mess of his life.

“I can’t.” Nate said. “But thank you.”

“Another time then.” Morgan said, her voice flat, as though her words were not a question.

Nate’s blushed deepened, and he nodded.

“Sure…” He whispered.

Morgan’s smile shifted, and she dipped her head slightly.

“Good night then. And you have a lovely time.”

Her words were soft, with a subtle inflection that made Nate tingle. She stared at him for just a moment, as though reading, or almost… as though proofreading him, studying him for minor mistakes that needed correcting.

Before Nate could reply Morgan turned and left, heading downstairs, leaving Nate alone. His blush faded, slowly, but he could not shift the lingering feeling that something was very subtly different.


Two

The lingering suspicion stayed with Nate as he returned home, irritating him as he folded and put away his laundry, worrying at it so that he remained distracted, paying little attention to the clothes he was handling until… he felt something soft, dainty, silky, pretty. The panties.

Nate froze and turned his attention to the slip of pink cloth he was holding. They were so small, so pretty, so soft, a stark contrast to his baggy, ugly, bland underwear, more like Lea’s but… far more exciting than anything she’d worn, bold, daring, while at the same time cute, undeniably feminine. Why had he picked them up? Why had he taken them? Why had be brought them home?

**They were lost. You found them. You just wanted to look after them, appreciate them, give them a good home. They’re yours now.**

There was that voice again, coming from deep within and somewhere external at the same time, quiet, soft, sweet, seductive. Nate smiled.

He had always liked handling Lea’s underwear, doing her washing, a chance to examine her clothes, appreciate them, how much more exciting, colourful, feminine they were. They always felt so much softer and prettier than the dreary, drab clothes he was expected to wear.

As he looked at the pretty pink panties he blushed. He had found them, brought them home. They were his now, his panties, and that thought made him feel warm, a well of calm as though he were floating in a warm, deep ocean of serenity.

**Maybe you should try them on.** The voice whispered.

Nate blushed at the thought. He had often admired Lea’s underwear, imagined how they might feel, look, but he had never… he could never… could he?

**You’d look so pretty. You’d feel so pretty** The voice whispered.

Nate smiled. Maybe he could. They were his panties now after all, he had saved them, brought them home, and he could not deny that he was very curious. Just once wouldn’t hurt, to satisfy that itch, that craving.

Giggling to himself, bemused about where the thought had come from, Nate smiled. He put the panties down carefully on the bed, next to the pile of folded laundry and, slowly, began to slip out of his jeans and his ugly, baggy, dull grey underwear, deciding on a final whim to strip off his socks and t-shirt too, so that he was completely naked.

Still blushing, suddenly shy and timid and unsure, despite being alone, safe at home, Nate turned to pick up the panties. A shiver ran up his spine, a thrill at the naughtiness of it all, a sense of doing something he’d always been told he wasn’t supposed to, wasn’t allowed to, but that he’d always wanted to.

He unfolded them, held them up. They were so pink!

**Put them on. Put them on and see how they feel, how soft and delicate they are. Put them on and see how pretty you can be.** The voice whispered.

Nate squirmed. The voice was soothing, seductive, beguiling, but… some part of him resisted. He felt it, stubborn, a voice beating into him, chastising and reprimanding for even considering it. He baulked, feeling almost wounded, and went to put the panties back down, intending to get dressed again. Except… the pink panties remained in his hand.

**Put them on.**

The voice was louder, demanding. Nate winced. He moved almost without thinking.

**Just once won’t hurt. Just to satisfy that curiosity.**

He was curious. Just to see how they felt. See how he looked. Just once.

**Slip them on. Be pretty. They are so much cuter than your normal underwear.**

They really were cute, small and silky, pink, lace and ribbon. His usual underwear was drab and boring and bland, and wearing them never felt good. Would these feel different?

Nate bent and lifted one foot, slipped it into the panties.

**Good girl.** The voice whispered, barely loud enough to be heard.

Nate smiled, blushing. That compliment felt… nice. He lifted his other leg, slipped it into the panties, and pulled them up.

The silk caressed his legs, his calves, a shiver running up his spine. His legs were hairy, and not untoned, but still, the touch of the pink panties felt undeniably feminine, girly, cute, making his smile widen.

He pulled them higher, over his thighs, the fabric tight and snug, slipping them up over his ass, his hips, the cloth fitting close to his cock, pressing it in close. He wiggled his hips as he tugged them into place, making sure they were properly in place, high waisted and high cut, the movements natural and graceful, feminine, making him smile and blush.

He felt a warm throb in his cock, a fluttering in his belly, and he ran his hands over his ass, gently squeezing his small, toned ass through the silk. It felt… good.

**You look adorable. You were made to wear panties like this.** The voice whispered.

Nate smiled. He really did feel nice. They were soft, and snug, cupping his ass and cock in a gentle, comforting way, high cut to show off his thighs, a glimpse of his butt cheeks, but still cute and innocent, sweet, pink. He wiggled his hips again, cock throbbing.

He turned to face the mirror and his smile spread, a sense of joy and warmth, a gentle comfort at seeing himself. He looked… adorable.

Though he had always been fairly tall, broad, undeniable masculine, in the panties he seemed softer, sweeter, a fluttering in his belly as he stared at himself. Even his smile seemed changed, more genuine, a calm relaxed expression of inner joy.

“This is silly.” Nate said.

But there was no strength in his voice. His expression changed, became almost fearful for a moment.

“I’ve got things to be doing.”

Nate forced himself to turn away from the mirror, and slipped his fingers into the hem of his panties. He went to pull them off but… they refused to shift.

**These are your panties Nate. They belong to you. They fit you. You can’t take them off yet.** The voice whispered.

Nate froze. What… what was that voice, and where was it coming from? He tried again, but again the panties refused to shift. He was stuck. How? What? Why?

**Look back at the mirror Nate. Look at yourself. Look how pretty you are. See just how the panties suit you.**

Nate’s heart was racing, beating hard and fast, and he was scared, but… he could not disobey.

#

Nate faced the mirror and stared at his reflection, faced himself, naked except for the panties. His heart was still racing, head spinning, breathing hard, the rush of adrenaline, but he could not deny that he liked how he looked, that he liked how the panties felt.

**They suit you.** The voice whispered.

They did. They really did. He looked, felt, better than he had in a long time. He smiled, laughed, despite the fear.

Why couldn’t he take the panties off? What was that voice?

The panties though… he looked cute. The small slip of pink cloth was enough to make him seem… different, changed, softer, cuter, more attractive, sexier, prettier. He felt comfortable, at ease, a sense of bright intense joy that blossomed in his chest, spreading out to suffuse the whole of him.

His cock throbbed, hard, an arousal he hadn’t felt in far too long, excited not at the sight of himself but by the sensation of feeling attractive, feeling happy, an unusual cocktail of emotions that left him giddy and grinning and almost on the verge of tears. Nate moved, wiggling his hips, staring at himself, feeling how soft and sensual and bright he felt, how pretty, how cute, how sexy.

**Enjoy yourself. Enjoy how pretty you feel, how pretty you look. Accept. You were born for this.** The voice whispered.

Nate’s resistance began to crumble. He did look pretty, felt pretty. It was new, intense, bright. He usually felt so dreary and closed in, shuttered, a grey morose misery wrapped around him like a shroud, but this… this was new and wonderful.

He wiggled, turning while keeping his gaze on his reflection. Examining his body, his legs, his butt, his torso.

Nate was tall, and muscular, without being overly so, slim but toned, with a little body fat. He was hairy, like any man, but not as hairy as some, with short dark hair and deep blue eyes. His shoulders were broad, with narrow hips. In the panties though, it was almost… different.

He had never loved his body, but had learnt to accept that it was not an unattractive man’s body. Lea had liked it, as had the other girlfriends he’d had. It just never fully felt like his body.

The reflection in the mirror though… that was different. For the first time it was almost, though not quite, like he was seeing himself, that he was attractive, and it felt amazing.

**Enjoy yourself. Enjoy how you feel, how you look. Embrace yourself.** The voice whispered.

Nate shivered. He was alone, at home, safe. He looked good… pretty. Even as afraid and disturbed by what had happened as he was, he could not deny he felt good.

Nate smiled, bit his bottom lip, wiggling his hips. The last vestiges of his resistance faded. He ran his hands over his body, down his chest, up his legs, caressing his ass, and his cock swelled, aching. He felt good.

#

Nate’s hands slipped down, around, running over the bulge of his cock in the silky, pretty, skimpy panties. His cock twitched, swelling, and he stared at himself in the mirror, his reflection, an image of himself that seemed to shimmer.

**You could be so pretty. Embrace it. Embrace the gift. Be pretty. Be sexy. Be cute. You could be so pretty.**

The voice filled Nate’s head, words echoing, repeating, coming from within and yet at the same time from some place outside himself, the voice soft, feminine, seductive, wanton, full of promises of passion and pleasure. Could he really be pretty?

Looking at himself in the mirror in just the panties he felt, for the first time in his life, cute, sexy, pretty, and he liked how that felt. He wanted more. He wanted to be pretty.

With that acceptance, that realisation, Nate’s cock throbbed hard, a rush of pleasure unlike anything he had experienced before, addictive, raw, potent, powerful. The image in the mirror, his reflection, shimmered, and… seemed to shift. His body changed, became smaller, shorter, his shoulders slimmer, waist narrower. His hips widened, a gap between his thighs, and his hair grew, falling down past his shoulders, black and gloss like a moonlit midnight, loose curls.

Nate’s face too changed, softening, his jawline becoming refined, nose thinner, cheeks higher, eyes wider, lashes longer, and… there seemed to be make-up. He shifted, studying himself, mesmerized by what he was seeing, the strange dreamlike image of an alternative version of himself, only… better.

His chest swelled, forming small perky tits, nipples larger, and his butt became fat and pert, round, a cute little bubble butt. He smiled, giggled, and he rubbed his cock through his panties, excited, aroused, but in a way he hadn’t felt before, more joy and love and happiness than lust.

His heart beat fast, breathing hard, and Nate wiggled his hips, grinning, unable to stop smiling. He looked… beautiful.

**You are beautiful. You can be beautiful. Accept yourself, accept this gift. Let us help you. We have so much we can give to you, just… give yourself over to us.** The voice whispered, soft, soothing, feminine, seductive.

Nate nodded, stroking his cock. His eyes were glazed, glued to the image in the mirror, the beautiful girl, an image conjured right from his heart and his subconscious. He shivered, bliss, joy, a swell of happiness, cock throbbing, hard in his panties.

His mind was a fog, no thoughts, a jumble of emotions, and he bit his bottom lip hard. What would it be like to be her, the girl in the mirror, beautiful, sexy, pretty, happy? How would it feel?

Nate ached for it, yearned for it. He wanted it. All he needed to do was accept, accept this gift he was being offered. It was just a dream, a fantasy, so would it hurt for just a moment to give in, to admit it?

Nate smiled.

“Yes…” He whispered.

Almost immediately he felt it, a bolt, like electricity, distilled joy, suffusing his body. His hand moved on its own, slipped into his panties, and wrapped around his cock, stroking.

Nate gasped. He stroked faster, harder, balls tightening. He felt a swell of something massive, mind-shattering.

A bright fire seemed to fill his body, blossoming from his cock, his groin, and the panties felt tighter, hot, squeezing him. He shivered, bliss and joy and pleasure.

“Yes… yes… yes…”

Nate wanted it. Wanted all of it. He opened his heart, his soul, and he felt fire fill him. His cock swelled, his balls tightened, and he came, hard, his hips thrusting, cumming as his hand worked up and down his cock.

His body shuddered, and his head was suddenly foggy, an intense fatigue washing over him, exhausted, tired. The image in the mirror shimmered and Nate staggered back, suddenly clumsy.

The backs of his legs hit the foot of his bed and he fell backwards, stumbling, collapsing onto his bed. The bed was was soft and inviting and seemed to swallow him up, inviting him to sleep, to rest. Nate accepted the offer, gratefully.

**Good girl. We are going to be so happy together.** The voice whispered, soft, soothing, lulling Nate to sleep.

The room spun, Nate’s heart beating fast, and he could still see clearly the image of that girl in the mirror. She was so beautiful.

As Nate drifted down into dreams he felt a soft, warm tingle coursing through him, a glow filling him, changing him. If only it were possible...


Three

Nate woke slowly with a fuzzy head, vague dreams that vanished like fog as he tried to recall them, a wash of emotions and sensations that made him smile. He was in bed? When did that happen? The last thing he remembered was… Nate felt a sudden panic and pulled back the sheets.

He was naked except for the pair of bright pink panties, silky, skimpy, soft, sexy. He threw the sheets off and, wiggling, reached down to pull the panties off. It had to be a dream, right? There was no way everything last night had been real, right?

He had tried them on and then, somehow, had fallen asleep, and dreamt it all, right?

Except… the panties wouldn’t shift. He pulled, trying to tug them off, to slip them over his ass and hips, down his legs, but they refused to move, remained stuck on him almost as if glued in place. The thought of being trapped in them permanently sent a thrill through Nate, terror and also… excitement. His cock throbbed at the thought of being made to always wear something so pretty, so girly, so sexy.

“What is happening? This can’t be…”

Nate whined as he tugged at the panties, the silky fabric impossibly strong, fused to his skin, almost welded to his hips and butt. As he continued to struggle the only thing he achieved was scratching his legs and side, making his skin raw and red.

**You accepted the gift. Savour it. Do not be afraid. Embrace it. You are pretty, beautiful, so be calm.** The voice whispered.

It… it wasn’t a dream. Despite the shiver of fear, Nate felt calm, the voice soothing, a lulling feminine whisper that cradled him. He ceased his struggling and his heart began to slow, breathing becoming regular.

**Good girl. Now, take a look, savour the beginning, relish in the gift you have been given.** The voice said.

Nate squirmed, not quite sure what he was supposed to do, but, as he shifted on the sheets, he felt a tingle, his skin soft and sensitive, smooth, the sheets almost like silk against his body. His legs felt so good, the hairs on the back of his scalp prickling, a thrill of pleasure.

He looked down, running his hands over his body, delighting in the new sensation, and what he saw, what he felt, made his heart skip. How had this…

He was smooth from his eyebrows down, his body now utterly soft and hairless, skin flawless and sensual, and as he squirmed in bed, wiggling, cock throbbing as he was caressed by the bedsheets, he stroked his hands over his body. He felt amazing, so smooth and silky, delicate, pretty, feminine, each caress sending a thrill through him like nothing he had known before.

Had he shaved before bed without remembering? Was that possible? But…

**The first of our gifts. You are such a good girl.** The voice whispered.

Nate shivered again, a tingling thrill, but also a sense of anticipation, excitement. The first? The… there was more to come?

Unsure of what he was seeing, feeling, Nate slipped out of bed and moved to examine himself in the mirror facing the foot of his bed. He stalled, and stared at his reflection only… it was changed.

He was smooth now, utterly hairless, soft and delicate and feminine, but… more than that, something else had changed, though what he could not tell. He moved, turning, examining himself all over, his smooth ass, long soft legs, delicate chest and arms. In the panties, stripped of his body hair, he looked… good, cute, and he smiled despite the bizarre situation he was in.

**You look good. Admit it. Admit the truth. You like how you look, don’t you?**

Nate listened to the voice, the words seeping into his mind, soothing him. He nodded.

“I… I do…” He whispered, almost as though embarrassed to admit the truth.

Nate smiled. He felt a swell of joy, a sense of freedom, admitting it was liberating. As he wiggled, turning, his eyes went wider, and he giggled. His legs and body were smooth, ass soft, skin sensitive, but that was not the only change.

His ass was just a little rounder, fatter, and his hips… were wider. That was impossible though, wasn’t it? Could his bones shift overnight?

He turned to face the mirror and put his feet together and… there it was. Though slight, almost dismissible as a figment of imagination, Nate knew it was true. He had just the barest hint of thigh gap, his hips were wider, waist thinner. His body had changed. He was not only smooth, but he had just the slightest hint of feminine curves.

He smiled, unable to deny how good it felt. The panties were snug, tight, cupping him, and seemed… smaller, the silky cloth skimpier, sexier, showing off more leg and ass, tighter around the slight bulge of his cock. Why was this making him happy? What was wrong with him?

There was a pang of pain in his stomach that jarred his thoughts. First, he needed to pee, and badly!

#

Without thinking Nate made his way to the bathroom, desperate to empty his bladder, and, in his sleepy hurry he pulled the panties down, sat, and pissed. He sighed at the subtle pleasure as the pressure eased. As he finished he grabbed a square of paper, wiping the head of his dick to make sure he was clean, his body acting on its own, and then he stood, pulled his panties back up, snug and cosy once in place.

He froze as realization had dawned. He reached down and tugged at the panties again but they refused to shift, again glued in place, but… how?

His mind whirred, spinning. He never sat to pee, never wiped with tissue, they were feminine mannerisms, so why?

**You are a good girl.** The voice said, whispering.

Nate smiled, a small rush of pleasure. He had been tired, and desperate to go to the bathroom, and had acted without thinking, and his body, his transformed body, had just acted on its own. He could remove the panties to use the bathroom, and perhaps to shower or bathe, but only if he needed to, and he would automatically put them back on afterwards.

His body would do what it needed to, in apparently more feminine ways, and he would always end up back in the panties, pretty, cute, with no way to escape. He blushed, bit his bottom lip, squirming. Why did that thought excite him?

**Because you are a good girl.**

Nate smiled, the pleasure building, his cock throbbing in his panties. Why did he feel so good?

Still confused, but with some few found, though still vague understanding of his current predicament, he headed back to his bedroom, head still foggy with dreams, tired. As he walked his hips swayed and his ass jiggled, though Nate seemed not to notice, his new body moving in a way that was entirely natural, a sexy, graceful strut that felt good.

As Nate passed the mirror he stopped to stare at his reflection, and he heard his alarm go off, his phone signalling that it was time to wake so that could get ready for work. Work… it was Friday. He needed to get dressed and head out. But the panties…

He looked in the mirror and he grinned. They looked good, felt good. Even if he could not remove them no one would know, and it seemed pointless to keep trying if they were going to remain stuck on. He could deal with the problem tonight, or over the weekend, right? He could hide his smooth legs and soft body under his clothes… right?

Laughing to himself, excited by the idea of heading out in panties, of going to work in panties, Nate turned and headed to his wardrobe to grab his clothes, picking out a shirt, trousers, shoes, socks, almost grabbing underwear before remembering his situation. The clothes were so drab compared to the panties and he felt almost a twinge of regret at having to hide them away, but he pushed that thought aside and set to dressing.

Slipping on the shirt sent a thrill through him, the cotton making his skin tingle, so much more sensitive now, soft and feminine, and he giggled, blushing as his cock twitched. He pulled on socks next, then his trousers. His trousers slipped effortlessly up his smooth, soft legs, and he tugged them up around his hips and ass and made to fasten them and… froze.

The trousers wouldn’t close. He tried again, breathing out, drawing his belly in, but it made no difference. It wasn’t his belly. His trousers, tight by design, cut for a body where the waist and hips were the same measurements, were a good inch or two from closing, his hips too wide, ass too large.

Nate felt a hot flush, panic, but also something more, a tingle of happiness that felt at odds with his situation. He pulled the trousers off and tried a second pair only to find the same thing. Pulling those off he tried a third, then a fourth pair, the same thing time and time again. His work trousers were all too small now. His body had been changed, made feminine, and he couldn’t help but giggle.

Flustered, Nate grabbed his smartest jeans, pulling those on, tried to close them. They were better, coming almost within a hair's breadth of fastening up, but still… it was the same result. His changes, though subtle, had altered his body.

Sighing, shaking his head, barely able to believe what was happing, Nate grabbed his stretchiest pair of jogging bottoms and pulled them on. They were snug, but given the stretch, they fitted easily. They would do, for now, but there was no way he could wear these to work at his formal office. He needed new trousers, which meant shopping. He would be late to work, but it was better than nothing, and once the day was over he could work on fixing what had happened.

“Just get through the day then I can get these stupid panties off later. Once I do that I’m sure everything will return to normal.” Nate said.

His smile faltered. Why did that thought leave him feeling sad?

**Embrace our gifts. Embrace who you were meant to be. Embrace the pleasure of being pretty.** The voice said.

Nate shivered. The words soothed him, calmed him. He felt himself opening up to what was happening, accepting it, though some small part still resisted.

**Go shopping, reward yourself. Buy something pretty.** The voice whispered.

The words sank deep into Nate’s subconscious. He needed new trousers for work. He needed to go shopping. Would it hurt if they were just a little bit pretty?


Four

“Good morning! How lovely to see you again.”

Nate jumped as he locked his front door. The voice was close and familiar. He turned and saw Morgan coming up the stairs, her red curly hair a dishevelled mess, still wearing the same outfit she wore last night.

“Er… morning.” Nate mumbled.

Morgan stopped just by Nate’s front door, glanced at the door number, then looked back to him, staring at him as though studying him. She looked radiant despite clearly having been out all night, an aura about her that made Nate’s heart drum hard and fast.

“You’ll have to excuse me just getting in, a busy night of hexing the unwary… you know how it is.” Morgan said, laughing.

Nate smiled, flustered, confused. The panties felt tight and obvious. Would she be able to tell. What would she say if she found out? What would she do?

“Yeah, I can imagine.” Nate said.

“So, I know exactly where to find you now.” Morgan said, gesturing to the door with her head. “I’ll be sure to keep you in mind if I need anything.”

Nate blushed, something in her voice putting him on edge, but in a way that was not unpleasant. She stood proud and graceful and beautiful, and seemed almost taller today, green eyes sparkling. For a moment Nate was very aware of how odd he must look in a smart shirt, tie, and baggy sweat pants.

“Are you okay? You seem a little… pale.” Morgan said, smiling.

Nate nodded, eyes wide, flustered and embarrassed, head spinning. Did she know? Was it obvious? Could she tell he had changed? That he was wearing panties...

“No… I… I’m fine. Just tired. Need to get some coffee.” Nate said.

Morgan smiled, dipped her head.

“Me too. Well, I’ll let you go then, but I do hope I’ll be seeing more of you again soon.”

Before Nate could reply Morgan stepped off, moving past him and down the corridor, strutting gracefully, posed, almost regal, a wake of red hair and black cloth flowing behind her. Nate blushed as he watched her leave, the sway of her hips and the wiggle of her ass, almost mesmerized by her.

As she turned a corner and vanished from sight Nate shook his head. He needed to get a move on, get to the shops, buy something… pretty… and get to work.

Nate laughed at the ridiculousness of his situation and headed down the stairs to the entrance to his building he smiled. His head was fuzzy. What was it about his new neighbour that had him so captivated? Could the panties be hers… what if… could she really be...

Nate shook his head, frowning. No, that was impossible. Wasn’t it?

#

The stores were just opening as Nate arrived, the clerks and shop assistants opening the front doors and rolling up the shutters to allow the few customers who were waiting to enter. Nate kept his head down, self-conscious in the odd combination of smart shirt, tie, jogging trousers, smart shoes, his thoughts racing.

He still did not understand what was happening to him. How? Why? What even were the panties? And then… there was that voice…

**Stop fretting your pretty head. You want to be cute, pretty, and we can help you. You accepted, you wanted our gift. Remember how good it felt, imagine how good it will feel. You only need to worry about finding something cute to wear.** The voice whispered, that strange soft soothing feminine voice that came from both within and without.

Nate took a deep breath, exhaled a sigh, felt his mind unwind. Maybe he didn’t need to worry about it. Maybe it was a gift, a chance to become just a little prettier, and though the changes had been dramatic for one night, they weren’t that noticeable except for needing new trousers, and really, that was no different than putting on a little weight, all be it quite suddenly and in very specific areas.

Smiling, feeling calmed and sedate, soothed, Nate headed towards the department store he normally shopped at for his work clothes. He felt a subtle tingle run up his spine, grinning, a blush in his cheeks. The panties did feel nice, wearing such a naughty, sexy, pretty secret under his clothes, feeling cute, adorable, feminine. His body shivered, soft and smooth, so much more sensitive now, and as he walked he couldn’t help but put an extra wiggle in his steps, hips swaying, ass jiggling, and… he liked how it felt.

As Nate entered the store he caught a young, pretty clerk behind the make-up counters watching him, smiling. He blushed and turned away. Had she noticed? Could she tell?

As he hurried through the maze of make-up counters his eye caught on the bright colours, the range and variety of eye-shadows, eyeliners, mascaras, pinks, blacks, reds, purples, blues, greens, silvers, golds, browns, lipsticks, powders, creams, foundations, concealers, and so much more. There were tools and products he had no name for, perfumes, sprays, fragrances. His head spun.

What would it be like to wear them? What would it be like to make his face beautiful? Nate smiled, head fuzzy with daydreams, imagining being cute, pretty, glamorous.

**Good girl. You want to be pretty. You need to be pretty.** The voice whispered.

Nate giggled, then jumped as he was hit by a fine mist, a waft of intense fragrance. Without thinking he walked through it before stopping, face and hair and shirt now saturated with the fine, floral, musky, feminine perfume. He… he smelled so pretty, so cute, and his blushed deepened.

“Oh, sorry, I was trying to mist the air beside you.” A young woman said.

She was holding a bottle of perfume that looked expensive. Nate took a deep breath and his head spun with the rich fragrance, heady and deep and sensual, sexy.

“That’s okay.” Nate said, smiling, trying not to let on how happy he was to have been accidentally dusted.

“I… I thought you might like to sample it. It's new in and I’m meant to be promoting it. Perhaps a gift for someone special in your life?”

The girl looked flustered after her mishap. She was young, cute, and obviously new at her job. Nate smiled, an odd fluttering in the back of his head.

**Aren’t you someone special? Don’t you deserve something nice?** The voice whispered.

Nate blushed. It did smell nice, and he liked how the dense fragrance made him feel, the heady sweet musk, sensual and feminine, but could he really wear something like that? Today there was an excuse, but what about tomorrow, or the next day, or the day after? Could he really find an excuse to wear it? When…

**Don’t worry...** The voice whispered.

Nate smiled. The words seeped into his subconscious. He didn’t need to worry about that now, and he really did like how it smelt on him.

“You know what, actually yes. It… it’s a lovely smell and I think… I think I know just the special someone who’ll like it.” Nate said.

The young woman beamed, obviously pleased, and quickly handed Nate a wrapped box, the packaging pink and purple, with gold letting, the name Ephemeral written in flowing script. Nate buzzed at the name, something magical, mysterious, almost fae about it, and it seemed to just click.

“You can pay at the checkout when you’re finished shopping.” The young woman said. “And thank you, for not getting angry, and for being my first sale.”

Nate nodded, blushing.

“You’re welcome.” He said. “And… have a lovely day.”

Nate turned and headed off, holding the box, the perfume, his perfume, grinning. He headed towards the back where he knew the men’s trousers were placed out.

#

Nate came to a halt as he reached the far back corner of the store. This was… this was where they’d always had their men’s clothing, only now it was gone. The corner was now filled with feminine clothes, mannequins with smart jackets and formal trousers, blouses, all of it smart workwear, but all of it clearly for women.

Perhaps he’d taken a wrong turn? Nate turned and looked around, trying to place himself, but… he was in the right place. Clearly they’d rearranged the store since he’d last visited.

**Does it matter. Just look around. These are all much nicer anyway.** The voice whispered.

Nate stiffened. He was late enough as it was. He needed to find some trousers that fit him, that fit his wider hips and fatter ass, and soon, or he was going to be in trouble. He didn’t have time to ‘just look around’.

**If you’re in such a hurry, just buy a pair from here. Be quick. They’re all smart enough, and formal. No one will know. It would be your fun little secret.** The voice whispered.

Nate blushed. His head was fuzzy. It would be a fun little secret, and it would be quicker to just buy a pair of trousers from this section rather than spending more time looking around.

He looked at the mannequins, the various trousers they wore, the clothes and the cut. They looked smart, in dark blues and greys, blacks, and were not too dissimilar to his trousers, except… they were styled for a woman’s figure—wide hips, round butts, narrow waist.

Nate’s blush deepened as he realised that was almost the figure he had now. Perhaps… perhaps it made more sense to just buy a pair of these trousers. No one would know, and it would be quick, a fun little secret, and they were definitely smart and formal enough for work. In fact, he saw several pairs that were much like the trousers many women wore in his office.

He moved in amongst the displays, working quickly, looking for something suitable, and it was not long before he noticed a pair of dark grey trousers made from a silky cotton material that had a faint shimmer to them. They seemed to be the least obvious, most subtle pair, and so he picked up three different sizes and compared them. He knew what size he had been in men’s clothes, and he was only a little larger now, mostly around the hips and ass, while being slimmer around the waist. He also knew Lea’s size in clothes, and so he made his best guess at what would fit him, and picked the size up to just be sure to get something that he could go to work in.

As he made his choice he looked around and noticed that the shop was beginning to get busy, with more customers making their way into his section. He blushed, suddenly embarrassed. What if they realised he was buying the trousers for him? What if they realised he was buying women’s trousers for himself?

He tucked his choice under his arm, in two different sizes, he made his way out of the women’s section and headed towards the check-out, head down, moving as quickly as he could. He felt flustered, but excited, a subtle smile, a buzzing thrill at the thought of wearing the trousers. As he neared the check-out he glanced at the clock above the entrance to the store.

It was later than he thought. He was going to be in so much trouble.


Five

The commute to his office was thankfully uneventful, and Nate snuck inside to change in the toilets just beyond the reception, hoping to slip in without being noticed. He found a cubicle at the far end of the men’s toilets, stepped in, and locked the door behind him.

His hands were shaking, heart racing. Could he really…

**Just do it. You’re late. No one will notice, and just think about how good they’ll feel. Snug around your sexy hips and butt, soft on your pretty, smooth legs, a naughty secret that no one else will know.** The voice whispered, lulling, soothing hypnotic.

Nate nodded. He was late, and he was curious.

He bit his bottom lip as he made his mind up, slipping off his shoes, then his baggy jogging bottoms, taking the smaller pair of women’s trousers out of the bag. He held them up and looked them over, the fabric dark grey with lighter grey pinstripes running vertically, cut straight, with enough room for his now wider hips and ample butt.

Nate couldn’t help but giggle as he thought about his ass, his hips, his soft body, a thrill. The pink panties felt snug and tight, soft, his cock throbbing gently. They were definitely skimpier than they had been last night, sexier, more provocative, showing more flesh, more of his smooth, soft legs, more of his pert, round ass, but… why did that make him happy?

**Get dressed. Don’t worry about it. Accept this is who you were meant to be.** The voice whispered.

Nate’s smile widened. He didn’t need to worry about it. He was late enough as it was, any longer and he’d stand no chance of slipping in unnoticed, and then… what if people realised he was in panties, and women’s trousers? He couldn’t worry about that though. He just had to accept. He was cuter now, more attractive, soft and smooth. This was who he was meant to be, wasn’t it?

He giggled at the thought, wondering why some small part of his mind was resisting, soft and furious, but… growing quieter. Nate put his worries, his doubts, out of his mind, and felt better for it. Lifting one foot, he slipped his leg into the trousers, trying them on.

The fabric was smooth, silky, and caressed his smooth legs as he put his other foot in, pulled them up. They were snug, but with slight elasticity, fitting him snugly, stretching around his hips and ass, but they fit, fit well, cut to better suit his new body, and, most importantly, he could do them up.

They were a little more feminine than he had hoped, but now, dressed, looking down, he found he liked that, liked the snug fit, the tightness around his hips and ass, the way it made him look and feel sexy, feminine, pretty. Nate gave a small wiggle, shaking his hips and ass, and he giggled again. He’d have to be very careful not to left his hips sway as he walked around or people would definitely notice his ass… and then what?

The thought made him blush, made his cock ache, why did that excite him? He tried not to worry about it though. He grabbed his wallet and keys and phone from the pockets of his sweat pants and went to slip them into his trousers, only… there were no pockets, only small, shallow slits lined with bright pink cloth. Of course, women’s trousers had no pockets. Why hadn’t he checked? Why hadn’t he found a pair with pockets?

Still, though, he was smiling. He was wearing women’s trousers now, tight around his ass and hips, and, strangely, there was something pleasant about the lack of pockets.

Resigned, grinning, Nate put his phone, keys, and wallet into the bag with his spare trousers, sweat pants, and the box of perfume. He’d need a bag of some kind if he was going to keep wearing trousers like this… was he going to keep wearing trousers like this?

With his trousers on, Nate slipped on his shoes and grabbed the bag, making sure he had everything, then headed out of the bathroom towards his office. He was very late. He just had to hope his boss hadn’t noticed, or he was going to be in trouble.

#

Nate did his best to sneak into the open-plan office, pausing just outside the window beside the door, peeking in to check that people were focussed on their work, that his boss was not around. The room seemed clear, with everyone busy, heads down, and Nate’s desk, in the far corner of the room, was unoccupied and unobserved. If he moved quickly hopefully he could get in, sit down, and get settled before anyone even realised he hadn't been present for a large chunk of the morning.

If he was caught or found out… well, he had no idea how to explain why he was late. If he was caught he’d just need to lie his way out of it as best he could.

Nate took a deep breath and pushed the door open carefully, stepped in, heading towards his desk, moving slowly, confidently, bag held low, doing his best to just look as though he’d been out for a coffee or to use the toilet. He avoided eye contact, kept his gaze focussed on his desk on the far side of the room, and made his way through the maze of desks. The room was busy, voices, half-heard phone conversations, the clatter of keyboards, the creak of desk chairs.

Nate felt his tension ease, relaxing, his heart rate slowing. He was going to get away with it. As he neared his desk he let out a sigh of relief.

“A little late aren’t we today Nate?” A stern voice said, the words loud.

Nate froze, stiffened. SHIT.

He turned, slowly, to face his boss, Mr Kusk, his cheeks turning pink. Mr Kusk was stood, watching, a sardonic smile on his lips

“I…” Nate tried to speak but was lost for words.

Around him his co-workers tried not to seem as though they were paying attention, though he knew that all of them would be listening, watching out of the corner of their eyes, eager for a spectacle to break up the dreary monotony of the working day. Mr Kusk just stood silent.

He was taller than Nate by a good few inches, though he seemed even taller today, a broad, muscular man in his mid-forties, a stern face, wearing smart trousers, a shirt, sleeves rolled up, top button undone, and his tie slightly loose. The shirt was tight, showing off his arms and chest, toned muscles that Nate knew many of the women in the office talked about.

Mr Kusk could be friendly and was good at his job, but he could also be hard and demanding when it was needed, a man of order and routine, in and out of the office, heading to the gym every day after work, a well kept ‘scruffy’ beard and slicked-back hair, a dash of grey, and deep brown eyes with a network of fine lines at the corner. He was intimidating at the best of times, but today, Nate was almost terrified. Not only was he very late, but he was wearing women’s panties, women’s trousers, his body smooth and soft and… changed.

Mr Kusk’s gaze fell to the bag Nate was carrying, and his expression hardened. He looked back up, took a deep breath, and exhaled a slow, drawn-out sigh.

“My office please Nate. Now.”

He did not wait for a reply. He turned and walked off through the maze of desks, and left Nate to follow meekly behind.

The room was silent as Nate made his way to his boss’s office, heavy steps. His mind raced with potential lies he could tell, but all of them seemed insufficient. He was in trouble…

#

Mr Kusk sat in the large, plush chair behind his desk, and waited for Nate to enter. He smiled without joy, watching Nate carefully.

“Close the door please Nate, and sit.” Mr Kusk said, gesturing to the chair opposite him.

Nate did as he was told, closing the door carefully, then moved to sit in the chair opposite his boss—the chair far less ornate, and far less comfortable than Mr Kusk’s. Nate put his shopping bag, conscious of its presence, between his feet, not wanting the contents to be seen, not sure what Mr Kusk had noticed, what he was thinking.

Mr Kusk sat in silence for a moment, watching Nate squirm. Nate blushed, fidgeting, very aware now of his smooth body, his soft legs, the pretty, sexy panties he was wearing, the tight-fitting women’s trousers, snug around his wider hips and ass. Had Mr Kusk noticed? What would he think? What would he say?

As Mr Kusk sat Nate couldn’t help but notice how handsome and muscular he really was. How had he never noticed that before? He was tall, broad, with a wide chest and strong shoulders, thick arms, and that beard, black flecked with grey, even his stern expression—the way he looked at Nate making him feel week and… fluttery. Nate shifted in his seat, bit his bottom lip, blushing, though not sure why. Mr Kusk watched him, stern, but… intrigued.

**He’s noticed you. He’s not sure what… but he’s noticed. You can use this to your advantage. Embrace yourself, embrace your gifts.** The voice whispered.

Nate’s blush deepened.

The office was small and closed, the only window on the far side behind Mr Kusk, a view of the small green space behind the building where a few tables were laid out surrounded by trees, a space for people to lunch on fair weather days. They were alone, sealed in a room together, just the two of them, in complete privacy. Nate’s heart began to race.

He had… he had been alone with Mr Kusk before and never reacted like this. Why was this different?

“So, care to explain yourself Nate?” Mr Kusk asked.

Nate shifted in his seat, very aware of his smooth, soft, sensitive, feminine body, the pretty, sexy, skimpy pink panties he was wearing. He felt warm, a tingle running up his spine. His body was changed, with wider hips, rounder ass. Had Mr Kusk really noticed?

“I…” Nate stumbled on his words, mind racing. “I had to go shopping, before work, after a minor accident. I didn’t mean to be late. I… I will try to make sure it doesn’t happen again.”

Mr Kusk nodded, slowly. The way he was staring at Nate, the way he was watching him, made Nate flush, almost giddy.

“I understand. And… I know you’ve been having a hard time recently. I heard from some of the others in the office about your recent break-up, and I understand that it can be hard. You’re at a formative stage in your life, just out of college, working out who you are, and… well… I know it can be difficult.”

Mr Kusk spoke slowly, calmly. Nate felt almost confused. He had expected rage, anger, annoyance, frustration, not… this. Mr Kusk had always seemed so stern and unapproachable, a tall, brooding, handsome older man.

Nate stalled. Handsome? Where had that come from? But… he was handsome, and strangely attractive, the way he was paying attention to Nate.

Nate blushed, bit his bottom lip, fidgeting.

“I just want to say that I know things might be difficult for you now, but they will get better. Just… keep going. You’re a good worker, and you’re young, engaging, and pleasant to be around. Just keep going as best you can and I know you have a… a bright future ahead of you.” Mr Kusk said. “And if you need to talk, well… I’d be happy to listen, as a friend, if you want.”

Nate blinked, unsure what to say. What was happening?

**He has noticed you. You are charming, beguiling, and he has noticed you. Embrace who you are. Embrace the truth, and the gifts we wish to give you.** The voice said.

Nate’s head felt fuzzy, thoughts and emotions jumbled. His body was hot, heart racing, tingling, a subtle buzzing thrill.

“I… thank you.” Nate said, smiling.

The way Mr Kusk was watching him, his kind smile, made Nate feel at ease, comfortable. He shifted in his seat, fidgeting. Had he really noticed him, noticed his hips and ass? What did he think? Did he… did he think Nate was pretty? Perhaps even sexy? The thought made Nate thrum with a newfound joy.

“You’re welcome Nate, but… please, I think it would be best if you are going to be late that you inform us. I’m happy to be supportive of my staff, but respect runs both ways.”

Nate nodded.

“I will. I didn’t mean to… to disrespect you.” Nate said.

Something about those words excited Nate, made the hairs on the back of his neck stand up. He smiled, moving in a way that felt good, fidgeting, enjoying the way Mr Kusk was looking at him, an expression of admiration, almost… like desire, or lust. Did he…

“I appreciate the apology, but really… there is no need to fret too much. Just… try a little harder please, and… I’m here if you need to talk, or need a little support. I know that sometimes life can take you in… unexpected directions.”

Mr Kust smiled, a smirk, a twinkle in his eyes. Nate blushed, bit his bottom lip.

**How kind of him.** The voice whispered.

Nate felt hot, giddy, heart racing.

**You should thank him properly, like a good girl.**

Nate blinked, mind fuzzy. He should… he should thank Mr Kusk, for being so kind and forgiving. The way the older, muscular, handsome man was looking at him, he should thank him… like a… like a good girl.

**Stop resisting, stop thinking. Embrace the gifts we offer. Embrace yourself. Be free, happy, and pretty.** The voice whispered.

Nate smiled.

“I… thank you.” Nate said.

“Oh, no, really, you needn’t worry.”

Nate rose to his feet, slowly, almost moving without thinking, acting on instinct and… something more. He just needed to relax, stop resisting, stop thinking. He stepped around the desk, moving closer to Mr Kusk, hips swaying, ass wiggling.

Mr Kusk blinked, suddenly quiet, slightly flustered, his gaze glued to the sway of Nate’s hips, ass. He shifted, eyes widening. Nate grinned, feeling sexy, seductive, pretty. The way Mr Kusk looked at him, admiration, lust, longing, desire, made Nate feel powerful, excited. Was he really going to…

**Don’t think, don’t resist.** The voice whispered, beguiling, enchanting. **Just give in.**

Nate smiled.

“Really Mr Kusk, I just want to thank you properly.” Nate said. “Won’t you let me?”

Slowly, swaying, Nate sank to his knees in front of Mr Kusk’s chair.


Six

“Nate… you… I really must insist you stop this.” Mr Kusk said.

Nate knelt between Mr Kusk’s feet, looking up at him, smiling, biting his bottom lip. His head was fuzzy, almost as though drunk, but clear, thoughts and emotions racing. His body was hot, aching, eager, lips tingling.

“Don’t you want me to say thank you?” Nate said.

Nate reached up, ran his hands over Mr Kusk’s thighs, squeezing, the hard muscle, squirming. He wiggled his ass, his hips, smiling as he saw the lust in his boss’s eyes. Nate lowered his gaze, saw the thick, hard bulge growing in Mr Kusk’s trousers, and felt a fluttering of excitement in his belly.

“I… I just think this is inappropriate and unnecessary. You really don’t need to. If you just head back to your desk…”

“That’s not a no, is it?” Nate said.

His voice was soft, quiet, a seductive whisper, almost feminine, and his hands slipped up higher. The air seemed dense, like fog, hung with a potent power, a tingling eroticism that seeped from Nate’s pores like pheromones. He felt sexy, pretty, wanton, and he wanted to thank his boss.

“Nate… I…”

Nate’s hands ran up, and they slipped over the hard, thick, long bulge of Mr Kusk’s cock, his trousers taught around it. Nate squeezed, gripping it, and massaged it slowly, teasing. Mr Kusk gasped, thrust his hips, and Nate looked up at him, grinning, biting his bottom lip, belly fluttering.

“Fuck… that… Nate… you should… you should stop.”

Nate was smiling, head spinning. He didn’t want to stop. For the first time in a long time, he felt eager, full of a giddy excitement, sexy, pretty.

“Do you want me to stop?” Nate asked.

He stroked, slowly, teasing, working his hands over the thick bulge, only the cloth of Mr Kusk’s trousers separating the skin of Nate’s hands from the skin of his cock. Nate could barely believe what he was doing.

He’d only ever been intimate with Lea, and towards the end that had been rare. He’d never even seen another cock, let alone touched one, and yet now here he was, on his knees in front of his boss, stroking his fat, thick, long, throbbing cock, enjoying it, loving how hot and hard it felt even clothed, how it felt to touch it, the thrill, the thrumming buzzing pleasure, the power, feeling sexy. He was stroking his boss’s cock and… he was willing to do so much more.

“No.” Mr Kusk said. “I… I don’t want you to stop.”

Nate smiled.

“Then I’ll keep going until I’ve thanked you properly.” Nate said.

Mr Kusk moaned as Nate squeezed, and his hands ran up to his boss’s belt, began to tug it open. A quiet voice in the back of Nate’s head, resisting, struggling, trying to stop him, faded, and became silent. This was what he wanted.

#

Nate tugged Mr Kusk’s belt open, and he fiddled with the buttons and zip of his trousers, feeling bold, confident, sexy, seductive. He had never felt like this before, always timid and unsure, but now… it was as though he were finally free, as though he was finally doing what he was always meant to do.

Mr Kusk sat, as though enraptured by Nate, captivated by him, handsome and rugged and strong, powerful, domineering, but now… eager for Nate’s touch, eager to have his cock stroked, his cock sucked.

Nate pulled on his boss’s trousers, tugging them down, and Mr Kusk lifted his hips, let Nate pull his trousers and his pants down. For a moment they snagged, caught of the hardness of his cock, but Nate was persistent, eager, hungry. He tugged harder and the clothes came loose. Mr Kusk’s cock popped free, his trousers and pants slipping down, and Nate giggled.

It was… enormous. Thick, hard, long, with a prominent head, veined, with heavy balls, so much larger and more masculine than Nate’s cock, and just seeing it, being close to it, made Nate’s dick throb hard in his pretty pink panties.

Nate lifted his hands, moving slowly, eyes glued to the perfect cock in front of him. Was he really going to…

**Touch it. Feel it. Savour it. You know you want to. Stop resisting. Give in. Stroke it, pleasure it, suck it and become who you were meant to be.** The voice whispered.

Nate bit his bottom lip and surrendered to his desires. He wanted this, wanted to be a pretty, sexy, slut.

He reached up and wrapped his hands around Mr Kusk’s cock, the warm skin soft, like velvet, his cock hard and thick and long, throbbing with the beat of his heart. Nate stroked, slowly, teasing his hands up and down, twisting them, thumb rubbing at the underside of the head beneath the oozing slit, and Mr Kusk moaned, a soft whimper of pleasure and delight.

“Fuck…” He groaned.

Nate smiled, looked up from the perfect cock to stare into his boss’s eyes, a look of lust and desire and pleasure directed at him that he had never seen before. He felt right, sexy and hot and beautiful in a way he never had before, and he wanted to feel more of it.

Nate worked his hands up and down, slowly, carefully, teasing, studying Mr Kusk’s reactions, adapting his technique to better milk pleasure from his boss. Nate felt the cock engorge in his hands, growing harder, throbbing.

“Do you want me to thank you properly?” Nate asked, voice soft, flirtatious, teasing.

Who was he now? This new side of him, brazen, confident, sensual and seductive, was bright and wonderful and so unlike him. At the back of his head a small voice screamed, resisting, but that voice no longer interested him. That voice was boring, and droll, it wanted a morose, bland life, but that wasn’t who Nate wanted to be, it wasn’t who he was meant to be.

This was his chance. He had been given an opportunity, a gift, and he was going to cease it with both hands. Literally—he giggled as he worked both hands up and down the thick shaft of Mr Kusk’s cock.

“Please…” Mr Kusk said.

Nate grinned, looked down, eyes widening at the sight of the fat, perfect, thick, long prick. His belly fluttered, mouth watering, lips tingling. Slowly, savouring every moment, Nate opened his mouth and leaned forward.

#

Nate parted his lips, licking them, wetting them, and leaned closer. His hands stroked the fat, thick, throbbing cock, angled it towards his face, and as his lips touched the prominent head he closed his eyes, surrendered. His tongue extended, licking, circling, caressing the oozing slit, tasting his boss’s precum, teasing the sensitive underside, and as Mr Kusk moaned Nate smiled—that sound of pleasure, the muffled groan, that gasp… it was all him. He was doing that. He was on his knees, in his boss’s office, his fat, hard cock in his hands, licking it.

The thought sent a thrill through him, the realisation of what he was doing, that he was enjoying it, and what was to come next. Nate smiled, took a deep breath, the rich masculine musk of the older, handsome man intoxicating.

He leaned closer, pressed his lips to the head of the cock, wet, warm, kissed, then sucked, gently. He felt Mr Kusk buck his hips, wanting to penetrate his lips, his mouth, to fuck his mouth, and his belly fluttered.

He denied him though, hands gripping that perfect, first cock, savouring the moment, relishing the power of being sexy, pretty, slutty, feeding off the desire his boss had for him. He was smooth, soft, sensitive, wide hips, round ass, wearing pretty, skimpy, sexy, revealing pink panties.

**Such a good girl.** The voice whispered.

Nate buzzed at those words, a sense of joy filling him, a pleasure washing over him, flooding out from his belly, making him hot, giddy, the sensation and emotion addictive. He wanted more, and he knew just how to get it. He just needed to be a good girl.

Nate lowered his head and widened his mouth, took more of his boss’s fat prick into his hot, wet, tight virgin mouth. He felt it throb against his lips, tongue, stretching his jaw as he sucked, taking more, taking it deep. Nate worked his hands at the base and let a small trickle of warm, wet spit leak from his tight lips, lubricating the shaft so he could better work his hands.

It felt good, right, and he began to bob his head up and down, sucking, licking, working his hands in time, lips tight, working his mouth up until only the head was between his lips, sucking hard, teasing the underside with the tip of his tongue, taking it deep, letting the head brush against the back of his throat, mouth tight and wet and warm, tongue swirling.

“Fuck… Nate… what are you…” Mr Kusk was babbling, moaning.

What had started as a friendly chat had become something far more than either of them had bargained for. He thrust, reached down, and slipped his fingers through Nate’s hair, gripping, tight. Nate felt the cock fuck deep into his mouth and he let his boss fuck between his lips, using his mouth, sucking, lapping, relishing the bliss, the pleasure, chasing the sensation.

He worked his hands and mouth in time, Mr Kusk’s cock swelling, growing larger, fatter, pulsing with his heartbeat. The taste of his precum was sharp, a salty tang at the back of Nate’s throat, but… he liked it. He liked what it meant, a reminder of what he was doing.

“Fuck... you… you’re going to make me cum. Nate… you’re…”

The words filled Nate with joy, a bright pleasure that made his dick throb hard in his panties. He worked harder, eager to pleasure his boss, to make him cum, to taste it, swallow it, but also… he was chasing the pleasure he was feeling, the thrill of what he was doing, sucking cock on his knees.

He didn’t care what was happening to him, or why, he just wanted to make the perfect cock in his mouth cum, to feel it throb and spurt and fill his mouth, to taste it, swallow it, to know he was a pretty, sexy, slut, a good girl. He worked his head up and down, mouth tight and wet and hot, tongue lapping, sucking. Mr Kusk’s grip in his hair tightened and he thrust, deep, hard.

Nate sucked, lips tight, tongue lapping. His hands milked the throbbing cock, desperate for his reward.

“Nate… I’m going to… you’re going to make me cum… fuck your mouth feels so good…”

Nate sucked harder, took the cock deeper, desperate not to let any trace of cum escape. The fat prick swelled, engorged, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, it was cumming, cumming hard, filling his mouth with hot, thick cum, coating his tongue.

Nate swallowed, sucking, lapping, milking every last drop of cum from his boss. The cum coated his throat, hot in his belly, and his head buzzed, a swell of joy and pleasure unlike anything he had felt before.

**Feed.** The voice said.

He squirmed, a rush of energy and satisfaction, a feeling of certainty and rightness, his dick throbbing hard in his panties, but… never quite cumming, though the pleasure remained brighter than any orgasm he had ever experienced, intense, addictive, his reward for making the cock cum, for swallowing, for being a good girl.

As Mr Kusk’s orgasm subsided Nate gave one last long hard suck, savouring every drop of his cum as though it were ambrosia. Worked his lips up, sucking, let the fat head leave his mouth with an audible pop, and he looked up as he licked his lips. He grinned, blushing, fluttering his eyelashes.

“Thank you.” Nate said.

Mr Kusk was flustered, pink-cheeked, breathing hard, clearly overwhelmed by what had just happened. He smiled, looked almost drunk, exhausted, drained.

“That was… wow… that was way more intense than anything I’ve felt before. You… you’re incredible.”

Mr Kusk seemed to stare at Nate as though mesmerized, enthralled. Nate grinned, a sense of pride, pleasure, power, and a deep blossoming core of satisfaction and fulfilment at the root of his soul.

“You’re welcome. And… any time you want more… just ask… you were delicious.” Nate said.

What was he saying? What was happening to him? His head was spinning but… he realised he meant it. Already he was craving more.

“But for now, I think I should get back to work, before we both get into trouble.” Nate said.


Seven

For the rest of the day Nate was barely able to concentrate, the memory of what he had done, how it had felt, how it had tasted, keeping him on edge. He was so horny he could barely think straight, squirming in his seat, fidgeting, his panties snug, body smooth and sensitive.

He did not see Mr Kusk again, his boss hiding in his office, and Nate wondered if he were embarrassed about what had happened, how he had been seduced by Nate, or if he was just exhausted. He giggled to himself, blushing, letting the memory rerun over and over.

Just thinking about it filled him with joy, pleasure, and he knew that he was already craving more, craving that sensation of power, fulfilment, satisfaction, the pleasure he had experienced addictive, a hunger blossoming inside of him. What was happening to him? Was it connected to the panties he was trapped in?

Several times during the day he found he needed the toilet, and each time he found himself slipping the panties down without even thinking, sitting to pee, wiping the slit of his small, cute dick, then slipping them back up only to find them again sealed back on. It was impossible, surely, right?

Nate puzzled at the problem as he tried to work, wondering if it were hypnosis—though that didn’t explain his hips, his ass, the loss of his body hair, his new appetites, and the pleasure he had felt—but if it was, who had done it, and why? Maybe Lea? For revenge? Though revenge for what, and that was not like her at all…

The other option seemed even more impossible. Magic wasn’t real, was it? But the way the panties acted, what had happened to him, the changes, transformations… that was… what else could it be? Again though he was left with the same questions. Who? Why?

By the end of the day, Nate was no closer to answers, and he was only more confused, head a fuzzy mess of worries and questions. He had the weekend ahead of him though, a chance to fix whatever had happened to him, to undo it, and return to normal.

**Why would you want to undo this gift? You’ve seen the pleasures we offer, the joy we can give you. Embrace us. Become who you were meant to be. A good girl. Pretty, sexy, adorable. Think of how good it would feel to just give in to us, to accept the inevitable, to allow us to remake you.**

The voice whispered to Nate as he collected his things, packing his bag and shutting off his work computer. He smiled. Perhaps he should stop worrying and just embrace what was happening. He did like his changed body, and it had been fun. Being smooth and soft felt nice, his body more sensitive, prettier, and his wider hips and rounder ass made even walking fun, a subtle strut and jiggle and sway as he moved about.

And… this morning had been amazing, even the lingering memory a source of great pleasure. Maybe he should just see what else happened before thinking about trying to find a solution? Imagining what else might happen, how else he might change, made him blush and giggle, a fluttering in his belly. As he made his way out of the office he was distracted, thinking about what might lie ahead for him, wondering if maybe he should just surrender and embrace the gifts he had been given, he remained distracted, lost in thought.

“Err… have a lovely weekend Nate.” Mr Kusk called.

Nate turned and saw his boss standing in the door to his office, watching him, slightly flustered. Nate smiled, bit his bottom lip as he remembered sucking on that fat, perfect prick, the taste of his boss’s cum. Perhaps just surrendering, accepting the gifts he was being offered, wouldn’t be so bad.

“You too. And… see you Monday.” Nate said.

He gave a flirtatious smile, a small wave, relishing the blush to his bosses cheeks, then turned and walked off. As he left he put an extra wiggle and sway into his step, fully aware that he was being watched, relishing the sense of power it gave him, feeling sexy, brazen, wanton.

#

The journey home was a battle through Friday rush hour commuter bustle, though it was less dreary than Nate was used to. On the bus he was forced to stand, bodies crushed in, and he was pressed into a space between two larger men, both oblivious as they read through the daily paper with headphones in.

Normally he would have reached up and grabbed a handhold and done much the same but… for some reason he could not quite reach. He tried, several times, even rising up on tip-toe, but he was too short. He had never been the tallest man, but he had been taller than average even if just by a hair’s breadth. Now though, his fingers merely grazed the looped handhold above him.

Had he shrunk? Was he smaller? Was that just another change? Why did that make him happy? Why was he smiling, blushing, grinning, squirming?

Forced to stand awkwardly, holding the pole to the side, Nate was left pressed between the two tall, muscular, handsome young men, the smell of their sweat, their bodies, pressing on him. He tried to focus, staring out of the window, tried not to react, but it was hard, almost impossible. Their bodies were so close.

As the bus travelled on towards his stop Nate’s mind wandered. It drifted back to that morning, waking up in bed with panties on, smooth, soft, his extra curves, having to shop for new trousers to fit his wider hips and ass, women’s trousers, buying that perfume that smelled so irresistible… why had he bought that?

He remembered arriving late to work, trying to sneak into his office, being caught, and then… his body grew hot as he began daydreaming. Nate recalled being in Mr Kusk’s office, his boss talking to him, being unexpectedly kind and thoughtful, the way he had looked at Nate, the way that had made him feel and then… he remembered how he had almost needed to thank him.

Nate giggled to himself as he recalled falling to his knees at Mr Kusk’s feet, pulling his cock out, and… sucking it. He could almost feel it, fucking between his lips, deep into his mouth. Nate’s cock throbbed hard in his panties, swelling as he remembered how it felt to have that thick, fat, long, throbbing cock in his mouth, sucking, tongue lapping, fucking in and out, hands working, lips wet and hot and tight, how it felt as it swelled, cumming, cumming in his mouth, swallowing his boss’s cum.

Nate moaned out loud and then blushed as he realised what he had done, drifting off into erotic memories, memories of sucking cock. He looked around to see if anyone had noticed, blushing, cheeks pink, flustered, hot, and for a moment thought he had got away with it except… an older man stood slightly to the side was watching him.

Their eyes met. The man was in his mid to late forties, but handsome, hair flecked with grey, an informal suit, slim, a friendly smile. Nate’s blush deepened, and he bit his bottom lip, squirming, aroused and turned on.

Could the man tell what he had been thinking? Could he tell he was smooth, soft, wearing pink panties, could he tell he was wearing women’s trousers to contain his wide hips and round ass.

As Nate’s mind whirred the man’s smile widened. He dipped his head slightly and winked. He was… he was flirting with Nate. He thought… he thought Nate was hot, sexy… he could tell Nate was in heat.

The realisation made Nate’s head spin, his heart racing. He felt panic, and arousal. What should he do?

**You could go talk to him? See what he has to offer a good girl like you. You might enjoy it?** The voice whispered.

Nate’s head swum, thoughts, daydreams, imaginings. He needed to get home though, needed to shower, and… work out what was happening to him. Nate forced himself to turn away. It was almost his stop.

Pressing the button to request the bus to pull over at the next stop, Nate then pushed his way through the throng of bodies, still hot, distracted, fuzzy-headed, cock throbbing. He felt wild, aroused, brazen, and… hungry.

As the bus pulled over and the doors opened Nate stepped out. He stopped for a moment to catch his breath, and behind him the doors closed, the bus driving away. He glanced over his shoulders and as the bus rejoined traffic he saw the handsome older man watching him out the window. Without thinking, Nate winked at him, wiggled his hips, his ass, and the man smiled.

What was happening to him? Nate knew just one thing… he needed to get home.


Eight

Nate slipped through his building carefully, watchful, slow, listening and observing for any sign of his new neighbour, Morgan. It was all just probably a coincidence, but, yet, still, he couldn’t quite shake the feeling that there was something more going on, something that he didn’t quite understand, something impossible, almost… magical.

He crept up the stairs and reached his front door without meeting anyone else, the building oddly quiet for the time of night, and he pulled his keys out of his bag—he’d need to get a proper bag if he was going to continue to be forced to wear trousers without pockets, maybe a little rucksack, or a satchel, maybe even a small handbag—slipped them into the lock, and opened his door.

Nate almost tumbled inside, a flustered rush, and he slammed the door behind him. He was safe, finally, from distractions, interruptions, discovery and… temptation. He could spend the evening alone and try to work out just what was going on. There would be no one to disturb him.

**You can’t stay in here forever. You need to go out sooner or later, buy new clothes, pretty things to wear, get food, meet people… you can’t resist temptation forever.** The voice whispered.

Nate knew it was true, but he also knew that wasn’t his immediate problem. Remembering the bus, how he hadn't been able to reach the handhold he usually used, he had more pressing matters to worry about.

It wasn’t just his body hair, and his hips and ass now. Other things were changing, and he wanted to find out exactly what about him had been transformed since this morning.

Nate dropped his bag and moved through to the bedroom, slipping off his shoes, stripping off his tie, then stepped in front of the mirror. He stalled, froze, eyes wide. He was… changed, again.

Before it had been mostly unnoticeable, his body under his clothes made hairless, smooth and soft and sensitive, his hips subtly wider, ass rounder, fuller, but now… now the changes were more obvious. Nate blushed as he stared at himself, both horrified and exhilarated, excited, his cock throbbing in the pink panties he remained trapped in.

He was definitely shorter now, by several inches, his shirt and trousers oddly long, and slimmer, his clothes baggy around the shoulders and waist, but still tight around his hips and ass—had his hips grown wider, his ass rounder? Nate moved closer to the mirror and as he walked he could not help but noticed the slight sway of his hips, a strut he could not control, his walk sexier now, provocative and alluring. He smiled, blushed, giggled.

**You like our gifts. You want more, don’t you?** The voice whispered.

Nate nodded without thinking, barely even hearing the question. He stared into the eyes of his reflection, head fuzzy. His face too had changed, though less dramatic. His eyes were slightly larger, cheeks higher, jaw softer, still the same face he had always had but shifted slightly towards feminine. And… was his hair longer?

It was his lips thought that drew most of his attention. They were plumper, fuller, pink, wet, glossy. Nate had always had thin lips, but now they were larger, almost fat. They had swollen up, becoming inviting, sexy. If they got any larger they’d be big dick sucking pillows. Was this because of what he had done? Had sucking on a cock encouraged his lips to change, to enhance? Was his body adapting to the things he did, to better pleasure others, to better draw them to him?

Staring at himself Nate reached up with one hand and ran a single finger over his bottom lip. He moaned out loud, a soft whimper of bliss and joy. His lips were so much more sensitive now, fatter, plumper, pink and glossy and wet. If he were to suck a cock with these lips he knew he’d not be able to hold back. The pleasure would be so intense he’d be hooked, addicted. He'd be unable to prevent himself from becoming a willing cumslut.

Nate smiled, giggled, blinked as he studied his reflection. He felt giddy, happy, full of joy and brightness. He knew he should have been terrified, but… he wasn’t.

“I need a shower and a drink. This is all just… it’s just stress.” Nate said, trying to convince himself.

**You know it isn’t.** The voice whispered.

His head swam. He knew it was real, that he was changing, transforming, but he remained calm, smiling, almost eager. The panties had cursed him, and he didn’t know what lay in store for him but, for some reason, he was almost looking forward to finding out.

Grinning, blushing, Nate turned away from the mirror and headed to the bathroom. He stripped, tossed his clothes to the side, and slipped the panties off without even thinking—he needed to wash, it was that simple, but he knew that inevitably he’d be unable to avoid putting them back on once he was done.

He turned and looked at himself in the mirror. He was definitely smaller, shoulders narrower, chest thinner, waist cinched in with wide hips. With his complete lack of body hair, his skin smooth, pristine, sensitive, he looked undeniable feminine, girly, only his hips and ass showing any sign of womanly curves, but still… it felt nice. He had never been unattractive as a man, tall and broad and relatively toned, but he had never been happy with how he looked. Now though… now he could not stop smiling.

“Shower time I guess…” Nate said.

He was grinning, and he moved with a wiggle to turn the hot water on.

#

The room filled with steam, the shower flowing, and Nate waited for a moment before stepping into the flow. The water washed over him, soaking his hair, wetting his face, running over his body.

Given his new smooth, soft, sensitive skin the flow of water felt surprisingly good, a tingle running up his spine, the hairs on the back of his neck prickling. His cheeks grew warm and his cock tingled.

Nate reached out as he stood with his head under the flowing water, eyes closed, and grabbed a bottle of soap, poured a generous dollop into his palm, and began to wash. The soap lathered into a thick foam and his hands slipped over his smooth body, a buzzing pleasure building, a joy blossoming in his belly, his cute little dick swelling, throbbing. Nate moaned, caressing himself, the hot water and foam slippery, sensual, silky.

The air filled with the fragrance of jasmine and musk, sweet fruits—Lea’s old shower soap that she had left behind, one she rarely used as she had complained the scent was too provocative and cheap. Nate moaned, inhaling deep. The idea of smelling provocative and cheap excited him, a cheap, brazen, sexy body, eager to serve and please, eager to experience pleasure, eager to feed.

Nate’s mind drifted, memories of sucking his first cock, the way it had felt between his lips, mouth tight, hot, wet, the cock fucking in and out, seducing his boss, making him cum with his pretty slut mouth. He licked his lips, felt the soft, gentle thrill of pleasure that spread out from them, his lips enhanced now, made for sucking cock, for seducing men, for pleasuring them, for giving him pleasure in return. It felt unreal, but it was happening. He was changing, being transformed, and he had those stolen pink panties to thank.

**You’re welcome.** The voice whispered.

Nate blushed. What else was going to happen before the changes were done? He smiled, head spinning as he imagined what else lay in store for him. Just thinking about it, the possibilities, the promises of more pleasure, more transformations, more corruption, made him tingle, his cock swelling.

His hands roamed down, caressing his smooth body, teasing, slippery. He felt pretty, sexy, feminine, and he ran his hands over his chest, teasing his nipples, over his belly, his hips, down to his throbbing cock.

He reached lower, wrapped the fingers of one hand round his shaft, the length less, the girth diminished, and he stroked, once, before… pain, hot, scalding, spreading out from his cock, filling him. Nate yanked his hand away and yelped, and the pain vanished.

He stepped back, out of the water, looked down at himself, expecting a mark, blisters, perhaps a spike in the water temperature, but… there was nothing, his skin smooth and unblemished, just wet, his cock still hard. Curious, Nate reached back down.

**I wouldn’t if I were you… you’ll only hurt yourself again.** The voice whispered.

Nate blinked. His head swam.

“What…”

**It is necessary for us to correct any improper behaviours.** The voice whispered. **You are not to touch yourself like that. You are a good girl now and you must behave like one.**

Nate blinked. His head was spinning, heart racing, the memory of the pain bright. He was so horny, his cock still hard. He hadn’t cum for almost two days and after this morning, sucking that cock, swallowing that cum, his lips so sensitive now… he was aching for some release.

“I can’t… I can’t even masturbate?” Nate said.

His body tingled, a bright thrill spreading out from his belly, a deep craving that was new and intense, a hunger deep within. He felt a throbbing inside, lower, in… in his ass.

**No one said you couldn’t play with yourself, that you couldn’t masturbate, cum. You just need to do it like a good girl.** The voice whispered.

Those words, good girl, made Nate whimper, biting on his bottom lip, a swell of need, hunger, pleasure. The throbbing inside him grew worse, more insistent, his arousal growing, a spot of insistent need between his butt cheeks, his asshole tingling, a fluttering joy, his entrance aching, eager to be touched, played with.

Moving back into the flowing water, lathering his hand with soap, Nate stood trembling as he reached back behind, his hand slipping over the firm, pert, round swell of his butt cheeks. He had a cute little bubble butt now, sensitive to touch, his caresses causing the throbbing, aching need inside him to swell, ravenous.

Nate moaned as the water washed over him, the scent of the shower gel and the tingle of pleasure intoxicating. He felt so pretty and soft and cute, sexy, his body changing, transformed, corrupted. His ass tingled, almost a stretching ache, and his hands slipped inwards, towards his crack, his hole, his entrance.

#

Nate knew what he needed, what his body wanted. He knew how he was meant to masturbate, like a good girl, a new instinct awoken within him. His fingers crept over smooth skin, tingling, soft, delicate, slippery, and ran along his crack.

His hole twitched, cute little dick throbbing, water cascading over him. He was breathing hard, heart thumping, and his fingers teased along, brushing lightly over his puckered hole, pressing just barely in before slipping away, titillating.

There was a jolt of pleasure, joy, euphoria, hot and aching, bliss suffusing his changing flesh, saturating his mind, addictive and bright and wonderful. Nate slipped his hand up and down, cute little dick throbbing harder now, drooling precum. He wanted release so badly it almost hurt.

His mind drifted back to Mr Kusk’s cock, fat, thick, long, perfect, throbbing in his hands and mouth, cumming, cumming in his mouth as he swallowed. Nate felt a hard kernel of pleasure take root in his soul, a hunger and a need.

His fingers slipped back, teasing around his hole, more bright pleasure. He gasped, hips working, moving on their own, his body eager to find the pleasure and release it needed. His fingertip pressed, slippery, teasing in, and his hole opened, stretching, eager and hungry.

There was no pain, only intense, bright, hot pleasure, as though his hole was made for this, made to be played with, stimulated, fingered, fucked. Nate pressed his finger deeper, working it to stimulate his sensitive inner walls, a hot knot of joy just inside that sent shudders of bliss through him. He pressed deeper, his need and hunger growing, a desperate ravenous appetite, a desire to be filled, fucked.

“Fuck… that’s…” Nate’s voice was a soft whimper.

He worked his finger deep, teasing, hole stretching as though it were made for this, belly fluttering, cute little dick throbbing. He pressed the tip of a second finger to his entrance and pressed, stretching, his finger teasing his hole open, then, suddenly, slipping in.

“Ah… shit…”

Nate’s legs went weak and he stumbled, falling forward, and he was forced to use his free hand to steady himself, half bent over, two fingers in his slippery hole, legs spread. Nate pressed his fingers deeper, the new position perfect for working his fingers into his hole, fucking himself. He curved his back to allow himself easier access, penetrating deeper, stretching his tight entrance.

It felt amazing, and he was breathing hard, panting, heart racing. He shifted his hips, moving his ass in time with his hands, working to meet each thrust of his fingers. The slipped, deep, stretching him wider, teasing his sensitive inner walls, the knot of joy in his belly tightening. It felt good, amazing, but he couldn’t help but picture that fat, thick, long, throbbing cock.

It had felt good in his mouth, cumming, but… what would it feel like to have something like that in his ass, fucking him, fucking him hard, slamming into him as he thrust back. What would it feel like to ride a fat, thick, hard, long cock, to lie on his back with legs spread, pinned up against a wall, face pressed down, or to be down on all fours like a bitch in heat?

Just thinking about it, imagining it, made Nate squeal. What was happening to him? He was changing, being corrupted, but, at the same time, it felt like this was who he’d always been, just… hiding. It was like he was finally seeing himself, finally admitting what he wanted, needed, hungered for.

He giggled, flustered, blushing. None of that mattered though, not right now. Right now the only thing that mattered was pleasure, fucking his tight hole with his fingers, being the dirty slut he’d always wanted to be, had always been meant to be.

Nate worked his hips, wiggling, chasing the delight he felt, the aching need inside his tight hole, fingers teasing over a bright spot of bliss. His fingers fucked in and out, deeper, harder, faster, hole stretching, the pleasure intense, overwhelming, addictive, drowning out thought.

He craved more, a new hunger awakening within him, a need for… something. Nate’s cute little dick throbbed, and his fingers fucked deep, fucking his tight hole, his body shimmering, changing, becoming something new and pretty and beautiful, something sexy and seductive and powerful.

**GOOD GIRL.** The voice whispered.

The words were bright, bliss, sinking into Nate’s subconscious. He was a good girl.

He thrust his fingers deep, teasing, slippery, hole tight, hot, buzzing, worked his ass back, wiggling his hips to feel more and then, gloriously, wonderfully, the knot of joy inside him unravelled.

“Fuck…” Nate moaned.

His cute little dick throbbed, hard, and he held his fingers deep inside his ass, hole clenching as he came, cumming, cumming hard. His belly fluttered and a bliss unlike anything else overwhelmed him, bright and giddy, glorious, transforming him.

He worked his ass down onto his fingers, needing more, ravenous for the pleasure, for cock, for cum, and he came harder than he ever had before, hole tight and clenching on his fingers as he teased every last drop of bliss from his orgasm. Weak, breathing hard, almost ready to collapse, Nate stood for a moment to catch his breath.

As the pleasure subsided, his orgasm intense, small waves of lingering pleasure running through him, his body almost shimmering, aching, he reached out to turn the water off. Giddy, exhausted, Nate stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel.

He dried himself as best he could, fuzzy-headed, and, without thinking, slipped the pretty pink panties back on. Were they smaller now? Was the pink brighter? They hadn’t been this tight before.

He giggled. It was all so unreal, but… it was. It was all very real, and very wonderful. Unable to focus, tired, in need to rest, Nate stumbled through to his bedroom and almost collapsed onto the bed, and he was asleep before he had even climbed beneath the covers.


Nine

“You are late.” A voice said.

Nate stirred, their head fuzzy, thoughts sluggish. Where were they?

“Are you not going to say hello to us?” The voice said.

Nate shifted, trying to roll over, except… they were not lying down. They had been in bed, hadn’t they? They had collapsed after…

Nate blushed as memory returned, rememberings of what they had done, how they had touched themselves in the shower, how they had fingered their ass, fucking themself, bent over in the shower, how they had cum, hard, then… they had been exhausted. They had stumbled through to their bedroom and collapsed and fallen asleep, so… where were they?

Nate turned and looked around. They were in a large, empty, dark space, alone. Where was the voice coming from?

“Hello?” Nate said.

Their voice echoed, reverberating off into the darkness.

“Hello Nate.” The voice said, a soft feminine voice that was almost familiar, its tone friendly, an audible smile, but… with something like steel at the core of it.

Nate shivered, though not from cold. They felt… changed, but in a way they could not explain. They shimmered, almost ephemeral, a bright light filling them, a hunger, a need, a wild ferocious passion.

“It is nice of you to finally join us.” The voice said.

Ahead of Nate, the darkness parted, like a veil lifting, and a tall, beautiful, powerful figure stepped out. Nate blinked, stunned into mute silence.

It was… Morgan, only, different.

Her skin was paler, almost blue, and her hair was bright red, long wild curls. She was smiling, her face radiant, eyes bright green, lit with an internal fire, her lips deep red.

She seemed taller than Nate remembered, almost impossibly tall, looming, powerful, regal. Around her shoulders was draped a gossamer-thin black shawl, open at the front, the parting running down between her breasts, exposing her sex, a thatch of red hair that hid her intimate folds. Nate blushed.

Morgan was naked under the shawl, and the shawl was so thin that it hid nothing, her trim figure exposed, long smooth legs, wide hips, slim waist, small breasts. Her pale-blue flesh was flecked with many freckles, and her nails were long and painted black.

“Morgan?” Nate finally managed to mutter.

Morgan smiled, nodded.

“We’ve been waiting for you. We’ve been waiting for you for so very long.”

And the darkness closed around them both, sealing them into the void, the two of them, utterly alone, trapped together. Yet… for all the strangeness, Nate felt no trace of fear, only an odd tingling, buzzing excitement.

#

“Where are we?” Nate asked.

Morgan smiled, her expression one of mild amusement, as though at a child asking a question to which there was an obvious answer.

“Your dream, or rather somewhere like your dream. You needn’t worry, you are still asleep, safe in your apartment. I have not kidnapped you or stolen you away in the night, or at least not your body.” Morgan smirked. “Your mind… well, that’s another matter.”

Nate bit their bottom lip, squirming. They felt hot, buzzing, tingling.

“I have brought you here Nate so that we might talk. I think you have begun to notice certain… changes… and I thought perhaps it was time you were given answers.”

Nate blinked.

“You mean you’re the one who… the…” They blushed. “The panties… they were… they’re yours?”

Morgan laughed again, shaking her head. Nate’s blush deepened.

“No. Those panties are yours. They’ve always been yours, it just took me a while to find you so that I could… return them to you.”

“Return them? But… I’ve never owned any…”

Morgan held up her hand, silencing Nate, her will pressing on them, compelling them to comply. They shivered again, again the same thrill, excitement, pleasure, arousal. In just the shawl, naked, her body bared and exposed, Morgan looked so brazen and beguiling.

Yet, there was no shame about her, no modesty, and she wore her nudity as others might wear a suit or a favourite outfit, with confidence and poise. She was beautiful, sexy, stunning, and she knew it, felt it, and power and confidence radiated from her like light from the summer sun, and Nate was in awe of her.

“You have always owned them, just as they have always owned you. You just… had yet to realise it.” Morgan said. “I think perhaps it is best if I speak first, then you may ask any questions you still have. It might make things a little easier.”

Nate nodded, eyes wide. They felt light and giddy, dizzy, grinning.

“I am indeed your new neighbour, but it is but no accident that I am here. I was looking for… well, you, to be precise, but I was not sure if I would find you here. I did not know your face, or your name, nor anything about you, just that you were out there, waiting for me, waiting for me to find you.” Morgan said.

As she spoke Nate listened, and the truth of her words sank deep. They trusted her in ways they could not explain, and they knew that it was more than some lucid, bizarre dream.

“I have been searching for you for many, many years. I have thought I have found you many times, only to be wrong, my hopes dashed, and I came here trying not to be hopeful, but… well, it is probably most fair to say I was drawn here, by you. You have been calling to me, without knowing it, calling out to someone like me, and now I have found you. I have found you and, to prove you are what I hoped you were I left you a very simple gift. The panties.”

Nate blushed. They had belonged to Morgan then. She knew. But then… everything that had happened… was that also her? It all seemed so wild and strange and impossible, but at the same time, it seemed like the only answer that made any sense at all.

“To anyone else, even had they tried them on…” Morgan smirked again, watching Nate, and Nate’s cheeks blazed. “...They would have simply been a pair of pretty pink panties. For you though, and only you, they were a gift, a gateway, an invitation. And you have accepted, which makes me very, very happy.”

“Accepted?” Nate asked.

Morgan held up her hand again. Nate fell silent.

“You are unique in the combination of soul and desire you possess, a rare blend of flesh and heart and mind, with just enough raw potential to be useful to me. Most people possess very little talent with magic, but you… you have enough that you can be of service, and, in return, I will give you what you desire. That is the invitation that the panties represented.”

Morgan watched Nate closely, watching for sign that they understood. It all seemed so wild, but at the same time they knew Morgan was telling the truth. Magic… was real.

Morgan smiled as she saw the recognition and realisation on Nate’s face. Nate felt a spark in their heart. Then… what was happening to them, was magic, and it was what they desired?

“You see I am in need of an assistant, a… familiar. You have shown you have the required affinity for magic, and the desires that suit my needs. We would work well together, the two of us, and could accomplish much, but, to finalise this offer of gainful employment, I need your full, and total, and utter acceptance. What you have seen so far is but a small taste of what I can offer you, what we could have were we to work together, but there is only so far I can go without you agreeing in very stark terms to serve me. So… here I am, making you an offer I have made to no mortal in over two hundred years. Serve me, become mine, my familiar, my pet, my servant, my companion, and I will give you power, and pleasure, and your heart’s secret desire. What do you say?”

Nate blinked. Their head was spinning.

It had to be a dream, right? But it did not feel like a dream. It felt real, and the things Morgan had said seemed more true than anything they had heard before. They knew, instinctively, at the level of their soul, that this was real.

Her offer was real. Nate just needed to agree, needed to agree to serve her, and then… they giggled.

“What do you mean by serve?” Nate asked.

Morgan smiled.

“Smart too. That bodes well.” Morgan said. “By serve I mean you will be my assistant, my familiar. You have heard of a witch’s familiar, correct?”

“Like… a black cat?”

Morgan laughed again.

“Sometimes yes, but… I do not think you want to be a black cat, do you?”

Morgan asked the question as though she knew exactly what Nate wanted to be, and it wasn’t a black cat. Nate blushed, bit their bottom lip.

“No… I think you’ll have another form, if you agree, and once you have adjusted, you’ll be able to assume other forms as glamours, so that you can serve me better.”

Nate smiled. The idea appealed to them, becoming someone new, their recent changes only the beginning, what would they look like in the end? And… being able to change how they looked with magic, to glamour themselves, it sounds too good to be true.

“But… what would I need to do to serve you?” Nate asked.

Morgan just smiled.

“Obey me, mostly, but also gather power for me, for us. You would be my agent, working for me, for us, to the benefit of both of us. You’ve already started your journey, so I’m sure you have an idea of what would be required, and it would be nothing evil or cruel. I am not a wicked witch from some silly fairy tale or legend. I am just a… a person, trying to live their life and have fun, and spread a little joy where I can.”

“And all I need to do is accept?” Nate asked.

Morgan nodded.

“Just accept. You just need to offer yourself to me, in your own words, to swear your soul to me, and then… well, then the magic can really get to work. Just think how much fun we could have, the two of us. Just think what it would be like to assume your true form, to fulfil your potential, to live alongside me. All you need to do is accept.”

The words were alluring, the promise seductive, and Nate craved it so much that their heart hurt. They just needed to offer themself to Morgan, this mysterious, powerful, beautiful woman, to serve her as her familiar, to work for her, and she would give them power and everything their heart wanted.

What did their heart want though?

Nate smiled. They knew, for the first time, what the answer to that question was.

“And if I refuse?”

Morgan looked for the first time sad.

“Then I leave, and I continue my search for perhaps another two hundred years. I leave you in peace, take my panties with me, and your life returns to as it were before I arrived.”

Nate felt a pang, a pain, almost a physical wave of nausea. Could they really return to their life as it had been before? Nate smiled, and they knew how they had to answer.

Nate fell to their knees in front of Morgan and looked up at her, beautiful and mysterious and powerful. She smiled at them, waiting.

“Please, take me, allow me to serve you, to become your familiar. I… I will do my best to please you, and will be faithful, and true. Take me as yours, train me, change me, transform me, make me into the person I was born to be. Please…”

Morgan smiled shifted. The air shimmered slightly and Nate felt something spark in the air between them.

“It is done. Now, wake up Natalie, and begin… I look forward to seeing you as you truly are, once your transformation is complete.”

Natalie smiled, happier than she could remember being, lighter. Slowly the dream began to fade, and she felt herself waking to begin her new life, eager to see what lay ahead for her as she blossomed into her full glory.

TO BE CONTINUED...
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Maroc, a mighty paladin, one of the goddess’s chosen warriors has almost cleansed the lands of the vile mongrel races, the beasts and demons who have plagued humanity. There is only one of their lords left, the mysterious, mighty Azine. However, Maroc’s confrontation does not go to plan and he is cursed. Waking up as Marnie, a low level androgynous pretty boy with only one useful skill, Charm, and no memories, they set off on an adventure to find out what has happened to them.

Encountering bandits, negotiating with merchants, and fending off imps, Marnie is forced to use every tool at their disposal. Cursed with the traits of Empathy, doomed to share the emotions and feelings of those close to them, and Adaptable, a body that changes based on the demands placed on it, to better suit Marnie’s activities and needs, it is not long before Marnie begins to change. Facing both men and monsters, experiencing previously unknown pleasures, performing acts that they would once have thought sinful, Marnie learns that they are far from defenceless, and that their body and their Charm is not only pleasurable, but powerful.

Resolved to solve the problem of their Curse, Marie is set on a path that may well change not just them, but the entire world… Empathy’s Curse is an erotic fantasy themed adventure, containing scenes of a sexually explicit nature, featuring feminization, transformation, corruption, and monsters!
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Part One of the Complete Series!
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There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.

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

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

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


Healslut




[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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


The Seawitch's Sissy Curse
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William was hoping his holiday with Juliette would be a romantic get-a-away, that he might finally lose his virginity, but from the start it all seems cursed, bad weather, bad moods, and worse…

When William heads out alone for a walk to explore he stumbles across a hidden cave and within, finds a mysterious, beautiful, naked woman.  When William attempts to take a secret photo the woman notices his presence and he ends up face to face with Riran, the Seawitch.  When Riran senses that William is a virgin, she realises he might be useful, and she curses him, biding him to her will and transforming him into Willow, a pretty, feminine, sissy mermaid.

Sent out to do the witch’s bidding, Willow encounters Artair, a handsome sailor and fisherman, who has no idea about the secrets she is hiding.  The two grow closer and when Riran returns to claim her mermaid slave, the pair are forced to confront not only the witch, but the truth.  Despite her secrets, Artair chooses to stand with Willow against Riran, yet even together, what hope do they have against the Seawitch’s sissy curse?
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